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For all my Twitter friends who encourage, with enthusiasm, this kind of filth.

I love you all.


“If you are really thankful, what do you do? You share.”



—W. Clement Stone
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Esme Parrish snuggled into her husband’s side with a happy sigh. She was pleasantly fuzzed from the wine they’d had with dinner, warm from the fire snapping in the hearth, and the steady thump of Tuck’s heart was lulling her to sleep.

“You’re asleep,” he said, amused, his voice rumbling under her ear, and she forced her eyes wide.

“No I’m not,” she protested, then frowned at the TV. “When did you put Star Wars on?”

“Half an hour ago.” He grinned down at her, his teeth gleaming white in the forest of his ginger beard. “You didn’t even notice.”

She reached across him for the remote. “You know the rules. No Star Wars on date night.”

“We also said no falling asleep during the movie on date night,” he reminded her, and held the remote out of reach.

“No, we said if I fell asleep during the movie you could wake me up with sex.”

“I was going to do that after Star Wars,” he admitted, his smile widening when she snorted out a laugh. “A New Hope and sex? That’s the perfect date night.”

She poked him in the belly, her finger bouncing off the slight curve. “You agreed, Tuck. No backsies.”

“Fine, here.” He passed her the remote, and the bowl of popcorn. “Eat some of this, maybe it’ll keep you awake.”

She took the remote and aimed it at the television. “You didn’t put enough salt on it.”

“Your blood pressure will thank me.”

“I’m thirty-one, Tuck.” She found the movie she wanted and hit play. “My blood pressure is fine.”

“It’s fine now.” He settled back against the couch. “But your heart’s going to explode by the time you’re fifty if you keep treating salt like a condiment.”

She pulled the blanket off the back of the couch and spread it over her bare legs. “I only like a lot on popcorn.”

“And French fries.”

“Everybody likes salt on French fries.”

“You’re not supposed to be able to see it,” he pointed out.

“Yeah, yeah.” She laid her head on his broad chest and swallowed a yawn. “Just watch the movie.”

“Moonstruck again? You’ve watched this so many times you can recite the dialogue,” he complained. “Plus, it’s old.”

“Excuse me? It came out after A New Hope,” she pointed out. “Like, a decade after.”

“But there are more recent Star Wars movies,” he explained. “So if you go by the last film in the franchise, it’s actually much newer.”

She stared at him for a moment. “You can hear yourself saying these things, right?”

“Just watch the movie,” he grumbled.

They watched in companionable silence for a while, content just to be together. Work had been so busy for both of them lately that tonight was the first time in a week they’d managed to have a meal together. Normally they’d be eager to go out on a Friday night, especially now that they were out of lockdown, but neither of them had been in the mood for crowds or company. So it was just the two of them, takeout Thai food, popcorn, and Moonstruck.

Perfect.

Tuck chuckled, the rumble of it jerking her from a contented doze. “I always forget how over the top Nick Cage is in this movie.”

“He’s always over the top,” she said, trying to sound awake.

“Yeah, but he’s extra OTT in this,” Tuck replied. He shifted, scooching lower on the sofa, and lifted his stocking feet to rest on the coffee table. “Speaking of extra, did you talk to your mom today?”

“Nice segue,” she said, and poked his belly again in rebuke.

“Am I wrong?”

She settled against him again, adjusting to his new position. “No.”

“Well?” he prompted.

“She texted. Their connecting flight in New York was delayed, but they made it safely.”

“I can’t believe they decided to spend Thanksgiving in Paris.”

She tilted her head back to look at him, wincing when her hair caught on the buttons of his flannel shirt. “Your parents are spending Thanksgiving in Florida.”

“Because my sister and her kids live there,” he pointed out, and reached up to disentangle her hair. “Your parents are in Paris visiting who, again?”

“Parisians?” she ventured with a laugh. “It’s their fortieth anniversary trip. They already had to put it off for two years, they didn’t want to wait any longer.”

“I’m not complaining,” he assured her, and smoothed her hair back. “It’ll be nice not to have to watch football with your dad this year.”

“You didn’t watch it with him last year,” she pointed out. “Or the year before.”

“Yes, I did. Remember, your mom dropped off food, and then we had to eat—and watch the game—over video chat.”

“She was just trying to make things normal,” she chided him. “It nearly killed her to not be able to have everyone over. And my dad only watches it because you like it. He’s trying to find common ground, so he can bond with you.”

“Are you sure about that? Because he glares at me the whole time.”

She tucked her tongue in her cheek. “Well, when you walk in on some guy doing your daughter doggie over the bathroom sink…”

“That was six years ago,” Tuck protested, scowling when Esme started to laugh. “And he barged in.”

“He thought you were hurting me,” Esme managed between giggles.

“Because you’re a screamer,” he retorted, still scowling even as his brown eyes brightened with humor.

“I just wanted you to know you were doing a good job,” she said innocently. “I didn’t necessarily want my dad to know it, but…”

“Ha. They’re not planning to video chat us from Paris, are they?”

She thought about saying yes, just to yank his chain. “No, Mom already told me not to expect to hear from them. They’re visiting Normandy that day.”

He relaxed against her. “Good.”

“Of course, Aunt Jane invited us to join her for dinner,” she went on, because yanking his chain was irresistible.

He went tense again. “They’re in Petosky.”

“It’s only a three-hour drive,” she pointed out innocently. “Well, three and a half.”

He narrowed his eyes. “Are you serious?”

“It’s a family holiday,” she cooed, and batted her lashes at him.

“You’re joking.” The air left his lungs in a woosh, and he sagged against the cushions. “Thank God.”

“I almost had you that time,” she said smugly.

“Don’t do that to me,” he groused. “What would you have done if I’d said yes?”

She snorted. “You were never going to say yes to going to Aunt Jane’s. Not after she accidentally racked you in the balls with a pool cue at Dad’s birthday party three years ago.”

“Accidentally, my ass,” he muttered with a scowl.

“Anyway,” she said, gamely swallowing a snort of laugher, “we have a decision to make.”

“About what?”

“What are we going to do for Thanksgiving?”

He shrugged. “I dunno. What do you want to do?”

“I have no idea,” she admitted. “I’ve always gone to someone else’s house. I guess it might be fun to have our own Thanksgiving.”

“Just the two of us?” He raised one ginger eyebrow. “We’ll be eating leftovers on St. Patrick’s Day.”

“We can get a small turkey,” she told him. “We don’t have to get a thirty pounder.”

“A small turkey is still going to be too much for the two of us.”

“Well, what if we invite some friends?”

His expression turned thoughtful. “Like a Friendsgiving?”

“Yeah,” she said, warming to the idea. “We can ask the people who don’t have any place else to go, and everyone can bring something so I don’t have to do all the cooking—”

“You’re going to cook?”

“Sure, why not?”

“You’ve never cooked Thanksgiving dinner before,” he pointed out. “It’s kind of a big deal.”

“It won’t be that hard if everyone brings something,” she pointed out, and sat up. “What do you think?”

“I’m up for it. But we should keep it small,” he went on. “No more than say, half a dozen people, tops.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” she said. “Most of my friends are spending the holiday with family or significant others.”

“Mine too.” He dragged a hand through his mop of reddish-brown curls, shades darker than his beard. “I’ll have to double check, but I’m pretty sure everyone who’s paired off has plans.”

“Maybe we should figure out who doesn’t have plans,” she suggested.

“Well, I know Jude’s going to be in town.” He shot her a curious look. “You okay with him coming?”

“Sure. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Well, last time we saw him, he was balls deep in your pussy.”

“You were balls deep in my throat at the time,” she reminded him, and tried not to squirm at the memory.

“Yeah, I was.” His eyes went soft, the way they did when he was turned on, and Esme felt an answering tug low in her belly.

“Besides, that was over two years ago,” she reminded him.

“Unfortunately.”

“And we’ve hung out plenty of times away from the club,” she continued. “He’s never been weird about it.”

Tuck acknowledged that with a nod. “He takes the what-happens-at-the-swinger’s-club-stays-at-the-swinger’s-club rule very seriously.”

“Understandable, considering what’s at stake.” She eyed him thoughtfully. “Would it be weird for you to have him here?”

“No,” he assured her. “Don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t mind double teaming you again sometime—”

“Same.”

“—but I think we can probably make it through one dinner without spit roasting you.”

“You’re such a pervert,” she said with a sigh.

“That’s why you love me,” he quipped.

“Let’s invite him,” she said, and ignoring his leer, grabbed her phone off the coffee table to scroll through her contacts. “Who else?”

He dug his phone out of his pocket and tapped at the screen. “Evan, probably. And where Evan goes—”

“—Colin follows,” she finished. “Do you think they’re ever going to stop dancing around each other?”

“Your guess is as good as mine,” he said absently. “They’ve been insisting they’re just friends since college.”

She shook her head. “They should just do it already and get it over with.”

“You should tell them that, babe.” A small smirk curled his lips as he worked his phone. “I’m sure that wouldn’t make dinner awkward at all.”

“I’m just saying,” she muttered, and continued to scroll. “What about Spencer?”

“Isn’t he still dating that lawyer? Kennedy something-or-other?”

“I don’t know.” Esme frowned. “But if he is, don’t invite them.”

He looked up from his phone. “What? Why?”

She grimaced. “I didn’t like her. She was awful to the waitress when we went to lunch with them last summer.”

“When was this?”

“Right after they opened up indoor dining again.”

He frowned. “I don’t remember her treating the waitress poorly.”

“You and Spence were locked into the Tigers game,” she reminded him. “Trust me, she was awful. Snide, condescending—she actually snapped her fingers. I left a huge tip and an apology note.”

“I’ll find out if he’s still with her before I extend the invitation.”

“Thank you.” She went back to her phone. “Want me to tag Jude?”

“Already done. You get Evan and Colin, and I’ll see where Spence is with Kennedy.”

“’Kay.” She tapped out a quick text to Evan, copied it to Colin, and set her phone down. “Done.”

“One minute,” he muttered, tapping away, then set his phone next to hers. “Now, where were we?”

“Watching the movie,” she said, and feigned surprise when he shook his head. “We weren’t watching the movie?”

“We were,” he said in a throaty purr. “Until you reminded me about spit roasting you with Jude at the swingers club.”

“Oh, yeah.” Her sigh was wistful. “Good times.”

He leaned forward to nuzzle his nose into her neck. “I miss those good times.”

“Me too.” She eased back to lay on the sofa, and he followed her down. “COVID really fucked with our plans for more of that.”

“Mmm.” Tuck turned his head slowly, scraping his bearded jaw against the tender skin behind her ear, letting out a pleased chuckle when she shivered. “Now that things are getting back to normal, we can pick it back up.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” He closed his teeth on her earlobe, nipping hard enough to make her squeak. “According to the website, they’re open again.”

“Oh,” she breathed, and let her eyes drift closed. Arousal, familiar and sweet, was beginning to rise in her belly and breasts, between her thighs. Her neck tingled where his beard scraped, her earlobe throbbed from the bite of his teeth. “The club, sure.”

He stilled against her. “You don’t want to go back to the club?”

“No, I do,” she hastened to assure him, and let out a little laugh. “Sorry, my mind wandered into fantasy-land for a second.”

“I like fantasy-land,” he said, and dipped his tongue into her ear. “Tell me.”

She squirmed, a little embarrassed by the direction her thoughts had taken. “It’s silly.”

He lifted his head to peer into her face. “Oh, now you have to tell me.”

“Pervert,” she accused with a smile. “It was just a harmless little Thanksgiving gang bang fantasy.”

“Thanksgiving gang bang?” he repeated, a slow smile curving his mouth. “Really?”

“What do you expect, with all the FILTH coming over for dinner?”

He choked on a laugh. “Filth?”

“F-I-L-T-H,” she explained, spelling it out. “Friends I’d Like To…Hump.”

He laughed so hard the sofa shook. “Hump? Did you just say hump?”

“I couldn’t think of another H word for fucking,” she said, and pinched his hip to get him to stop laughing.

“Do you really think about fucking my friends?”

“They’re our friends,” she reminded him archly. “And yeah, I think about it. But it’s just a fantasy. Except for Jude, of course.”

“Hmm.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. He was wearing his serious thinking face, and there was a trouble-maker gleam in his eye; the combination made her suspicious. “What’re you thinking about, Tucker James Parrish?”

“What if it wasn’t just a fantasy?”

She was so surprised it was a full five seconds before she could speak. “You’re kidding.”

“No ma’am,” he said, and the utter certainty in his voice made her blink. “I know a gang bang has been on your list for a while. What better way to cross it off?”

“I figured we’d do it at the club,” she managed. “Eventually.”

“Me, too. But this is better. We already know all the participants, and trust them. That’s the hard work done right there.”

“You don’t think it would be complicated?”

“A little, sure, but nothing that can’t be worked out. Think about it,” he went on, his voice dropping an intimate octave. “The four of them fucking you, watching you. It’s hot, isn’t it?”

It was, she thought, imagining it in spite of her best efforts not to. “That’s not the point.”

“Baby, that’s exactly the point. I liked watching you fuck Jude,” he whispered, and dipped his tongue in her ear. “I liked fucking you with Jude.”

“I know.” She lifted a hand to his hair, the thick strands like cool silk against her fingers. “I liked it, too.”

His rumble of approval vibrated against the pulse in her neck. “Imagine how hot it would be with the five of us. Jude and Spence, Evan and Colin. And me, batting cleanup. Literally.”

She laughed weakly, as she knew he’d intended. “Cleanup is the number four batter, not the number five.”

“I love it when you talk baseball,” he said, and pulled back to look her in the eyes. “If you don’t like the idea—"

“It’s not that,” she said, and tried to concentrate through the haze of desire. “There’s just a lot to consider.”

“We’ll talk it out,” he assured her. “Consider all the angles. If it doesn’t work, then it doesn’t work.”

That sounded sensible. “Okay.”

“But later,” Tuck continued. “All this gang bang talk is getting me riled up.”

“Oh, there’s a surprise.”

“You going to tell me you’re not turned on?” He lifted one large hand to her breast and began to knead. “Tell the truth and shame the devil.”

“You know I am,” she said, arching into his touch. God, she loved his hands on her. “I love you, Tuck.”

“I love you, too.” He brushed his lips against the curve of her jaw, the apple of her cheek. He slicked his tongue across her lips, lapping at her in one long, languid stroke.

“Open your mouth, pretty girl,” he whispered, the words soft against her trembling lips, “and let me in.”

She waited a beat, savoring the anticipation, then let her lips part. His answering growl made her shiver, then his tongue was there, seeking, tasting. Taking.

His kisses were magic, and she loved them. She often teased him that it was his kisses that had made her fall in love with him all those years ago, and it was true. She’d had boyfriends before him, lovers—she was no green girl. But no one had ever kissed her like Tucker Parrish. He looked at her like she was the only person in the room, and kissed her like he was trying to swallow her whole.

The first time he’d kissed her had been after a party on homecoming weekend. She’d been a freshman enjoying her first taste of college life, he a junior who had partying down to an art form. He’d been working the keg, passing out plastic cups full of beer to a line of co-eds. When one of her friends had muttered, “Who’s the thick, ginger, lumberjack-looking motherfucker?” she’d answered, “Mine,” and went to stand in the keg line.

When her turn came, he’d been talking to someone over his shoulder and not paying attention, and it was a simple thing to let the overly full cup bump her hand and slosh beer down the front of her shirt.

“Well, fuck,” she’d said, secretly jubilant, and he’d looked at her.

He’d had a layer of fashionable scruff on his jaw, a few shades lighter than his hair, and a complexion just on the edge of ruddy. He’d stared at her for a moment with brown eyes only a shade or two lighter than the iris. Then they’d drifted down, taking in the ample curves she’d poured into snug jeans and a fitted pink t-shirt, nearly transparent now thanks to the beer.

“Damn,” he’d breathed, his eyes locked on her tits.

“Hey, Paul Bunyan,” she’d replied, putting a snap in her voice to cover the triumph, and his eyes had flown back to hers. “My eyes are up here and my glass is empty.”

His cheeks had gone pink as he’d scrambled to refill her glass, his eyes obediently and respectfully on hers, then stripped off his shirt and offered it to her. When she’d emerged from changing in the bathroom, his flannel button-down stretched tight across her tits and hanging nearly to her knees, he’d been waiting in the hall. He’d asked her to dance, still making a valiant effort to keep his eyes off her chest, and she’d accepted with giddy delight.

And at the end of the night, after insisting on walking her back to her dorm, he’d kissed her. Her head had gone fuzzy, which could’ve been due to the multiple cups of beer she’d consumed. But the beer hadn’t explained her shaky knees or the fluttering in her belly or the tightness in her chest, so she’d kissed him back.

Twelve years later, he was still a thick, ginger, lumberjack-looking motherfucker, and kissing him still felt like magic.

“You’re so fucking sexy, baby,” he murmured, pulling back to lick and nibble at her mouth. “You know how hard it is to keep my hands off you?”

“Why try?” she breathed, tugging on his waist. He hovered over her, propped up on his hands, too much space between them. She wanted him on her, hard and hot and heavy, pushing her into the sofa cushions until she could barely breathe.

“I’d never get anything done,” he replied, holding himself up despite her dragging hands. He dropped his head to her chest, used his chin to nudge her tank top lower, and ran his tongue over the swell of her breast. “You’d never get anything done. We’d stay naked all day, fucking each other raw.”

“I’m good with that,” she told him, and dug her fingers into his waist.

“Quit trying to rush me, woman,” he rumbled, and nipped her breast in admonishment. “I’ve got a plan.”

“Well, hurry up,” she told him, and slapped his ass. “I’m getting old, here.”

His laughter vibrated against her breast. “So bossy.”

“That was for trying to sneak Star Wars in on date night,” she told him, and squealed when he sucked a mouthful of her breast into his mouth. “Hey! No hickeys, remember?”

He released her flesh with a pop. “No hickeys where they show,” he corrected her, and shoved her shirt up to her neck. “I can put all the marks on you I want otherwise.”

“Big talk,” she managed, her voice going thin as he kissed his way down her belly, tongue tracing the flowering vine tattoo that flowed from her ribs, over the curve of her stomach to curl around her belly button, then down to the top of her mound. “Put up or shut up.”

“Oh, I’ll put up,” he vowed, and hooked his hands in the waistband of her panties. He yanked them down, making her tits bounce, then he was tossing them over his shoulder and spreading her thighs wide. “You know, I kind of love that you stopped waxing.”

“Yeah?” When COVID had forced everyone into lockdown—and the temporary closure of the small salon she frequented for everything from haircuts to mani-pedis to bikini waxing—she’d pretty much let things go. Even though the salon was open now, she’d been putting it off, dreading the pain that was sure to be intense after so long without a wax. The hair on her labia was thinner, and had been easy enough to manage with a swipe of the razor during her morning shower. But every time she shaved the top of her mound she ended up with painful, irritating bumps, which is why she’d started waxing in the first place. She kept her bikini line trimmed, so it didn’t stick out past the edges of her underwear or swim suit—not that she’d been swimming in the last two years—but she’d let the rest of it grow unfettered. The result was a patch of wild curls, thick and black. “You like my bush?”

“Hell, yeah.” He buried his nose in the lush thicket, breathing deep.

“You don’t think it’s too 70s porn?” she managed, shivering when he caught a lock of hair in his teeth and tugged.

He looked at her from between her legs. “That’s what I like about it. Did I ever tell you about the stash of skin mags I found in our basement when I was fifteen?”

“Skin mags?” she asked with a helpless giggle. “In the internet age?”

“My mom had the family computer on lockdown,” he explained. “Parental controls, anti-porn software, the works. Hacking into the school’s system to change my grades would’ve been easier than seeing tits on that computer. So the magazines were like a gift from God.”

“Hallelujah,” she praised, and shivered again when his laughter gusted across her heated, sensitive flesh. “What kind of magazines?”

“The good kind. Playboy, Penthouse, Hustler. A few other lesser known, more explicit ones.”

“Were they your dad’s?”

He shook his head, his beard tangling briefly in her pubic hair. “I never asked, but I doubt it. He would’ve noticed they’d gone missing, and I had them until I left for college.”

“A perv, even then.”

“Well, yeah.” He stuck out his tongue and gave her clit a quick swirl, flicking at her hood piercing, and her legs jerked in response. “Anyway, they were all from the seventies and early eighties, so there was lots of bush, and lots of tan lines.”

“Forget it,” she said, spotting the speculative look in his eyes. “I’m not toasting my skin so you can relive your misspent youth.”

“It was hardly misspent,” he protested. “Except for all the socks I had to replace. I had to find a part-time job just to keep my mom from wondering where they’d all gone.”

She snorted out a laugh. “Seriously?”

“It was either that or do my own laundry, and she was less suspicious of the job.”

“I have new sympathy for Kimberly.”

Tuck grimaced. “Don’t say my mother’s name when my face is between your legs.”

“Hey, you started this,” she reminded him.

He frowned, but his eyes were dancing. “Why’d I do that again?”

“You like my bushy bush.”

“Oh, yeah.” His eyes warmed, and a slow smile moved across his face. “You know, you should put a cherry cola streak, right here. Make it match your hair.”

“Excuse me? You know I have to bleach this before I can dye it, right?” she asked, giving her hair a tug.

“So?” He blinked, all innocence. “You can bleach pussy hair, can’t you?”

“No,” she said firmly. “And even if you can…no.”

“That’s okay. I like it just the way it is,.”

“Big talk,” she said, and wiggled her hips. “Where’s the action?”

His grin spread. “You want action, pretty girl?”

“I want your tongue on my cunt until I come,” she said bluntly.

“God, I love it when you’re bossy.” He shoved his face between her spread thighs and gave her one slow, firm lick from taint to clit.

“Yes, baby, like that,” she purred, and propped herself up on one elbow so she could watch. The absorbed, blissed out look on his face was almost as much of a turn on as the way he stiffened his tongue and stabbed it into her cunt. Tuck loved going down on her, and she wanted to keep watching, but after a moment she began to feel the strain in her neck.

“Tuck, wait.”

He lifted his head, his beard damp and his lips glossy. “What’s wrong?”

She sat up and grabbed the couch cushion, jamming it behind her, then settled back. “Okay, continue.”

“You wanna watch while I get you off?”

“Yeah.” Her heart was pounding, heat and excitement spiking at the look in his eyes. It was almost as arousing as his tongue on her clit. “Give me a show, lover.”

He dragged his tongue over her clit. “I will if you will.”

“You want a show?” she asked, and brought her hands up to her breasts, exposed by the rucked-up t-shirt. Big and soft, they lay heavily against her ribcage, and she lifted them up. She squeezed, pushing them up and together, the ample flesh spilling out over her fingers.

“Yeah,” he muttered, his eyes glittering. “Play with those titties for me.”

“Like this?” She lifted her right breast, the one with the barbell through the nipple, and brought it higher. They were big enough, and soft enough, that if she pushed it up high and dipped her head low, she could reach her nipple.

“More,” he demanded.

She smiled, her lips brushing the cool metal of the piercing. “You first.”

He dove back into her pussy like it was his job, licking and biting and sucking everywhere. He always started out this way, all eager chaos, like he couldn’t decide where to go or what to do first, so he tried to do it all at once. She loved it, because he wasn’t just trying to get her off—though she knew from experience he wouldn’t stop until she came screaming—he was also pleasing himself. She’d told him once it was like he was trying to get his mouth on as much of her as he could all at once, and he'd looked at her in surprise and said, “Well, duh.”

She reveled in the slick glide of his tongue, the occasional scrape of his teeth. His eyes were open and fixed on hers, focused and intense. She kept playing with her breasts, kneading and tugging, pushing both nipples up to her mouth to lap at them. He growled whenever she did that, making his mouth vibrate against whatever part of her pussy he happened to be touching. When he did it on her clit, she let out a gasping cry.

He grinned, sharp and feral, and did it again. “Like that, don’t you.”

“Yes,” she said unnecessarily, since he hadn’t really been asking. “Do it again.”

“Lick your nipple,” he countered, and she shoved her breast high and ducked her head. She flicked the piercing with her tongue, as much for her benefit as for his, and moaned when he did the same to her hood piercing.

“More,” she demanded, lifting her hips to press herself against his mouth. He obliged, lapping at her clit with the firm flat of his tongue, tugged at the piercing with his teeth, and the slow, lazy pleasure flowing through her turned sharp and focused.

She stammered out breathless demands for more, harder, faster, deeper, letting go of her breasts to bury both hands in his hair to put him where she wanted him. But he shook her off.

“Uh-uh,” he said, his panting breath stirring the damp curls. “Keep playing with your tits, baby. Give me a good show.”

“Fuck,” she said, but obeyed, plucking at her nipples with trembling fingers. “I need more, Tuck. Gimme more.”

“More what, baby? More this?” he asked, and latched onto her clit, giving it a good, hard suck. It sent a jolt through her, making her jerk like a puppet on a string, and a high whine slipped from her throat. He chuckled, the rumble of it vibrating her clit, and she jerked again.

“You taste so good, Esme Jane,” he told her, lapping and sucking, his big hands holding her thighs wide when she tried to clamp them around his head. “Hot and wet and sweet. I could live on the taste of you.”

She watched him through blurry eyes, her skin slick with sweat and her heart pounding. His clever tongue was pushing her to the edge, but she needed something more to get over it. “Tuck, I need…”

“What?” He stabbed his tongue into her once, twice, then pulled back to circle her clit so gently she could barely feel it. “Tell me, baby. What do you need?”

“Fingers,” she gasped. “Fuck me with your fingers.”

He rumbled approvingly and dragged a hand down to tease her wet, open hole. “Where, baby? Here?” he asked, dipping one finger inside a few centimeters to tease, then slid down over slick, sensitive skin to probe at the pucker of her asshole. “Or here?”

“Yes. Both. Now.”

“Yes ma’am.”

He slid two fingers into her pussy and she spread her legs wider, propping one foot on the back of the couch and the other on the coffee table. “That’s it, baby, open up for me,” he whispered, and rubbed his thumb against her anus. “Shit, we need lube.”

“If you get up, I’ll kill you.”

“It might hurt,” he warned.

“I don’t care.” She reached down, grabbing her knee and bringing it to her chest, opening herself wide. “Do it, now. Please.”

“Deep breath, love,” he instructed, and she sucked in a breath. When she let it out on a shaky exhale, he popped his thumb into her ass.

It slid in with barely a hitch, smooth and quick, stretching the delicate tissues just enough to shock, just enough to sting. Then he turned his hand slightly to squeeze his fingers and his thumb together, her flesh trapped between, and sucked her clit back into his mouth.

She came screaming.

He sucked and squeezed until she went limp, then reared up on his knees between her spread thighs. Panting, she watched him tear open his fly and drag his cock out, so hard she could see it pulsing in his hand. He stroked it hard once, twice, fingertips rubbing over the sensitive head with a little twisting motion that told her he was close. He let out a hoarse shout, his head going back so the cords in his neck stood out, then his come was splashing across her belly and her breasts, some even landing on her neck. He jerked and stroked until the last few drops landed in the forest of her pubic hair, then slumped back against the couch.

“Well, fuck,” he wheezed, chest heaving like he’d been doing wind sprints.

“Something wrong?” she managed, her legs still splayed wide. She didn’t have the energy to move yet.

“Yeah. I wanted to fuck your tits.” He looked down at her, face flushed and still wet from her pussy. “But you’re so hot when you come like that, I couldn’t wait.”

“It’s that squeezy thing.” She dipped her fingers into the puddle of come on her belly, catching the drip starting to slide to the side with her thumb. She didn’t want to have to clean the couch. “Gets me every time.”

“I know.” He blew out a breath and kissed her foot, still propped up on the back of the couch. “Strategic mistake on my part.”

“Not from where I’m sitting.” She scooped up the come between her breasts, adding it to the puddle on her belly. “And anyway, you like painting me with your come.”

“True,” he said, and smiled. “I should’ve aimed lower.”

“Lower?”

“I didn’t think of it until the end,” he said, and reached out to swirl one finger through the sweaty tangle of her pubic hair. “By the time I did, I was almost out.”

Realization dawned, and she laughed. “You wanted to come on my bush?”

“The few drops I managed to land looked hot,” he said, and gave the hair a gentle tug. “Kinda wanna see how it looks with a full load on it.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” He yawned and gave her mound a gentle pat. “Maybe five full loads, if the gang bang works out.”

“You’re still up for that?” she asked, a little surprised.

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

She shrugged. “Sometimes the thing that sounds hot before you get off doesn’t sound hot after.”

“Trust me, it’s still hot,” he said, and raised his arms high in a long, hard stretch.

“Good to know,” she murmured, watching him. He should’ve looked ridiculous, fully clothed except for his dick hanging out of his open fly, long arms reaching overhead. And he did. But he also looked hot. His hair was mussed from her hands, sticking straight up in places, and his beard was still damp from her pussy. His cheeks were flushed from his orgasm, his eyes heavy. He looked like he’d been doing exactly what he’d been doing, and he looked really, really happy about it.

It turned her on, that look of lazy, debauched contentment, and made her want to turn him on, too.

“We don’t have to wait for Thanksgiving, you know,” she said, and waited until he’d lowered his arms and was looking at her, blinking in confusion. Then she scooped up the come on her belly and carried it down to drip onto her mound.

“Fuck,” he breathed, eyes fixed on her bush. When all the come on her fingers had dripped off she went back for more, using both hands to scoop it up and redeposit it on the thick thatch of hair. Some of it stayed on top, like snow on a hedge, and some of it dripped through, sliding down over her swollen, reddened labia. It was slick and a little cool against her heated skin, and she played with it, sliding her fingers up and around her labia, her clit, her breath hitching when she bumped up against the hood piercing. She delved into the nest of hair, too, spreading the come around until it was a wet, tangled mess.

“Fuck,” he said again, and she noted that his cock was now showing definite signs of new life. “How does it feel?”

“Dirty,” she replied, and smiled when his eyes lit. “How does it look?”

“It looks fucking filthy,” he replied, and lowered a hand to his cock again. “You have two choices.”

“I do?” She swirled her fingers lazily over her clit again, enjoying the almost lazy hum of arousal. “What are they?”

“I can either drag you to the bedroom, fuck you until you come, then fuck your tits until I come.”

“Or?” she prompted when he fell silent, staring at her fingers between her legs.

“I lied,” he said. “You only have one choice.”

She laughed, and kept laughing when he yanked her right foot off the back of the couch and her left off the coffee table, dragging her up to a sitting position. She lost her breath a little when he hoisted her over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry, and again when he tossed her onto their bed, and again when he shoved her knees back and plunged his cock into her pussy. And again when she came screaming once more.

But when he spattered her neck and face and tits with his second load of the night, she was laughing again.
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Esme sat up, put her tattoo gun aside, and grabbed a fresh paper towel to wipe her client’s skin clean. “All done. Want to see it?”

Julianna, all four foot ten of her, eased out of the chair, one hand holding her top to her breasts. “Yeah.”

“Mirror’s over there,” Esme said, and waited for Julianna to take the three steps to the full-length mirror that hung on the wall.

Julianna’s eyes landed on the fresh ink decorating the top of her shoulder, and lit up like Christmas morning. “Oh. Oh wow, Esme.”

Esme smiled. “Is that a good, ‘oh wow’?”

“It’s amazing,” Julianna breathed, turning slightly to get a better view. Her eyes shone above the mask she wore. “The colors, the detail. The wings look like they’re actually moving!”

Esme’s smile widened, a warm, satisfied glow settling in her chest. “That was the idea, right?”

“Yeah, but I had no idea it would look so good.”

Esme eyed the hummingbird now decorating Julianna’s shoulder with satisfaction. It had a lot of detail, as did the flower the hummingbird appeared to be sipping from, and she’d worried she wouldn’t be up to the challenge. But it had turned out even better than she’d hoped. “I’m glad you’re happy with it. Do you mind if I take a picture for the shop webpage?”

“Go ahead,” Julianna said, not taking her eyes off her reflection as Esme used her phone to get shots from several angles.

“Okay, let’s get you wrapped up,” Esme said, and Julianna returned to the chair.

Esme coated the fresh tattoo with ointment, then covered it with Derm Shield. She went over the care instructions verbally as she worked, then handed Julianna a list of written instructions as well. “Remember, no swimming or baths while this is healing. And keep it out of the sun, too.”

“It’s November,” Julianna quipped, and they both glanced at the single window in Esme’s work space. The sky was grey and spitting sleet, typical of November in the Mitten State. “I don’t think sun exposure will be a problem.”

Esme chuckled and stripped off her gloves. “Not now, but it’s good to get into the habit of protecting it. If you want to keep those colors crisp and bright, keeping it out of the sun is going to be key.”

“Noted,” Julianna said, shrugging carefully into her shirt and buttoning it up.

“And if you have any questions or concerns, don’t hesitate to let me know, okay?”

“Will do. Thanks, Esme.” Julianna stood, scooping her coat and purse off the hook by the curtained doorway. “Do I pay you, or…?”

“They’ll take care of you up at the desk,” Esme said, and whisked the curtain aside. “Drive safe out there, okay?”

“I will. Thank you!” Julianna danced her way to the front of the shop, where the owner, Chris, sat reading a comic book behind the counter. He looked up at her approach, his eyes crinkling over his mask, and stood. He glanced back at Esme, who gave him a thumbs up, and he nodded.

Satisfied that Chris understood she didn’t need to adjust the final cost of the tattoo from the estimate she’d worked up, she slipped back into the small room and began to clean up.

She was just finishing when her phone rang. She dug it out of her back pocket, smiling when she saw Tuck’s grinning face on the screen. “Hey, babe.”

“Hey, yourself,” he replied. “How’s your day going?”

“Not bad,” she replied, and settling into the tattoo chair, unhooked her mask from behind her ears. “My eleven o’clock was a no show, for the second time.”

“That’s a jerk move.”

Esme hummed her agreement. “At least I got a fifty percent deposit this time, which he won’t be getting back. And I had two walk-ins.”

“Nice,” he enthused. “Fun designs?”

“One was pretty basic, a Walt Whitman quote. Guy had it printed out and everything, so I didn’t have to do any work there. The other was a hummingbird, and it turned out pretty cool.”

“Did you get pics?”

“I’ll show you when I get home.”

“Cool.”

She leaned back in the chair, stretching her neck a little to ease the cramps that always set in during a long session. “What are you up to today?”

“I got in a run, cleaned the house—”

“God, I love you.”

He laughed. “And now I’m getting ready to go to the grocery store to do the Thanksgiving shopping. Which brings me to the reason for my call. I talked to Spencer.”

“Finally.” Esme stretched her neck the other way. “It’s been a week since you texted him.”

“He’s been getting the new shop up and running.”

“He finally opened up his own place? That’s great.”

“That’s what I said, but I guess it’s keeping him pretty busy. Busy enough that Kennedy gave him an ultimatum—the shop, or her. He dumped her a month ago.”

“I told you she was a terrible person.”

“I never doubted you, baby. Anyway, I invited him to Thanksgiving, and he said he’ll come. Then he asked me if you were still, and I quote, ‘smokin’ fuckin’ hot’.”

Esme laughed. “He always asks that.”

“Because he had a thing for you in college. If I hadn’t asked you out first, he would have.”

“But you did ask me out first,” Esme reminded him. “And he’s always been a perfect gentleman.”

“Asking me if my wife is hot isn’t gentlemanly.”

“Excuse me,” Esme interjected primly. “But I believe he said ‘smokin’ fuckin’ hot’. And you like it when other men notice my hotness.”

“True enough,” he said with a low laugh. “Damn, now I’m horny.”

“Me, too.” She wiggled, trying to get more comfortable in the chair. “My next client isn’t for an hour. Wanna come by for a quickie?”

“I have to do the grocery shopping, remember?”

“You can do it after,” she told him, then glanced up when the curtain over the doorway twitched open. Chris poked his head in and walked his fingers in the air in their pre-arranged signal for walk-in.

“Or not,” she amended with a sigh, and gave Chris a nod. “I’ve got a walk-in.”

“Sorry, babe,” he said with a laugh. “I’ll make it up to you when you get home.”

“You better,” she grumbled, and hit the button to raise her chair to a sitting position. “Oh, did you set up a meet with the guys? You know, to talk about…”

“Yeah, tomorrow morning at Kava.”

“Good, that’s good.” She blew out a breath. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“Is that an excited can’t-believe-we’re-doing-this, or…?”

“Excited,” she said firmly, and pushed to her feet. “Very excited.”

“Me too, baby.”

His voice had dropped an octave, making her shiver. “Stop with the sexy voice, I have to go to work.”

“And I have to knock out the grocery list,” he replied. “Hey, Esme?”

“Yeah?”

“I love you.”

“Love you, too,” she said. “Let’s order in tonight, okay?”

“I’m picking up a pizza on my way home.”

“You’re the best,” she told him, and pushed herself to her feet.

“Damn right,” he quipped. “Bye, baby.”

“Bye,” she echoed, and clicked off.

“Sorry,” Chris began.

“No worries,” she assured him, and shoved her phone back into her pocket. She grabbed a fresh mask from the pile she kept on a shelf by the door. “Client out front?”

“Yep.” Chris held the curtain open for her. “Fair warning, he’s nervous, and he has no idea what he wants. First timer.”

“Oh, I love virgins,” Esme sighed, and rubbed her hands together to make Chris laugh. Then she put on her mask, put Thanksgiving out of her mind, and went to work.

On Sunday morning, Tuck slid out of bed early. Esme was still sleeping, but they’d agreed he’d take this next step on his own, so he didn’t wake her. He sent her a text he knew she’d see when she got up, reminding her of his morning plans. He took his clothes to the bathroom to dress, then slipped out into the dull grey of pre-dawn.

The coffee shop that was his destination was several blocks away, but it wasn’t sleeting for once, and he didn’t mind the cold. He jammed a watch cap on his head, tucked his hands in the pockets of his navy peacoat, and set out on foot.

He used the quiet walk to organize his thoughts. His friends had all agreed to meet, though Spencer and Evan had bitched about the early hour. But Jude had practice, and a PR visit to the children’s hospital with the minor league hockey team he played for later that afternoon, so early was the only time he could get the four of them together.

His breath puffed out, a visible cloud in the frigid air. He had a mask with him, but he liked the crisp bite of the cold, and since there was no one else about this early on Sunday morning, he left it in his pocket and enjoyed the rare post-COVID freedom of a bare face.

He went over the plan he and Esme had come up with as he strolled, and wondered how his friends would react to it. He stepped over a crack in the sidewalk big enough for a small dog to fall into, trying to picture their faces. He figured Jude would be amused, and imagined the other three would react with varying degrees of shock and disbelief. There would be questions to answer, but he didn’t mind. Frankly, it would be worrying if they didn’t have any concerns.

He crossed the street, jogging to make the light, then strode up the sidewalk to Kava House. The small shop was lit from within, glowing warm against the cold gray morning, and empty but for a pair of workers behind the counter and Jude. He sat near the back, a steaming mug on the table in front of him, his blond head bent over his phone.

Tuck fished the mask out of his pocket and slipped it on, then opened the door and went inside. Jude’s head lifted at the jingle of the bells over the door, and Tuck lifted a hand to acknowledge him before going to the counter to order. Kava had a talented pastry chef, so Tuck added a pain au chocolat to his usual latte, then joined Jude at the table.

“Are you just having coffee?” he asked, settling into a chair.

“Black, no sugar,” Jude confirmed, his handsome face twisted into a grimace. “I swear, the conditioning coach can tell if I’ve had so much as an extra dab of marmalade on my whole grain toast.”

Tuck took a huge bite of his warm, chocolate filled croissant, the rich scent filling the air. “Bummer,” he mumbled.

“Fuck you, Tucker,” Jude said, but he was smiling. “So, what’s up?”

Tuck washed the pastry down with a gulp of coffee. “Let’s wait for the others to get here, so I only have to explain it once.”

Jude raised an eyebrow. “Getting back into the swing of things, huh?”

Tuck just shook his head. “Stop reading my mind, it’s creepy.”

“I can’t help it if you have no poker face,” Jude replied, amused, and was raising his black coffee to his lips when the door jingled open again.

Evan walked in first, his sunny blonde hair a wind-blown tangle around his white face, the lower half of which was covered by a mask. Colin followed, half a head shorter than Evan’s rangy six feet and clean cut where Evan was wild. He wore glasses with thin metal frames that complemented his olive skin, a ski jacket and jeans, and a mask. Tuck hailed them with a lift of his cup, and got a pair of nods in return as they went up to the counter to order. They were crossing the room to join them when the door opened and Spencer walked in.

He had short dark hair and winter pale skin reddened slightly from the cold, and he was dressed in head to toe black—boots, jeans, jacket and sunglasses—as usual. Some people thought Spence always wore black because he was a badass—and he was—but mostly, he just didn’t give a shit about clothes, and an all-black wardrobe meant he didn’t have to think about them.

Spencer spotted them and crossed the room, dropping into a seat just as Evan and Colin reached the table. He grunted, early-morning Spencer’s version of a greeting, and tore off a chunk of the croissant in front of Tuck.

“Help yourself, asshole,” Tuck said mildly.

“Fuck you,” Spence shot back, and peeled his mask off to pop the pastry in his mouth. A few crumbs caught in the forest of his mustache. “You’re the one who dragged us here at the crack of dawn.”

“Literally,” Evan put in, and sat down with a jaw cracking yawn. “Nice porn ‘stache, Spence.”

“Fuck you, too.”

“The early meet time is my fault,” Jude put in, and shrugged in apology when everyone turned to look at him. “I have early practice.”

“Pretty boy gets a pass,” Spence rumbled, and tore off another piece of Tuck’s croissant.

“Do I?” Jude asked, amused again.

“In honor of your first hat trick,” Spence told him, and held out a fist.

Jude bumped it obligingly, even as he shook his head. “The last one didn’t count. It was an empty netter.”

“It counted,” Colin interjected, and everyone nodded, murmuring their congratulations.

“Thanks,” Jude said, and though he sounded casual, the tips of his ears had turned red. Something they only did, Tuck knew, when he was embarrassed or turned on.

“So?” Evan took off his mask, revealing stubbly scruff and pale skin, and picked up his coffee. He leaned back, his lanky frame sprawled in the chair. “You going to tell us what was so important we had to meet in person?”

“It’s about Thanksgiving,” Tuck began. “You’re all still good with taking a COVID test before you come, yeah?”

“I’m still working from home, and I always mask up.” Colin tossed the one he’d been wearing on the table, and nudged his glasses back into place. “But I’ll test if you need me to.”

“Same,” Evan said.

“It’s no skin off my ass,” Spencer said, and polished off the last of Tuck’s pain au chocolat.

Tuck nodded and rubbed his sweaty palms on his thighs. “Good, that’s good.”

“Is that it?” Evan frowned. “Dude, we could’ve done that over the phone.”

“No, that’s not it,” Tuck said, his heart hammering. He didn’t think he’d be this nervous. “I wanted to ask you all if you’d take another test.”

“For what?” Spencer wanted to know, and Tuck could tell, even with the sunglasses on, that he was eyeing Evan’s bear claw.

“For STIs.”

Everyone went still, and so quiet he could hear the barista taking an order over the phone behind him. He studied his friend’s faces—Jude looked amused, Colin’s jaw had dropped in shock, Evan looked bewildered, and Spencer was stone faced, the sunglasses hiding any reaction.

Colin was the first to crack. “Come again?”

“I wanted to know if you’d all be willing to take an STI test before Thanksgiving,” Tuck began again.

“What the hell kind of Thanksgiving are you planning?” Evan said, a grin spreading across his face as he anticipated the joke.

Tuck looked at Jude, raised an eyebrow, and got a subtle nod in return. “The kind where we all get to fuck his wife,” Jude said, and sipped his coffee.

The silence lasted nearly as long as it had the first time, and once again Colin was the first to speak. “Is he kidding?”

Tuck shook his head. “Not kidding.”

“Holy shit,” Evan mumbled, and crammed the entire bear claw into his mouth.

Tuck ran a hand over his head, dragging his stocking cap off. “A couple of years ago, Esme and I started going to New Horizons.”

“The swinger’s club,” Spencer said, his voice flat as a pancake.

Tuck looked at him, but between the stone face and the shades, Spence was giving nothing away. “Yeah. I have a…I guess you could call it a kink.”

“A kink,” Evan echoed.

“Yeah,” Tuck said, and tried not to look as uncomfortable as he felt.

“Brother, this is a safe space,” Evan said, his pretty face earnest. “If you’re a cuckhold, you can just say it. No judgement.”

It was a relief to laugh. “I appreciate that, but I’m not a cuckhold.”

“You’re not?”

“No. It’s called candaulism,” Tuck explained. “Basically, it means I like showing off my wife.”

“So, like an exhibitionist thing?” Colin wondered.

“A little,” Tuck allowed, though the definition didn’t really fit. “And at first, that’s all we did.”

“At first?” Spence asked with almost no inflection.

“Then we got more…involved.”

“Are we sure this isn’t cuckholding?” Evan asked. “Because I read a lot of porn, and it sure sounds like it.”

“It’s not,” Tuck assured him.

“Then I don’t get it.”

“I get off on her getting off,” Tuck explained. “On facilitating her getting off. Whether that’s with me, or someone else.”

“We should’ve met at a bar for this,” Colin muttered, and chugged his coffee like he wished it was whiskey.

“Let me see if I have this straight,” Evan said, leaning in. “You want us to get STI tests so we can fuck your wife on Thanksgiving.”

“Pretty much, yeah,” Tuck said, then held up his hands. “But if you’re not interested, it’s fine. No harm, no foul, no hard feelings.”

“I’m pretty sure we’re all interested,” Evan said, looking around the table. Colin still looked shocked, Jude was all but sparkling with amusement, and Spence had yet to take off his sunglasses. “Or will be, once the shock fades. Esme is hot, and I know I can’t be the only one here who’s…well, fantasized.”

“Since college,” Colin confirmed, a gleam of interest replacing the shock in his eyes.

“But it’s still weird,” Evan continued. “I mean, it’s Esme. We like her. Hell, we love her—in a that’s-my-buddy’s-cool-as-fuck-wife kind of way.”

“Good to know,” Tuck said, appreciating his friend’s candor. “She loves you guys, too. In a those-are-my-husband’s-dorky-buddies kind of way.”

“Dorky?” Evan scowled. “I’m not dorky.”

“Yes, you are,” Colin told him.

“You definitely are,” Spence agreed, and Jude snickered into his coffee.

“The point,” Evan said, scowling, “is that we like her. We’re friends, and I think I speak for everyone when I say we don’t want to screw that up.”

“I get that,” Tuck said, and he did. “We don’t want that either.”

“You said we.” Spence whipped his sunglasses off, revealing sharp eyes almost as black as his jeans. Shark eyes. “Does that mean you and Esme have already talked about this?”

“I wouldn’t spring something like this on her, or go behind her back,” Tuck replied, deadly serious. “We’re either both in, or it doesn’t happen. That’s our rule.”

“You’re awfully quiet over there, pretty boy,” Spence said, his shark eyes narrowed on Jude’s amused face. “Nothing to say?”

“Sure, I’ve got something to say. I’m in.”

“Just like that?” Evan demanded. “You don’t have questions?”

“Nope.” Jude set down his cup carefully, his expression turning guarded. “Though I had plenty, the first time.”

“The first time,” Colin said, his soft brown eyes narrowed. Then they popped wide. “The first time?”

Jude glanced at Tuck, gave him a nod.

“Jude and I didn’t meet at a charity golf tournament,” Tuck said, and watched three heads swivel towards him. “We met at New Horizons.”

“Shit, son,” Spence said as Evan and Colin stared, mouths agape. “That gets out, your career is finished before it even starts.”

“I’m aware of that,” Jude said quietly.

There was silence for a moment, then Colin spoke up. “Well, nobody’s going to hear it from us,” he said firmly, and stared at the others as though he was daring them to argue.

“Hell, no,” Evan chimed in. “It’s in the vault, bro.”

Jude leaned back in his chair, and the tightness in his expression eased. “I appreciate that.”

“You’ll want some time to think about this,” Tuck put in, pulling everyone’s attention back to him.

“Maybe.” Colin pulled off his glasses and used the edge of his sweatshirt to polish the lenses. “If we did this—and I’m not saying I’m in—but if I was...”

“Just spit it out, Colin,” Evan urged.

Colin flicked him a glance and slipped his glasses back on. “If I was,” he repeated pointedly, making Evan roll his eyes, “what would the rules be?”

“That’s actually a really good question,” Evan admitted, and even Spence, who still looked like he’d been turned into a pilar of salt, nodded.

“We do have rules,” Tuck confirmed, and though the shop was empty, he leaned forward. The others followed suit, Spence a beat behind the others, and he laid out the guidelines under which he would allow his friends to fuck his wife.
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“What time did you tell them to be here again?” Esme called from the bedroom, raising her voice so Tuck could hear her over the shower.

“Two o’clock,” he called back. “Though Evan’s coming earlier with the fryer.”

She grabbed fresh underwear from the dresser and walked into the bathroom to dress so she wouldn’t have to keep shouting. “I can’t believe we’re frying the turkey.”

“I’m in charge of the bird,” he reminded her, poking his head around the shower curtain.

“Oh, I’m not complaining,” she told him, and stepped into the lacy black panties she’d bought in a frenzy of online shopping Sunday afternoon. “It’s just different, that’s all. My mom always does a roasted turkey with stuffing.”

“Mine, too.” He disappeared behind the shower curtain again. “This’ll be good, I promise. Besides, don’t need to stuff the turkey—we’re stuffing you.”

“Funny.” She held up her new lacy bralette style bra, frowning at the tangle of straps. “How long does it have to fry?”

“According to the internet, three to four minutes per pound. So for our seventeen-pound gobbler, figure at least an hour.”

“Right.” Straps untangled, she began working the stretchy lace over her head. “Oh, I took the duvet off the bed and put it in the closet.”

“How come?”

“In case things get messy,” she told him, wincing when the lace caught at her hair. “That way we only have to change the sheets.”

“Smart thinking, babe.”

“Thanks. What else do we have to do?”

“Not much.” The water cut off, and Tuck whipped the curtain back to reach for a towel. “You bought a pie, and you’re doing the mashed potatoes. Evan’s bringing the turkey fryer and the peanut oil, so he gets a pass on cooking anything else. Colin said he’d bring a salad, and I told Spence he could bring whatever side dish he wanted.”

“So, a Costco sized box of cheese crackers, then,” she muttered, wiggling the stretchy lace down over her breasts, and bent over to let gravity help her jiggle them into place.

“Give him a little credit,” Tuck said with a laugh, then let out a low whistle. “Damn, baby. You look good.”

She straightened and turned to look in the mirror. “You just like watching me put on a bra.”

“Especially when you do that shake-them-into-place shimmy,” he confirmed, and slung the towel around his hips before stepping out of the tub. He came up behind her, watching over her shoulder as she tugged at the bra. “This is new, isn’t it?”

“Yep.” She eyed it with a frown. The lace dipped low, showcasing her breasts, and it was surprisingly supportive for not including an underwire. “What do you think?”

“I think you look hot,” he declared, and dropped a kiss on her bare shoulder. “And maybe a little nervous.”

“I am,” she admitted, eyes meeting his in the mirror. “It’s been a while since we’ve done something like this.”

He wrapped an arm around her, one big hand on the curve of her belly. “Do you think you’ve forgotten how?”

“Maybe?”

He shook his head, amusement in his brown eyes. “You haven’t, trust me.”

“I could have,” she told him, just to be contrary, and reached back to poke him in the belly. “Why aren’t you nervous?”

“I am,” he said easily, drawing her closer, his big hand flexing on her abdomen. “It’s a little more complicated, doing this with friends instead of strangers. But I sent everyone our test results, they know the rules, and we can back out anytime if things don’t feel right. So yeah, I’m nervous. But mostly? I’m excited.”

“Me, too,” she confessed, leaning into him. He was damp from his shower, warm and solid. “My pussy’s been wet for three days.”

“I know,” he said, and leered. “You’ve been a wild woman this week. It’s a good thing the guys are up for this, because I need the backup.”

“You’re terrible.”

“You love it,” he reminded her, and smacked her ass before sliding past her to walk to the bedroom.

“I’m fucking you last today,” she called after him. “Everybody gets laid before you!”

His delighted laugh floated back to her. “That’s my plan, baby.”
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Evan showed up just before noon, the turkey fryer in the back of his truck. Esme was peeling potatoes when he knocked, so Tuck went out to meet him, and help him haul the fryer to the spot in the backyard they’d cleared for it.

“Is that it?” Tuck asked when they had it in place.

“That’s it.” Evan took a step back, tossed his hair out of his eyes and considered the setup. “It’s far enough away from the house, and this is a good spot, nice and flat. What time are we eating?”

“Kickoff is at two,” Tuck said. “I figured we’d aim for halftime.”

“You hate football on Thanksgiving,” Evan pointed out with a grin. “And someone has to be out here, keeping an eye on the fryer.”

“I hate having to watch football with my father-in-law on Thanksgiving,” Tuck corrected him. “We can take turns monitoring the turkey.”

“Fine by me.” Evan unzipped his jacket, reached inside to pull his phone out. “Oh, and before I forget. Test results.”

Tuck took the phone his friend held out, scanned the screen. Blood had been drawn on Monday, he noted, and full STI panel run. The results were all negative.

He handed the phone back. “You could’ve emailed me.”

Evan took the phone, tucked it away, and zipped his coat back up. “Sure, but then we wouldn’t have this manly bonding moment.”

Tuck grinned. “Manly bonding moment?”

Evan shrugged. “Or whatever you want to call it.”

“You’re nervous,” Tuck realized.

“Not about you, or Esme.”

“Then what?” Tuck began, confused, then realization hit. “Colin.”

Evan sighed. “I’ve never been in this kind of situation with him. I’m not sure I can keep my feelings under wraps with everything else…unwrapped.”

“Well, it’s about damn time.”

Evan frowned. “What?”

“That you admit you have feelings for Colin.”

“Well, of course I have feelings for Colin,” Evan said with a scowl. “Not that he’d ever notice.”

“You can’t really be that clueless, can you?”

“What do you mean?”

“Colin’s in love with you, Evan.”

“What?” Evan frowned. “No, he’s not.”

“Evan. He is. He has been since college.”

“That’s…since college?” Evan asked, then shook his head. “You can’t know that.”

“Actually, I can. He told me.”

“What?” Evan sputtered, eyes wide with shock.

“Esme’s senior year, when she got arrested for protesting at the state capital. I had to go bail her out, and Colin went with me in case I needed more cash. Remember?”

“Sort of,” Evan said slowly. “I was working in Traverse City then, but I heard about it.”

“When I picked him up he was high as three kites, so he had to stay in the car while I paid her bail,” Tuck went on. “He was asleep in the back seat when we got out, but halfway home he woke up, and started talking.”

“About what?”

“About you,” Tuck said bluntly. “How you met at the LGBTQ+ club, the first day of freshman year. How he only passed his poly sci class because you let him borrow your notes, and he did the same for you in chemistry. How you were best friends, and he didn’t want to mess that up by telling you he was in love with you.”

Evan’s cheeks were flushed, only partly from the cold. “He used those words.”

“If memory serves, I think his exact words were, “I love him so much, and it’s so fucked’.”

“Jesus.” Evan dragged a hand though his hair, tousling the already wild curls. “Why didn’t he ever say anything?”

“Why didn’t you?” Tuck countered.

“Because I didn’t want to fuck things up,” Evan admitted, and dropped his hand. “Shit, Tuck. All this time?”

“Yep.”

“Shit,” Evan said again, and looked at Tuck with wide, hopeful eyes. “What am I going to do?”

“My advice? Don’t let any more time go by.”

“Yeah. Yeah.” Evan ran a hand through his hair again. “I have to figure out what to say to him.”

Tuck clapped his friend on the back and turned toward the house. “While you’re thinking, let’s get a beer.”

Evan fell into step beside him, trudging through the dusting of snow on the ground toward the back door. “No offense, but I feel like getting to fuck your wife is now the second most important thing to happen to me today.”

“None taken,” Tuck assured him, laughing, and opened the back door.

“What’s so funny?” Esme asked, turning away from the sink as they stomped the snow from their boots.

“Evan’s having an epiphany,” Tuck said, and crossed to give her a kiss. “Potatoes under way?”

She pointed to the big pot on the back burner. “On the stove. What kind of epiphany?”

“The Colin kind,” Tuck said, and peered over her shoulder into the sink. The little green lumps in the strainer made him grimace. “Seriously? You’re making Brussels sprouts?”

“You don’t have to eat them,” she said with an eye roll, and wiping her hands on the apron she’d tied over her dress, crossed the room to Evan. “Hi, cutie.”

“Hi.” Evan accepted her hug with a smile, and even though he still wore the holy shit, what have I been missing all these years look of shock, he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Tuck leaned back against the counter and decided he could hardly blame him. His girl looked good.

She’d put her hair up, twining the raven tresses into an updo that looked vaguely retro to his untrained eye, the cherry cola streaks that she wore at her temples like a twenty-first century bride of Frankenstein gleaming against the black. Her makeup had been carefully crafted to match her hair, thick black eyeliner winging out at the corners and red lipstick that popped against her white skin. The sleeveless dress in the same red as her lips showed off the quarter sleeve tattoo on her right arm, and the little white polka dots echoed the retro feel of the hair and makeup. It had a sweetheart neckline that dipped low over her tits, a row of little white buttons down the front that made his fingers itch to undo them, and flared around her knees in a way that drew attention to her spectacular legs.

She looked like a modern pinup girl, curvy and sexy and playful, and Tuck wondered idly if they could work in a pre-dinner quickie.

“You look amazing,” Evan said, taking her hands and holding her arms out to get a good look. “Like a sexy-ass Donna Reed.”

“Who’s Donna Reed?” Tuck wanted to know.

“Exactly what I was going for,” Esme said, ignoring Tuck, and planted a kiss on Evan’s cheek. “Want something to drink?”

“I’m getting him a beer,” Tuck said, his eyes locked on her ass. The strings of her apron were tied in a pert little bow at her waist, the ends trailing down to bounce gently against her butt, and for some reason, he found it mesmerizing.

“You’re staring at my ass.”

He glanced up and caught her laughing gaze. “Can you blame me?”

“I can when you’re supposed to be doing something else,” she said tartly, and hooked her arm through Evan’s to lead him to the fridge. “What’s your pleasure, Evan?”

Evan looked at Tuck over Esme’s head and waggled his eyebrows. “I thought we weren’t getting into that until after dinner.”

Esme shot him a look from under her lashes. “Behave,” she admonished, then opened the fridge and poked her head inside, bending at the waist in an entirely unnecessary—and Tuck was certain, deliberate—display.

Evan looked at her butt, jutting out in the air in blatant invitation, then at Tuck. “Is she kidding?”

“Stop torturing the man,” Tuck told her, and leaned over to give her waving ass a sound pop. “He’s still reeling from the epiphany.”

“Right.” She straightened, a pair of bottles in hand, and handed one to Evan with a wink. “Well, why don’t you boys take these into the living room and make yourselves comfortable.”

“Comfortable might not be possible,” Evan said, his gaze dipping to the truly epic amount of cleavage on display. The dress had shifted when she’d bent over, and there was now a small sliver of black lace visible at the edge of her bodice. “Jesus, Esme.”

“Thank you,” she said, and gave a bobbing curtsey that had her tits bouncing and Tuck choking back a laugh. “Now go on, get out of my kitchen.”

“She’s awful cute when she’s domestic, isn’t she?”

“Fucking adorable,” Evan agreed, his eyes still locked on her tits.

“Come on, before she decides to put us to work.” Tuck pushed off the counter and headed for the dining room. He walked past the table, already set for dinner, and into the living room, where Esme had already turned on the TV.

“The parade is on,” Tuck said as Evan came to stand beside him. “You interested?”

Evan dropped onto the couch with his beer. “Not really.”

“You want to talk?” Tuck asked, settling into the other end of the couch.

“About what?”

Tuck eyed him with amusement. “Oh, I don’t know. Epiphanies might be a timely topic.”

Evan grimaced. “That feels unnecessarily introspective. Find a movie, will you? Something fun that doesn’t make me question my life choices.”

Chuckling, Tuck picked up the remote and aimed it at the television. “How about Young Frankenstein?”

“That’ll do.”

They watched the movie, making room for Esme on the couch between them when she wandered in from the kitchen thirty minutes later.

“Everything done?” Tuck asked, lifting his arm so she could nestle under it.

“The potatoes are mashed and staying warm in the oven, the rolls are rising, and the sprouts are prepped and ready to roast,” she said, snuggling into him with a contented sigh. “Nothing left to do until we’re almost ready to eat. Why aren’t you watching the parade?”

“Too boring,” Evan told her, and polished off his beer.

“Want another?” Tuck asked.

“I’ll wait until dinner.” He tilted his head, an amused glint in his dreamy blue eyes as he looked at the two of them. “If I recall, there’s a two-drink limit today.”

“Aren’t you a good boy?” Esme purred, and patted his knee.

“Jesus, Esme.” Evan looked at Tuck. “Is she always like this?”

“She’s putting on a bit of a show for your benefit, but pretty much.”

“You’re a lucky bastard,” Evan said, and pushed up from the couch. “I need some ice water.”

Tuck waited until Evan had disappeared into the kitchen, then he reached up, snagged her pierced right nipple through the layers of dress and bra, and gave it a tweak. “Behave, woman.”

She let out a short squeal, her eyes laughing even as she squirmed. “I’m just trying to make my enthusiastic consent clear.”

“Oh, really? Is that what that was?” He pinched her nipple again, harder this time, and watched her cheeks flush. “Because I thought you were just torturing our friend.”

“Can’t it be both?” she asked breathlessly.

He chuckled, lowering his head to nuzzle the curve of her neck. “We made rules, Esme. Remember?”

She tilted her head with a throaty little hum. “Remind me what those are again?”

He ignored the blatant invitation of her arched neck and leaned back. “Let everyone relax, share an enjoyable meal. No pressure.”

“Right, no pressure.” She let out a disappointed sigh. “I’m just so horny, Tuck.”

“I know you are, baby.” He smoothed an errant lock of hair behind her ear. “And if you behave, I promise, you’ll get what you need.”

“I’ve missed this,” she whispered, leaning forward to rest her forehead against his. “The excitement, the anticipation.”

“The multiple orgasms,” he offered, and made her giggle.

“That too,” she said, and sighed again. “Sorry I got carried away.”

“Forgiven,” he said, and dropped a gentle kiss on her mouth just as the doorbell rang. “Now be a good girl and go answer the door.”

“Maybe you should,” she said, a hint of worry edging into the gold flecked hazel of her eyes. “I’m too horny not to flirt with whoever that is.”

“Flirting is fine,” he told her, and rose to tug her to her feet. “Just try not to make anyone come in their pants.”

“What a waste that would be,” she muttered, and went to answer the bell.

An hour later, Esme braced her hands against the kitchen counter and tried to remember how to breathe. Everyone had arrived except for Spence, but he’d texted Tuck that he was on his way, so they’d decided to get things going. Evan and Tuck were outside, monitoring the frying turkey while Jude and Colin played a game of chess in the living room. The football game was on, but no one seemed interested in watching it, which was a marked change from the way Thanksgiving worked at her parents’ house.

Of course, Thanksgiving at her parents’ never included group sex, she thought, and snickered even as her heartbeat kicked up a notch.

“Keep it together, E,” she murmured to herself. The gentle reprimand from Tuck earlier had cooled her off somewhat, but Evan and Tuck and Colin and Jude all looked so good, and she had been thinking about this all week, and she wasn’t sure how long she could hold out before her libido got the best of her. Her clit was throbbing behind a panel of soaked-through lace, her thighs were damp, and every time she moved the lace bra that had felt so comfortable when she’d put it on scraped against her nipples and made her wish someone was sucking on them.

She glanced out the back window. Tuck and Evan stood around the fryer, the midday sunshine reflecting off the stainless steel pot. They each held a steaming mug of coffee to help stave off the cold, and they looked to be chatting easily, Evan’s earlier angst nowhere to be seen.

“Whatcha lookin’ at?”

Esme turned with a smile. “Just a couple of pretty boys, frying a turkey.”

Jude strode into the room, the kitchen door swinging shut at his back, and joined her at the window. “They’re going to burn down the neighborhood with that thing.”

She shook a finger at him. “Bite your tongue.”

Jude merely chuckled, his pretty blue eyes dancing with their habitual mirth. “I forgot to tell you, I like the dress.”

“Yeah?” She smoothed her hands down her hips, covered once again by the apron. “You don’t think it’s too much?”

“Oh, no,” he assured her, his gaze warming. “I think it’s just enough.”

“Smooth talker.” She allowed herself a single flirtatious flutter of her lashes. “You look nice, too.”

“I overdressed,” he said with a wince.

“Not from where I’m standing.” The thin grey sweater had subtle blue threads woven through it that brought out the color of his eyes, and the trim charcoal slacks were casually elegant. The kind of casual elegance, she thought, that came with a hefty price tag. “I love the slacks. Where’d you get them?”

“I have no idea,” he admitted, a faint flush staining his cheekbones. “My assistant bought them for me.”

“Since when do you have an assistant?” she asked, her curiosity rising when his flush deepened.

“Since a few weeks ago,” he said. “The team has me doing a lot more PR stuff, appearances and interviews. They said I needed a better wardrobe, but I didn’t have time to handle it. So my agent got me an assistant.”

“Well, he did an excellent job,” she told him, then tilted her head when he muttered something. “Sorry, what was that?”

“She,” he repeated, his cheeks so bright Santa could’ve used them as landing lights. “My assistant is a she. Her name is Brynn.”

Esme pursed her lips to hide her smile. He looked like a teenager who’d gotten caught staring at a pretty girl in study hall. “Well, Brynn is doing an amazing job. You look very sharp.”

“Spence said I looked like a corporate lawyer.”

“And what was he wearing? Black jeans, motorcycle boots, and a t-shirt that came in a pack of three?” she asked, laughing, then blinked. “Wait. When did Spence get here?”

“Just a few minutes ago,” Jude said, and nodded at the window. “He went out back to talk to Tuck.”

Esme turned toward the window to see Spencer walking across the snow-covered lawn, his long stride eating up the ground. He approached Evan first, exchanging a back thumping hug, then did the same with Tuck. He wore the black jeans and boots she’d predicted, a thick leather jacket open over a white, V-neck t-shirt. His hair was shorter than she’d remembered, and the mustache was new.

“When did he get the porn ‘stache?” she wondered out loud.

Jude laughed. “I don’t know, but he had it on Sunday when we met at Kava. Suits him.”

She had to admit it did. It should’ve looked silly or costume like, but it looked…hot. Sexy and dashing and a little dangerous. Then again, Spence always looked a little dangerous.

“Did he ride his bike?” Esme wondered, watching the sunlight glint off the rims of his shades. He was just windblown enough to make her think he might have, though she realized if he had, she’d have heard it coming up the street. Spence’s bike was not subtle.

“Nah, he drove his truck.”

She nodded absently, watching the trio in the yard. Spence was talking, angled away from her so she couldn’t see his face, and after a moment, Evan nodded and started toward the house.

She turned to the door when it opened, letting in a gust of frigid air. “Getting too cold for you out there?”

“I’m out of coffee,” Evan said, stomping his feet clear of snow before walking to the pot. “And Spence wanted to talk to Tuck alone.”

She swiveled back to the window. “What about?”

“He didn’t say.” Evan poured himself a refill. “Who won the chess game?”

“Colin,” Jude said, sounding grumpy but not surprised. “I swear, he’s a savant.”

“I’ve never been able to beat him at any kind of strategy game,” Evan agreed. “He sucks at Hungry Hungry Hippos, though.”

Jude huffed out a laugh. “Seriously?”

“He’s terrible at it. Right, Esme?”

“Terrible,” she agreed, still staring out the window. Spence had moved closer to Tuck, and both men had angled slightly away so she couldn’t see their faces. What were they talking about? “The game’s on the living room book shelf, if you want to play a round.”

“I could go for that,” Jude said. “Unless...you need a hand in here, E?”

“Hmm?” She glanced back over her shoulder and worked up a cheery smile. “Oh. No, I’m fine. I just have to bake the rolls and roast the sprouts, and I won’t do that until they bring the turkey in. Go on and play.”

She kept the smile until they’d filed out of the kitchen, arguing good naturedly about who got to be the blue hippo, then turned back to the window. Tuck was talking now, his hands waving in the air. He seemed relaxed enough, lacking the stiffness that would indicate irritation or anger, and that was a relief. But when she looked at Spence, something about the set of his shoulders, the angle of his head looked…edgy. Even more than usual, and Spence’s usual was pretty damn edgy.

What were they talking about?

Tuck waited until the kitchen door had slammed behind Evan, then raised an eyebrow. “What’s up, Spencer?”

“I need to talk to you about today.”

Tuck nodded. “Okay. Have you changed your mind?”

“Hell, no,” Spence said, the bite in his voice matching the wind. “I’ve wanted Esme since college, you know that.”

“Yeah, I do.” Tuck frowned as a sudden thought occurred to him. “Is it more than that?”

Spence shook his head, a sharply impatient gesture. “No. I like Esme. Maybe even love her, in my way, but not romantically. You don’t have to worry about that.”

“Okay.” Tuck angled his head, trying to get a read on his friend. “Then what are we talking about?”

“It’s about the sex.” Spence began, then paused, seemingly at a loss as to how to continue.

Tuck decided to give him a break. “You’re into BDSM.”

Spence went stock still, his only outward sign of shock. “You know that?”

“Was I not supposed to?”

“Hell, I don’t know.” Spence huffed out a breath. “I don’t exactly advertise it.”

“I’ve known you since freshman year, Spence,” Tuck reminded him wryly. “We shared an apartment for two years. I’ve heard you fuck more times than I care to admit. If listening to Annabelle Keener call you ‘Daddy’ while gurgling on your dick didn’t clue me in, having to untie her when you had to rush to make your bio final would’ve done it.”

“I forgot about that,” Spence muttered sheepishly.

“Also, most college guys don’t spend the afternoon at Home Depot, looking for just the right kind of rope for their Saturday night date.”

“I guess not.” A smile ghosted over Spence’s mouth. “For the record, they don’t sell the right kind of rope at Home Depot.”

“Good to know.”

“I’m not into BDSM. Not formally, anyway. I just have certain things I like to do when I fuck.”

“Like tie girls up and make them call you Daddy.” Tuck pretended to consider that. “What do you think BDSM is, Spence?”

“You know what I mean.” Spence shoved his hands into his pockets, an uncharacteristic—and telling—gesture. “I don’t do ‘scenes’, like flogging or whipping or that kind of shit.”

“If you’re going to tell me you never smack some ass, I’m going to call you a dirty liar.”

Spence barked out a laugh. “I ain’t no liar.”

Tuck grinned at him. “Esme’s got a very smackable ass.”

“Don’t think I haven’t noticed.” Spence reached up and pulled off his sunglasses, squinting against the sun. “You sure this is okay with you? With Esme?”

“Well, what exactly are we talking about? Hair pulling? Ass smacking? A rough, rag-doll fuck?”

“Add in begging and name calling, and that’s pretty much what I had in mind.”

“What kind of names?”

“Nothing degrading,” Spence assured him. “Slut, cum dumpster, three-hole whore. You know, the usual.”

Tuck chuckled. “Well, as long as it’s nothing degrading.”

“My perspective might be skewed,” Spence admitted with a wince.

“I’m just busting your balls, man.” Tuck thought for a moment. “Slut and cum dumpster are fine, but leave off the whore. It’s inaccurate, since you’re not paying her.”

Spence huffed out a laugh. “Fucktoy work for you?”

“Fuck-doll is a good one too, she likes that.” Tuck’s grin faded. “She tells you to stop, you stop. Understand?”

“We could set a safeword,” Spence suggested.

“I thought you didn’t do formal BDSM?” Tuck said, unable to resist, then shook his head. “If it was just you and her, one on one, we could do that. But for today, no means no, stop means stop, and if you ignore either, they’ll never find your body.”

Spence’s eyes glinted with amusement, but he nodded. “Understood."

“Then we’re good.” Tuck dug his phone out of his pocket when the timer went off. “Turkey should be done. Give me a hand with this, will you?”

Spence took the oven mitt Tuck offered. “You’ve got 911 on speed dial, right?”

“Don’t be a fucking pussy,” Tuck scoffed, and grinned when his friend’s laughter rang across the frigid yard.
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“Iwas kinda mad we weren’t doing stuffing,” Esme mused an hour later. She was stretched out on the love seat, her feet in Tuck’s lap, pleasantly full and faintly drowsy. “But the fried turkey was so good, I didn’t even miss it.”

“It’s all in the spices,” Evan said. He was kicked back in a recliner. “And the peanut oil.”

“I liked the mac and cheese,” Colin said from one corner of the sofa. “Nice job there, Spence.”

“Agreed,” Jude said from the other recliner. “I haven’t had better since I left home.”

Esme turned her head to look at Spence, sprawled on the other end of the sofa. “I figured you’d show up with a box of crackers.”

His answering smile was decidedly smug. “I contain multitudes.”

Despite her full stomach and the turkey induced sleepiness, that smile—and the matching look in his eyes—made her breath catch, just a little. “Apparently.”

Tuck let out a sound, part grunt, part laugh. “Stop flirting, you two. I’m too full to fuck yet.”

Esme giggled and wiggled her bare feet in his lap, stroking his dick through the sweats he’d put on after dinner. “You sure about that?”

“Behave,” he admonished, and tweaked her big toe.

“Don’t tickle me,” she squealed. “I’ll puke.”

“We did not think this through,” Colin said with a yawn.

Jude leaned back and closed his eyes. “Amateurs.”

“Pardon me?” Esme said, digging past the lethargy for outrage.

“Fuck first, eat last,” Jude drawled. “That’s Group Sex 101, folks.”

“Well, why didn’t you say something?” Colin accused, and yawned again. “Since you’re the expert and all.”

“Sorry,” Jude said mildly. “I didn’t realize I was in charge.”

“This is not an insurmountable problem, friends,” Tuck announced. “We just need to give ourselves time to digest.”

“We should go for a walk,” Evan suggested.

“It’s fifteen degrees outside,” Tuck reminded him.

“So? Fresh air will do us good.” Evan yanked the handle to bring the recliner upright. “Who’s with me?”

“Absolutely no one,” Spence told him, and the others grunted their agreement.

“Well, we have to do something,” Evan protested. “If we just lay around like this, we’re all going to fall asleep.”

“We could play a game,” Colin suggested. “You have Risk, right Tuck?”

“I’m not playing Risk with you,” Evan grumbled.

“Fine. How about Scrabble?”

Tuck shook his head at Colin. “Too slow. I’d nod off waiting for my turn.”

“Bananagrams!” Esme sat up. “That’s fast paced.”

“What’s Bananagrams?” Spence asked Colin.

“It’s like Scrabble,” Colin explained. “With lettered tiles that you have to build words out of, but you build off your own words, not other people’s.”

“It’s fun,” Esme assured him, and rose to fetch the game from the bookshelf. “And we can make it interesting.”

Tuck began to clear off the coffee table. “How?”

She turned back from the bookcase, bouncing a yellow, banana shaped canvas bag in her hand. “Dirty words only.”

“I like it,” Evan announced, and began helping Tuck pick up magazines.

“If we’re doing this, I need a drink,” Spence decided, and heaved himself off the couch. “Anyone want anything while I’m up?”

“I’ve had my limit,” Evan said, moving a scented candle to the end table.

“I wouldn’t mind a bottle of water,” Tuck said, glancing up. “Bottom shelf of the fridge.”

“Make that two,” Colin said.

Spence nodded. “Two waters. Esme?”

“I’ll take a cocktail, if you’re making.”

He raised one dark eyebrow, a gleam in his shark eyes. “Are you allowed?”

She let her amusement show. “I haven’t had any alcohol today, so yes, Daddy, I’m allowed.”

The room went still, and for a moment Spence looked as giddy as a schoolboy. Then he blinked, and his usual cool, unaffected expression dropped back into place. “Sass,” he said mildly, and strolled through the open doorway into the dining room. “Why am I not surprised?”

Tuck caught Esme with an arm around her waist and dragged her against him, lowering his mouth to her ear. “Nice one.”

“I thought so,” she whispered back, and tilted her face up for his kiss.

“What’ll you have, E?” Spence called from the dining room.

“Something sweet,” she called back, and gave Tuck another lingering kiss. “Surprise me.”

Jude rose to drag his chair closer to the coffee table. “I sense subtext.”

She laughed and sent him a saucy wink when Tuck ducked his head to nuzzle the sensitive skin behind her ear. “No flies on you.”

“I don’t know about the rest of you, but my turkey coma is burning off fast.” Evan jerked his chin at Colin. “Help me move the couch closer.”

Colin moved obligingly to the other end of the sofa. “Are you two just going to stand there making out, or are you going to set up the game?”

“Here.” Tuck grabbed the bag from Esme’s hand and tossed it to Colin, his face still buried in her neck. “You set up while we make out.”

Colin snagged it with a good-natured grin, eyes gleaming behind his glasses, and passed it to Evan. “Five bucks says we don’t even make it through the game.”

Esme sighed with pleasure. Tuck was working the sensitive underside of her jaw with tongue and teeth, sending tingles racing over her skin. Her nipples had hardened, scraping against the lace of her bra and banishing the last of her post meal sleepiness.

Now she just had to get the rest of the participants up to speed. “We’ll get through the game,” she promised. “Wanna know how I know?”

Evan unzipped the bag and dumped the tiles onto the table. “I’ll bite. How do you know, Esme?”

“Because,” she said with a beaming smile as Tuck chuckled into her neck. “Winner gets first go.”

“This just got interesting,” Spence said, coming back in with two bottles of water tucked under one arm and a glass in each hand. He handed the one with ice and a cherry to Esme. “Your drink, Sassy.”

“Thank you, kind sir.” She reached for it, disentangling herself from Tuck to take a sip. It was tart and sweet, the liquor sliding smoothly down her throat. “Amaretto sour?”

“Sweets for the sweet,” he said, and tapped his glass against hers.

“Ready here,” Evan announced, and she looked down to see he had all the tiles flipped face down. “Belly up, everybody.”

They gathered around the coffee table, Evan, Colin and Spence on the couch, Jude in the recliner, Esme and Tuck on the love seat. “Everyone take fifteen tiles,” Esme instructed, “but don’t turn them over yet.”

“Rules?” Spence asked, holding his drink in one hand and selecting his tiles with the other.

“You build words, just like you would in Scrabble,” Esme explained, lining her tiles up in front of her. “When you run out of tiles, you say ‘peel’ and take another, and everyone else has to take another one, too.”

“And if you have letters you don’t want, you can say ‘dump’ and return them to the pile,” Colin said. “But you have to take three to replace it.”

“If you use up all your tiles and there aren’t any more to take, you say ‘bananas’, and everyone stops playing.”

“And you win?” Jude asked, a concentrated frown on his face.

“Only if your words are all words, and everything’s spelled right. If there are any mistakes, you’re disqualified, all your tiles go back in the pile and the game resumes.”

“Sounds simple enough,” Spence said, and set his glass aside. “Let’s get on with it.”

“Remember, dirty words only.” Esme looked around the table. “Ready? Split!”

“Split?” Jude looked at Spence in confusion. “What the fuck does split mean?”

“That’s what you say to start the game!” Esme said, frantically turning over her tiles. Tuck, Evan and Colin were doing the same.

“Why can’t you just say go?” Spence groused, and began flipping over his tiles.

“Because then it wouldn’t be Bananagrams,” Colin informed him.

“I hate all of you,” Spence declared.

They fell silent as they worked, the only sound the clack of tiles on the wood table. Esme worked quickly, arranging and rearranging her letters, the excitement of the game—and the reason they were playing it—banishing the rest of her lethargy.

“Peel,” Tuck announced, and she reached for another tile without looking up.

“Shit,” Spence muttered, and Esme looked up at him. His glass sat half full and forgotten at his elbow, all his attention on the letters in front of him. His brow was furrowed, his eyes narrowed in concentration. The faint scruff on his jaw had gotten darker as the afternoon wore on, and his hair stood up in disordered spikes, as though he’d been running his hands through it all day. But he hadn’t; such a gesture of impatience or annoyance or even just fatigue was somehow too effusive for Spence, too demonstrative. Spence never gave anything away, which meant that when he finally did drop his guard, the impact was almost overwhelming.

“Peel,” Evan said, and she glanced at him even as she grabbed another tile. He wore jeans with a hole in the right knee and a faded Yesterdog t-shirt, his hair a mass of tousled blonde curls. He always looked as though he’d just stepped off the pages of a surfing magazine, model pretty and effortlessly athletic. He had the kind of swagger that drew people in, and an impish smile that always made him look as though he was up to no good.

Colin sat next to him, hunched over his tiles. His hair was a light, honey brown, and longer than she was used to seeing it. He was still working from home, and as such didn’t have to conform to the corporate image expected of a financial planner and analyst. Still, next to Evan’s undisciplined mop it looked downright conservative. Like Evan, he wore jeans and a t-shirt, but his jeans were neatly pressed, his t-shirt wrinkle free and tucked into his belted waistband. He had wire rimmed glasses that only added to his good looks, and he always smelled like cinnamon.

“Peel,” Jude declared at the same time Tuck did, setting off a round of mild curses as everyone scrambled for tiles.

Jude was the wild card, she mused, the outlier. While the rest of them had known each other since college, Jude had only been in their lives for a couple of years. Still, they’d clicked—in and out of the swingers club—and he’d slid into their friend group all but seamlessly. He had the dreamy good looks and sly, secretive smile of a Hollywood heartthrob, and combined with his athletic prowess, it made him a magnet for media attention.

It wasn’t a bad thing. A man trying to make it in professional hockey needed the positive press. But with his rising professional profile came speculation about his private life, and she knew that caused him some stress. COVID had given him a reprieve—the media couldn’t find fault with him not dating with the whole world on lockdown—but as things opened up, the questions had resumed. If word of his extra-curricular activities ever hit the media, it could devastate his career.

But he’d been relaxed today, talking and laughing at dinner, playing chess with Colin, flirting with her in the kitchen. Even now, focused on his tiles and muttering under his breath, he was at ease in a way she hadn’t seen in a while.

“Peel,” Tuck called out next to her, and dug an elbow in to her ribs. “You’re not paying attention to the game.”

“So?” she demanded, and dutifully took a tile.

“So, stop ogling our guests and get with it.”

She jabbed him back, her cheeks warming as everyone looked at her, and took a long sip of her drink. “I wasn’t ogling.”

“Were, too,” Colin said, and played a tile. “Peel.”

“Dammit,” Spence snapped.

“Fine, I was ogling.” Forcing herself to pay attention, she set her glass down and used her two Z tiles to make ‘jizz’. “But I probably shouldn’t be playing, anyway.”

“Why not?”

She glanced at Jude. “Winner gets first go, remember? If I win, that means I get to have a go at myself while you all wait your turn.”

“I vote we let her win,” Evan said immediately.

“Fuck that.” Spence played off the C in ‘cum’ to spell ‘suck’. “She can get herself off while she chokes on my dick.”

“You smooth talker you,” she drawled, using sarcasm to cover the jolt of heat his words had sent through her.

He grinned, sharp and wicked, and she knew he hadn’t been fooled in the slightest.

“Peel,” Jude announced.

“Goddammit,” Spence snarled, and went back to his tiles.

“Are you playing or not?” Tuck asked her, and she turned to look at him.

He was smiling at her, his mouth poised on the edge of a laugh. His dark eyes glinted with amusement and heat and anticipation, and so much love and affection that it nearly stopped her heart. A wave of pure gratitude for him washed over her, and following impulse, she grabbed a fistful of his shirt and kissed him.

“Hey,” he mumbled in protest, though when she laid back, dragging him down on top of her, he followed her without hesitation. “You’re going to wreck my concentration.”

“You’re not playing either,” she announced, and lifted one leg to hook around his waist.

“I’m not?”

She shook her head. “Nope. I told you, I’m fucking you last.”

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned at her, boyishly charming, shamelessly eager and oh, so sexy. “You did say that, didn’t you?”

“Yep.” Using her leg muscles, she tugged him down so his hips notched against hers. He shifted slightly, settling into just the right spot with the ease of long practice. She took a moment to enjoy the pressure and the heat, the weight of him against her. “But you can be my fluffer.”

He shook with laughter, and across the coffee table, Colin uttered a reverent and heartfelt, “Fuck me.”

“Dinner and a show,” Spence quipped. “Peel, motherfuckers.”

“How am I supposed to think up words when there’s no blood left in my head?” Evan complained.

“Steady on, men,” Jude commanded, deepening his voice so it boomed around the room. “Don’t let them distract you.”

“Easy for you to say,” Evan muttered. “You’ve seen it before.”

“Yeah, that doesn’t make it any easier.”

“If they’re not playing, do we have to put their tiles back in the pile?” Spence wanted to know.

“Yes,” Jude said, and out of the corner of her eye, Esme saw him reach out and sweep her tiles into the center of the table. “Colin, get Tuck’s.”

Esme smiled up at her husband as tiles clattered across wood. “Our friends seem impatient.”

“Can’t blame them,” he murmured, brushing his mouth against hers in a fleeting, teasing kiss.

“I have a feeling,” she said between kisses, “that when this game is over, I better be ready.”

“Well, then I better get you ready,” he replied, and slowly, smoothly, took the kiss deeper.

She sighed into his mouth and let herself float. He didn’t get into what she called his ‘slow seduction mode’ often—he was more of a dive-right-in kind of guy. But every once in a while he wanted to draw it out, to savor each small kiss and caress, to let the tension build slowly until she was wild with need for him.

Excitement unfurled in her belly. If they were alone he’d draw it out, keeping her on the razor’s edge of lust until she was begging, pleading for him to give her what she needed. It was always such a rush, handing that kind of control over to him, knowing her body, her pleasure, was out of her hands.

“I love you,” she murmured against his mouth, just because.

“I love you, too,” he whispered, pitching his voice so only she could hear. “You still good?”

She fought her eyes open, blinking at him through a haze of lust. “Yes. You?”

“Yeah, baby.” He dragged his tongue over her lower lip, his eyes never leaving hers. “I can’t wait to watch you come.”

“Who do you think is going to win?” she asked.

He shifted, bringing one hand up to her breast. “My money’s on Jude or Spence,” he said, tugging at her bodice. The dress had plenty of stretch, so he was able to drag it down until her breast popped free, covered in black lace.

She arched into his hand as he teased her nipple, flicking at the piercing through the lace, her head going delightfully twirly. “You think?”

“Oh, yeah. They’re both smart as fuck, and competitive.”

A chorus of shouts nearly drowned out his words, Jude and Spence and Colin all yelling ‘Peel!’ while Evan cursed roundly.

“Sounds like Colin’s putting up a fight,” she managed, wiggling under him to try to get more pressure between her legs.

“Be still,” he scolded, and gave her nipple a firm tweak.

She laughed, breathless and giddy. “If you’re trying to get me to behave, that’s not the way to do it.”

“I’m not trying to get you to behave,” he told her, and pinched her again. “I’m trying to turn you on.”

“It’s working.”

His smile was smug. “I know.”

She laughed again, adoring him, and pulled his mouth back to hers.

She lost track of the game, the shouts and curses fading in the background as Tuck kissed her, slow and deep and so thoroughly she could barely breathe. His hand on her breast was busy, kneading and plucking, the weight of him between her legs a relief and a tease all at once. Heat built slow and steady, pooling low in her belly, in her breasts. She was so wet she was surprised Tuck couldn’t feel it, even with the layers of clothing between them.

He slid his mouth from hers, nibbling down the line of her jaw to her ear. “You’re soaking wet, aren’t you?” he murmured, and dipped his tongue into her ear. “I can feel it.”

She pushed her hips up, too turned on to be embarrassed. “Tuck,” she whined, clutching at him with desperate hands. “Please.”

“Nope,” he said easily, and bit her ear. “You fuck me last, remember?”

“I was just kidding when I said that,” she told him, and wiggled her hips to try to get his cock where she wanted it.

“The hell you were,” he chortled, and slid down to bury his face between her breasts. It would’ve felt great, except it shifted the rest of his body down as well, and now instead of the thick ridge of his cock, his abdomen was planted between her thighs.

When she let out a grumble of frustration, he chuckled into her cleavage. “You’re just going to have to wait until they crown a winner,” he said, and licked her sternum.

“You’re a terrible human being,” she told him, and tried to wedge a hand between them to take care of things herself.

“Oh no, you don’t.” He grabbed her hand and pinned it to the cushion above her head.

“Bastard,” she muttered, and tried to distract him with a kiss.

“Slut,” he countered, and grabbed her free hand—which had been sliding south—and pinned it over her head with its mate.

“Bananas!” Evan shouted.

“Oh, thank God,” Esme said, and tried to sit up.

Tuck wouldn’t let her. “Not yet. Guys, check his words.”

Spence leaned over to inspect Evan’s tiles. “What am I looking for?”

“Misspellings and non-dirty words,” Colin put in, and leaned in from the other side.

“Titties, pussy, boobs,” Spence read off. “Genitals, muff—muff?”

“It’s a word,” Evan said defensively. “A dirty one.”

“If you’re a Victorian spinster,” Spence countered with a snort.

“Hang on,” Colin interrupted, and pointed at a word. “You spelled ‘coitus’ wrong. There’s no ‘y’.”

“Yes, there is.”

“No, there isn’t. Someone look it up.”

Jude already had his phone out. “Coitus is spelled c-o-i-t-u-s,” he said, and looked up. “No ‘y’.”

“Also, it’s not dirty enough.”

Evan scowled at Spence. “It’s a sex word.”

“But not a dirty one,” Spence countered. “Also, spelled wrong. You’re out, pal. Tiles back in the pile.”

“Fine,” Evan sighed, and started flipping his tiles over.

“Fuck nuts,” Esme grumbled.

Tuck grinned down at her. “Looks like you’ll have to wait a little longer, love.”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”

“Hell, yes.” He cocked one ginger eyebrow. “You trying to tell me you’re not?”

“I’d be enjoying it a lot more if I could get some dick already.”

“Patience is a virtue,” he reminded her.

“Do I seem overly concerned with virtues to you?” she demanded.

He buried his face in her neck, laughing. “God, I love you.”

She wiggled against him, flexing her wrists against his hold. “Enough to make me come?”

“Not yet,” he said cheerfully, and started kissing her neck.

By the time Jude shouted a triumphant “Bananas!” she was so worked up she barely knew her own name.

“Please let that be a valid Bananas,” she pleaded.

Spence was eyeing Jude’s words with a scowl. “Fucktoy, jizz, come—that’s spelled wrong. It’s c-u-m.”

“It can be spelled either way,” Jude countered.

“It’s not dirty enough that way,” Spence insisted, a mutinous look on his face.

“According to Urban Dictionary, it can be spelled both ways,” Evan announced, and looked up from his phone. “I vote we allow it.”

“You’re just pissed you got tossed on ‘coitus’,” Spence accused.

Evan sent him a sharp smile. “Payback’s a bitch.”

“It’s not my fault you spelled it wrong.”

Since Spence was too busy scowling at Evan to vet Jude’s words, Colin stood up and circled around to look for himself. “Everything’s spelled right,” he announced, “but I think we need a ruling on ‘moist’.”

Spence redirected his scowl at Jude. “That’s not a dirty word.”

“In the proper context it is,” Jude argued, and folded his arms across his chest.

“I’ll check,” Evan offered, tapping on his phone. He read silently for a moment, then looked up, his mouth quirking in a smile. “Urban Dictionary says ‘add to an innocent sentence to make it dirty’. I think that counts, Spence.”

“Let me see that.” Spence snatched the phone from Evan’s hand to glower at the screen.

Esme peered through the lock of hair that had escaped its pins and fallen into her face. “Does that mean we have a winner?”

“I vote yes,” Colin said.

Evan took his phone back. “Me, too. Spence?”

Spence folded his arms across his chest. “Fine. Goddammit, I had ‘felching’.”

Tuck levered himself off Esme. “That’s disgusting, Spencer.”

Colin pushed his glasses back up on his nose. “What’s felching?”

“Look it up,” Tuck said with a laugh, and pulled Esme to her feet. He adjusted her dress, dragging the bodice up so it covered her once again, then began plucking the remaining pins from her hair. “You good, babe?”

“I’m great,” she told him, clinging to him for balance. Her knees felt weak, her limbs loose and uncoordinated. When her hair fell in her face, she brushed it back. “What are we waiting for?”

“So eager,” he murmured, his soft brown eyes bright with love. “Let me just go over the rules with everyone one more time, okay?”

She licked her lips and tried to put the brakes on her raging lust. “Okay.”

He winked then turned her to face the room, one arm anchored around her waist. She was grateful for it; if he’d let her go, she might have just slid to the floor in a puddle.

“I know you all remember, since we just had this conversation a few days ago,” he began. “But it bears repeating. Esme’s in charge. If she doesn’t want it to happen, it doesn’t happen. No means no, and any attempts at coercion will get your ass tossed out in the snow.”

His affable grin faded, a steel glint in his eyes as he looked at each of his friends in turn. “Am I understood?”

He waited until they’d all answered in the affirmative, then nodded. “We know this isn’t usual for most of you, and it can feel overwhelming. Any of you need to bow out, at any time, it’s fine. No hard feelings.”

He glanced down at Esme, the steel glint fading, and smiled. “Right, baby?”

“Yes.” She nodded, then turned to look at their friends. Colin and Evan, standing together. Spence sprawled on the sofa, still scowling. Jude’s smiling, friendly face. “Your friendship is important to us, both of us. Way more important than orgasms.”

“We know that, Esme,” Colin said quietly. “We’re here because we want to be. Right, guys?”

The chorus of agreements was immediate, and made her smile. “Okay.”

“Esme, you want to tell the guys what you decided?”

“Huh? Oh, right.” She tried to make her brain work. “Since everyone got tested, I won’t make you wear a condom for oral or vaginal sex unless you want one. But for anal sex, you need both a condom and lube. Lots of lube.”

“You’re on birth control?”

She looked into the black pools of Spencer’s eyes. “Yes. An IUD, and I have emergency contraception as backup. If you’d prefer to wear a condom, it’s fine. Whatever you’re comfortable with.”

“Everyone clear? Good,” Tuck said, and nudged Esme forward with a slap on her ass. “Jude, come get it.”

“Come get it?” Esme repeated, fighting back a laugh as she peered at her husband over her shoulder. “Come get it?”

Tuck grinned. “Take my wife, please?”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Jude drawled, and holding out a hand, stepped forward. “Hello, gorgeous. Want to dance?”

“Hello, handsome.” She slid her hand into his with a flirtatious smile, and followed him around the coffee table to the open space between the living room and dining room. “Long time, no see.”

“It’s been a while.” He smiled, full of promise. “Hope I haven’t forgotten my moves.”

“Oh, I’ll help you find them,” she assured him, and shifting her grip on his hand, began leading him toward the stairs. “In fact, I think they’re upstairs.”

His low laugh danced over her skin like a caress. “Is that where I left them?”

“Only one way to find out,” she said, tossing her head to flash a smile over her shoulder as she started up. The others stood where she’d left them, four men in various stages of arousal and amusement. “And as for the rest of you…”

“Yeah, baby?” Tuck called out on a laugh. “What about the rest of us?”

“Hurry the fuck up,” she announced, and dashed up the rest of the steps, a laughing Jude close behind.
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Tuck watched his wife disappear up the stairs, Jude hot on her heels, and turned to look at his friends. He took a minute to evaluate their expressions, searching for signs of discomfort or unease. There was some shock, which he expected, and a hint of nerves from Evan and Colin. Spence was, as usual, stone faced and unreadable. “Well, gentlemen?”

Evan stared at the empty stairs, blinking like he’d just woken up from a long nap. “I can’t believe this is really happening.”

“What, did you think I was kidding?”

“I think I had to see it to believe it.” Evan shook himself lightly, then favored Tuck with a wide grin. “How do we decide who goes second?”

Tuck choked on a laugh. “Trust me, Esme will let us know who—and what—she wants.”

“That’s hot,” Colin said, and Evan nodded.

A squeal came from upstairs, followed quickly by Jude’s laugh and the distinct thump of a headboard hitting the wall. When a second squeal sounded, Evan breathed, “Damn. What do you think they’re doing up there?”

“Only one way to find out,” Tuck said, and swept his arm toward the stairs in an after you gesture.

Evan and Colin exchanged a look, but Spence didn’t hesitate. “Fuck if I’m going to miss this,” he declared, and took the stairs two at a time.

“Last one upstairs goes last,” Evan said with a grin, and hurried up after him.

Tuck just laughed and waved Colin ahead, bringing up the rear. “I’m going last anyway.”

“Is that part of the fantasy?” Colin wanted to know, rounding the landing.

“Not specifically,” Tuck told him, and climbed the rest of the stairs. The second-floor landing was a large, open space, with a guest room and bath on one side, a spare room they’d repurposed into a library on the other, and straight ahead, the main bedroom that Spence and Evan had already disappeared into. “But I like watching her get off, and the more she does that the hotter it is for me. So, I guess it is in a way.”

“It’s nice,” Colin said, and his tone had Tuck pausing. “That you both want the same things, I mean.”

“Yeah, but it didn’t happen overnight,” Evan said, watching Colin carefully. “It took a lot of talking, and a few fuck ups, to get us here.”

“No risk, no reward,” Colin murmured, and for a moment, he looked so forlorn that Tuck took a step towards him.

“You okay?”

“Sure.” Colin blinked, and the melancholy faded from his gaze. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

Tuck eyed Colin for a moment, considering. He wanted to push, especially in light of the conversation he’d had with Evan earlier, but he knew his friend. Nobody dug their heels in as firmly, as stubbornly as Colin, and the timing wasn’t exactly ideal.

A point illustrated when Evan poked his head out of the bedroom doorway.

“You guys are missing some good stuff, here,” he said, the words accompanied by a long, low moan from inside the bedroom, and his grin was full of wicked delight. “You coming, or what?”

“We’re coming, keep your pants on,” Colin said, then waggled his eyebrows at Tuck. “Or not.”

Tuck just shook his head, followed Colin into the room, and immediately forgot about his two friends and their decade-long, not-so-secret longing for each other.

Esme stood at the foot of the bed in her panties and bra, her dress at her feet and her eyes closed. Jude stood behind her, still fully clothed, one hand splayed over her belly.

He flicked a glance at Tuck, and smiled. “Your husband’s here,” he murmured to Esme, the words carrying easily in the quiet room, and her eyes fluttered open.

“Everyone’s here, actually,” Jude continued, his chin brushing her shoulder. “Evan, Colin, Spence. Tucker. That turns you on, doesn’t it?”

Tuck watched her suck in a deep breath, her breasts quivering under the lace. “Yes.”

“I can tell. Your nipples are hard,” Jude pointed out, and lifted his free hand to brush her breasts. She jolted at the contact, a soft gasp slipping from her lips. “And your pussy is so wet I can smell you.”

She let out a low laugh, her hazy, lust filled gaze locked on Tuck’s. “I know. Me, too.”

“It smells good,” Jude said, and laid a soft, barely there kiss on her shoulder. “It’s going to taste even better.”

“I know,” she repeated, her eyes drifting closed as his hand moved down, down, under the band of lace low on her belly. Tuck’s eyes tracked the path of Jude’s hand, watching the lace move and shift over it. When Esme’s hips jerked, and she let out a thin, high cry, Tuck knew exactly where Jude’s fingers were.

“You’re fucking soaked,” Jude said, his voice hardly more than a growl now, and so low Tuck had to strain to hear him.

“Yes,” she said, and spread her legs wider. Jude took immediate advantage, wedging more of his hand between her thighs. Tuck shifted his gaze to his wife’s face, wanting to see the play of emotions as Jude played with her. Her cheeks were flushed, her mouth parted as he worked her, and when he pulled his hand free of her panties, she let out a moan of disappointment.

Jude just chuckled and skimmed his fingers up her torso, leaving behind a damp trail, then held them to her lips. “Taste,” he said, and she dutifully opened her mouth.

“Jesus Christ,” Spence muttered from beside Tuck as Jude slipped his fingers between her lips.

“I see your Jesus Christ,” Evan murmured in a reverent hush, “and raise you a Hallelujah.”

Jude slipped his fingers from Esme’s mouth, lowering his hand to circle her throat gently. “Gimme a taste,” he demanded, and lowered his mouth to hers.

Something nudged Tuck in the side, and he tore his gaze away from his wife to look at Spence.

“This really doesn’t bother you?”

Tuck glanced back at Esme, still kissing Jude with enthusiasm. “Nope.”

“That’s another man’s hands on your wife’s ass,” Spencer pointed out.

Tuck watched with amusement as Esme boosted herself up to wrap her legs around Jude’s waist. He staggered, but demonstrated considerable athleticism by keeping his feet. Evan and Colin applauded. “It’s a grabbable ass.”

“No argument there.” Spence’s gaze narrowed speculatively. “This is how the kink works? The showing off your woman thing?”

“Candaulism,” Tuck supplied, and shrugged. “Yes, and no. If that’s all it was, there are ways to show her off that don’t involve her fucking other people.”

“Then why do this?”

“It makes her happy,” Tuck said simply. “Making her happy makes me happy.”

Spence waited a beat. “That’s it?”

“Well, there’s nuance, but that’s the core of it.” He smiled when Esme, still wrapped around Jude like a vine, wedged her hands between them and attacked his belt buckle like it owed her money. “Plus, it’s a hell of a show.”

“I can’t argue with that,” Spence agreed, and both men fell silent as the pair across the room tumbled onto the bed.

Esme hit the mattress with a gasp, flinging her arms to the sides for balance. Jude followed her down, his muscular body wedged between her legs, and for a moment her aching, needy pussy was happy. Then he rose up on his knees, taking away the delicious pressure, and she scowled up at him. “Hey. Come back.”

“Not yet.” He grabbed his belt, already undone by her eager hands, and whipped it off.

“Good idea,” she said, and reached up to peel her bra off.

“Nice,” Jude said approvingly, his warm chuckle almost drowning out the whispers from the other side of the room.

“Fuck, she’s got a piercing,” someone muttered—she thought it was Evan—and she grinned up into Jude’s laughing face.

“Should I show ‘em the other one?” she asked, and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties.

Jude whipped his sweater over his head, revealing the broad expanse of his chest. Smooth skin stretched over a muscled chest and washboard abs, definition earned by hours in the gym and on the ice. Without the belt his pants had dropped a few inches, showing off the deep v angling in from his hipbones. “Yeah, beautiful. Show ‘em the other one.”

She began to inch the panties down, drawing it out as much for herself as their audience. “You, too.”

Jude shook his head, his eyes locked on the slow downward progression of black lace. “Uh-uh. I’m not taking my pants off until I’m ready to fuck you.”

“I’m not sure how much more ready you can be, Jude,” she said and aimed a pointed look at the front of his slacks, where the expensive material was tented almost obscenely over a very obvious erection.

He shook his head and leaned down to plant a sucking kiss on her belly just above the lace. “I want to eat your pussy first.”

Her whole body tingled at the thought. “Well. In that case,” she said, and without regard for ceremony, shoved her panties down her thighs.

Jude took over from there, dragging them down and off, then flung them over his shoulder. They soared in a graceful arc, traveling the length of the room, and would’ve hit Evan in the face if he hadn’t reached up to catch them.

He held them up like a trophy. “Is this like catching the bouquet at a wedding?”

Esme laughed and looked at her husband. Tuck had commandeered the leather club chair they’d moved in from the library for the occasion, positioning it next to the fireplace. He lounged back, one foot propped on the opposite knee, looking relaxed and amused. The heat sparkling in his dark eyes was clearly visible even from across the room, and set the butterflies in her belly dancing. Behind him stood Spence, leaning against the fireplace mantle, intense and focused. His eyes, shades darker than Tuck’s, were locked on her with the focus that had both intrigued and scared her when they were in college. Fear and lust, she thought faintly, was a deadly combination.

“I think this means I’m next,” Evan said, and she blinked her way clear of the hypnotizing effect of Spencer’s shark like gaze to look at him. He was perched, Colin at his side, on the tufted velvet chaise that was her favorite reading spot. It had been shoved almost to the wall to make room for the chair, too much furniture in not enough space, making the cozy bedroom feel crowded and cramped—and that was before the addition of the four men.

Five, including Jude. Dear God, she was going to fuck five men. It seemed like a dream, she thought hazily. A wonderful, slightly scary, possibly chafing, thank-God-she'd-stocked-up-on-lube-and-ibuprofen, dream come true.

Jude put his big hands on her knees and pushed her legs apart, exposing her wet, hot pussy to the cooler air. It made her shiver, goosebumps breaking out on her skin at the faintly ticklish sensation.

“Cold?” Jude asked, his blue eyes rising to meet hers.

She shook her head. “Hot,” she told him, and spread her legs wider.

“I can see that.” He lowered one hand between her legs to brush against the nest of her pubic hair. “See this, too. New?”

“COVID bush,” she informed him, smiling when he chuckled. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Baby, I don’t care how your pussy is decorated,” he told her, fingers sliding through the thatch of hair to the warm, damp flesh beneath. “You could paint it orange and call it Gritty, I’d still want to bury my face in it.”

“Kinky,” she teased, her breath hitching when his fingers caught her hood piercing. He tugged it gently, giving it the barest of twists.

“You’d know,” he quipped, and let the piercing go. “Scoot up toward the headboard, beautiful, so I can eat this pussy right.”

She obeyed, pushing herself back until her head was on the pillows, then spread her legs again as Jude crawled up the mattress to lay on his belly between them.

“Hello, beautiful,” he murmured, eyes locked on the wet, pink folds in front of him.

“Are you going to talk to it, or eat it?” Esme asked, striving to maintain a bossy tone when all she wanted to do was beg.

“Greedy girl,” Jude chided.

“Needy girl,” she corrected, and shoved her hips up until her pubic hair brushed his nose. “Please, Jude. Don’t make me wait any longer.”

“Since you asked so nicely,” he said, and lowered his mouth.

The first touch of his tongue was like a benediction, dragging it up from her taint, dipping briefly into the open, needy hole of her cunt, then up to swirl delicately around her clit. Relief at finally being touched washed over her in a wave, and she let out a breathy moan. “Yes. God. Jude. More.”

“Who are you begging for more, me or God?” Jude asked and swirled his tongue around her clit again before using his teeth to tug at the barbell.

“Whichever of you is listening right now,” she replied, not caring that he was amused, ignoring the chuckles coming from across the room. She rolled her hips, searching for deeper contact, staring at the top of his head through blurry eyes. “I want to come, Jude.”

“I know you do,” he mumbled, his teeth still hooked on the barbell. He lifted his head slightly, pulling the barbell away from her body and stretching the tender skin it was attached to, then let it go. The jolt of pleasure/pain made her cry out. “You liked that.”

“You know I did,” she panted, and desperate for more sensation, reached up to grab her breasts.

“There you go,” he rumbled, rubbing his jaw over her pussy lips. He had just a hint of five o’clock shadow, scraping against her tender skin like sandpaper, then lapped at her with his tongue to soothe the sting. “Play with your tits, give the boys a show.”

Reminded that they had an audience—honestly, she’d all but forgotten—she lifted her head. Neither Tuck nor Spence had moved, but both Evan and Colin were leaning forward, wearing nearly twin expressions of awe. She doubted they could see much; Jude’s broad shoulders no doubt blocked her pussy from view. But they could definitely see her tits, and her face.

“Come on, beautiful,” Jude urged from between her legs, and drove his tongue into her greedy, pulsing hole. “Show ‘em how you like to be touched.”

She lifted her breasts up, pushing them together as Jude fucked her cunt with short, sharp jabs of his tongue. The soft, supple flesh spilled over her hands, bouncing and shaking as she undulated, trying to get more of her pussy in contact with more of Jude’s face. She dipped her head down to lap at her right nipple, flicking the piercing and sending little bolts of sensation through her breast and down to her clit.

“Goddamn,” she heard someone mutter, and would’ve smiled if she hadn’t been so close to completely losing it.

“Jude,” she gasped.

“You going to come for me, beautiful?” he asked, shifting to bring his hand between her legs. One long finger slipped, ever so slightly, inside of her.

“More,” she told him, hips rising so the finger slipped just a little further. It felt good, but it wasn’t enough. “I need more.”

“I got more,” he promised, and slid his finger deep, curling it up to press against the front wall of her pussy from the inside. He fucked her with it, keeping that curl so it pressed right where she needed it, then added a second finger just as he leaned down and sucked her clit, piercing and all, into his mouth.

She went off like a rocket, everything inside her clamping down hard for one brief, breathless moment before bursting free in a surge of pleasure so huge it felt as though she might black out. Her pussy pulsed against his mouth, around his fingers, her hands digging into her breasts so hard she cried out, but she couldn’t help it. Her body wasn’t her own anymore, her brain abdicating control to the waves of pleasure pounding through her, and when they finally faded and she lay limp and shuddering on the mattress, the first thought that came into her head was: again.

She lay there panting, staring up at the ceiling as she waited for the world to make sense again. The bed bounced, and out of the corner of her eye she saw Jude rear up to tear at his pants, shoving them down and off before crawling on top of her. She reached up on instinct, grabbing his biceps with still-trembling hands. He reached between them, his knuckles bumping into her and making her gasp. Then she gasped again when he fitted the smooth, bare head of his penis to her still eager hole and pushed.

“Oh, God.” She dug her fingers into his arms when he sank inside her, not stopping until he was buried deep, his pelvis pressed to hers. She was more than wet enough for penetration, but swollen and sensitive from the orgasm, and for a moment she wasn’t sure if she was feeling pleasure or pain.

“Fuck,” he groaned, holding himself still. His hands were planted on the mattress on either side of her torso, his big body suspended over hers. His muscles trembled with strain, rock hard with tension under her hands, between her legs. It was like hugging a slab of granite, uncomfortable and overwhelming, and for a brief moment she contemplated pushing him away.

Then he blew out a breath, and some of the tension seemed to flow out of him with it. His body softened against hers, the unyielding hardness of his muscles easing just enough, and she sighed.

“Are you okay?” he asked, and she blinked blurry eyes to focus on his face.

His eyes were fierce, his lips and chin and cheeks shiny wet from her pussy, and the tips of his ears looked like they were on fire.

“Fine,” she breathed. She wiggled under him, trying to ease the stretch in her thighs, and he jumped inside her. “Oh!”

“Do that again,” he demanded, his eyes going dark and heavy with pleasure. “Do it again, Esme.”

The orgasm had left her sleepy, her body heavy and satiated. Despite the lingering arousal, she was nowhere near a second climax. But he was looking at her like she held the keys to the gates of paradise, pulsing inside her and shaking with need, and it was an irresistible rush.

So she wiggled again, and this time deliberately clamped her inner muscles around his cock. He jumped inside her again, a solid thump that made her gasp, the sound mingling with his heartfelt groan.

“Goddamn.” He dropped his head, his hair falling forward to brush against her breasts. “You’re going to make me come.”

“Don’t you want to come?” she asked, drawing her knees up against his hips. He shifted inside her at the motion, sliding even deeper, and this time they both groaned.

“I really, really do.” He lifted his head. “But I want to fuck you first.”

Her post-orgasmic lethargy was fading quickly, replaced by the first sparks of renewed need. He was heavy and solid inside her, and she knew from experience that he was a hell of a fuck. “Okay.”

That got her a ghost of a smile. He shifted, his biceps bunching as he braced himself more firmly against the mattress, and slowly retracted his hips.

She caught her breath at the delicious, nearly frictionless slide of flesh against flesh. He pulled back until just the thick ridge of his head remained inside her, then slid slowly back in.

“That’s good,” she breathed, and shifted her grip from his biceps to his ribcage. “That’s really good.”

“It really fucking is,” he agreed in a rasp, and pulled back again. “I’ve never done this before.”

She lifted her knees a little higher, planting her heels on his ass. “I know that’s a lie.”

He let out a short bark of laughter. “Not this,” he said, bottoming out inside her again. “I meant without a condom. I’ve never done this without a condom.”

“Oh.” She tightened her grip, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. “That.”

“Yeah.” He continued to move, driving smoothly in and out at a steady space. “Feels fucking amazing.”

She couldn’t disagree. He was slick and smooth inside her, and without the condom she could feel everything, each ridge and vein. Just thinking about it sent a flash of heat through her, and combined with the friction, had arousal building, slowly but surely, inside her.

“Hope you’re good for a long ride,” he breathed, hips recoiling and thrusting, recoiling and thrusting.

“Yeah?” She closed her eyes to focus on the sensations spinning through her. “Why is that?”

“Because I’m going to make this last as long as possible.”

She hummed low in her throat, reveling in the friction and the heat and the carnal sensuality of the moment. In her mind’s eye she pictured the other side of the room, Tuck and Spence, Evan and Colin all watching while Jude fucked her. Spence would be stoic, Evan and Colin nervous and eager, and Tuck…Tuck would be enraptured.

“Fuck,” she heard someone say, and recognized Evan’s voice. “This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“I know,” Colin chimed in, his voice a barely audible reverent hush. “I’ve seen a lot of porn, but this is next level hot.”

“That’s my girl,” Tuck said, and the pride and approval, the love and lust in his voice made her pussy spasm and her heart pound, and she opened her eyes to search him out.

She could only catch a glimpse beyond Jude’s broad shoulders, just a flash of ginger beard and warm brown eyes and the edge of his hand clamped onto the arm of the chair, but it was enough. She looked up at Jude, unsurprised to find him staring down at her with heavy eyes. “They’re watching us.”

“I know,” he replied, and grunted as he bottomed out inside her with just a little more force than before. “You like that, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“You like that your husband is watching me fuck you. Our friends are watching.”

She tightened her grip on his ribs. “Yes.”

“I like it, too,” he confessed, his blue eyes blazing at her now. “You remember the first time we fucked at the club?”

She licked her lips. “The fourth of July party.”

“That’s right.” He dipped his head to skim his lips over her bouncing right breast, his tongue catching the edge of her nipple before he looked up at her again. “You didn’t know who I was.”

“I didn’t care,” she reminded him breathlessly, and lifted one hand to tangle in his hair. “Lick my nipple again.”

He obliged, dipping his head to capture it with his lips, to flick the piercing with his tongue. “I thought you were too good to be true.”

She arched her back, shoving her nipple deeper into his mouth. He took the hint and sucked hard, grunting when her pussy clamped down in response.

When he lifted his head, she was panting, the pressure and tension in her belly approaching critical mass. “You did?”

“Uh-huh.” He switched his attention to her other nipple, using his teeth to scrape and pluck before sucking it hard into his mouth. “I still think that, actually.”

She fought to concentrate on what he was saying, but there was just too much going on. His cock was heavy and thick inside her, every stroke bliss. The orgasm she didn’t think she’d have was close, and it was going to be a whopper. “Still think what?”

“That you’re too good to be true,” he confessed, his breath coming faster now. “Fuck, I’m going to come.”

“Keep fucking me, Jude.” She slid her hands away from his ribs, reaching up to cup her breasts. They were heavy and swollen, the nipples hard and aching and wet from his mouth. She pinched them hard, twisting and pulling as she strained, wanting to come with him. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

He shook his head, sending little drops of sweat to splash onto her chest. “You gonna come with me, beautiful?”

“Close.” She squeezed her breasts hard, as hard as she could, trying to push herself up to the edge. “I’m close.”

“Get there.” His voice was nothing but a harsh, guttural rasp, his hips flying. Pounding. “Come on, Esme.”

“I can’t.” She arched up, pumping her hips into his. The heat and the need formed a heavy ball in her belly, the pressure nearly unbearable. She spread her legs wider, inner thighs straining. “More, I need more.”

“The hood piercing, Jude,” Tuck said, his voice cutting through the fog of lust from across the room. “Tug it, slow and firm.”

Yes, do that, she thought even as Jude reared back, rising to his knees between her thighs, and reached down. His fingers skimmed over her clit, fumbling a little through the slick and the wet, and that bumping, bumbling contact was almost enough. But then his fingers finally closed on the little metal bar through the hood of her clit, and tugged.

She let out a high pitched keen, a wail that echoed around the room, and the pressure inside her burst free.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Jude chanted, tugging and twisting the piercing, his dick buried deep while she came apart around him. “Fucking come all over me.”

She was helpless to do anything but. Wracked by spasms so hard they were almost painful, wave upon wave of pleasure swamping her senses. She couldn’t see, couldn’t hear, could do nothing but ride it out.

Her spasms had barely faded when he began to move again, slamming into her, racing for his own pleasure. She lay limp on the bed, the force of his thrusts bouncing her against the mattress. He hardened inside her even further, his movements going jerky and erratic, and she forced her eyes open, wanting to see.

“Fuck,” he growled, and shoved himself deep, his teeth clenched and his eyes burning like blue fire as he came.

It seemed to go on forever, a flood of heat and wet. He jerked his hips, short, stabbing thrusts that unplugged the dam and had it spilling out of her, and she had the vague thought that they were going to have to change the sheets.

When he finally slumped over her, spent and gasping, she let out a soft laugh.

He picked up his head to look at her, the haze of lust still clouding his eyes. “Something funny?”

She shook her head and made the effort to lift a hand to his cheek. “I was just thinking I should’ve put down a rubber sheet.”

He smiled, giddy and sweet. “Rookie mistake.”

She brushed at the hair falling into his eyes. “I guess I was so busy thinking of all the hot sex, I forgot to consider the logistics.”

“Beautiful, nobody cares,” he assured her, and lowered his mouth to hers in a slow, sweet kiss.

When he lifted his head, she smiled. “I might care. I’m the one who has to do the laundry.”

“Make Tuck do it,” he advised with a grin. When she laughed, his softening dick slipped partly free.

“Oops,” he said mildly, and leaned back on his haunches, taking the rest of his penis with him. A flood of semen followed, spilling out to pool between her thighs. He looked up at her face, a laugh dancing in his pretty blue eyes. “Definitely make Tuck do the laundry.”

“I’m right here, you know,” Tuck drawled, and Esme propped herself up onto her elbows to look at him.

He was still in the chair, a smile on his lips and blazing heat in his eyes. He had both feet planted on the floor, the sweats doing nothing to hide just how much he’d enjoyed the show.

A wave of love for him swept over her, and she beamed at him. “Hi, husband.”

“Hello, wife,” he replied, his smile widening, joy and amusement, arousal and love, all expressed in that simple curve of his lips. “Having fun?”

“So much fun,” she assured him, and slipped a hand between her legs. Her pussy felt swollen and a little battered, slick from her orgasm and Jude’s. “Sorry.”

He lifted an eyebrow at that. “What are you sorry for?”

“That Jude didn’t come on my bush,” she explained, her smile going coy. “I was going to ask him to, but I got distracted.”

He grinned at her, mirth dancing along with the heat in his eyes. “Don’t worry about it, baby,” he assured her. “I’m sure one of our other friends can be persuaded to come on your porn bush.”

“Oh, yeah,” she purred, and turned her gaze on the other three men in the room. “Who’s next?”
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Evan stood up so fast he stumbled. “I’m next.”

Tuck let out a bark of laughter. “Slow down, Ev.”

Evan already had his shirt off and was working on his jeans. “Why?”

“Because if you trip and fall on your face—and I have to take you to urgent care—I’m going to be pissed.”

“Give me a little credit,” Evan muttered, pulling one foot free of his jeans. He went to step out of the other leg, got tangled up, and nearly fell again.

“I’m getting out of the way,” Jude declared, and slid off the bed to pad into the adjoining bath. “Try not to hurt yourself, Evan.”

“No, don’t hurt yourself,” Esme echoed, and Tuck looked at his wife. Her gaze was locked on Evan’s crotch, her dreamy smile indicating that she liked what she saw through the plain black boxer briefs. “I’m not going anywhere, Evan.”

“Yeah, but I’m not sure how much longer I can keep from coming in my shorts,” he muttered and she laughed. She was a sexy, gorgeous, debauched mess, and Tuck couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Her hair hung tangled to her shoulders, a dark halo around her flushed face. Her lipstick was gone, leaving her lips bare and swollen, and the skin around her mouth was faintly pink from beard burn. She reclined on her elbows, her breasts bouncing gently with each breath, and Tuck took a moment to appreciate the familiar sight.

Esme often joked that she’d gotten shafted, genetically speaking, in the boob department, as her considerable rack lacked the firmness required for fashionable tits. When they’d first met, she would avoid any position that would cause them to hang down, or fall to the side, which had severely limited their initial sexual explorations. But over the years she’d come to appreciate the joys of big, soft titties—women with a firm and tidy B cup couldn’t suck their own nipples, after all. For his part, Tuck loved how soft and malleable they were, considering it a great perk to be able to scoop them up and knead them with his hands, or mold them around his cock for a quick and dirty titty fuck.

He made a mental note to do that again soon.

His gaze drifted down her torso, skimming past the curve of her belly with its flowing, flowering vine to the lush curls at the top of her mound. They were shiny and wet, sweat and pussy juice and Jude’s come all mingling together, and he wondered idly how she would taste now.

“We can fix that problem,” Esme said to Evan, dragging Tuck back to the moment. “Take your shorts off.”

Tuck couldn’t see Evan’s face, but he could hear the laugh in his voice clear enough. “Yeah, that’s not going to make not coming any easier.”

“Well, gee,” Esme said, her mouth moving into an exaggerated pout. “Maybe someone else should be next, then.”

“Hell, no,” Evan said at the same time Colin raised his hand from his seat on the chaise and hollered, “Me!”

Evan spun to scowl at Colin. “Dude. Bros before…”

Tuck nearly fell out of his chair laughing as Evan’s face went white, then red, then white again at the realization of what he’d almost said. Even Spence, still leaning stoic and statue-like against the fireplace, let out a chuckle.

“Good thing you didn’t finish that sentence,” Esme admonished. “I’d hate to disqualify you on a technicality.”

Evan had the grace to look sheepish. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay, cutie,” Esme said, and sat up. “I’m just teasing you.”

Tuck watched her move, appreciating the sway of her breasts as she shifted to her hands and knees to crawl to the edge of the bed. He reached down to palm his own erection, unconstrained by the loose sweats, then let it go with a new appreciation for Evan’s issue. If he wanted to last until everyone else had had their turn, he was going to have to stay hands off.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Evan blurted out, and Esme beamed at him.

“You are quickly getting back in my good graces,” she announced, and sat on her haunches, knees apart, at the edge of the bed. Her gaze shifted from Evan to Colin, still sitting on the chaise with his hand in the air. “You can put your hand down, handsome.”

“Right,” Colin muttered, dropping it to his lap, and Tuck saw the back of his neck go pink.

“Well, it seems like we have a dilemma.” She glanced between the two men, eyes dancing. “Two lovers, no waiting. However will I choose?”

“I’ll do whatever you say, Esme,” Colin said, adorably earnest.

“Whatever I say, huh?” Esme pursed her lips, the gleam in her eye brightening. “Well, that’s intriguing.”

“Kiss ass,” Evan muttered out of the corner of his mouth.

She laughed, a trilling sound that made Tuck grin. He recognized the gleam in her eye. “What about you, Evan? Will you do whatever I say?”

“It’s your party, beautiful,” Evan said. “I’ll dance to any song you want.”

“Oh, I like that,” she declared gleefully. “I like that a lot.”

Behind him, Spence let out a quiet laugh. “She’s up to something.”

“Wait for it,” Tuck advised in a low aside.

“Well, since I’m in charge,” Esme continued, and paused to send Tuck a broad wink that had him fighting back a laugh again. “And you boys are so willing to do whatever I want…”

Evan shifted on his feet, his eyes locked on Esme. He was quivering like a stallion at the starting gate, Tuck noted, and Colin wasn’t doing much better. Oh, he was more subtle than his eager not-so-secret-love, and a bystander probably would’ve missed it. But they’d been friends for nearly fifteen years, so when Colin leaned forward slightly, his left knee bouncing, Tuck knew he was hanging on Esme’s every word.

Esme let the pause draw out, milking the moment for all it was worth. In the thick silence, Evan let out a strained little whimper, and Colin’s bouncing knee sped up.

“Esme,” Tuck chided, taking pity on his friends. “Stop torturing them.”

“But it’s so fun,” she said with an exaggerated pout, and Tuck had to force a reproachful look onto his face.

“Behave, or you can’t have any more orgasms tonight.”

“Damn.” Jude sauntered back into the room to scoop his slacks off the floor and drag them on. “That’s harsh.”

“And mean,” Esme said, her pout deepening.

“So is tormenting our friends,” Tuck pointed out.

She tilted her head. “Can I tease them?”

“Within reason,” he decided, unwilling to take away all her fun. Hell, he’d have let her torment them into next week if it didn’t also mean tormenting himself. He was starting to regret agreeing to go last.

“Fine,” she said, relenting with a sigh, and turned her attention back to Evan and Colin. “Where was I?”

“Since you’re in charge,” Colin prompted, the fingers of his left hand now tapping on his wildly bouncing knee.

“Oh, yes, I remember now.” Esme wiggled in place, like she was so excited she couldn’t sit still, and her smile went gleeful again. “Since I’m in charge, and you two are so willing to do whatever I want—you did say whatever, didn’t you?”

“Whatever,” Evan replied.

“Anything,” Colin added.

“Good.” She beamed at them like a little kid with a shiny new toy. “Then you can both be next.”

“Well,” Jude said, and crossed the room to Evan’s recently vacated seat. “I was going to go down for a piece of pie, but I’m not missing this.”

Both Evan and Colin seemed to be frozen in place—even Colin’s knee stopped bouncing—then Evan croaked out, “Both of us?”

“Both of you,” she said firmly, and blinked wide, innocent eyes. “You don’t mind sharing, do you?”

For a second Tuck didn’t think it was going to work, and started to signal his wife to back off. But then Evan looked at Colin, and Colin looked at Evan, and something flashed between them. It was quick, but it was there.

Then Evan said, “I don’t mind.”

“Me neither,” Colin chimed in, and pushed to his feet and began to strip.

“Your wife always this sneaky?” Spence asked in a low murmur.

Tuck just shook his head, watching Colin shed his clothes. Evan was watching too, his already snug fitting boxers becoming even snugger, and Tuck wondered if Colin noticed.

“Oh, my,” Esme breathed softly, and Tuck refocused on her face. She was watching Colin strip with wide eyes, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted. When he hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his boxers and shoved them down, her gasp nearly drowned out Evan’s grunt of surprise. “Oh, my.”

Tuck couldn’t see what she was seeing, since Colin was facing away from him, but he could see that she liked it. She liked it a lot.

“Well, look at that,” she murmured, and with her eyes locked where his boxers had just been, reached out a hand. “Can I touch?”

“Sure,” Colin said, and took the two strides necessary to carry him to the bed.

He stood tall and still as Esme stretched her hand out, and Tuck wished he’d moved his chair to the side of the bed so he could see. Then Colin gave a hard flinch, and Esme jerked her hand back.

“I’m sorry,” she began, but Colin shook his head.

“It didn’t hurt,” he said, his voice raw. “It just took me by surprise.”

“You’re sure?” Esme asked, her fingers hovering in the air.

“I’m sure.” He reached out to curl his fingers around her wrist and tugged, gently. “Go ahead, touch it again.”

What is she touching again? Tuck wondered, and tried to catch Evan’s eye. But the other man seemed just as transfixed as Esme, his gaze locked on her hand as she tentatively reached for Colin once again.

“I’ve never fucked a guy with a piercing before,” she breathed, and Tuck thought, Ah-ha. “What did it feel like?”

“Like a needle poking through my dick,” Colin said drily.

Tuck gave an involuntary shudder.

“It must have hurt,” Esme said, her gaze flicking from Colin’s cock to his face and back again.

“Not as bad as you’d think,” he said. “Healing time was actually pretty quick.”

“Does it get in your way?” Evan asked hoarsely.

Colin turned his head to look at Evan, and even in profile, Tuck could see the longing on his face. “It did when I was getting used to it, but not anymore.”

“When did you get it?”

Colin kept his gaze on Evan. “Three years ago.”

Esme had looked up from the dick in her hand and was watching Colin and Evan eye fuck each other. For long moments, no one spoke—hell, Tuck was pretty sure everyone was holding their breath, even Spence—then Colin tore his gaze away to look back at Esme.

She smiled up at him. “How does it feel?”

“Good,” was his blunt answer. “It’s an added layer of sensation.”

Esme flicked her gaze down, then back up again. “I meant, how does it feel for the person on the receiving end?”

“Oh.” Colin laughed, a little sheepish. “I don’t know, I’ve never been on the receiving end. But I’ve had no complaints.”

Esme nodded. The flush on her cheeks had deepened and spread, coloring her neck and the top of her chest, tell-tale signs that her arousal was ramping up again. “Does it interfere with blowjobs?”

“I guess it could,” Colin admitted. “It’s fine if you don’t want to risk it.”

“I don’t think I want to risk deep throating you,” Esme began.

“You can do that?” Evan blurted out.

She looked away from Colin’s dick to laugh up at Evan. “I can.”

“Wow,” Evan breathed, and Esme laughed again.

“Wait your turn, cutie,” she told him, then turned back to Colin. “Can I play for a while?”

“Sure. Where do you…?”

“Stay right there,” Esme said, then let go of him to scramble up the bed. She grabbed a pillow, then climbed off the mattress and walked around to the end of the bed. Colin turned when she approached, and Tuck got his first glimpse at his friend’s pierced dick.

From Esme’s reaction he’d been expecting a large gauge Prince Albert, or a line of studs marching up the shaft. The small barbell speared though the head of Colin’s dick seemed almost trivial by comparison—Tuck didn’t even see it until it caught the light.

Esme dropped the pillow on the floor at Colin’s feet. “Does it have a name?”

“What, like Steve?” Colin asked, amusement quirking his lips.

Esme rolled her eyes. “Not your piercing specifically, I meant the kind of piercing.”

“Oh. Yeah, it’s called an apadravya. Or sometimes, a happydravya.”

“Happydravya?” Esme laughed. “That’s subtle.”

Colin chuckled, making his dick bounce. “Dick piercings aren’t subtle.”

“Valid,” Esme decided, and knelt on the pillow. “Well, let’s see if I can make it a happydravya.”

“I think it’s called that because it makes other people happy,” Evan chimed in, and Tuck noted with amusement that his eyes were still locked on Colin’s dick.

“I know,” Esme said absently, all her focus on the penis bobbing in front of her face. “But Steve is my guest, so I think I should make him happy first.”

Tuck and Spence both laughed, and even Evan cracked a grin, though he didn’t stop staring, and Colin said, “Really?” just as Esme leaned forward and licked Steve.

“Oh, fuck,” Colin gasped, and swayed like a drunk on a sailboat. “Give a guy some warning, Esme.”

“Sorry,” she said cheerfully, and flicked her tongue over the piercing. “Why’s it called a happydravya? Specifically, I mean.”

“Because,” Colin said, sounding like he was being strangled, “the barbells at the top and bottom of the glans hit all the sweet spots. They even make—”

He broke off abruptly, staring down at Esme’s lips wrapped around the crown of his penis. She gave a loud, slurping suck that drew her cheeks in and nearly made Colin’s eyes roll back into his head, then let him go with a pop. “They even make what?”

“They even make jewelry that vibrates,” Colin managed. “Can I sit down?”

“No,” Esme said firmly, and rubbed her lips over his cockhead. “Did you bring any?”

Colin looked dazed. “Any what?”

“Jewelry that vibrates.”

Colin shook his head. “I don’t have any.”

“Well, that’s disappointing,” Esme said, and sucked his cock into her mouth again.

“Seriously, I’d really like to sit down,” Colin said, and Esme pulled her mouth off him again.

“You can sit when I’m done,” she said in a firm, no nonsense tone that Tuck found unbearably sexy. He was definitely putting ‘sex with Bossy Esme’ on the marital relations to-do list.

“I’m not kidding,” Colin gasped, jerking when she sucked him back into her mouth again. “My knees could go any minute.”

“Give him a hand, Ev,” Spence suggested, laughter in his voice. “So he doesn’t fall on our hostess.”

“How am I supposed to do that?” Evan asked, finally tearing his gaze away from Colin’s dick to stare at Spence in baffled confusion.

“Go stand behind him, let him lean against you,” Tuck suggested as Esme began to bob on Colin’s dick, apparently unconcerned with the possibility of being flattened mid-blowjob.

“Right.” Evan circled Esme to stand behind Colin, nearly two feet between them, and reached out to brace a hand on the other man’s shoulder.

“Closer,” Tuck called out. “If he starts to go down, you have to be closer than that to catch him.”

Evan nodded and stepped forward, putting his chest into Colin’s back and wrapping one arm around him from behind. “Like this?”

“That’ll work,” Tuck said, and gave his friend an approving nod.

“This is the strangest matchmaking attempt I’ve ever seen,” Spence whispered.

“Shh,” Tuck hissed. “You’ll jinx it.”

Spence’s laugh turned to a strangled groan when Esme pulled her mouth off Colin’s cock, a line of spit trailing from her puffy pink lips to the shiny silver piercing. “Fuck me, that’s hot.”

Tuck could only nod in agreement as his wife grabbed his friend’s cock, pushed it up against his belly, and ducked her head to tongue his balls.

“Fuck, she’s licking my balls,” Colin choked out, and his knees buckled.

Tuck lurched forward in his chair, panic squeezing his chest, but Evan shifted his stance and tightened his grip, keeping Colin from falling. “I got you, babe.”

Babe? Tuck thought, his heart still racing, and looked at Esme. She’d pulled her face away from Colin’s nuts to peer up at him in concern, though she was still too close to the landing zone for Tuck’s peace of mind.

“You okay, sweetie?”

Colin swallowed hard and laid his head back on Evan’s bare shoulder. “Yeah, sorry. I kind of went wobbly for a minute there.”

“I guess you really did need to sit down,” she said, and placed a gentle, apologetic kiss on his cock. “Sorry, Steve.”

Evan snickered, but his arms stayed snug around Colin. “I’ve got him,” he assured Esme. “You can keep going.”

“I’d like to,” she confessed, rubbing her face against Colin’s very hard penis, the piercing gleaming against her cheek. “Your dick is yummy.”

“Thanks,” Colin managed, and Tuck chuckled.

“But it’s making me horny, and I really want to see how this piercing feels in my pussy, so I think you should fuck me while I suck Evan’s dick.” She looked up at him, fluttering her lashes. “Is that okay with you two?”

“I don’t have to stay standing for that, do I?”

Esme’s delighted laugh filled the room. “No.”

“Then yeah, that’s okay with me.” Colin twisted his head to look at Evan. “Ev?”

“I’m not an idiot, so yeah,” Evan said.

“Goodie-goodie-gumdrops.” Esme dropped a last, lingering kiss on Colin’s dick, then pushed to her feet.

Evan took a step back, his grip on Colin easing. “How do you want to do this, beautiful?”

Esme picked up the pillow from the floor and tossed it on the bed, then aimed an assessing look at Colin. “Are you steady enough to fuck me missionary, or do you need to be on the bottom?”

Colin’s neck went red again. “I’m fine.”

“Missionary?” Evan frowned. “Won’t doggie work better?”

“Not the way I want to do it,” she assured them, and clambered onto the bed. She scooted around on her hands and knees for a moment, giving Tuck and Spence a heart pounding view of her round ass and round thighs and the wet and dripping pussy between them. Then she sprawled on her back sideways on the bed, her legs spread wide and her neck right on the edge of the mattress.

“All right, boys,” she said, lifting her head to favor them with a beaming smile. “Saddle up.”

“Colin first,” Esme instructed, wiggling to get comfortable. He obeyed, climbing onto the mattress while Evan circled around to stand behind her. She glanced up at him, angling her head to look beyond his dangling cock. “I want to get into a rhythm first, okay?”

“Sure,” Evan said absently, looking not at her but between her legs, where Colin was knee-walking into place.

“Sure,” she said, mimicking his tone, and darted a glance across the room. Tuck was still in his chair, his cheeks ruddy with arousal and his dark eyes sparkling. She sent him an exaggerated eyebrow wiggle that made his shoulders shake with silent laughter, then glanced behind him. Spence leaned against the fireplace, one elbow propped on the mantle. His body looked relaxed, his face impassive. She half thought it looked like he was almost bored, then she saw his eyes.

Shark eyes, she thought. Black and sharp and so full of heat she felt scorched from across the room. Casual, my ass, she thought, and sent him a flirty wink.

His eyes narrowed, and the faintest of smiles curved his mouth. It was a wolf’s smile, the kind that said I’m going to eat you up, and for just a second she wondered if she’d bit off more than she could chew with Spence.

Then the mattress shifted, and she jerked her attention away from the predator across the room to focus on the sweet man kneeling between her legs.

And if the knowledge that those shark eyes were watching had a little extra zip of arousal spinning through her blood, well, that was all right.

She took a breath and smiled up at Colin. “Hi, Colin.”

“Hi, Esme,” he replied, and put his hands on her knees. He moved his thumbs softly, almost gently, and she shivered. “Is this okay?”

“Yeah,” she told him, and widened her thighs. “I like the way you touch me.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded, her breath hitching as he continued to caress the sensitive skin on the inside of her knees. He was watching her, his glasses sliding down his nose a little. Nerves were dancing along with the heat in his sweet brown gaze, his cock bobbing between her spread thighs. He was so adorable she usually wanted to cuddle him like a puppy, but she wasn’t feeling very cuddly at the moment.

Her sweet, funny friend—the boy who’d done all the fetal pig dissection himself in Biology 101 when she’d refused to touch it, who’d let her cry on his shoulder when she’d broken up with Tuck for two weeks her junior year and helped her shop for her wedding dress a year later—was about to fuck her, and she wanted it.

It was partly because of the piercing—she was dying to know what that felt like. But the fact that it was Colin, the shy, quiet nerd who geeked out over spreadsheets and British football clubs, only added to the appeal.

“I want to get fucked,” she told him, enjoying the rush of power that punched through her when his neck flushed with color and his cock jerked, all but slapping him in the belly. “You gonna fuck me, Colin?”

“Oh, yeah,” he rasped, and wrapping a hand around the base of his cock, took aim. She spread her legs wider, as wide as they could go, cool air rushing over her inner labia. Colin’s eyes dropped to her pussy, his flush deepening. “You’re pierced too.”

“Uh-huh.” She dug her heels into the bed and lifted her hips toward the cock he held just inches away. “Colin, don’t make me beg.”

“Make her beg, Colin,” Spence drawled in a voice like gravel.

She took her gaze off Colin’s eager cock to shoot a narrow-eyed stare across the room. “You wait your turn, mister.”

Spence merely chuckled, more menace than humor in the sound. Esme suppressed a shiver and turned her attention back to the man kneeling between her thighs. Colin had inched closer so he was only a hair’s breadth away from making contact, and she couldn’t resist rolling her hips again. His cock bumped against her clit, the dull clack of his piercing hitting hers sounding like a gong in the quiet room. They both jerked, her gasp mingling with his moan. “Inside me, Colin,” she ordered, desperation making her bold, and wiggled her hips. “Please.”

Colin’s throat bobbed when he swallowed and he nodded, inching forward on his knees. He dragged his cock down her labia, the thick head hot against her, the piercing hard against her soft flesh. She held her breath, and he notched himself against her soft, wet opening and pushed.

She closed her eyes, wanting to focus. She was slick with Jude’s come and hers, and softened by arousal, so he slid deep with barely a hitch. The piercing felt strange but good, the focused pressure hitting spots that made her breath catch and her pussy clench, and by the time Colin was all the way inside her, his groin pressed firmly to hers, she was panting.

“Fuck,” he muttered, and she opened her eyes.

His glasses had slid almost to the tip of his nose, aided by the sweat slicking his skin. His eyes were glassy and unfocused behind them, his breathing rough. She became aware of pressure on her hips, and realized he’d clamped his hands over them; focused on the delight of penetration, she hadn’t noticed. The bruising grip added an edge to the riot of sensation flooding through her, and she gave an experimental wiggle to see if he’d tighten his hold.

His fingers spasmed, biting in for one brief, delicious moment, then they were gone. “Sorry,” he rasped, sliding his hands from her hips to rest on the bed.

“I liked it,” she told him, and wondered if she’d see bruises on her hips tomorrow.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he said earnestly, and lifted a hand to nudge his glasses into place.

Touched by the sentiment, and unaccountably aroused by the gesture, she wiggled her hips again. “You didn’t.”

He nodded, a lock of damp hair falling over his forehead. “Good. That’s good.”

She waited a beat, sure he’d start to move soon. But he stayed still, panting, buried inside her so deeply she swore she could feel his pulse. She licked her lips, pleased when his eyes tracked the movement. “Colin?”

He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing, his eyes locked on her mouth. “Yeah?”

“Can you fuck me now?”

“I don’t think I can go slow,” he managed, and swallowed again. “I don’t have much control left.”

“I can take it,” she assured him, and deliberately clenched her cunt around him.

He shuddered, and an eager glimmer lit his eyes. But he shook his head and said again, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

So sweet, she thought, but not listening. “You won’t, I promise.”

“She can take it, Colin,” Tuck chimed in, and Esme sent him a grateful look. He paused long enough to give her a wink, then turned his attention back to his friend. “Trust her.”

“Please, Colin,” she said, putting all the arousal and eagerness she felt into the plea. “I promise, I’ll tell you if it hurts. Please?”

His cock pulsed inside her, as eager as she, but still he hesitated.

“Col,” Evan said, and she looked up to see him watching Colin with soft understanding. “I’ll stop you if you hurt her, okay?”

“Promise?” Colin rasped. Sweat was pouring down his face now, his hands clenched on the sheet on either side of her hips, all but straining with the effort of holding back.

“I promise,” Evan told him somberly.

“Okay,” Colin finally said, and Esme turned back to Colin just as he began to drag his hips backwards.

She caught her breath. The piercing felt even more amazing on the outstroke than it had on the in, seeming to find all the soft, sensitive spots along the way. He pulled out smoothly, until just the broad head rested inside her, then shoved forward again.

Her breath left her lungs in a rush. He hadn’t moved fast, or even been particularly rough, but the firm, heavy thrust sang through her like a punch. She barely had time to suck in more air before he did it again, and again, setting a hard rhythm that had her heart pounding and her tits bouncing wildly. Her whole body suddenly felt like one huge exposed nerve, and it was glorious.

“Whoa,” she heard from across the room, and recognized Jude’s voice.

“I see your whoa and raise you a damn,” Tuck replied, and she would’ve agreed whole heartedly if she’d had the breath to speak.

“Jesus, Colin,” Evan muttered above her. “You always fuck like this?”

“I can’t help it,” Colin groaned, his balls hitting her ass with a lewd slap. “She just feels so good.”

“So do you,” she finally managed, and grabbed her boobs to keep them from bouncing off her chest.

“Shit, that’s hot.” Evan’s hands joined hers on her breasts, kneading firmly. “Is this okay?”

She nodded, not wanting to waste breath on unnecessary words. She was starting to relax into the fuck, letting her body flow with the movement instead of fighting it, and after a few moments her breathing evened out. “Hey, Ev?”

He was focused on the view, his gaze darting between her tits spilling over both of their hands and Colin’s cock plowing into her, so he sounded a little absent when he said, “Yeah?”

“I want to suck your dick now.”

His eyes shot to hers, his hands clamping reflexively on her boobs. “Can I? I mean, can you?”

She licked her lips. “Yeah. Get over here.”

He let go of her tits and shifted to stand behind her head rather than beside it, his dangling cock smacking her in the forehead. “How’s this?”

“Hang on, let me just…” She let Colin’s next thrust push her backward a fraction, so her neck was past the edge of the mattress and she could drop her head back. “Okay. Colin, pause for a second. Evan, back up a smidge.”

He obeyed. “Like this?”

She reached up and grasped his dick before it could smack her in the eye. “Good. Now forward,” she said, and when he moved, popped him into her mouth.

“Oh Jesus,” he groaned, and gave a little lurch that drove him to the back of her throat.

“Don’t fall on her, for God’s sake,” Tuck choked out from across the room.

“It’s fine, I’m good,” Evan said, and Esme tried to nod in agreement. “Rock solid. She just took me by surprise.”

“Okay, new rule,” Tuck said, laughing. “Nobody falls on my wife.”

“It’s okay, bro,” Evan said again.

“And Esme, quit making everybody’s knees weak.”

“I don’t think she can help it,” Jude drawled, and she gurgled out a laugh around Evan’s dick.

“Shit.” Evan grabbed her boobs again. “Is this okay, Esme?”

She gave him a thumbs up, then pointed at Colin and twirled her finger in the air.

“Does that mean I can start moving now?” Colin asked in a strained voice.

“I think so,” Evan told him. “Just…go easy for a minute. I don’t want to choke her.”

Choke me, I don’t mind, she thought, then Colin started to move again. Slow, smooth thrusts that pushed her forward and sent Evan’s dick sliding further into her throat. When he pulled back she moved with him, just enough that Evan’s dick cleared her throat. She concentrated on relaxing, and timing her breathing to Colin’s movements, and after the first few careful thrusts, he sped up.

“Easy, Col,” Evan warned, then let out a grunt of surprise when Esme reached up and back to grab his ass. She tugged him forward, making it as clear as she could that she was fine, that they could go harder, faster.

“Or not, I guess,” Evan said with another grunt. “Jesus, I can’t believe I’m not choking her.”

“You are,” Tuck said from across the room. “She just likes it.”

Esme gurgled her agreement, and was rewarded with a firm squeeze of her breasts.

“Jesus,” Evan repeated hoarsely. “How is she breathing?”

“Match Colin’s pace,” Tuck advised with a low chuckle that fed Esme’s arousal like gas on a flame. “Push in and pull out when he does, and she’ll breathe on the outstroke.”

“You sure?”

Esme rolled her eyes, though nobody could see since Evan’s balls were in the way, and Tuck said, “I’m sure. She’ll tap your ass three times if she needs you to get clear.”

“Esme?” Evan said, but he didn’t pull his dick out of her mouth for her to answer, so she just sent him another thumbs up, then grabbed his ass and tugged him forward again.

“I guess that’s a yes,” Evan managed.

Evan was still a little tentative, only pushing his hips forward a fraction of what she could take, so she sank her nails into his butt to encourage him. He lurched forward, almost falling again, but he caught himself on her boobs and took the hint.

They found a rhythm, Colin pumping between her legs and Evan between her lips, and all she had to do was hang on for the ride and remember to breathe. Evan had a death grip on her tits, and Colin had clamped his hands around her thighs to keep from shoving her too hard onto Evan’s cock, and she imagined she’d bear marks from both men in the morning.

“Fuck, I’m close,” Colin panted, his already hammering hips picking up speed. “Ev?”

Evan grunted and matched his speed to Colin’s, his balls slapping against her face. “Getting there. Don’t wait for me.”

“Want to,” Colin replied. Esme couldn’t see his expression with Evan’s balls in the way, but she imagined the strain and the longing she heard in his voice would be reflected on his pretty, earnest face. “Come with me, Ev.”

“God, Colin.”

One of Evan’s hand’s left her breasts, and when he pulled back to let her breathe, she looked up and saw that he’d reached out and wrapped it around the back of Colin’s neck. Hope and excitement curled in her belly at the sight, kicking up a notch when they leaned into each other, foreheads pressing together. Then the view disappeared as Evan slid back in her throat, moving faster now, racing to meet Colin at the finish line.

“How close?” Colin rasped, hips flying between her widespread thighs. “How close, Ev?”

“Almost,” Evan told him, the same desperation that colored Colin’s voice ringing in his own. “Almost. God, I want to come with you.”

“Me, too. Fuck, Ev, get there.”

“I’m not…I can’t…” Evan stuttered, his breathing ragged. “I have to…”

Esme blinked in surprise when he pulled completely free of her mouth, then stepped forward so his knees bumped the mattress on either side of her head. She angled her neck, trying to see through the sliver of space between his legs. He had his dick in hand and was furiously stroking, working the head hard, the slap of skin on skin loud amid the panting and moaning. Wanting to help, she lifted her head to lap at his balls, and was gratified to hear his hoarse shout.

“Shit, Col. Shit. I’m close.” His hand was flying now, nothing but a blur. “With me. Come with me.”

When Colin lurched backwards, ripping his dick from her pussy, Esme replaced her mouth on Evan’s balls with her hand so she could watch. She couldn’t see much from between Evan’s thighs, but what she could see made her heart sing. Colin was stroking himself in concert with Evan, both men grunting and panting and racing toward orgasm. Colin had wrapped his free hand around Evan’s arm, and his glasses were fogged and sliding down his nose. He had a mark on his forehead from Evan’s head pressing into his, and his soft brown eyes were locked on Evan. The longing and need and want and pain on his face made Esme’s heart clutch.

Then his jaw clenched and his eyes squeezed shut, and with a muttered “fuck” he was coming.

“Oh shit, oh fuck,” Evan muttered, dipping his head to watch. Colin’s come splashed onto her skin, hitting her belly in hot spurts, and she could almost feel Evan come apart at the sight.

“That’s so hot,” he breathed, his whole body shaking. “Goddamn, Colin, you’re so hot.”

“With me,” Colin groaned, opening his eyes to stare with blurry, hazy eyes at Evan. “With me, Ev. Please.”

“Yes,” Evan groaned, and added his come to the puddles Colin was making on her stomach.

It went on forever, it seemed like, and Esme did her best to stay still. She hadn’t come, hadn’t really been close, but she didn’t care. Seeing this new, fragile connection between Evan and Colin was better than coming, and she could only hope it would hold when the orgasms faded.

Colin slumped back to sit on his haunches between Esme’s spread thighs, breaking Evan’s hold on the back of his neck. “Fuck.”

“You can say that again,” Evan replied hoarsely, and staggered to the side to collapse on the mattress next to Esme.

“Fuck,” Colin said, and the tension broke with laughter.

Esme wiggled around, trying to scoot further onto the bed to save her neck, and bumped solidly into Colin. “Shit. Sorry, Colin.”

“You’re fine,” he assured her, and grabbed her legs behind the knee to drag her back onto the bed. “Here.”

“Thanks.” She rested her head for a moment, letting her neck muscles unwind, then looked down at herself. “Holy shit, that’s a lot of come.”

Evan huffed out a laugh. “Most of that is Colin, not me. He came buckets.”

“I guess so,” she said, still staring. It looked like someone had poured a bowl of doughnut glaze over her belly. She glanced up at Colin, charmed to see a flush riding his cheekbones. “You always come this much?”

“I’m very well hydrated,” he said, and the room erupted in laughter again.

“No shit.” Esme ran her fingers through the slick puddle of it.

“Did he get some in your bush?” Tuck asked from across the room.

“He did,” Esme confirmed. “A whole lot of it. It looks like someone spilled paint on a cat.”

“Somebody should get a picture of that,” Evan remarked.

“No photos,” Esme reminded them, and relaxed back on the bed with a yawn.

“We boring you?” Tuck asked, amused.

“No, but you are wearing me out,” she replied without bothering to open her eyes.

“Don’t go to sleep yet, darling,” Spencer drawled, and Esme opened her eyes to find him watching her with a smile. The kind of smile, she thought, that a lion wore just before pouncing on a juicy bit of prey. “You’ve still got work to do.”
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Evan and Colin slid off the bed and headed off to clean up, Colin to the main bathroom and Evan, after a moment of hesitation, to the guest bath across the hall. Tuck used the lull to grab a bottle of water from the mini fridge in the library and brought it to his wife. While she guzzled like a camel, he looked her over.

She half sat, half reclined on the pile of pillows against the headboard. Her legs were sprawled apart, the muscles lax as she rested. Her labia peeked out from between them, and even through the veil of her public hair he could see that she was red and swollen. One hand rested limply on her belly, seemingly unconcerned with the truly epic amount of come there. It was in rivers and puddles from her breastbone to her pussy, and he found himself hoping she’d leave it just where it was for a while.

“Baby,” he said with equal parts wonder and delight, “you’re a mess.”

She chuckled. Her makeup was smeared now, eye liner and mascara smudged under and around her eyes. Her lips were puffy and swollen, the way they always were after some serious dick sucking, and her skin was covered in a faint sheen of sweat—where it wasn’t coated in come, that is.

Her eyes were bright and laughing, her cheeks tinged with pink, but he recognized the signs of fatigue.

“You’re tired,” he murmured.

She lowered the bottle with a sigh. “A little.”

He reached out to tuck a damp curl behind her ear, curling his palm to cradle her cheek. “If it’s too much, we can stop.”

She shook her head, then leaned into his hand. “I don’t want to stop.”

“You’re sure?” He glanced back at Spence. He’d abandoned his position at the fireplace to sit next to Jude on the bench. They chatted in low tones, both men turned away from the bed in what Tuck assumed was an attempt to give he and Esme a moment of relative privacy. Grateful, he turned back to his wife. “Spence would understand.”

“I know,” she said, and pressed a kiss into his palm. “But I want to keep going. Even though…”

“Even though what?” he prompted.

Her naked mouth twisted into a wry smile. “I don’t know if I can come again. My pussy feels weird.”

He frowned. He didn’t like hearing that. “Weird how? Do you mean sore?”

“Not really sore. Overstimulated, I guess is a good word. Don’t get me wrong, I’d love another orgasm. But it’s probably going to take something special to get me there.”

“I know you came twice with Jude,” he remembered. “But I couldn’t tell with Evan and Colin.”

“I didn’t,” she told him. “I was concentrating too hard on coordinating things.”

He nodded his understanding. If her head was too engaged, her body wasn’t. “You want to come again?”

“I always want to come again,” she told him, eyes shining.

He had to smile, because it was absolute truth. “That’s because you’re a bad girl.”

Her eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning. “Am I?”

“Such a bad girl,” he whispered, and unable to resist, leaned in for a kiss. “The kind of bad girl that needs a strong, firm Daddy to straighten her out.”

“That sounds pretty bad.”

The breathy, hopeful tone made him smile. “Very,” he confirmed. “You up for it?”

“Yes, please.”

He shifted to take the kiss deeper, just for a moment, just because he could. “That’s my girl.”

“Always,” she vowed. “Hey, Tuck?”

“Yeah, baby?”

“Are you going to fuck me after Spence?”

He suppressed a smile. “If you’re still conscious after he’s done with you, and you still want me to.”

“Now you’re trying to scare me,” she accused teasingly, but he caught the wary light in her eyes.

“No flies on you,” he murmured, and gave her one last, firm kiss. “Want any more water?”

“No, I’m good.”

“Then stay here while I go talk to Spence.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, and snapped off a jaunty salute.

He merely chuckled. “Hold that thought,” he suggested, and pushed off the bed.

Jude and Spence looked up at his approach, their conversation breaking off. “Give us a minute, will you, Jude?”

“Sure.” Jude got easily to his feet. “I’m going to step out for a moment, get a drink.”

“There’s a mini fridge in the library,” Tuck told him. “Water and pop.”

“What about vodka?”

“In the freezer compartment.”

“Excellent.” He gave them a nod, his usual easy smile in place, and strode out.

“How’s your girl?” Spence asked.

Tuck settled himself on the chaise next to him. “She’s good. A little tired, a little over stimulated.”

“You calling it?”

Tuck shook his head. “She wants to keep going.”

“You sure that’s a good idea?”

“It’s her decision, and she knows her limits. I should warn you though, you might have to push to get her there.”

“She didn’t come this last time.”

Tuck raised an eyebrow, finding it curious that Spence had seen what he himself had missed. “No, she didn’t. She was too focused on the logistics. And though she had fun ordering those two around—”

“And playing kinky matchmaker.”

Tuck didn’t deny it. “It put her head too much in the game. Too much thinking, not enough feeling.”

“Plus, two orgasms already.” Spence looked thoughtful. “It’ll take some extra to get her there again.”

“I think what we talked about earlier would do the trick.”

Spence looked at him, square in the eye. “What did you tell her?”

“I didn’t have to tell her anything, Spence.” Tuck bit the inside of his cheek to keep from smiling. “You think her calling you Daddy earlier was a coincidence?”

Spencer’s eyes didn’t so much as flicker. “Does every fucking body know about my kinks?”

Tuck let the chuckle loose. “Just Esme. She was there when I had to untie Annabelle.”

“Right.”

“We’ve never talked about it before, Spence. It’s your business, and none of ours. Until now.”

Spence was still for a moment, that sharp gaze fixed on Tuck’s face, then he nodded. “Okay.”

“Remember, no means no, stop means stop.”

“And if I don’t, they’ll never find my body,” Spence filled in, a hint of humor in his gravel voice.

Tuck slapped him on the back. “There you go.”

“Anything else?”

“Now that you mention it, I do have an idea.”

A gleam lit Spence’s shark eyes. “Tell me.”

Esme closed her eyes and let herself drift. The low rumble of Tuck and Spence’s voices from across the room was white noise, indistinct and soothing, as was the faint echo of the shower running in the adjoining bath. She’d hoped Evan would follow Colin, but she knew it was wishful thinking. They’d spend a lot of years burying their feelings for each other, and it would probably take more than spit-roasting her to break that streak.

Still, it had been encouraging, the way they’d clung to each other at the end. Neither of them had been thinking of her, and though under normal circumstances that would have been annoying, just this once she didn’t mind.

Light, even footsteps sounded on the wood floor, and she opened her eyes a slit to see that Jude had returned. He had a tumbler in his hand, frost on the glass, and surmised that he’d found the vodka Tuck kept in the library fridge.

He caught her eye and sent her a wink, and she roused herself to wiggle her fingers at him in response.

Even with her pussy throbbing between her legs—not unpleasant, but not exactly comfortable, either—she was loose and relaxed, her muscles like melted butter. She’d missed it, the debauchery and hedonism of group sex—though usually the groups were much smaller. The most she’d ever done was two at once, and one of them had always been Tuck. Fucking this many men, one right after the other—well, two right after the other—was new, and exciting.

Still, it had taken more out of her than she’d anticipated, so she was happy to have a moment of calm.

The mattress dipped beside her, rousing her out of a light doze, and she blinked her eyes open to see Colin perched on the side of the bed. His hair was wet from his shower, and he wore only his glasses and a towel hitched around his waist. “Hi.”

“Hey,” he replied, and nudged his glasses up his nose. “How you feeling?”

“Mmmm,” she said, and smiled when a delicate flush stained his cheekbones. “You?”

“Good,” he said. “Listen, ah…I’m sorry.”

She blinked. “For what?”

“For, you know.” He waved a hand, the flush deepening. “You didn’t come.”

Feeling almost maternal, she reached out and patted his towel covered thigh. “That’s all right, sweetie. You were pretty worked up.”

“Still.”

“It’s mostly my fault, anyway,” she continued airily. “I got caught up watching you and Evan, and I forgot all about myself. You two were pretty hot.”

The blush went nuclear, but he was smiling. “Yeah?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Who’d have thought?” He glanced around the room. “Where’d Evan go, anyway?”

“Guest bath, I think.” She watched the nerves dance in his eyes. “I can still hear the shower running in there.”

“Right.” He drew a deep breath, then looked down at her with a smile. “Almost forgot. I brought you something.”

She laughed when he held up the wet washcloth. “I guess I could use it.”

“You look like an overly frosted doughnut,” Colin confirmed, a little sheepishly. “I figured since I’m the one who messed you up, I should do something about it.”

“Colin, you’re a true, gentleman,” she said, and reached for the cloth.

“Not so fast,” Spence said, and she looked up to find him standing at the foot of the bed. Feet planted apart, strong arms folded across his chest, and a sharp, slightly alarming gleam in his eyes. “Explain yourself, young lady.”

Oh, my, she thought, and sat up. She widened her eyes, fluttering her lashes in an attempt to project innocence. “I didn’t do anything.”

“Really?” One dark eyebrow rose in disbelief. “Then I suppose you just fell, naked, into a giant puddle of come?”

“Oh, that.” She brushed it aside with a wave of her hand. “I was just having some fun, Daddy.”

His nostrils flared, but otherwise he didn’t react. She had to admire his commitment to the role—though she supposed to him, it wasn’t one. He was Daddy, and right now, she was the naughty little girl in need of some discipline.

“And did you have permission to have fun?”

She shrugged one shoulder, looking at him through her lashes. “I was bored, and I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“You thought wrong.”

“Aw, Daddy.” She let her mouth shift into what she hoped was a pretty pout. “Don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad,” he told her, the sudden gruffness of his voice the only change in his demeanor. “I’m disappointed. You knew the rules, and you deliberately broke them.”

Wow, he’s really good at this, she thought, and made a mental note to tell him so later. “I told you, I was bored.”

“I don’t care if you’re bored brainless,” he shot back, a hint of heat creeping into his tone. “You know the rules, and you know the consequences for breaking them.”

She forced a quiver into her pouting lower lip. “Do I have to, Daddy? I’m tired.”

“Keep giving me attitude, young lady, and it’ll just get worse.”

She bit her lip and nodded, trying to stay in character. God, this was fun. And hot. “Okay. I’ll go clean up, and—"

“No,” he interrupted. “You wanted to be a cumdumpster for other men, so leave it where they put it.”

“It’s starting to itch,” she complained.

“I don’t care. Stand up.”

She stayed where she was for a moment, savoring the little buzz of excitement she got from watching his eyes narrow in warning, then slid off the bed to stand beside it.

He took a step back, away from the bed, and pointed to the floor in front of him. “Over here.”

She walked around the bed to stand in front of him, her belly jumping with nerves. She knew she was safe—Spence wouldn’t really hurt her, and Tuck was there to watch over her. Plus, all she had to say was stop or no, and that was it. She knew all of that. Nevertheless, dread mixed with the anticipation swimming in her blood, adding an edge to her arousal that she wasn’t used to feeling.

She and Tuck played plenty of games in bed—sexy ones, fun ones, even dangerous ones. But they’d known each other too well and too long for her to feel any real fear in those moments. He was a big, funny, cuddly bear, no matter the persona he put on, and she knew it.

But Spence wasn’t cuddly, and he wasn’t funny, and though she knew in her bones that she wouldn’t come to harm at his hands, she didn’t know what he would do. And that made her very, very nervous.

There wasn’t much space between him and the bed, just enough for her to stand. She faced him and kept her eyes lowered, hoping it would come off as respectful rather than anxious. She was very aware of her nudity, while he stood there fully clothed. It made her feel smaller somehow, and vulnerable—like a rabbit facing down a hungry wolf.

When he finally touched her, she was wound so tight that she jumped. Strong fingers gripped her chin, forcing her head up and back until she met his gaze. His eyes were dark, but they weren’t cold anymore. They were blazing with heat and a dark kind of joy that did nothing to soothe her already jangled nerves.

He searched her expression for a moment, and understanding softened his features for a moment. “You know I’m doing this for your own good, don’t you?” he said, his voice so low and intimate that she shivered.

“Yes.”

He smiled, a slow curling of his lips that took his face from handsome to breathtaking. “Yes, what?”

She had to swallow once, hard, before she could get the words out. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” he said softly, his thumb stroking up her chin to her mouth. “You want to be my good girl, don’t you?”

Holy shit. “Yes, Daddy,” she answered, the words coming easier now as desire and excitement unfurled inside her.

His thumb tugged at her bottom lip, forcing her mouth to open. “And you know you have to be punished for being bad.”

Holy motherfucking shit! “Yes, Daddy.”

“It’s going to hurt, baby girl,” he warned. He stroked his thumb into her mouth, dipping briefly past her teeth before pulling back to trace her lip again. She could taste him, warm and faintly soapy, faintly salty.

She had to force herself to pay attention to what he was saying. Hurt, he said it would hurt. Oh, God. “Does it have to hurt, Daddy?” she asked, putting all the unease she felt into the trembling words.

“Yes,” he said firmly. “To make sure you learn your lesson. Be a brave girl, now, and Daddy will give you a reward when it’s over.”

She bit back a laugh, and the words that leapt to the tip of her tongue. Saying “Is that what the kids are calling it these days?” would be funny, but it didn’t fit the mood. Besides, she didn’t want to earn any more punishment than she already had coming. So she nodded and did her best to look contrite. “Okay, Daddy.”

“There’s my good little slut,” he said, approval warming his tone, and he kissed her.

She froze; she hadn’t expected kisses from him. It seemed too intimate, too personal for Spence. But his lips were warm and firm, and he tasted faintly of the whiskey he’d sipped earlier. And, she realized after that first shocked moment, he was a really good kisser.

She relaxed into it with a sigh, surprised when he didn’t immediately take advantage of her open mouth. His lips stayed soft, his movements unhurried. His tongue slipped out to lap, almost delicately, at her lips, then slipped past her teeth to stroke over hers. The whiskey taste was stronger now, and she angled her head, wanting more of it.

Then let out a squeak of shock when he fisted a hand in her hair and jerked her head back. Her eyes, which had drifted closed with the dreamy quality of the kiss, flew wide.

He was staring at her with those sharp, dark eyes, all hints of softness gone. When he spoke, the words coasted over her skin like whisper coated razor wire. “Are you trying to take charge, baby girl?”

“No sir, Daddy,” she managed, the honorific coming without conscious thought. He just looked so much like a Sir at the moment.

“I didn’t think so.” He smiled, and this time the curve of his lips brought no comfort. “Maybe we better get on with your punishment, before you earn yourself some more.”

She didn’t have a chance to answer. He used his grip on her hair to firmly turn her to face the bed. “Bend over,” he ordered, and guided her down.

She put her hands out automatically, curling her fingers into the sheet. His hand on her back forced her to her elbows, putting her head low and her ass high, and desire warred with sharp, fresh anxiety. She was so on edge that when he laid a hand on her ass, she nearly jumped out of her skin.

“Relax, baby girl,” he said calmly, and gave her butt a gentle pat. “You know it’ll be worse if you’re tense.”

“I’m scared,” she said thinly, only partly acting.

“I know,” he said, and there wasn’t even a hint of sympathy in the stark words.

She almost called the whole thing off right there, but when she started to speak a flash of movement caught her eye. She lifted her head to see Tuck sitting on the edge of the bed, and though he was up by the headboard, too far away to reach, his dark chocolate eyes were locked on her face. So full of the love and lust she was used to seeing, but there was a watchful vigilance as well. His gaze darted up, then back down to meet hers. His mouth softened into an almost smile, his eyes warming slightly, and suddenly she could breathe again.

“Are you ready, baby girl?” Spence asked, his hand warm and heavy on her butt.

“Yes Sir, Daddy,” she replied, her eyes locked on Tuck’s.

“Alright.” His hand disappeared from her ass, leaving her feeling strangely bereft and unanchored. “I want you to count.”

“Okay,” she breathed. “Daddy?”

“Yes?”

“How many spanks am I getting?”

“As many as I think you need,” he replied evenly.

Shit, she thought. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl,” he said, just before his hand landed on her ass.

The shock of it stole her voice and drove the breath from her lungs. For a second the bright, burning pain filled her mind, leaving no room for anything else. But with the next heartbeat it started to fade, morphing from a sharp, almost unbearable pain into a deep, spreading warmth that aroused as much as it hurt.

“Oh,” she murmured, staring at the crumpled sheet in front of her as she took inventory. Her butt was throbbing, but so was her pussy, and she made a mental note to tell Tuck they should do more of this. She wiggled, settling deeper into the mattress, and waited for the next spank.

“Baby girl.” Spence’s voice held a hint of amusement. “I appreciate the eagerness, but aren’t you forgetting something?”

She blinked. Was she? Oh, right. She cleared her throat. “One, Daddy.”

“There we go. You forget again, we’re starting over from one.”

The second smack came as quickly as the first, with the same blast of pain and heat and arousal. “Two,” she gasped, and tried to reset for the next.

Three nearly buckled her knees, landing in the same spot as number one, and she’d barely gotten the word out of her mouth when number four landed in the same spot as number two. She squeaked out a “Four!” and tried to catch her breath.

She lost it again when he gripped her ass in both hands and squeezed.

“You’re doing well, baby girl,” Spence crooned behind her, his voice infused with warmth and approval. It was almost as big a shock as the blast of pain from her tender behind.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said on a groan, and blinked blurry eyes so she could see Tuck clearly.

He was still on the side of the bed, but his eyes were dancing, and the hint of a smile had morphed into a full blown grin. He caught her eye and winked, mouthing love you, babe, and she would’ve mouthed it back if Spence hadn’t chosen that moment to dip his thumbs between her spread legs and spear them into her pussy.

“So wet,” he rumbled, poised on the edge of a laugh. “I think you like your punishment.”

His thumbs felt huge inside her, the callouses formed by hundreds of hours of manual labor adding a roughness to the penetration. He flexed them, spreading her wide, and her pussy gave a hard, spasming pulse in response.

“Yeah, you like it.” He pulled one thumb out, leaving the other buried deep, and trailed his hand up over her burning butt. It came to rest on her tailbone, his thumb dipping down to brush over the puckered, sensitive skin of her anus.

“Oh, God,” she breathed, and saw the answering flare of lust in her husband’s eyes.

“Such a pretty little asshole,” Spence said softly, so soft she could barely hear him over the hammering of her heart. Her pussy spasmed again, pulling hard as though she was trying to suck the invading digit deeper, and her asshole fluttered against the press of his other thumb.

“Greedy little fucktoy,” he growled, and pressed more firmly against her. Not enough to penetrate, but enough to tease, to tempt.

She and Tuck didn’t do anal often. Not because she didn’t like it—she did, a lot, and so did he. But it took prep, and time, and one or both of them was almost always too impatient. She’d thought about keeping it off the menu for today, but it had seemed like a waste to have a gang bang where her ass wasn’t in play, so she’d taken the time to prepare, just in case.

Good thing, she thought, catching her breath when his thumb pressed harder. She forced herself to relax, to soften, and shuddered when his thumb slipped inside.

“Very greedy,” he murmured. “You like my thumb up your ass?”

It wasn’t deep, but she didn’t care about deep. It was the initial breach she liked best, the forcible loosening of tight muscles, the sudden awakening of sensitive nerve endings. They sang, pleasure and pain tangled together as he stretched her open, wiggled his thumb a little to loosen her up.

And when he slapped her ass again and made her jump, the delicate opening clenched down around him.

“Answer me,” he demanded, and she forced her scattered senses to gather.

“What was the question again?” she asked, and jumped again when he spanked her again.

“I asked if you like my thumb in your ass,” he repeated with another smack.

“Yes,” she said, nodding her head for emphasis.

He pushed his thumb deeper, to the widest point of the knuckle. “You want my cock here?”

Oh God, oh my God. “Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I want your cock in my ass.” She swallowed, hard, and looked straight at Tuck. “Please, Daddy.”

“Very nice,” Spence approved, and pulled his thumb free.

She frowned in confusion. “Daddy?”

“We have to finish your punishment first,” he reminded her. “And since you forgot to count the last two, we’re starting over.”

“Shit.”

“Plus an extra one for swearing,” Spence said on a laugh. “Count.”

She counted the spanks, one through five, her arousal and need ratcheting higher with each blow. Her butt had to be glowing by now, radiating heat, and she knew it would be bruised in the morning. He landed numbers six and seven on the lower part of her ass at the junction where butt met leg, and numbers eight and nine on the tender skin of her inner thighs. She hoped he could understand her, because her voice had crept so high she was afraid only the neighbor’s dog would be able to hear.

He took a break after number nine, rubbing both rough hands over her ass. It sent fresh pain darting through her, agony vying with delight. “You’re being such a good girl, you’re almost done. Doing okay?”

She nodded, unable to speak. Her breath was coming in pants, her pussy throbbing along with the frantic beat of her heart. Every slap of his hand rubbed her breasts against the sheet, the soft cotton turned to sandpaper against her sensitive nipples. Her inner thighs were slick, and she knew if she had been lying on the bed there would be a wet spot under her.

She felt alive, vibrant, impossibly strong and impossibly vulnerable. His hands were firm on her butt, the callouses scraping against skin left tender by the spanking. Part of her could’ve stayed there for hours, days, reveling in the layers of sensation. But the other part of her…

“I need you to fuck me,” she rasped out, turning her face into the bed. The sheet was cool against her cheek, blissfully soothing. “Please, Daddy. Fuck me now.”

“Soon, baby girl,” he crooned.

“Please,” she said again, near tears with frustration.

“I do like it when you beg, but watch it,” he warned. “Any more of that and I might think you’re trying to take charge again.”

“I’m not, I promise.” She lifted her head, searching for Tuck’s anchoring gaze. It was there, waiting for her, everything she needed to see in those chocolate brown depths.

“Finish your punishment, then I’ll give you what you need.”

“Okay, Daddy,” she said, eyes on Tuck. “I’m ready.”

She started to draw a bracing breath, but she never got the chance. He slammed both hands down on her butt at the same time, the hardest hit yet, and her knees finally gave out, sending her crashing to the bed.

“Okay there, baby girl?” Spence asked, and a dead man would’ve heard the laugh in the words.

She didn’t bother to answer—nobody would hear her over Spence’s laughter, and Tuck’s and she was pretty sure Jude’s and Evan’s and Colin’s—so she just waved a hand and concentrated on catching her breath.

When she could speak again, she picked up her head and twisted around to peer at Spence through her curtain of tangled hair. “Did I do good, Daddy?”

His normally stern face still bore traces of the laugh, his mouth soft and his eyes lighter than she could remember seeing them. “You did great, baby girl.”

“Will you fuck me now?”

His eyes gleamed as he reached for the hem of his t-shirt. “Say please.”

She licked her lips, thrilled to see his gaze follow the movement. “Please Daddy, fuck my ass.”

In answer, he whipped his shirt over his head and tossed it aside. “Tuck, got any lube?”

“Sure thing, pal,” Tuck answered smoothly, and a bottle went sailing overhead.

Spence caught it neatly, and the condom that followed, setting them on the mattress by Esme’s hip. “On your knees.”

She scrambled to obey, the faint sounds of clothes hitting the floor behind her as she did. She braced herself, hands and knees, and waited.

She didn’t have to wait long.

He tapped her firmly on the inside of one thigh. “Wider.”

She scooted her knees farther apart, then farther still when he tapped again. Then his hand was between her shoulder blades, heavy and firm, and she lowered herself to her elbows once again. “Lower,” he commanded, increasing the pressure, urging her down. “Tits on the bed.”

She obeyed, wondering idly how a crude statement like tits on the bed could be so hot, and turned her face to the side so she could breathe. She couldn’t quite see Tuck’s face, though he’d moved a little closer. He was within arm’s reach now, and the knowledge reassured her, almost made her relax.

The mattress shifted when Spence climbed on behind her. “Reach back and spread your ass open for me,” he said, and her heart started hammering like a drum.

She reached back and dug her fingers into her butt cheeks with a wince—man, he’d really whaled on her—but the pain didn’t detract from her excitement at all. And when she pulled her already spread cheeks farther apart, she was more turned on than she’d been all night. Which was saying something.

“There you go,” he rumbled, approval seeping into his stern tone. “Now hold still.”

The room had gone quiet—well, except for her rasping, panting breaths—so the click of the plastic cap being opened sounded loud to her ears, and the squelch of lube being forced out of the bottle was both loud and lewd. The kind of sound, Esme thought, that was either gross or sexy, depending on your state of mind. There was a second squelch—definitely sexy, but the depraved, crude kind—then cold lube hit her exposed asshole.

She flinched but didn’t jump, which for some reason made her absurdly proud, then she spoiled it by squealing like a startled pig when Spence shoved his thumb back into her ass.

“Keep that ass spread,” he warned her, and she dug her fingers in harder as he went to work.

He pumped his thumb in and out of her spasming hole for a moment, then pulled free. He added more lube, then his thumb was back, working it in. He wasn’t being rough, exactly, but neither was he being particularly gentle. It felt…businesslike, she decided. Her ass needed lube before he could fuck it, so he was giving it lube. He repeated the process twice more—apparently an adherent of the ‘there’s no such thing as too much lube’ school of thought—then he wiped his hand on the inside of her thigh.

That was hot, too, she thought, her ears straining to hear what was happening behind her. There was the tear of foil, the snap of latex, and she knew he was putting the condom on. She was grateful he’d remembered the rules she’d set out for anal sex, and though she was a little disappointed she hadn’t gotten to see or play with his penis before they got down to business, mostly she just wanted his dick in her ass already.

There was a slick, wet sound, and she imagined he was stroking more lube onto his now condom covered erection. Then he gripped her left hip, said, “Be a good girl now,” in that low, smoke over gravel voice, and pushed the head of his cock against her waiting asshole.

Intellectually she knew his dick wasn’t actually as big as a baseball bat, and she knew better than to hold her breath. But it felt like a baseball bat, and she instinctively tensed, trying to fight it off.

His hand left her hip to slap her ass. “Relax.”

“I can’t,” she gasped, eyes squeezing shut against the enormous pressure.

“You better,” he warned, and slapped her other cheek hard enough to make the bed shake. “My dick’s going in your ass either way, so I suggest you make it easy on yourself.”

She sucked in a breath and blew it out, knowing it would hurt so much more if she couldn’t find a way to loosen up a little.

“She’ll open up if you let her play with her pussy,” Tuck offered.

“Keep that ass open,” Spence ordered when Esme started to move a hand. “Or I’ll beat it blue before I fuck it.”

She dug her fingers back into her already bruised flesh, not wanting to invite another spanking.

“That’s better. You want to touch your clit like a slut, you ask me like a good girl.”

Shit, she’d all but forgotten the game. “Please Daddy, can I touch my pussy?”

“No,” he said, and she thought briefly about kicking him. “Tuck, what kind of toys does she have?”

“You name it, she probably has it.”

“Hitachi?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Get it.”

The mattress shifted when Tuck moved, then came the sounds of him rummaging in the nightstand. Then he was back, sliding the wand under her uplifted hips. “Where do you want it?”

“Not on her clit,” Spence told him, and she could’ve wept with frustration. “Hold it right on her cunt, lowest setting.”

“You got it,” Tuck said.

The cool head of the wand pressed against her soft opening, a heartbeat before he switched it on. Even on its lowest setting the vibrations were strong, transmitted easily through the soft, supple flesh of her pussy and up to her clit. It wasn’t enough to get her off, not nearly, but it felt so damn good she pushed back into it.

And her asshole opened up enough to let Spence’s cock slip inside, just a little.

She gasped at the stretch and the sting. His thumb had felt big, but his dick was bigger. Her heartbeat thudded in her ears, in her cunt, in the tight ring of muscle that spasmed around the head of his dick as she tried to adjust. She let out a soft whine when the pressure of the vibrator eased, and despite the pain in her ass, rolled her hips in search of it.

It made firm contact as the head of Spence’s dick popped into her ass.

“Oh, God,” she moaned.

“Good girl,” Spence praised.

“Shit, that’s fucking hot,” Tuck muttered.

She heard the shuffling of feet, the murmuring voices of the others as they drew closer, but it was vague and distant and unimportant. All her focus was on the riot of sensations in her body.

Her ass stung, the delicate tissues stretched to their max, but every flex and flutter of her asshole around his dick made her pussy pulse and ache for more. The vibrator fell away, and though she could still hear the buzz, it too was unimportant. Because Spence was feeding more of his dick into her ass, and oh my fucking God.

“I’m going to take that as a compliment,” Spence said with a chuckle, and she realized she’d said the words out loud.

The lube cut the friction, easing the way, but it didn’t make his dick feel any smaller. He didn’t give her any time to adjust, just kept moving relentlessly forward until she could feel the crisp scrape of his pubic hair against her spread cheeks.

“Mother-fucker,” she managed, wondered how she ever could have thought that she didn’t care about deep.

“Language,” Spence admonished, and slapped the outside of her thigh. It made her jump, and clench down around him.

“Nice,” he said with a laugh, and did it again.

“Oh, God,” she moaned into the mattress. The stretch and the burn was amazing, the sense of fullness almost overwhelming. And I thought I was overstimulated before.

“Such a good girl,” Spence said softly, his body draping over hers for a moment so she felt the heat and the weight of him. His breath stirred her hair. “What a good anal slut for Daddy.”

The words, filthy and obscenely profane, penetrated her hazy thoughts like a hot blade though butter, and her pussy gave an involuntary spasm in response.

He felt it—of course he did—and his low chuckle sounded in her ear. “You like the dirty talk, little slut?”

“Yes,” she managed.

“Yes, what?” he whispered.

“Yes, Daddy.”

His teeth scraped over her shoulder, hard enough to make her flinch. “You want Daddy to fuck you now?”

“Please,” she managed.

He laid a surprisingly tender kiss over the bite, then rose to his knees once more. “Good girl. Keep those cheeks spread, now,” he ordered, and began to move.

He pulled out, slowly, then eased back in at the same languid pace. Pressure and fullness eased, then returned, the drag of flesh against flesh lighting up those delicate nerves. It didn’t hurt anymore; the lube ensured a smooth, easy glide, and she’d gotten used to the stretch enough that it was starting to feel…good.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Spence rumbled, his deep, rough voice dancing over her skin like a caress. “Hot and tight, soft as silk.”

He sped up, enough so the next thrust had his balls slapping against her pussy. The contact sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

“Looks good, too,” he continued, fingers digging into her waist to hold her still. “This pretty ass. Still red, and spread wide for me. I wish you could see how good it looks, Esme, with my cock in it.”

Me, too, she thought, and the mental image was enough to send another jolt of desire pulsing through her.

“She likes that,” Spence murmured. He was moving faster now, harder, his hips hitting hers with enough impact to shove her forward on the mattress. “Who’s got a phone?”

She blinked when she heard the electronic click, her muddled, lust-filled mine confused for a moment. Then she panicked, releasing her ass and pushing up on her hands. “No, no pictures!”

“It’s okay, baby.” Tuck was there in an instant, dragging her hair away from her face to look into her eyes. “It’s my phone, no one else’s. It’s okay.”

She stared at him, panting, her breasts swaying heavily beneath her as Spence continued to drive into her. “Just yours?”

“Just mine.” He brushed a lock of hair from her sweaty cheek, his eyes softening as they traveled over her face, her body. “God, look at you.”

She didn’t answer—couldn’t, really. Spence was moving faster now, every thrust a jolt. The tension and pressure was beginning to gather, deep in her belly, pushing her slowly towards orgasm.

“You’re fucking amazing, you know that?” Tuck continued. His hand left her face, sliding down and under to cup one heavy breast. He rolled the nipple between his fingers, smiling at her choked cry. “I love you so fucking much.”

“I…love…you…too…” she managed, each word punctuated by the slap of Spencer’s hips into hers, his balls hitting her pussy. “Tuck, please.”

He leaned in to nuzzle her cheek, fingers working her breast the way she liked it. “Please what, baby?”

“I want to come again.”

“I know you do, love.” His tongue flicked out, dipping into the corner of her mouth, dragging against her cheek. “What do you need?”

She shook her head, hair flying. “I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.” He pressed his forehead to hers, just for a heartbeat, pulling back when Spence slammed her forward. He gripped her chin, forcing her head up. “Tell me.”

“My pussy,” she managed, staring at him through blurry eyes. The pressure in her belly was enormous, so big she thought it might tear her apart. But it wasn’t enough. “I need something in my pussy. Fingers, a tongue. Anything. Please.”

“Oh, baby.” He pressed a hard, brief kiss to her mouth. “If it was up to me, you’d get it. But I’m not the one you have to ask.”

It took a second, and Tuck’s raised eyebrow, for her to remember. She twisted her head to look over her shoulder at Spence, and the question on the tip of her tongue slid back down her throat at the sight of him.

He loomed behind her, the thick muscles in his shoulders and arms popping with strain. His chest was covered in hair, a thick pelt that traveled down his belly in a narrow line that bisected his abs before spreading out at his groin. His eyes were bright, his lips peeled back in a feral grin, and he looked so fucking hot she wondered how she didn’t come on the spot.

“You got something to ask me, little girl?” he inquired, angling his head. He didn’t stop thrusting, using his grip to yank her back onto his dick.

“I need something in my pussy,” she told him. “Please?”

“I’m not done with your ass,” he told her, and gave her flank a stinging smack.

“But I want to come,” she whined.

“Then go ahead and come,” he countered, and ground his hips into her ass.

“I need something in my pussy,” she said, shuddering when he did something that made his cock jump inside her. “Oh God, can I touch it?”

“No.”

She could’ve wept. “Can I have the vibrator back?”

“No,” he said again, his wicked smile widening when she let out a sob. “What’s the matter, baby girl? Frustrated?”

“Yes,” she wailed, her head dropping to the mattress in despair. She wanted to reach for her pussy, burry her fingers in it so badly, but she didn’t dare. “Please, Daddy.”

“Such pretty begging,” he drawled softly, still grinding against her upturned ass. “Wasn’t that pretty begging, boys?”

There was a chorus of agreements, and she picked up her head to look around. Evan and Colin stood on Spence’s right, Jude on his left. All three of them were watching, rapt, their eyes darting between her ass and her face, and…

She blinked. Jude had his dick out. It poked through the open fly of his slacks, one hand wrapped around it and stroking lazily. Her gaze darted to Colin and Evan, but she couldn’t see enough to tell if either of them were doing the same. And Tuck was still perched on the side of the bed, a tent in his grey sweats.

“Yes, very pretty begging,” Spence continued. He took one hand off her hip and slid it up her back, and grabbed a handful of her hair. He gave it a yank, jerking her head back, then with a steady, unrelenting pressure, pulled her up until her back was flush against his chest.

Her scalp on fire—funny how that just made her hornier—and her sweat slick skin sliding against his, she writhed in frustration. The change in position had his cock shifting in her ass, sending jolts of pleasure through her body but bringing her no closer to orgasm. His hand left her hair to wrap around her chest, just under her breasts, while the other slid across her belly to anchor her at the hips.

Helpless in his grasp, she let her head fall back against his shoulder and tried to catch her breath.

“Don’t move,” he murmured, his arms tightening when she arched into him. “Or you won’t get your reward.”

“Reward?” She tried to concentrate. The fur on his chest was rubbing against her back, one more sensation in a sea of them, making it hard to think.

“You want something in that pretty pussy, don’t you?”

God, yes. She nodded, throat too tight to speak.

“Then hold on.”

Hold on? She started to ask what he meant, then gasped when he lifted her so her knees left the bed. She squeaked, alarmed, and reached up to grip the arm banded under her breasts as the room spun. When it settled, Spence was lowering himself to sit on the end of the bed, her butt in his lap.

“There we go,” he said, holding her snug against his chest. He’d slipped out of her a little when they’d moved, but gravity and his firm grip took care of that, and he was once again balls deep. Deeper, she realized faintly, her own weight working against her.

Or with her. She really couldn’t tell at this point.

“Relax, pretty girl,” he murmured. His grip shifting from restraining to supportive, reaching up to slide a calloused thumb over her nipple. It made her shiver, and her head dropped back to rest on his shoulder again.

“That’s it,” he crooned, his big hand stroking her breast, soothing and enticing at the same time. The arm banded across her hips loosened, and he reached down to nudge her thighs apart.

It took her a moment, but when she realized what he was doing she spread her legs eagerly, draping them on the outside of his thick thighs. He shifted his knees, pushing hers even further apart, and cool air rushed over the wet, heated flesh between.

“So eager,” he whispered. He skimmed his hand up the inside of her thigh to her belly, brushing against her clit on the way. She whimpered and tried to lift her hips into the contact.

“Not yet,” he said with a laugh, his hands holding her in place. He laid back, bringing her along so she lay on him, back to chest, held in place only by his hard hands and hard dick.

She squirmed, trying to get comfortable. He was hard under her, and his dick felt even bigger in this position. Her legs were hanging down on either side of his, straining her lower back enough to penetrate the haze of arousal. She lifted her feet to plant them on Spence’s thick thighs, and the relief was immediate.

“Jesus,” Jude muttered, his tone almost reverent, and she flushed in realization.

She was lying on top of Spence, spread out in front of everyone. Jude and Colin and Evan were all staring, and now she could see that Jude wasn’t the only one with his dick out. It was possibly the hottest moment of her life.

At least until Tuck stepped between Spence’s knees, his t-shirt and sweats gone, one big hand wrapped around his jutting cock.

She started to reach for him—habit and desperation—but Spence’s firm grip brought her up short. “Tuck.”

“I know, baby.” He picked up the bottle of lube from the mattress, squirted out a handful. He stroked it over his cock, making it glisten. “Spencer?”

“Ready,” Spence rumbled under her.

“Wha—?” Esme began, then Tuck tossed the lube aside and stepped closer, his knees bumping the edge of the mattress, his cock brushing her thigh, and she knew. “Oh, God.”

Tuck stared down at her, dark eyes hooded and heavy. “I love you, Esme.”

“I love you, too,” she managed. She held his gaze, clinging to the warmth and love in his gaze like a lifeline, until his cock made contact with her pussy. Then she dropped her gaze to watch him push, slow and steady, into her.
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Tuck gritted his teeth and worked himself deeper. Between the lube, her own arousal, and Jude’s come she was so wet she squelched, but with Spence in her ass she was also tight as fuck. He pulled back slightly, then pushed forward again, watching her face carefully for signs of pain or real discomfort.

All he saw was bliss.

Her chest was flushed a deep red, her tight nipples nearly the same color. Her breasts shook and quivered with every breath, and only Spence’s bracing hand on her lower stomach kept her from pumping her hips. Her eyes were wide and hazy, the gold flecked hazel bright. Her belly rippled under Spence’s hand, and her cunt fluttered around him as he finally bottomed out inside her.

“Goddamn,” Spence muttered. His face was mostly hidden by the matted tangle of Esme’s hair, so Tuck couldn’t see his expression, but he could hear the strain in his voice, see it in the corded muscles of his forearms. “Goddamn.”

“I’ll second that,” Tuck said, and with his focus back on his wife, slowly began to pull free.

She whined softly in protest, but he ignored her, pulling out until just the thick ridge of his dick remained inside her, then shoved back in again. In and out, slow and careful, until he thought she was loosened up enough to take a little more.

Then he gave it to her.

With each thrust of his hips, he went a little faster, a little harder. When one of her feet skidded off Spence’s thigh to thud on the mattress, he lifted it and its mate to his shoulders. She gasped when he did that, her eyes going wide, but he slowed down just enough to keep from setting her off, and her groan was filled with disappointment and frustration and need.

“I want to come,” she choked out, writhing in Spence’s hold, hips rolling despite his restraining hands. Her pussy was clutching at him, rippling around him. Spence choked out a curse, and Tuck knew her ass was doing the same.

He wanted to make her come. Her clit was right there, bright red with the piercing gleaming above it, and he knew a few hard rubs would get her there. But this wasn’t his rodeo. “Spence?”

“You want to come?” Spence said, picking up the verbal baton.

“Yes.” She was practically sobbing, her chest heaving. “Please.”

“Then ask for it.” Spence gripped her breasts in both hands, pinching the nipples hard enough to make her wail, and she arched into his touch. “Ask for it nicely, like a good little fucktoy, and maybe I’ll let you.”

“Please, Daddy.” She lifted her hands from where they’d been clinging to the sheet and reached up to grip Spence’s forearm. “Please, can I come? I’ve been such a good girl, and I need to come so bad. Please, Daddy. Please?”

“This is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen,” Evan muttered.

“Hands down,” Jude agreed, and Tuck grunted in agreement. He continued to fuck his wife, teeth gritted against the need to let himself go, as he waited for Spence’s answer. He hoped to fucking Christ it was yes, because he couldn’t hold on much longer.

“That’s a very pretty please.” Spence’s voice was tight with strain. “Don’t you think that was a pretty please, fellas?”

“Beautiful,” Jude said.

“Gorgeous,” Evan chimed in.

“Best please ever,” Colin said.

Tuck just grunted. He was rapidly losing the fight to stay in control, so a sharp nod was all he could manage.

“Please,” Esme begged again, her knuckles going white as she dug into Spence’s arm. “Please, please, please.”

Spence let go of her breasts, shoving his hands down between her legs, hers still clamped on his forearms. He used his fingers to grip her labia and spread her wide so the swollen flesh of her pussy gleamed red below the glistening thatch of pubic hair. The hood of her clit peeled back so the hard little nub stood out like a thumb.

“Go ahead, Tuck,” Spence instructed, panting a little. “Make her come.”

“Thank Christ.” Tuck’s heartfelt oath mingled with Esme’s sob of joy, and he reached down and laid his thumb on her clit.

That was all it took.

She clamped down on him with a scream, and her body went stone still for a heartbeat. Then she started to shake, the rippling convulsions making her tits bounce and her legs tremble, little mewling cries spilling from her lips. He kept fucking her, driving in and out of her clutching pussy, reveling in the hard, rhythmic pull of her muscles on his cock until with a shout, he followed her over the edge.

He had the presence of mind to pull out and aim, shooting his come onto the already matted thatch of pubic hair, over the open lips of her still pulsing pussy—he could actually see it contract and flutter with her orgasm, and if he’d been capable of coming again, the sight of her would’ve sent him over the edge a second time.

Spence took advantage of his sudden withdrawal, planting his feet on the bed and using his legs to pump up into her. Esme’s eyes went saucer-wide and she squealed, then her eyes rolled back and she began to shake again, and Tuck knew she was coming a second time.

“Shit, I can’t take it,” Jude groaned beside him, and Tuck glanced over to see his friend furiously stroking, his cock an angry red. “I’m going to come.”

On impulse, Tuck stepped back. “Come on her.”

Jude’s hand froze, his gaze flying to Tuck’s. “What?”

“Come on her,” Tuck repeated, and glanced at Evan and Colin. They were jerking off too, standing shoulder to shoulder, their eyes glued to the scene on the bed. “All of you.”

“Are you sure?” Evan asked, inching forward.

“Yeah. She’s already covered in it,” he pointed out when Colin hesitated.

“Do it,” Spence grunted, hips flying. He’d grabbed her thighs, lifting and spreading them apart, and they could clearly see his cock shuttling in and out of her ass, his balls slapping her wide-open pussy. “She wants it. Don’t you, Esme?”

“Yes,” she groaned, eyes hazy from the orgasms, body still twitching in the last spasms of pleasure.

“That’s good enough for me,” Jude said, stepping to the bed. He braced one knee on the mattress, fist flying until with a grunt, he unloaded.

Tuck barely had time to appreciate the sight of his friend pumping come onto his wife’s bush, because as soon as the first shot landed, an answering spurt came from across the bed. Colin had crowded in on the other side and was coming like a firehose, less than he had before but still impressive. Not to be left out, Evan stepped into the space Tuck had just vacated and added his contribution to the cum-fest.

Tuck watched in awe, committing the sight to memory so he could describe it to Esme later. He heard Spence’s hoarse shout followed by his wife’s answering squeal, and assumed he was coming as well.

Colin, finally spent, managed to stagger back to sit on the chaise as Jude collapsed on the side of the bed. Evan, the last to finish, simply sat down on the floor, and Tuck stared at his wife.

Spence still held her legs wide, putting her pussy on display. It was coated with come, Jude’s and Colin’s and Evan’s and his, clinging to her bush and dripping from her cunt, red and open and engorged. It slid slickly down to her asshole, empty now as Spence’s cock had slipped free. It was still dilated, pulsing and twitching as the muscle fought to return to its pre-fucked state, so some of the come simply streamed into the open space.

“Fuck,” he muttered, and looked around for his phone. Some things he could describe to her, but this he knew she’d want to see for herself.

He finally spotted it on the mattress, a couple of feet away from Jude. “Jude, hand me my phone,” he asked, and snagged it deftly out of the air when his friend tossed it over.

Spence’s hand on Esme’s belly covered most of her flowering vine tattoo, and Tuck framed the shot carefully to exclude any other identifying marks. He took a couple of photos from above, then knelt on the floor to get some from underneath.

“You done, Ansel Adams?” Spence rumbled.

Tuck snorted and took one more shot before rising to his feet. “I think he took pictures of trees.”

“Whatever.” Spence angled his head to peer through the curtain of Esme’s hair. “Did she pass out?”

“I’m awake,” Esme announced, not bothering to open her eyes. “I just can’t move.”

Tuck couldn’t blame her—he was still a little weak in the knees himself. “I’ve got her,” he told Spence, and reached down to brush her hair out of her face. “You with me, love?”

“Mmm.” Her eyes fluttered open, and she let out a soft sigh. “Sort of.”

“Good enough,” he said, and rested his forehead on hers for a moment before slipping his hands under her arms. “I’m going to pick you up, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, adorably agreeable, and lifted her arms to loop around his neck. “Can I have a bath?”

He chuckled, thinking of the dried come on her belly and tits, and the fresh come oozing between her legs. “You need one.”

“Whose fault is that?” she countered without heat, and sighed. “Fuck, I’m exhausted.”

Tuck turned, sliding one arm behind her back and the other under her knees. “You’ve had a busy day.”

She closed her eyes, tucking her face into his neck when he lifted her up and off Spence. “Seriously,” she muttered. “I wasn’t this tired when I ran a marathon.”

“Maybe you didn’t do enough training,” Spence said, sitting up with a grunt. He reached down to peel away the condom, and flashed Esme a grin when she turned to stare balefully at him. “Just saying.”

“Ha.” She stuck her tongue out at him, but she was smiling as Tuck carried her to the bath.

He set her down on the edge of the tub and reached out to turn on the water. When it ran hot, he urged her in. “Let’s get you rinsed off first, then you can soak.”

“Man,” she said, staring down at herself in bemusement. “That’s a lot of come.”

Tuck chuckled and aimed the shower head at her belly. “Temperature okay?”

“Yeah.” She used her hands to swipe the come from her skin, the water sending it swirling down the drain. When she was reasonably clean he hit the switch to cut off the shower head and flipped the drain closed. “Okay, have a seat.”

Noticing the way she winced when she sank into the tub, he reached for the jar of bath salts. “You okay?”

“Sore,” she admitted, and settled back into the tub. “And a little embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed?”

“That it didn’t occur to me that getting fucked this much would be…uncomfortable. It’s nothing a bath won’t cure,” she assured him with a smile. “And maybe some ibuprofen and an ice pack.”

Tuck tossed a handful of salts into the bath, filling the air with the scent of lavender, and studied her carefully. She looked tired, but her color was good, and though she was definitely uncomfortable, she wore a soft, easy smile. “Do you want something to drink?”

“I wouldn’t mind a pop,” she admitted.

“I’ll be right back,” he assured her.

“I’ll be here,” she said, and closed her eyes.

He walked out into the bedroom, pausing long enough to drag on his sweats. He could hear the shower running in the guest bath, and assumed Spence was cleaning up. He bypassed the fridge in his office, knowing the soda Esme liked wasn’t stocked there, and headed downstairs.

Turning the corner into the kitchen, he saw Colin guzzling from a glass of water by the sink, and Evan standing in front of the open fridge.

He turned at Tuck’s approach. “Hey. How’s Esme?”

“She’s fine. She’s soaking in the tub,” Tuck told him, and reached around him for one of the cans in the door of the fridge. “She sent me for a drink.”

“Hey, Rock & Rye! Can I have one?”

“Help yourself,” Tuck said, amused, and went to fetch a glass from the cabinet.

“Cool.” Evan popped the top and guzzled from the can. “Man, that takes me back.”

“Got any Redpop in there?” Colin asked Tuck.

Tuck jerked his chin at Evan. “Upper shelf.”

Colin caught the can Evan tossed him. “Thanks.”

“So, awkward question,” Evan said, shutting the fridge and leaning against it. “What now?”

Tuck nudged him out of the way to reach the in-door ice dispenser, and filled the glass. “What do you mean, what now?”

“I mean, like, do we leave? Hang out? Are we going to fuck again? ‘Cuz if we are, I’m going to need more fuel. And maybe a nap.”

Tuck cracked open the can of pop and tried not to laugh.

“I think what Evan means to say,” Colin put in wryly, “is that we are unaware of post-orgy etiquette, and are unsure how to proceed.”

Evan gestured with his can of Rock & Rye. “What he said.”

“I’m not sure I know the etiquette either,” Tuck mused, and poured pop over ice. “But I’d say more sex is off the table. Esme’s sore, and tired.”

Colin straightened, concern furrowing his brow. “Is she hurt?”

Tuck shook his head. “Not hurt, just not used to fucking five guys.”

“Four guys,” Evan corrected. “I didn’t make it to the promised land.”

“Complaining?” Tuck asked, unable to resist needling his friend a little.

“Hell, no,” Evan said promptly. “That was the hottest blowjob I’ve ever gotten.”

Which probably had more to do with Colin being there than with Esme’s skill, Tuck mused, but left the words unsaid.

“Also, I don’t think I could get it up again,” Evan admitted.

Jude swung through the open kitchen door, tugging a sweatshirt over his head. “I second that emotion.”

“Where’d you get the sweatshirt?” Evan asked.

“I keep a change of clothes in my truck,” Jude said, and jerked his chin at Tuck. “How’s your girl?”

“Thirsty,” Tuck said, lifting the glass. “And sore.”

Jude nodded and crossed to the fridge and pulled out a beer. “I’d be surprised if she wasn’t. That was a lot of fucking.”

He shut the fridge, popped the top on the beer, and took a long drink. “So? What are we doing?”

“We were just discussing that,” Colin said.

“Post-orgy etiquette,” Tuck offered, knowing it would amuse Jude.

Jude’s grin flashed. “Right. Etiquette.”

“They’re mocking us,” Colin informed Evan soberly.

“That’s harsh,” Evan protested, his affronted tone belied by the humor in his eyes. “Mocking the orgy virgins is just rude, bro.”

“Not virgins anymore,” Jude drawled, and Evan grinned.

“I’ll drink to that,” he said, and tapped his pop can against Jude’s beer.

“Do you want us to leave?” Colin asked, quietly watchful from his perch by the sink.

“Why would I want you to leave?”

“How the hell would I know?” Colin wondered. “It’s my first orgy.”

“Fair enough.” Tuck glanced over as Spence walked in, hair damp from his shower. “You’re welcome to stay. Hang out, watch TV, whatever.”

“Football’s probably over,” Evan mused. “Maybe we can have a euchre tournament, like we used to in college.”

“Are you going to cheat like you used to in college?” Colin wanted to know.

“Table talk is not cheating,” Evan informed him archly.

“The hell it’s not.” Spence turned to Tuck. “I changed the sheets for you.”

Tuck blinked. “Really?”

“Figured it was the least I could do. I put the dirty ones in the hamper in the closet, and checked on Esme. She was calling for you.”

“Thanks.” Tuck set the empty pop can on the counter. “You guys make yourselves at home. There’s pie in the fridge, ice cream in the freezer, plenty of beer.”

“Want us to save you a seat at the table?” Colin wanted to know.

Tuck shook his head. “I’m going to stick with Esme for a while, but I’ll be down later. She’ll probably sleep for a while.”

“She earned some rest.” Spence crossed to the fridge for a beer and aimed a narrow-eyed stare at Jude. “Can you play?”

Jude shrugged, his habitual easy smile in place. “Euchre? Sure.”

“Good. You’re with me.” Spence pointed at Colin. “You get the table talker.”

“And on that note,” Tuck said drily, “I’m out.”

Leaving the good-natured bickering about what exactly constituted cheating behind, he headed out the door and back up the stairs to tend to his wife.

Esme opened her eyes when Tuck walked into the room. “I thought you got lost.”

“Sorry.” He squatted down by the tub and handed her the glass. “Had a few details to iron out.”

She cocked an eyebrow. She could hear voices downstairs, though she couldn’t quite make out what was being said. “Details?”

“Yeah.” Tuck folded his arms on the edge of the tub and rested his chin on them. “They were concerned about, and I’m quoting Colin here, post-orgy etiquette.”

She sputtered into the glass. “Post-orgy what?”

Tuck grinned. “Etiquette. They didn’t know if they were supposed to leave, or hang around to see if you wanted to have sex again.”

“I definitely do not want to have sex again,” she said firmly.

“I think that’s understood. They’re going to hang out, play some cards.”

“Did you tell them they can stay here tonight?”

“No. Tuck winced. “I forgot.”

“You’re a terrible host,” she admonished gently.

“I’m a very generous host,” he protested. “I let them all fuck my wife, didn’t I?”

Amused, she sipped her pop. “I stand corrected.”

Tuck’s grin faded into a look of tender concern. He reached out to stroke a finger down her cheek. “How are you, love?”

“I’m good.” She turned her cheek into his hand, lifting her own to gently tap his nose. “Really. You don’t need to worry about me.”

“Husband’s privilege,” he told her, and snagging her hand, planted a kiss on her palm. “No bad moments?”

She shook her head. “No.”

“Not even when Spence went Daddy on you?” he asked, and she laughed.

“No. That was fun.”

“You didn’t seem to have any problem getting into the role of bad girl,” he pointed out.

She slid down so the water covered her shoulders. She’d have to wash her hair in a minute, but she wanted to soak a while longer first. “He was really into it, so I just followed his lead.” She tilted her head back to meet his eyes. “Worried I’m going to start calling you Daddy in bed?”

He shrugged. “I wouldn’t mind, once in a while.”

“Me neither. Once in a while,” she clarified. “Every time would be…”

“Weird,” he finished, and nodded. “For me, too.”

“But it was hot.” A sudden thought occurred to her. “Did you guys plan that?”

He picked up her shampoo, all innocence. “Plan what?”

“You know very well what,” she countered, and with a flick of her fingers, sent water splashing over his arm. “The end, you joining in. Did you plan that?”

“Yep,” he said cheerfully, and circled the tub so he was behind her. “Go under, get your hair wet. I’ll wash it for you.”

“I should’ve figured,” she muttered, and slid under the water. When she emerged, he began to work shampoo into her hair. “That was a little too slick, a little too coordinated.”

“Are you complaining?” he asked, fingers working gently over her scalp in a soothing massage.

“No.” She closed her eyes and leaned her head back to let him work. “I don’t think I’ve come that hard in…ever,” she decided.

“I don’t think you have either. Speaking of coming, did you get all the jizz out of your bush?”

She smiled, eyes still closed. “You can make sure after you’re done with my hair.”

“Your handmaiden now, am I? Sit up so I can rise you out.”

She leaned forward, heard the clink that meant he was pulling down the shower wand. “You don’t like being my handmaiden?”

“I fucking love it,” he assured her, and aimed the warm spray at the back of her head.

Shampoo rinsed out, he set the wand back on its stand and picked up the bottle of conditioner. He worked it through her hair with gentle hands, then rinsed it thoroughly.

“Stand up, baby. Let’s get the rest of you rinsed off.”

She obeyed, water streaming down, and opened her eyes. “Tuck?”

“Hmm?”

She watched him as he aimed the spray at her neck and began to work his way down. “Did you have any bad moments?”

His gaze flicked to hers, then back to the breasts he was rinsing with exquisite care. “Not a one.”

She let out the breath she hadn’t been aware of holding. “Good.”

“I love watching you fuck,” he said, his voice dropping low as he aimed the spray at her belly. “I love watching you come.”

“I know.”

He was rinsing her pubic hair now, using his other hand to comb through the tangled patch, gently working the knots and matts free. “You’re the light of my life, Esme Jane.”

Emotion clogged her throat even as she winced. He was rinsing her pussy, and she was more tender than she’d realized. “I love you, too.”

“I know you do.” He turned off the spray and put the wand on its stand, then stood to grab the towel off the rack. “Step out.”

She did as she was told, standing docile on the bath matt while he carefully, meticulously squeezed the water from her hair and rubbed the towel over her body. He rehung the towel, then picked up the bottle of moisturizer from the counter.

She reached for it. “I can do that.”

He nudged her hand out of the way and poured the fragrant cream into his palm. “I like taking care of you. Let me, will you?”

She started to speak, then simply sighed as he rubbed the lotion into her shoulders. “Feels good.”

“That’s the point,” he replied.

He rubbed the moisturizer into her skin, not stopping until every inch was soft and silky smooth. Then he capped the bottle, set it aside, and reached for her hand to lead her into the bedroom.

“Oh, I have to strip the bed,” she began, dismayed. She was so sleepy, muscles lax from the bath and the impromptu massage, and the thought of having to deal with the practicalities of post-orgy clean-up had a whine rising in her throat.

“Already done,” he told her, and folded back the replaced duvet.

“Oh.” The white sheets were gone, replaced by cheerful blue stripes. “When did you do that?”

“I didn’t. Spence did.”

She nearly stumbled climbing into bed, and turned to look at him in stunned surprise. “Spence did?”

“I know, right? You think you know a guy.”

“I think it’s sweet,” Esme said, sighing with pleasure as she slid between cool, crisp sheets.

“It is sweet,” Tuck agreed. “Which is why it’s weird that Spence did it. Sweet’s not exactly the word I’d use to describe him.”

“I think he has hidden depths,” Esme said on a yawn, then sat up. “My hair.”

“Way ahead of you,” he said, and laid a towel down on the pillow.

“I should get up and dry it,” she said even as she eased back down, sinking into the soft pillow. “It’s going to look awful if I don’t.”

“Baby, nobody cares.” There was a rustle of fabric, then he was sliding into bed behind her.

“You’re naked.”

“No foolin’?” he said, amused.

Smiling, she turned to face him, and laid her head on his shoulder. “I like you naked.”

“Back atcha, baby. You don’t want to spoon?”

She shook her head on a yawn. “My butt is too sore for spooning.”

“Yeah, he whaled on you. I wouldn’t be surprised if you’re sporting a bruise or two tomorrow.”

“Me neither,” she murmured sleepily, lifting one leg to drape over his. His penis twitched against her thigh, and though she had absolutely no intention of doing anything about it, she smiled. “Your dick is getting hard.”

“You’re naked,” he pointed out. “My dick is always hard when you’re naked. Don’t worry, you don’t have to do anything about it.”

“Hadn’t planned on it.”

His chuckle rumbled under her ear. “Go to sleep, baby.”

“You don’t have to stay with me,” she mumbled, drifting off. “You should go down, hang with your boys.”

“I will, soon.” He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “I want to hold you for a while first. Is that okay with you?”

She was already half asleep, and gave a sleepy hmm in response.

“I’ll take that as a yes. I’m thankful for you, Esme.”

She tried to say it back, but she was so tired another hmm was all she could manage.

His soft, laughing, “I know” reached her ears just before she slid blissfully into sleep.
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By the time Tuck made his way downstairs after a half hour of cuddling and a shower, the euchre tournament had reached a critical point.

“Why would you play the left bower when I led with the ace?” Evan was demanding. “I had the trick.”

“It was the only trump card I had, genius,” Colin countered, just as heated as his partner.

“Well, how was I supposed to know that?”

“I see things are going well here,” Tuck said, amused, and crossed to the bar cart to fix himself a drink. “Who’s winning?”

“They are,” Evan said glumly, and shoved the pile of cards in front of him at Jude hard enough to send them skidding across the table.

Jude merely gathered them in, organized them, and began to shuffle. “How’s Esme?”

“Asleep,” Tuck replied, and carried his scotch back to the table. “Conked right out.”

“How’s her ass?” Spence wanted know.

“She says sore,” Tuck replied, settling into a chair between Evan and Jude. “Spoon-preventing sore.”

“I’d say I’m sorry, but it would be a lie.”

“And you’re no liar,” Tuck replied, and met Spence’s grin with his own. “Before I forget to mention it, you’re all welcome to crash here tonight.”

Colin adjusted his glasses, his expression curious. “Is this part of orgy etiquette?”

Tuck shrugged. “You don’t have to, if you’re not comfortable. But you’re welcome.”

“Esme’s okay with it?” Spence asked.

“She’s the one who put sheets on the beds in the guest room, and on the pull outs in the library and down here. She’s fine with it,” he clarified. “She’d like it if you stayed, actually.”

“We getting breakfast in the morning?”

“I didn’t buy three pounds of bacon just for me,” Tuck told him wryly.

“You have to make waffles.” Evan jabbed a finger at Tuck. “That secret family recipe you refuse to share with us.”

“If I shared it, it wouldn’t be a secret,” Tuck pointed out reasonably.

Jude began to deal. “I could stick around for bacon and waffles. Fuck the conditioning coach.”

“Make them early,” Spence told Tuck, and rose to freshen his drink. “I have to leave for Clare by nine.”

“What’s in Clare?” Colin asked.

“My mother,” Spence said over the clink of crystal. “She lives there now.”

“Since when does Heather live in Clare?” Evan wanted to know.

Spence resumed his seat. “Since she got engaged to a farmer.”

Tuck blinked. “Engaged? To a farmer?”

“Yep. Farmer Steve. Sorry, Farmer Stephen.”

“When did this happen?” Tuck asked.

Spence sipped his drink. “A month ago, I think? They came down for dinner just after Halloween, and she was wearing a rock big enough to choke a horse. He asked me for my blessing.”

That startled a laugh out of Tuck. “You’re kidding.”

“Nope.” A ghost of a smile flirted with Spence’s mouth. “He waited until she went to freshen her lipstick, then asked for my permission to marry her.”

“That’s sweet,” Tuck murmured, picturing it.

“It was,” Spence agreed. “And also weird.”

“He doesn’t sound like your mom’s usual type,” Evan put in.

Spence rolled his eyes. “No shit. He’s six inches shorter than her with a beer gut, about three hairs on his head, and he’s wearing Levi’s and shit kickers while she’s sporting a silk jumpsuit and Louboutins. He’s the last guy I would’ve put her with. But she says she’s happy, so it’s cool by me.”

“That’s nice, man.”

“The word is weird.” Spence corrected. “It’s all fucking weird. What am I supposed to do with a stepdad at this point in my life? Or sisters?”

Jude finished dealing. “Sisters?”

“Steve’s got two daughters,” Spence confirmed. “I get to meet them tomorrow.”

“That’s…I don’t know what that is,” Tuck admitted.

“It’s fucking weird,” Spence repeated, and gathered his cards.

“How old are they? The sisters,” Jude clarified.

“I don’t know. Twenties, I think. Maybe thirties.”

“Bummer.”

Spence lifted his scowling gaze to Evan. “Why?”

“I was picturing you going Christmas shopping for two little girls,” Evan explained. “Maybe having to assemble a Barbie Dreamhouse.”

“First of all, I could assemble the hell out of a Barbie Dreamhouse,” Spence said. “And second of all, blow me.”

“Are we going to play cards, or bust Spence’s balls?” Jude wanted to know.

Evan just grinned. “We can do both.”

Jude studied his cards. “If I’m staying over, I call dibs on the library sofa.”

Evan frowned at the change of subject. “Why not the guest room?”

“It has bunk beds in it.”

“Who the hell puts bunk beds in a guest room?” Colin wanted to know.

“People who get hand-me-down furniture from their sister for free,” Tuck said, amused. “The bottom bunk is a full-sized mattress.”

“I’m not sleeping in a bunk bed,” Spence announced, organizing his hand. “I call the living room couch.”

“Dammit,” Evan muttered. He scowled at his cards, then at the nine of hearts Jude had turned up from the kitty. “Shit.”

“You have no poker face,” Spence told him.

“We’re not playing poker,” Evan reminded him, still scowling. “And apparently, I have to sleep in a bunk bed.”

“I’ll take the top bunk,” Colin offered, eyes on his cards, his face impassive. “I don’t mind.”

That yanked Evan’s attention away from his hand. “Oh. Um. You don’t have to. I mean, I don’t want to make you do that.”

“You’re not,” Colin said, and cleared his throat. “I’m offering.”

“I’ve got an air mattress we can blow up if no one wants the top bunk,” Tuck offered, thinking to diffuse the sudden tension. The back of Colin’s neck was turning pink, and Evan seemed to have lost the power of speech.

Spence huffed out an impatient breath. “Evan, are you passing or what?”

“What? Oh.” Evan, who’d been staring at Colin, dropped his gaze to stare at the cards in his hands. “Yeah, pass.”

“Good.” Spence jerked his chin at Jude. “Pick it up, I’m going alone.”

“Shit.” Evan tossed his cards down in disgust and shoved his chair back. “I need pie.”

“You still have to play your hand,” Colin called out, pitching his voice over the irritated stomp of Evan’s feet.

“Tuck can play it.” Evan yelled back.

“I guess I’m playing,” Tuck said, and reached over to pick up Evan’s cards. “Well, this is garbage.”

“Play it anyway,” Spence told him.

“Fine,” Tuck said, and tossed down the nine of clubs.

Spence took that hand with the ace of clubs, then played in succession the ten and ace of hearts, followed by the left and right Bowers.

“That’s game,” Jude announced.

“Fuckers,” Evan mumbled, walking in with a fat slice of steaming apple pie topped with a huge mound of melting vanilla ice cream. “This is good pie. Did Esme make it?”

“Bought it from Arnie’s,” Tuck said, and pushed to his feet. “Anyone else want?”

Three chairs scraped back from the table, and they all trooped into the kitchen.

Esme woke feeling rested, thirsty, and sore. She stretched, testing her muscles, and was pleased to note that except for her battered butt and her overworked pussy, she felt pretty good. She pulled the covers up to her chin and thought about calling for Tuck. She wanted some water and ibuprofen, and the bed felt too cozy to leave.

Except now that she was awake, her bladder was too, so she swung out of bed and shivered her way into the bathroom.

Business taken care of, she plucked the oversized spa robe from the hook on the back of the bathroom door, then dug out a pair of thick socks. Sitting on the side of the bed to put them on made her butt sing and her pussy throb, and had her mentally adding an ice pack to her list of needs.

She made her way downstairs, shuffling carefully in her socks over the slick hardwoods, and followed the chorus of laughter into the dining room. She stood in the doorway, unnoticed for the moment, and took in the scene.

They sat around the table, plates bearing traces of apple pie and ice cream shoved aside, and it appeared as though a massive Uno game was underway. Tuck had just laid a draw four on the discard pile, making Evan curse as he snatched the cards off the draw deck. Spence had at least fifteen cards in his hand, as did Colin, and Jude…

She stifled a giggle when Jude tossed down a card and declared, “Uno.”

Evan scowled at Jude. “How the hell are you doing that?”

“I’d say he was cheating, but how the fuck do you cheat at Uno?” Spence said, and slapped down a card.

“It’s the shuffle,” Colin decided, and tossed down a wild card. “I’m making it blue.”

“Don’t blame the shuffle.” Tuck frowned at his hand. “Does it have to be blue?”

“Yes.”

“Shit.” Tuck pulled a card from the draw deck. It must not have been blue, Esme thought, because he stuck it in his hand and gave Evan a go-ahead hand wave.

“I hate this game,” Evan muttered, tossing down a card. “Why can’t we just watch a movie?”

“Because we’re playing cards,” Spence told him, just as Jude dropped his last card—a wild card, Esme noted with amusement—on the discard pile. “We were playing cards. Shit, Jude.”

“I’m not doing that again,” Evan declared. “I’m watching a movie, I don’t care what you assholes say.”

“Can I pick?” Esme stepped into the room, and every eye turned her way. She tensed for a moment, wondering if they’d be different around her now. But their expressions were easy, the chorus of greetings cheerful, and she let out a relieved breath.

“Hey, baby.” Tuck reached out a hand as she walked towards him. “I thought you’d sleep longer.”

“I woke up thirsty,” she said, leaning into him when he wrapped his arm around her. “And sore.”

“Your ass?” Spence ventured.

“A little,” she said, smiling at the satisfied gleam in his eye. “It’s going to bruise.”

“You’re welcome,” he said, and made her laugh.

“I’ll get you some ibuprofen,” Tuck rose from his chair to brush a kiss over her sleep-swollen mouth. “Here, take my seat.”

She eased into it gingerly. “Will you bring me an ice pack, too?”

“You got it.”

Spence frowned. “It’s that sore?”

She shook her head and reached for Tuck’s drink. The whiskey went down silky smooth. “It’s not for my ass.”

“Huh?”

“It’s for her pussy.” Jude paused in the act of gathering the cards to send her a wink. “Isn’t that right, beautiful?”

“It did take a pounding. Which I thoroughly enjoyed,” she continued, noting the looks of concern on their faces. “But I guess I didn’t realize the accumulative affect would be so…”

“Intense?” Colin suggested.

She toasted him with Tuck’s drink. “There you go.”

“Trade me,” Tuck said, coming back in with a bottle of water and a gel ice pack wrapped in a dish towel. He plucked the drink out of her hand and replaced it with the water, then handed her the pills he’d palmed.

She swallowed them down, letting the water ease her dry throat. “Thank you, love.”

“You’re welcome. Want the ice pack?”

“Yeah.” She took it, then glanced around the table. “You boys going to play another round?”

“We can, if you want in.”

She shook her head at Spence. “I’m a little too fuzzy for cards. I was thinking of finding a movie, something silly I can zone out to while I ice down my pussy.”

Tuck rested a hand on her back. “If you want to go back to bed, I’ll come with you.”

She leaned into the solid warmth of him and shook her head. “I’d rather hang out for a while, if no one minds.”

“We don’t mind,” Evan said. “Right, guys?”

“I might nod off,” she warned. “And I’m calling dibs on the couch.”

“The whole couch?”

She angled her head to smile up at Tuck. “I’d share for a foot rub.”

“I’m very good at foot rubs,” Evan offered.

“Back off,” Tuck said mildly. “Nobody rubs her feet but me.”

“Unusual boundaries you got there, bro,” Evan said. “Not that I’m complaining.”

Laughing, Esme started to rise when a sudden thought occurred to her, and she turned to Tuck. “Did you tell them they can spend the night?”

“Yes, and they’re going to.” He helped her to her feet. “I’m making waffles in the morning.”

“A gang bang and waffles?” She tilted her head back to beam at him. “This is the best Thanksgiving ever.”

“I’ll second that,” Tuck said, the words mingling with the laughter of their friends, and lowered his mouth to hers.


EPILOGUE
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ONE YEAR LATER


Tuck stepped into the kitchen and nudged the back door closed behind him. He stomped the snow from his boots, then crossed to the counter to set down his grocery bags. “Babe? I’m back.”

“Shhhh!” Esme came running in from the dining room, hair flying, her luscious curves packed into snug jeans and a soft sweater the color of blueberries. “He’s asleep.”

His hands now free, he shucked out of his coat. “There is a God.”

“He conked out five minutes after you left.” Esme darted a glance over her shoulder. “I’m not surprised. He had a very exciting morning.”

Tuck hung up his coat with a snort. “Is that what we’re calling it?”

She just rolled her eyes, then peered into the grocery bags. “Did you get another turkey?”

“I had to go to three stores, but yeah.” He joined her at the counter and started unpacking bags. “Do you know how hard it is to find a non-frozen turkey on Thanksgiving morning?”

“Very hard?” she guessed, and laughed when he cursed. “Poor baby. Was it awful?”

“Yes,” he said bluntly, and reaching out, snagged her by the waist to tug her close. “I deserve a reward.”

“Oh. Well.” She slid her hands up his chest to link them behind his neck, and her smile went coy. “I can probably come up with a reward.”

His mouth was a breath away from hers when a noise from the living room made him freeze. “Shit.”

“He’s awake.” She patted his chest and slipped out of his arms to hurry away.

“Hey. What happened to my reward?”

She paused at the doorway, looking out into the dining room. “False alarm, he was just rolling over. Oh God, he’s so cute I can’t stand it.”

Mentally kissing his reward goodbye, he followed her to the doorway. “Where is he?”

“There.” She pointed. “I put the bed in front of the window.”

Tuck wrapped his arms around her from behind, his chin resting on the top of her head. The puppy, a twelve week old bundle of black fur, was on his back with all four feet in the air, snoring like a lumberjack. “Okay, he’s cute. For a demon from hell.”

“Is that any way to talk about our first born?” she chided.

Tuck snorted. “E, he ate a turkey. Snatched it right out from under my nose, and dragged it into the yard.”

“He didn’t eat it, he just sort of gnawed on it a little. And who left it on the floor, anyway?”

“I set the damn pan down for thirty seconds,” he argued. “Because I was making room in the fridge for all the pies. How come you bought so many?”

“We have a lot of people coming,” she reminded him. “I’m trying to be a good hostess.”

“You were a good hostess last year, and you only bought one pie,” he pointed out.

“Almost everyone’s bringing a date,” she reminded him. “More people means more pies. And I’m not fucking anyone this year.”

He grinned into her hair. “You think more pie is going to make up for that?”

“It’s going to have to,” she said drily. “By the way, my mom called.”

“Yeah? How’s Mexico?”

“Good. Dad’s out deep-sea fishing, and she was getting ready to go windsurfing.”

“You think they’ll travel for Thanksgiving every year?” he asked, trying to keep the hope out of his voice.

“Who knows? I thought after being gone last year, she’d be eager to host again, but apparently not.” Esme shrugged. “They’re having fun.”

“Good for them,” he said. “And I’m not just saying that because it gets me out of watching football with your dad.”

“Right.” She turned in his arms, wrapping her arms around his waist. “What time did you tell everyone to be here?”

“Evan will be here in an hour with the fryer. Everyone else is coming around one.” He raised an eyebrow when her hands slid down to his ass. “Why do you ask?”

“Well, the puppy is still asleep.”

“For now,” he grumbled.

“And I owe you that reward for braving the grocery stores on Thanksgiving.”

“You really do.”

“So, why don’t we go put the new turkey in the fridge for safe keeping, then go upstairs so I can give you your prize.”

“What if he wakes up?” he asked, and eyed the snoring dog warily. “If we’re up there and he’s down here, he could destroy the house before we get our pants back on.”

“We’ll put him in his crate before we go up.”

“He’ll just start howling,” he reminded her. “And you’re such a soft touch you’ll go get him out, and I’ll have to suffer through Thanksgiving dinner with blue balls.”

“I’m the soft touch?” She raised an eyebrow. “Who brought him into our bed last night?”

“He was crying,” Tuck protested. “What kind of a monster listens to a baby cry and does nothing?”

Her laugh puffed out against his chest. “Then I’ll reward you in the kitchen. We’ll hear him if he wakes up.”

“Fine,” he said. “But I’m banging you standing up this time. He’s not getting his nose near my balls again.”

She was laughing so hard she had tears in her eyes. “I’m warning you now, I’m telling that story at dinner.”

“I already told everyone at poker last week,” Tuck admitted. “I think Spence gave himself a hernia laughing.”

“I love you,” she declared, and wiped her streaming eyes on his shirt.

“I love you, too,” he said, enjoying her giggles. “You know, last Thanksgiving was amazing.”

Her eyes sparkled. “I remember.”

He bent to nuzzle her neck. “But I’m really looking forward to this year.”

“Yeah?”

“I like seeing everyone paired off and happy.” He lifted his head to leer at her. “Almost as much as I liked seeing you get glazed like a doughnut last year.”

“Don’t bring that up today,” she warned him.

“Why? Everyone knows about it.”

“There’s knowing, and there’s having it shoved in your face.” She patted his cheek. “Trust me.”

“Does that mean I have to cancel the after-dinner slide show I had planned?”

“If you show those pictures, I’ll tie you to the bed, smear peanut butter on your balls, and turn the dog loose.”

“I was joking,” he said hastily.

She smiled sweetly. “I wasn’t.”

“Noted,” he said, and cleared his throat. “You’re not disappointed, are you?”

“About what?”

“About having an orgasm-free Thanksgiving this year.”

“I’m hoping for at least one when you bang me standing up,” she teased, then shook her head. “No, I’m not disappointed. It was fun, and I’m glad we did it. But I don’t need to do it again.”

“You still like going to the club,” he reminded her.

“Well, yeah. That’s also fun. But one Bangsgiving was enough for me.”

“For me, too.” He smiled down at her. “Have I told you lately that I love you?”

“Yes,” she said, and fluttered her lashes. “But I can always hear it again.”

“I love you,” he said dutifully, and pressed his mouth to hers.

When he lifted his head, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright. “I love you, too.”

“I know.” He dropped one more kiss on her pretty mouth, then slapped her ass. “Come on. Let’s put the turkey away so I can bang you. But you have to be quiet. If the dog wakes up, you’re going to owe me a bang and a blowjob.”

She slid past him, hazel eyes sparkling, and tossed him a wink over her shoulder. “Yes, sir.”

Happy Thanksgiving, he thought, and followed her into the kitchen.

The End

Wondering if Evan and Colin will ever get together? Find out in Starved, the next book in the F.I.LT.H. series, coming in 2023!
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Authors love reviews, and I’m no different. If you have thoughts on Stuffed you’d like to share with other readers, you can do so on Amazon, Goodreads, or BookBub. Please also feel free to post your thoughts on your blog or social media, and know that your review –be it 1 star or 5—is welcome and valued.

If you’d like to join my list of reviewers, and get ARCs of future books before everyone else, you can do that by filling out this form.

Thank you!

Hannah


AUTHOR’S NOTE


Stuffed is set in Grand Rapids, Michigan, where I went to college. I’ve written it how I remember it, and since I was in college many, many years ago, some details may not be accurate. Some of the places are, or were, real (RIP Kava House), and some I made up (as far as I know, there’s no swinger’s club named New Horizons in Grand Rapids). The rest of the F.I.L.T.H. series will be set there too, mostly for continuity, but also because I didn’t get to work in some of my other Grand Rapids and Michigan favorites, and I really want to. And I thoroughly enjoyed having some Michigan back in my life, even if it was weird to type ‘pop’ instead of ‘soda’.
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