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    “That’s perfect, Heather,” Marco said, gliding with the camera left to capture her in the magic hour’s dying light. “Give me a heel turn. Yes, just like that.” 
 
    Heather may have looked varying degrees of demure, playful, and sexy in the photographs, but at that moment, all she was thinking about was a Mai Tai and coconut shrimp. Or maybe a shrimp cocktail – shrimp, anyways. She always had the strangest cravings when the end of a long photo shoot was in sight, and this time, it was shrimp. 
 
    “Stay with me, stay with me,” Marco said, kneeling in the sand. They’d worked together often enough Heather knew what he meant, and she immediately struck a playful pose for him in that position, squeezing her elbows together to make her breasts thrust out in the tiny triangles of the golden bikini top. She winked and stuck her tongue out of the corner of her mouth at the same time, more a silly pose for him than anything that could be used. He chuckled, and she turned for him, knowing he’d want side and butt shots too. 
 
    “Lift your leg up like you’re doing butt kicks,” he said. “Yeah, yes, perfect, I like that.” 
 
    He did, too. The obvious bulge in his cargo shorts was nothing new to her, from him or any of the straight men who had perfectly natural reactions to hanging around one of the world’s sexiest models all day in skimpy outfits. It was simply part of the job, and Marco had never made it weird between them by hitting on her or drawing attention to it. They’d been friends as long as he’d been photographing her for bikini, lingerie, and fashion shoots, and there was no one she trusted more intimately than him. 
 
    Even her now ex-husband. 
 
    Marco snapped more than a few pictures of her ass. Heather had always been curvy, and the world over, men and more than a few women argued about what was her best asset – her ass, her bust, or her face. All three, most agreed, were signs that God loved humankind very, very much. 
 
    “Bend over,” he said, his voice perfectly calm and level as he focused on the tiny string disappearing between her cheeks. “Freeze right there, and… yeah, good. Perfect. Turn your head, give me a pout and a smile. Great. Great.” He duckwalked around her, and Heather giggled at how absurd he looked. He lowered the camera and stuck out his tongue, and got a great shot of her rolling her eyes and cupping her breasts. “That one’s a keeper.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Maybe not for the magazine, but I guarantee you it’ll be one of the best of the shoot.” 
 
    Her grin came naturally. Marco was a kind man, intelligent and soft-spoken except when he needed to draw out her sexuality. Then the thrill of him ordering her around made her more than a little weak in the knees, though like him with her, she’d never made a move on him. Up until the divorce was finalized a few weeks ago, she wouldn’t. 
 
    The marriage to Jay had been shaky from his first infidelity, but Heather had always stayed true to him, believing they could really make it work up until the night just over thirteen months ago when she came home to him snorting cocaine with a trio of high-end prostitutes. Even then, even after all the tears and shouting that followed when he’d sobered up, Heather wanted to take him back as she had so often since they first wed, even if she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt their relationship had become toxic and would slowly kill her. She hadn’t given into temptation, and the long, ugly divorce started a few weeks later. 
 
    This shoot was the end of a long year of throwing herself into her work. She and her personal assistant sat down one time and figured out that she’d been home a whopping thirteen days that whole year. Her time on the road was spent in gyms, in Hollywood trailers getting her hair and makeup done for three movies, in a whirlwind of exotic locations for photo shoots, on runways, in offices shaking hands with the board members of the two charities she helped oversee, in other offices talking business and PR work, in interviews with journalists and talking heads, on planes traveling across the world, and most of all, trying like hell to avoid having to think about seven years of her love life, gone with a mirror and three five thousand dollar hookers. 
 
    The media called it the Year of Mycroft throughout the long divorce. They celebrated Heather’s accomplishments like they were a part of them. Heather barely noticed. She was too busy escaping the past and banking nearly eight million dollars, plus what she would be getting now that the divorce was finalized. But she was done with all that for the moment. Heather was tired. A good tired, not nearly as exhausted as she’d been just weeks ago. Having Jay out of her life was only part of it. The other part was this end to the nest-egg year. She was secure enough now, with her money working for her in a wide range of ways, that she could breathe and focus on the things she wanted to do rather than what she felt like she needed to do. 
 
    Starting with a vacation just twenty miles away from the photo shoot. Just mere minutes, and she’d be changing into comfy clothes and heading for the resort she’d been dreaming of for weeks. Pearlbend Cove. 
 
    But not yet. For now, Heather was Marco’s, and she gave him – and his camera – her full attention. 
 
    “Okay, last push. Let’s get you in the water.” 
 
    Further up the beach, the assistants came down with towels and a big fluffy robe, waiting for when she finished up. She and Marco headed into the surf. He hung back, taking in her booty and her back, and she glanced over her shoulder at him, sultry and sweet all at once. He snapped shots of her at all angles as she scooped up a handful of water and splashed it at the cameraman – at a safe distance, of course. The sand squished between her toes and she couldn’t wait to come back to the beach later that night at the resort. Just her and the waves and the handful of other guests. It was going to be nirvana. 
 
    “Okay,” Marco said. “Unhook the top, and hold your arm across your breasts like it took you by surprise.” 
 
    Heather’s lips parted. To Marco, it probably appeared part of the act, but every time she needed to bare part of herself to him, it always turned her on a bit. He didn’t know she knew, but she could see his throat work when she bared her nipples for the briefest of moments. She wasn’t shy about her nudity and would have teased him longer if they really weren’t fighting the last of the day’s good light. 
 
    “Beautiful,” he said. Was his voice just a little hoarse? Maybe that was Heather’s imagination. Maybe it was wishful thinking. But she liked to believe it was true. It had been so long since she’d been with a man. 
 
    She decided to be a little saucy, and turned so her ass was to him again, but turned so the side of her breast was visible. She reached behind her with her free hand and tugged the thong bikini tighter against her ass, then stretched it out and winked at Marco. “Just for you.” 
 
    He chuckled but said nothing to that. She had him flustered, she thought. Smirking, she kicked up her heels again and twirled in the water, her long sandy blonde hair flowing. She tossed it back, staring up at the sky for the briefest of moments, the cool waters kissing her long legs. Then she turned to Marco one more time, a demure smile on her face as he took the last few pictures. 
 
    “You are, as always,” he said, “incredible. Your best shoot yet. No kidding.” 
 
    “Aw,” she said, and blew the camera another kiss. 
 
    They wrapped up, and the assistants came down to the surf to meet her. She slipped on the robe and tied it tight. Further up the beach with the rest of the crew was a pavilion tent with privacy dividers waiting for her. The makeup artist was headed there now to help Heather clean up and take off the excess makeup she needed for the shoot. The help with the makeup wasn’t strictly necessary, but this was one of the biggest magazines in the world and Heather enjoyed the extravagance while she could. She turned to Marco as he fiddled with his camera, and cocked her head at the tent. 
 
    “Walk with me up there?” 
 
    “Of course,” he said. He handed the camera off to his assistant, and they shuffled up the beach, neither of them in a hurry. “I wasn’t kidding. That was a side of you I haven’t seen in a long time.” 
 
    “In a good way, I hope?” she asked, taking his arm. 
 
    He looked down, surprised at that, and smiled. “Absolutely. It’s good to see you happy.” 
 
    “The divorce… took a lot out of me. Now I feel free.” 
 
    “And two whole weeks of vacation to celebrate.” 
 
    She grinned. “If not longer.” 
 
    “Well…” Marco sighed and rubbed the back of his head sheepishly. “Listen. I don’t want to come across as a vulture here. But Heather, I’d kick myself if I didn’t say this. When you do get back to Seattle, well, I’d love to make you dinner one night.” 
 
    “A date?” she asked, squeezing his arm tight. 
 
    He looked at her, his brown eyes serious and contemplative. “Yes. And if that makes you uncomfortable, if it offends you, I’d be happy to help you find another photographer whenever you’re dealing with us again.” 
 
    “It’s sweet. And I wouldn’t want anyone but you, Marco.” Heather stopped him before they reached the edge of the tent and potential gossip hounds. “I don’t know. That’s not a no. It’s definitely not. I just need a moment to breathe and think and decompress.” 
 
    “That’s completely understandable,” he said, and took her hands and squeezed them. “I shouldn’t have even sprung this on you. But you’re wonderful. And I know if I didn’t take my shot now, you’d wisen up and some guy even more amazing than me would take you away to his castle.” 
 
    Heather grinned and leaned forward to kiss his cheek. “I’m glad you did. You’re wonderful too. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I gotta go get ready to get my shrimp on, or I’m going to go through a hangry rage this place has never seen before.” He laughed and let her go. Before she slipped into the tent’s privacy area, Heather gave him one last look. “I’m serious. I’m glad it was you that asked me out first after the divorce.” 
 
    Marco grinned. “Enjoy your shrimp.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Dani felt like a newlywed again even before they boarded the plane, but once they were seated with a thin blanket over the both of them, she knew her husband felt the same way. His hand crept across to the hem of her short summer dress. She thought he was reaching for her hand and missed, so she patted it and smiled at him. He stared straight ahead, a dopy half-smile on his handsome face as he worked his fingers under the hem and slowly started to lift it up. 
 
    “Ross!” she whispered, blushing and glancing around furtively. Not that she didn’t love the attention. In fact, this was a fantasy she’d told him about, fooling around in a plane like this. Right out in the open, where anyone could see. And even if it hadn’t been one of her particularly strong desires, Dani still would have loved it. Her husband had worked so hard to rid himself of his love handles for this trip – and for her. Not only had he managed it, but now he was downright muscular, with ridges and bumps she loved to run her tongue over, in the all-too-few times they could get enough time to themselves to make love. 
 
    Not that she regretted the children. She loved Layla and Diana with all her heart, and Ross, well… they ruled him heart and soul, and Dani loved that about him. But getting a moment to breathe with Ross, to be with him, those opportunities were only starting to come back into their life as the girls got a little older. 
 
    This vacation then was a godsend. A chance to get away, and not that they’d ever lost each other, but a time to reenact those early days, when they were so mad to touch each other, to make love in every possible moment. After they’d dropped the girls off with Dani’s parents and went home to pick up their luggage before going to the airport, Ross took her slowly and sweetly on their bed, the first time in a couple weeks. It was so good, and so tender, and she came with a soft cry and a smile, just for him. The best start to a vacation she could have asked for, with the best man she knew. 
 
    And now here he was, her stunning overgrown man-child, grinning to himself as he slipped his fingers across her thighs to her boy shorts under the summer dress. Dani elbowed him, and he raised an eyebrow at her, his smile growing wider. She should stop him. People got kicked off of airplanes for stuff like this, didn’t they? She should take his hand and… 
 
    He rubbed the spot. Oh, no fair. No fair at all. Dani had a few hot button erogenous zones, but none so much as a quarter inch or so on the inside of her thigh, about a half inch from her pussy lips. Her clit was pretty sensitive too but if Ross rubbed that little sensitive spot on the inside of her thighs, she’d melt like butter. Dani drew in a sharp breath and clasped his hand. He stilled for a moment, raising an eyebrow. He’d stop if she really wanted him to. She could always trust Ross never to cross lines Dani was uncomfortable with. Not that there was much they wouldn’t do for each other. 
 
    She wriggled in place, thinking about it, how casually dangerous this was. It wasn’t like they were humping in the middle of the aisle, for crying out loud. It was a bit of harmless under-the-blanket fingering. Dani glanced down. Sure, his hand was noticeable on her thigh, but his gestures weren’t overly lewd. She finally glanced back up at her husband, and gave him a faint smile. His grin reappeared, and she leaned over to whisper in his ear, “But I get payback any time I want it.” 
 
    “I like the idea of that,” he murmured. 
 
    The cheeky jerk didn’t even touch her pussy. Ross knew he didn’t have to. All he had to do to drive his wife wild was spread another finger across to her other shapely thigh and rub both spots, little wiggles of motion that probably would have made any other woman question his sanity. But Dani was not any other woman, and Ross knew her as intimately as he knew himself. 
 
    It started slow, as it always did, almost like being tickled. His thumb and his middle finger swirled on her skin. Ross looked out the window, a look of serious contemplation on his face, like he was thinking about all the world’s troubles and not making his wife come in Row C of the economy class part of the plane. Thank God they were in a smaller jet with only two seats on each side of the aisle, or else surely they would have drawn some eyes. As it was, the couple across from them were too engrossed in a conversation to notice anything yet. At any moment Dani was sure they’d look over and wonder why the hand on her thighs was shifting and moving just a tiny bit. 
 
    Their stewardess started down the aisle with a drink cart, and Dani pulled a magazine from her purse to cover her lap. She pretended to be engrossed in an article about… erm… three sex positions guaranteed to make a woman orgasm. Well, at least it was appropriate, Dani supposed. 
 
    Ross didn’t retract his hand. If anything, he started rubbing her thighs with more intensity, smiling to himself as he gazed out at the clouds under the plane. The stewardess gave them a cursory smile and asked if they’d like anything to drink. Ross glanced away from the window and up, a man startled out of a daydream, or so it would look. 
 
    “Honey?” he asked. 
 
    “I’d take some white wine, if you have…” One of Ross’s fingers slipped down to her sex and Dani continued, hoping the hitch in her breath wasn’t noticeable. “Oh, just whatever you have will be fine.” 
 
    “Perfect, I can do that. And you, sir?” 
 
    Ross ordered a beer, and a minute later were served a half-bottle of wine and a can of beer. The stewardess leaned down and murmured into Dani’s ear, “Going to be hard for him to drink that with his hand where it is,” and then immediately turned to the people across the aisle. Dani flushed beet red, and Ross cocked his head quizzically. She shook hers. His finger moved back to her thigh, and he kept up the slow torture, made all the more pleasant by the thrum of the airplane’s engines.  
 
    Knowing they’d been found out made it all the better for Dani. This was so naughty, and they hadn’t really had a chance for anything fun like this since that crazy night with the Bertrands in the other couple’s hot tub. Thinking about that night made her gush. Flashes about Ross taking the gorgeous Jamie bent over the edge of the tub while Dani sucked Holden’s prick in the corner beside them, her husband’s friend balanced up on the edge. She couldn’t stop watching her husband spear the leggy woman, and he, in turn, would look over and grin, knowing full well he was fucking Jamie better than her husband ever had. How many times Jamie had come that night, Dani didn’t know, but it had been a lot, and it fed Dani’s fantasies even now, a year on. 
 
    As though she were discussing the weather, Dani said mildly, “I was just thinking about the Bertrands.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Wonder how they’re doing,” Ross said, rubbing her thighs faster. “Do you suppose they still have that hot tub?” 
 
    The sensations started to get to Dani, and her toes curled at the edge of her sandals. Her stomach started doing that funny little twisting knot it always did when she was getting ready for a big one. “I don’t know. We should really make it a point to go see them again and find out.” 
 
    He nodded, trying to look so serious. “Mm. Yeah. You know, he’s a busy guy. At the very least, we should have Jamie over to eat.” 
 
    There was no mistaking what he meant by that, and Dani’s lips parted. They’d almost managed to talk Jamie into some girl-on-girl when they hooked up that crazy night, but at the last minute she decided it was too much. There were no hard feelings on anyone’s part, but the fantasy of Dani eating out Jamie – or even better, the other way around – was a frequent one in their bedroom when they got the chance to make love. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Dani murmured under her breath. He gave her a wicked smile now, knowing he had her on the edge. Her panties were cute and comfortable, meant more for travel than anything sexy, but now the feel of the cloth against her pussy along with the vibrations of the plane and her husband’s fingers was pushing her to come. She gripped the magazine in both hands, her feet lifting and falling as she tried not to writhe or moan. Ross, for his part, had abandoned any subterfuge whatsoever and stared blatantly at her, his smile vanishing. In its place was hunger and desire, but most of all, a focus. 
 
    After a first date, no man before Ross had ever made it up to her apartment, but when he gave her that intense look before he came in to kiss her for the first time , she was a goner and led him upstairs to literally break her bed. They snapped a shaky leg clean in half and kept going even after they rolled out of bed. That had been one of the best orgasms of her life, followed up by countless many more throughout their relationship. All the best nights, the leg-breaking nights, they called them, had him giving her that look. 
 
    Dani knew when she came, there would be almost no chance of not being noticed. 
 
    “Your wallet,” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” he asked, rubbing her thighs even harder, and Dani had to grit her teeth to hold back the impending orgasm. God, she was so close she almost didn’t care. She just needed the sweet release. 
 
    “Give me your wallet,” she hissed. 
 
    Confused, he pulled it out and handed it over. She glanced around, and blushed when she saw their neighbors across the aisle watching intently, their conversation forgotten as they stared right under the magazine at Ross’s rhythmic hand movements. Dani turned her head towards Ross and dipped it just slightly, resting her forehead on his shoulder as she brought the wallet to her mouth and bit it between her teeth, stuffing her mouth with as much of the material as she could. She clamped down on it as he kept fingering, watching the middle-aged couple stare at his wife and his actions. 
 
    It was too much. Dani thought she was going to scream with the feelings as they blew through her, making her legs tremble and her thighs clap together. She bit down harder on the wallet still, her pleasure silent except for the long, drawn out breaths she took through her nose, her eyes watering as her whole body shook with the orgasm. Thankfully, Ross knew when enough was too much. He did do one last thing, though, and slid his finger into her panties to collect some of Dani’s wetness. When he pulled the finger out, he glanced aside casually at the other couple, shrugged, smiled, and lifted the finger to his wife’s mouth. She pulled the wallet free, glanced over at the other couple too, and blushed as she sucked his slick finger down. 
 
    This vacation was going to be insane. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The magazine’s last gift to Heather before she was on her own for her vacation was the use of their rented car. The driver, an amiable Puerto Rican man with a flaring pastel camp shirt she adored, chattered away in the front seat about his favorite clients, none of whom he’d actually name. Heather listened with full attentiveness. This wasn’t the first time Juan drove her that week, and she’d grown fond of the man and his animated way of talking. He kept time to the rhythm of his voice with little drumbeats of his fingers against the steering wheel, a trait she was going to have to fight not to do herself the next time she was driving in Seattle. 
 
    Juan wasn’t the only thing holding Heather’s attention. The landscape all around them was one of her favorites outside the small island she lived on with three or four hundred others. Lush, dense trees crowded each other’s personal space, surrounded by ferns as wide as she was tall. Lizards darted across the road, uncaring about the humans daring to tread on their property. Brightly colored birds exploded out of the trees, and Heather longed to hear their songs from one of the lounge chairs closest to the forest side of the resort, or maybe she’d take a day trip out with one of the resort guides. That would be fun. 
 
    “Juan,” she said as they began to break free of the denser foliage. 
 
    “Yes, Miss?” 
 
    “Are you booked this week?” 
 
    “Nothing I can’t pass off to my brother,” he said, beaming up at the rearview mirror. 
 
    She smiled back at him. “Wonderful. Would you be willing to stay on retainer for me as my driver?” 
 
    “Of course, Miss! You call me any time night or day. I’ll sit by the phone and have your carriage waiting.” 
 
    “You’re a good man.” 
 
    He sighed theatrically. “If only being good helped me on the dating scene. It’s not so bad during tourist season, but the men here do not share my, hm, passion.” 
 
    Her smile widened. “A man as friendly as you, I’m sure it’s just a matter of time.” 
 
    “Why, thank you, Miss!” 
 
    Within another few minutes, the sprawl of the resort was visible. It had no walls to speak of, but for a few hundred yards in every direction there were no trees, to give the security gates and cameras better angles on would-be intruders. 
 
    What she liked about Pearlbend Cove was its reality. She’d been to far more expensive resorts for shoots and weekends with her ex-husband, but those places were so absurd that it made her practically choke with laughter. Growing up, Heather’s parents weren’t terribly off, but they worked for every penny they earned, her mother as the manager of a family restaurant, her father driving truck. Heather learned an appreciation for money she was grateful for the rest of her life, especially when her talent agency began to make her exorbitant amounts of it. Pearlbend Cove didn’t try to foist wild extras upon its guests. It didn’t need a gimmick like underwater rooms or starred chefs. Instead, it offered grounded class and a cool atmosphere for those looking for privacy and the feel of a cozy getaway. Best of all? No electronics. No computers. No TVs. No games. It was a place to come and breathe, and Heather loved it dearly ever since she got the opportunity to come here for an advertisement shoot early in her career. 
 
    She was pleased to see it still looked much the same, with the addition of a pair of matching fountains. Arcing streams of water from them crested as high as the car, and she thought it would make for a lovely place to sit and read. She had so many books with her that trip, a whole overnight bag stuffed with them. Heather was never quite sure what she wanted to read next, and she liked options. She brought with her everything from a nonfiction memoir by a politician she adored to a heady sci-fi novel about a desperate race to figure out the technology to bring frozen gas back to Earth in time to replenish the water. She was leaning towards the science-fiction novel, something nice and meaty to chew on. 
 
    The one bit of unescapable security to the resort was the booth splitting the road into the place. Ahead of them, a small cab puttered through the gate after a short pause. A man in a tan linen button-down leaned out and smiled at the other approaching car. Juan rolled down his window as he slowed to a stop. The guard didn’t even blink an eye when Heather’s name was mentioned. He simply waved them through. 
 
    “There you are, Miss,” Juan said, still so chipper it was infectious. 
 
    “Juan, you are a saint. I mean that. Thank you for agreeing to drive me this week.” 
 
    “I look forward to it. Enjoy your stay.” 
 
    Two porters in blue polos and khaki shorts rushed out the main doors to greet the oncoming taxi, followed by another pair for Heather’s arrival. A curvy woman with a soft golden tan and a black man with wavy hair down to his ears spilled out of the back of the taxi, both maybe in their late twenties. She was a stunner, with petite facial features and a figure that could have landed her beside Heather in a magazine shoot. Despite the man’s muscles, he was almost more beautiful than handsome. His smile struck years from him, leaving him almost boyish, especially with the springy hair. Definitely a lady killer, that one. The woman turned around in a full circle, gaping at the place with a huge grin on her face before jumping up and wrapping her arms and legs around the man, smacking his lips with hers as he burst out laughing. Juan and Heather chuckled at their joyfulness, and they eased to a stop behind the happy couple as the porters unloaded two suitcases and carry-ons from the back of the taxi. 
 
    Another one of the porters opened Heather’s door for her, and she stopped to squeeze Juan’s shoulder before getting out. The married couple glanced at her, and the man did a double take. Busted. And not even a minute into her stay. Oh well. 
 
    To his credit, he said nothing, simply giving Heather a smile and a slight nod, and his attention returned to his wife. He took her hand like it was the most natural thing in the world, and Heather watched, a little sad, a little happy. Jay had never been a hand-holder, and because he hadn’t been, she was no longer sure she was. Holding Marco’s arm like that earlier had been impulsive, but he hadn’t pulled away. It had been nice. Human in a way she didn’t often get a chance to feel, outside of visiting family. 
 
    One of the porters stepped up, maintaining a polite distance. “Ms. Mycroft, if you’d like to follow us, we can show you to your room. Or if you’d prefer, we can take your luggage there and you can enjoy any of our facilities.” 
 
    Heather finally stopped looking after the couple that had disappeared inside, and smiled distractedly at the porter. “Yes, of course.” 
 
    The porters set off at a good clip with her luggage, and she trailed along behind, enjoying the faint sound of upbeat but chill Latin music played for flavor in the lobby area. The speakers were so well hidden she couldn’t pinpoint where the music came from, but it was already putting her in a mood for dancing on the beach. 
 
    The lobby itself was pleasantly cliché. Awash in faint blues meant to remind visitors of the cool waters waiting for them or that they’d be leaving behind, the floors and walls were textured much like soapstone. Evenly spaced columns had built in seating nooks where guests could wait for the shuttle or just come to take in the spectacular views from the 180-degree half-circle windows overlooking the entry to the resort. 
 
    A pair of beautiful young women behind a tall counter chatted to the couple from the taxi about the features of the resort. As a previous guest, Heather was being escorted right in. The couple looked so excited, and Heather’s heart soared for them. If their experience was half as amazing as her previous ones, they were in for a wonderful time. 
 
    The porters led Heather down a short corridor and out again into the sunshine. They circled a long wading pool, currently unoccupied, though it was a hotspot at night, thanks to live low-key music being played by one of the staffers. To their left was a small lounge with two whole sides exposed to the elements where anyone could grab a drink any time of the day. She loved that bar on the hotter days. On the opposite side of the pool was a fitness center. Clanking from the weight machines made her smile. No working out for her these two weeks, apart from some much-needed walks on the beach and some yoga next to the surf. 
 
    The guest accommodations took up two matching buildings on either side, all the rooms looking out at the ocean. From there, the staff-run buildings fanned out in long wings. Two restaurants served up regular meals six days of the week with a rightfully famous dinner buffet on Sundays that made Heather practically drool thinking about it. She planned on letting herself go this trip. With no projects currently lined up outside some meetings for her business and charity ventures, Heather had no modeling gigs or movie roles that she needed to stay prepared for. Her plan was to give herself six months, evaluate where she was at mentally, and then go from there. In the meantime? It was carb city, baby. 
 
    Before they got much further, Heather had a thought and smiled to herself. “Excuse me,” she said. The porters turned to face her as they kept walking. “The couple back there, are they in one of the regular rooms?” 
 
    The porters looked at each other and one nodded slightly. “Yes, Ms. Mycroft.” 
 
    “Would you be so kind as to give them my room instead, and swap me for theirs?” 
 
    “Is there a problem with your accommodations?” one of them asked, clearly mystified. 
 
    “No, not at all. But it’s just going to be me, and I don’t need all the space. Let them have the upgrade.” 
 
    The porters again looked at each other. One of them unclipped a radio from his belt and spoke rapidly into it, relaying Heather’s wishes. A pleasant-sounding voice on the other end assured them it would be handled, and he clipped the radio back on his belt. 
 
    “That’s very kind of you,” the man said. “They’ll love it.” 
 
    They headed to her new room, a much smaller one at the end of the building. There were no bad rooms at the resort, and though it was small, it was very cozy. A double bed was sheathed in light blankets, with a soft netting to keep out the bugs. Two delicate end tables and a standing cupboard were the room’s only other furnishings. A door led to her tiny private bathroom with a standing shower. The porters left her bags for her, asked if there was anything else she might need, and headed off. 
 
    Heather smiled to herself and flopped down on the bed, rolling in the comfort of the light blanket and sheets. She glanced at her phone. Hours yet before Marco landed, but she texted him anyways. Hope your flight goes well. She hesitated. It felt unfinished. I always feel so much more myself when I’m with you. Not just for a shoot. But in general. Thank you, Marco. 
 
    She bit her lip, screwed up her courage, and hit the send button. Her stomach rumbled just in time, and she laughed softly. “All right, all right. Let’s go.”  
 
    * * * 
 
    Dani didn’t believe Ross for a second about who had been behind them in the nice car when they pulled into the resort. That didn’t change when their guide showing them the resort’s features got a call on his radio. Right there in front of Dani and Ross, the porter received word that the couple had been upgraded to the resort’s best suite, thanks to a very generous guest. 
 
    “Are you serious?” Dani said, her voice squeaking. 
 
    The porter smiled broadly. “Would you like to see the room?” 
 
    Dani and Ross glanced at each other, and he nodded enthusiastically. Dani bit her lip and tried not to shout, “Yes!” 
 
    She failed, and the porter’s hearty laugh infected Ross. 
 
    They were close to the beach by that point, checking out one of the big seemingly lipless pools that rested right against the surf, complete with floating lounge chairs hooked to the lip that looked right out over the ocean. Dani was so very much looking forward to having a cocktail there that evening and watching the sun set with her husband. Though Ross would probably be more interested in the bikini-clad beauties on the beach, Dani supposed. Then again, so would she. 
 
    As they walked towards the new room, Dani asked, “Who gave us the room?” 
 
    “I’m afraid we can’t talk about other guests,” the porter said, smiling apologetically. 
 
    “It has to be her,” Ross said. “It’s the only thing that makes sense.” 
 
    “Oh, you did not see Heather Mycroft. It’s just someone who looks like her,” Dani said. 
 
    “Sweetheart, I…” He sighed, and shook his head. “Whoever it was, I think she was the one who gave us the upgrade. So if you see someone who looks like Heather Mycroft…” 
 
    “There were, like, twenty women on that beach who could have been models,” Dani said. 
 
    Ross chuckled. “You’re not wrong.” 
 
    His hint of a smile made her shake her head. “Okay. I tell you what. If you really did see Heather Mycroft, you have my full permission to try to sleep with her this trip.” 
 
    One of the porters barked out a laugh, then coughed into his hand. 
 
    The room was absolutely spectacular. One whole wall was glass and looked out over the swimming pools and the ocean. The porter showed them inside, and Dani gasped and clung to Ross’s arm. A big, plush king-sized bed looked like a giant piece of strawberry cake she could take a bite out of right there. Two sitting chairs at a small table near the windows were definitely going to be one of her favorite spots to sit and read or get dressed in the morning. A shower as big as their whole guest bathroom looked decidedly decadent. 
 
    With three connections, their flight had left them both exhausted and hungry as all get-out. The welcoming receptionist had told them about the two restaurants, and they decided to take a walk and check out what was available at each before deciding. A woman strolled along ahead of them, her long dirty blonde hair hanging down to just above a pair of butt-hugging Capris, and it was one hell of a spectacular butt. Plentiful, but shapely. Heather caught Ross not just looking, but staring, and she smirked. 
 
    “Your brain is going to be a big pile of goo by the time we leave here.” 
 
    He ignored that and stopped her with a hand on her wrist. “It’s her,” he murmured. 
 
    “Her… oh, the woman from the car.” 
 
    “No, I mean, I was right. It’s her.” 
 
    Dani pecked his cheek. “Honey, I love you, and I have no doubt you’re an expert on Heather Mycroft’s ass. But there’s no way you could tell that.” 
 
    Ross glared at her. “Let’s make a bet.” That surprised her. Ross was not a betting man. 
 
    “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Absolutely. If I’m right, I get a blowjob every morning.” 
 
    “On vacation, or… like… to eternity? Because that’s going to be a hard one to explain when we both wind up in a nursing home.” His glare didn’t lessen, and Dani held up her hands. “Okay. Fine. A blowjob every day we’re here. And if I win, you agree to let me pick anyone I want to sleep with this trip.” 
 
    “I’d be fine with that anyways,” he said. 
 
    “I know, but you can only watch,” Dani said, grinning impishly. “Can’t even play with yourself.” 
 
    “Oooh, that’s evil. All right, deal.” 
 
    They followed the mysterious woman to the first restaurant. She headed in, and still they couldn’t get a good look at her face. Inside, she was just taking a seat at the far end, sliding onto a bench seat with her back turned to the door. 
 
    Desperate as they were to know her identity, if it really was Heather Mycroft, they weren’t going to be horrible people and interrupt her while she was eating. They settled at their own table and were quickly waited on. Ross went with the grilled mahi-mahi, and Dani the lobster with mango butter. Neither of them had ever tried most the food available, and Dani squirmed with happy joy. 
 
    When they received their wine and beer, Ross raised his bottle, his smile vanishing. “Honey, thank you. Without you working as hard as you do, well… none of this would be possible.” 
 
    “Aw,” she said, blushing. “You were the rock holding me up and making it possible.” 
 
    “I love you, baby.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
    He took a sip and settled the bottle down to take her hand. The smile he gave her all throughout the night’s spectacular meal was his fondest one, and she flashed back to their wedding day, that same smile on his face when they were dancing together in the community center they rented out for the day, the cheapest accommodations they could manage back then. There had been so much struggling in their early years, not with each other, but with money and time. Time was still hard to come by with the girls, but it wasn’t a desperate scramble like back then. 
 
    The meal was wonderful, easily the among the very best either of them ever had, and they both sidled up to the dessert cooler to glance over what was available. As they did, a soft feminine voice said, “The tarts are to die for.” 
 
    Dani turned, and nearly fell backwards into the glass case. Ross steadied her, and smiled faintly at Heather Mycroft, object of so many dreams and fantasies. 
 
    “You were right,” she breathed to her husband. 
 
    “Honey,” Ross said quietly, squeezing her arm. To Heather, he said, “I’m sure you don’t want a whole lot of attention?” 
 
    Heather smiled, and oh Lord, it was even more beautiful than in the magazines and videos he’d seen. She was both curvy and tall, utterly defining the term hourglass figure. Her eyes held a bit of storm to them, but when she smiled, it seemed more like a pleasant rainy day. Free of makeup, she was still utterly gorgeous, and his heart did about a million miles a minute. 
 
    “It’s probably going to be inevitable, but yes, I’d appreciate that.” 
 
    “You, you, you were the one who gave us the room?” Dani finally managed to squeak out. 
 
    Heather’s smile turned querulous, and she tapped a long finger against her cheek. “Sorry. Room?” 
 
    Ross smiled easily at that. “Well… if it was you, we can’t thank yu enough.” 
 
    “You can make it up to me by buying me dessert,” Heather said. 
 
    Dani glanced back at the dessert cooler. “Oh my gosh, I didn’t think to ask if they charge for the food. We probably just ate, like, a hundred bucks worth.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, no, no, it was a joke,” Heather said. She offered her hand, and Dani stared at it a long moment before taking it. “Heather. I guess you knew that.” 
 
    “Dani. And this is… um…” 
 
    Ross laughed softly as one of the waiters hustled towards them. “You made her forget her own husband’s name.” He reached down with one hand to pinch Dani’s butt as he held out the other to shake too. “Ross.” 
 
    “I didn’t forget. I just… mind goo,” Dani muttered. 
 
    They each ordered a tart as the supermodel recommended, and Dani and Ross were awestruck when she invited them back to her table “I need to admit,” Heather said, cutting her tart up into small delicate bites, “I have another order of shrimp coming out. You’re going to see things you can’t unsee. I am a woman possessed.” 
 
    “We’ve never tried mahi-mahi,” Ross said, “so that’s what we ordered.” 
 
    “Oh, isn’t that amazing? I saw them bring you a lobster too. They do it so well here. Just wait until the Sunday breakfast brunch. Guaranteed, you won’t want to move for days.” Heather cracked another smile, her eyes twinkling. “Sorry. I get a little food crazy when I’m coming off a shoot.” 
 
    “Oh, is that why you’re here?” Dani asked. 
 
    “It was, and now I’m vacationing. Two weeks, at least. How about you two?” 
 
    “This is our much belated honeymoon,” Dani said as Ross took a bite of the tart in front of him and gave Heather a thumbs-up. 
 
    “Aw, that’s terrific,” Heather said. “You picked my absolute favorite resort.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh yes. It’s not as… fluffy as some of the other places I’ve been to. You get thrown a lot of amenities at certain resorts that are just absurd. Here, it’s good food, good music, good beaches, and amazing staff.” 
 
    “And it’s so beautiful here too,” Dani said, finally taking a bite of her own tart. Her eyes widened, and she mumbled, “Ohhhh my gosh.” 
 
    “Riiiight?” Heather asked. “Here, try a bite of the pecan.” 
 
    They split their tarts up, each one taking a bite of the other two. Their chatter was light for a while as they ate, and Dani couldn’t believe it. They were sitting and sharing a tart with one of the most insanely beautiful women in the world – and she was so… normal. Maybe it was mean of her to expect otherwise, but it was true. Heather Mycroft was a delight. 
 
    Her shrimp came, and they tried that too. It was just as superb as everything else, but the good food, long flight, and exhaustion of the day were taking over, and eventually, Dani cracked a yawn she couldn’t hide. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, it’s not you,” she said, her hand over her mouth. 
 
    Heather reached across and patted her hand. “Let me guess. Excruciatingly long flight, layovers, and coming down off a whole lot of excitement? I’ve been in your shoes, honey. You are not offending me in the slightest.” She checked her watch. “What I’d do, if I were you? Get changed. There are these lounge chairs in pools right by…” 
 
    “The ocean!” Dani said, grinning. “I was looking at those earlier.” 
 
    “Great minds think alike,” Heather said. “Enjoy yourselves. And if you need any more hot tips, don’t be a stranger.” 
 
    Dani rose, and surprised herself and the supermodel by swooping in for a hug. She thought it might be too much, but Heather laughed softly and wrapped her arms around the other woman’s back. Heather rose to give Ross a hug too. Dani practically tugged Ross out of there, and when she thought they were out of earshot, she whispered to him, “How’s about tomorrow’s blowjob right now?” 
 
    “Wellllll…. okay.”  
 
    * * * 
 
    Dani was on him the moment they walked through the door. Ross loved how impassioned his wife could get. Their sex life had always been a wicked amount of fun when they could imagine it. Now she stripped him fast, tugging his shirt over his head so hard a button broke. She leaned in to nip at his nipples, making him laugh until she dropped to her knees, right there in front of the glass windows. 
 
    He glanced behind him out at the closest swimming pool, the lip of which was only feet from the suite. It was an adults-only resort, so he wasn’t afraid of anyone underage seeing, but this was far more daring than his fingering on the plane. 
 
    “Uh, baby? There are people out there.” 
 
    “I know,” she breathed, grinning wide. “Let them watch.” 
 
    He kicked off his shoes and she helped him drop his shorts and his boxers, his thick cock rising slowly to meet her lips. Dani grasped him and sucked his hardening head, then almost immediately popped off him and stared up. 
 
    “Heather. Mycroft,” she said. 
 
    His cock hardened even faster, and Ross groaned, “I think she’s even more beautiful in person.” 
 
    Dani kicked her feet against the carpet and sucked a couple inches of him down before sliding back up off him. “Mm. Baby?” 
 
    “Uh huh?” he asked, nudging her lips none too subtly. 
 
    She kissed his tip and grinned up at him. “What if it was her doing… this?” 
 
    With that, Dani, the great love of his life, took him deep in one thrust of her mouth, her cheeks hollowing out as she deep-throated him. She blinked up at him sweetly. His hands fell to the back of her head and his fingers rubbed her hair as she held him as long as she could – which was an impressive amount of time, given how he filled her throat. Finally, Dani had to back off, just long enough to take some deep breaths through her nose and then plunge back down on him again. 
 
    Her tight throat and warm, wet mouth felt so good around him. There was nothing hotter to Ross than his wife on her knees like this. The power. The control. And not just his, either, but the way she was utterly defining the moment. Oh, certainly, he could thrust into her mouth a bit, but with a blowjob, a man simply had to come. That was it. It was putting as much power into the woman’s court as was possible, the truest devotion of pleasure any sex act could give.  
 
    Dani deep-throated him two more times, holding him long enough on the last that she nearly choked, coming up off him gasping. Her hands wrapped around his shaft and she swapped tactics, stroking him fast and hard as she brought her lips and her tongue to his head, corkscrewing her mouth to bathe him with her tongue. 
 
    Images of Heather flickered through his mind. She’d been a major player in the modeling game for nearly a decade, and he’d been a fan for that long, since she starred in a motorcycle commercial that should have probably been banned from TV. The leathers she wore left absolutely nothing to the imagination, and the way she sat side saddle on the bike when it was parked made it almost seem like she was rubbing her pussy against it. He’d seen that before he met Dani, actually, and much like a lot of the male audience, he jacked off to that commercial at least a few times. 
 
    Heather had the sort of dynamite body he thought was mythical until he met his wife. The two weren’t actually all that dissimilar in the boobs and butt department. His wife was shorter and carried twenty or so more pounds, but it was a comfortable weight that left her soft without being overweight. He imagined them comparing, Heather pulling up his wife’s shirt to check out her bust before Dani did the same to the supermodel. They’d have him compare, he fantasized, and when he told them they both looked equally beautiful, well, they’d have to continue the argument. Maybe make it into a contest, to see who could make him come the hardest. 
 
    “Aw, fuck,” he moaned. Outside, in the nearby pool, a couple swam up to the edge closest to the rooms and watched them go. Ross glanced at them and winked. 
 
    “We have an audience,” he told Dani. 
 
    She moaned around his prick and pulled away to look at them. The couple were whispering and giggling to each other. She let go of his cock just long enough to give them a shy wave, and they waved back. They weren’t Dani or Ross’s type so she gave no thought to inviting them in, but it was fun to be watched. 
 
    “Don’t come in my mouth,” Dani said. “Give them a show.” 
 
    “You got it. Tits or the face?” 
 
    “Mm. Why settle for one or the other?” she asked, sliding the shoulders of her dress down far enough that her breasts came free in her light, gauzy lace bra. Grinning impishly, she stuffed her face with his dick again. This time she went for broke, twisting her head side to side as she drove her mouth halfway to his balls, jerking his shaft with one hand while she gripped his taut butt with the other.  
 
    They held nothing back now, and Dani knew Ross so well. She alternated a few fast strokes of his cock with a tight squeeze. The ring behind his tip was a favorite target of her tongue and drove him wild, his ass flexing as he tried not to fuck her face but aching to flex his cock into her. Lust rippled through him like falling dominos, but he had the stamina to back up his impressive size. He glanced outside a couple times, and the couple watching them held equal looks of lust and rapture on their faces. The woman, seeing him watching, plucked the man’s hand up from the edge of the pool and sucked his fingers down, emulating Dani. 
 
    That did it for Ross. He glanced back down at his wife, and said sharply, “Dani.” She pulled off him with a loud slurp on the end of his dick, and with both hands, jacked him hard.  
 
    “Come on me, baby, show them what a slut I am for you, how much I love your cock, your come. Show them what you do to your dirty cocksucking wife.” 
 
    He grunted one more time, his cock flexing in her hands, and ropes shot from him across Dani’s face. Her closed eyes and wide smile got the bulk of his come before he aimed lower, basting her breasts. She scooped up the come across her eyes and fed it to herself before glancing again at the window. Their audience clapped appreciatively, and she grinned, swallowing down what Ross had given her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Being recognized was bound to happen, but at least the resort wasn’t so crowded that Heather felt swarmed by people asking for her autograph or just coming by for an eyeful of her in her one-piece. She walked the surf, chatting to fans and guys and girls eye-fucking her openly. It was irritating, but by this point in her career, she was used to it. 
 
    She saw her dinner companions make their own way to the beach, but before Heather could join them, she was surrounded by two couples who wanted to know every detail of her latest movie, a buddy comedy with one of Hollywood’s cutest up-and-comers. Dani caught her eye and waved. She looked incredible in a white two-piece, her long flowing red hair hanging down nearly to her butt. Some stretch marks, some motherly jiggle to her butt, but apart from that, Heather would have never guessed the other woman was the mother of two. And Ross, well, he cut a very nice figure in his short black trunks. Not quite cut – he too had a little bit of that good old dad sag to him – but impressively muscular. 
 
    He and Dani ran straight for the water, crashing into the waves laughing and whooping it up, and Heather ached to join them, to be free like they were. Would it be weird to just run out there after them? Was she being too clingy? They’d been so nice, and once Dani calmed down over who she was talking to, they were gratifyingly real. At the very least, Heather wanted to get to know them better. 
 
    She turned her attention back to the people asking her a million questions in the space of about two minutes, and patiently rode them out, smiling faintly. One of the staff, well trained in this sort of thing with their celebrity guests, hurried over and managed to wrangle the guests up for drinks and some fun. Finally free, Heather wandered down the beach, sandals kicking up the warm sand. She found a relatively empty stretch and slipped down to the water’s edge, thinking about a day like this she spent with her friend Willow, the CEO of a major lingerie chain, among other enterprises. Willow, her brother, and their significant others lived most the year on a private island out of Florida. Heather became fast friends with Willow after she did some work for their company, and they spent a long, wonderful week together out on the island for some lingerie and clothing shoots in the earliest, ugliest days of Heather’s divorce. 
 
    Willow had given her some advice then, and it had been odd. “Get naked,” she said as they walked along the beach. “It’s not a sexual thing. It’s a freedom thing. Spiritual. I’m not a hippy, but it works. Get naked. Forget the clothes, forget the world. Just go out in the surf and let the water hold you for a while.” 
 
    It was good advice. At first, Heather thought Willow was crazy, but when she tried it, she found herself wandering the waves, crying until her eyes actually hurt and she could cry no more. When she came back to shore, Willow hugged her tight, and whispered in her ear, “Sometimes you have to let go of the basics.” 
 
    Now, at the resort, there were too many people now for Heather to do it close to the sands, so she waded out into the water, going far enough that only her head was visible above the water. She rocked with the waves, the water somehow warmer here than it had been at the shoot earlier. With a quick, furtive glance around, Heather reached up and slipped the shoulders of her one piece down. Visions of Jay danced in her head. Of meeting him at a party in Canada, the snow still glistening in his curly hair. Of the breathless words he spoke to her in the weeks to come, the brilliant mind burning so bright, the effortless way he swept her off her feet. 
 
    She slid the swimsuit off, the water caressing her much the way it had at Rahu Island with Willow. Jay and the news report of him being seen in New York with a young stage actress. Wanting so desperately to believe his lies. To hold it all together. Back when Heather wanted to believe Jay loved her as much as she did him. 
 
    The tears started. She held them back at first, fighting them, her swimsuit in her hand as she rolled with the waves, wrapping her arms around herself and shivering. More memories. Awake at night, deluding herself that Jay was being honest. Then came their lawyer and Jay’s agent, arriving after dark and wanting to pull him into a room alone. She listened at the door. Another woman, a post-doctorate candidate. Pregnant. Heather lurched in, telling them it was a lie, telling them the slut was looking for attention from her man, but Jay was so white-faced, gripping the desk so hard, she knew, she knew, she knew. 
 
    The woman’s baby was put up for adoption, and she was silenced with promises of six figures. 
 
    And despite her shattering heart, Heather still believed they could get through this. Still stay together. Still love one another. She still did love Jay, in a way. She guessed she always would, much as it hurt. But then had come the prostitutes and the cocaine, and the hurts became too much to bear. She couldn’t let him infect her life anymore. 
 
    Heather wept, and she let the ocean hold her a while. It was a good friend. Silent. There. Enfolding her, rocking her. She cried and cried until there was nothing to add to the salty waters, and after a while, she chuckled at her own foolishness. Slipping back on the swimsuit in the water wasn’t as easy as it had been back in her room, but she managed it, and she slowly waded out of the water, swirling her fingers along its blue-green grasp until she could reach it no further. 
 
    Later that night, after a lazy dip in a pool turned into a stalker fest when one guy got into her personal space, Heather grabbed a daiquiri and sipped it, watching the sunset until people started to flock to the wading pool to hear the live music. She finished her drink and ambled along to her room, exhausted but feeling fuzzy and warm. 
 
    She took a long shower and collapsed into bed in her pajama bottoms. Her phone blinked with missed messages, most from her agent and her assistant telling her to relax and have fun, some from her parents and friends with much the same message, and one from Marco. She fired off a quick text to her family to let them know she was doing great and enjoying her vacation already, and twisted over onto her stomach to read Marco’s message to her. 
 
    I appreciate you too, Heather. I hope you know I’ll always care for you a great deal as a friend or whatever you decide we are. 
 
    A second message was sent not long after that one had popped up on her phone. 
 
    I sound like such a dork in that text. And the flight was fine. They charged me twelve dollars for a beer. Turbulence made me spill it all over my shirt. Haha. 
 
    After a moment’s thought, Heather hesitantly tapped out a message back. 
 
    Not a dork at all. And I would have paid to see that. Resort is just what I needed. See you soon. 
 
    His response text came a few minutes later, just as she was starting to slide into a fuzzy, pleasant sleep. 
 
    Looking forward to it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Beach yoga sounded amazing to Dani, so she dressed for it while Ross was still snoozing the morning away. He looked so cute curled up on his side like that, his arm wrapped protectively over where she’d been sleeping. They’d gotten up to more fun last night, another joyfully slow lovemaking session like the one before they left home. It made Dani curl her toes at the end, her climax a slow, lasting thing that she still felt like she was recovering from that morning. 
 
    She stepped out first to call the kids and her parents. They hadn’t talked since the cab ride to the resort. The costs of cell phone usage weren’t clear to her, so Dani kept the conversation brief. Their oldest cried, and that set Dani off, but it was a good cry, a little silly. She missed her munchkins, but she was having so much fun. 
 
    After slipping back into the room to put her phone away in the nightstand, she kissed Ross’s cheek and headed down to the beach in a black pair of exercise shorts and a matching sports bra with straps she sure hoped would hold up her girls. The thing seemed flimsy at best – a definite Ross pick when they’d gone clothing shopping for the trip, but she had to admit, she looked pretty damn sexy in it. 
 
    She was among the first six or so to arrive, and another half-dozen women and two men joined them for the morning class. As Dani started some light stretching while they waited for their instructor, a soft, familiar voice said behind her, “Anyone taken the spot next to you?” 
 
    Dani turned, beaming. Heather drew the eye of pretty much everyone there. Her pink Capri styled yoga pants were relatively tame, especially compared to some of the other women’s outfits, but even the modest sports bra and pants couldn’t hide her bombshell figure. 
 
    Dani was thinking of something else, though. Something she thought she’d seen when she and Ross were playing in the surf. She had watched Heather out of the corner of her eye much further down the beach as she waded into the water, going out so far Dani almost panicked and ran for her. But after a few minutes, Heather turned and walked back to shore, circling around the edge of the buildings and disappearing from view. 
 
    Whatever had happened, it was Heather’s business, not hers. Dani gestured at the space beside her. “Please!” 
 
    Both women began stretching, and Dani thought she did an admirable job in more or less keeping her eyes above board. It was a little hard not to stare, though. One of the world’s foremost supermodels, hanging out with her and stretching just feet away. 
 
    “Weirdest, best vacation,” Dani said, and Heather broke out in a surprised laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, I suppose it must be. Did you have a good night?” 
 
    “Mm, the best,” Dani said, thinking back to Ross running his hands under her thighs, his big cock staying deep inside her while he just ground himself upwards against her spot. Heather arched a knowing eyebrow, smiling, and Dani blushed. “I mean, the room, it was, um… very comfortable and…” 
 
    “It’s all right,” Heather said, chuckling as she stretched her arms behind her. It had the added effect of thrusting out her breasts, and this time Dani couldn’t help a quick stare. That too Heather noticed and smiled at. At least she didn’t run off. That was good, Dani supposed. 
 
    “Sorry, it’s a little hard not to look. I don’t mean to be creepy.” 
 
    “Honestly? I kinda peeked you out too yesterday when you were in your bikini. You have it going on, hot momma.” 
 
    Dani gaped at her. “You… oh, come on, don’t tease.” 
 
    “I’m not. Totally rocked that bikini.” Heather raised her arms above her head, rising up on her tiptoes. Oh come on, Dani thought to herself. You have to know what that’s doing for your boobs. “I’d have never guessed you had two kids.” 
 
    “Okay, you are officially becoming one of my favorite people in the whole wide world,” Dani said. 
 
    Heather laughed. They eased into a conversation about Dani’s post-baby problems working out and how she’d only really managed to get her figure back the last couple years. By that point, the yoga trainer made her way down, and they fell silent as they began a relaxing class. It was beginner level stuff, mostly focusing on the core and leg stretches. In cat pose, Dani couldn’t help peeking over to look at Heather, and was surprised to discover her new vacation friend was already looking at her. Heather started, and quickly shifted her focus ahead again. 
 
    Wait. Did Heather freaking Mycroft just check her out? No way. No possible way. It had to be something else. Dani was doing the pose wrong, and it attracted Heather’s attention. Or maybe something was off with her outfit, or a seagull crapped on her or something. No possible way in the world Heather was glancing at her butt as appreciatively like it looked. 
 
    No way. 
 
    Right? 
 
    The class was a pleasant way to relax, and doing it right there on the beach was an experience Dani wasn’t ever going to forget. But it really was a beginner’s class, and she still felt pent up and stiff after the long flight the day before. When their pleasant local teacher finished up and wished them a wonderful day, Dani said to Heather, “Do you have anything going? I was thinking about taking a walk or something. Really work the kinks out.” 
 
    “How about along the beach?” 
 
    Dani hadn’t been expecting a yes. Heather must want some time alone. She had to be mobbed by people twenty-four seven. Already people were giving her looks like they wanted to tell her hello or get her attention. She smiled politely at them as Dani lead her through the throng down towards the surf. They didn’t quite walk in the water, but right next to it. 
 
    Dani cocked her head as she looked at Heather. The other woman chuckled and asked, “What?” 
 
    “I can’t imagine what it must be like just to go grocery shopping.” 
 
    “It can be pretty interesting. And God forbid I just want a gas station hot dog. Tabloids will have me labeled as white trash and having an emotional breakdown because I felt like rolling the dice on lunch.” Dani laughed and Heather grinned. “Home’s really not bad. I live in a small town and we’re pretty secluded, so after a while, they get bored of me. Here, it’s hit and miss. It’s a quiet time of the year, so this really isn’t too bad.” 
 
    Trying to probe if she was being too clingy, Dani said, “You must be craving some alone time.” 
 
    “I’ll get in some, don’t worry. In a few days, I’ll just be a novelty to them.” 
 
    Dani was silent for a while. A nice, cool morning breeze carried across the ocean, but the bright glittering sun promised a scorcher of a day ahead. A whole swarm of seagulls cruised in wide circles overhead. 
 
    “So many birds,” Dani breathed. 
 
    “It’s one of my favorite things about this place,” Heather said. 
 
    “The birds?” 
 
    “Mm hm. I think the parrots are my spirit animal. Big. Colorful. Goofy.” 
 
    Dani smiled. “I can see that. Do they really have parrots here?” 
 
     “Oh yes. Bunches of others too. I don’t really know their seasons so I couldn’t tell you what you’d see, but the resort staff does wildlife guided walks. They can tell you a lot more than I can.” 
 
    “That sounds neat,” Dani said, feeling disappointed. She thought the “they can tell you a lot more” was an out for Heather to pawn her off on someone else. Crap. She was being too clingy. Of course she was. Making friends as an adult was hard enough, but with Heather, she was ten times as tongue-tied. 
 
    Heather nodded. “I’d like to go on one, but it’s hard, you know, trying not to draw attention.” 
 
    Well… maybe Heather wasn’t trying to pawn her off after all. Hm. “If it would make you feel more comfortable, I’d be happy to go with you. Ross probably too. Give him an excuse to get out in nature, and he won’t come home for weeks.” 
 
    Heather chuckled. “That sounds lovely. Thank you. I’ll definitely take you up on that.” She rolled her shoulders and worked her neck side to side. “I haven’t felt this relaxed in… gosh, years.” 
 
    “You mentioned you were on a shoot. Is that pretty intensive?” 
 
    “It’s… hm. Were you ever in a play?” 
 
    “Like in school?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Dani nodded. “Oh yeah. Big theater nerd in high school.” 
 
    “It’s a bit like that. The actual shoot, it seems like we just get started and it’s over. But there’s so much prep work. I’m up way before dawn so we can catch the sunrise. Then it’s off and on all day until we get the magic hour. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not digging ditches, you know? I could definitely have it way worse. But the weird schedule takes its toll on you. And I’ve been going nonstop for, mm, a year. Shoots, movies, everything. And then there are the businesses and the charities and… I just needed to breathe.” She glanced over. “Sorry. I’m rambling.” 
 
    Dani couldn’t help it. Her new friend’s smile was so sad that she wrapped her arm around the other woman and held her tight. Heather let out a half sob, half gasp, and Dani said quietly, “Hey.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have told you any of this. It’s fine. I’m fine.” 
 
    “If you need someone to talk to…” 
 
    Heather wrapped her own arm around Dani’s shoulders and gave her a squeeze. “Really, I’m good. But what about you? What do you do for work?” 
 
    The way Heather clammed up stung, but Dani got it. Heather must have to stay guarded all the time. How many thousands of people like Dani did she meet in her career? How many of them would have leaked out any bit of information they could get on her? Heather had no way of knowing Dani was trustworthy. That had to be earned, and two weeks might not be enough time for it. Her heart broke a little, for Heather, yes, but for herself too. She really liked the other woman. 
 
    “Well,” Dani said, “I’m a registered nurse.” 
 
    “Oh jeez, and here I am talking long hours and odd schedules,” Heather said, wincing. 
 
    Dani laughed. “No, that’s all right. A long day is a long day. And my week could be worse. Back when I started, it was a week on, a week off, and because we were so short-staffed, I’d put in ninety-hour weeks. Sometimes more.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh. But that’s not the case now?” 
 
    “No. We were bought out by a bigger hospital with more money for staff. Sometimes when we get really busy, it happens, but now it evens out to about a forty-five-hour week. Sometimes I miss the money I made those early days, but I definitely don’t miss the stress.” 
 
    “You’re from Beckfield, right?” 
 
    “Mm hm. Little Beckfield,” Dani said. “Born and raised.” 
 
    “Ross too?” 
 
    “Yes. Well, raised, anyways.” 
 
    “And he’s a cook?” 
 
    “Cook and a handyman.” 
 
    “So he must be slammed too,” Heather said. 
 
    “He’s trying to find a balance.” Dani leaned down and picked up a shell out of the sand. It was occupied so she set it back down in a hurry. 
 
    “A balance?” 
 
    “Mm hm. When I was going through school to get licensed, he worked three jobs to pay for rent and my education. Then, when I graduated and the girls were born, he kept being my rock. Stayed home for a few years and raised them. He loved them. We both did, but he missed working so much. So when they were three, we found a really good daycare. For a while, both of us worked our butts off. We wanted to pay off my student loans before we bought a house. We just finished that last year, and we figured before we make a big investment, we’d do this first. Sort of a small reward, you know?” 
 
    “I know exactly what you mean. This is my reward to myself for my last year of crazy too.” 
 
    “I don’t think we could have picked a better place,” Dani said. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure glad you did,” Heather said, and this time, her smile was pain free and completely genuine. And damned if it didn’t make Dani fall just the tiniest bit more for her new friend. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ross joined them for a lazy breakfast, then Heather was pulled away by the allure of reading by one of the fountains out front. She kissed Dani on the cheek and took her hand before she left, thanking her for a wonderful morning, and when her very prominent backside had disappeared around a corner, Ross wrapped his arms around his wife and whispered into her ear, “I hope you’re up to some funny business.” 
 
    She grinned and angled her head so he could kiss her neck. “Definitely.” 
 
    This time, they kept things chaste for any would-be watchers, and drew a folding privacy screen across the length of the room in front of the big windows. When Ross turned around, Dani was already dropping her workout pants to the floor. The rose-colored bloom in her cheeks drew him in, and his lips brushed her chin before slipping up across her lips two, three times. His hands splayed across her ass and his wife moaned into his mouth. 
 
    “I thought I saw her checking me out,” she panted. 
 
    “No shit?” he breathed back, pushing her down onto the bed. He gripped the thin bands of the shoulders of her top and peeled them down her arms before pushing the top down. Her breasts popped out, and he leaned down to suck a nipple hungrily. 
 
    “Yessss,” Dani hissed, both to his question and the feel of his rough mouth on her nipple. A month after giving birth, when she finally felt up to more than just oral, Ross had loved to play and suck at her nipples for the life-giving milk they produced. It would drive him wild when she’d come to him, sit on his lap, and feed him her breasts while riding his fat cock. She wanted that now, and grabbed his shoulders to push him back. She shot to her feet and grabbed his shorts, working his belt free and tossing it aside. “The chair,” she said. 
 
    He pulled her with him, squeezing her ass hard, his lips colliding with hers again and again with soft grunts of need and satisfaction. She pushed him down and straddled him, his shirt still on, hers pulled down around her tits and still covering much of her tummy. Dani thrust her breasts out for him just like she used to and he squeezed one of them with both hands. She didn’t want gentle and Ross didn’t give it to her. He squeezed her tit for his pleasure and sucked her big nipple into his mouth. Dani rocked back, her pussy grinding along his hardening length. Being near Heather all morning left her warm with desire, and she was going to be wet in no time at all with the feel of her husband’s prick running along her length. 
 
    “My handsome man,” she breathed. 
 
    Ross let go of her nipple long enough to say the second part of their little ritual right back to her. “My beautiful wife.” To emphasize his point, he let go of her breast with one hand and smacked her bottom lightly. Dani giggled and ground on him harder as his mouth returned to her breasts, humming against the deep valley of her flesh. 
 
    She kept grinding him even after Ross’s dick lay rigid under her. Her pussy lips spread around the top of his length, rubbing up and down like she was giving him a handjob with just her sex’s entrance. Every long grind was met by the enthusiasm of his mouth and his hands. He squeezed her tits together, his lips hungry for her nipples. Every so often he’d let go and their lips and tongues twined, hot, heavy kisses that left Dani breathless and needing him. It was during one of those that she finally rose up and guided the head of his prick to her wanton little pussy. 
 
    Ross grunted his satisfaction as Dani slid down onto his prick, taking him slowly into her depths. Her body greeted him like he was coming home, and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, clutching him deep inside her and holding perfectly still for a while, just enjoying the sensations. He let go of her nipple again and looked up at her, smiling. She accepted one gentle kiss from him, an outlier to their hunger, and then they were both off and running. 
 
    Her ass rose up and she bounced back down hard enough for their bodies to smack together. She could take all Ross’s impressive girth, her wet walls hugging him all the way down. He held her ass cheeks, letting her do the work like she liked. Dani reached behind her as she bounced up and down on his dick, her hands clasping to his, her plentiful breasts right there in his face again. 
 
    Much as Dani loved this, it wasn’t her husband she was thinking about in that moment, but Heather. She replayed that moment when they had their arms around each other time and time again. That chaste kiss on the cheek. The way Heather glanced over at her during yoga. Had she really checked her out? Dani didn’t know, but it fueled her fantasy. What if Heather was there right now, on the bed, watching them? Spreading those long legs, sliding her hand along her panty-clad pussy? Reaching her fingers in as Dani fucked her husband? 
 
    She moaned, “Yessss, mm hm, like that.” 
 
    Ross said nothing. Her eyes were closed and at the moment, he was her fuck toy, something to help her get off. That was okay. It was a role she fulfilled for him too. Sometimes one partner needed and the other gave. That was the relationship. That was marriage. And besides, it wasn’t like he was suffering either, his gorgeous wife using him for her pleasure, her cunt gripping him as she thundered towards a quick, hard orgasm. 
 
    Heather. Centerfold. Cover model. Actress in at least four movies Dani watched, and she knew the minute they got home, she’d be buying all of them and having Ross fuck her doggystyle while they watched all her scenes. Heather was even sexier in person, so wonderfully real. It was almost like Dani could reach out and touch her right then. 
 
    “Do you want her, baby?” Ross breathed. 
 
    “Mm hm,” Dani moaned, her ass slapping hard against his thighs again and again and again. “I want her so bad.” 
 
    “Want her kissing your neck?” Ross asked, then leaned in to do just that. Dani gasped and threw her head back, stopping her bouncing and grinding against his cock, her clit throbbing with the sensation of his skin against her button. “Want her sucking these tits?” he asked, and let go of her ass to cup one of her breasts and bring it to his mouth again. He sucked on her nipple as she started to quake against him, her pussy grinding hard up and down. He whispered, “Want her licking your wet pussy? Fingering it? Want her eating my come out of you?” 
 
    “Mmmmm, yessss!” Dani cried out. Pleasure rippled through her, making her feet kick, her knees quiver. She clamped his dick deep and came and came and came, rocking on him as her throat and mouth worked. Ross took over for her as she gasped out her pleasure in a wordless moan, pumping his cock up into her slick folds. They were going to leave the chair a wet mess when they were done, but neither of them cared in the moment. He gripped her ass again and lifted her, taking her to the bed. She twined her feet around his muscular butt and cried out as he plunged back into her, bouncing back and forth on the blanket and sheets as Ross took her hard and fast. 
 
    It wasn’t long before his hands tightened on her ass and he plunged deep, his lips resting against her cheek as he filled her with warmth and love. Tears glistened on her cheeks as she came down, whimpering her continued pleasure with his still-hard dick inside her. Ross only eased out when she’d come down and her body stopped quivering. Slowly he traced her breasts with a few more kisses, returned to her mouth, and whispered to her, “She’s sexy. But you’re the sexiest woman in the world, Dani.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They lazed together in bed, the privacy screen drawn back and the view of the ocean theirs again. Ross spooned Dani, his hand circling her stomach as he kissed her shoulder softly. She fell in and out of a doze, lulled by the waves, and he thought she was deep under when she started to speak. 
 
    “Ross, I… this is going to sound crazy, but I wasn’t joking. I really think she was checking me out.” 
 
    He brushed the hair away from her neck and kissed a mole on her shoulder. “Why would that be crazy?” 
 
    “Because it’s Heather Mycroft.” 
 
    “And you’re Dani. Sexiest woman in the world. Sexiest mom in the world. With the sexiest husband in the world.” 
 
    She laughed softly and patted his hand at her thigh. “You’re right about one of those.” She sighed contentedly. “I don’t know. Maybe I’m just hoping I saw what I saw.” 
 
    “Go for it,” Ross said. “Nothing ventured, nothing gained. Even if she’s not into me, you should have fun.” 
 
    That got her attention, and she turned around. “You’re talking about doing something… without you.” 
 
    Extramarital was the word she wouldn’t quite say. 
 
    That was against their rules. Early in their relationship, one of Ross’s friends confused some of their playful banter for Dani hitting on him with Ross in the room. He went to kiss her, and there had been some embarrassment about the whole thing. That night, Dani and Ross had a talk about what had happened, and they agreed they would have been okay if things had progressed from there. The friend was invited back the next night, and Dani wound up on her knees getting fucked by Ross while she blew his friend. The evening ended with her coated in both men’s come, and a new era of their love began. 
 
    The rules were simple. If one partner wasn’t comfortable, nothing happened. And if something was to happen, both had to be there. This wasn’t about having an affair. This was about bringing other people in temporarily, indulging in a few fantasies together, not separately. What Ross was proposing right now flew in the face of all that. 
 
    He studied her face and traced it with his thumb, ending with his digit at her lips. She sucked the tip into her mouth, her eyes dark and contemplative. “We don’t know it’s going to happen,” she said, letting go of his thumb. 
 
    “I think you’re right, though,” Ross said. “I think she is attracted to you.” 
 
    “So what does this mean? We just start having fun with whoever on our own time? Because I’m not comfortable with that.” 
 
    “I’m not either,” he said. “And if you’re worried about me running off with someone down there,” he flapped a hand at the beach, “no. Not going to happen. There’s no getting even for me here. You have a once in a lifetime opportunity. I don’t mean with a supermodel. I mean with a fascinating woman we both like. Go for it. Tell me what happens. If it feels right, you absolutely have my blessing.” 
 
    Her throat worked. “I’m scared this would change us.” 
 
    “How? Do you love me any less for being attracted to her?” 
 
    “No. Of course not.” 
 
    “I’m not saying run out there and jump her bones. But baby, I think the spark you’re talking about is real. And I think we’d live our life wondering if you really didn’t have a chance. I mean, what do you have to lose? Because I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    “Swear to me,” Dani said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That you’re not going anywhere.” 
 
    He laughed, then realized she was serious. “Dani, do you know how much I love you? There’s not anything in this universe you could do that would change that. I love you. And I trust you.” 
 
    “I need time to think about it.” 
 
    He smiled, and kissed her. “Okay. And I’m not trying to pressure you. If you decide not to, it’s no sweat off my back. But oh holy Lord, if it happens, I’m going to fuck you silly while you tell me all about it.” 
 
    She laughed, and kissed him again. “Deal,” she breathed against his lips. Her hand sought out his thickening cock. “Mm. How about we get in some practice right now?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Heather spotted Dani and Ross around a few times that day. The couple was caught up in all the trappings of the resort, taking a boat tour out to see the marine life, playing beach games with some of the other couples, and grabbing cocktails when the sun was too much. Heather joined them for a couple drinks, and relaxed with her feet in one of the resort’s bigger pools afterwards, coaxed into telling some fun, harmless PG-13 stories from her time on the set of Gulliver Glass, her first big acting gig and still her most popular movie. She mentioned nothing new – anyone who had watched the press coverage of the movie new there were no details out there that hadn’t already been mentioned by the ensemble cast, including Heather getting locked out of her trailer for two hours in just a bath towel. 
 
    Inevitably, though, the questions started turning more personal, and someone asked about Jay and the divorce. A few people threw the questioner some dirty looks, but most everyone else looked hungry for the details.  
 
    Heather cleared her throat, and said, “I’ll always care a great deal for my ex-husband, and I hope he continues to find success in his career and in love.” It felt like the warmed-over leftovers of PR speak, and no one looked satisfied by it, but it gave her enough of an opportunity that she could finally snake away. 
 
    She returned to her room long before sunset, lonely and wounded. She wanted so badly to seek out Dani, but she barely knew the other woman and didn’t want to come across as clingy. Instead, she curled up on her bed, watching the swimmers out in the pool splash around. Tears slipped down her cheeks until she finally fell into a light, fitful doze, dreaming of Jay, dreaming of the home she’d have to go back to eventually. 
 
    It wasn’t “their” home, but hers. It had once been her dream home, a modest three bedroom six blocks from the ocean on an island outside Seattle. The only way there was by private boat or ferry. The whole island was lush and green, not as rainy as people wanted to believe but definitely as wet as it appeared in pictures. On warmer days, she could make a big loop around the island in just under five hours at a leisurely pace, and often did on the weekends, stopping in at the restaurants, or doing a little light shopping, or plucking books from the library. 
 
    She found the place during a shoot for a clothing company out of Seattle, and fell in love with it. When her accountant told her it was perfectly safe to make the investment, she bought it in the low six-figure range, had some work done, and moved in a lot of her furniture from her early adult years, the things she cared about too much to let go. Her first couch, bought from a friend for sixty dollars. An armchair her grandmother gave her. An old antique hope chest, picked up from an antiques store for a song and a dime. Her teenage-years bed, just a double, but perfect for her. 
 
    Jay had only ever been there a few times with her. He liked Seattle more, and because he did, she agreed they should get a condo there. It was a nice place, tastefully decorated, well-kept, and completely boring. Not that she didn’t love Seattle. That had always been her home away from home, and even through the worst of the Year of Mycroft, she yearned to be back there, nibbling on a salted caramel as she wandered a bookstore or walked down the fish markets. 
 
    At the start of the divorce, Jay wanted to ditch the condo and split the proceeds. She agreed heartily, and secretly would have just given him all of it to be rid of him, but it helped with the nest egg she was trying to produce. With the sale came the freedom to move back to the island, to where her heart had always truly belonged, but she only spent a few days there since. Once she was finished here, a return was in order, a good long one. 
 
    Heather woke sometime after dark, ordered a locally-made fruit ice cream for dinner, and had herself a good old-fashioned night of feeling sorry for herself and eating sugary goodness, propped by a bunch of pillows she read and ate. Her phone buzzed just after she polished off the bowl, and she plucked it up. 
 
    Marco. 
 
    Have a good day? 
 
    Heather set aside the bowl and the book, and drew the covers up over her knees. She was dressed in a simple pair of shorts and a cotton tank, and even that was almost too warm for the sweltering night air. 
 
    Weird one. Met a wonderful new friend. She’s smart n sweet. In my own head about being too clingy, tho. 
 
    A moment later. 
 
    You? Clingy? Hard to imagine that. 
 
    It’s true. I threw myself at her this morning to do yoga together. Then I followed her around like a puppy for an hour on the beach. 
 
    Did she say anything? Make you feel like you were too much. 
 
    No, not at all. She’s great. 
 
    He replied with the rolling eyes emoji, and she smiled. 
 
    Yep. In your own head. I’m sure she loves your company. 
 
    Heather thought about what she should say next and finally decided honesty was the best policy. 
 
    The thing is, I’m attracted to her. Her husband too, but especially her. So that complicates things. 
 
    Details. I need details. 
 
    She laughed softly. 
 
    Mm. Young mother, late twenties. Long, deep red hair. Freckles, dimples. Widest, sweetest smile. Curvy in all the best places, and that sexy kind of soft, you know? 
 
    Definitely. A MILF. 
 
    Heather rolled her eyes but her smile stayed in place anyways. 
 
    Ugh, I hate that term. It’s so gross. 
 
    Sorry, not sorry. So hot mom. And him? 
 
    Buff dad bod. Long curly hair. If he was to hit the gym and the proteins, you’d see him in men’s fitness magazines, but I don’t think he’d be as hot. 
 
    Haha. Going to go for it? 
 
    That gave her pause, and she tapped out a response carefully, hesitating before sending it. She didn’t want or need permission from Marco, but she did like him, and didn’t want to hurt him. 
 
    How would u feel about that? If there was an us between u and me in our future? 
 
    Just that. It’s in our future. I’m not trying to hold you back, Heather. If anything, I’m looking forward to updates. I’m bored and single. This has hot texting potential written all over it. 
 
    You are amazing. I will definitely let you know one way or another. 
 
    Oh! Sending you something before we end this. Told you it was the best one. 
 
    She waited, and her phone pinged with a new email. All Marco wrote in the message was “Miss you.” She clicked the attached file, and burst out laughing. Her eyes were at the height of rolling and she had her tongue out an angle as she cupped her breasts. It was the silliest, most absurd picture she’d ever seen of herself. Heather saved it, and texted Marco back. 
 
    Oh my gosh, I want that framed. 
 
    Two steps ahead of you. it’ll be at your place when you come home. 
 
    You’re kidding. 
 
    Nope. Permission to keep a copy for myself? 
 
    Of course. You can think about it while I’m out here chasing MILF butt. 
 
    Thought you didn’t like that term? 
 
    Heather grinned. 
 
    Good night, Marco. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day, Dani spotted Heather coming out of her room and bopped on over, smiling broadly. “Hey you. Up for more yoga?” 
 
    Heather returned her dazzling smile. “You bet.” 
 
    “And there’s a wildlife walk later too. If you’re still game.” 
 
    “Of course,” Heather said, but there was something to her words, some catch. Dani put it aside as her imagination, and they headed for the beach. 
 
    The yoga was just as relaxed and chill as the day before, and thankfully the day was a little cooler. This time, Dani was far more certain she caught Heather glancing at her, and decided to be a little bold herself, checking out Heather’s butt in a flawless downward dog pose. Heather caught her look and… blushed. That was definitely a ten on the weirdometer. 
 
    Before the walk came the fabled brunch, and Ross put away so much food it made the two women giggle. He raved about the sugar topped ham and egg pastries, the breakfast empanadas, the mashed plantains and seafood. Everything made him giddy. As he finished off his second cup of coffee, he leaned back and wiped crumbs off his shirt. “I never want to leave,” he said, sighing happily. 
 
    Dani poked him. “The girls?” 
 
    “Eh. They can fend for themselves. We’ll set ‘em loose in a grocery store. They’ll figure life out.” 
 
    Both of them noticed Heather’s strained smile, and Dani began to fear they were encroaching on their new friend’s solitude. When they finally pulled themselves away from the allure of the buffet, Dani walked quietly with Heather until they were out of earshot of everybody save her husband. 
 
    “Hey, Heather? Are we… too much?” 
 
    Heather blinked at her. “Sorry?” 
 
    “I mean, I know I kind of rushed you this morning. And I know how badly you must need some you time. We talked about that. If I’m dragging you around too much, or-” 
 
    Heather took her arm and stopped her. Her eyes glittered with wetness, and Dani’s mouth parted. Heather breathed, “Oh, Dani, no. Just the opposite. I was worrying the same thing. I thought maybe you wanted some time together.” 
 
    Dani laughed softly and hugged her friend tight. Heather tentatively wrapped her arms around the other woman and nestled her head into her shoulder. Dani said, “We’re kind of a pair, aren’t we?” 
 
    “We really are,” Heather said, laughing and sniffling all at once. 
 
    Ross added, “And you two don’t feel like you need to entertain me. I have an army of pools, the beach, and free beer to keep myself occupied.” 
 
    “I won’t steal her away the whole time,” Heather promised. 
 
    “Given how happy she is to have met you, I almost hope you do,” Ross said. 
 
    “Aw,” Heather said, letting go of Dani. “Come here, you.” 
 
    She hugged Ross, and behind Heather’s back, Dani gave him a thumbs-up. He patted Heather’s back, and pulled away with a self-conscious chuckle. “Never thought anyone could give my wife a run on her hugs, but you come pretty damn close.” 
 
    Heather turned back to Dani and took her hand, rubbing her thumb along the back. “Any time of the day, heck, any time of the night, you want company, you come find me.” 
 
    “Only if you do the same,” Dani said. 
 
    “I’m… really glad we met each other.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The two women lounged with their feet in one of the pools, watching a group of people down on the beach gather for the guided nature tour. Ross joined them after changing into a pair of long-kneed shorts and a gingham shirt over a tank. On his back was a backpack bought from the resort’s gift shop, loaded with three sports bottles loaded with water. He’d trimmed up, and when he helped his wife and her friend up, they caught a whiff of his aftershave. 
 
    “Ooh, I could just about roll in that stink all day,” Heather said, daring to lean in and draw a deep whiff of his neck. 
 
    Dani grinned at her husband and did the same, adding a peck on his neck for good measure. “You do smell good, babe.” 
 
    “Well, are we ready to scope out some big lizards and nasty ass bugs?” he asked. 
 
    Dani elbowed Heather. “He’s terrified of bugs.” 
 
    “Psssht,” Ross said. “Terrified? Me? I mean… yeah, kind of.” 
 
    “We’ll protect you,” Heather said. 
 
    They joined the group. Including their guide, there would be eight people going, Heather got a few looks from the group, but thankfully the mystique of being around a celebrity was already wearing thin for most the group. She stuck near Dani. They were warned about the potential for warm temperatures and dehydration. Most everybody had either bottled water or a sports bottle like them. 
 
    They headed up a path to the resort’s entrance and loaded up onto a small bus. Heather and Dani sat together, Dani by the window. Heather’s hand slipped against hers. It was an accident, but Dani took it in hers anyways, Heather’s delicate fingers meshing naturally with hers. They smiled at each other as the bus started up. 
 
    Ross sat across from them in a seat by himself. He stared out the window with a childlike glee, grinning as the bus headed down the road they’d come in on. A sweet older woman asked him if he couldn’t take a picture of her with her sister, and he wound up taking most everybody’s cameras or phones and snapping pictures of every couple on the bus, including his wife and her new fast friend in a terrific pose with them holding hands, Dani giving him a goofy grin, Heather a much sweeter smile. Just like that, he became the group’s de facto cameraman, making Heather more than a little wistful for Marco. 
 
    A few miles from the resort and well into the lighter edge of the forest, they turned off down a single lane blacktopped road lined so tightly by trees the branches scraped often across the roof of the bus. Another mile or so in and they pulled into a small turnoff. The guide drew them all out of the bus, and everyone turned around and gaped at the lush foliage and sheer noise of the birds and wildlife around them. 
 
    A well-kept path across the road would be the start of their journey, and les than twenty yards down the bath, a fat-necked lizard dawdled slowly across. It didn’t so much walk as reach out and slap its feet down, staring at them with bulbous eyes that seemed almost bored with the party of humans daring to tread on its land. Ross had his camera out in a flash again, and didn’t put it away for nearly an hour. 
 
    The guide kept up a lively chat about the history of the island and its wildlife. He was experienced enough to fall silent even when a bird whose type they’d seen a half dozen times rustled among the branches. Even Dani and Ross felt the wonder of the little moments, breathing just as quietly as the rest of the group as the third iguana crossed their path. 
 
    Just as spectacular as the wildlife was the island itself, and the wonders of the forest around them. A burbling stream ran parallel to their walking path for a while, and they took a detour to follow it on a well-worn foot path, leading to green-blue water gurgling down a rock-faced wall. Everyone wanted pictures there, and Ross and the guide were all too happy to oblige. The older sisters who he helped earlier insisted he get in on a picture too, and he wound up sandwiched between Dani and Heather, both of them pressed tight against him. Much as he loved the wildlife and the beautiful scenery around him, it was the feel of their bodies against him he held onto most that day, the intoxicating soft scent of Heather’s peach shampoo and matching lotion, the squeeze of his wife’s hand on his butt. 
 
    The path looped up a gentle incline and back down towards the bus. It wasn’t a terribly long walk back, just a couple miles, but they stopped for a breather and a drink of water at a natural break in the woods. Curious frogs leapt towards them, and a few birds lit from the trees to preen for any scraps of bread or crackers they might have. Heather, Dani, and Ross broke apart from the group just far enough away to have some privacy, and Heather kissed them both on the cheek. 
 
    “Thank you. A thousand times over. I’ve always wanted to go on one of these, but doing it alone…” 
 
    “It must be hard sometimes. Having to worry like that,” Ross said. 
 
    Heather nodded. “Don’t get me wrong. I love my work and I realize even getting to come to the resort is a blessing. But I can’t tell people my plans. I can’t just go and grab a cup of coffee and have a read at a bookstore without someone shoving a camera in my face. It’s exhausting.” 
 
    Dani wrapped an arm around her and gave her a hug. “Well, while you’re here, you’ve got us as linebackers for you.” 
 
    Heather grinned. “And I’m so lucky for it. Hey, do you have anything going on tomorrow?” 
 
    “I’m getting surfing lessons,” Ross said. “Which means I’ll probably be laid up in a hospital for a week.” 
 
    Heather’s laugh was soft and rich, as beautiful as she was. Dani caught her husband straightening up and puffing out his chest at that, and she didn’t think it escaped Heather’s notice either. 
 
    “I’m free,” Dani said. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “A friend of mine, Juan, he drove for me last week for the shoot. Sweet man, and he agreed to stay on retainer for me while I’m here. Want to take a drive to the city, do some sightseeing there, maybe get a little dinner?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes,” Dani said. 
 
    Ross said, “This guy, he’s okay? I mean, do you want me to come?” 
 
    Heather grinned. “If you’re worried about Juan running away with us, don’t be. He’s gay and a sweetheart. I’ll invite him to the resort for breakfast so you can meet him beforehand. It’s not exactly allowed, but hey, what’s the point in being a celebrity if you can’t flutter the eyelashes once in a while?” She did just that, and Ross’s groin did a most appreciative happy dance. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Juan won Ross over in about three minutes when the bombastic driver started gushing about his days racing in demolition derbies. 
 
    “No way,” Ross said. 
 
    “Way!” Juan said, eyes wide and bright. “I never won, but I never lost without some spectacular crash.” 
 
    Ross laughed and slapped the table. “That’s great. That’s the way I’d want to do it too.” 
 
    Beside him, Dani whispered to Heather, “He’s never mentioned once liking demolition derbies.” 
 
    Juan heard that and rolled his eyes theatrically. “Every man loves demolition derbies, honey. Even us gay ones.” 
 
    That got Ross rolling even harder, and when they’d all finished another cup of coffee, he exchanged emails and social media information with the driver. Heather elbowed Dani as they followed Juan to his car, and Dani grinned back at her. Ross slapped Juan on the back and told his wife and Heather they’d all have to get together for another meal sometime before they left. This time, Dani elbowed Heather, and the supermodel giggled. 
 
    Once Ross kissed his wife goodbye and gave Heather a hug, they slipped into the backseat of the big car. Juan listened to Heather’s short list of places to visit, and rattled off a few of his own, including a trip to a plaza full of vendors that would be springing to life about the time they rolled into the nearby city. Heather would have been reticent to go somewhere so open, but Dani promised to stick with her. And if it got too crazy, she was happy to go somewhere else. The words would have convinced Heather by themselves, but it was Dani’s hand taking hers and squeezing that really sealed the deal. Heather glanced down and was unable to avoid a pleasant shiver down her spine. Every time Dani touched her, even just with what she was sure was a friendly gesture, her whole body wanted to melt into a puddle of pleased goop. 
 
    But how did Dani feel? Heather caught her looking a few times, but were those just harmless glances? Or did Dani want more? That troubled her, especially since Ross was such a great guy. Even if he wasn’t, Heather was no homewrecker. She didn’t want someone going through the same hurts and betrayals she herself had gone through with Jay. 
 
    Lost in contemplation, she listened with only half an ear as Juan talked Dani’s ear off about his dreams and aspirations. Heather smiled distractedly at his jokes, but her eyes kept straying back to Dani. The halter-necked crop top cupping her curves. The short shorts, showing her creamy legs glowing with lotion. The delicate bones of her neck. Her wide, warm eyes, and the impish smile she gave Heather when she caught her looking.  
 
    Her loneliness and need almost overwhelmed her right there in the car. She ached to lean over and kiss the other woman, to explore her plump lips with her own, to taste her. Her hand wanted to slip between Dani’s thighs, to discover, to tease. Instead she raised it to her own hair instead, curling a sandy lock around her finger, trying to look anywhere but her friend. 
 
    Her thighs rubbed together and Heather nearly moaned. Her breath came in shallow bursts, her need building. The roughness of the road under the tires of the car wasn’t helping – or maybe it was, she wasn’t sure. If she could have fingered herself, she would have come in seconds, she was sure of it. Instead, Heather tried to ignore the rub of her thong against her pussy, the rough vibrations of the car, the sexy, very happily married mother beside her, the allure of the forbidden. She might have come in the car if a thought hadn’t struck her. 
 
    Was this what Jay felt? 
 
    Heather’s lust vanished like that, and her stomach rolled into a sickening knot. Oh God, what was she thinking? She wasn’t going to ruin Dani and Ross’s marriage. This wasn’t her. The need could wait. She could take care of herself that night.  
 
    “You okay?” Dani asked. 
 
    Heather cleared her throat and sat upright, clamping her thighs together again. “Yeah. Just thinking about… well, my ex-husband.” 
 
    “Ahhh, that explains the lemon look.” 
 
    “The lemon look?” Dani puckered her lips and sucked in her cheeks. Heather laughed, and swatted her leg. “I do not look like that.” 
 
    From up front, Juan said cheerily, “It was pretty close.” 
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to be paying attention to the road?” 
 
    “With two beauties in the back, how could I?” 
 
    They arrived in the city’s outskirts not long after. The denseness of the housing made it seem much smaller than it actually was. When Juan told them about a hundred and fifty thousand people lived there, neither of them believed it, but he swore it was true. He looped a little out of their way to pass through an old Spanish settlement district, full of gorgeous homes and lined with cobblestone crosswalks. 
 
    “You must see it at night,” Juan said. “You bring your husband, you come to dinner, then we drive through here again. The plaza, it’s nice to walk through, and of course the beach is sexy, but this, this is the drive you must see in the city.” 
 
    “Then we’ll have to do just that,” Dani said, beaming up at him. 
 
    They found parking a block away from the plaza, a good centralized spot where Juan could wait with the car. When Heather and Dani came around the side of the car, Dani gave her a hug around the shoulders. 
 
    “Best vacation ever,” she said for about the dozenth time that trip. 
 
    Heather kissed the side of her friend’s head. “Absolutely.” 
 
    They took a selfie as they walked, and about fifteen more that day alone, but that was one of Dani’s favorite pictures from the trip. Heather privately thought she looked too tense and stiff, but she was always her harshest critic when it came to personal photographs. 
 
    Stalls ringed the plaza, leaving an enormous three-tiered fountain the centerpiece, along with decorative tile that looked ancient – because it was, according to a brochure they picked up from one of the stalls. At the head of the plaza was an enormous church, severe and beautiful all at once. A thin stream of tourists wandered in and out of its opened doors. 
 
    The allure of fried food wafting through the air drew them forward to a canopy tent where a man and a boy no older than ten or so were serving out sugar-dusted fritters. The boy glanced up and gave them a toothy grin. “Why, helllooo,” he said, preening and puffing out his barely-there chest. 
 
    Dani snickered, and Heather grinned. “Hello,” she said in response. “Something smells good.” 
 
    “Not as good as you, I think,” the boy said, grinning ear to ear. 
 
    “And we’re just going to keep on keeping on,” Dani said. The boy called for them to come back as they walked away, and Heather burst out into a fit of giggles. 
 
    The next few stalls featured gorgeous handmade crafts and chintzy tourist souvenirs. They stopped for the crafts, and Heather liked a little old woman with a handkerchief wrapped around her neck, so she bought them a pair of hand-stitched coin purses, even if they didn’t need them. 
 
    “You don’t have to spoil me,” Dani said as they slipped the coin purses into their much larger bags. 
 
    Heather gave Dani a warm smile. “Honey, it’s just a coin purse.” 
 
    Dani bit her lip. “I just don’t want you to think I’m trying to be that kind of person, you know? Take advantage of you and your fame and your money.” 
 
    “I know you’re not. But I also like supporting local crafters wherever I go. Trust me, my friends are so sick of me sending them scarves and hats. You will be too in a year or two.” 
 
    “I’d never be sick of you,” Dani said. 
 
    Heather made a tch sound, and blushed. “Aw. Making me feel all warm and cozy.” 
 
    “But on one condition – we come back to the city like Juan said, have dinner with Ross, and you let us treat you.” 
 
    “Deal,” Heather said. 
 
    They languished in all the stalls they held a passing interest in, and where they didn’t buy anything, Heather made a point of picking up brochures or business cards. Dani, who had once sold five-dollar jewelry as a side gig in vendor fairs much like this, understood the gesture and could appreciate it. Sometimes someone picking up a freebie, even if it was going to go in the garbage or a junk drawer, was enough to bolster someone’s spirits for the enthusiasm to make the next sale. 
 
    But when she could, she picked up a small trinket here or there. A small wooden cross on a beaded chain went around her neck. A few handmade scrunchies, then a handful more at another stall. Pretty barrettes. A pair of oven mitts. From one vendor, she bought a pair of tote bags inked by the vendor’s brother, who personalized them with their initials for the cost of a selfie with Heather. She tipped him a ten-dollar bill to boot, and the sibling vendors thanked them profusely as they headed back out into the swelling mass of customers and vendors. 
 
    “I usually buy so much I have to end up shipping it back,” Heather said. “But you see what I mean? It’s not bank-breaking stuff. It’s just… me trying to support them, you know?” 
 
    “Totally,” Dani said. 
 
    For her, the biggest purchases of the day were a series of photographs of the island, the ocean, the forest, and the city. Heather picked out a few for herself too, and insisted on paying. Dani was overcome by her own emotions by that point, and she hugged Heather tight, a few tears leaking down her face. Heather wiped them away and gave her an achingly sad smile. 
 
    “That’s why I know you couldn’t take advantage of me,” she murmured. She hesitated just a moment, then leaned in and softly kissed each of Dani’s cheeks where the tear tracks were drying. Their gazes cradled each other for a moment, and Dani almost leaned up to kiss her. The moment hung in the air until Heather laughed nervously and turned away. 
 
    They finished up their tour of the plaza and headed into the church. A priest was speaking to a small tourist group in Spanish, and they listened as they walked around the fringes, checking out the ornate details, the woodworking on the pews, the beautiful statues in the recesses. 
 
    By that point, both of them were famished, and hadn’t really spotted anything they wished to eat in the plaza, so they made lunch their next priority when they came back to the car. Juan recommended a Creole-inspired place not too far away. This time, Juan did come with them, helping them choose a sampling of what the restaurant had to offer. They talked as they munched, Juan launching into a rollicking tale of his time in the area as a youth. To hear him tell it, he was a dashing Robin Hood type, a mastermind, and a getaway driver all rolled into one. 
 
    Next up came a stroll along a boardwalk, with more crafters and small shops getting more of their money. Heather seemed more withdrawn after lunch, though she managed to smile and keep up a polite string of banter with the clerks and vendors. But after a while, she looked out at the ocean and let out a soft lungful of air. 
 
    “Thinking about your ex again?” Dani asked. 
 
    Heather glanced at her and smiled. “Is it that obvious?” 
 
    “I won’t pry if you don’t want me to, but if you need to talk, I’m not a gossip. Nothing you say ever goes further than me.” 
 
    “I believe you.” Heather nodded down the boardwalk. “It’s not even him, actually. At least it didn’t start that way. I was thinking to myself I should find something nice for my, mm, friend Marco.” 
 
    “Ooh, Marco?” 
 
    “Most my best shoots, he’s been my photographer. And now we’re sort of talking about… being more.” 
 
    “That’s great news. Right?” Dani pursed her lips. “Wait, so why so sad?” 
 
    Heather fidgeted with her bags and swallowed. “It’s hard for me to open up about this. Even if I wasn’t who I am, this is stuff I’ve never talked to anyone about. Not my ex-husband, not Marco, not my family.” 
 
    They both were silent for a long minute, taking in a vendor selling postcards and magazines from a booth. When they started walking again, Dani said very quietly, “I resent him sometimes.” 
 
    Heather glanced at her. “Ross?” 
 
    Dani nodded, her hands folding in front of her stomach. “With the girls. They’ve always preferred him. It makes sense. I mean, he was a stay-at-home dad for a while, so he was what they knew for a couple years. I was the person who was always working. The interloper.” 
 
    “I’m sure they don’t see you that way,” Heather said. 
 
    “I know that in my head. But I can’t help feeling like it sometimes. With him, they’re giggly and silly and they listen to him. I always feel like the bad guy. They don’t laugh as much around me. And… it hurts. It hurts so much sometimes. I cry in the shower about it every now and then so he doesn’t ever find out.” Dani smiled, but there was no humor to it. “I think sometimes I want another kid. And then there are other times I wonder… will this one hate me?” 
 
   
  
 

 “Oh honey,” Heather said, and pulled Dani in for a hug. “I may not know your daughters, but I know you. And I know they don’t hate you.” 
 
    With her head cradled against the other woman’s shoulder, Dani breathed, “But I can’t help feeling that way, you know?” She pulled away and brushed at the corners of her eyes. “So that’s my deepest secret. I’ve never said any of that out loud. Not a bit of it. If that helps.”  
 
    Heather took her arm again. “It does.” She took a moment to collect her thoughts, and started talking in a far-off voice, reliving the memories through her words. “Well, the last time I was here, I was still married to Jay. We were in one of our good patches, one of the times when I thought we were going to make it. We talked a few times on the phone, even did some sexting, that sort of thing. But here’s what’s been bothering me. The whole time I was here, I never once thought about what I could bring him. Marco and I aren’t even dating, and I’ve thought at least a dozen times about a souvenir, or something silly to let him know I’m thinking about him.” She shrugged uncomfortably. “So it made me wonder, maybe… maybe the divorce wasn’t just on Jay. Maybe if I’d been more emotionally attached, more… something, I…” 
 
    “Hon, no. No. You can’t think like that,” Dani said. “I don’t know the details, but I’ve seen the basics. He cheated on you, right?” 
 
    Heather nodded and sniffed. “A few times, yeah.” 
 
    “Okay. Then how is that your fault?” 
 
    “I know it isn’t. But you don’t just spend that much time loving someone without a little tail end of doubt and regret, you know? I’ve never stopped loving him. That’s the bitch of it. That’s the real damage Jay did. I don’t even have the energy to hate him. I’m just… exhausted. And I’m always going to hurt, and with that comes a lot of questions about myself. My self-worth. Was I the reason? I know I wasn’t. But like you said… I wonder about it anyways.” 
 
    Dani made a quiet, “Aw,” and Heather leaned into her. After a few minutes, Dani turned and looked her friend in the eye. “I saw you. The first night. Going out into the water.” 
 
    “Oh,” Heather whispered. 
 
    “Heather, I need to ask you this, partially because I’m your friend, but also because of what I do. You went out pretty far. And I saw the emotions on your face. You’re not going to hurt yourself, are you?” 
 
    Heather squeezed her tight and shook her head. “No. No, that was something else.” She explained her friend’s ritual of getting naked in the water and letting it cleanse all the hurt away, and Dani listened, not interrupting. “I came here to heal,” Heather said. “I don’t know if I actually expected it to work. But it is, and that’s going to mean some ugly scarring. Does that make sense?” 
 
    “It does,” Dani said. “I just want you to know, I’m here for you. Anytime. Night or day. And I don’t mean just here here, but when this is done, I hope you know the offer’s always tehre.” 
 
    Heather studied her again, and they eventually rose to start walking. The model still seemed torn up, but Dani didn’t pressure her, didn’t bring up Jay or Heather’s emotions again. In one of those strange moments of the universe aligning with the moment, the very next shop they walked into made Heather stop and stare. All around them, on every shelf, were ships and nautical parts reformed into beautiful pieces of art. 
 
    “You okay?” Dani asked. 
 
    “The timing is just weird,” Heather said. She gestured at a wall full of ships in bottles. “This is exactly the sort of thing Marco would love.” 
 
    Dani raised her eyebrows. “No kidding? Wow, that is weird timing.” 
 
    Heather laughed breathlessly. “Oh my gosh, I’m dragging him back here someday.” 
 
    A young woman with her hair in beaded braids approached them from the back of the store. She offered them coffee, which they both took gratefully as they browsed. Heather examined several gorgeous pieces, but she liked none so much as small, ornately detailed replicas of figureheads. These were wide and varied, ranging from a nude woman to animals like bulls, swans, and even a dragon. 
 
    “Each one was meant to define the ship it belonged to,” the clerk told them in a dreamy voice. She caressed one of the figures, that of a ram, and smiled faintly. “None of these pieces actually belonged on a ship, but the artist spent months in museums recreating these from real ships. Who is it you are looking to buy one for?” 
 
    Heather had a hard time breaking her attention from the pieces. “His name is Marco.” 
 
    The clerk laughed gently. “No, not his name. Who is he? How do you define him?” 
 
    The words made Heather stop and think, a smile creeping across her face. “He is… kind. And open-minded. Gentle with me, but if I was to say the word, I think he would carry me to bed and not leave me for a week.” She blushed at the last words, but the clerk only nodded thoughtfully. 
 
    “Then I should think… the swan,” she said, tapping the wooden base of one of the sculptures. “Sailors believed it to define grace. Does that sound like your friend?” 
 
    “Yes,” Heather murmured. “Yes, I think it does. Can you ship these to Washington?” 
 
    “With pleasure.” 
 
    They worked out the details, and Dani browsed some more while Heather shopped. She found two beautiful pendants for the girls, one of a ship’s rudder, the other of a multi-masted ship. Heather offered to buy them, but Dani shook her head slightly. 
 
    “I think these I need to buy for the girls,” she said. 
 
    Heather nodded. “I understand.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They came back early that evening. For a generous tip from Heather, Juan was handling the shipping of everything they’d bought except the mastheads, but Dani brought the pendants back for Ross to look at. He fell in love with them, and kissed her forehead. “The girls are going to love them,” he promised her. 
 
    They would, too. In the years to come, Layla hung hers up on a thin leather thong, glimmering in front of her windows in college, her first crummy apartment, her second crummy apartment, the house she tentatively bought in her early thirties. She only gave the pendant up when her daughter was born, placing it in her window to bring her the kind of good luck and happiness the ship had always brought her. 
 
    And as for Diana, the ship’s rudder became something more to her. As a teenager, she started wearing it around her neck. She wore it to prom. She wore it for luck when she took third in the mile at state championships. She lost her virginity with that pendant between her breasts. She wore it to the recruiter’s office, where she solemnly became the navy’s well into her adulthood. She wore it when she finally put aside her uniform and came home to her proud, weeping parents. 
 
    * * * 
 
    A light drizzle cooled things off tremendously in the morning. Heather sipped a rich sweet coffee as she leaned against her opened doorway, watching a few couples and individuals braving the pools and the beach regardless of the weather. She and Marco had talked late into the night about little things, mostly her day trip with Dani and how refreshing it had been. At her prodding, he shared some of the details of his day, mostly sifting through photos with the editor of the piece that would feature Heather in her bikini glory. 
 
    “So… you don’t like getting paid to stare at me half-naked all day, hm?” Heather asked. 
 
    “No, I… uh… yeah, I mean…” 
 
    She laughed and he groaned. “Got you.” 
 
    Now she sipped her coffee and thought about Dani, and Marco, and to a slightly lesser extent, Ross. As if the man had been summoned, she spotted him coming down the path by the pools, hands in his pockets. He was wearing a pair of gym shorts and a plain tee shirt that molded nicely to his muscles with the rain. He saw her looking and raised a hand. She raised her cup in return and smiled. 
 
    When he arrived at her room, she stepped inside and gestured for him to come in. “Thanks,” he said. “I could get used to this warm rain.” 
 
    “It’s nice, isn’t it? I like a good rainy day in Seattle, but it doesn’t hold a candle to here.” 
 
    “I don’t want to get your floor too wet. Just wanted to come by and let you know we had a bit of a meltdown back home Dani’s dealing with. Two of them, actually. The girls and work.” 
 
    “Oh no!” Heather said. “I hope everything’s okay.” 
 
    “Ehhh,” Ross said. God, but the rain really did do his pecs some favors. Not that she hadn’t seen him shirtless that vacation, but somehow being clothed made it a different kind of yummy. “The girls are just missing us. I miss them too. They’ll get sorted pretty fast.” 
 
    “And Dani’s work?” 
 
    Ross hesitated, then said quietly, “Between us? It’s not quite as glossy as Dani made it seem. The administration is shuffling everyone around and it’s really screwed with the schedules. One of her coworkers, a lady who’s been there fifteen years, has been working overtime like crazy. I guess she stormed out in the middle of a staff meeting. Dani’s always been good at playing peacekeeper so she’s going to try coaxing her back.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry to hear that. I hope it all gets resolved quickly.” 
 
    “Thanks. In any case, I was just letting you know. She’s really been loving your morning yoga sessions. I know she’d make it if she could.” 
 
    Heather smiled. “Maybe I’ll drag her off to the gym later.” 
 
    “She’d love that. That’s where I’m headed now.” He patted his stomach. “Suppose I gotta make an attempt at damage control on all this food.” 
 
    Heather laughed lightly. “Hey, if you want company, I’d love to get in some good cardio.” 
 
    “Yeah? Come on, then. We’ll really get that paparazzi going. Heather Mycroft makes off with the Sexiest Dad of the Year, five years in a row.” 
 
    “Whoop whoop! All right, I’ll just get changed.” 
 
    “I’ll meet you there.” 
 
    “Oh, just wait there. I’ll pop into the bathroom.” 
 
    His eyes widened, to her amusement. “Uh. Yeah, okay. Sure.” 
 
    “Aw,” Heather said, “am I making you nervous?” 
 
    She bent over perhaps a bit further than was necessary, jutting out her ass in her pajama bottoms as she rummaged through her suitcase. She wasn’t wearing anything sexy, but Ross still whipped around fast, putting his back to her. “Uh. You know, just, uh… just a regular old day in the life.” 
 
    Heather didn’t torture him too much more, and hurried through the motions of slipping on a pair of athletic shorts and a loose shirt over a sports bra. She emerged, pulling her hair into a ponytail, and told him it was safe to look again. 
 
    With the rain, the gym was pretty busy that morning. They took a pair of exercise bikes in front of a window overlooking the wading pool, and settled in for an intense ride. A few people pointed them out and whispered about them, but Heather and Ross ignored them, focusing instead on a pleasant beat pumping through hidden speakers in the walls. 
 
    “Thanks, by the way,” Ross said. “Dani came back last night happier than I’ve seen her in a long, long time.” 
 
    “Aw, she made my day too. I have a hard time opening up to people, but Dani, she peeled me like an orange.” 
 
    Ross grinned, pumping his long, muscular legs. “She’s good at that. I can’t think of a single person that doesn’t like her. And she likes everybody. But it’s different with you.” 
 
    Heather glanced over. Ross was looking at her strangely. Content, she thought. He looked content. And maybe a little sad. “How so?” 
 
    “There are people in this world, I think we meet them and we can’t build our usual walls. Or maybe they just tear them right down. That’s what you did to Dani. Every night this week, she’s been talking about you. Every morning she’s up and racing to see you.” 
 
    Heather blushed. “That’s sweet of you to say.” 
 
    “That’s the truth,” Ross said, his voice a gentle caress. 
 
    “I know the feeling. Seeing her is becoming the highlight of being here. And I already loved this place.” 
 
    “I wish she had someone like you around all the time. I’m seeing a whole new aspect of her.” 
 
    “She loves you so much, you know that, right?” Heather asked. 
 
    Ross nodded, smiling. “Yeah. And I love her. But I can tell you’re good for her.” 
 
    They switched to lighter topics, and found a mutual interest in bad eighties comedies. The workout with the stationary bikes flew by, and soon they both built up a healthy sheen of sweat before deciding to switch out for a stair climber and a weight machine. Sensing an opportunity, a guy with wavy blonde hair and a face so stiff from plastic surgery he could hardly move his mouth came over to hit on Heather, despite the wedding ring on his finger and the wife they’d seen around the resort. 
 
    Heather smiled at him politely, and said, “Thanks, but I’m working out at the moment.” 
 
    “Well, what about later?” the guy asked, leaning on her machine. 
 
    Ross settled the weights he’d been using down slowly, stood up, and headed over, Heather caught his eye and nodded slightly. “Friend,” he said, “she said no. So let’s just back off, okay?” 
 
    The married guy sneered at him. “She never said no.” 
 
    “Then I’ll say it now,” Heather said. “No.” 
 
    The guy finally gave up and walked away, muttering under his breath. Heather resumed her work on the stair climber, and Ross leaned against a wall. “The shit you must deal with,” he said. 
 
    “You have no idea,” Heather said. “But maybe you do with Dani. She’s stunning. I bet she gets hit on all the time.” 
 
    “Oh yeah. And her patients think they can get handsy too. Especially the old ones. Like senility gives them a free pass to grab her butt.” 
 
    Heather rolled her eyes. “More guys need to take a lesson from your playbook. Stand up for women, don’t hit on them in a freakin’ gym.” 
 
    He grinned. “No doubt.” 
 
    When he started working out again, it was still against that wall, close by with dumbbells. His protectiveness was endearing, and Heather glanced aside at him plenty, getting a good look at his plentiful biceps and toned calves when he did some goblet squats. 
 
    “So tell me how you and Dani met,” Heather said. 
 
    “She was a regular at a restaurant where I was a waiter. Once a week or so, she’d come in, sometimes with friends, usually to get coffee while she studied.” He grinned. “I didn’t think I had a chance. She was… well, Dani. Beautiful and sweet, and it was like she…” he chuckled. “This is dopey. It’s like she crackled.” 
 
    “I know what you mean,” Heather said, slowing her pace. “And it’s not dopey. It’s exactly right.” 
 
    “Anyways. She came in one time during the middle of a bad shift. My manager was riding me hard, I was in the last couple hours of a double, and I was just… tired, I guess. I tried to be my usual self for Dani, and when I was pouring her coffee, she reached out and pushed the mug towards me. ‘That’s for you,’ she said. ‘If you can take a break.’” 
 
    “Aww,” Heather said. 
 
    “There was only one or two other people in the restaurant. I told my manager I needed five. I took fifteen. And after that, I was done for.” He settled the dumbbells down and folded his arms, looking off at the pool. “Dani, she’s the reason we’re here. The reason we’re on our feet. The work she’s put in these last six years, it’s inhuman. She has sacrificed so much just to get us on the road to where we’re going. This trip, you… it’s what she’s deserved for a long time.” 
 
    “Not just me or this trip. But you too, Ross. The things she said about you yesterday, the way she loves you… I want that in my life. What you two have is really special.” 
 
    “It is,” Ross said quietly. He glanced up at her. “Heather, I need to ask you something. And if I’m wrong, I’m going to look like the world’s biggest asshole and I’m sorry. But this is about Dani, and for her, I’d do anything. I’ve seen… well, the way you look at her.” 
 
    Heather’s breath caught in her throat. “What do mean?” 
 
    Ross stepped in close so only she could hear, and murmured, “Are you attracted to my wife?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ross made love to Dani slowly in the dying light of the day. He hadn’t spoken a word since he pulled her inside, untied the strings of her bikini, and ate her to a wild pair of orgasms, only relenting when she begged him to fuck her. 
 
    Dani cradled his face as he eased into her quivering folds, his eyes searching hers for something. She coiled a leg around his hip as he began driving into her with purpose. Ross strained to give her every inch he could, rocking her with every thrust, and it was so good, some of the best sex they’d ever had because it was so unexpected, so needing. She whispered his name and he kissed her lips, his tongue searching, flicking against hers. His hands slid down to her ass and squeezed as he moaned into her mouth. 
 
    Dani could feel his need for release in the tension of him as she traced the rigid muscles of his back as he flexed with his thrusts, but Ross held on, made it good for her again as she cried out, her head tilting back as his mouth went to her breasts, sucking, kissing. 
 
    He gripped her tight and still inside her, Ross scooted Dani up the bed. Her legs kicked out and she whimpered her keening need to him, pleading with him to let go, to fill her up. 
 
    His strokes went faster, one of his hands at her pussy. He wasn’t teasing her for her own orgasm, but lovingly tracing her folds, her clit, her hood. Dani clung to her husband and he finally whispered her name. “Dani.” 
 
    “Yes, baby, come in me, I need it…” 
 
    He sighed with pleasure, and finally drove deep inside her one last time, his cock letting loose, his end a long time coming. He cradled her chin in his hand and kissed her again and again, his spent cock staying inside her as she stared up into his eyes. He seemed… happy. And her heart swelled for that, and for them and this wonderful trip. 
 
    Ross fell beside her, and Dani snuggled in tight. “Definitely not complaining, but what was that about?” 
 
    He was silent for a long time, tracing the side of her breast idly with his thumb. “I love you, Dani. I promised you when we got married, I’d always try to give you whatever your heart needed.” 
 
    “What I need is you,” she whispered. “That’s all I’ve ever needed.” 
 
    “You are the best mother our daughters could ever ask for. You are the most wonderful wife in the world. I’m sorry there are days that I take that for granted.” 
 
    She clicked her tongue and kissed him. Heat rose up behind her eyes, and she blinked away tears. “You are the best man I could ever dream of.” 
 
    “I have something to ask you. Tonight, would you stay here? Just a night in?” 
 
    “Of course, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Good,” he said. “Go get a shower. I’ll get you something to nibble on. And then I’d just like to… well… show you how much I appreciate you.” 
 
    “That sounds like the best night ever,” Dani murmured, and nuzzled against him. 
 
    He laughed softly. “I hope so.” His throat jumped. “I love you, Dani.” 
 
    “I love you, you goofy, sentimental man.” 
 
    Ross slipped away from her, and she got up to take her shower. He stared at her naked bottom in the light of the open bathroom door. She invited him to join her, but he didn’t respond. Instead, he slipped on a pair of shorts and a shirt, and headed for the door. 
 
    Dani showered and cleaned herself, smiling into the spray of the water as she did. Ross hadn’t been so sweet or loving in a while as he had this trip. First the morning they’d come here, then now. This place really had reinvigorated things with him – not that she thought things needed reinvigorating. It was easy to see why Heather loved Pearlbend Cove so much. Dani was just as deep in love with it too. 
 
    She heard the door open and close again, and hummed to herself. A night of cuddling with Ross. Dinner in bed. Maybe a foot rub. Most definitely another round of lovemaking, when he was up for it. She thought back to her words with Heather the day before, about feeling some resentment towards him for his closeness with the girls, but how could the girls not favor their dad? He was a wonderful man. Before this trip was over, she wanted to talk to him – seriously talk to him – and figure out if maybe it wasn’t time to start trying for baby three. She wasn’t sure yet. There were still hang-ups on her part, but if Ross was willing to take on half the load he had with Diana and Layla… well, a very satisfied part of her was definitely thinking she needed another baby right at that moment. 
 
    She finished up under the spray of the shower and turned it off. She took her time rubbing her hair down and adding a few dashes of makeup. Once she checked herself over in the mirror and smiled, she pranced out into the bedroom. The light was almost all gone now, thanks mostly to the privacy screen being drawn. A single lamp cast warm light over the bed and the woman resting there, seated up against the headboard, a shy smile on her face as she traced a finger along the red lingerie clinging to her sex and her breasts. 
 
    “Hi,” Heather said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Heather traced her fingers down Dani’s nude spine as the other woman sat on the edge of the bed, her back to the model. “This is why he was so sweet tonight,” Dani said. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What did he tell you?” 
 
    “That he loved you very much,” Heather said. Her fingers reached the cleft of Dani’s ass and the other woman shivered pleasantly. “That he wanted you to be as happy as he could make you. And that he’d seen me looking at you, and about you being attracted to me. We talked about this. He’ll tell you this himself tomorrow, but he wants us to have whatever time we can here together. He’s a good man, Dani.” 
 
    “He is,” Dani breathed. “He wants you too.” 
 
    “I know. And after tonight, we can talk about that. I’m certainly very attracted to him too. But for a little while, I want you for myself.” 
 
    Dani turned, and studied Heather. The wispy lingerie did nothing to hide the actress’s big pink nipples, or her lips around the edges of the frilly g-string she wore. “You are… beautiful.” 
 
    “So are you. If this isn’t something you want to do, Dani, I’d understand. And I won’t ever bring it up again.” 
 
    “I do,” Dani whispered. “I want you so much I feel like I’m going to explode.” 
 
    “Then come to me, darling, and kiss me. Because I feel the same way.” 
 
    Dani stood, and when she turned around, her hands covered her sex. She looked down, and then slowly revealed herself to Heather, her eyes bright and glittering. Heather drew a lungful of air and let it out through her nose, looking between Dani’s puffy pink lips and the eyes locked on her own body. Slowly Dani crawled up onto the bed, her damp red hair falling down to the sheets. A slick spot in the middle of the sheets reminded Dani of her marital vows and what she’d just done with her husband, and she paused to trace her fingers over the vestiges. 
 
    “This is where he came in me,” she whispered. 
 
    Heather reached out to place her hand over Dani’s. “I want to watch you two together.” 
 
    “And you and him,” Dani breathed, and came forward as fast as she dared, her lips meeting the other woman’s a soft caress of their skin together. They broke apart and kissed again almost immediately, Heather’s eyes closing, Dani’s still bright and wide. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Couldn’t believe she could fall so hard for someone else that wasn’t her husband. 
 
    Her hands slipped around Heather’s back and the other woman slid down so Dani was on top. Their lips danced, their tongues playing games as one would chase, the other would fall back. Dani moaned Heather’s name when the model’s ankles slid against her own, their feet now dancing too. 
 
    Then Dani dipped down, kissing Heather’s chin, her neck. Heather’s back arched at that, thrusting her breasts up at Dani. The sexy mother slipped her hands around to the flimsy clasp and unhooked it deftly, nipping at the bra and pulling it away with her teeth. She returned to Heather’s lips, her hands stroking the sides of her fullness, teasing Heather’s nipples into hard peaks. Dani had made love to plenty of women, but this was like doing it all again for the first time. She wanted to explore every inch of Heather’s body, from the cute little mole on her side to the hummingbird tattoo on her hip that drew the lust of millions of fans of hers. She wanted to spend the rest of her vacation in this bed with her friend and her husband.  
 
    Heather breathed against her mouth, “I need you so much.” 
 
    “I’m yours,” Dani whispered back. 
 
    Slowly she began to trail her mouth down again as thunder rumbled in the distance. It wasn’t an angry sound, just a pleasant hum, a nice background to the rhythm of the rain pattering against the windows. Dani shivered at the sound as she kissed her friend’s breast, staring up at Heather, the need making her so warm again. Heather cupped it for her friend, and Dani sucked the nipple into her mouth as Heather moaned. 
 
    Dani’s hand slipped down to the fabric of Heather’s panties and pulled them to the side. Heather’s head shot up as Dani’s fingernail traced along the hood of her clit, nice and prominent and throbbing with desire. “Dani…” she begged, and Dani slid a thumb up along her hood, drawing it back so she could tease the other woman’s clit. All the while, her lips stayed at Heather’s breasts, switching nipples, smiling faintly at what she knew she was doing to the other woman. This was the proof that finally grounded Dani’s mind and allowed her to believe Heather Mycroft really did want her. She was so close to coming already and with just a few flicks of her nub, Heather cried out, her knees arching as she thrust up towards the headboard, one of her hands banging off the end table. 
 
    “Unnn huh!” Heather gasped. “Unnn huh!” 
 
    Quick as that, Dani hurried down her body to taste her friend’s convulsing pussy. She kept the panties pinned to the side and slid her tongue up Heather’s length, tasting her wetness, the orgasm still fresh on her lips. Heather tasted buttery and dark, as addictive as the rest of her. Dani wrapped her arms under and around Heather’s legs and brought them up, sucking, licking. Heather clutched at her friend’s head, pressing her harder to her pussy. 
 
    “Please, God, Dani, that feels so good, keep doing that…” 
 
    “Keep doing what?” Dani asked innocently, teasing her clit with a thumb. 
 
    “Keep licking my pussy. I need your tongue, honey.” 
 
    “Oh, you mean this?” Dani asked, and took a long lick. 
 
    “Yesss,” Heather moaned, spreading her hips wide. 
 
    “You like me licking your cunt?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “Good,” Dani purred. “Because I want to spend the next week doing this to you.” 
 
    She wrapped her lips around Heather’s clit and plunged her tongue against it, flicking it top to bottom, bottom to top. Heather yelped with the intensity of her pleasure, still coming down off that first orgasm. Her slickness stained her thighs and the sheets, and it didn’t take Dani long to return to her wet pussy. The taste of Heather was dangerous. It was the sort of thing she tried once and was hooked for life. 
 
    With the hand not pulling the panties to the side, Dani slipped two fingers into her friend’s depths. Her pussy clutched at the digits, welcoming them in and trying to keep them there, so Dani obliged. All the while, she licked and sucked on Heather’s pussy as she fingered the gorgeous model, her eyes closed with the rapture of Heather’s reactions. No woman she’d ever been with had been this responsive, this alive, but Heather threw herself into the sensations, her whole body wriggling as Dani worked for her friend’s second orgasm. 
 
    And when it came, Heather pushed herself up onto her elbows and wailed, “It’s good, it’s good, it’s so goooood!” 
 
    Her hips pumped up, her pussy pulsing against Dani’s fingers. More warmth splashed her and Dani frantically licked it up, drank it like it was sweet tea. Finally she pulled her fingers out, her lips slick and wet, and she gasped, “Turn over.” 
 
    Heather hurried to it, resting on bent arms, her ass up in the air. And such a beautiful ass at that. Dani whispered, “You have the sexiest ass I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “I love yours too,” Heather moaned. “I’ve wanted you all this week. Oh God, in yoga, I thought I might come looking at you.” 
 
    Dani was floored. “You’re serious. Heather, you could have anybody.” 
 
    Heather threw her an almost angry look over her shoulder. “But I want you, Dani. So don’t play that card. This is real. I want you. I want you so much.” 
 
    Dani blinked. Giving in to the idea that this stunning woman could have had her pick of beauties there and instead chose her was going to take some time to get used to. So she filled it the best way she could – by tugging Heather’s panties down around her knees and leaning in to again taste the other woman’s wet pussy. 
 
    Her folds were big and prominent, and her cunt almost perfectly oval. It was a lovely pussy. Dani spread it wide and explored every inch, teasing Heather from end to end before coming back up and flicking her tongue against the stretch of delicate flesh leading to Heather’s tiny bleached bud. She couldn’t help a tease of that, too, and ran her tongue up along Heather’s cleft, circling the cute dot. 
 
    “Daannni…” Heather breathed. 
 
    Dani giggled, and returned her mouth to Heather’s pussy. This time she was slower, more methodical. Gone was the mad rush for passion and in its place was a need for fun, for intimacy of a different kind. She pressed her tongue deep into Heather, and waggled it back and forth, humming against her pussy. Heather’s head dropped to the sheets, and she tried to hump back at Dani’s face. 
 
    Dani roamed her hands all over Heather’s spectacular bubble butt. It was just as juicy as promised, but Heather’s hard work in the gym left it firm. It was a butt meant for lips and hands, and Dani gave it plenty of attention, stopping her sloppy licking now and then to tease Heather’s cheeks, sometimes giving them a little spank or a nip just to keep things interesting. 
 
    Heather was growing impatient and needy though, and soon the blonde turned her head to glare back. “Enough playing. I need to taste you too.” 
 
    “I’m not done yet,” Dani said primly, and pushed her mouth against Heather’s lips. “Nom nom nom nom.” 
 
    Heather giggled, and dropped flat against the mattress before rolling to one side and patting the bed beside her. “Come on. Climb up. You get to rest and I’ll do the work.” 
 
    Dani crawled her way up the bed, and Heather pulled her in for a slow kiss that made her tingle from her head to her toes. She rested on her back, and Heather swung a leg over her torso, staring down at her with a twinkle in her eye. 
 
    “What?” Dani asked, blushing. 
 
    “I don’t know that I would have worked up the nerve to do this if it wasn’t for Ross.” 
 
    “When the three of us get together, he’s going to be like a kid at the candy shop.” 
 
    “Well, hopefully not all of him’s like a kid,” Heather said, grinning. 
 
    “Oh trust me, you’re going to be very satisfied.” 
 
    “Mmm. Can’t wait. But in the meantime, you’re mine, hot momma.” 
 
    Heather twisted around so her pussy hovered over Dani’s face. She leaned down and breathed deep Dani’s scent, and Dani wrapped her arms around Heather’s butt to pull her down. She was very proud of herself for not coming the moment Heather’s soft wet tongue parted her folds. She was very proud of herself for only gasping the other woman’s name, not screaming it. She was very proud of herself that she didn’t whimper or beg when Heather began to eat her out in earnest with short, powerful licks, her fingers pistoning in and out of Dani’s incredibly wet cunt. 
 
    But Dani did come. 
 
    Heather Mycroft. Goddess of magazines, countless ads, lingerie and bikini shoots, movie star, ate Dani until she cried out against her friend’s pussy, her thighs spreading wide and her legs losing any power they had not to kick gentle circles. She gushed against her friend’s mouth, embarrassed, wondering if it was too much, if Heather was going to be disgusted, wondering if this was it, the last moments they had together before Heather came to her senses, but instead, the other woman moaned into Dani’s pussy, her tongue even more feverish, her head bobbing now as she kept going and going and going, hungering for Dani to come again. 
 
    How they managed to roll onto their sides, Dani didn’t know. She didn’t know how much time had passed. She didn’t know that beside them, beyond the walls, another couple was listening, giggling softly to themselves as the man fingered his wife to the sounds of the passionate lovemaking. All Dani and Heather knew for a while was sheer joy, two friends who became something more, something wonderful and beautiful in each other’s arms. They only stopped when their bodies could take no more. Heather crawled up beside a smiling Dani, and the sexy mother rested her head in the space between Heather’s chin and her breasts. The model stroked her friend’s hair until Dani fell asleep, dreaming of impossible things. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ross woke to distinctly feminine giggling and the sound of the door sliding open and closed. He pretended to still be asleep, trying not to grin. Things must have worked out okay for the pair. He spent much of the night enjoying a bucket of beer from the bar and catching up on his reading from the army of books Heather brought with her. 
 
    There were no nerves on his part once Heather agreed to his plan. He loved his wife, and he wasn’t joking when he told Heather her happiness was the single most important thing in the universe to him. If Dani decided to leave him for Heather, so be it. She deserved that chance. But he didn’t think she would, that there would just be more room in his wife’s huge heart for more. And he was right. 
 
    One of them gently peeled down the thin blanket and the sheet covering his nude form. Someone – Heather, he assumed – sucked in a lungful of pleased breath. Something popped, like a container being opened. He heard some wet squicking sounds, and a hurried murmur of instructions from his wife. 
 
    The bed’s weight shifted on both sides of him, and he grumbled like he was still sleeping. Something pressed against his cock and enveloped it, slick and warm and fleshy. Something similarly warm and plentiful pressed against the other side of his cock, and he finally cracked his eyes open. 
 
    Two of the most beautiful women in the world, one his wife, the other a stunning fantasy made real, enveloped his cock with their big, lube-slicked breasts, grinning up at him. 
 
    “Good morning, Ross,” Heather said. 
 
    “Morning, baby,” Dani said. 
 
    “Oh, hey, how’s it going?” Ross asked. 
 
    They cracked up, and Dani gave Heather a wink. Slowly they squeezed their breasts together around his cock, giving him the tit fucking of a lifetime. Two of the most voluptuous, sexy women in the world, and they were intent on his pleasure. He stood no chance, especially when their lips met, their tongues playfully meeting for his show. 
 
    Up and down they bobbed along his big dick, his hips thrusting up to give himself more pleasure. When his big head popped up far enough, warm, pink lips kissed his tip – and it wasn’t his wife who did it. Dani grinned wide at her friend, and backed away, winking. Heather repositioned herself between Ross’s legs and leaned down, giving him another kiss before opening her mouth wide and engulfing him. 
 
    “Heather… fucking… Mycroft,” he breathed. 
 
    She winked up at him and popped off his cock, rubbing it against her lips. “The one and only,” the supermodel said, and swallowed him down again. 
 
    Dani crawled up next to her husband, kissing his cheek. He turned his head to give her a gentle, long kiss, and she laughed into his mouth before lifting two fingers to his chin and turning his head to stare at the world-class blowjob he was about to get. Heather sucked down half his length, staring up at them both, her ass high in the air. She slid off his cock again and curled her tongue as she flicked it up along his base two, three, four times. Before she swallowed him again, Heather said, “Want to know a dirty secret?” 
 
    “What?” Ross asked. 
 
    “This is the biggest dick Heather fucking Mycroft has ever sucked. Or fucked.” 
 
    His eyes widened as she swallowed him again, this time twisting her head on the way down, swallowing him deep, taking him into her throat. She held him there, eyes closed until she hurked on him and had to come up for air, gasping as her lips came free. 
 
    “Come for her, baby,” Dani said. “Then I’m going to show you what I did to her last night. And then we’re going back to our room and the three of us aren’t leaving for days.” 
 
    “Good plan,” Ross said. “I like it. Days.” His eyes rolled up as Heather sucked his first inch and started jacking the root of his prick. “Yeaaah,” he gasped. “Days.” 
 
    He wasn’t going to last long. He couldn’t. Dani fed him her breasts to suck on while Heather jerked him off into her mouth. He mumbled a warning to her and she grinned around his tip, willing him to come into her mouth. His dick bucked once, twice, three times and then he was spilling into her mouth, filling her until she was dripping him out of the corner of her lips. Dani hurried down and the two shared a lewd kiss, his come drizzling from Heather’s lips to his wife’s. They swallowed him down, and Heather ran a finger across Dani’s chin and fed it to the sexy mother. She turned and winked at Ross, and the supermodel breathed, “Yum.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The staff members brought in a cart laden with coffee and breakfast items, trying their best not to stare at the two beauties in bed together in their plush robes while Ross rested on his side, his hand on Dani’s side. When the staff left again, Dani groaned. 
 
    “You’re going to have so many rumors fly around about you,” she said. 
 
    Heather shrugged. “After the last few years, me being involved in a three-way fling with an attractive couple is going to seem pretty tame by comparison. But are you two prepared? Some asshole might decide to track you down and give you the third degree about it for their blog or website or whatever.” 
 
    Ross kissed Dani’s neck. “For you, Heather, I think we could endure just about anything. 
 
    “Aw,” Heather said, and leaned over Dani to peck his lips. They sat at the edge of the bed and fed each other bites of pastries and fresh fruit while they sipped on coffee and freshly squeezed juice. Ross watched with great interest when his wife held out a piece of sausage in her fingers and Heather gripped her hand, sucking on her fingers. Dani returned the gesture in kind when Heather offered her a bite of her crepe. His prick, already excited at the two beauties in their bathrobes, began to stir again, and without a word, Heather took their plates and set them outside by the door. When she turned back around, Dani was on her hands and knees, her husband’s dick jutting up between her palms. 
 
    She shut the privacy screen again and joined them, dropping beside her friend. While Dani stroked him, Heather, starlet and Hollywood A-lister, sucked one of his neatly trimmed balls into her mouth, staring at Dani. Dani closed in on the other one, and together they both sucked and licked Ross’s base to his tip, where their lips met again in another sloppy kiss. 
 
    The blowjob wasn’t what Heather wanted, though. She stood up and untied the knot on her bathrobe. With undeniable need, Ross watched her as his wife sucked his tip into her mouth, stroking him fast and hard, keeping him ready. Heather rubbed her freshly clean-shaven pussy, her lips just inches from Ross’s touch. Dani turned and looked up at her. 
 
    “I want to watch you fuck my husband,” she said. 
 
    Heather knelt to kiss her and stroke Dani’s cheek with her thumb. “Anything you ask,” she said. 
 
    Dani stood up and pulled one of the room’s armchair’s close. Heather wasn’t quite wet enough yet to fuck Ross, so she grinned at him. “Help a girl get nice and wet for that big fat dick?” 
 
    He pulled her onto his lap. She straddled him with her ass to his groin and pinned his cock between his thighs. Slowly she ground along his length, staring at her friend, blushing furiously. Dani spread her thighs wide and sucked on a finger before sliding it down to her clit, moaning softly for Heather and her husband. 
 
    “We made each other come so much last night,” Dani breathed to Ross. 
 
    He wrapped an arm around Heather’s waist, rocking against her warm folds. “Tell me,” he said. 
 
    “She was waiting for me in bed when I finished up in the shower,” Dani murmured, pinching and teasing her clit. “I was a naughty, dirty, cheating slut, baby. I couldn’t help tasting her.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Heather whimpered, rocking harder along Ross’s full, thick length. Dani’s breathy words only added to the stimulation, and she gripped Ross’s knees. 
 
    “When I made her come, I got her on her hands and knees. I was even dirtier, baby,” Dani said, spreading herself wide for them so they could see her slick wet inner folds as she slipped a finger inside. 
 
    “What did you do?” Ross asked, reaching up with his free hand to cup and squeeze one of Heather’s full tits. 
 
    “I licked her again. But her pussy wasn’t the only thing I licked.” 
 
    Ross’s cock lurched, and Heather rocked harder on his cock. “It’s true,” she moaned. “No one’s touched me there for so long. Are you going to put your cock in my butt, Ross? Are you going to fill me up in my naughtiest slut hole?” 
 
    “Fuck,” he moaned. “Are you serious?” 
 
    Heather leaned back and twisted her head towards him. “You don’t ask with a cock like this. You lube up your fingers, you get me ready, and you…” She raised her hips up, and reached underneath her to grip his cock and aim it at her slick pussy. Slowly she slid down, taking his fat head inside her and going deeper, moaning, “…take me.” 
 
    Dani sucked in a stuttering breath and whispered, “Oh my God, Ross, you’re spreading her so wide.” 
 
    Heather nodded. “My little pussy can barely take all of you.” 
 
    “Fuck, you’re tight,” Ross groaned. He let go of her waist to wrap his big hands around her breasts, squeezing them gently, pushing them together as she took him deeper and deeper. 
 
    “My husband is fucking Heather Mycroft,” Dani whispered. “My husband is fucking my best friend.” 
 
    Heather blinked at that, momentarily taken out of the moment, and then she reached behind her and clutched at Ross’s neck, watching her friend. “My best friend,” she repeated, smiling gently. 
 
    She began to rock on Ross’s cock, his big girth spreading her lips wide. Both she and Ross watched Dani finger herself, her back sinking lower as she enjoyed the show in front of her. Heather picked up the tempo to match her friend, beginning to bounce slowly on Ross’s cock, their thighs slapping together. He loved the feel of her big tits in his hands, his thumbs running slowly around her nipples. 
 
    “You feel so fucking good, Heather,” he grunted into her ear as he began to thrust back against her as she bounced down. 
 
    “Y-yeah?” she asked, her breaths coming sharper and harder. 
 
    “I love these tits. I love your tight cunt.” 
 
    “Nnn, fuck,” Dani whispered, fingering herself harder. 
 
    He reached down and stroked Heather’s prominent hood and her clit with two fingers. The model gasped and rocked her hips against him. “Keep doing that.” 
 
    “Like me stroking your clit?” he asked. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Heather moaned. “Keep talking dirty to me.” 
 
    “Dirty, huh?” He grinned at his wife. “Was she this much of a slut with you, baby?” Dani nodded. Her fingers made squicking sounds every time she plunged them in and out. She was starting to rock harder and harder, and Ross didn’t think she’d be long. 
 
    “You know what my wife wants?” Ross asked her.  
 
    “W-what?” Heather sked, biting her lip as she stared at Dani. 
 
    “To get fucked where anyone can see it. So you’re going to help me with that. I’m going to cram her full of this dick, and you’re going to eat her. Out by the pool, on the beach, wherever I decide. You’re going to bury your face in her pussy, and you’re going to use that fucking tongue until she creams on you.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Dani wailed, her pussy convulsing around her fingers. Juices shot out of her, across the chair, and she was already pushing forward, her mouth open, panting for breath as she hurried on her hands and knees to Heather’s pussy spread wide over Ross’s cock. 
 
    “Lick her pussy, baby,” Ross commanded. “Our supermodel slut’s about to come too, aren’t you.” 
 
    “Unnnngh!” Heather gasped, her head whipping back, her thighs spreading wide as Dani’s pink tongue slid along her spread folds. 
 
    Ross flicked her clit harder and harder and she started slamming her ass against him again and again and again. She began to quiver as Dani’s tongue expertly played at her pussy, along Ross’s thick cock barely peeking out of her friend, then to Heather again. She reached up with one hand and Ross guided it to Heather’s free breast. Heather arched her back against him one more time and cried out, “Coming! 
 
    Her warmth enveloped his dick one more time and splashed him with wetness. Dani licked his gleaming cock and her pussy, her eyes closed, her breaths still coming hard. “Pull off me,” Ross said to Heather, and she hurried up, Dani resting back on her ankles, her ass spread nicely. Ross fed her his wet cock, and his wife sucked down Heather’s juices and his prick hungrily, staring up at him as she swirled her mouth down his entire length. He jerked out of her when she’d bathed his cock a few more times, and pulled her up to her feet. 
 
    “Heather. On your hands and knees,” he said. 
 
    The supermodel climbed up on the bed and presented her ass to him. He slapped it, hard, and she yelped with pleasure. He guided his wife to the head of the bed and helped her climb up and on. She laid on her back on the pillows, her thighs spread wide. Heather dropped her face to her pussy, hungry for Dani. Ross stroked his cock as he studied the sexy tableau. With his free hand, he caressed and squeezed one of his wife’s ripe motherly tits, stroking the nipple with his thumb. He moved on to Heather, and crawled up on the bed behind her, his cock raging hard and aching for release. 
 
    He plunged back into her without a word, just a deeply satisfied grunt. The position was better for both of them, and Heather jerked back, slamming her butt against him once again. He gaped at the sight, momentarily lost in the sexy form of her, that tight, juicy bottom rippling against his thrust. Then he grabbed her waist, and it was well and truly on. 
 
    Dani had seen him fuck women before so well they nearly passed out from the pleasure. But only with her had Ross ever lost this kind of control. His face took on an almost feral quality to it as he rammed his fat prick in and out of Heather. Dani’s friend was helpless to do much but slide her face along Dani’s slick folds, her breath coming in moans and grunts with every thrust. The wet slap of his balls against Heather’s ass was all the stimulation Dani needed, though, and she came nearly from the sight and sounds of this all. When she spread her own pussy wide again and Heather took a few laps, she convulsed, a tiny wave of pleasure passing through her and never relented. 
 
    Heather glanced behind her, face drawn in a rictus of pleasure. “Tug my hair,” she begged. Ross ran his fist through her long sandy blonde locks and pulled back hard enough her chin came up. She gasped and her fingers crushed the fabric underneath her. “Fucking me… so good!” she cried out. 
 
    Ross grabbed one of her hands with the one not gripping her hair, and he pinned it behind her back as he shifted his weight and rose up slightly, squatting on one knee and plowing down into Heather’s cunt. The effect was immediate. He was already hitting her g-spot hard, but now it was like he was hammering on her pleasure center, and her eyes rolled up. 
 
    “Oh… my fucking… GOD!” she wailed, and she came with such force she saw red. Her breath caught in her throat and for what felt like minutes as the cock slammed into her, she couldn’t breathe, couldn’t focus, couldn’t even think except to ride out the waves of pleasure. Ross made her come, and come, and come. She barely even registered it when he let go of her arm and her hair and he yanked her backwards along the bed, laying her flat in a planking position. Dani stared at him, mouth open, whimpering as she fingered herself to him sliding back into Heather. 
 
    “Show me,” he told her hoarsely. “Show me what you did to her ass.” 
 
    Dani crawled to him on her hands and knees, her eyes never leaving his until she reached her friend’s jiggling bottom. He wasn’t slamming into Heather with the force he had been – at that angle, he just couldn’t – but she was still being pushed up and down the bed, her moans keeping rhythm with his thrusts. Dani leaned down, still watching him, and spread her friend’s cheeks wide. She licked her lips, then finally broke contact with her husband to lean down and lick around Heather’s delicate hole. 
 
    “Fuck,” he grunted, watching her with bulging eyes. 
 
    Dani went even further than she had the night before. She delicately tongued the supermodel’s asshole, rimming her with slow flicks of her tongue, stopping now and then to look up at her husband. Neither of them said a word to the other. This was lewd on a whole new level for them both, and he was enraptured by it. 
 
    She ate out her friend’s ass while he fucked Heather’s pussy, and all there was in the air was moans from the other woman and grunts from him. Ross should have come long ago, but he wanted this moment to stretch out forever. This was as erotic a sight and experience as he’d ever seen. His wife’s tongue licked Heather Mycroft’s ass one more time, and then she slipped off the bed. She stroked her husband’s pec, then lifted a finger to her lips. Dani sucked on it, still staring him right in the eyes, and slipped the finger down to Heather’s ass. Her friend jerked around when her fingertip slid into her most forbidden hole. 
 
    “Dannnnnni….” Heather wailed. Her throat was so hoarse with her pleasure it barely registered as more than a croak. She shivered one more time, her pleasure making her voice trail off into a gasp and a soft cry, and she dropped her head against the mattress, panting. 
 
    “Come for her, baby. Come all over that sexy ass. Let me help you.” 
 
    Ross jerked out of Heather, staring at his wife. She reached down and jerked him fast, biting her lip and blushing. It was her he was still looking at when he came, his warmth streaking up across Heather’s back, her ass, her hips. 
 
    * * * 
 
    I did it. I slept with Dani. And her husband. 
 
    Heather sent the text while Dani slept with her arm wrapped around her, her head against the side of Heather’s well-teased breast. Nip marks on her side boob were going to draw some eyes if anyone paid close attention, but she had the makeup to cover it up. On the other side of Dani, Ross slept on his back, still nude. None of them had dressed that entire day. None of them made it further than the bathroom from the bed. And now it was dark, and none of them could take anymore. How many times they’d fucked, how many times each of them had come, she had no idea. 
 
    Details. Was it everything you wanted? 
 
    Heather smiled to herself. 
 
    Oh yes. And then some. He’s very gifted. Very. And Dani is 
 
    Dani was what? Certainly the most amazing friend and lover she’d ever met. Her best friend, Dani had said. Heat rose up in Heather’s chest thinking about the words. Beyond the lust, beyond the intense physicality of the last two days, those words had affected her more than any other moment in that trip. Hell… maybe her entire adult life. Dani felt like… 
 
    And Dani is – this is going to sound dumb, so don’t laugh – Dani feels like my soulmate. 
 
    Why would I laugh? That’s amazing. I’m happy for you. 
 
    It doesn’t change anything between us, Marco 
 
    Does that mean you’ve made up your mind? 
 
    I would very much like you to make me dinner so we can find out. 
 
    That sounds like a date. 
 
    Definitely. 
 
    Now… details! 
 
    She laughed softly, and her fingers blurred across the screen as she typed. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They played. For days on end, the only thing that mattered to the three of them was pleasure and fun. They rolled in the surf together, splashing each other, winding up in each other’s arms more often than was probably safe. Cameras clicked away. People talked. And Heather, Dani, and Ross didn’t care. 
 
    Ross became a human scratching post for the women. He knew well he was there for their pleasure, at least for the moment, and he served his duty with both good humor and the good sense to leave them to their play. Dani acted like she had back when they first started dating, her life renewed, her spirit set free to soar with Heather’s. He watched, he joined in, he enjoyed. And he came to realize this wasn’t just simple infatuation for Dani or Heather, but love, plain and simple. 
 
    Was he jealous? No. He wished he could still elicit that kind of joy from Dani, but their love had tempered into something more mature and warm – and love him she still did, with great relish and the most dazzling smiles of their whole life, save maybe their wedding day. If anything, Ross fell harder for his wife that week than ever before. 
 
    Dani worried sometimes she might be hurting her husband, but his reassurances were genuine and caring, and she finally dared believe him when he told her nothing about her friendship with Heather could affect his love for her in the slightest. She really had married the best man she possibly could have ever hoped for, though Heather’s friend Marco certainly seemed like a wonderful guy too. 
 
    Heather was divided – contented, but divided. She loved Dani, but knew better than any of them the clock was ticking down on all this. And the truth was, she greatly looked forward to being in Marco’s arms. Their texts continued to grow into something more passionate, and a few days after she texted him the details of her hookup with Dani and Ross, she opened up a no-doubt freakishly expensive video connection with him so Ross could hold the camera and show off live just what Dani and Heather had been doing to each other. For the first time, Heather saw his cock as he stroked it on his end, watching the feed like a starving man, his eyes wide and his mouth ajar. She was very pleased with what she saw. He wasn’t as big as Ross, but what was there was going to make her one very happy woman. 
 
    Except. 
 
    Except Heather knew in her heart it was going to break her to leave Dani. They lived a country apart, and though there was always social media and video chat, having to say goodbye to her newest, closest friend was tearing her apart. She held onto her emotions, silently counting down the hours, the minutes, but it had to happen. This dream had to end. 
 
    But it didn’t mean they couldn’t have some fun first. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Most the resort’s guests loaded up on a bus for a tour of the city, much like Juan had done for Dani and Heather. Since they’d already seen the city and were planning another trip a couple days before they had to fly out, the trio camped out on lounge chairs on the beach, catching some sun and allowing Heather and Ross to do some reading. That night spent alone in Heather’s room had woken up a desire in Ross to get back into reading, and now he was three-quarters into a spy thriller, a book he was determined to finish before they had to leave. 
 
    Dani, however, didn’t share their enthusiasm for books, and spent much of her time there on the beach sipping a cocktail and being bored and horny, dressed in her skimpiest bikini yet, one she’d bought on her trip to the city. The white shoulder straps barely hung onto her big breasts over one shoulder. Her nipple constantly fell out, but that was sort of the point. Even more mouthwatering was the way the high-hipped skimpy thong bottoms swooping down to a scandalously low cut vee, the tip of the fabric just barely stretching beyond her pussy lips. The outfit made it hard for Ross to pay any sort of attention to his book. 
 
    The other competition for his attention was Heather’s bikini. The bottoms were a simple white, skimpy, but not nearly as revealing as Dani’s. The top, though, was something else. Styled almost like a open vest with strings looping across the open fabric between her breasts, it pushed her juicy breasts up high and proud. The best part of the ensemble, in his opinion, was the white choker around Heather’s neck, He wanted to hook his fingers into it while he fucked her hard from behind, which had quickly become his favorite position with her. Heather went wild for doggy-style, especially with Dani’s sweet, messy pussy spread wide for her tasting pleasure in front of her – or even better, with Dani enthusiastically licking out her best friend’s cunt while Ross fucked Heather silly. 
 
    Dani’s lounger sat in the middle of her husband and Heather’s. Their interactions had been much like that – in bed, when they ate together, when they lounged poolside together. Dani wanted both her husband and her best friend, and she had become the center of their little trio. Now she glanced between the two and wiggled her hips together, running a hand down along her tummy to her bikini clad sex. Wet already again. Her sexual urges, always on high, had gone into overdrive and had yet to leave. She sat up and glanced over each shoulder to see who was around. One younger couple lounged in the pool, splashing each other. They were new arrivals as of that day, and had come in too late to join the tour. Apart from that, a couple staff members walked here and there, cleaning bugs and leaves from the pools. 
 
    Satisfied a minimal amount of people could see them – especially Heather, who had been in the news a lot over the last week for her new close friendship to a mysterious couple – Dani settled back on her chair and moaned, “Mm, it’s so hot. I think I need more sunblock.” 
 
    Heather lowered her book and glanced aside at her. In her big, oversized sunglasses, Heather’s arched eyebrow couldn’t be seen. “You just put some on, silly.” 
 
    Dani raised her own sunglasses and winked. “You need some too.” 
 
    “Hmm,” Heather said, getting the idea. “I guess I could.” 
 
    Dani glanced over at her husband. “Baby. Would you rub some sunblock on us? Pleeeaaase?” 
 
    “Yes Ross, please?” Heather asked, her voice low and sultry. 
 
    Ross tossed the book a full five feet away and sprang to his feet. His reaction drew a giggle from Heather. He grabbed Dani’s chair and pulled her closer to Heather before dropping a towel in the sand between them and grabbing the bottle of sunblock. The two full-figured beauties settled back, pleased with themselves as their vacation hunk squirted a wad of sunblock into his palms and reached for their feet. 
 
    Their bodies were warm, so warm, under his touch, and Dani jerked when the cool cream touched her skin. Her husband held her ankle, and coaxed her body into relaxing with small, smooth strokes up and down her foot. Heather gave a pleased “mm” as he massaged her foot. 
 
    “You could do that for hours and I wouldn’t mind,” she murmured to him. 
 
    He grinned up at her and rubbed her Achilles heel with his thumb. Like Dani, she sat up to look around and see who was watching, then reached out and took Dani’s hand. At the angle he was at, Ross was looking straight at the cleft of their sexes under their barely-there bottoms, and his cock was rousing fast to the occasion. 
 
    Despite his growing excitement, Ross took his time, savoring every tanned inch of the two gorgeous women before him. They lounged like pleased cats, Dani with one arm under her head so she could watch her husband’s skilled hands, Heather with a cocktail’s straw at her lips, spending more time licking and making a show of it than actually drinking. 
 
    Their calves were next, and he drew his hands up and down them, stroking their soft flesh as Dani’s thighs parted. With the hand not pinned under her head, she began a slow exploration of her own body, and when she cupped one of her full breasts, the wedge of her bikini top slipped down for the umpteenth time that day. “Oops,” she whispered, and brought the nipple to her mouth, flicking it with her tongue before she tugged the top back up into place. Ross nearly lost it at that point and went straight for their waiting cunts, but he was going to torture them as much as they were him. 
 
    And it was torture for them, the very best kind. Ross took his sweet time, making sure every inch of their bodies gleamed with the sunblock. Heather’s lips fell open at some point as he neared her knees, and judging from the way she kept trembling under his touch, she was fighting the urge to play with herself. Much like Dani liked to show off and expose herself, Heather loved to watch, and her most powerful orgasms when Ross wasn’t stuffing her full of his thick cock came when she was watching the other two, usually in an armchair or right beside Dani, stroking her own pussy while Dani rode Ross like a cowgirl or he fucked his wife into the mattress. 
 
    His hands slid up to their hips, and he applied more sunblock. Dani’s hand slid further down her stomach, almost to her sex, and she breathed in softly when he began to rub his hands all over her skin again. Heather turned her head to watch her best friend’s reaction, her pink tongue sliding across her lips. Ross rubbed their skin in long, slow circles, slowly inching forward closer and closer to their sexes. He still took his time, but his smile faded away as he stared between his wife’s pussy and Heather’s. He wanted them both, and now. 
 
    His hands neared the thinly-stretched fabric, and Heather slid her legs to either side of her lounger, her breaths coming as sharp as Dani’s now. With the hand behind her head, Dani gripped a fistful of her own hair and tugged it when Ross’s thumbs brushed against her sex. She glanced over at Heather, and their lips parted as one as Ross began to rub their pussies under the taut bikini bottoms. 
 
    “Anyone could see,” Dani whispered. 
 
    “Do you care?” Heather replied. 
 
    Dani shook her head, biting her lip, and succumbed to the feelings. The thrill of people around them, scarce though they might be, looking over and seeing her husband rubbing their pussies through their swimsuits made her feverish with need. Anyone could see. Point. Whisper to each other. She arched her back, whispering, “It’s so dirty.” 
 
    This was what she wanted. What she’d teased them with. And yet now delicious doubt spread through Dani’s mind. It wasn’t a doubt she would act on, but if the news got wind that Heather Mycroft had been fingered on the beach, well… and if there were pictures? Videos? 
 
    “Oh God, Heather, your reputation…” she whimpered. 
 
    “For you, anything,” Heather said, her own back arching as Ross stroked the length of her pussy. She dipped a hand down to her clit through the fabric, gasping almost silently, her back rising and falling against the chair. 
 
    Ross pulled at Dani’s bikini bottoms hard enough to tug them down and expose her clit and the top of her plump lips. Her hands shot to her breasts, massaging them, her feet kicking as he began to rub her clit at the same time as he massaged Heather’s pussy. His wife’s tit popped out again, and he leaned over her to suck it into his mouth. With his prick so hard it ached, he leaned over and did the same to Heather, sucking on her nipple through the triangle of fabric stretched across it. 
 
    Whispers from the pool. Ross looked up to see the young couple watching, much like the first day with his wife, though this couple was much more attractive. The woman was a petite Asian, her eyes wide. Her significant other was a ripped young man with a square jaw and piercing blue eyes. They watched the trio on the beach, the woman looking over at her boyfriend or husband now and then, a shy smile on her face. He whispered something in her ear as Ross picked up the pace, and she glanced back down at the beach again before nodding to him. He slid behind her, and guided her towards the steps of the pool. Ross thought they meant to join them, a line he wouldn’t allow them to cross – more because his primal mind snarled “mine” when he thought of anyone other than him touching the two women in his life at the moment. 
 
    Instead, though, as Dani’s whimpers of need became more and more audible, the man guided his companion up onto the steps and bent her over the thin-edged side of the pool, Ross couldn’t see her ass from this angle, but he thought the man had pulled her bottoms down and was fingering her much like Ross was the two women on the beach. Closer to the resort’s buildings, two of the staff members looked their way now and again, but they were paid enough to attempt to keep to their own business. 
 
    Ross said conversationally, “We have an audience.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Dani said, and tried to sit up, covering her breast. Ross put a hand on her stomach and kept her in place. 
 
    “They’re having as much fun as we are,” he murmured. “Should we give them a real show?” 
 
    Dani glanced over at Heather. The blonde supermodel grinned, and for an answer, she slid her bottoms down. Ross said quietly, “On your hands and knees. The both of you.” 
 
    Dani bit her lip, and did as he asked. She gasped when she saw the couple, and blushed furiously. Heather turned over too after a moment, and the man’s eyes widened in shock. Ross raised a finger to his lips and winked, and the man, his mouth open, nodded after a long moment. 
 
    Heather’s taut, juicy bottom wiggled slowly side to side as she stretched luxuriously. Ross settled his thumb against her slit again. She was dripping wet, her need glistening on her thighs now that her bottoms weren’t holding back her arousal. Dani followed her friend’s example a moment later, sliding her bottoms down. Her bare breast was still exposed, and she couldn’t stop blushing as she watched the other couple. The strangers smiled at each other, and then the man slid behind the woman, disappearing from view for the most part as he leaned down to eat her out from behind. 
 
    Ross slid three fingers into Heather and Dani’s pussies as the duo watched the other couple. Dani whimpered her need, and Heather began rocking back against Ross. They were both so wet and ready. He wanted to take them. To pile them on top of each other and fuck them. To show everyone watching who it was giving them screaming orgasms three or four times a day. But Ross didn’t need his cock to do that. All he needed was his fingers. 
 
    Heather bucked against him harder and harder, and when he slid his thumb over her asshole, she began to pant, “Oh shit, oh fuck, Ross…” 
 
    Dani was slower to start but the thrill of living out her deepest fantasy soon overwhelmed her and she began slamming that jiggly ass back against his fingers, her cheeks flaming with embarrassment and desire. 
 
    “My dirty wife, getting fingered in front of all these people and loving it,” Ross said. 
 
    “Yesss,” Dani moaned. “It’s so slutty.” 
 
    “You’re my slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Uh huuuuh.” 
 
    “You like getting it where anybody could watch?” 
 
    “God yessss,” Dani hissed. 
 
    “When I make you come, I’m going to fuck you right here, Dani. Do you want that? Do you want to take my cock while these people watch?” 
 
    “YES!” she shouted. “I want your fucking cock inside me! I want you to come all over me while they watch. I want to show them what a whore I am for youuuu!” 
 
    She bucked so hard backwards against him that her other tit popped out, and now she slapped back and forth, her breasts wobbling with each thrust. Heather stopped watching the other couple and focused instead on Dani, her mouth wide, her breaths coming harder and harder. Dani arched her back and wailed out her pleasure, a single sharp keen as she came, her pussy juices gushing out of her along Ross’s hand, down her thighs, onto the chair. 
 
    Heather jerked off of his hand and shot a look over her shoulder. “Fuck her,” she begged. “Do it now. Oh my God, I’m going to come just thinking about it.” 
 
    Ross hurried to do just that, getting up and throwing one leg over the chair. He grabbed his wife around the waist and pulled her ass back towards him. He dropped his shorts and the woman watching them moaned audibly when she saw his big dick. Ross paid her no mind. He was watching Heather as she flopped over onto her back, legs spread wide, furiously stroking her clit with one hand while she plunged three fingers back into herself. 
 
    Ross hilted himself in his wife in one hard thrust, impaling her on his dick as she screamed out, “Oh, FUCK!” 
 
    Heather’s ass lurched upright and slammed back down as she fingered herself, her head twisted to the side, watching her best friend get fucked right out in the open. Ross pulled back and slammed into Dani again and again, gripping her ass now, slapping it. Dani crested, crested, crested. Ross spit into his hand, spit again, and Heather moaned as he stuck a lubed finger into his wife’s ass right there in front of the couple and the staff in the distance. 
 
    Dani arched her back, her breasts bouncing as her husband double penetrated her. She closed her eyes, lost to the pleasure, and had to force herself to open them as the Asian woman bucked against her lover’s face, her own face scrunched up in the throes of passion. Then Heather was there, kneeling beside Dani, kissing her, cupping her tit, squeezing her ass. Dani stared her in the eyes, her moan caught in her throat as she came for a second time, her pussy squelching on Ross’s fat prick. 
 
    “Come on us,” Heather begged him. “Come on our faces. Give them one hell of a fucking end to this.” 
 
    Ross jerked out of his wife’s quivering pussy and she twisted around and fell to her knees beside Heather on his towel. He guided his cock to Heather’s lips and she devoured him, sucking half his length down and swirling her tongue along his base. Then he fed it to his wife, whose hand fell between Heather’s legs to cup her friend’s sex. All the while, the couple in the pool and the staff members stared, astonished. 
 
    Ross jerked out and two sets of hands stroked him. Heather begged for him to come and Dani grinned up at him. He came with a grunt, his first shot hitting his wife’s cheek, the second Heather’s forehead. He shot and shot and shot, streaks landing across their tits, their chins, their hair. Before he’d even finished, Dani was on Heather, licking him off her friend, sucking her tits, cleaning up her face with fingers and tongue alike. Then they were up, and Dani grabbed his hand, and they were running, the girls laughing while Ross stared at the couple in the pool. The man gave him a thumbs-up, and the woman mouthed, “Thank you.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The trip to the city came with a somber mood finally settling in. Two days. Two days until Dani and Ross flew out, followed shortly by Heather flying to the opposite end of the country. 
 
    Ross sat up front with Juan, while the two women cuddled in the back. The driver took the new stage in the women’s relationship with complete nonchalance, and instead, focused on keeping Ross entertained and informed, talking a lot about the city’s history and his own plans for the future. Ross tried to keep up a conversation with the man, but his worry about his wife’s feelings was beginning to settle in. 
 
    And the truth was, he was going to miss Heather too. 
 
    She had stopped being “the” supermodel in his mind and became… well, Heather. The sad one. The preoccupied one. The one that made his wife so happy. The ephemeral one. The one who would have to get away. 
 
    They ate a quiet dinner together. The food was great, but none of them could finish the meal. Despite Heather’s forced attempts at good humor, Dani broke down sobbing halfway through the main course, and that set off Heather too. They clung to each other, crying until there was nothing else to do but walk to the door together while Ross paid the bill and tried not to feel like his wife’s world was ending. 
 
    Their plans for the night had involved dancing and a last stroll along the boardwalk, but instead, they asked Juan for a ride back to the resort. There, Heather guided them to the room she’d gifted them, to the big bed, to make love. 
 
    The girls stripped out of their cocktail dresses, and Heather ran her hands over Dani’s shoulders before kissing her gently. “No more tears for a while,” she murmured. “We get a whole day and a half together. Whatever my life was before, a day and a half with you is more amazing than a lifetime without it.” 
 
    Dani choked on a sob, and smacked her friend’s boob. “Thought… you said… no more tears,” she said. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “Then stop making me cry, damn it.” 
 
    Ross undressed, and stood to the side, watching them slowly kiss, their hands exploring each other as gently as though it were the first time. When Dani’s hand stroked across Heather’s ass, she blinked and raised an eyebrow. “Uh, Heather?” 
 
    Heather grinned. “It’s a surprise. For our man meat.” 
 
    “I like surprises,” Ross grunted. He came over and turned Heather so her butt was to him. He rubbed his hard cock along her shapely ass before sliding her whisper-thin panties down. “Holy shit.” 
 
    Heather slid a hand down the crack of her ass to where the plug peeked out. “So… want to take a supermodel in the ass tonight?” 
 
    “Okay,” Dani said, turning Heather again so she could look at the plug. “Now you can say no more tears. Because oh hell, I need to see this happen.” 
 
    “First, though,” Ross said. “I want to watch you two together.” 
 
    “Ah ah ah,” Heather said. “First is going to be us taking care of you, big man. I want you lasting as long as you can when you’re shoving that big…” She dropped to her knees, staring up at him with a smile. “Fat…” She took Dani’s hand and pulled her down too. “Dick into my teeny tiny…” She sucked him down, and pulled off him with a wet pop. “Asshole.” 
 
    They crowded his cock. His wife, staring up at him with her beautiful, warm eyes, her red hair spilling down her back in messy waves. Heather, so put together, the impossible dream, mouth wide, sucking half his cock down in one go with those plump lips spread wide around him. They traded his dick between them, one of them sucking him for a minute while the other licked his base or one of his balls. He wasn’t the only one getting touched either. A hand against a breast, or dropping down to a ripe cheek, squeezing. At one point, Heather started breathing so hard he thought she might come right there on her hands and knees until he realized his wife was fingering her while Heather blew him. 
 
    They began to work down his cock together, their lips meeting at his tip for sloppy tonguing that left him practically shoving his dick towards their mouths. Ross didn’t hold anything back. No one teased much that night. Everyone was desperate to give each other pleasure, to make this as memorable a time as possible. One more full day after this. One more day when they were complete. 
 
    “I want you to promise me something,” Ross said to Heather, his cock lodged down her throat. “Make Marco care about you as much as we do. Make him love you, the way we do.” 
 
    Heather slid off his cock, blinking up at him. “I will.” 
 
    “That’s all I want for you,” he said, and stroked her cheek. 
 
    She sucked him down again, staring up at him, Dani stroked her back, smiling up at her husband faintly. When it was her turn to suck him again, she took him lightly, jerking his base. Heather’s hand joined hers, and they licked his tip together, going for broke now, no more switching. They wanted him to come for both of them, and he did, his grunt soft and pleased, his love filling their mouths. The girls shared a kiss, a long, smoldering one, and when they broke apart, they opened their mouths and showed him – all gone. 
 
    “Sexiest women in the world,” he said, and pulled them to their feet. He kissed them both softly, and patted their butts. “I love the both of you.” 
 
    “I love you, baby,” Dani whispered, and cradled her head against his neck. 
 
    “I love you too, Ross,” Heather said, and stroked his butt while she kissed his neck on the opposite side as her friend. 
 
    They stayed for a while like that until Heather took Dani’s hand and guided her to the bed. They rested facing each other, kissing and stroking softly. Ross knelt at the base of the bed, lavishing their legs and feet with soft brushes of his mouth. This moment wasn’t about him, and he knew it, so he let them have it. Heather kissed Dani with more and more need until her friend was on her back and Heather was straddling her hips, leaning down, her breasts against Dani’s, kissing her with hungry pops and moans. 
 
    Then it was Dani’s turn, somehow twisting Heather until she was on her back and it was Dani on top, sucking at her neck, her fingers stroking Heather’s sides. The woman under her, the goddess, spread her legs wide and wrapped them around Dani, whimpering her need. They fought for control, giggling, touching, loving as they twisted around and nearly fell off the bed. Ross guided them out of their tangled mess and laid them side by side again, this time with Dani’s head at her friend’s pussy and vice versa. They began to take slow, tentative laps of each other, eliciting moans as frequently as the caresses of their tongues. 
 
    Theirs was a joining of love and togetherness. They wanted each other to come, and that was what they did. After a week and change of sex, they knew each other’s bodies well, and worked fast at the things they knew the other craved. Dani teased the plug in Heather’s bottom, and Heather pinched and played with Dani’s nipples, stopping now and then for a light brush of her own fingers along Dani’s delicate bud. 
 
    Heather was the first to come, her orgasm so quiet Ross almost missed it. Dani wasn’t far along behind, and much louder, though there were few coherent words to it. Heather pushed her friend onto her back, and gestured for Ross to come hither. He gladly slid up his wife’s body and spread her legs wide to slip his cock into her. But Dani twisted too and said to Heather, “Beside me. Like I am.” 
 
    Heather rested down on her back like her friend, and they kissed softly again, tasting themselves on each other’s lips. Then Dani looked up at her husband and smiled. “Now her.” 
 
    He pulled out of his wife and slid across the bed to Heather. Without comment, he brought his cock to her pussy and joined with her too. The women’s hands met and folded together, and they whispered words to each other, words that they needed to hear, words that they’d been struggling to say to one another this whole time. 
 
    “I love you,” Heather whispered. 
 
    Dani swallowed, and whispered back, “I love you.” 
 
    Ross spent the better part of an hour sliding between the two women as they cupped each other’s faces and kissed for long stretches of time. He spent a few minutes inside each one, his cock so hard it hurt, but this was for them, and for them, he could suffer. They did not come this way. It wasn’t about that. It was about a longer-lasting pleasure, a memory. And it was a memory all three of them would hold onto, forever. 
 
    But it had to end. It all had to end. 
 
    “Ross,” Dani murmured. “I’m going to get her ready for you.” 
 
    Heather whimpered and kissed her best friend’s shoulder. “Do you want to go first?” 
 
    Dani shook her head, smiling. “We’ve tried it a few times. He’s a little big for me there.” 
 
    “If I’m too much for you,” Ross said, “just tell me. This is a hell of a gift, but every minute with you has been. I’m happy to finish wherever else you want me to.” 
 
    Heather winked up at him. “You’ll fit. I have toys that… well… you’ll fit.” 
 
    He chuckled, and pulled out of Dani. Heather turned over onto her back, and Dani slipped off the bed to collect a bottle of lube. When she returned, Ross had Heather on her hands and knees, his cock back inside her as he gripped one of her shoulders and her waist. 
 
    “Can’t leave you two for a minute,” Dani grumbled. 
 
    “Definitely not,” Heather agreed. 
 
    Dani eased the plug out of her friend, and understood why Heather said Ross would fit. The plug was much bigger than any of her own toys, and at its widest point, was as thick as Ross’s cock. She lubed up a pair of fingers, and tenderly traced them around her best friend’s delicate hole, watching, fascinated, as her husband kept up a slow, deep pace inside the other woman. 
 
    “You’ve gotta be hurting by now,” she said to him. 
 
    Ross smiled. “Yes. But it’s a good hurt.” 
 
    Heather glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “Then I’ve got the perfect place for you to finish.” 
 
    Dani turned her attention to Ross’s prick, and glided a slick hand across his length. She stared into his eyes and kissed him, blinking away tears. “Best vacation ever,” she whispered. 
 
    “Couldn’t agree more.” 
 
    She sniffed and guided him to Heather’s ass. “Okay,” she breathed. “Do it.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    Heather felt him press against her, and her head came up. “Oh my-” He entered her ass, and her next word came out half-choked. “-Guh!” 
 
    Dani hurriedly leaned down. “You okay?” 
 
    Heather nodded frantically. “Big. Holy buckets, that’s big.” 
 
    She was tight around him, but the plug and the lube helped him coax his way deeper than he had with any other woman before her. Heather rested on quivering arms as Ross slid half his length into her ass, whimpering how full she was. Dani kissed her cheek, her neck, her shoulders, not watching him, but her friend’s face for the first few slow strokes. She finally glanced up at her husband and breathed, “We have done some hot things together. But this… this is incredible.” 
 
    “Help her out,” he grunted. “Not going to last long and I want her to come.” 
 
    Dani hurried to do just that, sliding a hand underneath her friend and stroking her throbbing clit. Heather gave her a grateful smile, and Dani kissed her nose. 
 
    Ross really was clinging on, and wasn’t entirely sure he had it in him to endure more than a few strokes inside this wonderful woman’s ass. But his own words floated back to him – I love you – and he whispered it under his breath again, staring down at Heather. He’d known what he was going to do the next morning for a while, that this would be his last time with the supermodel. He wanted it to be as memorable as possible, and with sweat beading on his brow, he slowly eased in and out of Heather’s ass, listening to her whimpers of pleasure, his cock throbbing inside her. 
 
    Dani stroked the other woman’s clit, but what Heather needed was her lips at her own. She stared at Dani, mouth parted, and leaned in to kiss her, her own tears finally starting. “It’s good, Dani, it’s so good,” she whispered. “He’s got me so full.” 
 
    “Tell me what you need, baby,” Dani whispered back. 
 
    “Pinch it. Play with it harder.” Heather hissed when Dani did just that, and crushed her lips to Dani’s. “Like that,” she whimpered. “Kiss me and keep doing that.” 
 
    Their mouths met in hot, sloppy kisses, their tongues playing as Heather was rocked back and forth by Ross’s big cock deep inside. She closed her eyes, her need building. Dani sensed she was close and played at her clit even harder. Heather’s mouth opened against hers, her eyes popping back open at the last. She could barely squeak out the next words. 
 
    “So… good!” 
 
    She came first. Barely. Ross felt her quiver, felt her release, and he sank back into her twice more, his need finally fulfilled as he came in Heather’s ass. She collapsed forward onto one arm, crying softly into it, not from pleasure or pain, but her own sorrow, finally released. Ross slipped out of her ass, concerned, and Dani was there beside her, brushing back her hair, asking if she was okay. Heather wrapped her arms around Dani and sobbed and sobbed. 
 
    No. Nothing was all right. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The two of them woke in each other’s arms, but where Ross should have been behind Dani, he was already gone. 
 
    It took them a while to notice. Morning breath be damned, they kissed softly, this start of their last full day together. Heather reached behind Dani and felt for Ross, but came up with nothing but a handful of sheets. She assumed he was in the shower, but when they finally untangled to take turns in the bathroom, they found the note on the table. 
 
      
 
    I want your last day to be together. Heather, you make my wife as happy as I’ve seen her since we got married. I meant what I said. I love you. And Dani, I love you too. You know this. I am so happy you’ve found someone along with me to share your soul with. Be happy together today. 
 
      
 
    Where he went, they only found out later. Juan picked him up, and the two hung out at a sports bar for most the day, playing pool and watching baseball. But back at the resort, Dani and Heather stood together in the shower in the morning, holding one another. 
 
    They did that a lot that day. 
 
    With her bottom tender from the events of the night before, Heather wasn’t much for sitting down, so they spent a good chunk of the morning in the pool together, talking quietly, soaking up the last bit of relaxation they could. They made promises to each other – Heather had a much lighter schedule than the last year, and as soon as she could, she was going to check on days she could fly to visit. 
 
    “I want to meet your girls. I want to meet your families. I want to see your house and where you work and… and everything,” Heather said. 
 
    Dani smiled, but deep inside, she feared, much like her husband, this was going to be the last time they ever saw each other in person. “And in the meantime, we can talk online and do video chats.” 
 
    “Yes!” Heather said, a little too brightly, trying hard not to cry. “Oh my God, you’re going to be sick of me.” 
 
    “No. Never.” 
 
    They picked at a light lunch and had a cocktail early in the afternoon, but were feeling listless and wound up going for a long walk along the beach. They held hands, and Dani cried some, and Heather cried some. They found a spot away from the world and stripped down, walking out into the water together this time. Not so far as Heather had, but far, and Dani whispered the words to her friend one more time. 
 
    “I love you, Heather. I love you so much.” 
 
    “I love you too, baby.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Heather folded them to her one more time, kissing first Ross, then her new best friend. Her new love. There were no more tears from her. Her eyes hurt too much. She and Dani spent the long night making love, and talking some more, and making love again. Ross came in early in the morning, apologetic, and they tackled him down to lavish him with kisses. They wanted to involve him in one more tryst, but the sad fact was, there just wasn’t time. 
 
    “Are you going to be okay?” Dani asked her. 
 
    “I won’t be here long. Just a couple hours and-” 
 
    “Not what I meant,” Dani said, cutting her off. “With Jay, with everything…” 
 
    Heather blinked and smiled. “You know… I haven’t thought about Jay in days.” She laughed in wonder. “Yeah. Yes. I’m going to be okay. And that’s thanks to you two.” 
 
    Ross took her hand and kissed it. “Marco is going to be the luckiest man in the world… outside me.” 
 
    “I can’t wait for you to meet him,” Heather said. 
 
    Dani kissed her again, and turned away. “I have to go. Or otherwise I’m going to want to stay here forever.” 
 
    Heather gripped her shoulder. “Dani. I love you. With all my heart.” 
 
    Dani shuddered and sobbed out, “Love you too.” 
 
    She couldn’t turn to face Heather. Ross smiled apologetically, and murmured, “Goodbye, Heather. Thank you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ross.” 
 
    Heather watched them through security, and finally, at the end, Dani turned. A look of such sorrow crossed her face that Heather nearly tried to run through the gate to her friend, but she couldn’t. She pressed a hand to her lips, blew Dani a kiss, and clutched her heart. Dani whispered those words again, and finally turned away. 
 
    When Heather walked into the airport bar and slid onto a stool, the bartender took one look at her face and asked, “What do you need?” 
 
    Heather laughed so long and so hard she nearly fell off the stool. 
 
    Going home was strange. She barely noticed the minutes slip by, the transfer, the second transfer. Food and drink were offered to her but she took nothing, full in a way she hadn’t anticipated. Spiritually. Emotionally. But Heather was tired, too, and this time, it was a good tired. The exhaustion of finally coming home after being wayward for far too long. She wanted to see Marco. She wanted to see the little island town. She wanted to sleep in her bed, preferably with her arm around her cute photographer boyfriend. 
 
    Heather texted him at the last stretch. 
 
    Be ready. 
 
    I am. 
 
    Heather texted Dani too, a long, rambling thing about her joy at having met the other woman. Ross’s name was a sweet afterthought. She did love the man, but it was Dani who stole her heart. A very large piece of her was always going to belong to the other woman, and Heather meant every word when she said she’d be looking into flying out as soon as she could. She could hardly wait. 
 
    In Seattle, she walked off the plane a reinvigorated woman. Everything seemed brighter. Everything seemed more alive. This was the city she remembered when she first came here, not the one tainted by her ex-husband. She smiled at some young girls who pointed her out and gasped, and gave an autograph to a few more waiting with her to grab their luggage. The cabbie who drove her to the long-term parking where she left her car talked her ear off about his own modeling aspirations as a young man, and Heather smiled to herself. The man reminded her of Juan. Juan, who she would miss too. 
 
    She was ready to plan her next vacation to Pearlbend Cove. 
 
    Marco’s place. It was nearly midnight, but the lights blazed bright. She got a text on the way that said Ross and Dani were about three-quarters home and that they loved her so much. It carried her all the way to her hesitant knock on Marco’s front door and inside. He was dressed in a long-sleeved black shirt and silk slacks that fitted well to his form, and when she leaned up to kiss him for the very first time, she breathed deep his rich, complex cologne. 
 
    “I missed you,” she whispered against his mouth. 
 
    He took her in his arms, and despite the amazing scents wafting from the kitchen, he guided her to the bedroom, their clothes falling where they may. Heather rode him fast and hard, her need building quickly as she cried out his name and fell forward onto him, her breasts crushing against his chest as he thrust up into her. He twisted and she was on her back, clutching him tight, kissing his neck as Marco spilled deep inside her, his lips at hers. 
 
    “Want to know a secret?” she asked him as they fell apart, catching their breath. 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    She turned on her side and stroked his chest. “I love you.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Dani surprised Ross with how well she held up. There were tears at first, yes, and more along the way, but when the plane leveled out, she was already putting herself back together, and leaned against him, falling asleep for a good part of the first leg home. 
 
    On the second, as they nibbled on a split candy bar, she kissed his shoulder. “Ross?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “Do you want another kid?” 
 
    He glanced at her. “If and only if you’re ready for one.” 
 
    “What if I told you I am?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but leaned in to kiss her softly and sweetly. 
 
    They didn’t get home until nearly the crack of dawn the day after they set off. The last layover should have only lasted an hour, but a storm wound up playing hell with their schedule, and they wound up zombie walking through their front door as the false dawn bloomed. After a quick text to the grandparents to let them know they’d be by in a few hours to pick up the kids, they crashed together on their bed. 
 
    But before they fell asleep, Dani whispered one more request to Ross. To make love to her one more time that vacation. And he did, and it was good, and sweet, and they nuzzled together in the afterglow, Dani crying and Ross not sure how to help her heal. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Heather was as good as her word, and flew out twice in as many months. She adored the girls, and the girls loved her. She signed autographs for all the patients in the small hospital Dani worked for, and was the center of attention at a fun potluck between their families, and ooohed and ahhed at the local kitschy museums. 
 
    But what they didn’t have a lot of time for was lovemaking, and it broke Dani and Heather’s hearts. They managed to get the girls to the grandparents so the adults could go out for “dinner,” which wound up being one of the few times they got to be together. Ross took Heather while Dani rode her face, and while the sex was as fantastic as ever, it left them remembering what was. 
 
    Marco had yet to meet Ross and Dani, but he was as fully supportive of his wife’s wants and needs as Ross was of his own, and while he wanted to meet the lovely couple for himself, he gave Heather his blessing for whatever fun she got up to with them. That second trip was almost more painful than the first. Layla came down sick with the flu, and they all wound up with it, so no lovemaking was had beyond the first night. 
 
    That trip broke Dani even further. At random times over the next few weeks, Ross would glance over and see her crying, or looking so lost and miserable that it hurt him to his core. The girls noticed her depression too, and it was them that gave him the idea. 
 
    Layla and Diana came to him one night when Dani had to work a double, and Diana asked solemnly, “Daddy, how do we help Mommy?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Ross was lost in thought much of the last leg of the flight. Dani, on the other hand, could barely contain her excitement. Four whole days with Heather and Marco. The girls were back home with the grandparents again. Heather wouldn’t say why they were invited out, only that she had “big news,” and when Dani asked if Marco had proposed, Heather would only grin slyly and say, “Maybe.” 
 
    They were in first class for the first time, thanks to Heather, and Dani took every opportunity to enjoy it, gorging herself and cuddling up tight with her husband on the much more comfortable chairs than coach. She hadn’t stopped smiling the whole trip, and when he’d look at her, he’d smile too. 
 
    When they landed, Heather and Marco were right there, at the front of the pack, and she grabbed Dani in such a long and tight hug that Ross and Marco had to start leading them towards the luggage pickup area, lest they wind up missing the chance. Heather started crying first for a change, then Dani. Marco and Ross shook hands, a sort of brotherly amusement passing between them. 
 
    “So,” Dani asked, “where’s the ring?” 
 
    Heather held up her hand, and grinned mischievously at Dani’s confused expression. “He  hasn’t. Yet.” 
 
    Marco laughed sheepishly. “I have some ideas about that, but I want it to be perfect.” 
 
    “Then I’m confused. Wait… are you pregnant too?” Dani asked. 
 
    Heather’s jaw dropped. “You’re… you…?” 
 
    Dani nodded, grinning. “Due in six months.” 
 
    Heather grabbed Dani again and laughed, and cried. Marco slapped Ross’s back and shook his hand, and that was the moment Ross decided he liked the other man. 
 
    Dani finally pulled away again. “So wait. Are you? Pregnant?” 
 
    “Nope,” Heather said. “We’re going to start trying when we get married.” 
 
    “Traditional,” Ross said. “Nice.” 
 
    “Well,” Marco said, grinning at Heather. “Not too traditional.” 
 
    “Then… what’s the big news?” Dani asked, confused. 
 
    Marco and Heather’s hands came together, and he smiled. “We bought a house,” he said. 
 
    “Oh! Oh, that’s awesome!” Dani said. “Let’s go check it out!” 
 
    As they drove to the ferry to the island, Marco explained that he’d sold his place, and they moved in together. They felt like they needed something of an upgrade, and decided on a new home that had come up for sale on the island. Dani had questions, since Heather had mentioned several times her home on the island was her dream place. Ross stayed quiet throughout the exchange, mostly taking in the city and the water once they were out on the boat. Heather kept him company as Marco and Dani got to know each other better, and when they reached the island, they all piled back into the car. 
 
    The island was as small as Heather told them, and they arrived at a two-story house with a gorgeous driveway lined by retaining walls. Heather clutched Dani’s hand, and said the oddest thing before they got out. “I hope… it’s all right.” 
 
    “It looks perfect. Beautiful and cozy all at once. And look at how green it is!” Dani said. “Let’s go break in your beds. I’m feeling the need to get to know Marco a liiiittle better.” 
 
    Heather laughed, and leaned over to kiss her softly. “Yes. Let’s go.” 
 
    Marco led them through a gate and up a short set of wooden stairs to the front door. He unlocked it, and stepped back, gesturing for Ross and Dani to go in first. 
 
    “Dani,” Ross said, taking her hand. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    He licked his lips. “I’ve told you time and time again I’d do anything for you. To see you the happiest we can be.” 
 
    She smiled quizzically. “I know. What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing at all. Honey… we’re home.” 
 
    “What?” Dani asked. 
 
    Marco said quietly, “Come inside.” 
 
    Dani stared at her husband, her smile locked in place, her eyes widening. She finally turned towards the door, and Heather guided her in. The furniture inside was brand new, still wrapped in plastic. The house looked completely unlived in, and Dani turned, her smile breaking. 
 
    “What…?” she asked. “What is this?” 
 
    “This isn’t our house,” Heather said, and took Dani’s hands. “Ours is next door. Right next door. This one… is yours. If you want it.” 
 
    Dani’s lips parted. She blinked at all three of them. “I don’t understand,” she whispered, and hiccupped. That got a quiet chuckle out of Marco, and Ross wrapped his arm around Dani’s side. 
 
    “After Heather’s last trip, the girls asked me how we help you,” he said quietly. “It haunted me. The only thing I could think of was getting Heather back into your life. Permanently. So I called her and Marco up.” 
 
    “He said you still hadn’t decided on a house yet,” Marco said. “And he asked us to send him some real estate magazines from the area and to keep an eye out for properties.” 
 
    “I made Ross an offer,” Heather said, squeezing Dani’s hands. “I buy a house and you two can rent to own from me, interest free, whatever you want to pay. Or don’t pay at all, I don’t really care so long as…” She choked on the next words, and smiled through it. “So long as you’re in my life. Even if you’d said no, this was a good investment. A rental property, or something. Anyways, if you say yes-” 
 
    “Of course I’m going to say yes,” Dani whispered. 
 
    Heather kissed her, hard and fast. Their foreheads pressed together, and she blinked away tears. “I have brochures from the hospitals around here, they’re all looking to hire, and the schools are good, but I know you’d be far away from your family and-” 
 
    It was Dani’s turn to kiss her this time, and she half-laughed, half-sobbed the next words. “I’m saying yes, yes, yes, absolutely yes.” She glanced at Ross, and he nodded, smiling. “You are… amazing. Best husband ever.” She spun and grabbed Marco in a hug, and in another moment, she pressed her lips to his, his eyes widening. It was most definitely not a chaste kiss. “And you,” she said, “are so getting very laid tonight. Assuming you might want me too.” 
 
    “Uh,” Marco said, and glanced at Ross somewhat fearfully. The other man’s grin widened, and Marco tentatively took Dani by the waist and kissed her again. “Absolutely.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They took Dani and Heather side by side, the women’s butts high in the air, their men pounding into them. Dani and Heather kissed again and again, big dopey smiles on their faces, lost in the afterglow of the orgasms they’d given each other before the men joined them. 
 
    “I missed you,” Heather murmured, her nose just an inch from Dani’s. 
 
    “Me too,” Dani replied. “I can’t believe we’re going to be together.” 
 
    “I’m so happy you said y-yes,” Heather said, her eyes closing as Marco ground his cock into her, rubbing her spot just right. “Oh fuck, that’s good.” 
 
    Dani giggled, and glanced over her shoulder. “Thank you, baby.” 
 
    “Are you happy?” he asked. 
 
    “The happiest.” 
 
    Ross pinched her butt, and she grinned at him before returning her lips to Heather’s. It seemed they couldn’t kiss enough. But soon the pleasure their men were giving them was too much to ignore and they broke apart, bouncing back and forth against Ross and Marco, their big cocks filling them deep and hard with every thrust. 
 
    Ross caught Marco’s eye and gestured at his wife. Marco grinned, and asked quietly, “You’re sure?” Ross nodded, and Marco slid out of Heather, stopping to lean down and give her wet and gleaming cunt a long lick before swapping places with Ross. Ross flipped Heather onto her back, and Marco laid down on the bed so the hot mother could ride him, her big breasts at the perfect angle to lean up and suck at them. Heather took Dani’s hand again, and grinned up at the other woman as Ross lifted her legs up and over his shoulders, sinking deep into her with a sigh of contentment. 
 
    Together, they all ran towards their orgasms. And hours later, when they walked over to Heather and Marco’s, they wound up in bed there too. Well, Dani and Heather did, anyways. Marco and Ross stood beside them and stroked their cocks while they watched the loves of their lives become who they were meant to be, achieving the one thing missing from their lives – togetherness. 
 
    And when the day came that Marco and Heather tied the knot, they did it in the one place that had started it all. On a beach, with a crying Juan sitting in the front row, the resort in profile behind them. When the pictures leaked, the public thought it was a publicity stunt, but anyone who knew the couple – or really, the foursome – knew too the magic of that place and what it meant to them. Ross and Dani stood with their best friends as the best man and maid of honor, but there was no doubt they were being wed to the pair too. And while Ross played with their daughters in the surf and Dani danced with Marco on the sands, Heather looked out across the water, smiling to herself, remembering the day she stripped down with her friend and slipped into those waters, telling each other how much they loved one another. She bounced Dani’s newborn in her arms and kissed her forehead, and took in the proud father, the happy mother, and her wonderful, accepting husband. 
 
    Their good life together had just begun. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Take Me Home 
 
      
 
    Contains: Hot, quick MFM. Anal, oral. 
 
      
 
    Chloe looked ready to fuck. Good. That was the point. 
 
    She twisted side to side, looking at herself in the full-length vanity. The top she wore could barely be called that. It was more of a bra, and the black mesh over itdid nothing to conceal her skin or the brand-new boobs she couldn’t wait to show off. The girls weren’t the only thing that looked spectacular. Her taut and tiny tummy gave way to Chloe’s shapely ass and hips, barely concealed in a black skirt so short it would show off her flimsy black thong. The look needed something else, something to draw attention to her face. A necklace? No. That was fine for the job, when it paid for her to look beautiful and demure, not like this sex goddess in the mirror. Chloe picked out a choker from a hanger on the wall, held it up to her neck, and smiled her twenty-thousand-dollar smile. Perfect. 
 
    Shoes. Shoes were the hardest choice, but she knew in her heart the pair she’d choose. Not just a pair of heels, but the heels. Black leather. Slits along the sides. An angle so high it tensed her calves, showing them off. They were the sort of shoes she could only wear for about twenty minutes before she wanted to throw them across the room – but twenty minutes was going to be far more than what she needed. 
 
    Chloe didn’t put them on, not until the driver texted her an alert she was outside waiting. A dab of champagne-berry lotion on her neck and between her breasts, and she slipped on the shoes, stopping once more in front of her mirror, admiring herself. The tanned skin. The flawless body. The curves, old and new. She tanned skin. The smoldering eyes. The luscious lips. The gleaming white teeth. The slutty makeup. The teased auburn hair, so bold and full. 
 
    Someone was going to be very, very lucky that night. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The bouncer saw her coming, sucked in his gut, and despite the thirty or so people in line, he motioned her forward. Of course he did. Chloe’s heels clicked on the pavement, breasts jiggling with every step. She gave the bouncer a megawatt smile and a press of her hand along his chest as she passed, ignoring the muttering from the people next in line, a slim, blandly handsome man and a blonde skank in what looked like that day’s office wear. She’d probably be lucky to blow a guy in the men’s restroom that night, let alone take home the prime meal Chloe was after. 
 
    The club was packed. To her left and right were long bars, but she wasn’t going to need a drink. Instead, she marched straight for the dance floor and the writhing masses of beautiful people shaking their asses and grinding up on each other. Swirls of shifting glittery colors spun around the room, casting everyone in gleaming bright hues. A DJ spinning a hot, frenetic beat rose above it all, bobbing his head to the music. 
 
    Heads began to turn towards Chloe, and she whirled among them, already dancing, already throwing herself into the moment. She was not a good dancer. She didn’t have to be. All she had to do was sway her ass, raise her hands in the air, and swing her head a bit side to side. Within twenty seconds, a man pushed up on her from behind, roaming his hands down her side. She looked over her shoulder at him. Thin-rimmed glasses. A goatee. Hard pass. She spun and pushed him with three fingers. A sheepish grin slid into place and he shrugged his shoulders like he was saying, “Had to try.” 
 
    She swayed her way closer to the middle of the pack. Hands reached out to touch her, caress her, squeeze her ass, pinch her breasts. She ignored all of it until a man pushed right in front of her, slim, tall, more beautiful than handsome. His dark curls hid his eyes but his smile was all wolf. Perfect. She spun her ass to him, grinding against him, and he wrapped his hands around her waist, his lips at her ear. 
 
    “You’re one sexy bitch.” 
 
    Yes, he’d do. Except he needed to pass one more test. She reached behind her and slid her hand across his belt, his slacks, right to his groin. Then she brought it back up again, to the hem, and slipped her hand inside. Chloe almost choked on her laughter. 
 
    She jerked her hand out of his pants and spun, sneering. “Pathetic,” she said, and pushed him away too. He looked angry, almost angry enough to do something, but Chloe was in another man’s arms already, the woman he’d been dancing with glaring at Chloe as she shimmied up and down, staring up at the guy. His whatever-she-was grabbed his arm and yanked him away, and he could only look after Chloe in regret. 
 
    The song changed, went more beat-heavy, animalistic. Someone stepped in close behind her and growled into her ear, “Try me on.” 
 
    She turned, and practically drooled. Muscles popped against his silk shirt. Wavy, black hair. Tight-cropped beard that had actually been trimmed unlike nearly every other douchebag in the club with one. He smelled like money and looked like a brick wall. She sidled up to him, swaying her ass, and he took her in his arms, his big hands riding up and down the sheer mesh along her sides. Chloe’s lips parted and she slipped a hand into his charcoal slacks. Her eyes widened. 
 
    Oh yes. Now he would do. 
 
    Another set of hands. These ones on her hips. She turned her head, annoyed, but the tall, wiry Asian man with a rock-hard chin was just as tasty in his own way as the boulder of a man in front of her. She turned, keeping one hand on the big man’s belt, not wanting him to get away. Two men? Maybe. 
 
    The Asian man guided her hand to his groin. His very big, bulging groin. 
 
    Yes. Two men that night. Perfect. 
 
    She took them by the waistbands and pulled them behind her to the edge of the crowd and beyond. Outside, in the cool night air, the two men stared at one another, and the big one said, “Whose place?” 
 
    “Mine,” the Asian said. “My car too. Keep her occupied until I pull up.” 
 
    The big man nodded. Regardless of the dozens of people watching, he turned Chloe so she was facing him, and as the Asian darted away, the big man slipped a hand under the hem of Chloe’s skirt. His thick, long fingers traced her thigh until he reached the scrap of fabric against her sex, and she gasped as he slid one of them from her base to her clit. She huddled in close to him, watching the crowd as the big man fingered her right in front of all of them. So hot. So wild. 
 
    She didn’t want it any other way. 
 
    His other hand slid around the back of her skirt and under it. His big hand palmed her ass, squeezing it tight as he slid the finger against her pussy even deeper. Only the fabric was keeping him from finger-fucking her, and Chloe went wild for it, the fabric tickling her in just the right way. He ran the finger up and down the length of her, and by the time a sleek, four-door sports car slowed to a stop feet away, the big man had her soaked. 
 
    The big man held open the back door for Chloe, and she slid in but put a hand on his groin when he tried to push in after her. “Enjoy the show, baby,” she said, gesturing towards the front seat. He groaned but obeyed, sliding in beside the Asian man as she moved across to the middle, spreading her legs wide. 
 
    The car punched forward the second the doors were closed, and the Asian kept it mostly under control as she slid her panties down to her knees. The big man turned to look too, but returned his attention momentarily to the Asian. “Ray,” he grunted. 
 
    “Jimmy,” the other man said. 
 
    Ray turned and looked again at Chloe. “You?” 
 
    “Does it matter?” 
 
    Both men snickered. “No,” Jimmy said. 
 
    “Condoms?” 
 
    Ray dug out his wallet and pulled out three of them. Jimmy looked up in the mirror and said, “At my place.” 
 
    “Good,” she said, and pulled the skirt up to her pink, wet pussy. 
 
    Ray watched her with his gleaming, almost angry eyes, his smile twisting into something more intense. Jimmy flicked his gaze up to the rearview mirror as she slid her fingers across her sex, teasing herself for them. The rev of the car’s powerful motor and their looks alone were almost enough to get herself off. 
 
    Chloe spread her lips wide with one hand, giving them a peek at what they’d be fucking soon. Her thumb and the glossy red nail teased her barely-hooded clit. She was being such a slut for them and she loved it, loved the hunger in their eyes, the need. Ray unzipped himself and slid his hand back towards her face. “Spit,” he said, and she did, twice, three times into his hand. He stroked himself in pace to her fingers at her clit. 
 
    They took a left, and Jimmy drove them down a chic restaurant and bar district. People milled about everywhere, and Chloe thrilled to the idea that if anyone peeked into the car, they could see her fucking herself for these two strangers. Always when she was on the verge of coming, Chloe felt a sudden dip in her stomach, a pleasant slide just like a fast dip down a hill. She felt it now, her hips spread wide, her fingers stroking her clit hard. She moaned, “Watch me come.” 
 
    Jimmy’s gaze returned to the mirror, and Ray twisted even further, his shoulder shaking as he jerked his cock to the sight of Chloe sliding down further, her mouth opening. She cried out, a single solitary gasp, and her pussy spasmed, her juices squirting out of her along the leather seats. She swiped a finger on one hand through her wetness, then did the same with a finger on the other, and leaned forward, catching her breath. “Taste,” she commanded, and held her fingers out towards the two men. Ray devoured it without pause, but Jimmy had to slow to a stop at a red light before he could take her finger, his eyes closing as he savored the taste. 
 
    In three more minutes, they were there, a three-story condo lit up the sides by soft yellows and sharper creamy whites. They pulled down an alley and at a flick of an unseen button, a garage door at the side of the building slid up and open. Jimmy pulled the car in next to a sleek motorcycle, and Chloe had a brief, powerful flashback to another hookup who once fucked her on his motorcycle, laid out on her back sideways across the seat, her legs spread wide in a vee around him. 
 
    They rushed her out of the car, and Jimmy led the way to an elevator. Top floor, not much time to do any fooling around before they were barging into a bachelor’s dream pad. Sleek, gray walls. A bookshelf loaded with expensive, leather-bound volumes. A fireplace that roared to life at a few verbal commands from Jimmy. A couch in the shape of a crescent moon. No TV, she thought, then she saw the digital projector hanging from the ceiling pointing towards a thin bar across the front of the bookshelf that no doubt dropped into a screen. 
 
    Oh yes. This guy was definitely the right pick. 
 
    “Bar?” Ray asked him. Jimmy gestured to the kitchen, and as the big man stomped away, Jimmy turned to Chloe. She guided him towards the couch, pulling at the clasp on his slacks and dropping them as they walked. He kicked out of his leather shoes and socks, and by the time they reached the couch, his briefs were sliding down his toned thighs across his legs. 
 
    She sat on the edge and pulled Jimmy to her. There was no fucking around with a handjob. As he stripped out of his shirt, Chloe wrapped her pink lips around his big dick and sucked for all she was worth. He was trimmed, but not clean shaven. Good. She liked a man to look like a man, not a fucking child. Her hands rose up to grip his base, her long nails gleaming right in front of her mouth. As she sucked, her cheeks hollowed out, and she knew how sexy she must look in that moment, this slut he didn’t know sucking him dry. 
 
    Jimmy tossed his shirt aside, and the Asian’s muscles didn’t disappoint. Maybe he wasn’t the enormous slab of them like their new friend, but his six pack only led up to more fun treasures, especially those ropy arms. A tattoo of a gorgeous woman’s face locked in a kiss with Death on his chest drew her eye too. Boys and their tattoos. 
 
    Jimmy slid a hand over her head and along her hair, his face screwing up in pleasure. Chloe reached up and swiped up a fistful of her auburn hair. He raised an eyebrow, and she popped off him long enough to ask, “Do I seem like the type of woman who can’t take a good face fucking?” 
 
    Somewhere in the next room Ray snickered. Jimmy grinned too, and did as she told him, gripping a fistful of her hair and sliding his cock deeper into her mouth. It only took him a few strokes to get into it, and she practically rolled her eyes when his balls slapped against her chin with authority. Finally. Chloe didn’t want to be ginger or artful tonight. She wanted to get fucked. Used. She wanted to walk out late that night – or the next morning – hoarse. Walking funny. Her ass sore. 
 
    Jimmy fucked her face like that, his hips rocking forward and the beautiful woman sitting on the edge of his couch, taking him deep as she stared up at him. He only broke out of it when Ray reappeared, carrying a trio of cocktails. He set them down on a heavy wood coffee table and began to disrobe, taking his time about it, staring at the show before him. 
 
    “Jesus, you’re really fuckin’ takin’ it, aren’t you, slut?” Ray asked, chuckling. 
 
    “Guh!” Chloe agreed. She couldn’t say much more than that, since Jimmy was sliding the tip of his cock further and further in until he was wedged in her throat again. This time he held her there, her lips stuffed up against his balls, her lungs aching for air. Yes. Yes! This was what Chloe wanted. Warmth coursed through her as she choked on his dick. She cupped one of her breasts as her eyes watered. She pinched and tweaked the nipple underneath the flimsy fabric, and finally Jimmy relented, jerking back out of her mouth. “Uggghhuh!” she gasped.  
 
    “Let me in there,” Ray said. Chloe glanced over at him and licked her lips. He’d stripped down too. Ray was big in every sense of the word. His cock was thicker than Jimmy’s, though maybe a touch shorter. There was almost no fat on his frame, and his frame was fucking huge. He had to be two-sixty, maybe two-eighty. His balls were trimmed too, but unlike Jimmy, who was nearly hairless apart from his cock and his head, a forest sprouted on Ray’s chest – trimmed too, which was a nice touch.  
 
    He stepped up, and Jimmy made room, his prick jutting out nearly against Chloe’s cheek. Her hot pink lipstick left smudges all along his length, something everyone looked at for a long moment. Chloe flicked her tongue out along his base, a promise to return to him soon. Once upon a time, girls used to make fun of Chloe for her long, pointed tongue, but not the boys when they discovered how much fun it could really be. And definitely not Jimmy. 
 
    Ray gripped her hair and guided her lips to his fat prick, grinning down at her. Far less shy about using her than Jimmy, he stuffed her mouth full of cock in seconds, hitting the back of her throat and shivering in pleasure. “Ah, Jesus, baby, that’s a fucking tongue.” 
 
    She used it to whip along his bottom, licking at him feverishly. Her hand reached out for Jimmy’s prick, and when she had a fistful of him, she started jacking him hard and fast before pulling off Ray in a hurry and doing the same with her other fist. She stared up at the two men, grinning before she sucked two inches of Jimmy down again, her fists lightning quick on both men’s cocks. She pulled off him with a wet slurp and returned to Ray again, alternating between them fast, her head bobbing back and forth with the effort. 
 
    One long suck on Ray elicited an earthy moan from him. “Ah, fuck, you slut, you’re great at sucking cock.” 
 
    She slurped off his tip and licked it, staring up at him. “I know,” she said, and swallowed him down again. 
 
    Lust took her, and she no longer waited for the men to fuck her face. Instead, Chloe slammed her lips down to their root, taking them so deep she thought their fat mushroom heads would dip down to her stomach. They filled her mouth, her throat, made her gag, made her choke. And still she wanted more. Their faces were lost to the sensations of her mouth and her skilled hands. Whoever she was sucking on at the moment, her hand would go around to squeeze their muscular asses, pulling them even tighter so she could face-fuck them harder, deeper. 
 
    “Horny, ain’t she?” Ray asked Jimmy. 
 
    The other man grunted, his cock speared deep inside her mouth. “Take it, you dirty cocksucker.” 
 
    The words turned Chloe on. If she took the time to speak, she’d tell them to talk as dirty as they wanted. Call her a slut. A whore. A dirty cunt who needed to be filled. Her own need built with their own until she was squirming with it. Her pussy felt like if she didn’t get one of these dicks in her soon, she was going to explode from the pressure. Chloe tried to concentrate on them. She began twisting her head side to side as she filled her mouth, her throat. 
 
    “You need it, don’t you, slut?” Ray asked. 
 
    “Mmmmf!” Chloe agreed around his cock. She pulled off him and went not for Jimmy, but one of Ray’s humongous balls, sucking it down, whipping her tongue across it as she stared up at him, the pancake makeup making her eyes utterly pop. 
 
    She let him go again and switched to Jimmy. He reached down to squeeze her tit through the fabric of the top. “I want to see these tits,” he said. “I’m going to fuck them before tonight’s through.” 
 
    “I want that pussy,” Ray said. “You can fuck them while I’m pounding this slut.” 
 
    “Gwwaaark!” Chloe said around Jimmy’s cock, squirming hard. She wanted it. She wanted all of it. Anything. Everything. 
 
    She switched to Ray again, her fist a blur on Jimmy’s cock. This time, she didn’t relent. Ray’s hips jerked back and forth, and judging from his grunting, he was close. She stared up at him, her tongue basting his prick, and he grabbed her hair behind the ears with both fists and started ramming his cock in and out of her mouth.  
 
    “Here it comes, whore,” he said. “First load of the night.” 
 
    “Mmmmf!” she said, trying to grin around him. He buried himself deep one more time and starting pumping his seed into her mouth. She swallowed, swallowed, swallowed, but here was so much of him she had to yank back, coughing on it and nearly choking. He was still coming, the big-dicked bastard, and he streaked her face with three more shots. 
 
    Chloe wasted no time and dove down on Jimmy’s cock, the come sliding down her face. She sucked him with a frenzied need, rocking back and forth on her hips, and a hand sliding down between her thighs. Three of her fingers sank deep into her cunt as she took Jimmy to the root. Ray fell back, grabbing a drink and settling on another side of the couch. 
 
    When she pulled away for air the next time, Jimmy grabbed his drink and twisted with her trying to reach his cock again. His fingers dipped into the cocktail and traced along his length. He wound up seated on the couch, knees wide, and Chloe, obedient fuck doll that she was, got on her knees between them, sucking his cock while he sipped his drink, using her upper back as a coaster now and then while he gripped her cheeks and plunged her face down harder on him. He raised the glass to Ray, and the other man raised his in return, grinning. They both watched Chloe’s face plummet down on Jimmy’s prick. 
 
    She sucked him like a porn star, sealing her lips around him. Her tongue did the bulk of the work, hitting every inch of him it could reach, and teasing his most sensitive spots. It wasn’t long before he set aside his drink and gripped her hair again, bucking his hips up into her. “Going to come soon,” Jimmy said, “but I don’t want to do it in your mouth. I’m going to come all over that slutty outfit of yours, and when you go home, you can walk by all your neighbors with me all over you.” 
 
    The mental image that produced made her practically drip. Maybe she’d even have him drop her off a block away, just so she could take the chance on a few more neighbors seeing her covered in crusted come. “Mmmm!” she moaned around his tip, and pulled up off him with a wet pop. “Yes! Fuck, yes! Come on me, baby. Come wherever the hell you want.” 
 
    She rose up, kissing him hard, her lips mashing against his as her hands found his cock and jerked him hard. Jimmy grunted against her mouth, and pushed hard against her hands one more time, his ropes shooting up against the waist of her skirt, across the mesh. She leaned down and caught a spurt across her bra under the mesh, then turned for the last bit, his come spraying across her ass. 
 
    Without pause, Jimmy was on his feet, gripping her mesh top and pulling it up. She helped him, and then Ray was there, working at her skirt while she and Jimmy took care of her bra. Her big new tits sprang free, and Ray moaned, “Ah, fuck me, those are perfect.” 
 
    Jimmy took a look and cupped one, rolling the nipple between his thumb and his finger like she was a toy, a plaything. Yes. He finally understood – because that was exactly what she wanted to be to them. “Goddamn.” 
 
    Her skirt fell to the floor, but Chloe kept the high heels on as her panties dropped. Jimmy spun her so he could drop to his knees on the plush carpet, her perfectly bald cunt right at his mouth. He sucked at the eclipse of her pussy lips, his lips wide around her clit and her tiny nub of a hood. She spread her legs, giving him easier access, and didn’t notice Ray dropping behind her too until his hands were on her ass. 
 
    Was he going to…? 
 
    Her eyes bulged as his tongue flicked against her freshly bleached asshole. Yes. Yes he was. 
 
    They tongue her together, Jimmy not bothering with anything but her prominent clit and the top of her lips, Ray’s tongue rimming her. The pleasure was immediate, especially when Jimmy reached up and squeezed her magnificent tits. Chloe threw back her full head of hair and wailed, “Oh God, yes, lick my pussy, lick my ass, you fucking studs.” 
 
    The dual sensations drove her mad. Their tongues were long, eager, and practiced. Jimmy sucked and licked her clit, slashing it with his tongue before teasing its edge, a pattern that would have made her squirm with pleasure even without the other, rougher tongue against her more delicate hole, the one she let so few men explore. Ray tongued her like he was thrusting a wet small cock in and out of her ass before sucking and slurping at her rim. His hands squeezed her cheeks as she was pinned between the two of them, her mouth opening in a wide O. She didn’t think she’d ever raced so hard or so fast towards an orgasm, but heat flowed from her clit and her bud all throughout her body, to her wiggling toes, to her hands crushing Jimmy’s head to her pussy, to her hard nipples, to the sensitive flesh under her choker. Even the roots of her hair felt like they came alive, and she finally, inevitably gasped, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, coming!” 
 
    The wave of pleasure crashed down back through her body, her mouth wide and silent again, her eyes huge. She gushed when she came, her juices dripping down her thighs, her legs, even down to the carpet. Then Ray was on his feet, wrapping his arms around her stomach, his stiffening prick sliding through the cleft of her ass as he drove his lips against her bare shoulder, bringing his lips all the way to her choker before he breathed, “We’re going to fuck you now.” 
 
    Jimmy stood up too, and pushed three fingers inside her. When he pulled them out, they glistened with her orgasm, and he held them to her lips. She sucked them down greedily, watching him, He jerked his head towards the hallway leading to the kitchen, and Ray nodded, pulling Chloe along with him as Jimmy gathered up the drinks. They led her past the kitchen and a darkened office before a big, solitary bedroom dominated by a huge, low-slung bed. The whole room was utilitarian, done in neutral colors with a massive four-piece painting depicting a single black and white tree overlooking a coastal town. Sparse decorations. No pictures. No books. No TV. Definitely a man’s room. Perfect. 
 
    Ray still had her around the waist, and twisted her until she was sideways to him, without a word, he slid a hand down over her ass to her hips, then the back of her knee. Without so much as a hint of effort, he hefted her in his arms and carried her to bed, his huge muscles rippling as he moved. When he tossed her down onto it, she flipped over onto her hands and knees and gave his cock a good long suck before she looked up at him. “Go brush your teeth. I want to kiss you for what you did in there but I’m not tasting my own ass.” 
 
    He grinned, and Jimmy told him there was a set of spare toothbrushes in the medicine cabinet. He disappeared, and after grabbing a fistful of condoms from an end table, Jimmy took to the bed, climbing up and walking to her on his knees. She grabbed his hardening prick and stroked it against her lips, staring up at him before she took one of the condoms and peeled it open. Her long fingers dragged the rubber along his length and he groaned with pleasure as she teased his balls again. His eyes burned now, and without a word, she spun around, her big, juicy ass pointed right at him. 
 
    He grabbed her by the waist, and brought his cock to her slick folds. She looked back over her shoulder at him, seeing the same fire in his eyes as she felt, and then he was pushing inside her, so big, so fucking deep. 
 
    “God, yes!” she gasped. 
 
    Chloe needed this. It was like steam building up inside her, and every so often, Chloe had to get wild. Tomorrow she would go back to demure, beautiful Chloe, confident and as assured as she always was, but casting aside this naked baring of her soul and her hunger. For now, for this moment, she wanted to get fucked, and fucking was what Jimmy did to her. 
 
    She took all of him right to the nuts and he wasted no time pulling nearly back out and then slamming right back in, their bodies slapping together. Chloe enthusiastically threw her butt right back at him, giving it back to Jimmy as hard as he was giving it to her. 
 
    “Now that’s a sight,” Ray drawled as he came back in. “You even fuck like a porn star, baby.” 
 
    Chloe looked up at him from under wisps of her brushed-out hair, and crooked a finger at him. He grabbed the remains of his drink, downed it, and came to her. She parted her lips, her tongue flicking across them, and he leaned down to kiss her, the taste of alcohol and mouth wash mingling on his lips. She sucked his tongue into her mouth and grabbed the back of his head as Jimmy kept ramming that long, beautiful prick of his into her. Ray cupped a feel of her swinging tits again, and breathed against her mouth, “Goddamn.” 
 
    He crawled up onto the bed and presented her with his cock. Even soft, it was still far bigger than most guys she’d seen, and with her expert mouth on the case, it wasn’t long before Ray was hard as a rock again. He wasn’t gentle with his face-fucking either, taking her as hard as Jimmy was behind her too. She gagged on his cock, lodged it deep in her throat, slathered it with her tongue. Speared at both ends, Chloe cried out in muffled gasps and sobs of pleasure, her body thoroughly used. 
 
    She thought Ray might come in her mouth again, but when he started to tense, he instead pulled out with a regretful shake of his head and grabbed a condom from the bed. He looked at it and grinned. “Hey, my size too.” 
 
    “I want her ass now,” Jimmy said. “Ray, how do you want to do this?” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Chloe breathed. They were talking about her like a piece of meat, the negotiations not even hers to take part in. She shivered on his dick and Jimmy slapped her fine ass hard, if absently. 
 
    In the end, Chloe stayed on her hands and knees, with Ray underneath her. She slid down onto his enormously fat prick, inching it inside her pussy. Jimmy had been long but Ray was so wide he might have hurt if she wasn’t so excited and wet. As it was, the pleasure blew threw her again, and she dropped her whole body down against him, her breasts squashing against his chest as she fervently kissed his neck and his hard pecs. 
 
    Jimmy disappeared for a minute and came back with a bottle of lube while Ray started fucking up into her. “Jesus, your pussy is tight,” he groaned. “Slut like you, expected something different.” 
 
    “All because your dicks are just the right size for me,” she whimpered. He slapped her ass, hard, and she shivered on him as she humped frantically back at his hard-thrusting cock. 
 
    “Close, ain’t ya, bitch?” Ray asked. 
 
    She nodded fervently, and he smacked her ass again. And again, hard slaps of her sensitive skin. When Jimmy’s lubed-up fingers probed her ass, she bucked and squirmed, her pussy convulsing on Ray’s big dick. She nearly blacked out from the sensations, her orgasm riding on and on and on until Chloe finally came down again, laughing breathlessly. 
 
    “Oh holy shit, that was a b-big one,” she gasped. 
 
    “Wait until you try this,” Jimmy said, and something huge pressed against her ass. She threw a look over her shoulder, biting her lip coquettishly, and then he was easing into her, sighing with contentment. 
 
    One of them alone was enough to fill Chloe’s cunt to capacity. The two of them inside her went beyond intense and into nirvana. Jimmy only slid an inch or two into her ass, but oh God, was it enough. 
 
    “F-fu-fuck…” Chloe gasped. 
 
    “You like that?” Jimmy asked, and now he was getting into the ass slapping. He cracked her ass with his palm and she yelped. “You like your pussy and your ass fucked at the same time, slut?” 
 
    “Yes! God yes! So fucking full!” 
 
    “Full of what?” Ray asked, gripping her hair and tugging back on it, making her neck arch back. 
 
    “Your dicks! Your huge fucking co… cocks!” she yelled. 
 
    Those huge fucking cocks started drilling her. Ray took. He didn’t give a shit about her pleasure. He fucked up into her with hard, fast strokes, jerking back on her hair now and then, stroking her back. Jimmy was more cautious, sliding his dick in and out of her in controlled short bursts, but the spankings came faster and harder. Her backside soon stung as much as her delicate hole, and she loved it. She wasn’t going to sit right for a week. 
 
    Pleasure and delicious pain jostled her back and forth, not so much pain that she couldn’t handle it, but enough to make this memorable, to balance out the intense pleasure. Jimmy gripped her shoulder and pulled her up off Ray, so her massive tits now bounced with every hard thrust from the guys. Ray cupped and squeezed them unmercifully, pinching her nipples, twisting them as she cried out for more. 
 
    More. 
 
    “More!” she screamed. 
 
    The guys jerked out of her, grabbed fresh condoms, lubed her up again. Then it was Ray’s turn, and she was laying on her side with him behind her. He was so enormous in her ass her breathing quit. She thought for sure she was going to explode from the feelings of tightness. But the angle was shit and soon she was riding him reverse cowgirl, watching Jimmy with hunger as he slipped into her waiting, pink folds. Ten thrusts in and she was coming, coming, coming. Her mind blanked and all she knew was that moment, both their dicks huge inside her, rubbing the thin membrane between her ass and her pussy, her g-spot being obliterated by the angle of Jimmy’s cock, her fingers whipping against her clit. 
 
    Finally, blessedly, Ray grunted, “Ah, fuck!” and he pumped his hips up, filling her with more of his massive dick. He exploded into his condom, his body bouncing up and down before he collapsed backwards. Her only regret was that they had to wear condoms for this. She wanted to feel that come ooze out of her well-used hole, feel it drip down her legs like her own juices earlier. 
 
    Jimmy helped her off Ray, then off the bed entirely, guiding her to a big window overlooking the city street below. He positioned her bent over, her hands on the glass, and slammed his cock back into her pussy, grunting with pleasure at filling her again. Ray disappeared into the bathroom, but neither Jimmy or Chloe cared anymore. He’d come. He was out of the game. The only thing they cared about was fucking, and they did just that. 
 
    Jimmy grabbed one of her arms, his huge balls whapping against her with every hard thrust as he pinned the arm behind her back, giving him all the leverage to pin her in place. She slammed back at him, panting in time with his thrusts, her body a tool for his need. Minutes later, Ray said behind them, “You two kids have fun,” and chuckled as he headed out to the living room. 
 
    Jimmy growled at the interruption, and jerked out of Chloe again. This time, he spun her so she was facing him. She wrapped her arms around his neck as he lifted her, pressing her sore ass against the cool glass as he filled her pussy one more time. He plunged his lips against hers, her breasts flattening against his chest as she coiled her legs around him. He pummeled her body against the glass, fucking her with such force Chloe was sure they were going to break the glass. Then, like it was nothing, he twisted with her, gripping her back as he dipped her low, fucking her standing up while she was parallel to the floor, her brunette hair spilling down underneath her as she gasped and hiccupped in wonder at the show. Slowly Jimmy brought her back up and bounced her up and down on his dick, taking short steps back towards the bed. He dumped her onto it. 
 
    “I don’t care who you fuck besides me, but you’re coming back here every week for this cock,” Jimmy told her. 
 
    “Yesss!” Chloe wailed. “I need this cock!” 
 
    “When I call you, you show up. You blow me or you fuck me. Any time. Anywhere.” 
 
    Her legs kicked up and she nodded frantically, so close to another unbelievable orgasm that she would have agreed to anything. 
 
    “I decide to pass you around to my friends, my coworkers, you’re going to fuck all of them.” She didn’t respond, her mouth opening and closing as her pussy clamped at him, her climax so close. Jimmy wrapped his hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to give her pleasure but not enough to actually choke her. “Hey! Slut! Answer me!” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasped, “yes, aaaaah, I’ll fuck whoever you want, do whatever you want, I’m your filthy fucking whore, your cock slut, unnnngh, fuck, unnngh, c-coming!” 
 
    Her body could do nothing but quiver by that point. Her legs dropped, her every inch going boneless with the orgasm. There was nothing left in her. She meant every word in the moment. If Jimmy fucked her half this good when she came to see him, he’d be the top name in her little black digital book for the rest of her life.  
 
    Finally he jerked out of her. The condom was tossed aside, and he lined his cock between her breasts. 
 
    Chloe rasped, “Yesss, fuck my tits, come all over me, stud…” 
 
    Jimmy squeezed her tits around him, his length whapping against her chin with every thrust. She whimpered when he started coming, coating her face, her tits, her neck. There was so much of him, so very much, and she tried to gather it up on her fingers before he grabbed her hand. “No,” he said. “Not yet.” 
 
    He stormed away and came back with a phone. She widened her eyes, but Jimmy ignored her and snapped a picture of her like that, her face and tits covered in his thick streaks. He grunted, “What’s your number?” 
 
    She covered her eyes with one arm, only realizing then how badly streaked her makeup was. She laughed softly into it, then pushed herself upright without another word, no number given. 
 
    Maybe Chloe meant the words about being his slut. Maybe she really would find Jimmy again and ride that magnificent cock one more time. But there was an ocean of good-looking guys out there, an absolute fuck-ton of experiences to be had. She wasn’t about to tie herself down to this one man, no matter if he was one of the best she’d ever had or not. 
 
    Jimmy watched Chloe stroll out into the living room, her legs wide, her ass ginger. He watched her dress in careful movements, wincing as she bent over to tug up the skirt. 
 
    “Call me a cab.” 
 
    The muscles in his face could have gone in any direction, but instead of the anger or disappointment she expected, he grinned. And he called her the cab. 
 
    In the car’s backseat, Chloe lifted one heeled foot and rested it on the edge. The angle was easier on her sore bottom, and she sighed in relief. The cabby, a short, tubby man, looked up into the mirror at several points as he drove, and she soon realized why. In better lighting, he could see right down at her panty-clad pussy and the dried juices on her legs. She didn’t care. Let him have his show. She leaned back, spread her legs wider, and watched the streetlights as they passed. 
 
    At home, she realized her one mistake. Cash. She’d forgotten to grab cash from Jimmy. She finally realized why he’d grinned, and started snickering softly too when the cabbie pulled in and told her the fare amount. 
 
    She laid a hand on the door, and said, “How about a payment of a different sort?” 
 
    Chloe never saw a man hurry out of a car so fast. As he opened up her door and jerked down his pants, she saw the size of him and gave another pleasant shiver. 
 
    Seemed the night’s fun wasn’t over quite yet. 
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    “Thanks again for dinner,” Kyle said, leaning back in his chair far enough that it threatened to tip over. He knew the chair well, almost as well as the ones at his own home, and balanced it just right. 
 
    “You’re going to break your skull doing that sometime, numbnuts,” Carter said. “Not that you’d be missing much if you did.” 
 
    “Eh,” Kyle said. “When you’re not wrong, you’re not wrong.” 
 
    When Mila came back out of the kitchen carrying a pie and three plates, Kyle sat forward again, the chair slapping down on the linoleum. Both men watched Carter’s wife hungrily. The jean shorts rode high on her thighs, giving them a hell of a view of her creamy, athletic thighs. It did amazing things for her apple butt too. Mila had some kind of voodoo in that ass. A year and change after their wedding and Carter still hungered for it like it was his first time seeing her in a bikini. 
 
    And then there was the crop top. It only revealed an inch or so of her belly, but it was almost too small for her busty frame and it gave her every step a little bounce. It was fun watching Kyle squirm. Carter’s best friend had never made a move on his wife, but his attraction to her hadn’t exactly been masked very well either. Mila had given Kyle a few looks throughout the time she knew the two guys too. Most every woman would have. Kyle was the sort of handsome that could go from angelic when he unleashed his baby blues and “who, me?” expression at someone, to stormy and almost cold when he wanted to be. His dark hair was cut in a short, professional trim these days, and he kept a tightly sculpted five o’clock shadow, both of which helped most women go weak in the knees. 
 
    “You’re not going yet until you’ve had a bite of strawberry pie,” Mila said. 
 
    “Hopefully not a euphemism,” Carter said, and his wife smacked his chest playfully. 
 
    “Hopefully it is,” Kyle said, and this time Carter smacked him. 
 
    She doled out slices of the pie, and they sat and each finished a piece. It was good, homemade with the first fresh strawberries they’d seen that year. Ever since Mila started for a popular diner downtown, she’d taken to trying out new dessert recipes at home for their ever-shifting menu. Carter was definitely a fan of everything she made so far. They had Kyle over once a week or so, and he was just as appreciative of Mila’s cooking, even if he was pretty decent in the kitchen himself. 
 
    Back when Carter first got to know his best friend, Kyle was intent on learning everything that could make a date night pop with a woman. He took night courses in everything from cooking to dancing to massages. He lived a playboy lifestyle, going from woman to woman while Carter was content with a longer game. Kyle had always envied Carter’s physicality, but Carter had always envied Kyle his animal magnetism. Women drank Kyle up and walked away dazed and happy. 
 
    They finished up, and Kyle insisted on taking the dishes into the kitchen. “Least I can do,” he said. 
 
    “Want to stick around, play some cards?” Carter asked. 
 
    “I should probably leave you two to it,” Kyle said over his shoulder. 
 
    “Who’s the date tonight?” Mila asked him, knowing Kyle’s tendencies. He’d have hung out until midnight if he didn’t have a woman waiting for him, and spent more than a few nights crashed out in their spare bedroom. 
 
    “Naomi,” Kyle called out from the kitchen. There was the sound of running water for a minute and then it shut off again. He rejoined them as they moved things to the living room. “She works at the DMV.” 
 
    Carter pulled Mila to him on the loveseat, and she sat on his knee. “Gonna have her play with your stick shift?” he asked. 
 
    Mile grinned. “Maybe she’ll let you put your junk in her trunk.” 
 
    “Awful. You’ve outdone yourselves,” Kyle said. “Oh hey, birthday girl, I don’t know if you have plans next week or not, but let me cook you two dinner sometime.” 
 
    “We do have plans and you’re on the guest list, goof,” she said. “You and a date. We’re going to go out. There’s a new noodle place I’ve been wanting to try right next to a nice bar and a dessert place. Figured we’d get drinks, then dinner and dessert. Or maybe the reverse, I’m not sure yet. Anyways, we aren’t coming home until I’m stuffed with chocolate and cocktails.” 
 
    “Sounds good, but I’m paying for something in there,” Kyle said. He stood up and Mila did too. She gave him a chaste hug, and Kyle slapped Carter’s shoulder. “Shoot me off a text and let me know when and where. I’ll try to find someone you two won’t want to murder.” 
 
    “Or just someone I can stare at all night. Big boobs are a definite must.” 
 
    Mila shook her head at Kyle. “Can you take him with you?” 
 
    He left shortly thereafter, and Mila settled back on Carter’s lap, curling an arm around him. He breathed deep her soothing citrusy banana lotion, and she began to nuzzle his neck. “He really needs to find someone to settle down with,” she murmured. 
 
    Carter slid a hand up and down her back, focusing mostly on the expanse of skin her short shirt wasn’t covering at her lower back. She had a tattoo just above her ass, a bird perched on a flowery branch, and though he couldn’t see it, he rubbed the spot where it was, thinking about nothing at all. 
 
    “I don’t know, he seems pretty happy,” Carter said. 
 
    “He’s miserable,” she said, and pecked his neck with light brushes of her lips. 
 
    Whatever argument Carter almost said to that was lost when she turned further, putting her groin right above his hardening cock. She brought her lips to his, her eyes half lidded, and he slid his hands down to her curvy butt, holding it, squeezing it. She whispered his name against his lips. 
 
    A random thought crossed his mind. She was like this last week when Kyle left too. And the more he thought about it, the more Carter realized he was right. He grinned against her lips, and she pulled back, her cheeks beginning to bloom red. 
 
    “What?” Mila murmured. 
 
    “Just thinking.” His hands rose to the hem of her shirt and he helped her lift it up and over her curvy breasts. The bra she wore underneath fit squarely between everyday and sexy, and he worked the clasp before burying his mouth against one of her deliciously plump nipples. Mila moaned and rocked on his hardening cock, holding his head to her breast as he sucked and nibbled. 
 
    With a roar of need for her, he pulled away from her nipple and rose with her still on his lap. She wrapped her legs around him as Carter carried his wife into down the hall and into their bedroom. He settled her on the bed and worked her shorts free in a hurry. A spot of her matching need dampened her panties and he dropped to his knees to lick her through the fabric, loving the taste of her even with the panties in the way. He pulled them aside and Mila moaned as he slid his tongue along her wet lips. 
 
    “Ooooh, Carter, yessss…” 
 
    His tongue flicked along her length, keeping up a light tease. At the same time, he brought one hand up to her breast, unable the fight his need to squeeze. She gripped his hand, his head, her thighs spread wide, and again he thought about Mila fantasizing about Kyle. Maybe it should have pissed him off, but it didn’t. Instead, the fantasy began to spiral upwards. Mila and Kyle moving together, their lips meeting, her eyes on her husband. And she would keep watching him as she jerked his friend off, staring her husband in the eyes, pleading with him that she was sorry even as she was overcome with lust. The thought made him rock hard, and he buried his mouth against her clit, drawing a cry of pleasure from Mila. 
 
    “Ohhh! Baby, keep, mmmm! Keep doing that!” 
 
    He drove two fingers into her needy, wet pussy. She arched her back, and he sucked her hard nub as he finger-fucked her, still thinking about Kyle with his wife. Mila, jerking him to a finish, dropping to her knees and taking Kyle’s come on her face before Carter stormed over and shoved his cock into her mouth, using her before they took turns fucking her. 
 
    As his mouth and fingers brought her closer and closer, Mila started to thrash around on the bed. She was always so responsive, so wild when she was close. 
 
    “Right there, baby! Oh!” 
 
    Mila came, her thighs slapping against his ears before spreading wide, her cunt gushing against his fingers. He rose up immediately, dropping his pants and his boxers before turning her over. “Get that ass up in the air,” he said, and smacked her butt. She gasped and got up on all fours. He pushed her head down toward the blanket and sheathed himself in her in one hard stroke, her still quivering core sucking at him, pulling him in and begging for more. And he gave it to her, thinking about her on her hands and knees with Kyle, with him. Kyle on the other end of her, fucking Mila’s mouth while Carter took her fast and herd like he was now. 
 
    “Oh God yessss!” Mila cried into the comforter. “Oh shit, oh shit, keep fucking me!” 
 
    “Tell me how you want him,” Carter gasped. 
 
    “W-what?” Mila asked. 
 
    He grabbed her shoulders and pulled them behind her so he could lift her up almost to him. His arms went around her waist and his cock blurred in and out of her even harder if that was possible, her breasts bouncing with each hammering thrust. 
 
    “Tell me how you would fuck Kyle,” he said. “I see how much you want him.” 
 
    “Baby, oh baby, it’s you, it’s you I want,” she gasped. 
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay, I keep fucking thinking about it and it’s so goddamn hot,” he growled. “You sucking him off. Him coming on your face.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” she whimpered, and he was jerking out of her again before jumping onto the head of the bed and resting on his back. She hurried up to him and grabbed his cock, sucking it down, tasting her own juices on him as she stared up at him. She popped off him and whispered, “I want him like this.” 
 
    She slid up his body and grabbed his prick to guide him up and into her cunt. Mila didn’t so much drop down as slam down against his hips with a thwack of flesh. He grabbed her ass and slapped it with one hand. He was rarely physical with Mila like this, not since the early days of their sex life, but it felt like Carter had been uncaged. His cock was ready to burst but she was close and he held on, gritting his teeth as Mila bounced up and down on his dick. 
 
    “Tell me,” Carter growled. 
 
    “I want his dick in my little pussy,” she whimpered. “I want to ride him like this. I want you fucking my ass when he does it. Or my mouth. I don’t care, I don’t care, I just want the two of you fucking me so muuuuch…” 
 
    She fell forward, her breasts flattening against his chest as she bucked up and down. Coming again, and in record time. Carter wrapped his arms around her waist and pumped up into her furiously, his skin slapping against hers as she writhed and came on his cock. He didn’t think about pulling out, he didn’t think about the consequences. Carter came like a gunshot, his warmth filling her, filling her, filling her. Then he was rolling with her so she was on her back and her legs splayed out, still pumping into her even as his cock started to soften. Finally, on then did he pull out, realizing what he’d done. Mila wasn’t on the pill. They’d talked about waiting a few years to have a baby, and oh shit, he’d just poured more of his come into her unprotected sex than he’d ever come before. 
 
    “Oh fuck, baby,” she gasped, her fingers still making claws after her intense pleasure. 
 
    “I know, I’m sorry,” Carter said. “I didn’t think to pull out, and…” 
 
    “Screw that,” she said. “Hottest. Sex. Ever.” She felt for his hand and grasped it. “I hope you know I don’t… I’d never cheat on you. And Kyle’s never, ever done anything besides a joke or two when you’re around.” 
 
    “Hey, I trust you,” Carter said. “But is it something you’ve fantasized about for a while?” 
 
    “Off and on since I met him,” she said.  
 
    “That’s the part that I’m worried about,” Carter said, pushing himself to his side and resting on an arm under his head. “If you’ve got fantasies, baby, tell me. Honesty is what I want.” 
 
    “I just didn’t want it to interfere with us,” she said. “I love you. More than anything else in the world, Carter. I’d never want to hurt us.” 
 
    He reached down to stroke her thigh. “The only way you could is by not telling me about things like this.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said meekly and nuzzled his chest. 
 
    They were quiet a while, content in touching and holding each other. Finally Carter asked her, “Hon?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “What if, and I need time to think about this, what if I talked to Kyle about this?” 
 
    Her eyes, almost closed, shot wide open. “What?” 
 
    “I’m talking about a one-time thing.” 
 
    “Him and me?” 
 
    “I was thinking the three of us. Would you be interested in that?” 
 
    “Someone always gets hurt in a one-time threesome,” she said, tracing his chest. 
 
    “That’s not a no.” 
 
    “It isn’t,” Mila admitted. “I think we’d have to be very careful. You two are like brothers. It would kill me to tear you apart like that. And our marriage, more than anything else, I won’t risk that. Is it… is it something you might want?” 
 
    “It was all I could think about tonight,” he admitted. “But it’s not something I want to rush into. You’re right. I love you, and Kyle’s like a brother. Wait, no, that’d be super weird in this situation.” 
 
    Mila laughed, and stroked his slowly hardening member. “Okay. I’m going to put the ball in your court. If this is something you decide you’re okay with, yes, absolutely, I’d love to try it. And if you’re not, we’ll only talk about it again if you want to do it sometime down the road. Fair?” 
 
    “Perfectly fair,” Carter agreed. But he had already made up his mind. It was all going to be the execution, assuming Kyle said yes. And in their years of friendship, never once had he known Kyle to say no. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “No,” Kyle said without hesitation. 
 
    “Just hear me out-” Carter said, but Kyle pushed off the wall of the half-formed house he was doing the plumbing for and started away. 
 
    Before he got far, Kyle spun and jabbed a finger at his best friend. “This is nuts.” 
 
    “Look, if it’s a serious no, I won’t ask again. But Mila wants this.” 
 
    “What about you, man?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Honestly, the thought of us taking two of her holes at the same time brings back some pretty damn good memories.” 
 
    “We never did anything like this,” Kyle said. 
 
    “We did those sorority sisters at the same time, remember? And then they did each other.” 
 
    Kyle scratched his head. “Yeah, but that’s different sexual economics, man. There’s enough to go around. Someone always winds up short-changed in a threesome. Physically or emotionally.” 
 
    “Mila said about the same thing.” 
 
    “She’s smart.” 
 
    “What’s your hang-up? I’m asking you to do this. I’ve seen you look at her.” 
 
    “Because I love you both like family. And yeah, all right, I want Mila. But what happens the next time I come around? We all just pretend it never happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    The corner of Kyle’s mouth turned up in a not-quite smile. “Not exactly reassuring.” 
 
    “There are going to be complications. I’m not stupid. I have faith the two of you aren’t going to screw around behind my back. If this turns out to be something we all like, cool. Maybe we do it again sometime. If one of us gets hurt, we call it off.” 
 
    “It’s not going to be that simple.” 
 
    “Of course not. But Mila wants you and I think that’s about the hottest goddamn thing I’ve ever thought about. The two of us, taking her together.” 
 
    “That would be something,” Kyle agreed, and given the way his eyes lost focus and he smiled, Carter knew he had him. 
 
    He slapped Kyle on the shoulder. “Show up for her birthday without a date. And look your best.” 
 
    “My best is me in a suit. If we’re going for noodles and drinks, that might be a little much.” 
 
    “Your… fourth or fifth best, then. You in, or not?” 
 
    Kyle rubbed his jaw. “It’s insane, but… yeah. Sure. For a chance at her, of course I am.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Carter gave Mila the best wake-up gift a man can give his wife on her birthday – he made sure she could sleep in. He unplugged all the alarm clocks, muted their phones, and when he woke up earlier than she did, he snuck out of bed like a ninja to get breakfast ready for when she woke up. 
 
    She padded out to the kitchen an hour and a half after she usually got up. Mila’s sleepy smile and bedraggled hair made her even more adorable in that moment. He kissed her cheek and she wrapped her arms around him from behind. 
 
    “Sleep good?” he asked her. 
 
    “Best husband in the world,” she murmured, and pinched his butt. “Oooh, Belgian waffles?” 
 
    “With…” 
 
    “Sprinkles?” she asked. “Oooooooh. Oooooooooooooooooh. Ooooooh oh ohhhhh.” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “A fried egg?” 
 
    “And…” 
 
    “Bacon? Oh sweet God, tell me there’s bacon. Tell me tell me tell me tell me…” 
 
    Carter turned in her arms and leaned in close to breathily say, “Ohhhhh, baby. So. Much. Bacon.” 
 
    “You have never been sexier,” she murmured, and chased his mouth down and gave it a stern talking-to with her own. 
 
    When they broke apart, Carter gave her a smile, and wondered what tomorrow would bring. “Hey. I love you. All my heart, all my everything.” 
 
    “Aw. I love you.” 
 
    “Read the paper, do the crossword. When it’s ready, I bought a breakfast tray for the bathtub. Figured we’d give it a shot with some mimosas.” 
 
    “Oh my God, we’re so getting married. Ohhhh wait. We already are!” 
 
    He cooked, and she did the crossword. Her mom and dad called and he listened to them talk excitedly about a cruise they were planning for the following spring. His wife didn’t know it yet, but she was going too. Carter would have to work, but a week with her parents on a cruise ship to Mexico was exactly the sort of thing she’d love, even if she’d claim it was too much money and he shouldn’t have bought her anything. 
 
    By the time she hung up, the food was mostly done. They loaded up the food and the cocktails on the new breakfast board, and she drew up a bath. In the tub, Mila leaned back against him, carving up little bites. She alternated forkfuls for herself, then him. By the time they finished, they refilled the tub twice more until they were both looking like raisins. When the breakfast was put away, Mila, still naked, rushed at Carter and jumped up, wrapping her legs around him and peppering his face with loud smacks of her lips. 
 
    “To bed, birthday servant!” she ordered. Carter splayed his hands over her bubbly ass and complied, loving the feel of her chest pressed against him, the warmth of her, the fiery life in her eyes as she kept up the random kisses. 
 
    He settled her on their unmade bed onto her pillows, and she reached across to grab one of his and stuff it beneath her head so she was sitting even further upright. Carter knelt over her, his lips nuzzling against her chin, her neck. That was one of her hottest zones, along with a delicate stretch just under her knees, and he spent a great deal of time kissing the delicate bones there, making her breathe his name. His hands explored every inch of Mila as though it was his first time. Gentle strokes of her shoulder. A finger tracing down her spine. Massaging her shoulder blades. A teasing brush of her cute little belly button. Rings around the swells of her breasts, not teasing her nipples, not yet. Still he sucked and kissed her neck. Mila’s hands clutched his head to her, her fingers exploring his hair, crushing it, twisting it. Her legs came up, her knees bending and knocking lazily against his sides as her pleasure built and built. Already she was close. 
 
    Carter’s hands slid along her hips, indulging himself only once with a squeeze of her ass as he sucked at her neck. Her back arch and she whimpered, “Your touch, baby, it’s making me so hot.” 
 
    He said nothing, but his hands slid down further, along her curvy butt down to her hips, her thighs. But still he didn’t touch her sex. His calloused, gentle fingers brushed along her calf, skipping the backs of her knees, and he brought his mouth to her neck again and again, sucking, kissing, licking. And finally, his fingers slid along the soft, sensitive skin behind her knees and she quaked beneath him. 
 
    “Mm, yesss, like that, yesss!” she gasped. 
 
    Like that, she came, her eyes squeezed shut, her breaths stopping. His lips met hers before she could draw in a breath again, and it was him she brought into her lungs, his life, his love, and she wrapped her arms around him, her fingernails digging into his back as he guided his cock to her slick entrance. But Carter was not done with the foreplay yet. He slid his hardness against her folds but didn’t slip inside her, coating the base of his cock with her wetness before he slid back down her body again, this time his lips doing the exploring. And he held nothing back this time. Her breasts, her nipples, her taut tummy. Lower still, his lips tracing her thighs, his eyes on hers as she begged for it. 
 
    “Taste me, baby, she needs you again…” 
 
    Carter didn’t tease this time, and dragged his mouth to her glistening lips. As he flicked his tongue up and down her length, he wrapped his arms around her thighs and brought her legs up and onto his shoulders. His wife went wild for his tongue, hips jerking up at him, her ass bouncing on the bed. The fresh taste of her incensed Carter too. He hungered for his wife, for her pleasure, for her taste. He drove his tongue into her, staring up as she cupped her tits, pinching her nipples, cooing at him. 
 
    “Fuck me with that tongue.” 
 
    He did, going deep, finding her depths. His hand dropped to her mound and he brushed his thumb against her clit, rubbing around it in quick circles before flicking its tip. Her warm juices bathed his tongue, her pussy so needy, so ready. Mila gasped out, “Oh God, coming again, shit, baby, feels so g-good!” 
 
    She twisted to her side as much as she could as she came the second time, her fingers rising to her mouth instinctually. Mila sucked two of them down, her eyes squeezed shut as her pussy convulsed, splashing Carter with even more warmth. He tried to lap it all up, her need made physical until she grabbed his hair and popped the fingers out of her mouth. 
 
    “I need you,” she gasped, “I need that fat cock right now.” 
 
    He pulled away just far enough that Mila could roll over. She grabbed one of the pillows she’d been using and stuffed it under her hips. Carter lined himself up to her sensitive folds and brought his cock home. Her breasts squashed out to the sides, so hot and so lewd, and he traced his fingers along the sides as he pulled back and buried himself again, grunting with the pleasure. 
 
    “Give it to me hard, Carter. I need your come in me.” 
 
    “You sure, honey?” Balancing on one hand, he slapped her ass, hard. “You sure you want all of this?” 
 
    “Yes!” Mila cried out. “Give me that fucking come!” 
 
    Carter didn’t argue. On the pill, off the pill, condom, no condom, he didn’t care. He wanted his wife pregnant. He wanted to fuck her raw until she was pumping out his kids. His hands beside her, he drove his big dick in and out of her in a blur, his balls bouncing against her skin in a rhythm of need. His cock seemed to find depths of her he’d never hit before, fed both by the idea of knocking her up and the images of what was to come that night. Taking her while she sucked Kyle’s cock. Fucking her ass while his friend took her pussy. Both of them coming on her face, her tits, her stomach until Mila was covered in them, their filthy fuck doll. 
 
    “Are you my fuck doll?” he asked her. 
 
    “Uh huh!” she wailed. 
 
    “Would you do anything I asked you to do?” 
 
    “Anything!” she agreed fervently, her feet kicking the bed as his cock filled her pussy again and again with wet hard squelches. “Take my ass, fuck my tits, do anything you want to me. Bring home a little slut, make her eat my pussy. Anything!” 
 
    Holy. Shit. She’d never talked about a threesome with another woman.  
 
    “Then come for me, Mila, come as hard as you ever had, because tonight you’re getting a surprise. My slutty wife is getting everything she’s ever wanted.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” she gasped. “Your slut! I’m your slut! Treat me like a whore! Do anything you want with that big beautiful c-cock!” 
 
    Mila came for a third time with a wordless gurgle, and he was moving, lifting her under the waist and bringing her up to her hands and knees. Soon he’d be doing this while Kyle lay on the other end of the bed, getting his dick polished by her filthy mouth. Soon. He came with a start, his cock pulsing deep inside Mila, so much come, shot after shot of it. When he pulled out of her, it gushed from her lips and she flopped over onto her back, gasping, her hands going for her sex, cupping the combined juices and bringing them up to her lips hungrily. She blushed as he watched her eat it up, and then his fingers were there too, feeding her more, tending to her every desire. 
 
    “You never have to be ashamed with me,” he whispered into her ear. “With me, there’s never guilt. Never fear. I’ll give you the world, Mila.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    She knew, but she didn’t want to hope. 
 
    After a luxuriously long nap and a shower, they finally managed to get dressed and go for a ride out to the countryside. It was one of Mila’s favorite things to do, and armed with a bag of popcorn and good music, they cruised down the back highways, stopping now and then for pictures of birds, flowers, and the occasional tree. They made a loop to the south end of the city, but not before Carter produced the photocopy of the cruise information her parents had been talking about, and asked her if she would want to go with them. The happy tears it produced didn’t stop until well after they got home. 
 
    They spent the early afternoon and late evening with a good TV show they’d been binging on lately, and Carter seemed more and more anticipatory. She caught onto his mood, and when it came about time for them to get ready for dinner and drinks, she stretched and yawned. “Mm. I’m so cozy here. What if we just lazed around tonight?” 
 
    He gave her a long-suffering look that only husbands seem to be able to produce. “You know exactly why we need to get ready.” 
 
    “But Carter, don’t you want to watch TV instead?” She almost got him with that one. He gaped at her until she finally started to crack up, and she bounced to her feet. “I’m pretending not to know.” 
 
    “I can see that.” 
 
    “But, um, are you sure about this?” 
 
    “This what?” he asked, crossing his legs in front of him. “Hey, you know, we really could just sit around the house, do nothing tonight.” 
 
    Mila dropped down to her hands and knees in front of him. “Orrrrr.” 
 
    “Oh, did you have another idea?” 
 
    “Mm hm,” she said, working at the buttons on his jeans. She grinned up at him as she tugged them down along with his boxers. Even soft, his cock was big, and she wrapped two hands around it to start jerking him slowly. “Carter,” she said seriously, her breath hot against his dick. “I mean it. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    She took the tip into her mouth, sucking gently as he told her to. He stroked her hair, and started to speak. “Yeah. I’m sure. I trust the both of you completely. If we like this, and it turns into a thing we want to do again in the future, we talk about it. Honestly. Openly. Are you okay with it?” 
 
    She swallowed his half hard member until her mouth rested against his base, and winked up at him. When she pulled off again, she gripped his cock and slapped it against her cheek. “Oh yes,” she murmured. “I’m ready to have some fun.” 
 
    And with that, she slurped him down. There was no time to tease Carter, so Mila sucked his first few inches, letting her hunger guide her. Oral with her was a double delight. Watching her playful eyes as she sucked him hard, her mouth corkscrewing up and down his cock as she slurped and smacked her lips on his dick got him hard as stone. Her wicked little tongue whipped him into a frenzy, and he fought back the urge to fuck Mila’s face, to use her for his own pleasure on her birthday. 
 
    His patience was rewarded when her small hand gripped his base and started jerking him fast and hard. She popped off him, and spat on his dick. “Going to come for me,” she told him. It wasn’t a question. “I want it all over my face, baby. Own me. Coat me like you told me early. Paint me. I’m your slut.” 
 
    “Fuck, baby,” he groaned. 
 
    “In just a little while I’m going to be Kyle’s slut too.” He thrust up involuntarily at that, and she grinned up at him. “You like that, Carter? Like the thought of your best friend using me like a whore too?” 
 
    “God yes,” he grunted. 
 
    “I want his dick in my pretty little pussy. Where only you should belong. It’s so naughty,” she said, breathing right on his tip. “Aren’t I a bad girl for wanting Kyle to fill my cunt?” 
 
    “Ohhh, fuck,” Carter groaned. “My bad slut. We’re going to punish you.” 
 
    “I love that,” she breathed, and slurped him down before popping back off him again, this time jerking both his base and his tip. “Maybe I’ll give him my ass. That’d be even dirtier. Wouldn’t it? Only you’ve fucked my ass, Carter. Now it might be you and Kyle. Which one of you is going to make your bad little slut come the most?” 
 
    He grunted and pushed up off the couch. Her hand on his tip dropped away and he shoved his cock into her hungry mouth. There was no more thought about it being her birthday. He gripped the back of her head and hilted himself halfway, his cockhead tickling the back of her throat. She held him there, eyes watering, gagging on his dick until he finally showed mercy and let her breathe as he pulled back. 
 
    “Take it, slut, take my dick. I love the way you suck me off, you dirty bitch.” 
 
    He’d never called her a bitch before. Not even in anger. And for a moment, Carter thought maybe he’d taken it too far, but then Mila slammed down on his dick with her mouth, engulfing him, urging him to go even deeper as she moaned around him. He only lasted a few more thrusts that way before he tapped the back of her head. She winked up at him, and swallowed him deep one more time as his cock erupted, volley after volley filling her mouth. 
 
    There was way too much of him to swallow all at once, and she pulled off him, gasping as the come drizzled out of her mouth, all over her chin and her clothes. He dropped to his knees, his eyes wide. “Aw, shit, Mila, I’m sorry, I got too into it.” 
 
    “Hot,” she choked out. She held up a finger, swallowed, and coughed before she wiped him clean of her mouth. “Holy crap, Carter. I mean, don’t do that every time, but Jesus, that was hot.” 
 
    “You’re not mad? I called you…” 
 
    She grinned and reached between him to squeeze his cock. “A bitch. A slut. A whore. When we’re playing, it’s fine, baby. It’s a turn-on.” 
 
    Carter laughed and kissed her cheek. “We are in some wild new territory,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah we are. And I’m serious about one thing. Let’s try bringing another woman into this sometime. Maybe with Kyle around first if tonight works out. But Olivia’s been eyeballing you too and she’s pretty openly bi.” 
 
    “Oliva?” he asked, his eyes bulging. “The two of you together? Jesus. Holy fuck.” 
 
    “Hm. Yeah. You’re right, that wouldn’t be much of a turn on for you, would it?” She laughed softly and swatted his butt. “We’re really doing this?” 
 
    “We are,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    In simple black slacks and a long-sleeved gray button down with the sleeves rolled up to and pinned at his elbows, Kyle looked good. Twenty minutes in the bathroom gave him a sleek, wet look to his hair, and he decided to go full-shaven for Mila. His dark, rich cologne was an earthy contrast to Carter’s lighter, sportier brand, and when he came in, Mila had them stand side by side so she could sniff them roughly five thousand times. 
 
    “She knows?” Kyle asked Carter. 
 
    “Figured it out about ten minutes after she woke up,” the other man grunted as his wife nearly pressed her nose to his chest. He was dressed in a dark blue light sweater that left no hint of his muscles undefined and gray designer jeans. 
 
    “All right, boys,” Mila said. She reached up and stroked their cheeks. “No jealousy tonight.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m going to be a little jealous when he’s with you,” Carter said, slapping his friend on the back. “But that’s half the fun.” 
 
    Kyle ran a hand over Mila’s exposed shoulder. Her breasts nearly spilled out of her tiny spaghetti-strapped top, and her skirt promised the treasures within. “If at any point you two decide to call this off, I’m out. No hesitation, no anger, none of that. I love you both too much to let this come between us.” 
 
    Mila and Carter looked at each other and nodded. Mila stepped up to Kyle and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Two rules.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “For right now, this is a one-time thing. We kind of want to see where we’re at after tonight. That might change, it might not.” 
 
    Kyle leaned down to kiss her, his lips soft and warm against her own. Her lips parted and their tongues chased each other in an all-too-brief dance. When he pulled back, she turned to look at Carter and he nodded, smiling. 
 
    “Two,” Mila said. “With you, I’d like you to use a condom. I trust you’re clean, I know you and how you are about getting tested. But Carter and I are trying for a baby now.” 
 
    “You are?” Kyle asked, grinning wide. “That’s awesome. Congrats. And it’s not a concern. I got a vasectomy when I turned twenty. There’s a bit of scar tissue down there, but if it makes you more comfortable, I’ll get you the medical records for next time and use a condom for tonight. Uh, assuming there is a next time.” 
 
    Mila glanced at Carter and he shrugged. “This is your show, baby. I’m okay with it.” 
 
    “Okay,” she murmured. “We trust you, Kyle. You can come in me.” 
 
    His eyes widened and his nostrils flared like a bull. “Jesus, I’ve wanted to hear you say that since I met you.” 
 
    She grinned. “Take me to dinner, boys. Then it’s dancing time, and back home for popcorn and soap operas. That’s code for dirty sex that’s gonna leave me walking funny for a month.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Carter took point in the ramen restaurant. Kyle occupied himself with idle tiny brushes of Mila’s skirt and abs, and she in turn poked him in the gut. The hostess, a beautiful young blonde with dark mascara around her eyes, greeted Carter warmly, and he asked her for a corner booth. She smiled quizzically and asked if there would be more people joining their party, and he told her no, there wouldn’t, while also producing a twenty-dollar bill and slipping it to her across her podium.  
 
    “We’d just like the privacy,” he said, and winked. “It’s my wife’s birthday.” 
 
    “Oh,” the hostess said, then her eyes widened. “Oh!” She blushed and stammered, “Um, um, yes, if I tell my manager you’re expecting two more, he won’t have any problem with it, and we’re not busy, so…” 
 
    Mila sauntered up behind her husband and wrapped her arms around him while peeking out from behind his back. “You’re yummy,” she said. “I love your makeup.” 
 
    “Um,” the hostess said, at a complete loss for words. “Yes. Uh. Just this, this way.” 
 
    Mila bounded along behind her, a predatory grin on her face, and Carter glanced back at Kyle. “We did this to her.” 
 
    Kyle scratched the back of his head. “This is going to be one hell of a night, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yuuuup.” Carter muttered a few of his ideas to Kyle, and the other man grinned. Mila glanced back at them and squinted. 
 
    “You’re planning something, aren’t you?” 
 
    Carter shrugged innocently. “Us? Never.” 
 
    The hostess showed them to the requested corner booth. The leather seats rounded in a wide cee, and Mila took up the middle while Kyle and Carter sat beside her. The hostess tried to pretend like she wasn’t glancing under the table, then asked for their drink orders. They each wanted bubble tea. 
 
    “This place seems nice,” Kyle said, his hand dropping beneath the table. Mila didn’t pay it any attention, or her husband doing the same thing on the other side of her. 
 
    Carter grabbed the menus with his free hand and passed them around. “Yeah, good choice, hon,” he said, and patted her knee under the table. 
 
    She kissed his shoulder, then Kyle’s. “You’re good sports. Wynona said the vegetable ramen was really good, but I’m feeling like pork.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Kyle said conversationally. His hand slipped over to her knee too and she went completely still. “I think I’m going to try something spicy.” 
 
    “This sandwich looks pretty good to me,” Carter said, his face dead serious as he kept his eyes on the menu. 
 
    “Evil, evil bastards,” she breathed as her husband’s warm hand slid slowly up her leg to rest at the bottom of her skirt. A waiter headed in their direction, already smiling, and she tried to smile too as the skirt slowly started to inch up. 
 
    They each ordered ramen, along with sides of gyoza, spicy tuna, and California rolls. By the time Kyle finished telling the waiter what he’d like, the skirt was up to Mila’s flimsy wisp of a thong. She squirmed as the waiter finished writing things down and disappeared. 
 
    “Oh my God, you jerks,” she said breathlessly. 
 
    “We haven’t even gotten started yet,” Carter said. “Lift your butt up.” 
 
    She glanced around, then did as he asked. He hooked her panties with two fingers and drew them down her legs. Mila reached under the table to peel them off and stuff them in her purse, but Kyle pulled them out. “I’ll have these, thank you.” 
 
    “What?” she asked. “I didn’t take you for a panty perv.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he said, grinning. He balled up the panties and stuffed them not in his pants pocket, but his shirt. They hung out, and there could be little doubt as to what they were. 
 
    “They’ll know,” Mila breathed, her cheeks on fire. 
 
    Carter leaned over and brushed her neck with his lips. Into her ear, he murmured, “That’s the point.” 
 
    And then their fingers found her sex. 
 
    Mila opened her mouth but Carter’s thicker, rougher fingers and Kyle’s smoother, slimmer ones began to rub her outer lips and the words died on her tongue. She was already excited thinking about what was to come later that night, and the achingly slow teasing of her sex was going to drive her wild in no time. 
 
    Their waiter started towards them with the bubble tea, but the hostess intercepted him and took the drinks herself, hurrying to their table and glancing around like she was a part of this. She nearly fumbled their tea when she saw the panties peeking out of Kyle’s shirt pocket, and mouthed, “Oh my God.” When she passed Kyle his cup, she asked quietly, “Are you…” she glanced around and leaned in even closer. “…fingering her?” 
 
    “Want a taste?” Kyle asked, sliding his middle finger into Mila. 
 
    “I can’t,” the hostess said, sounding more like she was trying to convince herself than actually protesting. She backed away, still watching, and bumped into someone coming the other direction. She turned in a hurry and scurried away, her lips parted, her breath coming fast. 
 
    “Kyle,” Mila hissed. 
 
    He glanced at her, amused. “Tell us to stop and we will.” He curled his finger up and brushed her wall until he found her g-spot, making her jump as Carter chuckled. “But you won’t.” 
 
    Mila knew he was right, and she didn’t tell him to stop. Instead, she stared off at the table across from them. Two couples, double dating, she thought in a vapid, sideways way. She felt like she was floating as she lifted up and tugged her skirt up further. Didn’t want to get it wet because she wanted to dance. Didn’t want to get it wet when she came. 
 
    From her husband’s best friend’s finger in her tight pussy. 
 
    Mila’s lips parted as the woman at the table looked over. There was no hiding what they were doing to her. There was no tablecloth, no frill at the edge of the table. She saw Kyle’s finger in her and Carter stroking her lips, and Mila stared at her, unseeing and seeing everything all at once. Kyle’s finger began to pump in and out of her, and the woman stared, and stared, until someone at her table said something and she jumped. The woman’s date was looking now too, and Carter’s thumb brushed Mila’s clit as he saw what she was seeing, the couple watching his wife get fingered. The strangers didn’t say a word. They didn’t storm out of there in disgust. They watched. 
 
    “Come for them,” Carter murmured. “Let them see it.” 
 
    Kyle worked in another finger as Carter rubbed her clit at the pace he knew she loved. She tried to keep still, to not attract attention to herself. Their waiter came with the first of their appetizers. He didn’t see anything and chatted them up for a moment as Kyle fingered Mila harder and harder. Her juices puddled on the leather seat underneath her and before the waiter finished, she closed her eyes and swallowed. Close. So close. She tried to breathe, tried to calm herself down, and barely clung on until the waiter disappeared again. The couple watched her still, and the woman across from them was peeking around the corner too. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” Mile whispered. She wasn’t sure if she was talking to Kyle or the people watching her. “I’m so wet.” 
 
    The first woman watching Mila giggled, and her hand slipped under the table. Mila dipped lower and saw her man brushing her sex through her jeans. It should have been funny but instead it fueled her flames even more. Mila wondered if her heat, her need might be enough to cause some kind of spontaneous orgy, a wild mating of flesh across the restaurant. She wanted that blonde hostess. Wanted her riding Carter’s face while Mila rode his dick. She wanted to be blowing Carter. She wanted his come shooting down her throat while table after table broke out into miniature fuck sessions of their own. 
 
    Her need pulsed through her, making her shudder, and she leaned her head against Kyle’s shoulder. The waiter walked by again, and stopped to ask if she was all right. So close to the edge of a climax, all Mila could do was nod, and Carter flicked her clit one last time. Her orgasm walloped her and she slapped her thighs together, clenching them against Kyle’s hand as the waiter turned and headed towards a group of newcomers. The table watching Mila get fingered broke out into whispers as Mila slid up and down, her fists shaking on the table, her eyes focused solely on them as she gushed onto Kyle’s finger. It was all she could do not to cry out with the force of it. 
 
    Slowly, mercifully, Kyle slowed, and brought his fingers out of her pussy. He held them up nonchalantly. They glimmered under the restaurant’s bright lights and the woman watching gasped as Kyle fed them to Mila. She sucked them down obediently, nursing at his fingers, and finally smiling at the other couple. 
 
    Carter tugged his wife’s skirt down, and said mildly, “Should we eat?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Revenge, unfortunately, had to be put on hold. The food was too good to ignore, though at one point, Kyle snuck away to talk to their hostess. He came back with a grin and a new contact on his phone. Carter took the time to nuzzle his wife’s neck, and murmured into her ear, “Enjoying yourself?” 
 
    “So much,” she murmured back. “This is wild.” 
 
    They finished up not long after and headed a few doors down to the dessert place. With kids around, they didn’t do any fooling around there, but both Mila’s men fed her bites of treats from a sampler, drawing a lot of strange looks. 
 
    The bar was more fruitful to her machinations, but Mila picked a frustratingly fun place to get drinks. They settled on three stools at the end of the bar. With a big lip covering their laps, Mila thought she could get the men unzipped and give them a handjob right there, but too many people swirled by on the way to the tables behind them. Kyle caught her consternation and grinned at her. 
 
    “We’ll get plenty of time to play. Tonight or otherwise,” he said, and slid a hand down to pinch her butt. 
 
    Carter loaded up the jukebox with some of her favorites, and the men took turns with her on a patch of hardwood a few other couples used as a dancefloor. There wasn’t a lot of room to negotiate, but Carter pulled her close and made sure she could feel his big hard-on pressing against her stomach. And when Kyle took her out there, he wrapped his arms around her from behind, letting her stare at her husband as he moved his hands all over her body, keeping it light and teasing but making sure Carter saw him touch his wife. 
 
    The tension grew too thick to ignore it for long, and after twenty minutes of dancing, Mila took their hands and said firmly, “It’s time.” 
 
    “Thank God,” Carter muttered. “I’m about three seconds from dragging you into the bathroom.” 
 
    Kyle paid for the drinks, and they hurried out to the car. Mila felt as nervous as a virgin again when Kyle held open the front passenger door for her. Despite her butterflies, she smiled up at him, took his hand off the door, and gestured at the back. He chased her into the backseat while Carter hopped in and drove. 
 
    “You’ve been teasing me with this thing all night,” Mila said, running her hand up and down Kyle’s hardening cock through his pants. “Time to show me what I get to play with.” 
 
    Without a word, Kyle unzipped his pants and lifted his butt up to slide them and his boxers down. His freshly trimmed cock sprang up and Mila’s hand went immediately for his base. “Very nice,” she murmured, sliding back and forth in her seat. The whole of her crackled with anticipation. She wanted to slide over Kyle and fuck him right there. He wasn’t quite so big as her husband but Carter had been blessed by the sex gods and Kyle was still way more than enough to satisfy her cravings. 
 
    She sated one of those right in the car, wasting no time twisting and bending down to grip his cock and stuff it down her throat. “Jesus,” he gasped. “She’s already sucking my dick.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Carter groaned. “She’s good, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Hell yeah she is.” Kyle stroked the back of her head, his hips tensing as he tried not to thrust his cock up into her mouth. 
 
    She pulled off him and said, “I want to be kind of slutty tonight. I mean it. Talk as dirty to me as you want. Use me. Anything you want from me, take it. I want it all.” Mila dropped her mouth back onto his cock. 
 
    “I’ve wanted those lips around me since I met you, Mila.” 
 
    “Ark!” she said around his cock. Her mouth came off him to the tip, and she flicked her tongue around him, her hand reaching under her skirt to play with herself. “You made me come so hard,” she said, and licked his cock up and down the side, jerking his base slowly. “It was dirty. Right in front of all those people like that.” 
 
    “Did you like them watching?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Mila breathed, and slurped him down again, twisting her head and basting his cock with her tongue. 
 
    “My sexy exhibitionist wife,” Carter said up front. 
 
    “Mm hm,” Mila said around Kyle’s cock. She rose off him and spit into her hands to jack him fast and hard. “I want you to come on my face before we get home, Kyle. I want to walk into our house with you dripping from my chin. I want you to mark me. Use me the way Carter wants you to. The way I want you to.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Kyle groaned. She leaned down again and sucked one of his balls into her mouth, sucking and licking it with quick flicks of her tongue. 
 
    “Like that? Like me sucking your big fat ball into my mouth? I love this cock, Kyle. I want it stuffing my pretty little pussy. You can come in every one of my holes tonight, baby.” 
 
    She jacked him harder and harder and sucked his tip into her mouth again. Kyle wasn’t going to last long. Up front, Carter’s cock couldn’t have been harder. He couldn’t see what was going on back there, but his wife’s vocalization made it easy to imagine. He had to force himself to go the speed limit, to keep his cool. But the slurps and smacks of his wife’s lips and tongue on his best friend’s cock were too much, and at a red light, he unzipped himself. There wasn’t any time to do more than that, though, and at the next, he finally got his dick out, stroking it as he imagined what Mila was doing to Kyle.  
 
    “Just a few minutes out,” he growled. “Tell her what a good cocksucker she is.” 
 
    “You are, aren’t you?” Kyle asked. “You’re taking me so goddamn deep. You love a good dick, don’t you?” 
 
    “Mm hm!” Mila moaned around his cock. “Ock! Ove is ock!” 
 
    “Translation?” Kyle asked Carter, amused. 
 
    “Cock. She loves this cock.” 
 
    “Then suck it good, baby, because I’m close. I’m going to give you a nice big treat.” 
 
    “Ive it to ee!” she cried out, and pulled up off him with a loud slurp. She grabbed him with both hands and started jerking him fast and hard, aiming him at her lips as she closed her eyes. The car rocked as Kyle’s hips bucked, and he came, on her lips, her chin, her neck, her forehead. 
 
    “Damn!” he grunted. “Sit up. Show Carter what you did to me.” 
 
    Mila did, her eyes still closed as the come dripped down her face. She glistened with gobs of Kyle, and she smiled as she croaked, “Did I do good, baby?” 
 
    Carter didn’t respond. His breathing grew heavier and heavier and it was everything he could do not to stare at her in the mirror and jack himself off right there. She dripped his best friend. Mercifully they were close, and he hammered on the garage door opener’s button, desperate to get his pants free and his cock inside his wife. 
 
    “I think we lost Carter,” Kyle said, and Mila grinned. 
 
    Carter damn near forgot to put the car in park when they pulled in. He did, and then he was flinging open his door and his wife’s. Her eyes still closed, he pulled her into the house as Kyle trailed behind. This couldn’t wait for the bedroom. Carter brought her to the kitchen table and bent her over, his pants dropping to the ground just a split second before he drove his cock into his wife’s wet, warm pussy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she cried out. Her breasts pressed to the table as Carter jerked back out to her entrance and slammed back into her, his need to come driving him mad. 
 
    “Did you like it?” Carter grunted, his balls slapping off her ass. He flipped her skirt further up, her bud peeking out at him. 
 
    “So much!” she gasped. “I loved sucking your best friend’s dick. I loved you two fingering my pussy in front of those people.” She thrust back at him, her eyes squeezed shut. “I love. You. Fucking. Me!” 
 
    Kyle stripped out of his clothes as he watched his best friend to go town on Mila. The way her breasts squashed against the table sent a roar of hunger through his body again, though he wouldn’t be hard for a while yet. He reached out and gripped her spaghetti straps to slip them free of her shoulders. Carter got the idea and gripped her top, pulling it down so Kyle could see her big tits slide back and forth with his every thrust. 
 
    “Jesus,” Kyle said. “Those tits, Mila. That ass. I want to fuck that ass tonight.” 
 
    “Yesss,” she cried out. “Fuck my ass! Ooooh!” 
 
    Carter cracked her ass. “Is this ours tonight?” 
 
    “Yes!” she screamed, coming a few inches up off the table. “Keep fucking me! Harder!” 
 
    He smacked her other cheek as Kyle slipped a hand under her to pinch her nipple. It wasn’t hard, but it sure as hell wasn’t gentle either. 
 
    “We’re both going to fill you so full of fucking come,” Carter growled. “Tell Kyle how much you want his dick.” 
 
    “I want your cock!” she yelled. “I want you in my pussy while Carter’s taking my ass. I want to be nasty. I want to get used. I want to be your filthy cock slut.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Kyle breathed. 
 
    “You’re ours,” Carter said, and spanked his wife again. “Say it, Mila. Who do you belong to?” 
 
    “You! Kyle! I’m your slut! I’m your desperate horny slut!” 
 
    Carter gripped her waist and said, “Come for me, then, slut. Come all over my fat dick.” 
 
    “Mmm!” she cried out. “Mmm! Fuck! Fuck! Ohhhaaaah!” 
 
    She thrust back against Carter one last time, her nails dragging across the table as she came and came and came. Her hips and ass quivered, and her eyes went completely unfocused as her head whipped back. Kyle was there, stroking his cock, hardening as she gushed all over her husband’s cock. Carter jerked out and sat her down on one of the chairs. She stared, slack-jawed, as he fed her his cock. 
 
    “Taste yourself, birthday girl,” Carter growled. “Show me how much you want this.” 
 
    Mila snapped to attention and sucked him down eagerly, slurping noisily on her own juices and her husband’s glistening tip. He wasn’t going to last long – already his hips were tensing and unclenching, his fists balled up. Her face was still covered in Kyle’s come and he loved the sight of it drying on her as she sucked him off. She reached out blindly and gripped Kyle’s hard prick, jerking him off as she bobbed down on Carter’s dick. Her free hand slid to her sensitive clit and she rubbed herself urgently, wanting to ride the high of her orgasm as long as she could. 
 
    Carter tapped her head, letting her know he was close. Mila stared up at him and winked as she went deep again and again and again, fucking his cock with her mouth and her throat. “There, baby, coming,” he grunted, and she sucked him down one last time as his warmth shot out of him, hitting the back of her throat, her tonsils, the back half of her tongue. He jerked out of her before he finished and came on her chin, her lips, her breasts. Mila swallowed him down and opened her eyes and her mouth, showing both her men that she’d swallowed everything Carter had given her. 
 
    “Get her a washcloth,” Kyle told Carter after they all finished stripping. The other man nodded and Kyle took Mila under the armpit and guided her to her feet. “You good to keep going?” he asked her. 
 
    “God, yes,” she said. “Where do you want me?” 
 
    “The couch.” 
 
    “No,” Mila said, grinning. “Where do you want me?” 
 
    “Shit,” Kyle groaned. “Your pussy first. I need to feel you.” 
 
    Mila headed for the living room. Carter called for Kyle, and tossed him a wet washcloth, a twin to one he was holding. Kyle said, “Brother, there’s still time to say no to this. I’ll back off.” 
 
    “Shit no. This is a blast. Tell me you’re not having fun too.” 
 
    Kyle glanced back at the living room, where Mila was striking a silly pose on the couch on her hands and knees. “God no.” 
 
    They headed out to the living room together, and Mila plopped down on her butt. “My men,” she said, grinning up at them. 
 
    “Our Mila,” Carter said, and slapped Kyle on the back. “Get to it. Baby, happy birthday.” 
 
    “Aw, I love you, Carter.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    Kyle sat down, stroking his half-hard cock back to readiness. Mila knelt over him, and Carter wiped her face and her breasts down lovingly before backing away again. He sat on the edge of an armchair, and stroked his soft cock as Kyle and Mila kissed gently at first. 
 
    Her hand helped Kyle as he studied every inch of her nude frame up close for himself. Soon enough, he was ready.. She glanced at Carter one more time, and he nodded, smiling. “I want this as much as you do,” he said. “Maybe that’s fucked up, but I don’t care.” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s fucked up,” Mila said, gripping Kyle’s cock. She turned back to face her new lover. “I think it’s just…” She sank down, and closed her eyes in pleasure. “…right.” 
 
    “Damn,” Kyle breathed. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” she said. “That’s… mm… that’s very nice.” 
 
    “Mila, you’re squeezing me so tight.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she breathed. “My boys’ dicks… made for me…” 
 
    She rolled her hips on him, eyes closed as she felt every inch of him grinding against her walls. With every roll he rubbed her spot, and so fresh off her earlier orgasm, the pleasure coursed through her. Kyle wasted no time getting his hands on her bobbing breasts, cupping one of them between his hands and bringing his mouth to her achingly hard nipple. 
 
    “Yesss,” she moaned. “Suck my tits. Mm, fuck, your mouth feels so good.” 
 
    Kyle was patient, keeping his dick still, but his mouth and his hands told a different story. He couldn’t keep his lips at just one nipple, alternating between them with loud pops. His tongue flicked out and teased the areola, keeping her nipples hard as she ground her pussy down on his dick harder and harder. Carter moved his chair so he could watch his wife’s face. Her moans of ecstasy, her closed eyes, the quick jerks back of her head as Kyle would switch nipples, he knew all the signs of her most intense pleasure, and he knew he couldn’t let this be a one-time thing for her sake. His concern about his best friend and his wife developing feelings for one another faded with the realization there had been a connection between them all along. It didn’t make him love either one of them any less in their own way – Kyle as a brother in everything but blood, Mila as the great love of his life. But this wicked bit of fun introduced new elements to their dynamic he was profoundly curious about exploring. Could he share Mila with Kyle? Could he not? 
 
    His wife opened her eyes and saw him sitting near his best friend. She smiled and reached a hand out for him. He stood up, and she gripped his cock as she started bouncing on Kyle, her ass jiggling enticingly as she pulled Carter to her mouth. There were no words as she began to jerk him off, his tip at her lips. Her pleased gaze flicked between his rapt pleasure and Kyle’s. Carter reached out to stroke her cheek and she whispered his name, then Kyle’s. Carter guided her hand off his prick, and stepped up behind her, rubbing her shoulders, kissing her neck. 
 
    Kyle said, “I’m scooting forward. Wrap your legs around my back.” 
 
    They did, and like that, so much more of her body was in contact with him. With that angle he wasn’t just hitting her g-spot but her clit. Her breasts rubbed against his chest, and with Carter keeping up his gentle assault on her sensitive neck and shoulders, Mila’s pleasure shot through the roof. 
 
    “Oh my God, this feels so good,” she breathed. 
 
    “Just wait till we’re both inside you,” Carter said. 
 
    “God yes..” She opened her eyes and stared at Kyle. “Don’t come in me. Don’t waste it. I want it in my ass.” 
 
    “Then come for me, baby girl,” Kyle said. “Let me make you feel good and then we’ll take you together.” 
 
    “Unnnnh huh,” Mila whimpered. “Dick… stretching me so good.” 
 
    Carter massaged her shoulders and leaned in to suck and nibble at her earlobe. The little extra pleasure made her electric, and she started grinding harder and harder on Kyle’s cock as he rolled his hips up into her. 
 
    “Kyle, my Kyle,” she said, and chased his mouth as she began to squirm. His hands clutched her ass and squeezed. Mile whimpered against his mouth as her husband’s mouth scorched the back of her neck, his hot breath tingling against her skin. She dug her fingernails into Kyle’s back and shuddered on top of him, a small blip of an orgasm compared to the others she had that night, but still so pleasurable she nearly cried from the feelings inside her. 
 
    “Give me a hand,” Kyle said to Carter, and held out his right. Carter grabbed it, and with Kyle’s other hand clutching Mila to him, he stood up holding her. “Your bedroom?” he asked Carter, deferring to the other man. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m gonna grab some towels and the lube. Take her there.” 
 
    Mila nuzzled Kyle’s neck as he carried her to the bedroom. His ropey muscles fit his lanky frame, and she loved the tension of them as he held her tight. He wasn’t as strong as her Carter, but he was far more careful and gentler when he walked, and she loved that about him. “Thank you, Kyle,” she murmured. 
 
    “This is my pleasure, Mila. I mean that. You’re a beautiful, sexy woman and I’ve wanted you for so long.” 
 
    While Carter prepared, Kyle laid Mila down on their bed. The bed only she and her husband had ever slept in. Their marital bed. But now her husband’s best friend made love to her slowly and gently on that forbidden place, his lips brushing her softer ones, his breath shared with hers. Her legs still crossed behind his back, she arched her back with the fruition of her naughtiest of desires. She’d never in a million years have slept with Kyle if her husband didn’t want her to, but now that their friend was inside her, nothing had ever felt so right save for Carter’s love. 
 
    Carter finished laying out the thick, plush towels, and arranged the pillows. “You got to be about ready to pop.” 
 
    “I am,” Kyle admitted. 
 
    “Take her ass first, then. I’ll be on bottom.” 
 
    “Have I mentioned lately you’re the best goddamn friend in the world?” 
 
    Carter laughed and settled on the bed as Kyle reluctantly pulled out of Mila. Carter rested on the bed and Mila crawled over him. She kissed her husband with an impish grin, and he stroked her hair. 
 
    “So, um, he’s going to be in my butt,” she said. 
 
    Carter snickered. “He is that, baby.” 
 
    “Kyle. Our Kyle.” She gripped her husband’s cock and settled down onto it with a pleased sigh. “So sore. But in the best way.” 
 
    “Tell me if it’s too much,” Carter said, stroking her nipples idly with his thumbs. Kyle grabbed the lube and warmed it up in his hands. 
 
    “I will,” Mila murmured. She kissed Carter again, and Kyle pressed a hand to the small of her back to keep her like that. He drizzled some of the lube along her crack, and she gave a deeply pleased “Mmm,” as his thumb stroked around her bud. 
 
    Two of his well-lubed fingers sank into her, and Mila threw her head back. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” she gasped. Carter wrapped his arms around her and crushed her to him with hungry kisses, his need growing animalistic as he watched his best friend finger his wife’s ass. Carter thrust his cock up into Mila, making her bounce each time, and she smothered his face with kisses, her breath hot and her voice keening her pleasure as she was doubly stuffed by both her husband and Kyle’s fingers. 
 
    More lube went into Kyle’s free hand and he jacked his hard cock, watching his best friend fuck Mila. His fingers kept up an intense pace in her well-lubed ass, squelching each time, but no one was laughing. They all needed this too much, this final, wicked debaucherous act of the night before they had to contemplate what all this meant, what changes would have to happen. And Kyle knew in that moment he needed this again. Not wanted. Needed. He hungered for Mila. Her big, bouncing tits. Her spectacularly curvy ass. The way she molded to him. Her every electric response. Her dirty mouth and sweet nature away from the sheets. 
 
    “You’re not just his. You’re our slut now,” he told her. 
 
    “Yours!” she gasped. “You and Carter, your nasty come slut, your ass slut, whatever you want from me, mm, God, I’m so full, so fullll!” 
 
    Carter hammered up into her pussy as Kyle met his every thrust with his fingers in Mila’s ass. “When Kyle comes around, you get on your knees and you suck his cock like a good little welcoming slut,” he growled. “If he needs someone to fuck, he’s going to walk into this house and take you however he wants you.” 
 
    “Oh FUCK!” Mila screamed. 
 
    “You’ll fuck either one of us whenever we want it,” Carter continued. He reached down and spanked her ass with a hard crack. “Say it.” 
 
    “Fuck me! Use me! I’ll fuck you both whenever! Just keep doing this!” she wailed. 
 
    She shoved down one more time, her pussy gushing all over Carter’s cock. Her head dropped to his neck, tears of pleasure streaming from her eyes, and Kyle slipped his fingers out of her, replaced just moments later by something substantially bigger. Her eyes shot wide as his cock pressed to her bud. 
 
    And then slid in. 
 
    “M-my ass! He’s fucking my ass, baby! I’m so full! Oh fuck me, I’m so full!” 
 
    Neither man held back. Carter’s big thick cock plunged in and out of her pussy at the same time as Kyle drove his cock inches deep into her ass, careful not to go too far but losing his self-control in a hurry as he grunted and snarled half-formed syllables. 
 
    “Tight, your ass, ungh, tight,” he growled, his cock sliding back and forth inside her butt. 
 
    “Oooh, un huh, un huh,” Mila gasped, her half-lidded eyes rolling back. Her mouth fell open as another orgasm rushed through her, or maybe it was still the same one as earlier, but cresting again and never quite dying down. Her pussy milked her husband for all it was worth, her ass muscles clenching and unclenching around Kyle. Mile could form no words. There was nothing but the pleasure in her mind, wiping away all logical thoughts, all notions of anything but these two men she loved fucking her together. 
 
    Kyle exploded inside her ass without warning, his cock surging deep one last time as he grunted and snorted like a wild animal. His warmth filled her ass and he jerked out of her, still spurting, a shot arcing across her back. Carter pulled out of her and snapped his fingers at the lube. Kyle passed it over and Carters slid out from under his wife. Mila collapsed onto crisscrossed arms, her mouth still agape, her pussy visibly pulsing and working around a phantom cock still giving her mind pleasure. Carter lubed himself up quickly and positioned himself over his wife. One quick plunge and he was inside her ass, the come inside her squelching with every hard thrust. He wasn’t going to last long, not after that hard of a fucking, and he leaned down to kiss her neck once before he growled, “Happy birthday, baby.” 
 
    “Give it to me,” she gasped. “One more time.” 
 
    He drove deep a few more times before his cock began to spurt. He came and came and came, adding to the mess in her ass, and finally he pulled out and fell back onto his ass and hands, gasping, “Holy shit, holy shit. We just did that.” 
 
    “Yeah we did,” Kyle croaked, watching their combined come leak out of Mila’s ass and drizzle down onto the sheets. 
 
    No one could move for a few minutes. All they could manage was catching their breath until finally Kyle disappeared down the hallway to grab another washcloth, wipes, and a glass of water for Mila. She shivered as they cleaned her up, and it took them a while to realize she was crying. 
 
    They came to her, stroking her cheeks as she lay facedown, her butt still up in the air. “Mila, hey, if it was too much…” Kyle murmured. 
 
    “No,” she said, and sniffed. “I… I want this. Again. Not always like this was, but… I want you both so much and I don’t want it to end things.” 
 
    “Why would it have to?” Carter asked. 
 
    “W-what?” she asked. 
 
    Carter shrugged and glanced at Kyle. “We have things we need to work out. Not sure I want to cuddle in bed with you, dickhead, but I meant it when I said you two should feel free to sleep together. We share everything.” 
 
    Kyle gaped at him. “You’re serious.” 
 
    “I am. If that’s what Mila wants.” 
 
    Mila pushed herself upright, wincing. “Baby, I love you first, you know that? Kyle, I’m sorry, I mean, I love you too, but…” 
 
    “No, it’s okay,” Kyle said thoughtfully. “I don’t want to come between that. And I like the idea of coming and going whenever I want to. Not getting tied down, but having fun with you.” Kyle glanced at Carter. “I do have feelings for her. Love, maybe. I mean, this is all still new to me.” 
 
    “You loved her before this. I’d expect nothing else,” Carter said. “I wasn’t blind going into this, brother. We’ll have to play it day by day and I think there are a thousand issues here we’re not thinking of, but why not try it? Baby, what do you think?” 
 
    Mila sniffed again and leaned over to kiss him, then Kyle. “I think it’s the best birthday ever.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Roommate 
 
      
 
    Contains: FFM romance, MF, a tinge of bimbo fantasy 
 
      
 
    “The pictures you sent me were hot.” 
 
    Elena rolled her hips against Lucas, his cock grinding against her spot every time. Her hands grasped her ankles, and she leaned back, her eyes closed as the sensations washed over her. She woke up that morning turned on, and couldn’t shake the sensation all day. At work, Elena found every excuse to sneak away to the bathroom to snap a few sexy pics for her boyfriend, and when he came home, they hadn’t lasted five minutes before they were tumbling into bed together. 
 
    Below her, Lucas ran his hands up and down her thighs, her hips, anything he could reach. To save more money for a much-needed upgrade to an apartment of their own, he’d taken to giving himself buzzcuts, trimmed up by Elena. She loved the look on him. He had a naturally craggy face and usually looked angry even when he wasn’t. His Resting Dick Face, Elena teased him. But she loved her boyfriend’s rough-and-tumble looks. Loved all of him, really. Especially the part making her feel so good right now. 
 
    “Mmm, yeah?” she whispered. They had to whisper. Their roommates Melanie and Gaspar were home too. There was an unspoken rule about hookups in the house – if one couple was making love and one of the others walked into the house, the ones making love could be as loud as they wanted. But if people were already home and something got hot and heavy with the other couple, the lovemakers had to be the ones being quiet. It was a good rule. So far, it had worked out. 
 
    “I loved the one of you with your skirt hiked up around your ass,” Lucas breathed. “You had me so distracted I had to take a break and jack off to it.” 
 
    “Mmm hmm,” Elena said. “Where?” 
 
    “My car. I think Gabriella saw me.” 
 
    She moaned at that. Gabriella hadn’t even been at work that day, but his sexy coworker was a mutual fantasy of theirs. So far, they hadn’t yet actually had a threesome with anyone, but they were both wildly open to the idea if they could find the right partner.  
 
    “What’d she do?” Elena whispered, bucking faster against him. Their bed squeaked with every hard roll of her hips but there was no helping that. They’d played out variations of this fantasy before, and she knew he was spinning a yarn, but the fantasy was so goddamn hot she loved it and pulled the same trick from time to time herself to help them both get off faster. 
 
    “Watched,” Lucas breathed. “She was nervous. I didn’t think she’d come any closer. But she did. Looking all around the parking lot. Making sure no one saw her but me. And she stood right by my window, her hand sliding down her belly.” 
 
    “Oh, shit, oh shit,” Elena whimpered, thinking about the exotic slim beauty touching herself through her clothes. A dress, she decided. A summer dress. Light and wispy and so sheer she could see right through it if she was there too. 
 
    “I watched her, and I stroked myself faster. She opened-” 
 
    A shout from the master bedroom. Gaspar. “I’ll talk to her if I goddamn fucking want to!” 
 
    And like that, the magic was gone. “Fuck,” Lucas grunted. 
 
    Elena sighed. “Here we go again.” 
 
    Gaspar used to be a friend of Lucas’s. That was before they moved in together. Gaspar was the most financially stable of all of them, a CPA who got licensed at an absurdly young age thanks to his brilliant mind. But that same intelligence left him with an arrogance and a holier-than-thou attitude towards everyone else in life. Nowadays he was a bitter, angry son of a bitch, and Lucas dreaded coming home and finding him around. 
 
    Gaspar was bad enough. But Melanie was just as awful in her own way. There was no polite way to put it – Melanie was an airhead. A ditz. A cliché of a big-titted blonde bimbo. Stunningly good-looking, she’d been the star of a dozen of their fantasies throughout the time they lived together, but personality wise, Melanie latched onto Gaspar and never let go. She wasn’t as mean as him, but she hung on his every word. His every need. When Lucas or Elena wanted to watch TV, Melanie would insist on one of Gaspar’s shows or movies. She always brought home what he wanted to eat, never her own choice. A relationship chameleon, through and through. It really didn’t help her case that Melanie paid no rent, bought no groceries, nothing. 
 
    Melanie’s muffled voice crept into their room, and Elena sighed. “Sorry, baby. If you want me to jerk you off or something…” 
 
    “If you have to suffer, so do I,” he said. She slid off him and they rearranged themselves so she was resting next to him in bed, cuddled up as they listened. “I give them a week.” 
 
    “I’ll take that bet. Five bucks says they last a month.” 
 
    “Big spender.” 
 
    “Mm hm,” Elena said. “Thanks for not being, you know, yelly.” 
 
    He snickered. “Yeah. You too.” 
 
    “Let’s go for a walk. Work off some of this energy.” 
 
    “Game of basketball?” 
 
    She pushed herself up. “You’re on.” 
 
    Elena hopped up first, and the sight of his sexy girlfriend’s heart-shaped ass stirred Lucas’s softening cock back to life. He groaned, and she turned, amused. “Rethinking that handjob?” 
 
    “I am,” he admitted. “But stay like that.” 
 
    She waggled her ass for him, reaching down for her panties. Lucas slid to his feet and grabbed a bottle of lotion from their dresser. He slicked up his cock, no longer caring much about the storm brewing in the next room as he fisted his big dick, staring at his girlfriend’s ass. Slowly he drizzled lotion across her cleft, and she tensed. 
 
    “Lucas…” she whispered. Elena was an anal virgin and didn’t much like the idea of ass play. That was okay. They had more than enough fun in their rigorous sex life for him to regret it one bit. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he said. “You know I’d never do anything you don’t want to do.” He eased his cock between her cheeks, sliding it back and forth along her slickened crack. “Ohhh, yeah, that’s just weird enough.” 
 
    Elena giggled, and he slapped her bottom playfully before squeezing her cheeks against his cock. It was his firm – very firm – opinion that Elena had one of the great all-time asses. Melanie might be curvier but his girlfriend had the perfect blend of toned and soft. Athletic, but… springy. 
 
    Lucas thrust through her slicked-up ass, imagining doing this for real. He heard more of the argument, and the strangest flash swept through his mind. Melanie, naked next to him, urging him on, urging him to come all over Elena’s ass. His cock strained and his breath came faster and faster. Those big breasts, warm and soft pressed against his arm. Her mouth at his ear, hot breath tickling him as she whispered his name. Coming all over Elena and Melanie leaning down to lick it up. 
 
    “Ah, fuck!” he grunted, and jerked away from Elena’s ass, stroking his cock a few more times before he came all over those mouthwatering globes. Elena stood upright and turned, smiling. 
 
    “That was fast.” 
 
    Lucas glanced at the door, then her. His voice low, he said, “I thought about Melanie telling me to come on your ass. And about her licking it up afterwards.” 
 
    “Jesus. That’s hot.” 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    “Help me clean up and then we’ll go.” 
 
    Lucas turned her around, staring at the glistening globs of his come on her back. He ran his fingers through the biggest pearls, and traced them against her spine. “No. Leave it. It’ll be sexy as hell to think about if there are people out playing too.” 
 
    Elena grinned as he kissed her shoulder. “Dirty boy.” 
 
    “I’m feeling it today.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Both of them way overshot their estimate on how long Melanie and Gaspar would stay together. By the time they got back from a pick-up game with four others at the outdoor court in a nearby park, Gaspar was loading up a box into the back of his Tahoe. 
 
    “What’s up, dude?” Lucas asked him. “Taking off for the night?” 
 
    “I’m done. I’m out. Good luck with that bitch.” 
 
    “Whoa,” Elena said, holding her ball under one arm. “Don’t be calling her that.” 
 
    “Oh what?” Gaspar said, sneering at them both. “Neither one of you like her either. You’re just too fucking polite to say it.” 
 
    “Hey, dial the aggression down a few notches,” Lucas said quietly. He didn’t like to fight. Hated it, in fact. But he wasn’t going to let Gaspar talk about Melanie that way, or drop f-bombs on his girlfriend non-conversationally. 
 
    “Screw you, Lucas. Be glad I’m not taking half your shit too, considering how many times I kept your asses fed.” 
 
    “I’ve tried to repay you,” Lucas said. “Every time.” 
 
    Gaspar turned and stormed back towards the steps to the apartment building without a word. Lucas and Elena followed. Not that he’d ever been the type to hold a door open for anyone, but now, Gaspar slammed the door behind him before they had a chance to catch up. Lucas gritted his teeth and Elena took his arm. 
 
    Melanie sat in the living room, fresh tear tracks on her face as Gaspar started jerking cables out from behind the TV. Lucas ignored him and went straight for Melanie, leaning down and rubbing her shoulder. 
 
    “Did he touch you?” 
 
    Gaspar turned and snapped, “For fuck’s sake, I’m not a monster.” 
 
    Melanie shook her head and breathed, “No. Just yelled a lot.” 
 
    Lucas didn’t know why he did it, but he took her hand and kissed it. Melanie blinked, and glanced up at Elena, whose focus was on Gaspar, not them. Lucas stood up and said, “Why don’t you two go for a drive or something? I’ll stick around and help Gaspar get on out of here.” 
 
    “I don’t need your help,” Gaspar said, struggling to find a point on the big screen TV where he could lift it solo. 
 
    “Yeah. Sure looks like it.” 
 
    Elena took Melanie under the arm and helped her up. “Come on, hon.” 
 
    “Okay,” Melanie said weakly. She sniffed, then said so quietly they could barely hear it, “Goodbye Gaspar. I wish you cared.” 
 
    Before Melanie’s red-faced ex-boyfriend could explode, Elena hurried the other woman towards the door, and they left. Gaspar stared at Lucas for a long minute, then finally snapped, “Well, let’s get to it.” 
 
    “Thought you didn’t need any help.” 
 
    “Don’t drag this out. You want me gone. I’m ready to get out of here. So let’s hurry up and do this.” 
 
    In the end, it took Gaspar three trips that day to get everything he wanted out of the apartment. The last time, he came with his brother, a nice enough guy who seemed utterly baffled about this whole situation, and twice apologized to Lucas in private for the way his brother was acting. By the time they finished clearing everything out of the apartment, Melanie’s clothes and belongings lay in a heap in the bedroom in the space where the bed had once occupied, and the living room was completely bare save for Elena’s loveseat and the mismatched kitchen set that had belonged to the place when they moved in. 
 
    As soon as Lucas texted them the all-clear, Elena and Melanie came back from a long visit with a mutual friend. When they trudged through the door, Melanie’s waterworks started up fresh, and Elena shook her head, shocked. 
 
    “This is…” she said, and spread her hands out in a futile gesture at the nothingness.  
 
    “I know,” Lucas said. “I tried to get him to leave the couch or the bed, but… no. He wanted to screw all of us over one last time.” 
 
    Wordless, Melanie walked into the bedroom she shared with Gaspar. A sob ripped out of her and Elena hurried in. Lucas too, after a moment. Elena had her arm wrapped around Melanie as the other woman cried into her shoulder. Lucas patted Melanie’s back, feeling a real stab of sympathy for her for the first time since they were introduced. No one deserved this. Hours ago her life had been normal. Maybe a little miserable and cramped, but normal. 
 
    “Do you have family here in Beckfield?” 
 
    “N-no. They l-live in West Virginia,” she got out, finally pulling away from Elena and dabbing at her eyes with the back of her hand. “I just need a few minutes and then I’ll… I… I’ll call some people.” 
 
    Lucas drew Elena out to the living room. She wrapped her arms around him, surprising him with a few tears on his shoulder. He held her close, rocking with her. She sniffed, and he pulled back, hoping his smile was more comforting than it felt. They listened to Melanie make one call, then another. And another. Her voice grew more and more frantic with every person she called, and Elena pressed her head against Lucas’s chest. 
 
    “We have to help her,” she murmured. 
 
    “I know. I’m going to go talk to the landlord,” Lucas told her. “Maybe Mr. Stevenson’s family left behind a couch or a mattress or something.” 
 
    Mr. Stevenson was a nice elderly neighbor of theirs up until a few weeks ago when he suffered his sixth case of pneumonia in twice that many months. He was now resting comfortably in a nursing home, and his family had been slowly moving his things out of his apartment. 
 
    Lucas left her to console Melanie again, and headed to the landlord’s apartment. He was a potbellied man in his mid-fifties, and was never without a muscle shirt and jeans. His lower lip pooched out from a gob of chewing tobacco, and he spit into an empty bottle as Lucas explained the situation to him. 
 
    “I can transfer the apartment to you or Lennie,” he said. That was his inexplicable pet nickname for Elena. She hated being around the creep alone for a lot of reasons, but none so much as that. “That ain’t a problem, hoss. But rent’s still gonna be due just the same.” 
 
    “I know,” Lucas said. “I’ll try to find someone to fill in as fast as I can. In the meantime I can pick up more hours.” 
 
    “Whatever you gotta do,” the landlord said, and shifted the chew around in his mouth. He dug out his keys and slipped one off the ring. “Take a look in Stevenson’s apartment. I think he had a futon in his guest bedroom. You can have it.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “For twenty bucks.” 
 
    Lucas gritted his teeth and dug out his wallet. He had exactly thirty-seven dollars in there. The landlord forked over the key as he passed over the bill, and Lucas turned his back on him. 
 
    “Course, that hot piece of ass of Gaspar’s wants to make it up in another way…” the landlord said, cracking up. 
 
    Lucas stiffened, but didn’t take the bait. They needed the apartment. “We’ll get the rent to you next week.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    There was a futon, but one of the legs was broken. Lucas looked around the apartment and found a set of tools under the kitchen sink. He grabbed a screwdriver and worked fast to take off the remaining legs of the futon. Without the legs the futon might be serviceable as a very basic bed frame. The pad on it was threadbare, but when he folded the futon down and laid on it, it was at least serviceable. With his own sleeping bag on top, it would do for the night at least. It wasn’t too heavy, so he hauled out the pad and the futon, making a mental note to swing by the nursing home and visit Mr. Stevenson when he had a chance. 
 
    After returning the key, he took the futon home, struggling through the door to find Melanie and Elena seated together on the loveseat. Elena jumped up and helped him haul it in, and Melanie stared at the frame and started crying again. They settled the futon in the extra bedroom. 
 
    Out in the living room again, Lucas wrapped an arm around Elena’s side, and said quietly, “Melanie.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, there’s no one, I don’t have anywhere…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Lucas said. “For tonight at least, you and Elena can sleep on the bed.” 
 
    Elena jumped like she’d been zapped, and Melanie glanced up, her tears stopping almost immediately. “Us… sleep together?” 
 
    “Sure, hon,” Elena said, still staring at Lucas but talking to their wayward roommate. “Yeah. You’re going to bunk up with me.” She finally looked at Melanie and forced out a smile. “Like we’re having a sleepover.” 
 
    Melanie bounced to her feet. It was a hell of an enticing move, especially since a very noticeable part of her bounced too. She rushed Elena, grabbing her in another hug. When she pulled back, she gave Elena a big kiss on the corner of her lips. It wasn’t sexual, but Elena’s eyes shot wide anyways. If that wasn’t crazy enough, Melanie whipped around and launched herself at Lucas too, her lips smacking his as he stared wide-eyed at Elena over her shoulder. 
 
    “You two are the best,” Melanie said. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah,” Lucas said, all too aware of Melanie’s big breasts squashing against his own chest. Elena’s smirk didn’t help. 
 
    That night, they kept things low-key. Thankfully Gaspar couldn’t lay claim to any of the food in the pantry or the fridge, since he mostly preferred to order takeout. Melanie made Elena and Lucas sit while she whirled around in the kitchen, trying to decipher from the back of boxes how to make a cheesy hamburger dish. God bless her, Lucas thought, but she tried. She cooked the hamburger too high because she wanted it to cook faster, nearly causing a grease fire. She forgot the cheese packet for the dish until three-quarters of the way through, substituted water for milk, and wound up with a goop that was thin and maybe tasted vaguely of cheese if a person had never tried food before. 
 
    “It’s bad, isn’t it?” Melanie asked when she watched them take their first bites. 
 
    “It’s… it’s a start,” Elena said, crunching on a noodle. 
 
    Melanie’s lower lip trembled, and Lucas hastily said, “Hey, it’s a process, you know? Everyone’s got to try a few times before they get it right.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry!” Melanie said, and dropped her own fork onto her plate before getting up and storming off to Lucas and Elena’s bedroom. More loud sobbing, and Lucas rubbed his face. 
 
    “It’s not inedible,” Elena muttered, and Lucas tried his best not to snort. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The women dressed in full-on PJs. Lucas was a bit disappointed in that. He had fantasies of them dressing up in silky, slinky nightgowns or maybe just a couple of his shirts. The thought made him rock hard, but when they paraded into the spare bedroom to tell him goodnight, sadly, Elena was dressed in her warm red flannels and Melanie in a dowdy blue set that looked more like a nurse’s uniform than anything sexy. 
 
    “Gonna be okay in here?” Elena asked him. 
 
    Lucas unstrung his sleeping bag and laid it on top of the futon pad. “Oh yeah. Like indoor camping. You?” 
 
    “Without you snoring, probably be the best night’s sleep I’ve had in years.” 
 
    He grinned and she knelt down to give him a kiss. Melanie fidgeted by the door, and said, “I’d really take the futon.” 
 
    Lucas shook his head. “Go keep Elena company. You’re probably a hell of a lot softer and comfier in bed than me anyways.” Melanie smiled tentatively at that, but it didn’t touch her haunted eyes. Lucas stood up and came to her as Elena watched. He squeezed her shoulders, and she seemed to relax some as she stared up into his eyes. “It doesn’t seem like it now but this is going to be just a bad memory soon. Gaspar was an asshole.” 
 
    “I thought I loved him,” she whispered. 
 
    “I know. He doesn’t deserve that kind of kindness. You are going to find a great guy. Someone who realizes how hard you try for him. Like tonight. I know you think we hated dinner, but… well, you really tried. That’s all we can ask.” 
 
    Melanie nodded slowly. “Thanks, Lucas.” 
 
    She hesitated, her lips parted, and for a moment, he thought she might kiss him again. Then she turned and headed out of the room again, her shoulders shaking from another silent crying fit. Elena came to him and wrapped an arm around his waist. 
 
    “Gonna make a girl fall in love, you know that?” she murmured. 
 
    Lucas smiled and pinched her ass. “Oh? You throwing around the L word now?” 
 
    “Lucas, I’ve loved you for a while,” Elena said. His jaw might have actually dropped, he wasn’t sure. But she continued on like she hadn’t just let loose with the biggest revelatory bomb of their relationship yet. “But I wasn’t talking about me.” 
 
    She sashayed away, glancing over her shoulder with one of her patented smirks before closing the door on him. He glanced down at his dick starting to rise in his basketball shorts, sighed, and dropped down onto the futon. Well… even if Elena and Melanie really weren’t going to get up to much, he could at least fantasize. 
 
    The first hour on the futon went by just fine. His lone pillow wasn’t quite enough, so he found one of Melanie’s sweaters and folded it under his head. As a makeshift pillow, it sucked, but the scent of her lingering perfume on the fabric intoxicated him, and for the second time that night, he grew hard. Lucas didn’t think he’d come three times in a day since he and Elena first hooked up, but even while he cupped the sweater to his face and finished into a tissue, he found himself still feeling as predatory as though he needed to come a fourth time. God, but the sweater smelled good. Airy perfume, something expensive, something Gaspar liked to buy for Melanie. A laundry basket with her dirty things in it lay at the foot of what would have been her bed, and for a dark moment, Lucas thought about digging through her things to find a pair of her panties and jerk off into them. 
 
    “Christ,” he muttered to himself. “Keep it together, pervert.” 
 
    Instead, he slept, but fitfully. He twisted over onto his stomach, less for comfort than to keep smelling that perfume, and he dozed off that way until the pain in his back forced him to switch positions again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    By the third hour of the night, Lucas knew with dread certainty there would be no good sleep that night. He’d drop off, sleep for half an hour, and wake up to something new hurting. His back. His kidney. His arm. His ass. At some point during the night he snuck out to try the loveseat, but that was even worse. He did steal the cushions from it and laid them out on the futon, though, and that gave him some relief. But by then, it was nearly three in the morning, and the few hours of sleep he got left him groggy and unfulfilled. 
 
    Then there was the odd vision. Lucas was always a man of powerful dreams. When he slept, nothing could rouse him short of shaking him awake or yelling at him to get up. His mother loved to tell a story about him sleeping through an earthquake so bad it rocked dishes off the counter and onto the floor, shattering them. He liked to stay up late and get up early, and that accounted for some of it. But he was also entranced by his own dream worlds. They seemed so real. The places. The experiences. The people. He rarely, if ever, dreamed of people he knew. Instead, he was often on expeditions with strangers, walking through the desert trying to find shelter with old friends he’d only ever met at night in his fantasies. Slaying imaginary monsters, running from zombies, cutting through the waters of foreign worlds on wild boats straight out of some science-fiction writer’s dreams. 
 
    But that night, he dreamed of a woman. There was guilt there because it was not his Elena, but Melanie. He thought he heard her whisper something to him. Something just beyond his understanding. And he thought he smelled her again, that tantalizing perfume, and felt the press of her lips against his cheek. His eye fluttered open. She was wearing a white summer dress, her hair circled by a crown of yellow flowers. 
 
    “This is good, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 
    It is, Lucas mouthed. 
 
    And he woke to darkness and a back aching so profoundly bad he cried out when he sat up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They were still asleep, so Lucas showered and shaved in Gaspar’s bathroom. Their bathroom now, he supposed, for however long they could hold onto it. Elena worked in a department store on the verge of collapse and he darted around robots and cranky coworkers at a shipping center. Together they could make rent, but it would leave almost nothing for food, utilities, or gas. He started to do the math in his head, and if they both picked up ten extra hours a week somewhere, this was possible. Or if he could find the right part-time work and pick up twenty hours himself, Elena wouldn’t have to shoulder the burden with him. 
 
    He made coffee as he thought about it, and as he was browsing Elena’s laptop for part-time jobs, she emerged from the bedroom, her big eyes still blinking sleepily. He glanced up from the screen and she leaned in to kiss him. 
 
    “How’d you sleep?” she asked. 
 
    “Missed you, but fine otherwise,” he said. “You?” 
 
    “Honestly?” When Lucas nodded, Elena winced. “It was…” 
 
    “That bad?” 
 
    “No,” she murmured. “It was, um, the best sleep I’ve had in years.” Lucas groaned, and she added, “Don’t be mad! But oh my gosh, Lucas, she’s so soft and snuggly. It’s like sleeping with a great big sexy pillow.” 
 
    “You two cuddled?” he asked, breathless and rising to his feet. 
 
    Elena grinned. “Oh yeah. Why? Does that, hm, do something to you?” 
 
    He grabbed her shoulders and urged her down onto the chair. She stared up at him as he undid his jeans and slipped his quickly rising cock out. 
 
    “Tell me,” he said. 
 
    “Tell you? Or suck your dick?” she asked. Elena leaned down and slurped half him down, staring up at him as her tongue played along his base and his tip. She pulled off him and murmured, “She had her arms around me all night. Spooning me. Close. So close I could feel her breath on my neck.” 
 
    Elena sucked him down again, and didn’t stop this time until he was raging hard, his big dick nearly filling her mouth until she popped off him again. “The best part is, baby, it wasn’t fantasy. She held me all night long.” 
 
    Her mouth left him plenty slick enough to jerk him off. Elena wrapped one small hand around his root and did just that. She stroked him slow at first and slipped her delicate pink tongue against his tip. On a downstroke, she began to plant long, slow kisses along his base and his sides, staring up at him as she took her time. 
 
    “Keep doing that, baby,” he groaned. 
 
    She grinned and sucked at a big expanse of his shaft before going even further. Her tongue explored one of his balls and she closed her eyes before kissing it too. Her fingers corkscrewed up and down his length before chasing her fingers back up to his tip with her lips. Soft, delicate teasing turned into something hungrier as she sucked his first inch down again, her eyes opening again to watch him watching her. Lucas reached down to cup her cheek, trying not to buck his hips into her mouth, trying to hold off on fucking her face. 
 
    “Damn,” he breathed. “I needed this.” 
 
    “Mm,” she purred around his cock. She pulled off him and whispered, “I was bad. Wet all night. If she’d touched me, I would have let her, Lucas.” 
 
    Her hand jerked him faster and faster. “I want you to,” he grunted. “If you get the chance.” 
 
    “You too,” she whispered. “I want you fucking our blonde slutty roommate. I want you coming in that cunt. I want to lick it out of her.” 
 
    Elena’s words rocked him. She wasn’t afraid of talking dirty in bed – neither of them were particularly shy on that front – but the fever with which she said it, the easy vulgarity, the hunger in her eyes, he believed she was serious. Absolutely serious. With that, he pulled away from her hands and lifted her up under the shoulder. She let herself be guided to the loveseat, and they worked frantically to get her free of her clothes. Both of them knew Melanie could and would hear what they were about to do. The loveseat sat against the paper-thin wall of their bedroom and there was zero chance it wouldn’t wake her. Neither of them cared. 
 
    “How-?” Elena asked Lucas, but he was already moving, sitting her down on the edge of the seat and gripping her thighs so he could spread her legs wide. Two of his fingers slid along her depths and plunged in, and he found her wet and wanting. Perfect. He wasted no time jerking his fingers out of her and feeding them to Elena as he pressed his cockhead to her ready lips. She sucked his fingers down and cried out around them as he plunged into her hard enough to send the loveseat thumping against the wall. 
 
    “Guys?” Melanie called sleepily from the bedroom. 
 
    Lucas’s fingers slipped out of Elena’s mouth and she called out breathily, “We’re… okay… just… don’t come out… for a… ohhh… minute!” 
 
    He pounded into her with everything he had, his eyes wild. When Lucas was at his best, he was a silent, snarling beast, incapable of much thought beside fucking. All he knew was the warm cunt around his dick, and how much he needed to come inside her, to make her drip him onto the couch. 
 
    With every hard slap of his skin against hers, Elena bounced back and forth on the loveseat’s cushion. The rhythmic whap against the wall drew a groan from Melanie in the next room, and Elena almost invited her to join in, to come sit on her face or get fucked like she was. But words escaped her as her man filled her again and again and again, her tits bobbing with the beat of his natural rhythm. 
 
    He scrabbled at her ass for more purchase, bending her nearly backwards, and they both heard the creak of the door. “Oh my GOD!” Melanie said, and slammed the door shut again. 
 
    Elena didn’t care. She reached up to grip the cushions above her, still staring up into Lucas’s eyes as his cock hit her depths. Her hips rose to meet him, and with every thrust, he was rubbing both her clit and her g-spot, spurring her on faster and faster. 
 
    “Grind on it,” she begged him. 
 
    For a moment, she didn’t think Lucas registered her words until his dick went deep three more times and he stilled himself inside her, rubbing up and down the length of her most sensitive spot. She squeezed the cushions, sucking in her breath, holding it. He pulled out and plunged in again, doing the same, grinding and rotating his hips, giving her the stimulation she needed. She bucked her ass once, twice, three times and cried out, “Luuu… cas!” 
 
    It was the loudest she’d ever allowed herself to come in that apartment, but she let nothing hold her back now. Maybe Melanie would happen. Maybe not. But in that moment Elena gave zero fucks, and she came on her man’s dick, her eyes squeezed shut, her breath gone from her for long minutes as he resumed fucking her again. 
 
    Wham went the couch against the wall. He glanced up at it, his eyes lit with a savage fire she’d never seen the likes of from him. 
 
    “My pussy,” he growled, not at Elena, but at the wall. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    Elena arched her back, still riding the wild high of her orgasm. “Y-yours!” she cried out. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    “I take it when I want it,” he snarled. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    “Yes, God yes, take her, take her,” Elena sobbed. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    He folded her knees nearly to her shoulders, unrelenting, his sweat dripping down onto the sharp muscles of his chest. “Mine,” he said at the last. 
 
    “Yours,” Elena said, closing her eyes. 
 
    He let loose with a grunt that nearly drove her over the brink a second time. She thought that was it, that he was done, but when Lucas settled her down onto her lower back, her thighs working back and forth uselessly with her residual pleasure, he still hadn’t come. Without another word, he slid his hands under her back, and pulled her to him, standing with her, still buried deep. He stared into her eyes, fucking her on his feet like that, a question there, deep and primal. He began to bounce her up and down, his hands clasped just above Elena’s ass, and she leaned in to whisper into his ear. 
 
    “Take her. Use her. Use us both. Make us your sluts, Lucas.” 
 
    And with that, she came, her body incapable of doing much more than shivering on top of him, the pleasure so good that she went numb to the last few minutes of thrusts from him. He laid her back down, kissing her as he jerked up into her pussy once, twice, three more times, his cock finally letting go, filling her up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucas had to leave for his job first, and Elena gingerly made her way into their bathroom, his come drying on her thighs. Lovemaking with him had always been amazing, but incensed like he was, this was on a whole other level. She smiled as she started up the shower. Sore, yes. So sore she wasn’t sure they could go at it again like that for a few days. But oh God, it was the best kind of sore. 
 
    She was just lathering up when Melanie knocked softly on the door. “Elena?” she called tentatively. 
 
    Elena winced, thinking about their none-too-quiet comments about their roommate. Or… well, whatever Melanie was. She called out, “Come in, hon. Curtain’s drawn.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Melanie’s meekness was new, at least in regards to Elena and Lucas. She was always that way around Gaspar, but with them, she echoed his haughtiness. Still shell-shocked, Elena supposed. Poor woman. Wait, was she actually feeling sorry for Melanie, plague of their life? Melanie, who had never contributed one dollar to their bills? Melanie the leech? 
 
    Ugh. She was. How about that? Miracles did happen. 
 
    “Sorry about the noise earlier,” Elena said through the curtain. “When Lucas is in a mood, well…” 
 
    “Is it… um, never mind.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s not my business.” 
 
    Elena rubbed her washcloth along her stomach. It was her best feature, she thought. Lucas liked her ass, but men never noticed things like tummies. She worked hard on hers. It wasn’t too athletic or too soft, but just right. 
 
    “Come on, Melanie. Talk to me.” 
 
    “Okay.” Again with that meekness. “Is it… is it always that intense with him?” 
 
    Elena dipped the washcloth lower to her ginger lips and grinned. “No. Not always. But it’s almost always really, really good.” 
 
    “What do you mean, almost always?” 
 
    “Like four out of five times.” 
 
    Silence, then the plunk of the toilet lid being lowered. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Four out of five times what?” 
 
    Elena poked her head out through the edge of the curtain. Still in her pajamas, her hair tousled, Melanie sat on the toilet lid, blinking up at her. 
 
    “Orgasms.” 
 
    Melanie twisted a strand of her hair around one finger, and if smoke had come up from her ears, Elena wouldn’t have been the least bit surprised. 
 
    “Melanie. Four out of five times when we sleep together I come.” 
 
    The other woman’s eyes widened. “From him?” 
 
    Elena jerked her head back in the shower. “There’s no need to be a bitch like that.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “’From him?’ Lucas is a fantastic guy. He’s great in bed. He’s good-” 
 
    “No no no,” Melanie interrupted. “Oh God, I’m sorry, Leena. I mean… four out of five times you come because he… did it for you?” 
 
    Elena poked her head back out, squinting at Melanie. “Did Gaspar never give you an orgasm?” Melanie shook her head. “Not with his fingers, his tongue…?” 
 
    “No. I mean, I had them. Sometimes. But, um, I’d be the one playing with myself. Or it was kind of… accidental, I guess. Like one time he put me on the hood of his car and we did it there, and I came, but it was more because of the engine. It felt…” Melanie blushed. “Well, really good.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, fuck Gaspar,” Elena muttered. 
 
    Melanie’s expression shattered like a fastball to a mirror. She let loose with a great big sob, and buried her face in her hands. Elena snapped the water off and hopped out, unmindful of her nakedness. She knelt beside her roommate, and wrapped an arm around her. 
 
    Melanie gasped out, “I know you-you hated him, but he was my boyfriend and I…” 
 
    “You thought you loved him,” Elena said, squeezing Melanie close. She felt a tiny surge of guilt at the pleasure of the flannel on her water-soft skin. 
 
    Melanie nodded, and cried even harder. Whatever amorous feelings Elena had towards the woman vanished, and she hurried up to her feet and grabbed a towel. When she’d tied it off around her waist, she led Melanie to the loveseat out in the living room, and they hugged while Melanie had a good, full-bodied ugly cry. 
 
    Eventually time forced Elena to her feet. She had to get to work, and couldn’t take care of Melanie forever. The other woman wiped at her face indelicately with the back of her hand, and when she stared up at Elena, her mussed-up makeup from the previous day did things to Elena that straight-up made her doubt her goodness. Despite the running mascara and the patches of what little makeup remained – or maybe because of them – Melanie looked so fucking hot in that moment that Elena couldn’t help leaning down to give her a gentle kiss on the corner of her lips. 
 
    Melanie’s eyes widened in surprise, but she didn’t push Elena away. After all, she’d made a similar gesture the night before. Her hand even tentatively wrapped around Elena’s back – just for a moment, but the contact was almost enough to free the towel from Elena’s body. Had she done it. Elena almost certainly would have tried for more. Maybe her own pussy was too sore for play, but she’d gladly bite the bullet on a rant from her boss on being late if it meant eating out this lusciously curved blonde.  
 
    But whatever moment they had passed, and Melanie retracted her hand. Elena pulled back and they stared at one another before Elena murmured, “I should get ready for work.” 
 
    “I’ll make more calls about somewhere to stay.” 
 
    “Okay,” Elena said, wondering why the thought should irritate her so much. She wanted Melanie gone. Maybe. Sort of. Kinda. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Did she? 
 
    Elena dressed, ran a comb through her still damp hair, and grabbed a granola bar on her way out. Before she hit the door, Melanie said quietly, “I heard, you know.” 
 
    Elena turned. “Heard?” 
 
    Melanie stared at her hands in her lap. “About me. About, um, Lucas. Using me.” 
 
    “Oh. It was…” 
 
    “Just bedroom talk. I know,” Melanie said, but she was smiling faintly. Elena returned it, and headed out the door. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucas’s back hurt all day, and he couldn’t turn his head in a full swivel. His manager even took him aside and asked if he’d been lifting boxes heavier than the allotted twenty-five pounds without the aid of a lifting vest or the forklifts. Lucas assured him he hadn’t, that he was sleeping on a futon for the short term. That got him a sympathetic chuckle. The guy assumed him and Elena were on the outs. The image of her bouncing up and down on his dick in the middle of the living room made Lucas grin at his manager in return. And the words she’d spoken danced in his head – Lucas, I love you. 
 
    On the outs? Hardly. 
 
    The rent hung over his head the whole day. He asked around, since a lot of the guys worked second jobs, and his friend Yves pointed him towards a moving company he used to work for. They specialized in moving offices overnight so as to not interrupt other businesses, so the schedule might allow him to work both jobs without complication. It seemed as good a lead as any, and Lucas headed there after his shift ended. 
 
    The moving company headquartered out of a small office building in the same lot as a pair of industrial garages. The office itself took up all of two rooms, fronted by a bored woman at a flimsy desk watching videos on her phone. She didn’t glance up as Lucas introduced himself and explained why he was there, but when he finished, she sighed and thumbed a button on her desk’s phone. 
 
    “Mr. Bell, there’s a guy here to see you about a job.” 
 
    “Send him to the lot. We’re just about to pull out.” 
 
    The woman muttered, “That’s what she said,” under her breath and gestured at the door back behind Lucas. “He’ll be coming out of the garage on your left. Pay’s good.” 
 
    “Uh. Thanks.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    Allan Bell was a tall, thick man with a mustache that looked like someone slapped a cat across his upper lip. He wore a simple set of overalls over a plain blue shirt with the company’s name on the sleeve. His hand shot out like a ballistic missile as he approached Lucas. 
 
    “Heya son, heya, what can I do for you today?” 
 
    “Well, sir, I need part-time work to help pay the rent, and I need it as soon as I can get it. Are you hiring?” 
 
    Allan grinned and winked. “Like the sir, keep saying that and I think I got a spot for you. Yves called ahead, vouched for you. You got a criminal record?” 
 
    “Couple of misdemeanors for drunk and disorderly,” Lucas said, scratching the back of his head and returning the man’s grin. It was hard not to. The guy seemed like he was better suited to carnival barking. His personality jumped out at everything around him. “But no sir, no felonies.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay.” The man sucked at his teeth. “You lift things for work before? Because that’s what this job is. Pick shit up, put it in a truck, haul the shit back out again.” 
 
    Lucas explained his background, and it wasn’t long before a truck pulled out of the dock. The other man could have been a cousin of Lucas’s landlord, rotund and already a little sweaty.  “New meat?” 
 
    “Possibly, possibly,” Allan said. He gestured back at the office. “Get your paperwork filled out. You check out, I can get you on a truck tomorrow night. Thirteen an hour until probation ends, then it’s fifteen. Good, yeah?” 
 
    “Good,” Lucas agreed. They shook again, and Lucas headed back inside to get the paperwork and fill it out right there. 
 
    He felt good about it. Fifteen was a few bucks more than what he was making at the moment. Maybe this could transition to a full-time thing. 
 
    On the way home, he cranked up the hip-hop in his car, singing along badly. Being rid of Gaspar made him feel immeasurably better, even if the rent was a huge worry. He and Elena would figure this out. 
 
    She loved him. 
 
    He punched the roof and grinned even harder. It was a good day. 
 
    When he made it to the apartment building and headed down the hallway, something enticing and savory wafted down the hallway to greet him. Not Elena’s cooking – she was a great cook, but this held the scent of something more exotic than what she usually made. And not Melanie, definitely. 
 
    He heard the arguing only moments later and groaned. Elena’s voice was muffled through the walls, but as he unlocked the door, he heard plenty. 
 
    “-do you not understand this? We can’t afford takeout anymore!” 
 
    Melanie stood in front of their small kitchen table, gripping the back of a chair. “I was just trying to do something nice for the two of you!” 
 
    Lucas shut the door behind him, and Melanie spun towards him, her eyes furiously red and her makeup streaking down her face. Subconsciously matching his girlfriend’s morning thoughts, Lucas noted just how goddamn slutty it made her look, and like Elena, he felt guilty about it. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa, whoa,” he said as Elena shot out of the kitchen. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Melanie decided to buy us dinner,” Elena said. Her smile reminded him of a particularly violent vampire movie he’d watched a few months before, and he winced internally for Melanie. “From Chen’s. On the tab.” 
 
    Lucas groaned involuntarily. Chen’s was great food, no doubt about it. But a meal for the three of them could run upwards of eighty dollars. Tack that on to what they owed the landlord, and they were even deeper in the hole. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Melanie said. “I… I just wasn’t thinking, I guess.” 
 
    Elena rubbed her lips and her slasher’s grin grew even wider, if that was possible. “She. Wasn’t. Thinking. That’s her excuse.” 
 
    “Okay. Let’s, um, take a breath, and talk about it,” Lucas said, wondering how he wound up in the role of mediator. Get mad, he told himself. It hurts you nothing if Melanie’s out on her ass. But he couldn’t. The messy makeup might have been a turn-on, but her tears certainly weren’t. He couldn’t do that to a woman crying. 
 
    “Talk? Talk about it?” Elena repeated. She stormed to the kitchen and brought out a pair of big bags of food. “Look!” 
 
    Lucas muttered, “Ah shit, how much did you order?” 
 
    Melanie looked down at her feet. “Three specials. And a side of Peking pork because I know it’s your favorite. And… well, the pancakes are so good, and I know Elena likes…” She fell into silence. 
 
    “Ah shit,” Lucas repeated. 
 
    “I meant…” Melanie started, then she stopped again. Her whole body shook in place and finally she sobbed out, “There’s nowhere else. Please. I’m begging you. Don’t kick me out.” 
 
    Elena glared at Lucas. He stared between the two women, and finally said it a third time. “Aw, shit.” 
 
    The meal was fantastic, Lucas had to give Melanie that. If it was going to be their last great sendoff to whatever this hobbled living situation was, at least they enjoyed the food. And there were enough leftovers to feed all of them for another day or two, so that was one thing. 
 
    While Melanie cleaned up, Elena took Lucas’s hand. “We need to talk,” she muttered, and jerked her head towards the bedroom. He followed her in there, and they closed the door before she whirled on him. “She needs to contribute. And I don’t mean by dragging home takeout.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “We are this close to getting evicted.” 
 
    “I know.” He was repeating himself a lot that night. Whatever Elena was going to say next never made it out, because he stepped in close, wrapped his arms around her back, and kissed her as long and with as much passion as he’d thrown into any kiss before. His heart and soul went into it, trying to instill some of the strange calmness he was feeling in that moment. If they got evicted, they got evicted. If they couldn’t sort Melanie out, they couldn’t sort her out. But in that moment, Lucas could kiss Elena, and they could be. That was good enough for him. 
 
    When he finally pulled back, her fluttering eyes finally focused again on him and she gave him a soft, easy smile. “What was that for?” 
 
    “You told me you loved me. I love you too.” 
 
    Her lips parted, and she whispered, “Lucas…” 
 
    The door creaked open, and Elena rolled her eyes. Melanie stood there, shaking again. “Don’t fight because of me.” 
 
    Lucas blinked at her. “What?” Elena turned, confused. 
 
    “Don’t get angry with each other because of me. Okay? I’m trying. I’m really trying. But there’s no one out there who…” She shook her head. “There’s no one but you two who wants to have me around. I thought my friend Hannah might, but she’s not answering me. Even my parents said I have to try to stick it out here. But I’ll go if you start yelling at each other. Don’t be like me and Gaspar. Please. I can’t take that right now.” 
 
    Lucas wrapped an arm around Elena’s waist from behind and kissed the side of her neck. “We’re not fighting. I promise.” 
 
    Elena added, “But Melanie, honey, we don’t have his money.” 
 
    “I know,” the other woman said, a touch petulantly. 
 
    “We need you to get a job,” Lucas said. 
 
    Melanie stood up straighter. “A job. Yes. Okay. I can do that. A… job.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    That job wound up being in the same department store as Elena. The managers stuck her on a till, and it fell on Elena’s shoulders to show her the ropes. Saying Melanie was awful at it wasn’t quite big enough. She had no head for counting back money, and often just guessed at change despite the amounts printed digitally right in front of her. Despite Elena showing her three times where everything was at in the relatively modest-spaced building, Melanie had no sense of direction and often had to call over coworkers to explain where the most basic items were located. Within a few days, Elena knew the dreadful truth that Melanie wasn’t going to last. 
 
    Lucas’s paperwork went through at the moving company, and he started the night after he applied. It wasn’t easy work, and the safety regulations that he’d grown so accustomed to working for a major company during the day didn’t exactly translate to Allan’s way of doing things. But Allan was also far more generous with his breaks, often times shooting the shit with his employees for the better part of half an hour. When they worked, though, he expected no goofing off, and fired a young man one night working with them for digging through someone’s desk. No second chance. No anything. One minute the kid was gainfully employed, the next Allan and Lucas were watching him storm out of the building, turning and giving the windows a pair of middle fingers. 
 
    Allan clapped Lucas on the back after that. “Think I was too rough?” 
 
    “I think it’s your business. You told me the rules when I started. I assume you did for the kid too.” 
 
    “Yes, yes.” Allan sighed. “I do not like being a hardass. You’ve seen that. So don’t make me and we’ll get along.” 
 
    “I can’t afford to fuck up,” Lucas said. “Literally.” 
 
    Allan’s thick, bushy eyebrows rose. “Oh?” 
 
    “Two women back home,” Lucas said, grinning. “Not as dirty as you think.” He explained the situation in broad strokes. 
 
    “Hmph,” Allan said. “I would shed a tear for you, but two girlfriends at home, I think you may be playing the boy who cried wolf.” 
 
    Lucas laughed, and they got back to it. 
 
    Back at the apartment, lovemaking between Lucas and Elena broke off for a few days. He was coming home an hour after her usual bedtime, and though she happily waited up for him, the sleeplessness and tension about their situation was definitely having an effect. Lucas never told her about how hard the futon was. Every morning before she woke he snuck the cushions back out to the loveseat and soaked in the shower until the night’s soreness vanished again. 
 
    But they missed each other, and one night, when she was prepared to slip into bed with Melanie, Elena wrapped him up in her arms and pressed her head against his chest. “Can you… let me be girly girl for a minute?” 
 
    “Always,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    She nestled into him tighter. “I had this idea… it’s stupid.” 
 
    “No. Come on, talk to me.” 
 
    Elena looked up at him. Her eyes locked onto his, and in them he saw fear. It broke his heart. “This isn’t… the end of us, is it?” 
 
    “No, hey, no,” he protested. “God, Elena, I love you so much.” 
 
    “I love you too. I just… we’ve never gone this long without it, and…” 
 
    He took her in his arms and led her gently to the kitchen table. Without a word, he began to disrobe her, sliding the pajama top up over her smooth belly, her breasts, her neck. When he tugged it free from her head, her hair spilled every which way and he adored it, running his fingers through the length of her dark tresses and kissing her gently. He slid down to his knees, and Elena’s mouth parted as he began to untie the strings on her bottoms. 
 
    The door to the bedroom creaked open, and Lucas glanced in that direction. “Melanie. We need a while. Okay?” 
 
    “Um. Yes. Sure.” 
 
    The door closed again, though neither of them noticed it didn’t latch and popped back open just wide enough for a certain blonde to peek out at them, watching with her mouth parted as Lucas pulled Elena’s pajama bottoms down her shapely legs. She wore no panties, and her bare bottom spread out deliciously on the hard table. Her legs parted, and she stroked Lucas’s temple with one hand. 
 
    “I haven’t trimmed for a week,” she breathed. 
 
    “You think I mind?” he asked her, crawling forward to kiss her mound. “God, I love you, Elena. Please don’t ever doubt us again.” 
 
    With that, he lowered his lips to hers, his eyes closed. He didn’t need to see to know her body on a level more intimate than anyone else in the world. His expert fingers spread her wide for him, and he spent long, languid minutes just kissing up and down the length of her pink slit, comforting her and his own soul in her taste, in her smell, in the feel of her. 
 
    Up and down Lucas’s lips brushed against Elena’s delicate folds. He deliberately avoided her hood and her clit, and didn’t dive any further or use his tongue for a long while. Even just the teasing and the feel of his rough thumbs and fingers on her sex were enough to send her spiraling. Heat flooded her body, swept away her fears and her exhaustion for this brief, needed moment. She cooed his name, and he smiled against her, her Lucas, her love. 
 
    When her wetness reached his lips, he pressed his mouth to it, sucking it in, sighing with pleasure against her. He cupped her thighs and pulled her legs over his shoulders, and she leaned back instinctively, her breasts and body now in full view for Melanie. The blonde undid her own pajama bottoms and slid a hand down, stroking her lips as Lucas kissed his girlfriend’s pussy. Gaspar had never been gentle like this. He went down on her often in the early days, but he never seemed to enjoy it much and never did it to her satisfaction. Certainly, he’d never worshipped her like this. This was beautiful and sexy all at once. She envied what the pair had, and ached for it so much in her own life. 
 
    Lucas ran his mouth back up Elena’s pussy, drizzling slow kisses as he finally opened his eyes and stared up at her. She shivered in anticipation, and when his tongue flicked out against her bud, she moaned, “Oh, Lucas…” 
 
    Her button was always so sensitive. He brushed his thumbs along its side as he gave it the lightest flicks of his tongue. The triple pleasure made her knees quake, and she gripped his hair with one hand and the edge of the table with the other. Her head tossed back and she hissed, “Yesss, like that… please don’t tease…” 
 
    Melanie’s mouth opened wider, and she brought the fingers from her pussy to her lips, sucking them down. Her free hand cupped one of her own breasts, thumbing the nipple, imagining Lucas was doing this to her… then, oddly, it was Elena’s face she envisioned between her legs, her delicate tongue flicking her own bud, her fiery eyes locked on Melanie as she brought her close. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she whispered under her breath. Her hand left her breast and she hurried it back to her wet folds, slipping three fingers inside, curling the middle to tease her sensitive spot. 
 
    Elena thrashed back and forth on the table, her moans louder and louder. “Unnnn, Luc-Lucas… like that, baby, don’t stop, please don’t stop, ummm hm, um hm…” 
 
    Melanie’s knees buckled. If Elena wasn’t so close to the edge and Lucas so focused, she was sure they would have heard her moan too. Her fingers worked fast inside her pussy as she sucked the digits on her other hand feverishly, wishing it was Lucas’s cock, or Elena’s pussy she was slurping on. Her thighs parted and she held onto a gasp, her eyes widening as she gushed onto her hand, coming as hard as she ever had. 
 
    Elena gripped Lucas’s head even tighter, and she gasped out loud, “Oh fuck, baby, oh, oh, unnnn, God, I’m right. There!” 
 
    She came with a slap of her butt on the table. Lucas dove further down onto her pussy, his tongue frantic to get at every drop of her. Melanie watched, her cheeks flaming red, every inch of her tingling from her orgasm. Lucas loved the taste of her. Dear God. No man had ever been that enthusiastic with his mouth on Melanie. She yearned for his tongue, his lips, his mouth. She needed him. She needed Elena. But they were together and she was the interloper, she was the third wheel. The need made her nearly cry out, and instead, she closed the door quietly and pulled her fingers out of herself, staring at their slickness in shame and desperate need. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day, something was up with Melanie from the word go that morning, and Elena was too tired to have any of it. Melanie shoved herself first into the bathroom and took so much time in there Elena would have been late if it wasn’t for the guest bathroom. Then on the way in to work together, the blonde wanted to stop for coffee at a place she knew they couldn’t afford, all without so much as a dime to her own name. 
 
    Lord, but the woman tested Elena. 
 
    “When we get settled, when we know we can all three afford rent and you’re not going to flake out on us, then we can have coffee there,” Elena said. 
 
    “You’re not my mom!” Melanie snapped. 
 
    “No! I’m not, and I’m not your babysitter! I’m your bad-tempered roommate. I want to know you can give us four hundred dollars-” 
 
    “Four hundred?” 
 
    “Every month,” Elena said. 
 
    “That’s going to be like… a… a… a bunch of my money from work,” Melanie said. Somehow it didn’t shock Elena in the slightest that the blonde couldn’t do the percentages in her head. 
 
    “Yeah. It will be. Just like it’s a lot out of mine and Lucas’s paychecks. But we have to have a roof over our heads. Christ, Mel, we’re not even charging you for utilities. That’s just your share of the rent.” 
 
    Melanie sat in frigid silence the rest of the drive, and when they arrived at work, she slammed the door behind her and hurried away in a huff. But before she opened up the employee entrance door, she spun and asked, “Why?” 
 
    Elena rubbed her temple. “Why what?” 
 
    “Why only rent? Why aren’t you charging me for utilities too?” 
 
    “I… baby steps, I guess? I don’t really know.” 
 
    “Because you don’t think I can handle it, right?” 
 
    Elena winced. Melanie wasn’t wrong, but it hurt to hear. “Look, it’s the first time we’ve really asked you for your share, and…” 
 
    “I’ve contributed.” 
 
    Elena was too tired and too fed up to put up with this much longer. “How?” 
 
    “I… I… brought home food and I… you know, picked up after Gaspar.” 
 
    “When he told you to! You only ever did anything when he told you to! You never showed a minute of initiative. Not once. I don’t remember a single day you contributed a dollar to any of us. Gaspar bought all your meals. Gaspar put a roof over your head. Gaspar paid your utilities.” 
 
    “You know, it sounds almost like you’d rather have him for a roommate than me,” Melanie said, and stomped inside. 
 
    Elena rubbed her face. “Shit,” she muttered. This wasn’t going to be the end of it, she was sure. And just before the end of the day, she was proven right. 
 
    It all unfurled like a bad dream. The customer was maybe in her fifties, tall and full-bodied. She peered out at the world through thick-rimmed glasses and wore an adorable kitty print dress. It was clear she was looking for help from someone but was too timid to ask. Elena was working the same counter as Melanie when she spotted the woman in their bikini section.  
 
    “Be right back. I’m going to go help her.” 
 
    “I’ll do it. You’re better on the tills,” Melanie said. She walked away before Elena had time to tell her no, she’d wind up confusing the poor woman more than she already was. 
 
    “God help you,” Elena muttered under her breath. 
 
    And just like that, it was on. 
 
    “Can I help you?” Melanie asked, sounding anything but interested. 
 
    The woman’s tentative smile tried to flicker brighter. “Yes, um… I’m going on a cruise with my sisters, and I… I was hoping maybe you, um, had another plus size section for a woman with, um, my figure?” 
 
    “You’re too fat,” Melanie said. 
 
    “Motherfuck-” Elena sputtered. 
 
    The woman’s hand raised to her lips. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “We don’t have bikinis in sizes like yours,” Melanie said. “I don’t think anyone does. Wear, like, a long-sleeved shirt or something. You shouldn’t really-” 
 
    Elena raced towards her. “Melanie! No!” 
 
    “-be going to the pool or water or anything anyways in a bathing suit. It’d just look wrong.” 
 
    The woman looked like she’d been deflated. Every inch of her sagged all at once and she let out with a keen of pain that wrecked Elena. 
 
    “Miss, Miss, oh my God, I’m so sorry,” she tried to tell the blubbering woman. 
 
    “She just… told me I’m too… I’m too, I’m…” 
 
    “I heard, and I’m so sorry. We do have more sizes available for a lovely woman like you. They’re online, and we have a fantastic-” 
 
    “I’m never. I… I don’t want to shop here. Or online,” the woman said. She turned and walked away, shoulders slumped. Elena tried to rush after her, but the woman just gave her a look, tears rolling down her cheeks. 
 
    When Elena walked back to the tills, Melanie was ringing up another customer like nothing had happened. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Fired,” Elena said, gripping her mug of whiskey and tea so tightly she nearly broke it. The whiskey was a hold-out bottle from better times, something they meant to break into when they had cause to celebrate. But when Lucas came home, it was time to bust open the bottle 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Melanie,” he said. 
 
    Melanie folded her hands across her breasts. She was wearing a pink, magnificently tight sweater, her bra visible underneath. Her skirt was ruffled and fluffy, and a good draft could have lifted it up far enough to see her panties. Elena hated that she was so turned on right now, but anger had always made her kind of horny too.  
 
    “I said I was sorry,” she said petulantly. 
 
    “That’s it,” Elena said. “We’re done.” 
 
    “What do you mean, we’re done?” Melanie asked. 
 
    Lucas had to twist in his chair to look at her. His neck hurt so much he couldn’t twist it at all left or right. Even just turning to the side hurt something in his side and he tried not to show it. “Melanie, we needed you. This was a three-way thing. Without your share of the rent, we can’t do this. I think we need to start talking about packing it up.” 
 
    Melanie looked between the two of them. “But I don’t have anywhere to go,” she said, like this was the dumbest thing she’d ever heard. 
 
    “Then I guess you should have thought about that before you were such a horrible bitch to that poor woman,” Elena said. 
 
    “I don’t know how to make you see the consequences,” Lucas said. 
 
    “You’ve got your second job,” Melanie said. 
 
    “And it’ll be enough to pay for a one-bedroom for Elena and me, with what she’s making too,” he said. 
 
    Melanie blinked at him. “You’re serious.” 
 
    “Yes. I am.” 
 
    A long, pregnant pause settled between them. Melanie’s fury built and built like steam in a kettle until finally she shot to her feet and jabbed a finger at Elena. “You never wanted me here!” 
 
    “Oh my God, you are such a…” 
 
    “Elena, it’s not helping,” Lucas said, rising to his feet and grimacing as something popped in his back. 
 
    “You’re jealous!” Melanie shouted, ignoring him. 
 
    “Jealous of what?” Elena asked. 
 
    “Of me! I heard you, remember? I know how much he wants me.” 
 
    “Ah, jeez,” Lucas muttered. 
 
    “That was sex talk!” Elena snapped. “You’re fucking hot. So what?” 
 
    “So what? I heard what he wants to do to me. Use me and all that. You don’t want me around because you know he wants to.” 
 
    “We both want to, dumbass!” Elena shouted. “We’ve both wanted you for months!” 
 
    “The neighbors-” Lucas tried to interject, reaching out to Elena and grimacing at the pain in his neck, no longer able to hide it. 
 
    “You have?” Melanie asked. She shook her head. “Stop trying to… to confuse me!” 
 
    “Confuse you? I should be giving you a goddamn spanking, you brat! Stop trying to derail the conversation.” 
 
    “Go ahead!” Melanie said. She shot up out of her chair and whipped around, raising the skirt up past her panties. They hugged her curvaceous cheeks, an ass so big and juicy it called for hands or teeth. “Go right on ahead!” 
 
    Lucas and Elena gaped at each other. Melanie couldn’t see her grin. Elena mouthed, “Do it,” and Lucas stood upright. He tried to raise a hand, but the action made him visibly grimace. 
 
    “Hold on,” Elena said. 
 
    “What?” Melanie said. “I’m not going to-” 
 
    “Shut! Up!” Elena snapped. To Lucas, she asked, “Honey? What is it?” 
 
    He tried to shake his head. “I’m fine.” 
 
    “No. You’re not. What is it? What’s happening?” 
 
    Melanie’s voice lost its edge, and she at least had the decency to look concerned as she turned around and pulled down her skirt. “Lucas?” 
 
    “I…” He sighed. “My neck and my back.” 
 
    “Did you hurt it at work?” Elena asked. 
 
    “It’s probably from that futon and the cushions,” Melanie said. 
 
    “Cushions?” Elena asked. 
 
    “Shit,” Lucas muttered. “The futon’s been… a little hard to sleep on. So I grabbed the cushions each night when you two were asleep and put them back when I woke up.” He turned and looked at Melanie as best he could. “You saw?” 
 
    She nodded, biting her lip. “You can’t turn your head?” 
 
    Elena reached out and tentatively rubbed his shoulder. “Baby? You’re scaring me.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m okay.” He grunted when she brushed his neck. “All right. Maybe it hurts a little bit.” 
 
    “Lucas…” Elena said, her anger gone. 
 
    “Come on,” Melanie said. “Into the shower. It’ll help loosen you up.” 
 
    Lucas protested, but both women pushed him towards the bathroom. It was strange, but Melanie didn’t leave. She shut the door behind her, watching more with concern than any degree of lust as he tried to lift his shirt over his head. 
 
    Elena clapped a hand to her mouth. “Oh my God, Lucas!” 
 
    He turned to face the mirror and winced. Up and down his sides were heavy, purple stripes where he’d slept against the rail of the futon. He groaned, and Elena helped him out of the shirt, gingerly touching his side. 
 
    “You’re not peeing blood or anything, are you?” Melanie asked. Elena raised an eyebrow at that, but it was a good question. 
 
    “Uh. No,” Lucas said. Elena leaned into the tub and ran the hot water. When she poked her head back out, Melanie was reaching for Lucas’s belt, but stopped when she saw Elena watching. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Elena said quietly. “You seem like you’ve seen this before.” 
 
    “I dated an MMA guy for a while. He was kind of bad at it. Got the crap kicked out of him a lot,” Melanie said, undoing Lucas’s belt and the top button of his pants. 
 
    “I can do that part myself,” he said. 
 
    “Can you lean down and untie your shoes?” Melanie asked. He tried, and grimaced again. She dropped to her knees and leaned over to help him. When she came back up, she paused, her face right at groin level. It was just for a moment, but Elena’s lips parted, and she almost wished the blonde would do it. 
 
    But then Melanie was on her feet again. “Elena, you should probably get in with him. Just massage his shoulders and his back, feel for knots.” 
 
    “Is this, like, professional medical advice?” Elena asked. 
 
    “No. Not even a bit,” Melanie said. “But can any of us afford to go to the hospital?” 
 
    No one could say yes to that. Elena began to strip as Melanie worked Lucas’s pants down. She hesitated and turned around when he hooked his fingers in the waistband of his boxers. 
 
    “Melanie. It’s all right,” Elena said, her voice very quiet. 
 
    “But… our fight…” 
 
    Elena rubbed Lucas’s taut butt when he dropped his boxers. “Forget it. For right now.” 
 
    Melanie bit her lip, and still didn’t turn around. Elena thought that was it, they’d lost her, but Melanie said, just as quietly, “The reason I acted out today was because I saw.” 
 
    “Saw what?” Elena asked. 
 
    “You two. Last night. When you were on the table.” 
 
    “Oh,” Elena said. She guided Lucas towards the shower, and he winced as he lifted a foot up and over the lip. When he was in, she asked, “Too hot? Cold?” 
 
    “Just right,” he said gratefully. “Mel, I’m sorry. We… there’s just no room for privacy…” 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said meekly. “I guess I just… I saw the way you treated her, and I… I wanted that. Someone to take care of me like that. To… care. I was awful to that woman today.” 
 
    “Come here,” Elena said. 
 
    Melanie turned, and Elena opened the curtain. Lucas stared between the two, the spray of the water hitting his shoulder and his back. His muscles gleamed with the cascade of the stream, and Melanie drank him in. 
 
    “Oh… my,” she whispered. 
 
    Elena began to slip her own clothes off, turning her back to Melanie. “I need you to tell me what to do,” she said. She didn’t, of course. Like Melanie said, she wasn’t an expert. But Elena was tired of fighting both her anger and this fantasy. If this was going to happen, they needed to take the first steps tonight, even if Lucas couldn’t participate. 
 
    Melanie watched, entranced, as Elena’s top fell to the floor. She reached out with trembling hands to help unhook the other woman’s bra, and whispered under her breath at Elena’s creamy back. She traced a finger down along a spray of freckles, and shivered when Elena’s skirt fell too. It left Elena in just her underwear, a playful yellow and white striped pair, and when she shimmied out of those, Melanie traced that finger down to Elena’s cheek. 
 
    “You have such a cute butt,” she whispered. 
 
    “Thank you,” Elena said back. She stepped into the shower, and Lucas turned so his back was to her. “Massage the shoulders?” 
 
    “Huh?” Melanie said, staring right at Elena’s breasts. They were just larger than a handful, not big by any stretch, but definitely enticing on her small frame. Her gaze flicked to Lucas’s hardening prick and she swallowed. “Um. Right. His. Um. Shoulders.” 
 
    “And feel the knots?” Elena asked, tracing her hands up and down Lucas’s back. His groan was one borne more from his aches than his pleasure, though the two blended in his mind. 
 
    “Yeah,” Melanie whispered. “Just like that.” 
 
    Elena turned and focused on Lucas. He winced at her first few brushes, but the heat of the shower relaxed him, and Elena’s thumbs felt good on his aching neck and spine. “You wonderful idiot,” Elena told him. “God, if I’d known…” 
 
    “You can’t sleep on that futon anymore,” Melanie said. 
 
    “I agree,” Elena said. 
 
    Lucas tried to shake his head. “Ungh. It’s just until we find a bed for the spare bedroom.” 
 
    “Yeah? How’s that going?” Elena asked. 
 
    “I’ll sleep on the futon,” Melanie said. “It’s what I deserve.” 
 
    “No,” Lucas said, and hissed when Elena stroked his bruised ribs. “I can handle it.” 
 
    “There’s room for three on the bed,” Elena said. 
 
    That stopped the conversation cold. Lucas turned and looked at both women in turn. Melanie’s hand rose to her lips, and Lucas mumbled, “With the two… of you?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Elena said, winking at Melanie. 
 
    The blonde blushed, and nodded. “I think… it’ll be tight.” Her eyes bulged, and she stammered, “I mean, the bed, it’ll be tight. But you can do it. We! We can do it.” 
 
    The hot water would run out soon, so Elena eased Lucas out of the tub and shut off the shower. Melanie, wordless, rested a hand on the towel and stared shamelessly at his rigid prick pointing right up at her. “You trim.” 
 
    “Elena likes it that way,” he said, and his dick bobbed with excitement as if it were agreeing. 
 
    Elena stepped out too, and Melanie noticed for the first time she was trimmed too. Elena caught her looking and grinned. “Do you?” 
 
    “Um. Um. No. I’d… I should,” Melanie said faintly. 
 
    “Mel?” Lucas asked. 
 
    “Uh huh?” she responded, still staring between his dick and Elena’s pussy. 
 
    “The towel?” 
 
    “Y-yeah.” 
 
    She lifted the towel and held it out towards him. But instead of handing it over, she swabbed it along the vee of muscles pointing the way to his groin. Elena let out a soft moan as Melanie’s hand – and the towel – went further, sliding along Lucas’s length. Then Melanie glanced up sharply and gasped, “Oh my God, I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “It’s-” Elena started, but Melanie was already fleeing the bathroom, leaving Lucas grabbing for the towel. 
 
    He stared down at it and his hard-on and growled, “Fuck this.” He tossed aside the towel and grabbed Elena’s arm. “In the bedroom. On the bed, on your back. Now.” 
 
    “Oooh, I like bossy Lucas,” she said, and gave a pleased yelp when he slapped her bare ass. 
 
    Lucas stormed out of the bathroom behind her. Melanie stood in the kitchen, her back turned to him. He took her shoulders and spun her around, none too kindly. She gaped at him, and he said, “She did a shit job with the massage. Come on. You’re taking over.” 
 
    “But… you’re still… um…” 
 
    “Naked? Yeah. I am. I’ve had enough of your up and down attitude. I’m tired, I hurt, and I need your help. So come on or get out. I don’t really care which anymore.” 
 
    Melanie’s lips parted, and she stared down at his achingly hard prick. Then she looked back up at him. “The bedroom,” she whispered. 
 
    “Good choice.” 
 
    He pushed her on ahead, nakedly ogling her ass in the short skirt. When they reached the bedroom, Elena rested on her back on the pillows, fingering herself openly. She raised an eyebrow at Melanie’s presence but said nothing. Melanie whimpered with pleasure at the sight, and Lucas hurried up and onto the bed. 
 
    “Move your hand. That’s my job,” he grunted. Elena did as he commanded, and he buried his face in her freshly washed cunt. Melanie gasped, and he glanced up long enough to snap his fingers. “Come on then. Massage my back.” 
 
    “Just your back?” Melanie asked. 
 
    Lucas shrugged, and grimaced at the kink in his neck. “Yeah. For now. But when I want more, I’m taking it, Melanie.” 
 
    “Oh… okay.” 
 
    He dove into his girlfriend’s pussy again, He couldn’t waggle his head very much, but he had a feeling Elena wasn’t going to need much extra stimulation to get off. She was already dripping, and it wasn’t from the shower. As he tongued her clit, going straight for her pleasure, soft hands stroked his shoulders and his back. 
 
    Melanie started with gentle strokes, relaxing him even as his tongue and his mouth moved with more and more fervor. She couldn’t work with stone, and that’s what his back felt like. She knew he exercised religiously down in the apartment complex’s piss-poor excuse for the gym, but she hadn’t realized just how cut he’d become since the last time she saw him shirtless. She wanted to lick every inch of him, taste every bit of flesh, find all his favorite nooks and crannies. His ass, so taut and powerful, flexed every time he brought his head up and down Elena’s length and she couldn’t help a squeeze of it, gasping at its firmness. He grunted his pleasure into Elena’s pussy, and Melanie was slow to drag her hands back up to his sore muscles and his neck. 
 
    Lucas reached down between his own legs and stroked himself. He wanted to last as long as Elena, but need was driving him to his animalistic state, and he would need to take one of them soon. Elena, he thought with the last shreds of his conscious mind. He was still mad about Melanie getting fired that day, and he knew Elena was too. They shouldn’t reward the woman’s bad behavior. Christ, he was thinking of her like a child, despite her being… what, twenty-two, twenty-four? Something like that. But that’s how Melanie had been behaving, and you didn’t give a spoiled brat a treat. 
 
    But goddamn, her hands felt good on him. She really did know how to give a decent massage, and when she started rubbing the harder knots in his back with more intensity, he groaned his pleasure and his pain. Melanie took that as a sign he was too hurt, and when she pulled back, he growled, “Keep going. No. Wait. Elena, on your knees. Melanie, you’re behind me. Then you keep going.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Melanie said meekly, and Elena’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Oooh, I like her calling you that… sir,” she said, grinning. 
 
    “Maybe you should too,” Lucas grunted as she flipped over and presented her ass to him. He slid up behind her and unceremoniously sheathed himself deep inside her as she tossed her hair back and gasped. “I’m tired of my two women fighting. Understood? Melanie. You’re going to go back, apologize to your manager, and beg her for your job back.” 
 
    The weight of the bed shifted behind him as he pulled nearly out of Elena and pounded back into her again. Melanie’s soft hands rubbed his shoulders. “Yes, sir,” she breathed. “I’m sorry I misbehaved.” 
 
    “Prove it by doing better. If you don’t get your job back, I want you working somewhere else by the weekend.” 
 
    “Okay, Lucas,” she said meekly. 
 
    “Elena,” he said, and squeezed her ass. 
 
    “Uh huh!” she said, his cock making her bounce back and forth with every hard thrust. 
 
    “Get the hell along with Melanie. She causes problems, it’s on you. You need to,” he grunted as Melanie worked a particularly hard point on his neck, “you spank her.” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” Elena said. 
 
    Melanie sucked in a breath. “Oh my God, you’re splitting her so wide.” 
 
    “He’s big,” Elena moaned. “Fills me up…” 
 
    “Focus,” Lucas said. “Elena. She’s your responsibility. Your slut.” 
 
    Melanie gasped, and one of her hands slipped away from his back. 
 
    “M-my slut,” Elena agreed, ramming her tight ass back against him. 
 
    “You need to take care of her and make sure she knows the rules. Like right now. Melanie, are you playing with yourself?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Melanie whimpered. 
 
    “Elena? Did I tell her to stop massaging me?” 
 
    Elena bounced back against his dick again, her head twisting to look over her shoulder at him with feverish eyes. “No!” 
 
    “Then what do you tell her?” 
 
    “Finish his massage… slut.” 
 
    “Yes… Elena,” Melanie said, and her hand, slick with her own need, returned to Lucas’s shoulders. 
 
     Lucas gripped Elena’s waist and started giving it to her even harder, his cock making loud plopping noises inside her wet, tight cunt. He growled, “You don’t get to come on days when you’ve been bad, Melanie. But that doesn’t mean you stop serving us. If I want your slut hands on my dick, what do you do?” 
 
    “I give you a handjob.” 
 
    “Yep. And if I want to come down your throat?” 
 
    “I… suck your dick,” Melanie whispered. 
 
    “That’s right. And when I tell you to lick Elena’s pussy until she comes all over your mouth?” 
 
    “But I’ve never-” 
 
    “Melanie!” Elena snapped. 
 
    “I’ll lick your pussy,” Melanie said hastily. “I’ll eat you out. Oh God, Elena, I’ve thought about it so much. I want to, I just never…” 
 
    “Good,” Lucas said. “Then maybe I’ll fuck you when you do for the first time.” 
 
    “Ohhh, shit!” Elena cried out, slamming back around him one more time, her head going low. She quivered on his dick, her whole body trembling, and she came with a wild flood, coating his dick all the way to the root as she gasped her pleasure into the blankets.  
 
    “Did she…?” Melanie whispered. 
 
    “Yep,” Lucas grunted. “I’m close too.” He jerked out of Elena and pointed at the floor beside the bed. “On your knees, Melanie.” 
 
    “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,” Elena whimpered. She turned her head and watched as Melanie hopped off the bed in a hurry. Lucas turned, still moving stiffly and trying to hide his pain, but that didn’t stop him from jacking his slick cock fast, aiming it right at Melanie’s sweater.  
 
    “Lift up your sweater, baby,” he grunted. 
 
    Melanie did, revealing her breasts in a bra nearly as pink as the fabric over it. She slid the cups down without having to be told, and her big, natural breasts spilled out, her thick pink nipples a sign of her desire. Her lips were parted, and when Lucas started to come, she moaned, watching raptly as spurt after spurt after spurt of his white ropes hit her tits, her cleavage, and even her chin. 
 
    When he was finished, Lucas leaned over and swiped up the dollop of come on their roommate’s face, then held it to her lips. She stared up, not at him, but at Elena as she opened her mouth and sucked down the pearl. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Elena and Lucas sat at the kitchen table while Melanie whipped up a simple dinner of omelets and bacon. 
 
    “This much at least I can do,” she said, grinning at them so honestly it made Elena’s heart ache. She’d spent so much time that day furious with Melanie, but the other woman almost couldn’t help worming her way back into her heart. 
 
    “Our life just got way more complicated, didn’t it?” Lucas asked. 
 
    “She’s kind of… ours now, isn’t she?” Elena asked. 
 
    “Melanie?” Lucas asked. 
 
    “Oh, I’m definitely yours,” she called out from the kitchen. 
 
    “What we did…” Elena said. “I mean, there’s bedroom fun, and then there’s reality. But Melanie, I really do need you to try if we’re going to keep living together.” 
 
    “I know. And I will. I just got… shut off. I don’t know. Anyways, don’t distract me. I’ll burn the eggs.” 
 
    Elena smiled faintly, and rubbed her face. “Oh wow. I never thought this would be real.” 
 
    “Me either,” Lucas admitted. “But we still have rent to worry about.” 
 
    “Yeah. I think it’d be smart if I talked to my cousin Carson tomorrow. Him and his wife Heidi have a big place. I think they have a roommate but maybe we can crash on their couch in case worse comes to worse.” 
 
    “I hate that it’s necessary, but good thinking. I’ll see if I can pick up a few more hours anywhere, something paying cash.” 
 
    “Could rob a bank.” 
 
    “Best idea I’ve heard yet.” 
 
    After dinner and before Lucas had to go to work again came an awkward couple of hours of adjusting to their new normal. They wound up going for a walk and snagging a few beers from a neighbor’s barbeque. Each of them exchanged looks ranging from shellshocked to buoyant, and a few times, their neighbors raised their eyebrows when Melanie would wrap her arm around one or the other and give them a peck on the cheek. 
 
    The neighbor caught Lucas watching one such moment, and said, “Uh, so… Gaspar not in the picture anymore?” 
 
    “Moved out,” Lucas said. 
 
    “Huh. Well… uh… good luck, yeah?” 
 
    Lucas chuckled. “Yeah.” 
 
    After continuing their walk down to a busy city park, they mostly just talked. It was good, honest stuff, the kind of conversation they never really had with Melanie before. She talked some about her family – apparently she had two brothers and a half-sister from her dad’s first marriage. She was originally from California, but when she turned eighteen she moved around a lot through the Midwest. 
 
    “I was living with a friend, Hannah, in St. Paul. She went through a bad breakup and needed a new start, so she invited me to move with her here. And then I met Gaspar, and settled down, I guess,” she said. “But I think I would’ve stopped here in Beckfield anyways. I like it. It’s not really a city, but not really a town either.” 
 
    “I know what you mean” Lucas said. “I lived in San Antonio for a year and I liked it okay, don’t get me wrong. But I missed this place.” 
 
    “It’s home,” Elena said simply, and took Lucas’s hand. 
 
    Melanie took his other one, and smiled tentatively at him. “Is that okay?” 
 
    “Better than okay.” 
 
    “Anyways. Hannah still lives here. I thought maybe she’d take me in but we left things kind of bad and she hasn’t called me back. She told me she had feelings for me when I started to get serious with Gaspar, and back then, I wasn’t really thinking about being with a woman.” 
 
    “You know you don’t have to do anything with me you don’t want to,” Elena said. 
 
    “I know. I did want to. Hannah’s so pretty. But it was the timing, and she can be so intense, and…” She shrugged. “We all have regrets, I guess.” 
 
    “We do that,” Lucas agreed. 
 
    “I told you mine, you tell me yours,” Melanie said. 
 
    He chuckled. “Chased the wrong girl in high school for a couple years. She loved to tease me and then pull away at the last minute. It was hell, and because I couldn’t have her… well, just wound up wanting her even more.” 
 
    “Oof,” Melanie said, wincing, and smiling at the same time. “How about you, Elena? Relationship regrets?” 
 
    Elena cleared her throat. “When I was eighteen or nineteen, I still had most my teddy bears with me in my last place. There may have been a guy who wanted to watch me get off with them.” 
 
    Both Melanie and Lucas stared at her, astonished. Melanie asked, “Did you?” 
 
    “I plead the fifth.” 
 
    They cracked up, and Melanie rubbed Lucas’s shoulder. “How’s your back?” 
 
    “Walking’s helping. You really are good at massages, by the way. You ever thought about being a therapist?” 
 
    “Like… help people with their mental problems?” Melanie asked, confused. 
 
    Elena choked on a laugh, and Lucas said, “No. A massage therapist.” 
 
    “Oh! Right. Um, hm. I guess I never have. Do you need to be like a doctor or something?” 
 
    “No, I think you take a course and then you get certified. Not sure, honestly,” Lucas said. “But you’d be good at it.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll have to look into it. That’d be fun. Oiling up guys all day, touching their big hard muscles…” Lucas shot her a playful glare and she giggled. “It’s something to think about.” 
 
    Later, when she jogged on ahead to the apartment, Elena squeezed Lucas’s hand and murmured, “You know because you said it, now she’s going to make it her life’s mission to become a massage therapist.” 
 
    “Ha ha.” 
 
    “I’m not kidding. I’ll bet you anything she does it, eventually.” 
 
    “Anything, huh?” he said, and let go of her hand to pinch her butt. 
 
    “Well… maybe not anything,” she allowed, “but I’d… mmm… do laundry without complaining for a month.” 
 
    “Almost as good,” he said. “Hey. This doesn’t change anything. I still love you.” 
 
    “Love you too.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    When he came home, both women were already in bed, but awake and watching a movie together on a tablet. He undressed and joined them. It was only later that he thought about how natural that came to him. It was the first night he would share the bed with Melanie along with Elena, and he knew, without even thinking about it, that this was how he would sleep from now on. 
 
    “Are we all sleeping naked?” Melanie asked. 
 
    The light of the tablet was just enough to see Elena’s grin. “Lucas?” 
 
    “Ditch the pajamas,” he grunted. 
 
    They hurried to obey, and he dropped down in the middle of the bed, wincing at his lingering soreness. It was too dark to make out much of their bodies, but when they rejoined him in bed, Melanie pressed her soft, curvy body against him, while Elena snuggled in tight on the other side, nuzzling his neck. 
 
    “I love your muscles,” Melanie said, wrapping an arm around him and shifting around, “but you’re not nearly as soft and cuddly as Ell.” 
 
    “I miss your boobs,” Elena said, sighing. “I told him I really liked you spooning me.” 
 
    Lucas snickered. “Fine. Cuddle with each other.” 
 
    They swapped again, and this time, he wound up with his back to the wall as Melanie spooned Elena. His girlfriend sighed pleasantly as Melanie wrapped her arm around her waist. “Much better.” 
 
    “So sorry to disappoint,” Lucas said. 
 
    “Eh, you make up for it in other ways.” 
 
    Much as he might have wanted to fool around with Elena some, the truth was, it felt too good to be back in his own bed again to do much more than relax, close his eyes and drift off. He heard Elena and Melanie talk, but it was distant stuff, murmurs and whispers and even a giggle or two. He felt as calm and at peace as he’d ever felt, and his aches and concerns floated away as he shifted and laid an arm over both of his women. And there was no longer any question Melanie was his. He’d never felt so possessive, so dominant as he did that night. 
 
    His. 
 
    For a change, he wasn’t the first to wake up in the morning. Melanie slipped out of bed first, heading to the bathroom and turning on the shower. Lucas, so hard he ached, scooted closer to Elena and rubbed her thigh. 
 
    She cracked an eye open and turned to face him. “Go to her.” 
 
    Lucas didn’t argue. He didn’t want to. Elena knew how badly he wanted Melanie, and he rose without a ward, his hard prick bobbing as he stalked towards the bathroom. 
 
    The busty blonde had her back to the showerhead, eyes closed when he peeled open the curtain. Melanie jumped, but smiled fondly at him as he stepped into the shower without a word. She reached down and stroked his hardness. 
 
    Still silent, Melanie reached behind her and shut off the shower before dropping to her knees. Her big lashes fluttered as she rolled her head forward, teasing him with quick taps of his cock against her lips, teasing it. He grinned down at her and ran a hand along the top of her head, stopping to grab a fistful of her hair. 
 
    “Kiss it,” Lucas said. 
 
    She did, staring up at him as she met his cockhead with her lips. 
 
    “Open.” 
 
    Melanie opened her mouth, and he used his grip on her hair to push her mouth down on him. Not far, just a quarter inch or so, but enough that the warmth and wetness of her mouth excited him beyond all measure. Elena was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever met, but never had he been blown by someone so out and out sexy as Melanie. Her big breasts gleamed from the water drying on her skin. Her hair, just a little damp at the edges, hung down her back. Her eyes, usually so big and sweet, now looked as sultry as the rest of her. He loved the way her ass spread out on her heels, and he ached to taste it, to finger it. To fuck it. 
 
    “Christ, we’ve barely got started and I’m ready to blow down your throat.” 
 
    A flicker of pleasure crossed her face. She popped off him, but kept her lips so close to his tip he could feel her breath. “I want you to. Or on my tits again. I loved your hot come all over me.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Lucas groaned. “Suck me, Melanie.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” she murmured, and did just that. 
 
    Melanie took his whole fat crown into her mouth, suckling it lightly, rocking back and forth on her crossed ankles. He moaned and she rocked faster, her hand snaking between her legs. There was so much of him he made her lips pooch out, and the obscene sight sent a wave of pleasure through him.  
 
    “Yesss, like that, baby.” 
 
    She wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, stroking him as she sucked his first inch. Her tongue worked his tip, his base, taking him a little deeper with every hard bounce on her ankles. Her head began to bob back and forth as she stroked him faster and faster, her own moan escaping out around the fat thickness of his prick. She wasn’t taking him deep, but the pleasure was insane, and it was all he could do to hang on, making this last.  For the first time he paid attention to her fingering herself as she stroked and sucked him, and his balls tensed. 
 
    “This turning you on?” When she gave a slight dip of her head around his cock, he smiled down at her. “Good. You look so fucking sexy on your knees. Sucking me. Serving me.” 
 
    “Mmmf!” Melanie cried out around his cock, and her fingers made an audible squicking sound as they plunged in and out of her wet cunt. She popped off him long enough to expose his glistening tool, and she gasped, “I want you in my pussy so much.” 
 
    “I know. And you will. When you make it right. When you get a job.” 
 
    She devoured him again, taking him an inch deeper, stuffing her cheek with his dick. Her eyes closed and she swallowed him deeper still, taking him all the way to the edge of her throat. 
 
    “Open them,” Lucas commanded. “Show me your eyes when you’re taking me deep.” She did, and they watered with a lack of air. She held him deep for a moment longer, then came up off him, gasping for air, her spittle dribbling out of the corner of her mouth and down onto her chin. She swallowed him halfway this time, jacking him harder and harder. 
 
     “Suck his cock.” Lucas glanced over, and Elena was there in the doorway, a dildo stuffed into her pussy. Wetness trailed down her legs and Lucas wondered faintly how long she’d been watching. She stepped forward on trembling legs and dropped beside the tub, still holding the fake dick deep inside herself. “Suck him off, cock slut.” 
 
    Melanie gasped around him, “Esss!’ 
 
    With that, she redoubled her efforts, and Elena slid a free hand out, almost shyly, to run it over the other woman’s ass. She glanced up at Lucas and he realized with a start his usually aggressive girlfriend wanted his permission. “Do it,” he said. “Help her come.” 
 
    Elena licked her lips and her fingers roamed around to play at Melanie’s clit while the other woman rocked harder and harder on her own hand. From between Elena’s legs, the dildo made soft plopping noises as she fucked herself furiously, and it was now a race to see who came first. 
 
    Melanie sucked Lucas harder and harder, jacking his shaft hard now, stopping only once to slide her tongue along his base and suck one of his balls into her mouth. That nearly set him off, but he forced himself to calm down, to outlast them both. Elena’s fingers on Melanie’s clit jackrabbited fast, little light presses of her button, flicking it, toying with it. Melanie kept up a constant stream of moans, and Lucas thought for sure she’d come first. 
 
    But no, with a sharp cry, Elena rocked backwards, and gasped, “Oh God, oh fuck!” and came around the dildo, It squelched out of her and fell between her legs as she strummed her own pussy hard, her eyes closing, swallowing air as she threw her head back and came and came and came. Lucas watched, then he focused on Melanie as she let him slide out for a moment to toss back her head of hair. 
 
    “Fuck my face,” she whispered to him. “Use me, Lucas.” 
 
    “You are my slut,” he reminded her. 
 
    “Yesss,” she hissed, and he gripped her hair and brought her mouth back down on his cock, hard. She stared up at him as he began to drive his cock in and out of her mouth. She had no control anymore, save for her tongue, and she used that where she could, tasting his huge member’s bottom, He did as Melanie asked and fucked her pretty face, grunting, needing her, knowing he couldn’t outlast her and not caring. His cock hit the back of her throat and stayed there for long moments as she jerked the rest of him fast, her eyes always on him. Elena slid her hand back along the other woman’s ass again, looking up at him, her lips parted, her cheeks flushed. 
 
    “I’m there,” he warned Melanie. He started to pull out but she grabbed his ass and shook her head, as much as she could. He gave her control back in the last moment, and she plunged her lips back down his shaft, finally closing her eyes, waiting for it, needing him. 
 
    Lucas came. 
 
    His top blew deep in the sexy blonde’s throat, and he let go of her hair, coming, coming, coming. She choked and came off him with a gasp, his come leaking out of her mouth as still shot after shot arced out of him, across the bridge of her nose, her forehead, her hair. 
 
    Lucas was still lost to his animal side, and as Melanie was still swallowing him down, he leaned down to grab her under the shoulders and pull her to her feet. He turned her around, nearly shoving her face first against the back wall of the bathtub and pushing her upper back down until she rested bent over, her ass sticking out, her hands planted against the wall. 
 
    Lucas dropped to his knees, her big pink folds finally his. He plunged his mouth against her sopping wetness,  She was muskier than Elena, who barely had a taste to her, and it made him drunk with lust even as his cock slowly softened. His hands kneaded her plentiful ass, so shapely and round compared to Elena’s taut bounciness. With his nose pressed against her bud, he plunged his tongue deep in Melanie’s cunt. 
 
    “Oh FUCK!” she wailed. “Luuucas!” 
 
    He reached around her and splayed his hands against her thighs, pulling her hard against his tongue. Another more delicate hand ran over his and then further between the blonde’s legs. Elena. Deep into Melanie’s depths he went, an animal crazed for its meal, and she thrust back at him, needing him deeper still. He’d never wanted anything more than to taste this pretty blonde’s slit when she came, and he knew it wouldn’t be long. 
 
    “Mm, fuck, mm, fuck, mm, fuck,” Melanie whimpered, rolling back against his tongue harder and harder. “Oh, I’m right there, I’m so close. I’m… I’m…” 
 
    Words escaped her. She stopped moving altogether and her breath escaped her in a high-pitched keen. Her pussy gushed around Lucas’s tongue, wetting his lips. Elena gasped, “I want a taste, I want a taste,” and he was jerking away from Melanie’s pussy, his mouth and chin gleaming from her. Elena plunged her lips against his, licking him with no discretion, nothing but need. He grabbed the back of her head and fed her Melanie’s taste on his lips. She gasped against him. 
 
    Breathless panting, and silence until Melanie stood back up. “Guess I need another shower,” she murmured. “Elena? Want to join me?” 
 
    “Oh hell yes.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Melanie fidgeted in the passenger’s seat. Dressed in her best skirt and blouse with a cute blazer over the top, she looked ready to take on the world, if she wasn’t quite so nervous. 
 
    Elena lowered the pop music they were listening to and glanced aside at the other woman at a red light. “You okay?” 
 
    “I guess I’m just worried.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Getting my job back. Or not. I… I don’t want you and Lucas to hate me if I can’t.” 
 
    Elena smiled and reached out to take Melanie’s hand. “You might be a pain in my butt, but I don’t hate you, Melanie.” 
 
    “Even after what I did yesterday?” 
 
    Elena drew a deep breath and let it out. “I’m not going to lie. I don’t like when you act better than anyone.” 
 
    “I’m going to try to change.” 
 
    “I know. We’ll help. But Melanie, relationships are about communication. If you’re ever feeling pent up like that, I need to know you’ll talk to me.” 
 
    Melanie looked at her and smiled. “Is that what we are? In a relationship?” 
 
    Elena couldn’t help reciprocating the smile. “Yeah. I’d say having my boyfriend eat you out right in front of me while I help you get off means we’re in a relationship.” 
 
    “Oh my God, he’s good at that. I’ve never had a guy that got so into it.” 
 
    “You had some skills too, hon. I’m getting wet just thinking about you sucking him off and playing with yourself.” 
 
    Melanie inched a hand over to the vee between Elena’s legs. “Ohhh really?” 
 
    “Simmer down,” Elena said, reaching down to squeeze the other woman’s hand before placing it reluctantly back on her side. “We do have to go talk to Lisa.” 
 
    They arrived at the department store a few minutes later and headed straight for the manager’s office. Lisa was in a meeting, but wouldn’t be long. They sat in the employee lounge and waited until she was free, and then trudged into her office. 
 
    Unfortunately, it didn’t go well. At all. 
 
    Lisa berated Melanie for ten minutes. Ten. Whole. Minutes. Elena knew her friend deserved it. Hell, she’d yelled for longer the night before. But something strange happened in those ten minutes. Melanie was no longer just her roommate, but hers to keep and look after. She grew more and more possessive with every passing moment, every harsh word from Lisa’s lips. Finally, she had enough, and stood up right in the middle of one of Lisa’s spittle-infused sentences. 
 
    Her boss’s eyes narrowed. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Melanie’s said she’s sorry and she meant it. She doesn’t need to take this, Lisa,” Melanie said. “I’ll be back here after my days off, but I’m not going to have you yell at her like this.” 
 
    Melanie gaped up at her, and when Elena held out her hand, she took it and stood up too. She looked aside at Lisa, and said meekly, “I really was sorry.” 
 
    “Come on,” Elena said, and pulled Melanie out of the office, through the store, and to the car. Melanie started to say something, but Elena leaned over the center console and quieted her with a soft, gentle kiss. 
 
     “I was looking at online classifieds this morning,” Melanie said when they finally broke apart. “I made a list.” 
 
    She held out her phone, and Elena browsed through it, nodding. “Okay, this is good.” 
 
    They figured out the best route to circle around Beckfield and conserve gas. Their first stop was the library, but Melanie felt her chances there weren’t so strong. Elena silently agreed. Then came a few call centers, which she felt much better about. Their fifth stop was a gym looking to hire someone for the front desk. 
 
    Two trainers worked in the gym itself, both of them very fit guys that offered to give them free personal sessions. They declined politely, and Melanie edged closer to Elena, taking her hand instinctually. Elena couldn’t blame her. Already the place gave her a bad vibe, especially with no women around. But they made the effort anyways, and in the office, a squat, powerful man sat behind a desk. Given how fast he clicked something away on his browser, Elena had little doubt he was probably looking at porn or something. 
 
    When they explained why they were there, the guy stood up and offered them a hand. His name was Evan, and his handshake lingered way too long. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re looking to hire someone of the female persuasion,” he said. His hand waved at the door. “It’s a sausage fest out there. Why don’t you close the door?” 
 
    Elena rose up to do just that. When she came back and sat down, Melanie said, “I sure appreciate you taking the time to talk to me. Most people today, they gave me an application but that’s about it.” 
 
    “Hey, two beautiful women like you, how could I not?” Evan asked. He leaned back and laced his hands behind his head. “So… Lana-” 
 
    “Elena.” 
 
    “Uh huh. Are you here for, what, like moral support?” 
 
    “Yes,” Elena said, and didn’t bother to elaborate. 
 
    He stared at her a long minute and shook his head slightly, grinning. “God, you and my ex-wife, you could be sisters. Crazy.” Elena smiled tightly. “Well, the job’s this. I need someone working the front desk. All you gotta do is take care of people’s memberships, greet ‘em with a smile, and swipe their membership cards through the reader. That’s about it.” 
 
    “I can do that,” Melanie said, sounding a little hopeful. She sat up straighter and smiled. “Like that.” 
 
    “Perfect. Course, there are a lot of other applicants,” Evan said. “What makes you think you’re qualified?” 
 
    “Um. Well. I’m really, really hoping not to let down Elena. We’re living together, and-” 
 
    Evan let out a polite chuckle. “What I mean is… what are you willing to do to get the job?” 
 
    No one said a word for a long moment. Melanie swallowed, and said, “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “All right, I’ll spell it out for you. Suck my dick right here, and I’ll put you at the front of the pack. Let me fuck you on the reg and you’re guaranteed the job. How’s that sound?” 
 
    Melanie’s jaw dropped. She looked at Elena, who was still shell-shocked at all of this. “Elena, I… if you tell me to…” 
 
    “Fuck. No,” Elena said. She stood up with a start. “And fuck you, you fucking pig.” 
 
    “Hey, she needs a job, I need to get my dick wet,” he said. 
 
    “Oh holy shit,” Elena said, chuckling. “You are without a doubt the worst human being I’ve ever met. Melanie, we’re done.” 
 
    “But I don’t have many more options,” her roommate whispered. 
 
    “Fuck it. I’d rather get kicked out of our apartment than you ever having to deal with this dickhole again.” 
 
    “Hey, screw you, bitch,” Evan said. 
 
    Elena grabbed Melanie’s hand, and for the second time that day, she tugged her lover and friend out of an office. They stormed through the gym, ignoring the calls of the other two trainers to come back sometime. In the parking lot, Melanie let loose with a huge, heartbreaking sob, and Elena whirled on her feet. 
 
    The blonde whispered, “Elena, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry…” 
 
    Elena threw her arms around Melanie’s neck and kissed her, hard. Her eyes flashed fire and she said against Melanie’s lips, “No. You don’t apologize. Not for that asshole. Not for this place.” 
 
    “But I’m not any closer, I’m not contributing.” 
 
    “You’re trying, baby.” Elena kissed her again and swallowed the lump of hatred and pain in her throat away. How many interviews had she sat through with that kind of pig on the other end? Too many. And to have it happen to a woman she was falling hard for, it brought about something wild in her. She wanted to torch this place. She wanted to go back in there and throttle Evan. 
 
    Instead, Elena guided Melanie to the car and drove just far enough to get them away from the gym and the world’s eyes for a few minutes. Then she unbuckled and leaned over to kiss Melanie again, holding it for a long while until the other woman finally relaxed in her arms. 
 
    “Listen. We will get through this. We’ll find you a… well, maybe not a great job, but a job. Someday, when we’re all old and wrinkly, we’ll look back at this and tell the stories to our grandkids.” 
 
    “Oh? We’re already planning for grandkids?” 
 
    Elena pulled back and reached out for Melanie’s hand. “I didn’t think I wanted kids before I met Lucas. Then, all of a sudden, it’s like… oh. Yes. Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you want kids?” 
 
    Elena drew in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “My dad… he wasn’t a nice guy. He did a lot of meth, a lot of pills. And my mom… she tried to help him. For these really long stretches, he’d be okay, he’d be himself. And I was happy then, and I wanted to believe everything could be okay.” 
 
    “But it wasn’t,” Melanie said, and lifted Elena’s hand to kiss the fingers slowly. 
 
    “No. It wasn’t.” 
 
    “You never talk about him. Your mom, she’s so nice. I’d have never guessed.” 
 
    Elena parted her lips. “It took leaving him for her to be okay. She stayed with him until I was fourteen. Then one day he smoked a bowl with my best friend. Just walked in, out of the blue, and here he was, high as a kite, giggling with her and watching some stupid movie. It was just weed, but I saw it all. I saw how it would eventually go. I told my mom, and she just sort of… imploded. This whole image of who she thought we could be, just gone. Because she knew I knew the truth, and that was it for her. So she finally did it, and they were divorced six months later.” 
 
    “What happened to your dad?” 
 
    “He’s clean now, I guess. He moved down south, found Jesus, that sort of thing. He’s got a whole other family now, and it’s really weird, because you look at them, and they look just as happy as we did in the…” Elena cleared her throat. “In the good days. And I hope that’s who they really are. Maybe it is.” 
 
    “But you don’t think so.” 
 
    “No. I don’t.” 
 
    Melanie kissed her hand again, and held it to her cheek. “Thank you. For sharing that.” 
 
    “Well. Now that we’re officially official, I think I’m an open book to you. You said your dad remarried too, right?” 
 
    “Mm hm. But his first wife, they divorced more because they married super young. They get along still. It’s pretty funny. My mom and her, they’re like sisters in a way. It doesn’t all have to be bad, I guess.” 
 
    “I like that.” 
 
    “Me too,” Melanie said brightly “Christmases are freakin’ awesome.” 
 
    Elena laughed so hard she started coughing. Melanie joined in, and they spent a long while together, just kissing softly and beginning the long, slow act of falling in love with each other. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucas got a call from Elena in the early hours of the afternoon. He clocked out for his break, and returned it as he took a walk down the block. 
 
    “Hey baby,” he said to her. 
 
    “Hey, so, bad news on Melanie’s job front.” 
 
    “Uh oh.” 
 
    “No, no, she tried, she really did.” Elena filled him in on the department store and everywhere they’d hit, but left the gym for last. “Now, I don’t want you to get mad, but…” 
 
    Except that’s exactly what Lucas did. He heard about the assholes at the gym, and he gripped his phone so hard he nearly broke it. As Elena related the story, he jogged back to the building. 
 
    “Where are you two now?” he asked. 
 
    “We stopped by the library again to work on her resume for some office jobs tomorrow. Then we’ll probably be home.” 
 
    “Okay. See you tonight?” 
 
    “Count on it. I’m teaching Melanie how to make stir-fry. Bring home some tortillas?” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    Yves was driving one of the forklifts, and Lucas caught his attention. Yves stopped the vehicle, and Lucas filled him in quickly. 
 
    “What do you need?” Yves said, flexing his hands. He was pushing sixty, but still probably could’ve punched out a guy half his age. Lucas was almost of a mind to ask him for backup on this. 
 
    “Cover for me. Tell them I had an upset stomach and I needed to run to the store for some medicine.” 
 
    “I can do that. Be careful, Lucas.” 
 
    Lucas gave him a half-wild grin. “Absolutely not.” 
 
    He drove as fast as he could possibly get away with. Ten minutes gone, he could probably do, and the gym wasn’t all that far away. If he’d known, he would have gone with Melanie and Elena. He pulled into the mostly empty lot, and parked right in front of the double doors of the entrance. Without stopping to say anything to the two trainers inside, he glanced around, saw a bank of “employee only” doors, and stormed down the line until he found a door marked with the manager’s name on a placard. 
 
    The door was shut, but unlocked. A squat, powerful-looking man sat behind a desk, staring at a computer monitor. He glanced up, surprised, and hastily clicked on something. “Hey, you can’t just barge in here-” 
 
    That was all he managed to get out before Lucas was around the desk and grabbing him by the throat. He slammed the man, chair and all, backwards and down on the ground. The guy’s pants were undone and around his ankles, Lucas gripped his throat tight with one hand, let go with the other and reared back far enough to punch the guy as hard as he’d ever punched anyone before – and Lucas was not a weak man. The guy was not going to walk out of the place without a black eye. 
 
    “You fucked with the wrong women, dumbass,” Lucas snarled. 
 
    The two trainers were coming down the hall, yelling, and Evan squawked something like, “Gerroff he!” 
 
    Lucas let the guy go, reared back a foot, and punted him in the dick. The manager howled, and the two guys stormed into the office. Lucas spun and jabbed a finger at them. 
 
    “You got two options, assholes. You can get the shit kicked out of you like him, or you let me walk out of here. Your boss ain’t worth it.” 
 
    “We’ll take our chances,” the first one said, already coming in for a swing. 
 
    The problem for him was, the office was too small for the two of them to come at Lucas at the same time. The guy was beefy but he couldn’t have telegraphed his punch more, and Lucas ducked under it to punch him hard in the kidney, then followed it up with a hard shot across the guy’s temple. Out went his lights, and the guy toppled without another sound. 
 
    The second guy was smarter and let Lucas come for him. Lucas went full throttle, shooting forward with all the speed he had in him. The guy’s eyes widened and Lucas tackled him like a football dummy, wrapping his arms around his midsection, lifting him up, and driving him down to the thinly carpeted ground. The guy got in one hard shot with his elbow across Lucas’s face, but that was all. Lucas rose up with one knee and drove it back down into the guy’s guts, forcing the air out of him. He flopped like a fish and curled up, protecting himself from a second blow that never came. Lucas was already running, heading for the door and his waiting car. A gym bro gawked at him as he came out, and Lucas snapped, “Find a better gym.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Melanie took the beer from Elena and sighed. “The last bottles.” 
 
    “The last bottles,” Elena agreed, and they clinked. 
 
    She settled on the loveseat next to Melanie, and they sipped their beer together. Melanie rested her head on Elena’s shoulders, and the darker-haired beauty dropped her hand on Melanie’s skirt. 
 
    Elena said quietly, “You did good today.” 
 
    “Well, I didn’t call anybody fat, at least,” Melanie said. “I guess that’s a plus.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Elena?” 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “What happens if we don’t make the rent?” 
 
    Elena turned her head and kissed Melanie’s shoulder. “My cousin’s got a spare bedroom we can use. It’s going to be tight. There’ll be six of us living there. But when we save enough money, we find a cheaper apartment, and we start over, I guess.” 
 
    Her lips kept brushing Melanie’s skin, sliding higher on her shoulder, then her neck. Melanie shivered pleasantly, and murmured, “I can…come with you?” 
 
    Elena began to slide Melanie’s skirt up her tanned thighs as she sucked on the other woman’s neck. She broke away just long enough to whisper, “Oh yes. You’re not getting away from me now.” Melanie turned, and they brought their lips together, their gazes locked as their tension slowly released into one another. Melanie took Elena’s beer bottle and settled both of them on the coffee table, and Elena threw a leg over Melanie’s lap, her breasts flattening against the other woman’s as she began to slide her top up. 
 
    But before they could fool around much, Elena’s phone buzzed. She grinned down at Melanie and swept her hair away from her face as she stood up. “You’re going to eat me all night long,” she said, and Melanie squirmed in her seat, smiling back. It was Lucas on the phone, and she answered as Melanie picked up her own to check her own messages. 
 
    “Hey, Ell, I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    “Okay babe,” Elena said as she answered her phone. “Hey Lucas. If you hurry home, we’re just about to get something hot going.” 
 
    He groaned on the other end. “You’re killing me. Allan called me up. He says he has a little under the table work for me. It won’t cover the rent, but it’s something.” 
 
    “I think that ship has sailed.” Elena caught Melanie looking surprised at something on her voicemail, then returned her attention back to Lucas. 
 
    “Yeah. Me too.” He sighed. “Well, this’ll be a good start for a security deposit.” 
 
    “Good news. My cousin will take us in.” 
 
    “That’s something.” 
 
    “Mm hm.” Elena worked her shoes off and fiddled with the button on her slacks. Melanie had vanished into the spare bedroom, and when Elena was done talking to Lucas, she wanted the blonde on her hands and knees between her legs. “Sorry you can’t come home. But I’ll send you some pictures.” 
 
    “Nice. As soon as we’ve finished this up and my real shift is over with him, I’ll be home. Love you babe.” He hesitated, then added, “Tell Melanie… ah hell, I don’t know. This is all weird and new.” 
 
    “Trust me,” Elena said, dropping her slacks to the floor and sliding a hand down across her polka-dot panties to her dampening sex. “I know exactly how you feel.” 
 
    “Tell her… I miss her. I’m sorry those guys were assholes.” 
 
    “I’ll let her know. Lucas?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    She turned and murmured into the phone. “I’m going to make love to her tonight. Is that… okay?” 
 
    “You don’t have to ask me for permission.” 
 
    “Is it weird I want to?” 
 
    He took a moment to digest that, and said more firmly, “Yes. My two sluts have my permission to make love tonight.” 
 
    “Thank you… sir,” she whispered, her lips parting and her tongue snaking out across them as she slid her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slid them down. 
 
    He hung up, and she snapped one quick picture of her fingers splayed across her wet sex. She texted it to Lucas and he sent her a bulging eyes emoji immediately back. She laughed softly, and headed into the bedroom to strip and finish getting ready. 
 
    Ready to make love to Melanie. The woman she’d hated not all that long ago and who now she was coming to care about. Strange world. 
 
    The blonde came to her silently a few minutes later. When she pushed open the bedroom door, Elena rested on the pillows, her knees bent, her pussy stuffed with a slim pink dildo vibrating steadily against her clit. Melanie let out a pleased breath. 
 
    Elena reached out and curled a finger in a come here motion. Melanie blinked as though waking up from a dream, then slowly started to undo her blouse. 
 
    “Lucas?” 
 
    “Going in to work early.” 
 
    “So it’s just us,” Melanie said, her hand straying across one of her full breasts through the fabric and squeezing. 
 
    “Just us.” 
 
    “I want to watch you come,” Melanie whispered. “Is that okay?” 
 
    “Tonight you can have anything you want to,” Elena said, sliding the dildo out and bringing it up along her belly, trailing her own wetness behind it like a path. She slid it back down between her lips, letting it rest against her folds, and sat up higher on the bed, giving Melanie more room. The other woman dropped her blouse to the floor. It was a crime to keep those breasts locked up behind that bra, and Elena moaned when Melanie unhooked the clasp, letting the big cups fall. 
 
    Slowly Melanie worked the skirt free too, sliding it down her curvy hips and her sleek long legs. When she bent over, her tits hung down and wobbled, and Elena plunged the dildo back into herself, her hips spreading even wider. The blonde was left in a pair of cute white bikini briefs, and did a sexy little spin, slapping her bare cheek and grinning over her shoulder at Elena. She hooked the panties and slid them down across her curvy bottom, her pink lips inviting Elena’s tongue and lips. 
 
    Melanie settled on the edge of the bed, her head turned to watch Elena as she ran a hand across her collarbone and brought it up to her lips, sucking down two of her fingers. Elena’s free hand slid down to her clit, rubbing it with three fingers as her eyes stayed right on Melanie’s. So much passed between the two in those minutes, but not a word was said. 
 
    Elena started to plunge the dildo further into her depths, pulling it up as she eased it out of herself, rubbing her clit each time before sliding the slick tip back into her gleaming core. Melanie slipped two fingers inside herself, matching Elena’s thrusts each time, her lips murmuring silent words as she watched her roommate get herself off. 
 
    So many times Elena had fantasized about bending Melanie over a table and watching Lucas fuck her, or taking her with a toy or a cucumber herself. But now she wanted to make this slow and sweet – at least at first. Her need to come would overwhelm her soon, and when it did, she knew all bets would be off. Lucas wasn’t the only one who could get crazy when he needed release. 
 
    Melanie shifted again, sliding off the bed to turn around and get back on it on her hands and knees, crawling slowly up Elena’s body until their noses were almost pressing. The back end of the dildo brushed her mound whenever Elena pulled it out, and Melanie’s mouth parted, her breath hot against Elena’s lips. They didn’t kiss or touch beyond that for the moment, but Melanie began to finger herself again, rocking back and forth above Elena, her eyes crackling with the charged energy between them. Their breasts brushed and Elena gasped, her back arching, the dildo sliding deeper still, the end almost disappearing within herself. She pulled it out and held it against her clit, her mouth opening wide. She fought the urge to squeeze her eyes shut. In the moments before she came, only one conscious thought hammered in her mind. 
 
    Stay with her. 
 
    She slid the dildo back in and her trembling fingers at her clit brushed it two, three more times. The peak was there, right there, and finally Elena gasped, “Melanie…” 
 
    The other woman plunged her lips against Elena’s, her hand sliding down to the dark-haired beauty’s pussy, helping her, sending her over the edge. Elena cried out against her lips, her body rocking up and down as she came on the dildo. Melanie gripped her hand around it and pulled It free from her pussy, bringing it up until the wet tip rested between their lips. They sucked it and licked it together, the fire between them reaching a wild, intangible temperature as they both tasted Elena’s sweet juices. Their lips met around the side and the dildo tumbled away, forgotten about as Elena wrapped her arms around Melanie and clutched her tight, kissing her, needing her with an all-devouring hunger. Melanie rocked with her, their bodies twined together, softness against softness, warmth to warmth, and then she was sliding down, her hands trailing Elena’s sides until she reached her still quivering pussy. 
 
    “Mel…” Elena gasped as the other woman took her first taste directly from another woman’s pussy. 
 
    “It’s so good,” Melanie whimpered. 
 
    Elena’s knees rose involuntarily, nearing her breasts as Melanie’s tongue slid up and down her pussy lips. She was untrained, unskilled, but it didn’t matter a damn bit. Elena needed her so much she very nearly came from that first minute of contact, her pussy throbbing against Melanie’s delicate tonguing. She slid her hands under her own knees and pulled them higher still, a yip of pleasure escaping her when Melanie jumped up and slid her tongue across her clit unexpectedly, making her shiver. 
 
    “Yeessss!” Elena gasped. “My clit, please, I’m already so close again.” 
 
    “I’ve got you,” Melanie whispered, and rocked her ass back and forth as she sucked and licked Elena’s clit. She didn’t tease. She didn’t fuck around. She wanted Elena to come as badly as the other woman needed it. She slid her fingers along Elena’s delicate lips and slipped a finger into her, making Elena jump. Her cunt gripped at Melanie’s finger, trying to draw it deeper, willing it in, welcoming it. 
 
    Melanie pumped that finger in three times. That was as long as it took Elena to scream out, “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    Her first orgasm had been powerful, but the second hit her even harder, leaving her twisting to her side, trying to clamp Melanie’s head between her thighs, her hands unable to hold up her knees anymore. They nearly fell off the bed together until Melanie freed herself and rushed back up Elena’s body, kissing her frantically, her fingers back at Elena’s sex as soon as they had their balance again. 
 
    “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” Elena whimpered. “You’re going to be fucking amazing at this.” 
 
    Melanie grinned against her lips. “You’re so sexy when you come.” 
 
    Elena slid her hands around Melanie’s head and held her for a deep kiss, their tongues lashing against each other, moans filling the air. Then Elena was twisting with the other woman, pushing her over and onto her back. She quickly rolled on top of Melanie, her legs spread wide around the other woman’s hips, and she stayed upright, cupping her breasts and shivering with pleasure.  
 
    “I’ve wanted you for so long,” Elena said, staring down at the blonde. 
 
    “Take me then. I’ll be your pussy slut forever.” 
 
    “First…” Elena said, taking in an eyeful of Melanie’s breasts. The other woman giggled and cupped them, offering them up. Elena slid down and brought her mouth down to one of those huge nipples. The pink nub responded fast to her suckling, as if standing up for her attention. She reached over and traced her hand around the swell of Melanie’s other breast as the woman rested with an arm behind her head, enjoying this. 
 
    Lucas was going to love fucking these, Elena thought, and she was going to love sucking that come right off Melanie’s big tits. The thought made her moan, and Melanie pulled her head tighter to her breast. 
 
    “Suck me, honey,” she breathed. “I love having my nipples played with.” 
 
    Elena switched to the other, sucking it, flicking it with her tongue as the cool air on the traces of saliva she’d left behind made Melanie shiver pleasantly. This time, Elena didn’t play with the other nipple, but slid her hand lower, sliding along Melanie’s soft, fit tummy, across to her wide hip, under her butt, squeezing. Again she couldn’t help a moan. 
 
    She looked up at Melanie as she sucked, her head low but her ass high up in the air. Elena whispered around her nipple, “My phone.” 
 
    Melanie raised an eyebrow. “Huh?” 
 
    “Promised Lucas pictures,” Elena said, and sucked on the nipple noisily. “He’s going to love this.” 
 
    “No one’s, um, going to see?” 
 
    “Just the three of us, baby.” Elena pinched her ass and said, “Besides, you’re my slut, remember? What I want, you do.” 
 
    Melanie moaned, “Yessss…” She grabbed her phone, and Elena gave her the code. As Elena returned to suckling on the nipple, Melanie took a great picture of her, one eye barely visible under her dark hair, her hand under Melanie’s ass. As Elena slid lower and lower, Melanie took more pictures. Elena kissing her belly button. Elena gripping her ass with both hands, her tongue extended. 
 
    Elena eating her. 
 
    And from that moment forward, they both forgot the phone. 
 
    It was early evening when Elena started. When they finished, when Melanie had come so much she couldn’t take anymore, it was full dark. For them, for a long time, there was only bliss and each other. 
 
    Melanie never experienced someone as skilled at eating her out as Lucas the day before, but where his enthusiasm and precision was machinelike, Elena was an artist. She knew when to stay in a position, her tongue flicking lightly against Melanie’s big clit or the sensitive strip of flesh between her pussy and her asshole, things that made Melanie come like firecrackers going off. But she was also an expert on when to give the other woman some room to breathe, to let things cool off before building back up again. Elena spent long, extravagant moments simply dragging her tongue achingly slow up and down Melanie’s puffy lips or the inside of her thighs. One orgasm even had her not licking Melanie’s pussy at all, but the length of her leg, her fingers stroking her thighs and her ass as Melanie squirmed and cried out underneath her. 
 
    There was nothing Elena did that Melanie didn’t like. She urged Elena on, begged her for more, begged her for a reprieve, begged her to kiss her, begged her to never let her go. And Elena was all too happy to obey her blonde slut’s every wish. There was nothing but the pleasure between them for a while. Tomorrow could wait. They had each other. 
 
    And when they cuddled in the afterglow, Melanie’s makeup ruined by her tears of pleasure and the sweat between both of them, they cuddled face to face, kissing softly, promising each other the world. And they would have it too, someday. They couldn’t see it yet, but these trials would pass. 
 
    “I want to taste you on my tongue again,” Melanie whispered in Elena’s ear. 
 
    Elena stroked her cheek. “Do it, then.” 
 
    The blonde grinned and slid down her for another go. Her ass made a perfect view for Lucas when he came in. Elena glanced up at him, panting as Melanie kept going, slurping and sucking at her clit as her ass bobbed. 
 
    “Welcome home, baby.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “What happened to your face?” Allan asked earlier in the night, coming around his desk, his eyes narrowed. 
 
    “Nothing that will blow over to here, I promise,” Lucas said. 
 
    Allan waved a hand. “I’m not worried about that. I have a gun and a crowbar. Who did this to you?” 
 
    “Don’t worry. They got it much worse.” 
 
    Lucas related the story as they headed out to the lots. Allan folded his meaty arms across his chest, scowling and spitting out epithets when he heard what the gym bros had tried to do to Melanie. He clapped Lucas hard on the back when he got to the part about beating them up, and even gave an honest to God fist pump when he talked about his escape. 
 
    “They cause you any more trouble, we ram a truck through their gym, huh?” Allan said. 
 
    Lucas grinned. “Sounds good to me. What’d you need me early for?” 
 
    “Ah. It is a personal favor. You will get paid, but it is under the table.” 
 
    “Nothing illegal?” 
 
    Allan sucked at his teeth. “You insult me.” 
 
    “Sorry, sorry.” 
 
    “No, it is nothing illegal. My parents, they came to the country with little but their hopes. They worked and worked so I could go to college, have a good life.” He gestured at the lot. “Have my own business. You understand?” 
 
    “You don’t want to disrespect them. I can get behind that.” 
 
    “Yes,” Allan said, smiling. “I thought you would. We all get in trouble in our youth. Me, it was a joyride. I spent the night in jail, and my mother, she sobs so hard and tells me she’s the one that’s sorry. Her. She’s sorry because she’s scared she’s screwed up and made me a…” He clicked his tongue again, searching for the word. “A criminal. A miscreant.” 
 
    “Good word.” 
 
    “Eh.” Allan started walking towards one of the trucks out in the lot, and Lucas followed.  His boss turned around and gestured wide. “The guilt, it made me feel so terrible I tried not to misbehave ever again.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to insinuate anything.” 
 
    “It was a smart question,” Allan said, shrugging. “You are a smart man. And a desperate one. That is why I am coming to you with this. I have an ex-wife. I promise her many times I will come take my things from her garage. I kept them there out of spite, but now…” 
 
    “Okay. That’s easy enough. I appreciate the extra work.” 
 
    “I thought you might. If she pulls a gun, you get hazard pay.” 
 
    Allan’s ex-wife lived in a three bedroom in the west end of town. It was a single level, and a fairly big place. The detached garage led to the house with a covered walkway, and Allan jogged up to the side door to knock. A graying, stern woman answered the door, a cigarette in hand, and she raised an eyebrow first at Lucas, then the truck in the driveway. 
 
    “It is time,” Allan said simply. 
 
    For a moment, the woman’s dourness vanished, and in its place was a weariness. No. A sadness. The emotion was momentary and gone as soon as it appeared, but it was there, and it spoke a story Lucas badly didn’t want to reenact someday in his own life. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, and headed back inside, the door still open. She came back a few moments later with a key ring. “Leave these inside when you’re done.” 
 
    Allan fidgeted with the keys, clearly wanting to say something, but she closed the door on them again, and he sighed before turning and smiling tightly. “This is why I brought you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You learn from my mistakes. You hold onto the way you look when your girlfriend calls.” 
 
    “I will,” Lucas said. 
 
    “Let us get to work.” 
 
    There were only about ten boxes worth of stuff, mostly photographs and books. Allan, it seemed, had a fondness for young adult action novels. “It was a phase,” was his comment, and Lucas chuckled at that. Besides the boxes was the real reason Lucas was there, and that as the appliances. A big dual-doored fridge was the biggest pain, though the washer and dryer were no joke either. They got them loaded, and Allan hurried away to return the keys. All told, they were in and out of the garage in twenty minutes, hardly enough time to warrant the sheaf of bills Allan presented him with in the truck. 
 
    “It is two hundred dollars,” Allan said. 
 
    “I can’t take this,” Lucas said. “It was half an hour of work, tops.” 
 
    “We aren’t done yet. We need to go to the dump. Then we go have dinner. It is more than half an hour to me.” Allan smiled, but it was full of old, barely scarred emotions. 
 
    “Allan, you don’t know me. We could be on the outs next week.” 
 
    “A risk I will gamble on for you and your two loves. For you, for this, I will take my chances. If you are the man I think you are, I will be proud to have helped. If you are not, it will not kill me.” He started up the truck, and they rumbled back down the driveway and onto the street. “I cannot hurry your probation. But when it is done, if you keep up the hard work you have done, I want you to come work for me.” 
 
    “I already do.” 
 
    “Do not play the smartass. You know what I mean. Healthcare. Benefits. It is not a bad life, Lucas.” 
 
    “No. It wouldn’t be,” he said. “If you still want me around then, you got it.” 
 
    “Good,” Allan said, sounding even more tired. 
 
    The sad truth was, and what Lucas couldn’t tell the other man, was that the two hundred helped a great deal, but it wouldn’t be enough. The clock had run out. They were just waiting for the buzzer. And with that knowledge came a certain calmness. It was okay. They were going to be evicted. They could only deal with this one step at a time. Take the moment, breathe, and then deal with the next. Things hurt, but they would heal. He had to believe that. 
 
    And then his phone rang with the first of the pictures. He took a peek, swallowed hard, and smiled to himself. Allan caught it, and glanced over. “Something good, I hope?” 
 
    “Tonight is… a good night.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    He came home to a dark living room, but light spilled out from underneath the bedroom door. Lucas started to call out, but the moaning stopped him short. He closed his eyes, and listened, smiling to himself. He knew those breathy moans. That was Elena. And that meant Melanie was taking care of her. 
 
    They were on the bed together, Elena’s legs hooked over Melanie’s shoulders. The blonde was so engrossed in Elena’s pleasure she barely registered Lucas walking in. Elena looked up at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes sparkling. 
 
    “Welcome home, baby.” Her smile slid away, and she asked, “Your face…?” 
 
    Lucas started stripping. “One of the guys at work was horsing around with a tie-down. Idiot snapped me across the face with it.” 
 
    “Aw, poor baby. Come here and let me kiss it.” 
 
    He dropped his shirt to the ground and did just that, first kissing Elena’s lips, then offering his cheek for hers. “Having fun?” he murmured. 
 
    “Oh, so much.” 
 
    He snickered. “Good.” 
 
    He ran a hand along Melanie’s curvy bottom. Her pussy looked primed and ready for him, so Lucas dropped his pants and his boxers, and without a word, he slipped up onto the bed behind her, stroking his cock. There was no fear of getting her pregnant. He knew from previous conversations she was on birth control. “Melanie,” he murmured, hardening fast. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I’m going to take you now.” 
 
    Melanie broke contact with Elena just long enough to glance over her shoulder. “Good.” 
 
    He gripped his shaft and slid his dick along her folds, enjoying the moment. Elena sucked two fingers down, watching him as he ground against Melanie’s pussy. 
 
    He stared down at the fantastic swells of Melanie’s cheeks, at the spill of her wild blonde hair, at his girlfriend with her legs on their very own slut’s shoulders, and Lucas grinned. “We’re going to be okay.” 
 
    Elena pulled her fingers free and whispered, “We are.” 
 
    With that, Lucas slid into Melanie. 
 
    The blonde’s head came up immediately, and she gasped, “Oh, shit, he’s big.” 
 
    “Slowly, baby,” Elena murmured. 
 
    Lucas nodded, his hands settling at Melanie’s waist. She was tight, unbelievably so. If he didn’t know better he would have guessed she was virginal. She gloved him so tightly he worried he was too big for her. Her wet, silky walls grabbed at him, sucked him in tighter. She rocked forward as he fed her little bit by little bit, his veiny length still mostly sticking out of her tight folds. 
 
    “I gotta see this,” Elena said, and quickly hopped off the bed and came around to kneel beside Lucas. “Holy crap,” she breathed. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
 
    “Pic… pictures,” Melanie moaned. 
 
    Elena grabbed her phone and took a few shots. She brought it around and showed Melanie a picture of her cunt lips spread wide around Lucas’s huge prick. Melanie shivered on his cock, and her mouth fell wide open. “Oh my God,” she whimpered. 
 
    “This pussy is mine now,” Lucas said to Melanie. 
 
    “Yours,” she agreed, still staring at the pictures as Elena flicked through them slowly. “Yours and Elena’s.” 
 
    “No other man’s cock is ever going to take you again.” 
 
    “No one but you,” Melanie agreed fervently as he slid deeper and deeper inside her. Elena stood back and took more pictures. Lucas, his muscles tensed, a half-snarl of lust on his face. Melanie, her eyes rolled back, her breasts hanging low, taking so much of him already and yet with so much to go. 
 
    Elena tossed the phone aside and came back to them, kissing Lucas hard. He pulled her tight to him, her breasts crushing against his side, and he reached down to grab her ass. “Mine,” he growled into her lips. 
 
    “Yours. Forever.” 
 
    That sated the wild animal in him for the moment, and he finally broke eye contact with her to focus on Melanie. She could only take half his length, and when he pulled back slowly to her entrance, her pussy made a long, lewd sucking sound that none of them laughed at. Elena knelt beside them and reached underneath the blonde, rubbing at the widely spread lips, her clit, her mound. Melanie shocked her with the immediate response to her touch, straining forward and quaking hard until she gave a sharp cry of pleasure, coming hard on Lucas’s cock only a few strokes in from his dick. He plunged into her slowly still, fucking her through the orgasm, and Elena came around the front of the bed, kissing Melanie, looking her in the eyes. 
 
    “You good?” 
 
    “Unnnngh, God, I thought I was done coming,” Melanie nodded frantically. “I’m good. Yes. Holy shit, yes.” 
 
    “Elena,” Lucas said. “Back on the bed. I want her mouth on you while I fuck her.” 
 
    Elena hopped to it, and spread her legs wide again. Melanie dropped her lips to her cunt, but there was little conscious effort on the other woman’s part as Lucas slowly built up a head of steam. She knew for a fact just how distracting that enormous club of his could be, and when he began to thrust into Melanie, beginning this thing in earnest, Elena remembered the first time he made love to her, just fucking her utterly, completely senseless until she begged him to come inside her. 
 
    He watched Melanie’s ass ripple with every thrust, and slid one hand down to grip her cheek tight. Melanie moaned into Elena’s pussy as the hand roamed over to her cleft, then up along her spine. Lucas needed to feel as much of her as he could, and took his time, his cock throbbing for its release but his mind firmly in control of his need – for the moment, at least. 
 
    His pace was assured and his strokes hard, but he recognized quickly Melanie would take some time getting used to him and he didn’t thrust deep inside her. He had dreamed of variations on the scene so often that soon he grunted one of his favorite fantasies. “Melanie. I want you on top of me while Elena sits on my face.” 
 
    “I love being on top,” she breathed, and he eased out of her. They reshuffled their positions quickly, his angry red cock pointing up at the ceiling as he rested on his back. Melanie got her first look at his face and winced. She cupped it as she sat astride him, her pussy rubbing up and down his length, grinding on him. She leaned down and kissed him as his hands circled around to squeeze her ass. He couldn’t help reflexive thrusts of his cock, leaving her moaning and coating him in her need. Finally, mercifully, she grabbed his dick and sat back upright. 
 
    She pushed up just far enough to pull his fat prick upright and press it to her entrance. “Nnnngh,” she moaned as she slid down slowly, his cockhead pushing into her entrance again. “Fuck, oh fuck, so big, so big…” 
 
    Wordlessly, Elena slid up onto the bed and swung her leg over Lucas’s face. She eased her puffy, sensitive lips down onto his mouth, sighing with pleasure when he reached up and pulled her down faster, eager to taste her. She leaned forward, and Melanie joined her, the pair of gorgeous beauties sharing an intimate, slow kiss before Melanie leaned back and began to slide further down on Lucas’s cock. 
 
    Maybe she was trying to impress them or maybe she really wanted it, but Melanie took at least another inch and a half of his cock within herself, gasping at the huge invader. Her head rolled back, her breasts thrusting forward, and she held her breath for a long moment. Her hips started to roll, not really bouncing on Lucas, but grinding him. Elena watched, her mouth agape, the pleasure of Lucas’s amazing tongue second to the gorgeous blonde beauty in front of her taking so much pleasure. She felt like a bitch in heat as turned on as she was, and she began to drive down on Lucas’s mouth, needing another release. 
 
    They both rode him, and he loved it. So very much of him filled her. It took every bit of willpower he had not to lay them out both side by side and fuck them hard, but they needed this moment first, this give and take before he let himself loose. His need felt like a caged animal, waiting for its opportunity, but there was such pleasure in this that he wouldn’t have minded a bit if this was how he finished. 
 
    Melanie ground and shook, tossing her hair back, her hands roaming all over herself and Elena when she could manage that much thought. She hefted one of her own breasts, flicking it, sucking at the nipple, and Elena whimpered at the sight, riding Lucas’s face harder and harder. He was so tense underneath them both, and Melanie wondered with a smile if he was going to come in her like this. She loved this position but she wouldn’t mind him throwing her around like the fuck doll he’d made Elena into the night before. God, that had been hot. She wanted to be used and claimed. 
 
    When Elena began to shudder and moan on Lucas’s tongue, Melanie spied her opportunity. She leaned forward far enough that Lucas slid out of her with a pop, and dropped low to kiss and suck at Elena’s mound before bringing her mouth to the other woman’s breasts. Lucas grunted something underneath Elena, but his girlfriend was too close to the edge to listen, thrusting down at him, bouncing hard now, staring with wanton need at Melanie as the blonde licked and sucked her tits. 
 
    “C-coming,” Elena whimpered. She’d been so turned on all night, come so many times already that she could barely manage more than a few shudders before she fell away from Lucas, curling up and watching her lovers. 
 
    Lucas was as primed as Melanie thought, and sat up immediately, pulling the blonde to him to kiss him hard. She sucked his tongue into her mouth and gasped against his lips, “I want you to fuck me, Lucas. I mean, really fuck me.” 
 
    He stared into her eyes, breathing harder and harder, and then he was up and moving. He tugged Melanie towards the edge of the bed, her legs dangling off, and he shoved himself between them. His cockhead rested against her entrance, his chest rising and falling, and then he was inside her, plunging deepest yet. Melanie’s legs kicked up hard and she yelled, “Yes! Goddamn, yes! Fuck me! Fuck your come slut!” 
 
    Elena gasped, and ran a hand down to her leaking cunt, an instinctual gesture. She was too spent to do much more than that, contenting herself with merely watching and rubbing her sore lips as her boyfriend pounded the beautiful blonde. His cock was so damn big inside Melanie it distended her pussy, making it bulge obscenely, and Melanie’s words broke into a serious of high keens and whimpers as he fucked her so hard her breasts bounced up and down against the rhythm. 
 
    And just like that, he was moving again, lifting her under her back, spinning with her still riding his cock, still driving down at him. He gripped her ass and shoved her back against a wall, her legs coiling around his back as her eyes rolled up in the back of her head. 
 
    “Guh. Guh. Goo…” she gasped. 
 
    Lucas bounced her on his cock, his lips peeled back before they plunged against her neck, sucking one of the red spots where Elena’s lips had been earlier. Melanie wrapped her arms around his neck, gasping her pleasure in unformed syllables, coming hard all over his fat dick and the pleasure making her limp and useless as anything but a receptacle for his cock. 
 
    Still he kept going, moving again with her, finally pulling out again as they neared the bed. Lucas settled her down onto her feet and twirled her around so her ass was against his slick cock. Melanie glanced around blearily like she was just waking up. Then he was  pushing her facedown into the blankets, gripping a fistful of her hair as he fucked into her again, drawing a howl of pleasure so loud it drew a pounding on the wall from their neighbor – all the way from the spare bedroom.  Lucas gave zero shits. They were on their way out. This was a farewell tour, a goodbye to this apartment, to their old life. Tomorrow was coming all too soon so he gave everything he had to Melanie, fucking her like he’d only ever fucked Elena before. 
 
    Melanie’s knees gave out on her, and she nearly fell. Would have, if he didn’t grab her around the waist. He pulled out again and scooped her up in his arms. She stared at him sightlessly, lips wide open, and he was dropping her onto the bed, positioning her, sliding her. She rested on her back, her ass high up in the air and her legs over his shoulders. He drove into her at an angle, and Elena finally got back into the game, sliding over and pressing her lips to the vee of Melanie’s sex as it met Lucas’s huge prick. 
 
    “We love you, baby,” she breathed, staring up at Lucas. 
 
    His eyes snapped to her and regained some of their focus. “I love you too,” he said, then stared down at Melanie. “Both of you.” 
 
    “Come in her. Do it now. Lay her down and finish this.” 
 
    He nodded, sweat dripping down his body, and he did just that, easing Melanie down onto the bed. She was boneless by that point, her body quivering with the constant onslaught of his fucking, and he leaned down to kiss her. Her eyes fluttered and she finally focused in on him again. 
 
    “Y-you love me?” she croaked. 
 
    Lucas smiled, and he came. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Lucas was supposed to work the next day, but called in sick. Melanie was still utterly spent from the night before, and they let her sleep while they went in search of boxes for moving. They didn’t need much, but Melanie had a ton of clothes and she would take up the bulk of what they brought back. 
 
    The blonde was in the kitchen when they came back, her face clear of makeup, a faint smile on her face. She turned to greet them, spatula in hand, and Lucas came to her, as gentle as he’d been rough the night before. He brushed the long errant strands of hair out of her eyes and kissed her softly. “Are you okay?” he asked her. “Last night…” 
 
    “Last night I got exactly what I wanted,” she said. Her voice was still hoarse. Then again, so was Elena’s, and Lucas’s dick felt like hamburger. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “But if I’m ever too much…” 
 
    She traced a hand along his cheek. “I’ll tell you. I promise. Can I ask you both something?” 
 
    “Of course,” Elena said, coming to them and giving Melanie a kiss of her own. Melanie wrapped an arm around her. 
 
    “What you said. At the end. It… I know it was probably just in the spur of the moment, and that’s okay if it was. But I really am falling for the two of you. And I need to know what we are, I guess.” 
 
    “I meant it,” Lucas said. “I love the both of you.” 
 
    Elena nodded, blinking away happy tears. “Same.” 
 
    “Okay,” Melanie said, smiling softly. “Good. Because I love you too. I would have still told you this, but you’ve just made me really happy.” 
 
    “Tell us what?” Lucas asked. 
 
    “I have a place we can stay.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Elena drove, leaving Lucas to stare out the window at the countryside. Something tingled in the back of his mind, some half-forgotten memory. The rolling hills and occasional oak trees reminded him of… something. It was so green, and beautiful out here. 
 
    “You okay?” Melanie asked, leaning forward in the seat behind them. 
 
    “Yeah, good. Why?” 
 
    “You’ve been so quiet.” 
 
    “Just… beautiful here,” he said. Turning to smile at her, he reached back and squeezed her hand. “It’d be perfect even without the views with you two.” 
 
    “Ugh, he’s getting all sappy,” Elena said. “We broke him.” 
 
    “Nah,” Melanie said. “I think he’s just right.” 
 
    They traveled another ten miles, and that feeling of familiarity in Lucas only grew with every inch. They turned down a gravel road and aimed for a two-story house surrounded by a wide gravel driveway. A small truck gleamed in the sunshine out front. Around the sides, huge, ancient trees sprawled their arms wide, like they were being welcomed. 
 
    “Yup, this is hers,” Melanie said happily. 
 
    “Wow,” Elena said. “This place is…” 
 
    “Right?” Melanie said. “And wait’ll you meet Hannah.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll see,” Melanie said, sounding pleased. “I think you’ll like her.” 
 
    They pulled up in front of the house, and when they got out, a woman called from around the back of the building. They headed in that direction. A small terrier raced around the side of the house, yapping at them, and Elena stopped to give it a scratch on its side. It immediately went from full-on attack mode to needing more attention and loving, and followed her, already wildly in love. Lucas could relate. 
 
    Why was this all so damned familiar, though? 
 
    A barbeque sizzled in front of a tall, statuesque black woman with a gorgeously done complex braid hanging down nearly to her butt. She turned, smiling, and Lucas immediately stood up straighter. Good God, Hannah was gorgeous. Melanie elbowed him and whispered, “Told you you’d like her.” 
 
    She ran on ahead, her arms thrown wide, and their newest roommate laughed and embraced Melanie. The blonde laid a kiss on the corner of Hannah’s mouth, and while their newest roommate seemed surprised, it didn’t stop her from grinning a little wider or slipping her arm around Melanie’s waist. 
 
    They made their introductions, and Hannah said, “I’m so glad Melanie reached out. I still feel like I owe her for coming out here with me.” 
 
    “I wish I would have handled things differently when you opened up to me,” Melanie said. “I won’t make the same mistake twice.” 
 
    Hannah glanced at the blonde and leaned in to kiss her cheek. It lingered for a moment, a speculative gleam in her eye that Melanie returned with a devious smile. 
 
    “I’m just sorry I didn’t get her message until now. When I get to working, sometimes I forget the world exists.” 
 
    “Well,” Melanie said. “I think we’re all where we’re supposed to be now.” 
 
    And then Lucas saw it. When Melanie and Heidi moved to the barbeque, he glanced at the field beyond and blinked. Never had he been here before. He was right about that. Except… he had. The dream came back to him in a flood, of Melanie’s words. 
 
    This is good, isn’t it? 
 
    Lucas stared until Elena took his hand. He glanced aside at her, and she smiled up at him. “Everything okay?” 
 
    “Yeah. Just thinking Melanie’s right,” he said, and leaned in to kiss her nose. “We’re exactly where we’re meant to be.” 
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    The bartender rode him with slow, easy rolls of her hips, her short black miniskirt pulled up nearly to her waist. Her big tits bobbed and swayed under the tank he’d rolled up over them, giving Calder one hell of a view as he ran his hands along her thighs. She leaned back, resting her hands on his calves, taking her time with this. They’d both come once already. This was a victory lap. 
 
    Half a block away, the last train for the night zipped by, rattling the walls. The bartender glanced at the open window and the moths fluttering in and out, undecided if they wanted to flick around the halcyon lights outside or the soft glow of the pair of mismatched floor lamps in Calder’s apartment. Whatever the bartender saw didn’t faze her. Some women, it did. They’d walk into the studio apartment and walk right back out. Not this one. She simply used his bathroom, and came out with her panties dangling off one finger. Not a slut. Not really, he didn’t think. Just a lonely woman with a lonely man. 
 
    His phone buzzed. That was weird. No one called him anymore. Everyone who might have was out of his life. His parents cut him out when he landed in prison at sixteen. His brother worked a food truck out of California. They hadn’t talked in years. Calder wasn’t even sure he had a phone. His sister was the reason he went to prison. She’d begged him not to kill the man that raped her. He didn’t. But it was so close the court decided it didn’t matter. She didn’t speak to Calder after that. Not really. Then again, she didn’t speak to anyone else from the family, either, so he didn’t feel too bad. 
 
    As for the rest, the people he worked with when he got out, well… they knew not to call. 
 
    He picked up the phone off the rickety end table. It was a shitty old flip phone, a gift from his parole officer back in the day. It texted. It got calls. Much more than that, and Calder just didn’t give much of a damn. He flicked it open. The bartender started to slide off him, but he grabbed her thigh again and shook his head. 
 
    “Stay,” he told her. He tried not to sound gruff, but his voice always held a quiet menace to it.  
 
    She blinked, and started rocking slowly again. Again, he had no idea why she didn’t leave. Calder was sure it wasn’t his face. It looked like hamburger, if hamburger had been beat to shit ten years prior. Some women liked his smile, liked the crookedness of it. Liked the danger of him. Maybe that was it. 
 
    Whatever. Calder answered, “Hello?” 
 
    A sniff. A feminine sniff. “Calder?” 
 
    Holy shit. Not his family. 
 
    He blinked. “Octavia?” Then the realization of why she’d call crying hit him. “What happened? Where is he?” 
 
    Now the bartender did stop riding him, and slipped off, staying on her knees. She studied him openly, hands clasped together in front of her. 
 
    “You promised me… if I ever needed you…?” 
 
    “How bad?” He waited, listening to silence. “Octavia? How bad is it?” 
 
    “I’m… putting together the funeral. Is four days enough time?” 
 
    She started sobbing, and he held the phone to his heart, his eyes closing. Roger. Fucking Roger. “I’m on my way. I’ll be there...” He did the math slowly, trying to work it out on his fingers. Made it easy not to think about his friend. Made it easy not to think about her. “…tomorrow night or the morning after.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Octavia choked out, and then she was gone. 
 
    Calder pushed himself up on his elbows and closed the phone. He stared at the bartender, studying her, taking in her every curve. He’d liked this one. Hoped she’d stick around till the morning. Hoping for more than that was stupid. 
 
    “You want to go to Vegas?” he asked. 
 
    She stared back at him, pursing her lips. “Tonight?” 
 
    He nodded. “Right now.” 
 
    She glanced again at the moths, then back at him. Slowly she tugged the tank down into place. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Calder gassed up the sedan while the bartender headed inside for caffeine. She came back out with a plastic bag full of energy drinks, soda, and bottled water. In her other hand was a paperback. She told him what was in the bag and said hesitantly, “I wasn’t sure what you’d want.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Calder said. He slipped the nozzle back home, and they hopped in. To look at the car, a person would think it was just another sedan. There wasn’t really too much spectacular about the exterior and the interior, but when he started it up, it growled like no other car he’d ever driven. It wasn’t just all horsepower, either, but torque. 
 
    They pulled out onto the road. Hardly anyone moved up and down the streets. It was pushing two a.m. Trucks would be on the highways soon and Calder wanted to get ahead of them. They didn’t waste any time, and cut down the near-empty thoroughfares towards the highway. 
 
    The bartender stared out into the night, her pretty dark locks falling down beside her eyes. She drew a leg up under her, showing off a good bit of her creamy thigh, and he had a hard time not staring. 
 
    “Why Vegas?” she asked. 
 
    “A funeral.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m… sorry.” 
 
    “Thanks.”   
 
    “A friend?” 
 
    Calder blew out a breath. “Grab me an energy drink, would you?” 
 
    She did, and popped it open for him. He sipped it. It tasted like pink and carbonated armpit. The grimace he wanted to make never boiled out of him. Emotions were easy to stamp down when you had enough practice inside. 
 
    She waited for an answer, but realized one wasn’t coming. Instead, she nuzzled her head into the corner, pulled on her seatbelt, and shivered. Calder reached into the back and dug around. He pulled out a jacket about twenty sizes too big for her, and handed it to her. 
 
    “Thanks,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Get some sleep.” 
 
    “I’m okay to stay awake.” 
 
    “Suit yourself.” 
 
    “Do you even know my name?” 
 
    Again, Calder didn’t answer. She took a sip of his energy drink, winced, and settled it back down. They drove until there were no more city lights, and shot into the darkness, the car lurching up to eighty in the blink of an eye. No cops. No traffic. Just the road. 
 
    Outside of the city’s light suburbs was nothing but wavy hills and pines. The Interstate would have been faster and more direct, but Calder wanted time to think on that initial leg of the trip. Roger wasn’t the type to lay down and die of pneumonia, and he was too lucky to go out in a wreck or something not his fault. Calder would bet every dollar he had – not that there was much left after rent, power, and water – Roger got involved with something again and wound up dead because of it. 
 
    “He was my cellmate,” Calder said. 
 
    The bartender glanced over, surprised. “You’re a felon?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She thought about that, and nestled her head back against the window. “For what?” 
 
    “Attempted murder.” He glanced at her. “I can drop you off in the next town, if that scares you off.” 
 
    “It doesn’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She shrugged. “You were good to me in bed.” 
 
    “Any asshole could be good to you in bed.” 
 
    “No. Any asshole could make me come. You treated me like I mattered.” 
 
    Calder frowned. “That’s no reason to take a fifteen hundred-mile road trip with me.” 
 
    “Is it that far?” she asked. 
 
    “Don’t change the subject.” 
 
    “Are you a bad man?” When he didn’t answer, the bartender studied him. “Okay. Then would you hurt me?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then all you have to do is not be a liar and I’d be safe.” 
 
    She settled back, pulling the jacket up around her. He sipped the energy drink, drove, and thought about that. 
 
    The miles wore on. The state line came and went. Then another. By the time the pinks of dawn were starting to creep across the horizon, Calder thought the bartender was asleep. Her breathing had evened out, and she hadn’t spoken a word in an hour. 
 
    “Kate,” he said, his voice low so not to disturb her slumber. But when he glanced aside at her, she was smiling. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They stopped for breakfast and ice a few hours later. The ice came first. They bought a bag of it, dumped half out onto the road, and dropped the drinks back into what remained before tying the bag off again. 
 
    Breakfast was eggs, sausage, and bacon from a casino diner. They ate fast, and Kate chugged down a glass of chocolate milk like she was twelve. Calder wanted to smile at that but didn’t. He had a bad feeling she was already falling for him, and that didn’t need to happen. 
 
    “What’s with the chocolate milk?” he asked when they got back in the car. 
 
    She hesitated, then lifted her tank up over her tits, grinning before tugging it right back down again. “That’s the secret. That, and a half hour of core exercises every day.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “And it’s good.” 
 
    This time, he did smile, and stamped it out immediately. 
 
    An hour later, they swapped spots so he could sleep and she could drive. His battered cowboy hat in the back served nicely to block out the light, and he tilted back his chair, giving her instructions as he pulled it down in front of his face. She repeated the highways back to him immediately and without question. Bartenders and waitresses – unheralded geniuses of the modern era. Minds like a Rottweiler’s bite. 
 
    He slept as good as he ever did, which meant not at all. Unsurprisingly, his dreams centered on Roger. On their cell. A steel bunkbed in a space meant for one person, but overcrowding meant nearly everyone had a cellmate. They were supposed to keep Calder apart, since he was a minor, but the guards shoved him in a cell with Roger anyways. He got lucky in that regard. Roger was a bad man, a junkie, a thief, and a carjacker. He got tossed in when he gave a beating to a guy who wouldn’t pay up on a big bet. Roger always claimed he’d taken the fall for someone, but Calder had no idea if he was lying or not. It was a moot point anyways. One thing Roger wasn’t was a child molester, and he became Calder’s ward of sorts in their brief time together as cellmates. The first few months, when Calder was everybody’s target, Roger was there to shield him. To teach him who was slightly less shitty than the rest. 
 
    When reality finally caught up to Calder and he learned the ropes, they protected each other. Even that young, Calder was nearly fully-grown, and he spent his free time exercising and working out. Pretty soon, word got around not to mess with him and his fists. Roger added to the myth when one of the prison toughs tried to corner Calder alone and he stepped in. Roger was more a talker than a violent man, but he punted that fucker’s testicles like he was kicking a field goal. They still had trouble to deal with from time to time, and both of them got plenty of beatings inside, but together, they bore the worst of it. 
 
    Calder dreamed of those days, and had the panic dream again, the one where he didn’t escape the cell when a gang came looking for him. He shivered in his sleep, but didn’t cry out. That was something else Roger taught him too. Suffer in silence. Never let them see you hurt. 
 
    Roger got out first. Calder a few years later. They got in touch, had nothing much to say, and lost track of each other while Calder rode out his probation. Then, the day after he was finally a free man again, Roger knocked on his door with a case of beer, a job offer, and his new girlfriend in tow. 
 
    Octavia. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They slowed, and Calder woke like a knife cutting through water. He rose up silently, tossing the hat behind him, and Kate glanced aside at him. 
 
    “I need new panties.” 
 
    He nodded numbly. Judging from the sun, it had to be nearly noon. He yawned, and pulled the chair upright. She’d driven just about two hundred and fifty miles. Good progress. 
 
    They stopped at a small strip mall with a drug store and a department store within walking distance of each other. Calder got out with her, and when he joined her around the side of the car, he pressed his hand to the small of Kate’s back. She glanced at him, surprised, but didn’t move his hand. Instead, she smiled. It was a tiny thing, but it was there. 
 
    They made the drug store their first stop, buying travel sized everything. Calder bribed one of the clerks ten bucks to let them use the employee bathroom, and they took turns in there, brushing their teeth and freshening up. Calder took the bathroom second, and when he emerged, an oily, handsome man was far too close to Kate for his liking. He stormed straight to her as the asshole grinned lazily at her. She glanced over her shoulder and rolled her eyes at Calder, and he smirked. Calder grabbed her ass right in full view of the guy, and when she kissed him, he gave the douche a show of an upturned corner of his mouth, the crooked canine sending a message. The guy frowned, and hurried away. 
 
    “My hero,” Kate whispered in Calder’s ear. 
 
    “Hardly,” he said, but it didn’t stop his prick from stiffening. He glanced around, then grabbed her hand and led her right back into the employee bathroom. 
 
     He took her up against the wall, her legs wrapped around him, her skirt pulled up to her waist. Nearly silent moans escaped her with every hard thrust of his cock. He thought back to her words about him being nice to her when they made love and wondered if she was thinking it now, when he was taking her solely for his pleasure. He should drop her off at a bus station. He should turn around and drive her home. He should have done a lot of things. 
 
    Kate pressed her lips to Calder’s ear, and whispered, “Be with me now.” 
 
    All his doubts faltered and slipped away. He kissed the black hair spilling down her neck, gripping her ass tighter. Her moans resumed. “Oh. Oh. Oh.” Bare nips of words that no one outside their delicately joined bodies would hear, but which sounded like music to him. She reached up and turned his head to hers, and they kissed. Had they kissed before? Yes. Outside the bar, when she was locking up. He’d put her against the door like this and she’d rubbed her ankle against the back of his. 
 
    But kissing carried with it too much weight. Too many promises. Instead, he returned to her neck, finding a lone patch not covered in her mussed hair. He sucked, and nipped, and she twisted her head to give him better access, whispering his name. Her fingernails dug into the back of his shirt, and she opened her mouth wide, crying out and not making a sound at the same time. 
 
    Just like last night – or that morning, he guessed – Kate came with silent quakes, her passion beautiful and simple. Good timing, too. Someone rattled the door handle. Kate glanced down at their joined bodies, and whispered in his ear, “You haven’t…” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    Calder pulled out of her. She tried to kiss him again, but he turned his head away and pulled up his pants. He cleaned her up with a paper towel, then they slid out beside a baffled-looking clerk, who told them they couldn’t be there but didn’t pursue them as they headed for the door. 
 
    Calder told Kate to take her time in the department store. Instead, she marched right for one rack, grabbed the first pair of pants, and asked a clerk where she might try them on. The clerk eyed the pants somewhat dubiously, since they were a men’s in a size that would leave her swimming in them, but pointed the pair towards a back wall. Kate took Calder’s hand and guided him into the stall. The only way they could both fit was for her to sit on the changing room’s tiny bench, her knees spread wide as Calder stood between them, feeding her his now-flaccid prick. She sucked him down fast, gripping his ass and pulling him even tighter. 
 
    The blowjob was fast and dirty. Kate didn’t show off for him. He needed to come and she knew it. She took care of him with short strokes of her delicate hands while she sucked and licked his tip, keeping up a steady pressure. He knew in the back of his mind he couldn’t taste all that great after hours in the car and what they’d just been doing, but if she cared, she didn’t show it. 
 
    It wasn’t long before he tapped her shoulder. She popped off him and kept jerking him with one hand while she grabbed the pair of pants with the other. He let go with a grunt, and she caught his streaks on the fabric, stroking his cock the whole time until he was softening again. Then she leaned in and gave him a long kiss on the tip and pressed it to her cheek. When she looked up again, for some reason, her eyes glistened until she blinked and the tears were gone again. 
 
    They headed back out into the store, the pants rolled up and left for some poor clerk to find. Kate picked out a set of plain cotton panties in summer colors. “Do we need something for the funeral?” she asked. 
 
    Calder hadn’t thought about that. Kate picked herself out a black dress, a simple thing with frills on the arms, and chose Calder’s outfit for him, a simple gray button-down and charcoal slacks. They paid, and headed back to the car. As he started it up, Kate glanced at him with a faint smile. 
 
    “Feel kinda bad for the clerk that finds those pants.” 
 
    He snorted a laugh, and she rubbed his thigh before reaching into the backseat for a bottled water and her paperback. When they hit the highway again, Calder asked, “Want to tell me what the tears were about?” 
 
    She glanced up from the first few pages of the book, studied him, and asked, “Want to tell me who this guy was to you we’re going to go see off?” 
 
    He did not, and whatever gains they’d made in the heat of the moment slipped away as they drove down the highway. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “What’s the book about?” he asked, spearing another bite of a vermicelli roll. 
 
    Kate had the thing mostly read by the time they stopped for dinner. Neither of them was all that hungry, but they had hundreds of miles yet to go, and they needed a stretch. 
 
    She glanced up from it as though waking from a dream. “Hm? Oh. Gang member gets invited to join a crime family.” 
 
    “The mafia?” 
 
    “Kind of. Not Italian though.” 
 
    The food felt like clay in his mouth, and he forced himself to keep chewing. “Huh. Any good?” 
 
    “Little hammy.” She blushed and ran a spoon through her egg drop soup. “Lot of sex. A lot.” 
 
    He chuckled. “That part I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    “You have a nice laugh. You should laugh more.” 
 
    Calder didn’t know how to respond to that, so he kept eating. When they finished, Kate took a walk around the parking lot while he leaned against the car, watching her balance on the concrete bumpers. She saw him watching, smiled, and lowered her head, blushing.  
 
    “Don’t do that,” he said. 
 
    Kate stepped off the bumper immediately and mumbled, “Sorry.” 
 
    “No. I meant, don’t look away from me like that.” 
 
    “Oh.” She looked back up at him, and fiddled with her hands in front of her skirt.  
 
    “You don’t have to be scared around me.” 
 
    She nodded, and turned back to the bumper again, this time walking across it fast, then hopping to the next. She almost lost her balance, but saved it with a wobble of her arms. A couple walked by, the man giving Kate’s ass an appreciative glance, and Calder had a hard time not getting in the car and ramming the asshole into paste. 
 
    Kate started walking back towards Calder, her eyes low again, but this time it was in concentration. He liked the way her outstretched arms lifted up her breasts, and fought another stirring in his cock. If they stopped every time Kate made him horny, they wouldn’t get to Vegas until next month. 
 
    She rejoined him, and he went to open the door for her. But when his hand fell on the handle, he turned to her instead. “Someone hurt you, didn’t they? That’s why you’re so timid.” 
 
    She looked up at him, then back down at the car. 
 
    Calder said, “Someone raped my sister. That’s why I landed in prison. I beat the man who did it until he nearly died. So I know that look.” She nodded, and took his arm before laying her head on his shoulder, sniffing. He turned to her, and kissed her softly, pinning her back against the car. His fingers rose up and he brushed her hair away from her eyes. “I’m not going to hurt you, Kate.” 
 
    She sniffed again. “Then don’t do it.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Whatever you’re thinking about doing.” 
 
    He blinked. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I know looks too. I know someone who’s thinking about getting violent.” 
 
    “I told you, I’d never-” 
 
    She cupped his cheek and leaned up to kiss him softly. “Not me,” she murmured against his lips. “Whoever you think killed your friend.” 
 
    “How did you know someone killed him?” 
 
    She leaned back. “I didn’t. Until right now.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Twenty minutes later, Kate reached over and unzipped him on a stretch of nothing broken up only by headlights and distant town lights. She began to stroke him idly, and Calder rested his hand on hers. She turned her head and looked at him, the occasional passing car making outlining her in pale light. 
 
    “I told you he was my cellmate,” Calder said. “But we knew each other after we got out too. We worked together, back in the city.” 
 
    She continued to stroke him, utterly silent. 
 
    “He got out before me by a few years. When I left and finished my probation, he showed up. Him and Octavia, his fiancé.” 
 
    “The woman you talked to,” she said, squeezing his cock tight. 
 
    He smiled in the dark. She was becoming as possessive of him as he was of her. “Yeah. Back then, she believed Roger was out of the life, that he was trying to make an honest living. On paper, he was. I’m not going to tell you their names, but his bosses – our bosses – owned a construction chain. Cliché as it sounds, that’s the whole goddamn backbone to most the major players.” 
 
    “Why is that?” Kate asked, and leaned down to spit on his prick and lube it up for her hand. 
 
    He waited until her head came back up to continue. “Because it’s a pork barrel business. Add anything you want to a customer’s bill. Bill whatever hours you want to. List however many employees you got working on a project. All you need is a clever accountant and a foreman who knows the score, and you’re bulletproof. I never hammered a nail the whole time I worked for them, but on paper, you’d think I was one of the state’s best carpenters.” 
 
    “So it was a front.” 
 
    “Mm hm. And since the work sites were real enough, people couldn’t just wander in and out. Including Octavia. She’d call in, talk to one of our dispatchers, and when we had time, we’d call her back. She didn’t know the truth for a long time.” 
 
    He was as stiff as a board in her hand as she stroked him slowly. “So what did you really do?” 
 
    Calder rubbed the back of her hand with his thumb. “We were kneebreakers for anyone that owed the bosses money. And I was a driver. Not like you’d see in the movies, more boring than that. If someone needed an alibi for a couple hours, I’d take their car, put on a baseball cap, and I’d go get an ice cream or get gas somewhere thirty miles away when they needed me to. I’d swipe their card, get receipts, throw some doubt into where they actually were.” 
 
    She stopped tugging on his cock. “Who did you hurt?” 
 
    “We didn’t beat women, if that’s what you’re asking.” She didn’t say yes or no, but considering she started stroking him again, Calder figured it was. “We’d take their husbands or boyfriends, rough them up enough to get the message across. Didn’t ever actually break anyone’s knees, now that I think about it. It was always a toe or a finger. Something small.” 
 
    “What did they owe money for?” 
 
    “Gambling, mostly. I wouldn’t do a job if it involved drugs. I didn’t fuck with that shit in prison, and I wouldn’t when I was out. But every now and then we wanted to twist a local politician’s ear about getting construction approved, or we’d give someone a loan, or they’d get a little too cozy with the police.” 
 
    “You’re not in that life now?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Calder drew a deep breath and sighed. “Octavia. I had… have a thing for her.” He glanced aside at Kate. “You should know that.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said, squeezing his cock again. 
 
    “She was beautiful and sweet. The kind of nice you think is fake until you see her out of the corner of your eye slipping a homeless guy a five. The kind of woman who leaves food on your doorstep just because. The one that brings shit to bake sales. We didn’t deserve her. Like I don’t deserve you.” 
 
    Kate blinked at him, and slowly leaned over again. This time, she pointed his prick up towards her mouth, unbuckled, and sank even lower. At the feeling of her wet, warm mouth enveloping him, Calder groaned, and rested a hand on her back. 
 
    “I came to care a lot about her and I thought Roger was being an idiot not getting out. Octavia wasn’t stupid, and she found out eventually what we were up to. They had a fight. She made pretty good money, enough to support her and Roger, and I tried to convince him to quit the life. To be with her. But I come to find out he’s been dealing on the side to make a little extra, and he was in with the bosses for the drugs he had on hand. Twenty grand worth of meth and coke.” 
 
    Kate’s head bobbed up and down, sucking him with lewd, wet pops. Combined with the feel of the tires on the freeway and Calder ached for more. 
 
    “So I went to the woman in charge and I took on Roger’s debt. He would be out, and once I paid them off, I was out too.” He stroked the bare patch of skin between her shoulder blades, trying to refrain from grabbing her head and driving Kate’s mouth down onto him to his balls. “Roger came to me the next morning, crying and thanking me over and over again. I told him it was cool, but we were dumping the drugs he had on hand. That got him pissed, but I didn’t care. It was my debt now and I wasn’t paying it off selling. He brought it all to my house and told me if I did this, I was missing out. He could triple the money, quadruple it, and I was being an idiot. I didn’t care. I had too many feelings for Octavia to let him fuck it up. So I took the drugs, a bunch of newspapers, and a gas can to a dumpster and torched it all.” 
 
    Kate popped off him and said, “Good.” She settled back down and flicked his tip with her tongue 
 
     “Next thing I knew, Roger and Octavia are packing up. Starting a new life in Las Vegas.” He ran his hand through Kate’s hair. “She came to me a few nights before they left and told me she knew some of what happened. That I got Roger out of it and she asked me if it was for her, not him. I couldn’t lie to her. She was the one person I couldn’t do that to.” Calder sighed. “We slept together. I think Roger found out because we didn’t talk again after that. Octavia called me after they got settled, and told me how great everything was, that Roger had a real job driving cab. And she told me he didn’t want her keeping in touch with me, and that would be it. I told her that was okay. That if she ever needed anything to call me and I’d be there as fast as I could.” 
 
    Kate slid off him again, this time pushing herself up far enough that she could look him in the eye sidelong as he drove. “And she finally called it in.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Do you still love her?” 
 
    “I didn’t say I loved her.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to.” 
 
    Calder thought about that. “Yeah. I don’t think you ever really stop.” 
 
    She nodded, and he expected that to be the end of the blowjob. Instead, she leaned down again, and sucked him back into her mouth. For the second time that day, she blew him until he was ready to pop, but this time, instead of pulling away when he warned her, Kate sucked him harder, and buried her mouth halfway to his balls when he started coming. When he’d finished, and she sucked him a few more times, she sat back up and dug around for a fistful of napkins. She pulled down her rearview mirror, and in the soft glow of its light, she cleaned up. 
 
    When Kate had gargled with some of the travel mouthwash they bought and spat it out the window, she rolled it back up and looked at him. “Thank you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “The truth.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    If it was anyone else, Calder would have waited until morning to swing by. But this was Octavia, and going straight to her place when they reached Vegas was the only move in his head. 
 
    She lived in a surprisingly small home, but in a good part of town, nestled among a sea of upper middle-class houses with just enough tweaks to their design to not technically be the same. Kate was asleep, and had been for hours. She came awake slowly as they slowed and stopped, blinking out at the soft streetlights up and down the way. 
 
    “This is their house?” she asked blearily. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Should I go in?” 
 
    Calder glanced aside at her and laid a hand on her thigh. “Whatever else happens, you’re with me. How long is up to you.” 
 
    She blinked at him, and gave him a weary smile. “Okay.” 
 
    The front light of the house came on, and Calder tensed. Kate turned and looked, and they got out, both of them moving a little like wind-up men after the fast, excruciating drive. 
 
    The door opened, and a middle-aged woman with a chin like a prizefighter glared out at them. “I’ve got a gun.” 
 
    Calder stepped in front of Kate, his arm out to shield her. “Uh. Is Octavia home?” 
 
    “Calder,” a voice called from across the street. He turned, and there she was, on her front step at the right house. Tall. Willowy. Long dark hair, not black like Kate’s, but a brunette so deep anyone could have confused it in the low light. A tiny mole above her eye, a thin robe hiding the long legs and perky breasts. He swallowed seeing her, and raised a hand. 
 
    Calder turned and blinked at the numbers on the wall and groaned. Too tired to read right. That was stupid. Kate giggled, and squeezed his arm. “Go say hi. I’ll pull the car around.” 
 
    The woman at the house they were at slammed her door shut, and Calder half jogged, half-limped across the street. Octavia slipped back inside, her door wide open. He came up the sidewalk, admiring her rock garden and the cacti there. It was beautiful. Not like a real garden, but in its own way, just as nice. 
 
    But then he was in Octavia’s orbit again, and the whole world stopped existing around them for a moment. Her hair was as long as Kate’s now, a change he liked. She used to wear it in a short bob that added ten years to her looks. Now it took ten years away, and he was finally struck by it all. Time passing. The goodbye he’d never really allowed himself to feel. Roger was dead. Gone. 
 
    “Octavia, I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    She crumpled, and Calder caught her in his arms. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They got her on the couch, and Octavia came to moments later, her eyes fluttering before they focused on him and Kate. 
 
    “Hello,” Kate said warmly. 
 
    “Um. Hi,” Octavia said, blinking away the fugue. She glanced around. “Did I faint?” 
 
    “Yes,” Calder said. 
 
    “Didn’t think people actually did that.” 
 
    He smiled, tentatively, and made it vanish in a moment. Kate smiled too, and took Octavia’s hand. “Can I get you a glass of water or something?” 
 
    “That would be… yes, thank you.” 
 
    Kate disappeared further into the house. Octavia raised an eyebrow, and Calder said, “My…. lady friend.” 
 
    “What did he just call me?” Kate hollered. 
 
    Octavia chuckled, and pushed herself upright. Her robe slipped open just a hair, and he saw the hint of one of her nipples peeking out, dark and thick. He turned away, and she fixed the robe back into place. 
 
    “It’s just a nipple, Calder.” 
 
    “Wow, you guys got it started quick,” Kate said, banging around in the kitchen. 
 
    Calder rubbed a hand across his mouth to hide his smile, and Octavia chuckled, blushing. Then he reached out with a hand and rubbed her shoulder. “I was just starting to tell you how sorry I am.” 
 
    “I know. Me too.” 
 
    He glanced around. There were no pictures of the married pair. That seemed odd. 
 
    Octavia smiled bitterly. “I guess no one ever told you.” 
 
    “Then I’m doubly sorry.” 
 
    “It was a year ago. He…” She breathed in and exhaled softly. “…wound up with the wrong people again. Calder, tell me you made it out.” 
 
    “I did. Three years ago.” 
 
    “How did…?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” 
 
    “It does to me.” 
 
    He sighed and sat down on her couch. Kate came back in, a glass of water clutched between her hands. She gave it to Octavia, and looked between them. “Should I go take a shower or something?” 
 
    “No,” Calder said. He looked over at Octavia. “I haven’t told her any real names. So when I say Three Piece, you know who I’m talking about?” 
 
     Octavia scrunched up her face and finally nodded. “M.” 
 
    “Yeah. She told me I would be free and clear if I delivered a message to a friend in prison.” 
 
    “No,” Octavia breathed. “You went back in?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Goddamn it, Calder.” Octavia rubbed her face with her hands and let out a wet sob. “No.” 
 
    “It’s done. It happened. I broke the guy’s hand and served the rest of my year. When I got out they took me to a garage for a going-away party. In it was my car. They even had cake.” He allowed himself a bitter smile as Octavia finally lowered her hands. “I thought it’d end with me in a ditch somewhere.” 
 
    “Three Piece loved you. Everybody did.” 
 
    He grunted at that. “What about you and Roger?” 
 
    She blew out a breath. “You know the answer to that.” 
 
    “I suppose I do. What happened to him?” 
 
    “You know the answer to that too.” 
 
    “Who did it?” 
 
    Octavia gave him a sharp look. “You definitely know I’m not going to answer that.” 
 
    “Hm.” 
 
    Octavia took another drink of water and stood up. She gestured at the couch. “You both must be exhausted. Kate, my bed’s big enough for two. Why don’t you two take it and I’ll sleep out here?” 
 
    Calder kicked off his shoes and swung his legs up on the couch. “Nope.” 
 
    “Cal…” 
 
    “Not arguing about this and even the both of you couldn’t lift me. Stop arguing. Kate’s soft and warm.” He scooted further down the couch and cemented his place on it. 
 
    Kate came over and leaned down to kiss his lips. “This was a trip.” 
 
    He ran a hand along her hip. “Thanks.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    He opened his eyes momentarily and studied her. “You.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The light didn’t wake him up. The low, murmured conversation did. 
 
    He turned on his side, opened one eye, and immediately squinted it shut against the brightness. He patted his pocket for his phone, but it had died sometime in the middle of the night. Forgot a charger. Of course. 
 
    Octavia had covered him in a light blanket, and a pillow rested beside him on the ground. He stood up, grimacing at the aches and pains of the road combined with the stiffness from sleeping on a couch. Slowly, he folded the blanket and stuffed it on the end of the couch along with the pillow, then padded towards the bathroom. 
 
    The murmuring was coming from Octavia’s bedroom, and when he came down the hallway, it stopped. He knocked, and Octavia said quietly, “It’s open.” 
 
    Kate rested on the bed in the robe Octavia had been in early that morning. Octavia sat on the side of the bed, looking up at him. 
 
    “What do you need help with today?” he asked. 
 
    “First things first, you’re going to take a shower. Leave your clothes outside the door, I’ll wash them. Then I need to run and get her some clothes.” 
 
    “You don’t-” Kate started, but Octavia laid a hand on her naked leg. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s the least I can do for you coming here with him.” 
 
    There was a note of warmth and familiarity in her voice that Calder remembered from her days back in the city, and he had to turn his head away from her. “Sure. Do you need cash?” 
 
    “No. I’m fine.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you have the funeral straightened out?” 
 
    Octavia folded her hands on her lap and nodded. “He didn’t want a church. But I’m the only one he had left. Apart from you. So I decided maybe it would…” She smiled and shook her head, sniffing. “I don’t know. Ease his travels, I guess.” 
 
    Kate pushed herself up and wrapped an arm around the other woman. She kissed Octavia’s cheek, and they held each other with such easy familiarity that Calder felt momentarily lost. 
 
    “No one’s judging,” he said quietly. 
 
    Octavia nodded. “Anyways. Um. Help yourselves to whatever’s in the kitchen, or I can bring something back.” She looked up, her eyes haunted. “I’m so glad you came.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have missed it.” 
 
    She nodded, and started crying. Kate glanced over at him and crooked a finger. He came over, unsure, but when he neared, Octavia reached a hand out. He took it, and not sure why, he raised it to his lips and kissed it. Kate watched him, and instead of disapproval or anger, he saw a smile. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The curtain slid open, and Kate watched him rinse the suds out of his hair. She was nude again, and without a word, she slipped in behind him. She started to massage his shoulders and his neck as he washed the last of the suds down the drain. Silent too, he leaned down to shut off the water, and turned for her. 
 
    He guided her back against the wall and knelt before her. His fingers traced her thighs, and then he lifted one of her legs and rested her foot on the lip of the tub. He pressed his lips to her pussy, breathing her freshly washed scent, wishing they could stay like this. 
 
    Calder began to eat her out like he did everything else in life – roughly. He wrapped one arm under her outstretched hip and curled his hand over the soft flesh, spreading her even wider for him and his lips. With his other hand, he rubbed a finger around her clit, teasing her hood, her mound, before returning to the responsive bud as he licked her wetness. 
 
    “Calder,” she whispered, stroking his temples with her thumbs. Her head tilted back as he licked her pussy slowly, taking his time with it. 
 
    The thumb at her clit teased her with lazy circles, punctuated now and then with a brush across the tip. She liked that, and moaned breathily each time he did. His name was the only real word she spoke, her eyes closed, lips parted just a little. She came effortlessly, a soft shiver against his tongue, and he rose up, his lips wet with her. She took his hand, and eased out of the tub with him, walking backwards, smiling, red-faced and short-breathed. 
 
    In Octavia’s bedroom, she rested on the edge of the bed and tried to suck him down, but he put his hands on her shoulders and shook his head. Instead, he chased her slowly up the bed and laid her out on her back, stopping to kiss her soft lips before he explored her breasts, going shamelessly for her nipples, sucking them into his mouth, stroking his cock and readying himself for her. She whimpered his name again when he slid up her body, and reached down to stroke him a few times herself before she helped guide him into her. 
 
    Kate’s legs spread wide for him, her ankles twisting on the light throw beneath them. She wrapped her hands around his neck and kissed him again and again. His hips flexed into her, his ass clenching and unclenching, every muscle in his body straining to be let loose upon this gorgeous creature, this strange and wonderful woman who had come with him so far. 
 
    Her eyes stayed on him until something thumped elsewhere in the house, and Octavia’s voice rang out. Kate raised an eyebrow, and Calder kissed her again, not stopping, not slowing. Footsteps, then a breathy, “Oh.” 
 
    Kate glanced over his shoulder, her soft, secret smile widening, and she crooked a finger at the other woman. Calder blinked and turned his head. Octavia watched, and two paper bags, heavy with clothes, dropped and spilled to one side. Her lips parted as Calder made love to Kate. She didn’t move beyond that, watching, waiting. 
 
    Kate leaned up and whispered in Calder’s ear, “Switch me.” 
 
    They rolled together, Kate winding up on top like their time together when Octavia called, and she began to rock back and forth on his dick, her hands going to the back of her head, thrusting her chest out. He leaned up and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, and she rubbed his chest. 
 
    Octavia stepped closer. “Are you sure?” she asked Kate. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She kept up the slow movements with her hips, her hands coming down to his chest. He put his own over hers, and someone else was there, leaning in, her eyes glistening. Octavia kissed him too, her trembling fingers at her blouse, her pants, and she was sliding free of them, dropping everything to the ground. She blushed when Kate openly studied her nakedness, and when the other woman reached out to take her hand, she hesitated at first. 
 
    “If you say no, I won’t push,” Kate said. 
 
    Octavia’s trembling hand faltered, and for a moment, Calder thought she’d walk away. She was still so achingly beautiful. Long legs. A triangle of untrimmed hair above the thin lips of her sex. A trim, nearly nonexistent waist and butt. Perky breasts doing a good job of defying being in her thirties. Delicate bones in her ribs and her neck showing. A pointed chin, oval face, such delicate features. Where Kate was curvy and sexy, Octavia was gorgeous and ephemeral. She’d lost weight since they last made love, lots of it, and he wanted to protect her, to keep her with him. 
 
    Her hand lost its tremor. And it came back up – and out. She smiled hesitantly at Kate, and the other woman took her hand and guided her up onto the bed. Octavia rested on her knees beside them, and whispered, “I’ve never been with a woman before.” 
 
    “If you want, we don’t have to touch.” 
 
    “I’d like to.” 
 
    They leaned together, slowly, carefully, like one of them might run. Octavia breathed deep before she pressed her lips to Kate’s. Kate ran a hand along the other woman’s chin, ending with her hand below Octavia’s ear, and the soft kiss intensified, became something more daring. The music of their lips meeting and releasing each other made Calder even harder. 
 
    They broke apart. “That was, mm, very nice,” Octavia breathed. Kate chuckled, and Octavia ran her hand along Calder’s chest as she kissed the other woman again. Slowly, like she was hypnotized, Octavia eased one leg over Calder’s face, her delicate pussy just out of reach of his lips. She helped that by settling down carefully until he could kiss the slight folds of her. 
 
    Octavia gasped, “Oh, that’s nice too.” 
 
    They began to move together. Kate resumed rocking on his cock, soft, gentle laps of her pussy against his stiffness. Octavia squirmed on top of him, the same way he remembered so vividly from years before. He reached one hand up to her bottom, and the other out towards Kate. Kate took his hand in hers, and held it. That was nice. 
 
    He heard and felt more than saw them lean together, soft, wet smacks drifting down to him as they kissed. Moans, too, and whispered words. Even a giggle from Octavia, once, and she wasn’t a woman to giggle. She tasted good, darker than Kate, fuller. His cock ached, and he wondered, not for the first time, if Kate was on the pill. Wondered too if he cared. He didn’t. If she had his child, it would be taken care of. Loved. 
 
    And Octavia too. Once he had an impossible dream of having four or five children with her, somewhere out in the middle of nowhere. One of those small towns down in Texas, maybe, or some no name place out in the Dakotas. Some place quiet. Some place where they’d never heard of Maxine and her “family.” Some place where no one knew who they were or why he had so many scars. Some place where all they could do was love each other. 
 
    And now Kate. She slid so easily into that picture it spooked him. The two women, sitting on lawn chairs, Kate with a cocktail, Octavia with one of her low-calorie beers. Kate, holding one of their children, the baby’s head crooked on her shoulder. 
 
    He swallowed. A dream. Nothing more. There was work to do, for Roger. 
 
    Calder tongued Octavia, and she writhed on top of him, unable to hold her lips against Kate any longer. Kate’s hand slid down to the other woman’s sex, and Octavia gasped. Nobody said anything. No one wanted to break the spell first. No one wanted to end this, to have this little fantasy world evaporate in the sea of ugly they all lived in. 
 
    Calder broke first. 
 
    He’d been achingly hard since eating Kate out in the shower, and her thighs against his, the squeeze of her tightness around him, the warm wet heat, it was too much. He grunted against Octavia’s hips, “Kate.” 
 
    She rocked with him, not acknowledging the word, and he tapped her hand, trying to get her to understand his need. She either didn’t understand or didn’t care, and like that, Calder was letting go into her, sighing dazedly into Octavia’s pussy, his cock surging and never wanting to be let go. 
 
    But then Kate was moving, and resting on her side. She pulled Octavia with her, and the lithe woman looked down at Kate’s messy slit and whispered, “He comes so much.” 
 
    Kate smiled. “He really does. Want a taste?” 
 
    Octavia hesitated, then nodded. Kate slid a finger down through her lips, and brought it to Octavia’s lips. She sucked the finger into her mouth as Calder sat up, watching them both. Then Octavia was moving, kissing Kate, petting her quivering cunt. Calder moved too, on his knees before them, his hands going to their pussies, joining with Octavia’s this time. They rested on their sides, stroking each other, kissing, murmuring, watching him on occasion, but mostly watching each other. 
 
    Calder’s fingers pumped into them. Their wandering hands eventually settled against each other’s clits, helping him out. How long they worked together like that, he wasn’t sure, but for a while at least, he could give them this. They crested with soft sighs of pleasure, smiling at each other, then him. 
 
    Kate gently nudged Octavia onto her back, and gripped Calder by his rising cock to bring him to his one-time lover like they’d joined earlier. Kate sat up on her knees beside him, and rested her head on his shoulder as he eased into Octavia. She was so tight he had to slide in and out three times before her cunt relaxed enough to take him more than a few inches. Kate turned her head, and breathed into his ear, “Show her you love her.” 
 
    She settled down beside Octavia on her back, taking the other woman’s hand as Calder slid his hands under Octavia’s thighs and lifted her legs to cross them over one of his shoulders. At that angle, she had an easier time taking him, and arched her back the first few times he stroked deep inside her. Still sensitive, her whole body shook with pleasure. He took his time, watching her face, watching her small breasts bob and bounce to his timing. He turned his head and kissed a stretch of her leg, and she hummed pleasantly. 
 
    “I missed you, Calder,” she breathed, and with a squeeze of Kate’s hand, she came again, a soft cry of pleasure leaving her lips as her pussy gripped him, held him, begged him to stay inside her. He settled her legs down and reached out for their joined hands as he began to pump into Octavia. His rough fingers felt like an intruder on their soft, delicate skin, but he kept it there anyways, a remembrance of perfection, of a moment in time he would take with him, always. 
 
    He came, burying himself deep inside her. She wept, her arm over her eyes, and Kate whispered more things to her as she sobbed and sobbed, and Calder knew it wasn’t because of him, but for all she’d lost, for all the years spent trying, for all the times she tried to patch a life back together. 
 
    He slipped out of her, and sat on the side of the bed, trembling with rage at Roger, at the fuckup he must have been to screw this up. And that made him feel guilt, and sorrow. He was sixteen again, a child at the darkest point in his life, sure at any point he would be killed – or much, much worse. And there was Roger, standing between him and the open cell door, between him and the men who would have used him. Or the times they sat outside, throwing pebbles together across the grass, trying to remember dumb dad jokes. Or the time Calder had to beat down his first victim for Maxine and the family, choked up over what he’d become, over what needed to be done, and Roger had been there, guiding him away, telling him it was okay, it was all going to be okay. 
 
    When the two women fell asleep, Calder watched. And he did not join them. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The church was small, and surprisingly mellow, considering it was Vegas. A few of Octavia’s friends lined the pews, but only a pair of Roger’s neighbors showed up to pay their respects from his friends, apart from Calder. 
 
    He stood at the casket for a long while, has hand on the glossy wood. Closed. Whoever had killed Roger left him unrecognizable. Kate stood with him while Octavia talked quietly to her friends and the minister. She finally looked at Calder and nodded, eyes glimmering with tears. He and Kate joined her, and they sat together through a short service and a couple of songs about finding forgiveness. 
 
    They were the only three along with the minister and the cemetery people to attend the actual burial. The cemetery’s greenery was bright and fake, but the flowers Kate bought from somewhere were real enough, and looked nice among the uncared-for masses of stone. The minister, a short, thin man with sharp eyes and nearly white hair, said a few more words, and that was nice, Calder supposed. He understood why Octavia wanted there to be a religious aspect to this. 
 
    On the other side of Octavia, Kate held her arm tight, crying even if she didn’t know Roger. Octavia leaned heavily on her that whole day. Calder was lost to his own world since they slept together, and they were finding solace where they could. 
 
    Just as well. The hyenas had shown up. 
 
    The car rested at the edge of the cemetery, parked behind his own. Three men inside, two of whom looked out at the funeral, one of them eating potato chips, the other watching the proceedings with a smirk. 
 
    Sixteen again. And playing cards with a deck they weren’t supposed to have, talking about why he’d done it, nearly killing the man who raped his sister. Roger asked if he would do it again. Calder had stared Roger in the eye and told him the truth. “Yes. And this time, I’d get it right, and I’d make sure he was dead.” 
 
    Octavia grabbed Calder’s hand, but he was already moving, already storming towards them. “Take care of her,” he growled, not sure which one of them he was talking to. Then he was running, and despite his limp, Calder was not a slow man. Far from it. They saw him coming. A middle finger shot up, and then they were reversing, pulling away as he sprinted, his knees pumping hard, shouts rising behind him. 
 
    At his car. Keys in hand. He jerked open the door, saw the women coming for him, Kate’s eyes huge, Octavia shouting for him to stop. He jammed the key into the ignition, silently apologizing to them as he threw it in reverse and gave chase. 
 
    Bad men had one end. 
 
    They lost him, but he got enough of their license plate to call it in to Maxine’s man on the inside. Mark didn’t want to help until Calder told him what happened to Roger. They’d been poker buddies, and had done a few jobs together. Within a few minutes, Calder had an address on the other side of Vegas. He stopped only to punch it into his phone, then he was roaring across the city as fast as he could without the cops bearing down on him. 
 
    The GPS took him in a wide arc through a residential area, and twice he had to slow for school crossings. Twice more he got caught up behind slow traffic, gripping the steering wheel so tight his hands hurt. The sixteen-year-old in him screamed for revenge. 
 
    Three blocks away. Two. 
 
    A car in the mirror. Familiar. The preacher’s. Octavia was at the wheel, Kate beside her, hand up and gripping the overhead handle. No. They couldn’t be there for this. It was going to be bloody and fast and if one of these assholes took a shot at them… 
 
    He slammed on the brakes, the car snapping to a stop. The other car went up on the curb, around him, and then off again, stopping ten yards in front of him. He was out in a flash, head pounding, the rage choking out everything around him but the two women as they piled out. 
 
    He opened his mouth, wanted to yell. To scream at them to go home, to let him finish this dark business once and for all. He always knew how this was going to end, ever since he got the call from Octavia. It was only ever going to be him or the people that killed Roger. 
 
    But this was Octavia and Kate, and their tears slammed into him harder than a bullet. He stopped, his fists unclenching as they walked towards him like they were moving in slow motion. He blinked and his ragged, exhausted voice said simply, “Move.” 
 
    “No,” Kate whispered. 
 
    “They need to die.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Octavia said, her voice quaking. “But not by you.” 
 
    “Roger saved me,” he said. 
 
    “Yes,” Octavia said. She opened her arms to him, and wrapped them around him. 
 
    He broke. His body went weightless, and he nearly fell, nearly brought them both down. But then Kate was there, propping them both up, her head resting against his chest, pulling them both tight to her. 
 
    “Goddamn it,” he whispered. 
 
    Kate looked up at him, eyes gleaming. “Do you love me?” 
 
    He swallowed, and whispered, “Yes.” 
 
    “Do you love her?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Octavia stared up at him. “Then don’t do this. Please. Come home.” 
 
    “We love you,” Kate whispered. “Can that be enough?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It could. 
 
    Kate drove the minister’s car and they trailed her, his hand on Octavia’s the whole way. The minister was walking down the cemetery’s lanes, and asked simply if everything was okay. They assured him it was, and he took the keys with a smile before continuing on with his walk. 
 
    They moved across the nation together. Kate had nothing keeping her in the city back home, and Octavia wanted to be free of the memories of Roger. It wasn’t quite the isolated life Calder dreamed about with the two women, but they were together, first the three of them, and then four more, eventually. Their daughters kept Calder awake at night worrying. Their son, they raised to a quiet, courteous, and kindhearted young man, surprising all of them. 
 
    The demons in their pasts did not chase them. The three healed. They loved.  
 
    And that was enough. So much more than enough. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
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    Strings 
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