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    “This is… nice?” 
 
    Demi made the statement seem more like a question, and Amber felt bad for her best friend. This had all been Demi’s idea and she even paid for the getaway weekend at the cabin, including gas. If this place sucked, she was out a lot of money and time. 
 
    “It looks great to me!” Amber said enthusiastically. She kicked the snow from her slipper boots, and twirled around inside, taking it all in. The cabin was spacious, that was certain, but the place stank of mildew and some kind of wood rot she vaguely remembered from days spent at her grandma’s house in Montana. “Look, babe, the furniture is gorgeous.” 
 
    And it was. Rustic chairs and tables had been handcrafted from some sort of darkly lacquered wood. It was one of the few highlights of the cabin. Amber approached the couch, meaning to kick back and make a point, but a dark patch on the fabric wasn’t just a trick of the light, as she thought, and moments later she felt the drip coming from the ceiling. She glanced up, and Demi groaned. 
 
    “Don’t tell me there’s a leak.” 
 
    “If we move the couch and put a bucket here… I don’t know, it might work.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe,” Demi said doubtfully. 
 
    The cabin had one single bedroom advertised as having a king-sized bed, but the bedspread reeked of even more mildew, the result of another drippy ceiling. 
 
    Demi took Amber’s arm. “Hon, I’m so sorry. But I’m making an executive decision before the weather gets too bad to travel. We aren’t staying here.” 
 
    Amber hugged her tight, feeling more than seeing her friend fight off her tears. “I’m sorry. Think you can get a refund?” 
 
    “We’ll take pictures, and if they try to say no, I’m going to make sure no one stays here ever again.” 
 
    “Burn it to the ground?” Amber asked. 
 
    Demi jutted out her bottom lip and thought about that. “You know, I was going to go for a bad review, but hey… arson sounds fun.” 
 
    They took about twenty-five pics, mostly of the furniture and of the ceilings, with a few of the dust on the counters and the cluttered driveway for good measure. By that point, the skies really let loose with the flakes. Ever since the duo hit the narrow dirt road that brought them up to the mountainside cabin an hour or so ago, the sky was threatening a storm, but they thought they could wait it out at the cabin in comfort, with hot cocoa and a roaring fire. Now they had to risk getting home in what was being called one of the biggest snowstorms to hit the New Bainbridge area and its rural surroundings in decades. 
 
    They trundled back out to the SUV. Even just that short time out in the snow left them coated in the white stuff. When they got in, Demi hit the steering wheel before she pulled out. “Damn it, Amber, I’ll say it again. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You’re sorry? No, hon, I’m sorry. I know you paid a fortune for this.” 
 
    “It’s not the money. Fuck the money. Getting to bomb around with you in the mountains is worth that. I’m mad because I promised you a nice vacation, and here we are, about to huddle over the steering wheel like a couple of New Jersey grandmothers.” 
 
    Amber laughed at that. “Hey. Tell you what. We get back to the city, I know this great hotel on the north side. I mean, sure, we’ll be twenty minutes from home, but it’ll be nice. Room service, a spa, room service, hot tubs, room service…” 
 
    “Yeah, but does it have room service?” Demi asked, starting down the short half-mile road or driveway or whatever it was to the tiny road leading them back out of the mountains. 
 
    “I hear it does. Let me check. Yep. It has room service.” 
 
    “Sounds great.” Demi jabbed a finger into her friend’s midsection. “But no work.” 
 
    “What? Me?” 
 
    Demi snorted. The whole point of the trip was to get Amber away from the hospital where she worked as a general practitioner. Saying she worked excessively wasn’t quite big enough. Short-staffed, the hospital often relied on Amber to work brutally long shifts followed by on-call hours where she could be brought in at any time for emergencies. If she got more than four hours of sleep a night, she was lucky. Eight, and she began to suspect she’d died and gone to heaven. 
 
    That all might change. Amber wasn’t sure yet, and it was why she’d been so eager to say yes to Demi’s plan. She needed time away from work and her home life to think clearly about her next move. And Demi was just plain good medicine in that regard. 
 
    Her friend had always been Amber’s rock since they met one day when Demi came in for a checkup. The two talked about kayaking and canoeing, and Demi invited Amber out. She’d been having such a bad time of it – a boyfriend had just broken up with her over her long hours, a beloved uncle passed, and as laughable as it sounded to anyone else, her shoes’ soles had been ground down to the point where her feet ached constantly that day. All of it led to Amber giving Demi a hug, unexpected by either woman. They made tentative plans to go canoeing that weekend with some of Demi’s friends and family, and Amber couldn’t remember the last time she’d been that excited for something. Unfortunately, her schedule blew up – of course it did – but in came Demi, wearing her cute butt hugging shorts and a loose tank, carrying not just lunch for her friend, but a nice pair of shoes with good arch support. They tossed out Amber’s old ones together, and Demi hummed the funeral dirge. 
 
    Ever since, in Amber’s off-time, they were inseparable. 
 
    The first few miles back home to New Bainbridge were manageable. Their tracks were still visible despite the heavy fall of snow, and they kept up a pleasantly dull conversation about vacations they might take next year. They were talking about Mardi Gras maybe when the SUV did its first slide. 
 
    “Shit,” Demi muttered, righting the front end. They slowed so she could put it in four-wheel drive, and Amber patted her hand. 
 
    The conversation began to taper off from there. True to Demi’s prediction, they leaned forward to see their tracks now. Pinching the road on either side was a huge forest of pine trees. There had been no cell service since they entered the mountains, and they wouldn’t get it back for another forty-five minutes, at least. But most troubling were the ditches on the sides of the road leading down to the trees. If the snowfall got bad enough – and it seemed to be heading that way – the ditches would be barely visible, and if Demi’s SUV slipped again, they could easily fall into the short narrow drop. That in itself wouldn’t be the end of the world, but there were so few houses up in that area. If they had to walk, it could be hours before they saw another person. 
 
    “Maybe we should go back to the cabin, wait this out,” Amber said quietly, watching the snow burst from the limbs of a tree and fall in a cloud below. 
 
    “Don’t know if I can find a spot to turn around,” Demi admitted. “And besides, it’s going to get worse up there. We might be stuck for a couple days. Maybe longer.” 
 
    Amber nodded silently. 
 
    At a snail’s pace, they kept on, but the snow became a wall now, and they could barely see beyond the trees at the sides of the road. Despite the heater going full-blast, Amber shivered at the sight outside. If they were comfortable in a cabin, this would have been gorgeous and relaxing. But now, having to drive through it, it worried her. No. Bigger than worried. It scared her. 
 
    The SUV slipped again, despite being in four-wheel drive. Demi gripped the steering wheel tighter. “Okay. Now I’m freaking out a bit.” 
 
    Amber nodded, swallowing. 
 
    The front tires dipped, and they both yelped, thinking they were going off the road. Demi, a great driver, didn’t overcorrect and nudged the SUV back in the right direction, but a few minutes later, she nearly slid off to the left this time. They slowed to just a few miles an hour and could have comfortably walked faster. But something glinted ahead of them, barely cutting through the snow before it disappeared. 
 
    “There!” Amber said, straining to look. “Was that a car?” 
 
    “Maybe?” Demi asked. They saw it again. Too distant to be on the road. “Porchlight, maybe. Keep an eye out for a turnoff. We have to stop and ask them to let us stay until this calms down. I’ve got pepper spray in the glove box. Get it out.” 
 
    Amber nodded, and a few agonizingly slow minutes later, they found what seemed like a turnoff. Amber got out and checked, and sure enough, it appeared to lead up to the house in the distance. She hopped back in, and they cruised up there slowly. 
 
    It was a nice A-frame cabin, much bigger than the one they’d rented. An SUV sat in the driveway covered in about half a foot of snow. The light they’d confused for the porch was actually coming from a snowcat with a plow in front. The owner, wrapped in a huge parka and a ski mask, stepped out, holding his hand over his eyes until Demi shut off her lights. They stepped out of the SUV, the pepper spray in one of Demi’s coat pockets. 
 
    “You all right?” the stranger shouted over the noise of the snowcat’s motor. He reached in with one hand, and Amber tensed. For a moment she thought he might bring out a gun or something, but no, he was just shutting off the motor. 
 
    Demi shoved her hands deep into her coat pockets and stepped closer. “We rented a cabin up the way. Got there ahead of the storm, but it was unlivable. Roof was leaking. We’re looking to park somewhere while the storm blows over.” 
 
    The man pulled the ski mask up, revealing a hard-angled face with a tight buzzcut. He was clean-shaven, but with his craggy features, he looked like he could have been an MMA fighter, and Amber reached forward for her friend’s arm. “Demi…” 
 
    The man raised his hands, palms out. “Come on inside, get warmed up. We’ll talk.” 
 
    “Is there anyone else here?” Amber asked doubtfully. 
 
    He shook his head. “Unless you count the deer. Got a family of them that likes to nest out back.” 
 
    Demi glanced back at her friend, and when she turned back, she held up the can of pepper spray. “We’ve got this.” 
 
    The man nodded. “Wouldn’t expect you to travel up here without some kind of protection. Storm is supposed to get worse, not better. Now I can’t convince you I’m not a threat to you. But I can promise you this. That storm is. Nearest place with people’s likely going to be the Huntingtons, down about ten miles. I can give you directions if you feel more comfortable, but this place is bigger than what I need and I’ve got enough wood, gas, and supplies to last us for three months of weather like this.” 
 
    The man was well-spoken, and his voice carried well. Cultured. But it was the bark that convinced Amber. At the big picture windows, leaning over the edge of a couch, was a big fuzzy dog, maybe part Lab, maybe retriever. Whatever it was, it stared at them with barely contained joy, its tail whipping. 
 
    “Booger, get down!” the man said, rubbing his jaw. 
 
    No man with a dog named Booger had ever likely been much of a threat, and finally Amber nodded. “I’m Amber,” she said. Demi added her name, stepping a touch closer to Amber. 
 
    The man offered them a gloved hand. “Harrison.” They shook, and he gestured around the side of the building. “There’s a garage off to the side. Bring your SUV around and we’ll park it there.” 
 
    Demi nodded, and they hopped back in to follow the man. Even just feet ahead of them, he was barely visible, and Amber realized even if he was dangerous, they made the only choice they could. 
 
    “He’s tasty,” Demi said. 
 
    “Demi!” 
 
    “What? Maybe he’s got a beer gut under those clothes or something, but damn, I wouldn’t mind locking my legs around that face.” 
 
    “Oh good God.” 
 
    Her friend shrugged and grinned. Finally, Amber grinned too. He really was kind of handsome. 
 
    * * * 
 
    In a mudroom, they took off their boots and coats. Harrison tossed his jacket on a hook, and started on his snow pants. When he bent over to pull them off the last couple feet, he thought he saw Amber, the shorter one, blush. 
 
    She was stunning. Her doe eyes were emphasized nicely by thick, dark lashes. Her heart shaped face was framed by long, flowing auburn hair so light it almost seemed reddish. With her coat off, he could finally see the nice curves of her body in a form-hugging sweater and jeans. Not voluptuous like her friend, but sexy and just right for her frame. 
 
    The other one, Demi, was more of a traditional bombshell. Dark brown hair, smoldering, sexy eyes, and dimples when she smiled. Every movement brought to mind one word – bouncy. He grinned inwardly, feeling a bit foolish about that, but it was the truth. 
 
    Booger chuffed at the door, and when Harrison opened it, the great big dope ran straight for the women, rubbing against their legs and barking joyously. Harrison couldn’t blame him, really. Apart from the occasional trips into the small town at the base of the mountain, Booger didn’t see anyone but Harrison these days. 
 
    “He’s sweet,” Amber said, and knelt down to rub the needy dog’s ears. He licked her twice before settling down to get some loving, his eyes rolling up like he’d never been pet before. Demi knelt too, and he whipped around, his tail whapping Amber’s knee. Dog heaven. 
 
    “I’ll show you where you can put your bags,” Harrison said. 
 
    The mudroom led into the big living room, the main draw of the cabin. Big picture windows at the front of the house looked down over the lane and the forest, and shorter but no less impressive windows at the back of the house looked out over a monstrosity of a patio complete with a big barbeque and a hot tub. A fire crackled in the stone fireplace, and since Harrison liked a lot of light, almost all the bulbs on the retro-styled chandeliers glowed merrily. The furniture was less rustic and more comfortable, with deep leather plushness that gave off a siren song to nappers everywhere. Demi and Amber followed Harrison through the living room to a pair of extra bedrooms across from the office and the guest bathroom. Booger trailed along, his nails clicking on the hardwood floors where there weren’t rugs. 
 
    “These are yours,” Harrison said. “I’m in the master suite on the other end. Oh, just in case I should probably tell you this. I don’t think it’ll get cold enough, but if it drops to subzero temperatures, the owners told me to run a trickle of water in the bathrooms overnight to keep the pipes from freezing.” 
 
    “Are you vacationing up here too?” Demi asked him, setting her suitcase against a very comfortable-looking bed stacked with a thick comforter and a heavy quilt that looked to be handcrafted. 
 
    “Kind of. Friends own this place. I’m up here until the spring or summer, taking a creative sabbatical.” 
 
    “A creative sabbatical?” Amber asked. 
 
    Harrison didn’t owe them an explanation and didn’t offer one. Thoughts of Ginny flashed through his mind unbidden, as they always did when someone asked why he was up here. Ginny and the baby. The lack of an answer hung between the three of them, and Amber glanced aside at Demi, clearly looking for a lifeline. 
 
    “Something smells good,” Demi said. 
 
    Much safer territory. “Stew. Should be ready in an hour or so. Otherwise, kitchen’s stocked. Help yourselves.” 
 
    “Oh, we have some alcohol in the SUV,” Demi said. “You don’t mind if we bring it in, do you?” 
 
    Harrison shook his head. “Just clean up after yourselves. If you’re going to smoke, smoke outside.” 
 
    “Neither of us do,” Amber said, and Demi nodded. 
 
    “Okay then. We’re good,” he said. 
 
    They headed back out to the SUV to grab the alcohol and whatever else they left out there, and Harrison headed to the office, unsure what else to do with himself except go back to work. Not that it mattered much. Apart from a few token brushstrokes he’d made that afternoon, the canvas in front of him stayed stubbornly empty of life and color. 
 
    The friends came back into the living room, and Booger barked as happily as if they’d left him for hours. Harrison smiled faintly. Goofy dog. Its real name was supposed to be Silas, but he’d started calling it Booger when he caught the dog resting happily sated near the remains of a bag of dog food. The nickname stuck, and now it was all he’d respond to. That, and “chicken.” Or “peanut butter.” Or “carrots,” which could get him to come sprinting from a half mile away. Or any kind of food, really. 
 
    “Mr. Harrison?” Amber called out warily. Smart woman, not trusting him. He kept his head buzzed close out of convenience and because it saved him money on haircuts. Not that he needed to, but it was just as easy for him to run his clippers over his head now and then and trim up the sides with a razor than to head back to town and get someone else to do it. 
 
    On top of that, Harrison knew he had a mean face. It was born of teenage years without a lot of laughter and joy, save for what a pen or a charcoal pencil could bring him. His art was good enough to get him admitted to a private school where he was the poorest kid around and the biggest outcast. It was misery for a long time. Two friends had changed that close to his senior year – the owners of that very cabin, in fact – but not until Harrison came into his resting dick face, as Ginny used to call it. 
 
    “In the office!” he called back. 
 
    “Uh, which way is that?” Demi asked. 
 
    Harrison got up and poked his head out. “Across the hall from your rooms.” 
 
    They came back that way, and it didn’t fail his notice that Amber peeked into her room to make sure nothing looked disturbed. “I didn’t search for your panties or anything, if that’s what you’re wondering,” Harrison said. 
 
    Amber blushed, but kept his gaze. “Okay.” 
 
    Demi elbowed her friend, and held out the box for him to look through. “We weren’t sure what we were going to feel like, so we kind of brought everything. Spot anything you want, I think you’re entitled to the full Demi bartender experience this weekend, so long as it doesn’t involve more than three ingredients.” 
 
    He grinned as he looked into the box. “Good taste. If you’re offering, I’d take a bourbon and lemonade.” 
 
    “My man,” Demi said, fluttering her eyelashes theatrically. “Be right back. You have ice, right?” 
 
    “And indoor plumbing.” 
 
    She stuck her tongue out at him. Harrison couldn’t help imagining it swirling around the head of his cock, and he hardened like a sprinter off the blocks. Christ, but he’d been up here a long time. Without a woman even longer than that. It also didn’t escape his notice the way Demi put a little extra wiggle in her step as she walked away. 
 
    Hm. 
 
    Amber studied the canvases leaning against the wall. All of them were blank save the one on the easel and it may as well be. The one painting he managed to finish up here was taken to a gallery in New Bainbridge where it still sat, waiting for a buyer. 
 
    “What do you paint?” she asked. 
 
    He saw no harm in telling her the truth. “A little bit of everything these days. Mostly I used to be a cartoonist, not a painter. I worked for a men’s magazine for a while until it closed down a while back.” 
 
    “Oh. Anything I would have heard of?” 
 
    He told her, and Ambler blinked. Those long lashes he could just see closed as she arched her back, crying out in pleasure. Jesus Christ, he told himself. Calm down. 
 
    “No kidding?” Amber asked. He expected judgment or scorn, as a lot of women tended towards when they heard, but she seemed impressed. “That’s pretty cool. I’ve seen some of the art from the nineties, but I’m guessing you’re probably a little too young to have done that?” 
 
    He smiled at her. “Yeah. A touch.” 
 
    “I’ll have to look your work up sometime. So what are you working on nowadays?” 
 
    “Well, not much at the moment,” he said. “Hit a bit of a slump. For a while, I did a series of, ah, provocative pieces.” 
 
    Amber settled onto a wooden chair and folded her hands in front of her. “What do you mean?” 
 
    Harrison turned back to the canvas, and picked up his condiment box full of the paints he most commonly used. Instead of palettes, he’d always preferred glass or ceramic to hold his oil paints. After a good showing at an art gallery early in his career, he paid a woodworker to help him devise an easel with a built-in rising and lowering arm with a dozen slots for shot glasses. Those he filled with his paints when he worked, and now he poured a dollop of black into its shot glass. 
 
    Quickly, he began scribbling out some faint details. Starting with a pair of slightly mismatched ovals, he worked quickly to a few swoops for a nose. “Well, I painted women of all walks of life in various poses of pleasure or having some fun, sexually. Everything from a nervous but excited college-aged woman to a sassy old woman giving the bird while she was, ah, enjoying herself with a man I thought of as being about thirty years younger than she was.” 
 
    Amber’s laugh was unexpected, delicate, and gone all too fast. “My kind of woman.” 
 
    He grunted agreement and started fleshing out the outline of the face before him. He had picked a big, heavy brush and used much of the canvas for the generalities. “It was fun. But that was a couple years ago, and ever since, I’ve been flip-flopping on what to work on next. Thought I’d do a couple landscapes, try to vary things up.” 
 
    Noting the empty canvases, Amber asked, “Not going so great?” 
 
    “Not really, no. I finished one, but no word on a buyer yet. I’ve been thinking I need to shift course to something different. What that is, I’m not sure.” 
 
    From the doorway came Demi’s breathy voice. “Oh my gosh, that looks just like you, babe.” She came in, holding two cocktails in hand and passed one to Amber almost absently as she took in the painting. 
 
    “What?” Amber asked in disbelief. Then she looked closer and gasped. “Oh wow.” 
 
    “You did this just now? That’s insane. Holy cow. You gotta do me next.” 
 
    Harrison turned and gave Demi a grin and a raised eyebrow. Amber even caught the mood and elbowed her friend. Demi glanced between them, frowning, and then got it. “Oh, shut up, you jerks.” 
 
    But judging from the blush on her face, she was intrigued. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Amber seemed more relaxed, and that pulled Demi out of the embarrassment and guilt she’d been feeling about friendnapping her bestie from the city to that crappy cabin. Her friend needed this so much. Ever since Amber told her about a nightmarish ER patient, Demi made it her mission to get her out of New Bainbridge and away for a nice vacation. 
 
    She wished she could talk Amber into a trip to Mexico or maybe on a cruise with her someday. Sure, they’d talked about Mardi Gras, but there was no real chance Amber was going to go. It was a small miracle just getting her to agree to this weekend. Her friend was facing some serious burnout, both physically and spiritually, and she so badly needed to recharge her batteries. But more importantly, Demi thought, Amber needed to quit that stupid hospital and go somewhere where her hours wouldn’t be so brutal and her bosses so inept at making sure other doctors stayed on. Amber deserved the world, but this was the best Demi could do and she was pleased to see her best friend finally get a chance to relax. 
 
    And Harrison. Mmm, but he really was tasty. After he finished Amber’s cartoonish portrait, he set it aside to dry and did one for Demi. It was spooky how good he was at extrapolating so many little details of their personalities having only known them a few minutes. He caught Amber’s bedroom eyes and Demi’s coquettish smile perfectly. It was amazing. 
 
    After that, he checked on the stew. It was heavy on the spices, and made Demi’s stomach growl. They’d eaten nothing since early that morning, and the cocktails were getting to her. As she always did in the early stages of a good buzz, she got hyper, and raced around the house, checking out every nook she’d missed. 
 
    “Oh my God, babe, there’s a hot tub,” she gleefully told Amber, pulling her away from the books she was studying on a shelf. Amber let herself get yanked along, laughing helplessly as they stepped out onto a spacious back deck overlooking a small clearing of trees. The hot tub was built into the deck, covered but ready for use. 
 
    “We didn’t bring suits,” Amber told her. 
 
    “So we sneak out late tonight,” Demi said. “Mm. Me getting to see that smoking hot bod naked and all wet and steamy. Yum yum.” 
 
    Amber blushed, as she always did with Demi’s playfulness. They’d never actually really gotten into it, but there had been a few times when Demi was bored and wanted to do more than tease. She feared little and held nothing back, so when they were out dancing one night, she fully copped a feel of her best friend’s perky breasts, kissing and moaning into Amber’s ear. Another time, when they were waiting for an excruciatingly long time in a fast food drive through, Amber kept shifting, and finally admitted she was wearing some uncomfortable lingerie underneath and could quite get it untwisted. 
 
    Demi, intrigued, said, “Sit up.” Confused, Amber obliged, and Demi reached under her skirt brushing her friend’s slit several times before she pulled the offending underwear down to Amber’s knees. “There,” she said brightly, and licked her finger. “Better?” 
 
    Amber had gaped at her, then finally shook her head. “Much.” 
 
    But that was all mostly teasing. Demi really did want to get Amber good and naked. She’d caught glimpses here and there – Amber wasn’t shy about changing out of her scrubs in front of her, but that was usually under the least sexy circumstances possible. A hot tub, though? That screamed sexy good times. Demi wanted a full-on look at every inch of her friend. 
 
    To her surprise, Amber blushed and said, “Um. All right. That’d be… fun.” 
 
    “Wait, you’re serious? You and me doing a little skinny dipping later?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” Amber shrugged. “I need to relax and let go. You’ve always been my Sherpa of having fun. So why not?” 
 
    Demi gaped at her. “Shit, I’m kind of tempted to rip off your clothes right now. But… oh man, stew.” 
 
    “Stew,” Amber agreed. 
 
     “What about Harrison?” 
 
    “I think he’d like some stew too. He made it, after all.” 
 
    Demi bopped her friend on the forehead with her knuckles gently. “I mean, skinny dipping? With a stranger around?” 
 
    Amber smiled. “We’ve got towels.” 
 
    “Oooh, you like him, don’t you?” 
 
    “What? Shut up.” 
 
    “Oh, you do, you do. Bad boy artist type. Mm hm. I can see that.” Demi winked. 
 
    “And what about you, Miss Girlish Giggles?” 
 
    Demi pretended fake indignation. “I would never!” 
 
    “You would. And did.” Amber stepped in close and hugged her friend before giving her a gentle peck on the cheek. “Hey. Thanks.” 
 
    Demi cocked her head, heart fluttering. “No. Thank you. I know it’s been hard. I hope this… well, it won’t make it better. But maybe it’ll help you heal. I don’t know.” 
 
    Amber smiled tightly. “It will. Especially with more rum.” 
 
    “Rum does tend to solve everything, doesn’t it?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They ate around the fireplace, pulling up chairs close to ward off the chill that had settled in. “There’s gas heat,” Harrison explained, “but so long as the temperatures aren’t dipping too low, we’ll stick to the fireplace for now.” 
 
    The stew was as good as it smelled, especially with a small loaf of crusty bread split three ways. Four, if you counted Booger, and since he snuck a big bite out of Harrison’s hand, they most certainly did. 
 
    “I’m just saying,” Demi said, waving a fresh cocktail in his direction, “it’s a bit suspicious your hand was so low towards the ground and you were holding it with two fingers.” 
 
    “Like a pincer,” Amber added, nodding. 
 
    “This is all crazy talk,” Harrison said. “He’s evil incarnate.” 
 
    Evil incarnate chose that moment to flop side to side until he managed to tilt onto his back, his paws kicking at the air. Amber slid off her chair and knelt to rub his belly. “Poor thing. So abused.” 
 
    Harrison stood up to collect their bowls. “So. Tell me about yourselves. What do you do for work?” 
 
    Demi made a thumb at Amber. “Doctor.” The thumb pointed at her own chin. “Teller at a credit union.” 
 
    “From New Bainbridge?” he asked as he headed towards the kitchen. 
 
    “Born and raised, both of us. How about you?” Demi called after him. He loaded the dishwasher, thumped it shut, and started it before coming back and answering. 
 
    “No, East Coast boy. I was, anyways. But all artists make their way here eventually, right?” 
 
    “It’s a great city,” Amber said. “Went to school in California and all I could think about was getting back here.” 
 
    “I’ll bet,” he said agreeably. “Food’s spectacular. Reminds me a lot of New York. Just with space to breathe.” 
 
    “Never been,” Demi said, and Amber nodded too. 
 
    “It’s great and terrible,” he said, shrugging. “Probably get shot for saying anything other than it’s the greatest city in the world, but it’s a city. Ups and downs.” 
 
    A comfortable silence fell for a while, and then Demi stood up. She headed towards a stereo setup with a docked music player, and browsed through the songs. “Wow, good taste,” she said. “Yours?” 
 
    “No. Willow’s. The owner.” 
 
    “Your, uh, significant other?” Demi asked. 
 
    “Boy, just throwing that one out there,” Amber said. Demi gave her a raspberry in return. 
 
    Harrison smiled faintly. “No. A friend. She and her brother.” 
 
    “What do they do?” Demi asked. Still browsing the music, she didn’t see the way he tightened up or puckered his lips. 
 
    “Maybe that’s not a question we should ask,” Amber said quietly. 
 
    “No, it’s all right. They’re executives. Do pretty well for themselves.” 
 
    “I’d say.” Demi picked out a song, a light, upbeat pop tune from an obscure indie group, and set it to randomize after that. Music flowed through the room from unseen soundbars and speakers, and the dark-haired stunner made her way back. “So do you? Have a significant other?” 
 
    Harrison cleared his throat. “No. You two?” 
 
    “Just Foxy here,” Demi said, nudging Amber with her foot. 
 
    “Oh, you two are…” 
 
    Amber chuckled. “No. But she’s not far off. About the only one I ever see is her, socially.” 
 
    “Because I’m more than enough for you, bay-bay,” Demi said. She plopped down on Amber’s lap and gave her a wet, sloppy kiss on the cheek. Amber blushed furiously, and Harrison’s eyes widened. 
 
    “You’ve got me beat,” Harrison admitted. “About the most social I get right now is when I head down the mountain to grab groceries.” 
 
    “Aw,” Demi said, wrapping an arm around Amber and making herself more comfortable. To her shock and surprise, Amber shifted a hand so it rested very close to Demi’s sex and started rubbing her hip in small circles. “A guy like you should be snatched up by now.” 
 
    His eyes shifted away to the fire, and he said quietly, “Nah. Me and my paintings. That’s all the wife I need.” 
 
    “Hey, a paintbrush, some imagination,” Amber said, reaching down to goose Demi’s ass while he wasn’t looking, “it’s better than the real thing. At least you’ve got Booger.” 
 
    The dog heard his name and jerked his head up, his tongue lolling out in a pre-emptive treat strike. When he realized nothing edible was coming his way, he settled his snout onto his paws and closed his eyes again, out just like that. 
 
    Amber nearly yelped when Demi pinched her breast. Sensing something, Harrison turned back, but Demi’s hand was already dropping to Amber’s thigh, tapping out a beat to the song. 
 
    “He is great company,” Harrison agreed. 
 
    He excused himself not long after to sweep off the porch and make one last run on the driveway leading to the house with the snowcat. When he left, Booger hopped up on the couch near the pair and rested his head on the arm, staring at them adoringly. 
 
    “He’s into you,” Demi said. 
 
    “I mean, he’s a cute dog, but…” 
 
    Demi twisted until she was nearly face-to-face with Amber. “No. I’m serious. Harrison. He’s into you.” 
 
    “I think he’s gotten an eyeful of you too now and then.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said, shrugging. “But… Amber…” 
 
    Amber became aware of the swell of Demi’s breast pressing against her shoulder, at how close they really were. “Demi…” 
 
    Demi parted her lips, and whispered, “I don’t want to fight you for him. Or…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s… never mind.” 
 
    Demi started to pull away, but Amber grabbed her around the waist and pulled her back gently but firmly. One of her hands fell to Demi’s ass. “Tell me,” Amber said. 
 
    Demi sucked in a breath. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Her best friend’s lips closed on hers, so soft, so wonderful. She shivered on Amber’s lap, and her arm tightened around her friend, drawing her tighter still. When she finally broke away, Demi stared into Amber’s eyes. “I don’t want to fight him for you.” 
 
    Amber ran her fingers through Demi’s hair, and asked, “Then we’ll have fun. The two of us. And with Harrison. No jealousy this weekend?” 
 
    “Or ever.” 
 
    “Or ever,” Amber agreed, lost in a pleasant haze. 
 
    “We have… fun,” Demi repeated. 
 
    “Fun.” 
 
    Demi kissed her again, and spun so she was kneeling over Amber. They did little else for a while, listening to the fire crackle and the snowcat’s motor running outside. For a while, there was nothing but the sensations of their lips and their breath. If they touched, if they did anything else, neither could remember. It was good, and sweet, and for a while, it made all their worries go away. 
 
    Finally, though, her eyes twinkling, Demi said, “Come on. Hot tub time.” 
 
    “But Harrison’s still awake.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Harrison came back in when he stowed away his outerwear again. Booger was asleep on the couch, his head tucked between his paws and great big snores rolling out of him. The two guests were nowhere to be seen, and at first, Harrison thought they’d gone to bed. It was still early yet, though, despite the darkness of the night. 
 
    Oh well. Another drink, and maybe he’d grab his easel and paint in the living room so he didn’t creep them out if they got up in the middle of the night. It seemed like Amber was warming to him. That was good. He didn’t want to spent the whole weekend with her walking around like a cat about to jump at any moment. 
 
    He settled on a cherry bourbon and just finished mixing it with his finger when he heard the laughter. It wasn’t inside, but out on the deck. Oh, right, the hot tub. He grinned and wondered if it would be weird to head out there. 
 
    “Why not ask, dumbass?” he muttered to himself, and gulped down half the drink before refilling it. Heading for the back door, he finally noticed what he was probably supposed to see. 
 
    Clothes. A mountain of them. Right next to the patio door. 
 
    And on top of those clothes? Underwear. He figured the pink thong as belonging to Demi. She seemed like the more adventurous type, and the black bikini briefs seemed more Amber’s style. His cock roused itself again, and this time, he didn’t will it to go down. 
 
    When Harrison slid the patio door open and poked his head out, he didn’t know quite what he was going to say until he saw them in the tub together. Amber was up on one knee next to her friend as Demi cupped her glistening breast, offering up a nipple to her friend’s mouth. Steam rose up in plumes around them as Amber glanced over her shoulder, those sexy eyes pulling him in. 
 
    “Get you a refill?” he asked, already stepping out and going for his shirt. It was cold enough to snow, but the temperatures weren’t supposed to dip below twenty, making for a pretty reasonable night to take a dip. 
 
    “I think we’ve got everything we need, except you,” Demi said, and patted the head of the spot next to her. “Come on in. We were just… enjoying ourselves.” 
 
    He slipped his shirt up and over his head. “Oooh, very nice,” Amber said, gawking at his muscles. Before the cabin, Harrison was a regular at a gym and a power lifter enthusiast. Over his stay, he’d slimmed down some, but the bedroom across from the master suite had been converted into a gym, complete with thin floor mats, kettlebells, and a cross-country ski machine. Combined with his regular miles-long hikes every morning, and his was a body he was proud of. 
 
    She turned her attention back to Demi, tossing back her wet hair and teasing the flesh around Demi’s nipple with her long, pink tongue. Demi moaned and squeezed Amber’s tight, bubbly ass barely peeking out of the water. So slick and inviting. Every fiber in Harrison’s being roared to life seeing that spectacular ass. He knew what he wanted before he even had his pants off, and he wouldn’t be denied. 
 
    As he kicked off his shoes, he told Demi, “Sit on the edge.” 
 
    She rose up and Amber chased her, that mouth staying next to her nipple. Out of the water, Demi’s cunt would be easier to play with and wouldn’t get so dry. Amber’s hand slid down to it, parting her folds for Harrison. She thought he wanted to fuck Demi or finger her first, but it wasn’t Demi he wanted. That ass, that fantastic fucking ass, was now out of the water and Harrison dropped in, his hands going for Amber’s waist. He angled her so her butt was even higher, and her face lowered to Demi’s cunt. 
 
    “Amber,” Demi whimpered as her friend neared her waiting pussy. “Oh Amber, baby, I’ve wanted this for so long.” 
 
    Harrison slid a finger along Amber’s pink core, teasing her as he watched her kiss her friend’s parted thighs. Demi ran her fingers through her own hair, arching her back and thrusting out her nipples. Her fingers dropped to them and played as Harrison’s fingers prepared Amber. When he thought she was ready, his cock slid against her slit and she stiffened. Her slick folds called for him and he needed this so fucking much. He buried himself in Amber in one go, and she gasped into her best friend’s slit. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Amber wailed. “He’s big, Demi, he’s so big!” 
 
    “Lick her pussy,” he commanded. “Eat Demi out until she’s screaming.” 
 
    Harrison pulled back and slammed into Amber again, spreading her wide and shoving her face into Demi’s pussy. A wordless gasp escaped Amber, and she gripped the edge of the hot tub to keep her balance as her tongue flicked out to taste Demi’s thick pink folds. 
 
    Amber stared up at her friend as her pussy was stretched wide by this near total stranger. Every thrust of his cock made her ass ripple and bounce, and she loved it. She’d never been so basely used this fast before. It wasn’t zero to sixty in nothing flat. It was zero to fucking light speed. Harrison fucked her almost like he was pissed, and it was so goddamn hot. 
 
    And Demi. Her best friend. The one she’d never expected to hook up with, and now here she was, minutes after they found out they wanted each other on this trip, her tongue buried in Demi’s sweet cunt. Demi watched them both with shocked, wide eyes, her cheeks brilliant red and her chest heaving. She cupped one of her breasts and rolled the nipple through her fingers, giving Harrison something of a show. In return, he let go of Amber’s waist and grabbed her hands. He pulled them until they were straight back beside his hips as he continued spearing Amber’s cunt over and over again, hard thrusts that left her wailing her pleasure fast and soon. 
 
    Demi had never, ever seen a woman rush so close to the edge before, but Amber’s eyes widened. She began rocking back to meet Harrisons’ thrusts, her ass jiggling even harder now, and her tonguing stopped while she started to gasp and moan harder. 
 
    “Fuck, oh fuck, Harrison, please, just like that, keep fucking meee.” 
 
    “You like being used like this?” he asked, pulling her arms. She nodded frantically. “Say it. Say how much you love this.” 
 
    “I love you fucking me. I love you using me. I love getting fucked with my face in my best friend’s cunt.” 
 
    The words shocked Demi. Amber was rarely vulgar, and had never said cunt around her. Now she was whipping it out there and the words sent heat up and down her spine. She dropped a hand to her pussy and rubbed her clit, hard. With him watching her, she raised the hand and slapped her hood and her clit, her ass jumping. 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me too, Harrison?” 
 
    He grunted, staring at her like he was pissed. 
 
    “Are you going to use me like her? Are you going to make me your cock slut just like her?” 
 
    “Cock slut!” Amber agreed fervently. As she realized what she said, she blushed even harder. 
 
    Demi spread her pussy lips wide and leaned back, playing with her clit. “What are you going to do to us, Harrison? Maybe fuck me while she’s riding my face? Get us both lined up just like her now and take turns? Hm?” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” he growled, emphasizing his words with slaps of his balls against Amber’s tight ass. “I’ll take whatever the hell I want. When I want.” 
 
    “Deeemi…” Amber gasped. “Oh fuck, oh… my…” Her eyes squeezed shut and her body trembled. Her hands squeezed into fists and she stopped bouncing, her whole body devoted to flying. When she came, she yelled it. “Coming!” 
 
    Her whole body rocked and quivered. If Harrison hadn’t been holding her arms, she would have collapsed. As it was, she stared down into the churning waters, the pleasure roaring through her, making her tingle from her head to her toes and all the way back to her pussy again. Her orgasm wasn’t even finished before he jerked out of her and twisted her around so she was seated in the water next to Demi, gasping for air. Demi didn’t have to be told anything. She spread her legs wide and he stood up on the seat in between them, grabbing her waist as he guided his slick, dripping cock to her folds. Without a word, he plunged into her just as hard as he had Amber, and leaned down to kiss her. It was sloppy and hungry and hard enough to make her gasp before his hands clenched her ass and he started fucking her hard and good. 
 
    And Jesus, but Amber had been right. He was huge, bigger than her favorite dildo at home. He was merciless and took what he wanted from her. If he gave a shit about her pleasure he gave no indication of it. It was simply a foregone conclusion to him she would come before he did. She played with her clit as he slammed back and forth, her legs coming around to cross behind his taut butt. Then he was dipping her backwards, almost dropping her into the snow behind her, his hips flexing and rocking with every thrust, his muscles tightening and releasing. The intensity in his eyes warmed her more than the fire had inside, and when his teeth found her neck, she screamed his name. 
 
    “Harrison! Right there! Oh fuck, keep doing that!” 
 
    Amber was on her feet again, dazed but knowing what she wanted. She leaned over Demi and sucked one of her tits into her mouth, teasing it with her teeth. She nipped as he did her neck, and Demi was off to the races, her body hurtling towards her own orgasm as the friend she wanted for so long and this incredibly hunky stranger used her. 
 
    Amber’s ass was out of the water and he squeezed it. He pulled away from Demi long enough to grab Amber by the hair and pull her to him. Her throat worked as his lips met hers in a fierce kiss too, their lips smacking against one another. 
 
    “So hot,” Demi whispered, her thighs trying to slap together. One of his hands slid under her ass and he dug his fingers in, squeezing the flesh as he broke away from Amber’s lips and plunged his mouth back down on Demi’s. His tongue slipped inside her mouth, hot, wet, demanding, and she parted her lips for him, gasping into his mouth as she started over the edge. 
 
    “Keep fucking me with that big fat dick,” she whispered. “I’m so close, Harrison, I’m so fucking close.” 
 
    “Come for me,” he growled into her mouth. “Let me feel that cunt spasm all over my cock.” 
 
    Amber kissed her breast again and drove her hand down to play with her own pussy. Demi rubbed her clit harder and harder, and her hips started bucking. “Oh shit, oh my God, oh shit, I’m coming!” 
 
    She was never so vocal as this, but Demi couldn’t hold it back. She wailed her pleasure, a sharp cry as the pleasure swallowed her up. She thrashed against the edge of the hot tub, the cool snow on her back barely registering as he began bucking his hips harder and harder into her cunt. The orgasm rushed through her and she didn’t hear his words at first, didn’t hear Harrison ordering them both on their knees on the seats. But Amber was there, pulling her down into the water so only their tits and faces were visible, and he was jerking his cock fast, its tip angry and red. His first streak hit Amber’s face, and they both closed their eyes as rope after rope of come hit their cheeks, their chins, their foreheads. Then he was done and crashing backwards onto his own chair. 
 
    “Clean each other up,” he said, still sounding angry. “Then get inside, shower up, and get on my bed.” 
 
    “More?” Amber asked, opening her eyes as Demi reached around her head to begin sucking up the come streaked all over her face. 
 
    He stared at her. “Oh yes.” 
 
    Amber turned her attention to Demi. They kissed first, and Demi whispered, “You’re okay with everything?” 
 
    “I’ve never been used like this,” Amber admitted. “It’s hot as hell. And I wanted to give up control this weekend so it’s kind of perfect.” 
 
    Demi nodded and grinned. “Good.” She kissed a glob of cum and sucked it up. Amber did the same, and they kept up the pattern until all the traces were gone. They shared a quick, deep kiss, sharing what was in their mouths. Demi turned to show Harrison she’d swallowed, and Amber followed suit, blushing. He jerked his head towards the door, and they went, laughing nervously as they grabbed up their towels and darted inside. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Demi gaped at Amber as her best friend started up the shower. “Who are you, she-devil?” 
 
    Amber laughed self-consciously as she ran a hand under the spray and tested the warmth. “What?” 
 
    “Dr. Amber, who I can barely convince to get out of the house on her days off, is now getting screwed preeeeetty hardcore in a hot tub, licking my hoo-ha like it’s cherry cobbler, and anxious for more?” 
 
    Amber’s smile faltered, and Demi kicked herself. “Is it… am I taking things too far?” 
 
    “No, oh, hey, I don’t mean it in a bad way.” Demi patted her friend’s bottom. And such a bottom it was, too, bubbly but tight. Her own butt was nice and juicy and she loved it, but Amber’s looked in desperate need of a tongue lashing. “I’m kind of in awe.” 
 
    They stepped into the shower together. There was plenty of room. It was a walk-in with two corner benches and showerheads with their own tablets built into the walls outside the shower. Both were set to a hard mist that felt strong enough to peel paint. As Amber spoke, Demi leaned back out and adjusted hers to a saner, softer pulse. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Amber said, turning slowly under the spray of the mist. “I don’t. Except that I promised you I’d let go this weekend and I really did mean it. Truth is, I kinda like following your lead. Harrison’s too. I just want to shut my brain down and enjoy myself.” 
 
    Demi soaped up a loofah, and ran it across her friend’s back. “Amber,” she finally said. “Maybe it’s unfair to bring this up, but I don’t want us to be just this weekend.” 
 
    Amber turned her head to glance over her shoulder. “Yeah?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t want to pressure you into a relationship. I think we both should have fun with whoever we like. At least, that’s what I want. But I don’t want to be the woman trying to figure out what I am to my best friend anymore. If that’s too much, after this weekend, I won’t ever hit on you again. Or flirt. Or whatever. But I had to get that out there or it was going to drive me crazy.” 
 
    Amber turned and ran her thumbs around the base of Demi’s breasts. She leaned in and kissed her friend gently and pulled back smiling. “I hope you will. Because I want us to keep having fun too after this. Friends with benefits. Best benefits. And if it becomes something more…” 
 
    Demi stared down at Amber’s hands. “So very much not how I expected this weekend to go. Should we go get us another hunk of Harrison?” 
 
    Amber’s eyes twinkled. “Absolutely.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was so strange, riding Demi’s face like they’d done this a thousand times. It wasn’t that she’d never been with a woman before. In college, Amber slept with a few friends, and later again at the hospital, when she was too keyed up to fall asleep in the spare room kept ready for docs to crash in when it was necessary. A fellow nurse was going through a bad breakup with her girlfriend and Amber asked if she wanted a quick, no-strings rebound. Those had all been fun experiences, and more than a few times, she thought about a real relationship with a woman. 
 
    Was that what she wanted from Demi? Her friend knew her schedule, knew most the life she led… but not entirely all of it. Oh certainly, Demi knew how a little bit about the emergency room patient that had set all this in motion, but she really didn’t know how soul-weary Amber was. And she certainly didn’t know how very close Amber was to probably losing her job entirely. 
 
    Enjoy the moment, her mind whispered to her. You have the rest of your life to think about this. 
 
    Demi was good at this. Amazing, really. She picked her spots almost tentatively whenever she dragged her mouth away from Amber’s pussy, but when she decided on what she was going to lick, suck, or flick next, she did it with a joyous enthusiasm. Her hands rested loosely on Amber’s ass. It seemed like Demi couldn’t get enough of her butt, and that made all the squats, lunges, lifts, and all the other crap Amber tortured herself with nightly worth it. 
 
    The sensations were so nice she almost forgot they were supposed to be sixty-nining. Her fingers idly massaged Demi’s pelvic muscles, not quite touching her gleaming pink pussy. Harrison had yet to rejoin them. By the time they were done with their shower, dried their hair, and reapplied a bit of makeup, he’d finished with his own shower, leaving the master bedroom steamy and warm. But he’d disappeared, and neither of them were sure where he’d gone to until he came into the bedroom, a thick, fluffy towel wrapped around his waist. Amber saw him and smiled tentatively, still unsure how to feel around the stranger. 
 
    “We were starting to wonder where you’d gone off to,” she murmured, rolling her hips on Demi’s mouth and tongue. 
 
    He laughed. It was good and honest, and he rubbed the back of his shaved head. “Yeah, Booger needed to go out. Didn’t want to leave him out in the snow alone so I waited for him.” 
 
    Coming from a man who just nearly an hour ago had fucked her senseless, it was such a bizarrely warm comment that Amber forgot about the woman underneath her and the sexiness of the moment. Whoever Harrison was, he kept peeling away layers of himself in tiny slices and damned if it didn’t leave her wildly curious as to who he really was. 
 
    But then he undid his towel and let it drop to the ground. Even limp, his cock was still one of the bigger ones Amber had ever seen, and the inner confusion faded away to simple, pure lust again. He knelt on the bed and knee-walked up it far enough to grab Demi’s waist. 
 
    “Lift up,” he told Amber, and she complied immediately. 
 
    “Hey,” Demi protested. “I was eating that.” 
 
    He ignored her and pulled her to the edge of the bed. To Amber, he pointed back down at Demi’s face. “Keep going,” he said. “I want to watch you come on her face while I’m finger-fucking her.” 
 
    Demi grinned down at him. “Oh. Well… sure, I guess that’d be okay. C’mere, Amber.” 
 
    Harrison snickered and drew one of the rugs closer with his foot as Amber sank back down onto her friend. “Oh, Demi,” she murmured. “You are so, so good at this.” 
 
    “Mwah!” Demi said, giving her pussy lips an exaggerated kiss.  “Thanks, ba-… mmmf!” Her words were cut off when Amber sank all the rest of the way down. For revenge, Demi slapped her ass, and Amber wiggled side to side, watching Harrison with a grin. 
 
    He knelt and spread Demi’s knees wide before lifting them and pulling her legs over his shoulders. His eyes stayed on Amber as he leaned forward to grace Demi’s pussy with one long, slow swipe of his tongue. Her smile stayed in place as he swirled his tongue deep into Demi’s pussy, making her knees and butt jump. His fingers teased along her lips as he dragged his tongue up and down, finally settling near her clit. 
 
    And just like that came back the man who fucked them both silly outside 
 
    He didn’t even really use his fingers for Demi’s second orgasm of the night. All he did was suck and lick her clit. He did spread her wide and pull back on her hood, and occasionally he couldn’t help slide a finger down her length, but he was intent on showing off for Amber. His tongue danced with Demi’s clit, swirling around it slow and teasingly before flicking it fast and hard. And as he worked, Amber rolled her hips harder and harder on Demi’s mouth, not quite bouncing but definitely finding a harder pace. Demi’s mouth and tongue were everywhere on her and she helped by dropping a hand to her clit, moaning as she watched Harrison eat out her best friend. 
 
    “Like the taste of that clit?” she asked Harrison. He grinned and winked at her. “She’s going to come for you. Did you know we’ve never done this before tonight?” She thought she’d mentioned it outside, but that round of fucking had been such an insane, intense blur she repeated it anyways. “I’ve never had her lips on my little pussy before we met you. You’re making us act so dirty, Harrison. Like your sluts. Sluts for that big fat dick.” 
 
    Demi squirmed under her squeezing Amber’s ass tight as she moaned into Amber’s pussy. Harrison flicked her clit even faster and sucked it between his lips, teasing it with his teeth but not quite biting. That drove Demi crazy and her feet kicked tiny circles. 
 
    “How do you want to fuck her this weekend? Hm? I know she loves to suck cock. She’s told me. She loves to be on her knees. You want that, Demi? Hm? You want to kneel in front of Harrison and have him use your face? Shoot down your throat?” 
 
    “Mmmfuuu!” Demi moaned, thrashing harder and harder. 
 
    Amber leaned forward, dangling her breasts for Harrison to see. She whispered conspiratorially, “She loves having her ass played with too. She’s a total ass slut. How about it, Dem? Harrison, fucking your ass? Maybe while I eat you out?” 
 
    Demi’s mouth broke free from Amber’s pussy long enough to wail, “Jesus, yes, fuck! Fuck my ass, Harrison! Fuck me any way you want to! Oh Amber, I’m coming, I’m coming so goddamn hard!” 
 
    Her legs kicked out as her fingers clenched and unclenched, the waves of pleasure hitting her hard and fast. Harrison was already moving, rising to his feet, his hand still on Demi’s pussy as he brought his mouth to Amber’s. He plunged his middle finger and pointer into Demi’s still-quivering core as he kissed Amber hard, grabbing the back of her head and pulling her tighter to him. Demi thrashed underneath Amber, bucking her hips against Harrison’s finger fucking. 
 
    “Right there right there right there!” she shouted. “Holy fucking… f-fuck!” 
 
    He broke away from Amber’s lips, still clutching her hair, and told her, “Ride her face until you come. Then get down here and suck me off.” 
 
    “O-okay,” Amber whispered. He let go of her head and slapped her ass, hard. She yelped with it, and settled back on Demi’s face, already rocking her hips. She was so wet already her thighs were damp with it. Demi grabbed her hips and jerked her head up to meet Amber’s pussy again. Amber threw back her hair and driving her hips back at her best friend’s mouth. It wouldn’t be long. Not long at all. 
 
    Harrison pulled his fingers most of the way out of Demi and started finger-fucking her fast and hard. His free hand clutched one of her jiggling breasts, thumbing the nipple, pinching it, twisting it. 
 
    “Mmm, gah, my pu-puss…” she whined before she started slurping on Amber’s slit again. Amber reached a hand down to play with Demi’s clit, rubbing it, rolling it. Demi’s hands slapped at her ass and she began bucking again, hard. Amber watched, her chest rising and falling, as Harrison’s fingers blurred in and out of her friend’s pussy. 
 
    Demi was close again, but the sight of the finger-fucking did it for Amber. She rushed towards her orgasm first, leaning back, riding Demi harder and harder. “Demi, baby, I’m… I’m…” She nearly fell backwards and reached behind her to balance herself, gripping her own ankles as her breasts thrust up and out. Harrison was there, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth, flicking it, nipping it, and she came with a wordless wail, her pussy driving down one last time at Demi’s wild tongue and mouth. 
 
    She gave herself no time for recovery, no time to think. As her liquid warmth trailed down her thighs, she fell to one side and hurried off the bed, falling beside Harrison. When she opened wide he ran his fingers along the side of her head, grabbing her hair and pulling it away from her face. Sitting on her heels, she stared up at him as she drove her mouth down his length, running her tongue along the base of him as he groaned, “Ah, fuck, Amber, that’s amazing.” 
 
    His pleasure sent a scorching heat through her body. She loved this. Loved letting go. Loved letting him take charge. Strange that she was now, even in her early thirties, still discovering things about her own sexuality and what turned her on. She smiled around his cock, staring up at him, and took him even deeper. His tip thwapped the back of her throat and she hesitated. Amber had never deep-throated a man before and there was still so much of him she’d yet to swallow down. She halfway expected him to thrust down her throat, but he was letting her dictate how much of him she took, and that finally made up her mind for her. Her jaw opened as wide as Amber could manage it, and she slid down even further on Harrison’s thick cock. 
 
    “Goddamn, Amber. Deep-throat my dick. Swallow me down, baby.” 
 
    As more of him filled her throat, she felt like she couldn’t breathe, and her eyes started to tear up involuntarily. Her throat worked and she made one sound, a loud, “Gwork!” before pulling off him fast, gasping for air. 
 
    Demi was up on her elbows now, watching her friend and playing with her clit as Harrison began finger-fucking her in earnest again. “That was so hot, Amber, try it again, baby. Take him deep.” 
 
    Amber obliged, giving herself no time to think about it. She lunged down hard again, taking another quarter inch of him on her second try and managing to hold him there for a few seconds before she had to pull away, gasping for air. She didn’t know it but the tears were making her light brushes of makeup run, giving her an even sluttier look. Harrison stared down at her as she took him again. And again. And again. Instead of holding him in her throat, she sucked him down faster, bobbing her head back and forth as quick as she could manage, each time punctuating her deep-throating. 
 
    “Gwork! Gwork! Gwork!” A gasp for air, then another plunge. “Gwork!” 
 
    “Oh shit, oh shit, that’s sexy,” Demi moaned. Her wetness gleamed with every thrust of Harrison’s fingers and her big breasts bounced as she met him with enthusiastic jerks of her hips. 
 
    Harrison, with a fistful of Amber’s hair and his fingers deep in Demi’s cunt, couldn’t decide which woman to look at or which was hotter. His gaze flicked between them as his ass tightened and released with every suck from Amber. He wasn’t close, not yet, but his more primal needs were roaring back to life within him and it wouldn’t be long before he needed to dominate these two again. 
 
    “Jerk the base of my while you suck my cock,” he told Amber. She lifted her small hands and encircled him with some effort. Her mouth kept plunging down on his cock and she added little twists and turns of her head, swirling him in her mouth and her throat. 
 
    Demi’s back started lifting and falling on the bed and she threw an arm over her eyes. “Oh shit, mmmm, Harrison, I’m so cloooose,” she gasped. 
 
    He swung his head towards her. “Come for me, Demi. You like those fingers in you?” 
 
    “Yeee-esss…” she whimpered. 
 
    “When you come, I’m going to fuck her. Your best friend. I’m going to take her hot pussy over and over again this weekend. Yours too. You’re both mine. My fuck toys. I’m going to take you in every single goddamn room.” 
 
    “Oh fuck yes!” Demi cried out, one arm still over her face, her other hand at her clit, rubbing furiously. 
 
    “In every hole. I’m taking both your mouths. Your cunts. Your asses. You belong to me.” 
 
    “Y-yes, Harrison! God, yesss!” she wailed, and her hips shot wide, coming yet again. 
 
    His attention whipped back to Amber as he pulled his fingers free of her friend. He grabbed her hair with both hands and pulled her off his cock. A long, thin line of spittle hung from her mouth as she stared up at him. “On the bed, now.” 
 
    She nodded and rose on shaky legs. Harrison had to help Demi move – her eyelids were fluttering and she was panting, but she was almost boneless in his arms otherwise. He was strangely gentle in the way he laid her out on the side of the bed, making sure she wouldn’t fall off, and then he was climbing up and over her, dropping between Amber’s legs as she rested on her back. His cock, still slick and stiff from her mouth, rested against her sex as he grabbed under her knees. 
 
    “Are you both on the pill?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Good. I hate condoms. How flexible are you?” he growled. 
 
    “I do Pilates and yog-” she started to say. 
 
    “Good enough.” 
 
    Harrison brought her legs up, molding Amber until she rested almost entirely on her shoulders and her neck. Her breasts rubbed her knees and he towered over her. He plunged deep into her in his first thrust, his balls slapping against her ass. At this angle, the curve of his cock rolled over her g-spot, and she balled up her fists, the pleasure hitting her already. 
 
    “Harri-son!” she gasped. “Oh fuck, oh God, you’re deep!” 
 
    “Take my cock,” he grunted, pulling back to the edge and slamming back in. “So fucking tight.” 
 
    “Tight,” she whispered as she was used. 
 
    “Wet, too. Are you wet for me, Amber?” 
 
    “Yessss,” she hissed. 
 
    “What are you?” She whimpered with pleasure and he pinched her ass, hard. “Amber! What are you?” 
 
    “Your… your cock-slut.” 
 
    “What are you going to let me do to you this weekend?” 
 
    His pace intensified and her eyes rolled up as she tried to suck in a lungful of air. He was hitting parts of her no man had ever reached and knew just when to stop before hurting her. “A… anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Yesss, yes, just so long as you’re fucking me. My p-pussy. My mouth. My ah…” She squeezed her fists even tighter as he jackhammered into her. “Oh God oh God oh God.” 
 
    “Say it, Amber. Your mouth. Your pussy. What else?” 
 
    “My ass!” she gasped. 
 
    “Beg me for it. Say, ‘please, Harrison, fuck my ass this weekend.’” 
 
    Demi stirred to life and turned on her side, nuzzling her face against Amber’s shoulder as she cried it out for him. “Please, you fucking stud, please take my ass this weekend!” 
 
    Demi kissed her shoulder again, her fingers at her own cunt. She flexed one knee up as she played. 
 
    “Demi,” Amber whimpered. 
 
    “Amber,” she whispered back, and stroked her best friend’s face as his huge cock plunged in and out of her. 
 
    And without a sound, Amber started to tense, her pussy clenching around Harrison’s cock, gripping him hard. He lifted one hand from the bedspread beside her and played at her clit, thrumming it as her mouth opened. No words could escape her, though. Breathless, she came, her back arching even harder, her pussy never wanting to let him go. 
 
    He grabbed her ass and pulled out of her with a slick pop. Tears rolled down her face from the force of the orgasm, and Demi kissed them away, turning almost onto her stomach. He angled her up and onto her knees, not moving her too far so she could keep kissing Amber, and knelt on the bed behind her, pushing her legs together while he rested on his knees on either side of her legs. Every time Demi ever had it doggy-style – and it was a position she liked, just like most of them – the man had always taken her with his knees in between her legs. But Harrison must have had the line on some sexual voodoo, because when he slid into her, her pussy felt unbelievably tight around him, 
 
    He gripped her hips, keeping up the same hard pace he’d kept with Amber, and Demi rolled back into him as best she could manage. How many times she’d come already she forgot, but as she kissed Amber, her friend’s hands rose to her face and she realized she might have one more in her. 
 
    “Amber?” 
 
    “Uh huh?” 
 
    “If you turned around, I could sit on your face. You could lick us both while he fucks me from behind.” 
 
    Amber’s grin was slow and lazy. “I like it.” 
 
    “Harrison?” 
 
    But he was already pulling out, and helped position Amber. She stared up at him until Demi lowered herself over her face, and then he took back up the position behind Demi, easing into her this time so Amber could lick his cock and her best friend’s pussy as he fucked Demi. At that angle, she aimed for whatever her tongue could hit. The base of his shaft. Demi’s lips. On great occasion Demi’s clit. His balls. She loved that he was clean-shaven down there, as were herself and Demi. 
 
    Harrison held on, willing himself to wait until Demi had one last orgasm for the night before he allowed himself to come. By now his balls ached with need and Amber’s delicate tongue along his base didn’t help matters one bit. Neither did Demi, tossing her dark hair back and glancing at him over her shoulder, moaning, her big breasts swinging and brushing Amber’s belly. 
 
    But he persevered, and as he began to think he couldn’t manage it, couldn’t hold out on these two gorgeous women any longer, Demi gasped, “My ass, slap my ass, I’m close, I’m so close.” 
 
    He licked his palm, raised it, and swatted her ass. 
 
    “Harder!” she cried. “Spank it!” 
 
    His hand came down again in a hard crack against her flesh, making it ripple. 
 
    “Oh FUCK!” Demi screamed. “Like that, like that, like that!” 
 
    He smacked her other cheek and Demi’s head dropped against Amber’s skin, gasping, crying herself now with pleasure. Amber beneath her was going crazy, licking everywhere she could, rolling up and down on the comforter, her fingers sunk deep into her own pussy. Again he smacked Demi’s ass. Crack! 
 
    “Goddamn,” he growled. “Spanking? That’s what you want?” 
 
    “YES! Fuck yes!” 
 
    Crack! Crack! 
 
    “You’re a cock slut too, aren’t you Demi?” 
 
    “Yes! Your cock slut! Fuck me, Harrison, fuck me!” 
 
    He sucked on one of his fingers, getting it good and wet, and slapped her ass again as he dropped the other hand to the crack of Demi’s ass. Her head whipped up as he slid the wet finger around her tight and tiny puckered hole. 
 
    “Amber! He’s fingering my ass, oh my God, he’s fingering my fucking ass!” 
 
    “Oh shit,” Amber gasped. 
 
    The finger slid in to the first knuckle. There was lube in the drawer but he was too far gone to go for it. Still, he knew not to go any deeper than that, and kept circling the tightness of her ring as he spanked her again. That did it for Demi. She almost pulled off him as she wailed her pleasure again, this time wordless and hoarse. 
 
    Still Harrison hadn’t come yet for a second time that night, and he knew why. Demi was sexy, no doubt about it, but he wanted to come in Amber first, mark her as his. He jerked out of Demi and she fell away, rolling up into a tight ball. One last time for the night, he shifted Amber around, pulling her sideways until her legs were off the bed again. He lifted them up and crossed them over a shoulder before sinking his cock deep into her yet again. 
 
    She was wordless. So was he. There was no more holding back for him, no more conscious thought of his male pride and the need to make Amber come yet again. He plunged into her with his cock harder and faster than he’d done at any time that night, sweat beading on his brow. The musical slap of his balls against her ass reached a crescendo and he wished, insanely, as he began to spurt deep inside her that he hadn’t picked that position because he wanted to kiss her as he came, this gorgeous woman he knew almost nothing about. 
 
    His cock filled her, his warmth dripping out of Amber’s entrance as he pulled slowly back. She stared up at him, her makeup running down her face, sweat glistening on her forehead and her breasts, his come dripping out of her cunt. Never had Harrison seen anything sexier, not even Ginny. He finally took what he really wanted, leaning down, slow, watching her eyes flutter as his mouth met hers, gently, calmly kissing her. She could not look away from him, even when he turned his back to fetch towels. After Harrison helped them both clean up, when he shut the door on a snoring Demi curled up to Amber, she stayed awake, still staring after him, thinking and wondering. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Booger’s chuffing woke him up early than Amber or Demi. Harrison cracked an eyelid open to his dog sitting beside the bed, panting softly and grinning at him. 
 
    “Bathroom break, buddy?” he mumbled. When Booger chuffed at him again, he sat up and slid off the bed, momentarily unsure where he was. Oh right. He’d fallen asleep in one of the spare bedrooms. 
 
    He headed for the front door, nude and yawning. The snow had fallen all throughout the night, but weather reports said it was supposed to start warming up again later that day. That high in the mountains, they wouldn’t see the roads become traversable again until probably the next day. The thought left him if not sad then a little put out. He enjoyed the company of both Demi and Amber, and not just for the sex. Both were clearly intelligent. Amber was just his type. A little shy, but warm and genuine once he cracked her shell. Demi was a bit of a harder read, but she was definitely fun and seemed easy-going. He thought maybe she had some deeper feelings for Amber. That was fascinating to watch on the outside, and he definitely got it. It was hard not to fall for them both. 
 
    He grabbed his bathrobe from the bathroom across from the master suite and didn’t hear either of the women up and going yet, so when he came back to the living room, he cracked open the door carefully to let Booger out as quietly as possible. The big goof barked his joy immediately, and he hissed at the dog to be quiet as he slipped on a pair of flannel slippers next to the door. 
 
    There had to be at least an inch and a half of snow on the driveway and he’d just plowed it last night. Booger didn’t mind. He raced great big looping figure eights in the snow, chuffing and barking, his tail wagging at such a speed he should have lifted up like a helicopter. Harrison grinned as he watched the dog. No one was going to see or care, so he undid the belt on his bathrobe and took a leak there in the driveway himself, shivering with the cold as he finished. 
 
    Booger did his own business and frolicked around, even loping after a bunny before Harrison called him back and ushered him into the house. He showered, but didn’t have any clothes outside of the bedroom, so he stayed in his robe and started up a pot of coffee. As if it was a siren luring sailors to their doom, a minute later he heard the master shower start up, followed by more running water as someone brushed their teeth. 
 
    He was just pulling a couple mugs out of the cupboard when Amber stepped into the kitchen, nude save for the towels around her body and her hair. 
 
    “Coffee’s just about done,” he said. 
 
    She stared up at him, and wordless, took his hand and tugged him towards the spare bedroom where he slept the night before. She didn’t move fast, but it brooked no argument, and he closed the door behind them when she turned around and dropped the towel around her. 
 
    Goddamn, but Amber was beautiful. Those big sweet eyes seemed to swallow him up, and every inch of her begged for his hands, his lips. He stepped forward to grab her waist but she stopped him with a hand on his chest. Slowly, she reached into the part of his robe and grasped him lightly as she undid the knot. 
 
    “I want you…” she murmured, squeezing him gently as the robe fell backwards behind him, “…the way you want me.” 
 
    His hands folded on her shoulders and he started to try to push her down to her knees, but she shook her head firmly. “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    She studied him. “Take me the way you really want me.” 
 
    Harrison blinked. All that show last night, all the anger, and she knew. How, he had no idea. But slowly, instead of Amber sinking to her knees, he did, watching her eyes the whole time, staying silent as he reached out to part her hips. He leaned forward, resting his forehead against the muscles of her pelvis before he kissed her other lips, taking his time, making it last. This was not about making Amber orgasm, but simply getting her ready. He wrapped his hands around her backside and pulled her to him so he could gently guide his tongue up and down her length. She ran her fingers through his hair, still staring down at him, smiling softly. 
 
    She was so fresh, and though her lips were somewhat bruised from the night before, she didn’t wince away from him, letting him play, seek, lick. He squeezed her ass, loving the feel of her, the softness, the femininity. Her fingers rubbed his shoulders as he prepared her until finally her folds were slick and ready. 
 
    Slowly he rose to his feet, his hands still on her ass, and he backed her up to the bed, falling with her, scooting up to chase after her as she slinked backwards. Her hands helped him harden, and he kissed the side of her neck, her throat, her chin as her back arched. Finally he slipped back into her, taking all the time he’d wanted to last night as he explored her. 
 
    Amber whispered his name as he finally reached her depths. “Harrison, oh, Harrison…” 
 
    He wished he could record that whimper. His name was a caress on her lips, It took everything he had not to use her again, to fuck her hard and seek his immediate pleasure. But as she wrapped her legs around him, he found a different kind of rhythm, soft, sweet, a lull of waves between the two of them. 
 
    They made love. It was not fucking. It was not about his pleasure, or hers, but about their pleasure. She did come, a slow, rolling orgasm that ended with her nipping his skin. Her lips stayed against his shoulder as he rested his forehead next to her, flexing and driving deeper into her but still going slow. At one point she gripped his back and began whispering to him, soft, easy words into his ear, 
 
    “I’m not her. I’m not her, I’m not her, I’m not her.” 
 
    His lips brushed hers, his eyes half-lidded as he gripped her back and started to build a little speed, his need overwhelming him. Finally he pushed into her one last time, his cock throbbing, warmth rushing out and into her. 
 
    She tried to say something, but Harrison pulled out of her and slid off the bed. Without looking back, he walked out of the bedroom, past a yawning Demi, dressed, and headed out into the wintery day. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “So…” Demi asked, slurping up the dollops of come still fresh and leaking out of Amber’s tender pussy, “what… mm… happened?” 
 
    Amber stared up at the ceiling, her fingers twirling absently through Demi’s hair. “I got him to make love to me.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Demi asked, raising an eyebrow. “He got laid, and he’s pissed?” 
 
    “I… I think I brought up some memories he didn’t want to think about.” She explained what happened as Demi flopped on the bed beside her, now distracted by Amber’s nipples. 
 
    “Mm,” Demi said. “Well… hm.” 
 
    Amber rolled over and cupped her best friend’s pussy. “Do I need to coax an orgasm out of you just so you can focus?” 
 
    Demi perked up. “That’s a brilliant idea. Best idea you’ve ever had. That idea deserves a plaque.” 
 
    “Shut up and kiss me.” 
 
    “Oooh, someone’s bossiness is rubbing off on you. I li-” 
 
    Whatever Demi was about to say was cut off when Amber plunged a finger deep into her. Her hands clasped Amber’s, and she stared into her friend’s eyes, grinning. Amber grinned back, and gently rubbed Demi’s clit with her thumb. They kept it simple like that, not saying anything, just enjoying the moment as outside, the snowcat started up again. Amber rolled up onto her knees, staring down at Demi as she added a second finger to her friend’s pussy, making her eyes roll back as she quickly found Demi’s spot. 
 
    Demi drew her knees up halfway to her chest, gripping them and still staring into Amber’s eyes as the fingers inside her gently stroked her and Amber’s thumb began massaging her clit harder and harder. They built up a quicker rhythm than the lovemaking with Harrison had been earlier, but it was no less of a connection between the two of them. 
 
    At one point, Demi’s legs came down and she whispered, “I need to kiss you. I don’t ever want to stop.” 
 
    Amber grinned and leaned down. Their lips didn’t want to par, and their tongues loved to play. Demi’s fingers joined Amber’s. and her feet began to kick. Neither of them heard the snowcat shut down, or Harrison come back into the house. But Demi saw him come around the corner. 
 
    “Mm,” she murmured. “We have an audience.” 
 
    Amber glanced backwards. Harrison watched her and Demi coolly, a mug in hand. He sipped as she returned her attention to Demi. “Well, you’re mine for now,” she whispered, and kissed her friend again and again, her fingers resuming their work. 
 
    She pulled them out soon, though, and slid down Demi’s body, putting her bubble butt on a nice display for Harrison as she began to nuzzle Demi’s pussy with her mouth, her nose, her chin. He couldn’t help an audible intake of breath as Demi began to squirm, gripping her friend’s hair with trembling fingers. Amber ran her tongue along Demi’s slit a few times before finally settling her nose against her clit and tonguing her deep. 
 
    “Oh, Amber, honey,” Demi gasped. “Please, like that, please.” 
 
    Amber obliged, and kept up the easy pace and the deep tongue lashing. She reached up to play with Demi’s breasts, finding the nipples and tracing them with her fingernails. Demi’s thrusts started coming harder and harder, and she stared down at Amber’s light brunette hair as she finally gasped, “I’m there, Amber, I’m right there.” 
 
    Amber twirled her tongue around and pinched her friend’s nipples. Not hard, but enough, and Demi gripped her hair tight, pulling her even tighter to her pussy as she wailed her pleasure. Liquid warmth splashed against Amber’s tongue, and she licked up, loving the taste, loving Demi. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Breakfast was pancakes, bacon, and juice. Harrison cooked, mostly silent after he asked if anyone wanted anything different. That all sounded good to Amber and Demi, and he whipped it up quick. The pancakes were thick and fluffy and the bacon just this side of burned – so perfect. The night’s events left them all hungry, and they ate fast. Demi’s fork was the first to clatter to her plate. She stood up, collected her dish and empty mug, and as she loaded them, she said to the other two, “I’m going to take a nice, long bath. Really long. Long enough for two numbskulls to finally clear the air.” 
 
    Harrison bristled. “I don’t know what-” 
 
    “Shut it, bald and muscly,” Demi said. She jabbed a finger at him. “Amber told me you two had an amazing time together this morning but you got huffy about it.” 
 
    “Huffy?” he asked, folding his arms and glaring at Amber. 
 
    “Huffy,” Demi confirmed. “So while you’re thanking my best friend for letting you make love to her, you can also tell her just why you’ve been stomping around all morning like some kaiju on a bender.” 
 
    Amber shook her head. “Kaiju?” 
 
    “Ugh,” Demi said, and flung herself towards the master bathroom. “There had better be something hot going on out here when I come back,” she called behind her. 
 
    Amber and Harrison listened to the door shut and the bathwater turn on. Harrison rubbed his eyes and leaned back, staring at Amber. She stared right back and clucked her tongue. 
 
    “I’ll go first,” he said, looking like he wanted to avoid doing exactly that. 
 
    “Ohhhh-kay,” she said, taking another small bite of bacon. 
 
    “You were right. A woman hurt me. And I hurt her.” He shrugged uncomfortably. “Her name is Ginny. She’s a junior executive, very secure, very much going to have a bright future ahead of her. We’d been dating a year or so. I had my blinders on to a lot of things, namely how much she loved to fight. Everything I said was either stupid or she disagreed with on principle. My friends warned me how acidic she was, but I didn’t want to see it. I thought she was just spirited and then she got pregnant.” He picked up his empty coffee mug and starred fiddling with it. “I don’t know if she meant to, but there’s some part of me that really believes she went through with the pregnancy because she hated me so much. Maybe hates the world. I don’t understand it and it kind of broke my mind.” 
 
    “What happened?” Amber asked quietly, reaching out for his hand. 
 
    He let her take it, and squeezed her fingers in his. Funny how well they meshed together. “She had the baby. A little boy. Robert.” His smile cracked. “And after she let me hold him, Ginny told me she didn’t want me to be a part of his life.” 
 
    Amber whispered, “Oh no.” 
 
    “I went to the courts. Because we weren’t married, Ginny had sole custody, and because of my job and her lawyers, I came out with nothing. No visitation rights. Not even any visits. And stupid me, I walked right into her trap and tried to visit anyways. By that point, she was dating a cop. I didn’t touch her. But I got angry and I torched her car when they were inside. Did a month in jail. They went to the courts again, and got a restraining order on me.” He took his hands back and rubbed his forehead. “All I want to do is see him sometimes.” 
 
    Amber got up and knelt next to him. “And you came up here.” 
 
    He nodded. “Willow and Kirk, the brother and sister who own this place, they tried to help. I think they’re still fighting it, but… I lost a lot of hope and I needed to escape from the world for a while. So they told me about this cabin they share up here.” 
 
    Amber kissed his cheek. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “Me too. And if I’ve come on a little aggressive, now you know why.” 
 
    “No, that part’s actually… kind of hot. I’m not usually the submissive type but you bring it out in me. In a good way.” 
 
    His grin was somewhat hollow, but she would take what she could get. “Good. Your turn. Demi’s mentioned offhandedly you needed a break.” 
 
    Amber sat back on her chair and sipped the cold remains of her coffee. He stood up and went for the coffeepot to top her off and pour the last of it for himself. As he returned to the kitchen to start a fresh pot, she followed him, leaning against the counter. 
 
    “I told you I was a doctor.” 
 
    “Yeah, a general practitioner, right?” 
 
    She nodded. “Well, I…” The walls she erected after she first told Demi some of this crumbled, and her voice went immediately hoarse. “I had a patient. A… k-k-ki…” The words caught in her throat and she herked, the tears coming hard and sudden. He took her in his arms, holding her close, hugging her against his breast. She gripped him for a long time, not just crying, but sobbing. Thoughts of Joe on the operating table. Of struggling to keep him awake as he kept trying to fall unconscious. Of the sudden, wild jumps in his heartbeat. Of the shivers that overtook him before he fell into a final sleep she couldn’t wake him from. 
 
    Amber settled into a few hiccups and tears, and finally got the words out, her voice dull and numb. “He was ten. I had him in before about a year prior for a drug overdose. We reported it to the authorities, and Child Protective Services stepped in, and I thought everything was fine. I even checked up on the kid thanks to some friends at the state. He was with relatives, they said, a couple hundred miles from the city. But a year later, in walks his mom with him. She’s tweaked out of her mind and trying to explain her boy being high like…” She closed her eyes and shuddered. “Like he’d been smoking meth with his friends instead of it being her fault. And at first I thought maybe the kid was going to be okay. He was showing some symptoms of an OD but I thought we had it in time.” 
 
    “But he passed?” Harrison asked. When Amber nodded, he hugged her tight again, kissing her bared neck. “I’m sorry, Amber. Goddamn, am I sorry.” 
 
    “Me too.” Amber sighed and held him to her. “Demi knows all that, but there’s a bit more I haven’t told her. Or anyone. When we lost the child, I went out into the waiting room and I…” Amber cleared her throat. “I may have gotten physical with the mother. Very physical. They had to pull me away and she got… pretty messed up.” 
 
    “Good,” Harrison said, grimacing. 
 
    Amber nodded. “I’d do it again in a heartbeat. I don’t regret it. But I told Demi I’m taking time off. I’m not. This is administrative leave. I am almost definitely going to lose my job.” 
 
    “Jesus, that’s rough.” 
 
    “Yes. And regardless, I’m in a weird headspace right now. I really don’t want to go back there. I was already overworked, even by the usual standards for a doctor. Coming up here with Demi, it was the perfect excuse not to think for a while.” 
 
    “Ah, so that’s why the whole…” 
 
    Her smile was honest, but very small. “Yeah. That’s a big part of why I’m going a little, um, slutty this weekend. Don’t think any less of me, okay? What we do in the bedroom, it’s not how I want to be treated anywhere else.” 
 
    “I can understand that,” Harrison said, and took her hand. Surprising Amber, he kissed it gently and dropped it to cup her chin and bring it up so he could kiss her lips too. When he pulled back, he said quietly, “I’m glad it was you. With that boy.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I can see how much you care. It’s all a person could ask for from someone taking care of them.” 
 
    The voice broke their quiet whispers. “He’s right,” Demi croaked. 
 
    She stepped into the kitchen, brushing tears from her eyes. Amber rushed to her. “Oh, no, Demi… how much did you…?” 
 
    “All of yours. I missed Harrison’s. I was in the tub and I heard you start to cry and I thought…” Demi glanced at Harrison, blushing and twiddling her thumbs. “I’m sorry. I thought maybe you’d said something to hurt her or…” 
 
    “No, hey,” he said quietly. He came over and kissed Demi on the forehead. “She’s your best friend. I get it.” 
 
    “Yeah.” She glanced up at him. “I know you and Amber are kind of… growing attached. And I don’t want to break that up, but can you tell me your thing too?” 
 
    Harrison smiled and kissed her again, this time softly on the lips. “Absolutely. Tell you what. I like to get a walk in every day, and there are spare snowshoes here. How about we head up the road a bit and see how the roads are looking?” 
 
    “I’m going to stay here,” Amber said, drying her eyes on a dishtowel. “I want you two to have a little bonding time.” 
 
    “You sure?” Demi asked her. Amber nodded at her, smiling, and Demi reached out for Harrison’s hand. “How about it?” 
 
    “So long as I don’t get called Baldy and Muscly anymore,” he grumbled. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Harrison liked Demi’s puffy white coat. Fringed in pink, it gave her a youthful buoyancy, especially combined with her wool pom-pom cap. Since the snow was finally starting to relent, he didn’t bother with the full winter regalia, and instead opted for a ski jacket and a black watch cap. His snowshoes were in the mudroom, and from a box in the garage, he produced a number of women’s snowshoes in various sizes. They found some that fit Demi snugly, and as she pulled them on, Harrison ducked his head back inside. 
 
    “Booger? Walk, buddy?” 
 
    His dog ran down the length of the house, but when he neared the door, he slowed and stopped. Glancing over his shoulder, he gave a whine, and turned right back around. 
 
    “Traitor!” Harrison called after his dog as he disappeared around the corner. 
 
    “Aw, who’s the best boy?” Amber said, out-of-sight. 
 
    The snow still fell, but slowly and with far less of a homicidal vibe than the day before. No plows had come, leaving the old county road piled high in drifts. The limbs of the trees around them hung heavy with blankets of snow, The tracks of small animals were the only trace they weren’t alone out in the woods. 
 
    “I thought maybe the snowshoes were going to be excessive,” Demi said, staring down a three-foot drift to her right against a copse of trees. “But wow.” 
 
    “It’s pretty incredible to think all this is so relatively close to New Bainbridge,” he said. “A lot of people live up in these woods during the summer and the fall, but in winter? It’s just me and the deer.” 
 
    “As if on cue,” Demi said, watching a doe and her fawns walk nonchalantly across the road a quarter of a mile away. They headed in that direction as Harrison retold the story he’d just ran through with Amber. Once he finished, she echoed Amber’s sentiments, and they continued on in silence for another quarter mile until Harrison finally started talking again. 
 
    “So tell me about yourself, Demi. I know you’re a bank teller and you’ve lived in New Bainbridge your whole life. But what else is there?” 
 
    “Oh, I’m boring compared to you two,” Demi said. 
 
    He surprised her by reaching out and grabbing her arm. “Hey. No. Don’t do that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Mock yourself. You are the furthest thing from boring.” 
 
    “But I mean, doctor, and a painter, and… then there’s me.” 
 
    “How long have you worked at your bank?” 
 
    She frowned. “Six… six years? I think? Yeah, that’s about it. Why?” 
 
    “You think working six years anywhere is something to sneeze at, you’re crazy. You’re committed. That’s attractive. What else? You like your job?” 
 
    They started walking again, and this time he took her hand. “I do, actually. Yes. I like talking to people, and the money’s good. I wouldn’t mind being a loan officer or working my way into management, but we’re treated well and our customers are usually really decent.” 
 
    “So you’re committed and happy with the day-to-day.” Harrison studied Demi so intently she blushed. “So what is it you want? What do you think would make you… I don’t know, less boring? Because what I’m seeing is a gorgeous woman, secure, with a good head on her shoulders, and an incredible friend. All of that makes you a fascinating human being. Not boring.” 
 
    Demi cleared her throat, and studied the road in front of her. “Thank you.” 
 
    “I mean it. Every word. But really, for the sake of conversation, what is it you want to do?” 
 
    “Honestly?” She smiled. “I’d love to do this sort of thing more. Weekend excursions. Day trips. I get self-conscious about going alone, and there’s no one I’d rather go with than Amber, but she works so much.” She glanced at him. “Don’t get me wrong. I completely get it and I support her a thousand times a thousand percent.” 
 
    “That’s a lot of support,” Harrison said, grinning. 
 
    Demi laughed softly. “Yeah. Anyways, traveling would be fun. I’d just like a partner to do it with, you know?” 
 
    “Sure. I’d love to see the world too. Never really been out of the country except for a few hours in Canada. And outside of Los Angeles and Seattle, I’ve never seen much of the western half of the United States.” 
 
    “Sounds like a road trip to me,” Demi said, grinning. 
 
    “Where would you go?” 
 
    “Anywhere, or the United States?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Anywhere.” 
 
    She tapped a gloved finger against her chin. “Hm. I like a good checklist. I’m weird like that. So I think I’d like to have some sort of end goal. Like… say… see the ocean on every continent. “ 
 
    “I like that,” Harrison said. “Paint a sunset of each of them.” 
 
    “Oooh, yeah,” Demi said, shivering delightedly. “Or, like, spend a day in every state.” 
 
    “That would be interesting,” he agreed. “So tell me more. You heard the worst of my stories. Tell me about you. Any serious relationships? Guys that got away?” 
 
    “Mm. I was engaged, once.” Demi sighed. “I was young, he was older. Little under a decade. I was more… infatuated, I guess. Sure thought I was in love.” 
 
    “And?” Harrison prodded gently. 
 
    Demi shrugged. “A few weeks before our wedding, he starts to ghost on me. Comes home later and later, tells me he has to work weekends.” She smiled and shook her head. “I think you can guess the rest.” 
 
    “Men are assholes.” 
 
    “Present company excluded.” 
 
    He shook his head, grinning self-consciously. “Considering what I said and did to you last night…” 
 
    She laughed softly. “Hey. That’s all fun. And trust me, Amber and I loved it.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Harrison asked. They stopped and he turned towards Demi. Her eyes twinkled as she stared up at him, and he leaned in to kiss her as gently as he had with Amber that morning. “Your ex-fiancé was an idiot,” he said. “I’ve only known you a day. Having a chance to make that decades? I’d be the luckiest man on the planet.” 
 
    She reached around the back of his head, her lips coming up fast to meet his again. He slid his hands down her back, back up, and finally down to her ass. She moaned as he pulled her tighter to him, his cock rising already. He stopped only for a moment to pull off his gloves and stuff them in his coat pockets, and then he was undoing the button on her pants, right there in the middle of the road. She gripped his neck as his fingers slid into the back of her jeans, roaming her ass. He dragged his fingers around to her hips, then the vee of her sex under her pair of bikini briefs. She held his eyes as he stroked her through the fabric. 
 
    “I want you,” he growled. 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    “I have an idea.” 
 
     She held up her jeans as he glanced around, searching the forest around them quickly. There,” he pointed. “Lean on your arms against the tree.” 
 
    She gulped. Demi had never been fucked out in the open like this, let alone against a tree. Already turned on, the thought sent a shiver up and down her spine. She followed him carefully down the ditch by the side of the road, then back up and across the ten or so yards to the tree. Before she could get into position, though, Harrison was turning her, kissing her again, grabbing her hip under her jeans and pulling her so her leg wrapped around his. His hardness pressed against her covered sex, and she couldn’t help grinding against it, already wet for him. 
 
    “The things you make me feel…” she whispered. 
 
    He grinned and moved her leg so her foot was back on the ground. He jerked the zipper on her pants down, still facing her, and hooked his fingers into her jeans and panties. Despite the cold, how wet it must be on his knees, he knelt in the snow, tugging them down with him to her knees. She gasped as he buried his mouth against her wet, needing sex. 
 
    “Fuck me, you’re sexy,” Harrison said, staring up at her. He gripped her ass tight and dragged his tongue along her cunt. “I could spend all day just eating you out, Demi.” 
 
    She gripped his head and pulled him tighter to her. Her whole body rolled with his lips and his tongue, trying to get more of him in her. Finally, though, she begged, “Don’t tease me.” 
 
    He rose to his feet, his lips and chin gleaming, and Demi grabbed him hard and kissed him, tasting herself as he gripped her ass again and spanked it hard. “Turn around,” Harrison growled into her mouth. “Then beg for me to fuck you.” 
 
    Demi did, bringing her arms up to face level and crossing them against the tree so she could rest her head against them. He positioned himself behind her, sliding his meaty dick up and down the crack of her ass. “Please,” she begged, “please, Harrison, fuck me. Make me your slut again. Make me scream.” 
 
    He gripped his cock and slid it between her slick thighs. The cool air felt surprisingly good on her skin, but his heat was even better. He rubbed his cock up and down the length of her slit, not quite entering Demi. “You want it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    He unzipped her jacket and squeezed her breasts through her shirt. “Are you mine?” 
 
    “God, yes!” 
 
    “Good girl,” he growled, and drove his cock up into her needing cunt. He filled her so fast, so hard, but she was wet and ready and her pussy gripped him like it never wanted to let him go. The grain of the wood under her arms was such a new, strange experience, and the crisp scent of the pine intoxicated her. He pulled back nearly out of her and drove into her again. His hands cupped her breasts, pinched them, teased them as he built a rhythm. Every time he thrust back into her depths, she bounced forward into her crossed arms and she let out a whimper. 
 
    “No one will hear you,” Harrison told her. “Be as loud as you want.” 
 
    “Ahhhh,” she gasped. “Harrison!” 
 
    He didn’t waste much time. It wasn’t exactly freezing but it was still cool and he didn’t want that to spoil the mood. So he fucked her with hard, assured strokes, not fast, but hitting her deep on every stroke and making sure she felt it. One of his hands dropped from her breast to her hood, and he played it with two fingers, strumming it just hard enough to make her squirm. 
 
    “Every inch of you is fucking gorgeous,” he said, his breath hot on her neck. “But this ass, that’s perfection.” 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah?” she asked breathily, her breath hitching when he drove into her again and again. 
 
    “Yeah,” he whispered. “I think tonight I’ll take it.” 
 
    “Oh shit,” she wailed, burying her face against her arms. “Yes,” Then she glanced over her shoulder, her cheeks blooming fire. “Amber’s too.” 
 
    He fingered her clit hard and she started pushing back at his dick harder and harder. “You want to see that? My big cock stuffed in her tiny ass?” 
 
    “Fuck yes,” she whimpered, “oh Harrison, I’m close, baby.” 
 
    “How do you want to see it?” 
 
    “Her… b-bent over. N-no!” she gasped, her ass slapping back hard. “Both of u-us. On our hands and knees. And faces do-down. And you fuck one of…” She squeezed her eyes shut and began to uncontrollably shiver as she tried to hold off her orgasm for the last few seconds she needed to speak. “One of… us until we come… oh shit, so good, this feels so good…” 
 
    “And?” he said, circling her clit before brushing it in one more push to make her come. 
 
    “And you… clean up and take… take the other one. Right there. Ohmygod oh my God ohhhhhhhh Harrison!” 
 
    She came with such force he thought she was going to collapse, and he quickly circled her waist with his hands, holding her tight as she rode out her orgasm, keening, her warmth splashing his cock. When he knew she was okay, he pulled out and turned her around. Demi wrapped her arms around his neck and he lifted her, making sure her bare butt was protected by her coat as he pushed her back against the tree, facing him. 
 
    “I want you just as much as her, Demi,” he told her, and kissed her as he drove his cock back up into her. It was not the soft kiss he’d shared with Amber that morning or the hard, hungering kisses from the night before. This was something passionate and intense, something Demi hadn’t felt for so long. As he kept up his pace he’d started behind her, she stared into his eyes and realized yes, he might connect to Amber on a deeper level, but he really did like her too. There was joy in that, and the jealousy she purported not to want with Amber the day before lessened its grip on her. She kissed him back, kicking her snowshoed feet out behind his butt and knocking them together. 
 
    Minutes later, Harrison shoved that cock into her one last time, hard and fast, plunging deep into Demi. She cried out as he filled her, and showered him with small kisses as he finally let her down. Her knees threatened to give out, and he held her up as she slipped her pants back up and redid the buttons. One last time, he gave her a kiss, a sweet, long one, and when they broke apart, she patted his butt. 
 
    “I think I’m very fond of you, Harrison,” Demi said. 
 
    “Pffft. It’s the dog. Always gets the beautiful ones. Ahhh, I’m kind of fond of you too, Demi,” he said.  
 
    * * * 
 
    When they reentered the cabin, they were greeted to a sweet sight. Booger lay on his side on the couch, and nestled against his stomach was Amber, a paperback beside her on the floor as she snoozed. 
 
    “Aw, I have to get a picture of that,” Demi whispered, and darted away to her bedroom. 
 
    Amber cracked one eye open at Harrison, and started to sit up. “Hey.” 
 
    “Hey yourself. Don’t move and pretend to still be asleep.” 
 
    She did, smiling faintly when she heard Demi rushing back, her digital camera in hand. She snapped a few pictures of Amber, and Harrison walked over to her and kissed the side of her head. 
 
    “Thank you for that out there,” he told Demi. 
 
    She leaned up and kissed his cheek. Then, taking in Amber again, she murmured, “That looks so cozy it’s making me a little sleepy.” 
 
    Amber opened her eyes again and smiled. “Then come take a nap with me.” 
 
    Demi knelt down beside her friend. “I didn’t mean to wake you up.” 
 
    “You didn’t. Come on. King size bed. You, me, all the blankets, all the pillows.” Amber blinked up at Harrison. “Want to join in?” 
 
    “I’m wide awake,” he said, lying. Truth was, a nap sounded great, especially with these two, but he had something he wanted to do. “You two enjoy yourselves. Relax.” 
 
    Demi pulled Amber up, and they headed for the master bedroom. Harrison glanced at Booger, who stared up at him for all of about three seconds before flopping off the couch and chasing after the two women. “Yeah, I can’t blame you, buddy.” 
 
    He brewed himself a cup of strong, earthy black tea, his favorite for when he was working. Too much coffee gave him the jitters, and his fingers tended to tremble. But Harrison could drink tea all day and never really feel the effects, so after his morning cup of coffee, that was what he switched to. 
 
    His office felt too stuffy that day, so he dragged his easel out next to the fire and tossed another log on before settling in to flesh out those portraits he started of Demi and Amber. That wasn’t the work he really wanted to do, but it was a good warm-up, and he didn’t need to be terribly precise. By the time he was finished, he’d filled in most the details of their faces and colored both paintings as well as adding in the vagaries of snow-covered trees in the background. 
 
    After a quick refill on his tea and washing out his paint glasses, he settled in again, selecting a slightly finer brush. The fresh canvas in front of him called to Harrison in a way nothing really had since before Ginny, His brush moved slow across the canvas, but his strokes were certain and his vision bloomed slowly to life over the next hour or so. Usually some details had to change from the transfer of his ideas to the canvas, but this time, what he imagined was what he painted. It would take time to finish, though, and he really only started in on the sharper details when he realized how late in the afternoon it was getting. Before the women woke up, he hid away the painting in the office. He rolled his shoulders and stepped outside to chop some firewood and bring in a fresh armload.  
 
    The logs were kept in a big lean-to near the storage shed. There were about ten cords worth. The house was well insulated but the owners liked to be prepared and kept about four cords more on hand than what they usually used in the winter. Harrison, in his snow boots, light jacket, and thick gloves, worked quickly, pulling the top logs off, knocking the snow off them, and digging for the drier stuff underneath. These he chopped with a dull-bladed maul, hitting the cracks in the wood hard enough to send it exploding apart. 
 
    As he chopped apart the sixth or so log, the back door opened and Booger raced out, woofing at Harrison in passing as he bound towards the trees. Harrison turned, and Amber raised a pair of steaming mugs. “Saw you were drinking tea. Got you a fresh mug.” 
 
    “Much appreciated.” 
 
    “Want some company?” 
 
    It was strange how natural his smile felt around her and Demi. He hadn’t been able to smile like that at a woman in a long time. “Of course. Mind the maul.” 
 
    She shut the door behind her and stepped down to the snow in her furry boots. Her hair was tousled, and once he split the log on the chopping block, he set aside the maul and pulled out a pair of dry, fat logs for them to sit on. She handed over the mug, and he indulged himself by running his fingers through her hair, ending with his hand cupping her cheek. She smiled faintly at him as he leaned in to gently brush her lips. 
 
    They sipped their tea in silence, enjoying the cool air and the stretch of pines before them. Booger raced around the yard, bounding through drifts nearly as tall as him, woofing at whatever doggie treasures he was finding in the snow. 
 
    “Does he always hog the bed so much?” Amber asked. 
 
    Harrison glanced at her, his eyebrows raised. “He slept on the bed?” 
 
    “Oops.” 
 
    He laughed, and shook his head. “Damn dog’s never going to get over being this spoiled.” 
 
    “I regret nothing,” Amber said, her eyes twinkling. 
 
    “Good nap?” 
 
    “Best I’ve slept in… gosh, years.” 
 
    He grinned. “I love that bed too. I told my friends I’m taking it with me when I move.” 
 
    “The bed’s comfy, yeah. But I think it’s more than that. I’m finally… I don’t know, breathing. Relaxing. I’ve been running on my feet so long I didn’t know how exhausted I was. And I feel safe here. Not just because of this place, but with you and Demi.” 
 
    Touched, Harrison said, “I’m glad to hear that.” 
 
    They were quiet a while, and Booger trotted back, tiny snowballs hanging from his muzzle. He sat at Amber’s feet and let her pluck them from his face, staring up at her with adoring eyes. But her attention was still on Harrison. “When you move.” 
 
    “Sorry?” 
 
    “You said when you move.” 
 
    Harrison shrugged uncomfortably. “I know I’m hiding away from the world up here. I need to get back to civilization someday.” 
 
    “Mm. Well, you know you’ve always got us in New Bainbridge to come say hello to, if you’d like to dip your toes back in slowly.” 
 
    “Well, thanks. And as long as I’m out here, you’ve got a weekend home away from home.” 
 
    They finished their tea, and she rose up to watch him chop the last few logs. Together they gathered them up and headed inside. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Whatever they expected to happen the rest of that day, they couldn’t have anticipated one of the nicest afternoons and evenings any of them could remember. They debated music while they played cards, and all of them decided they had much to teach the others. They lounged around the fire, making S’mores and watching Toby Labeoux, Mercenary Attorney, which Amber hadn’t seen before. About the sexiest thing that happened late in the afternoon was Harrison feeding the two women gooey marshmallows, after which they licked his fingers clean. 
 
    The night came on early, and when it did, out came a box of board games from the storage shed. They alternated between most everything they knew from their childhood years in the box. Amber schooled them in a trivia game, while the other two split the rest of the wins pretty equally between them. 
 
    Harrison eventually rose to make dinner, but Demi volunteered, wanting to pay him back in some small way. “Besides,” she said, “I love to cook.” 
 
    “She does,” Amber said. “I think she’s sick.” 
 
    After a quick search through the fridge and the cupboards, Demi was delighted to discover she could make a spicy sausage bow-tie pasta and served it up with sautéed vegetables. “Tomorrow,” she said as she was finishing up and Amber was loading the dishwasher, “I’ll make us a pot roast.” 
 
    “You… ah… have to go home tomorrow, right?” Harrison asked. 
 
    It was a question that deflated the room, and each of them reacted to its asking in different ways. 
 
    “Oh. Right,” Demi said. She gave him a jerky, tight-lipped smile. “Probably want us out of here as soon as possible, huh?” 
 
    “No,” he said, moving to wrap his arms loosely around her waist. He kissed the back of her neck and made Demi shiver. “Absolutely not.” 
 
    Amber sighed wistfully. “But I do have to get back. I have a meeting with the chief physician first thing the day after.” 
 
    “I suppose I probably need to work too,” Demi said glumly as Harrison stepped back again. 
 
    The pasta was nearly done and he dug out some plates and started setting the table. “Well,” he said, “if you two feel like getting out of the city again, call me up.” 
 
    “The owners won’t mind?” Amber asked. 
 
    Harrison shook his head. “I emailed them earlier today. They’re happy to have you here.” 
 
    Demi stirred the sausage, making it sizzle. “Then we’ll definitely have to come back up sometime.” 
 
    They ate in comfortable silence, watching one another. The meal was great but none of them later could remember eating a single bite. When they finished, Amber rose and took their plates into the kitchen. Demi tilted her head towards her friend and winked at Harrison. He grinned back, and stood up too. He leaned over and whispered in her ear, “I want you naked on the couch when we come out.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Demi whispered back, and flicked her tongue against his earlobe. He reached down and slid his fingers across her breast before kissing her cheek and pulling away. 
 
    In the kitchen, Amber ran water over the plates, humming to herself. Harrison stepped up behind her and reached around to turn off the tap. Between his arms, she turned, already smiling. “I wasn’t finished,” she murmured. 
 
    “Promised the two of you I’d fuck you in every room of this house. If we don’t get started now, it’s going to be dawn by the time I’m done,” Harrison growled. 
 
    “Maybe I won’t let you be done until then anyways,” she said, grinning impishly. 
 
    With a sudden and undeniable hunger, he leaned in to kiss her. His desire roared through him and he wrapped his arms around Amber, thinking about how hard it was going to be to let her go the next day. Their lips met again and again and she reached down to squeeze his ass, moaning into his mouth when he did the same to her. Harrison pushed back only long enough to begin working at his shirt, and she frantically did the same, their clothes hitting the ground only a second apart before he was leaning down, his fingers at the cups of her bra, tugging it down so he could suck one of her nipples into his mouth. She tossed her hair back and stuck her chest out further for him, but Harrison had other ideas and quickly pulled away. The race to free themselves of their pants and underwear was hindered somewhat by their growing need to touch each other, but finally they both were naked, staring at each other with fires that wouldn’t be dimmed until they were practically passed out from the physical exhaustion of what they were about to do. 
 
    “Here, or where do you want me?” Amber asked demurely. 
 
    For an answer, he stepped up to her again and wrapped his arms around her, crushing her chest to his. They kissed again, and he gripped Amber under her shapely little ass before lifting her up. Her legs crossed instinctually behind his back and she laced her hands together behind his head, grinding as much as she could into his rapidly hardening prick. Harrison carried her out of the kitchen and into the living room. 
 
    Demi sat on the couch with her legs spread wide, rubbing her hood gently while the middle finger on her other hand slid slowly in and out of herself. She glanced up at them, red-faced. “Took you two long enough.” 
 
    Harrison settled Amber on the couch next to Demi, and leaned over for a kiss from the other gorgeous beauty. Demi’s play inspired him, and he knelt before both women, staring up at them. His hands slid up their legs, across their thighs, and to their centers as they scooted closer together, melting into one another. Amber reached around Demi’s head and pulled her in for a wet, slow kiss as Harrison slid his knuckles along their pink lengths. 
 
    His gestures were slow to start as he watched the show in front of him. Amber, petite, her auburn hair spilling down behind her, so submissive to him, so classically beautiful it ached to look at her. Demi, her hand tracing one of her big breasts, her hips rocking to meet his knuckles, so vibrant and lively, free with her emotions, the sort of sexy a man counted himself lucky to see once in his lifetime, let alone have in his grasp. 
 
    And their legs parted for him. Harrison. The castoff. The tortured artist who hated that cliché. Whatever deity had decided to bring these two to his door, he thanked them fervently, and knew he had to see Amber and Demi after that weekend. There was no coming back from this and he was glad for it. 
 
    Amber and Demi explored each other’s lips, Amber’s hand rising to cup Demi’s cheek. They parted only for soft pleased sighs and whispers to one another of their contentment. When Harrison had them both wet and ready, he slipped two fingers into both of them and they broke apart, gasping. 
 
    “Oh Demi,” Amber murmured. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” Demi responded. Their fingers entwined and slowly they turned their heads to look down at Harrison. He rose up, his fingers starting to pump in and out of their tender pussies. He met first Demi with a kiss, a long, languishing one that seemed to go on for minutes. Then he slowly broke away and kissed Amber, their gazes dancing as he smiled softly.  
 
    When he broke away, he murmured, “Now I’m going to make you both come.” 
 
    The slow, easy-going fingering began to speed up. His thumbs brushed the women’s clits, rubbing their hoods, teasing them between harder strokes. His lips met theirs with insistent need, the sweetness in him gone for the moment. Their legs splayed wider, and Amber’s fingers danced across Demi’s hip as hers teased across Amber’s tight belly. The squicks of Harrison’s slick fingers sliding in and out of their cunts was the only sound, apart from the crackling of the fire and the dog’s uncaring snores in a corner of the room on his dog bed. 
 
    Harrison’s pace quickened, and Amber whimpered, “Like that.” 
 
    Demi glanced over, her cheeks flushed. “Are you wet, baby?” 
 
    “Mm hm.” Amber’s gaze never left Harrison until Demi drew her fingers up her flesh and brushed the underside of her breast. Then Amber glanced over, her mouth parted. Demi leaned in for another sloppy series of kisses, keeping up the light feathery tease of Amber’s breast. Harrison’s rough fingers in her cunt. Demi’s light touch across her skin. Soft lips. The warmth of the fire. It was all so much, and pleasure coursed through Amber. Close, already so close, and they’d barely begun. Her eyes widened, and she murmured, “Oh God, Demi, I’m already there.” 
 
    “Come on his fingers, Amber. We’ve got so much of the night left. Imagine how many times you’ll come.” 
 
    “Mm, tell me what you want next,” Amber whispered. 
 
    “I want to eat you out on this couch,” Demi said, pinching Amber’s nipple. “I want Harrison fucking me however he wants. I want him to use me. It was incredible in the trees earlier. He fucked me right up against one. I came so hard, baby.” 
 
    “Must have b-been… so…” 
 
    “Fucking hot,” Demi finished for her. Amber was beginning to roll her hips harder and harder against Harrison’s hard finger-fucking. 
 
    “De-emi!” Amber wailed, and clamped her thighs together as her back arched. She came with a massive shiver, her butt slapping back down before rising up again, trying to get as much of Harrison as deep as she could take his fingers. He dropped his mouth to hers, sucking her upper lip between his as her juices coated his fingers. He pulled them out and brought them to Demi’s lips. She needed no prompting to suck down her friend’s juices, but Harrison was already moving again, pulling his other hand away from Demi’s cunt despite her whining. 
 
    “Up,” he growled at her. To Amber, “You. Lay down on the couch. Knees spread, one foot on the floor.” 
 
    Amber, still quaking from her climax, did as she was told, propping a throw pillow behind her head. Harrison took Demi’s hand and helped her to her feet before spinning her around. His cock jutting against her lower back, he shamelessly cupped her breasts as he walked Demi around the side of the couch before putting a hand between her shoulder blades. She glanced back, confused, but he grinned. “Trust me. Hold yourself up with your hands.” 
 
    Demi let herself be pushed down until her pelvis was balanced over the arm. All her weight was on her hands and Harrison grasped her legs. She got the idea and lifted them slowly, afraid she’d fall off the couch or something would go wrong. It was weird and wild and more than a little hot as her face was basically wheelbarrowed into Amber’s waiting pussy. Then Harrison shifted and spread her legs wide, appreciating the view. 
 
    “You’re insane,” Amber said to Harrison as she stroked Demi’s hair. Her friend began tentatively licking her pussy, but stopped to moan when Harrison slid his meaty cock into her. 
 
    “I’m an artist. Comes with the territory,” he replied, grinning back at her. He slapped Demi’s ass, and asked, “You okay?” 
 
    “Ooohhhh, yeah,” Demi said. “You are, mm, rubbing right over my spot. That is… incredible. Weird. But incredible. Now shut it and fuck me. Pussy to eat, friend to make come.” 
 
    “Good plan,” Harrison grunted, and slid nearly out of her again. 
 
    They built up a good rhythm. Harrison held up Demi as he fucked her, her legs spread wide in a vee around his waist. Amber helped Demi by playing with her clit and holding her folds wide. She loved watching Harrison from this angle, his taut muscles flexing with every thrust, his eyes flicking between Demi’s nice, juicy ass and Amber’s flushed face. Demi stared up at her while she ran her tongue up and down her friend’s pink lips. 
 
    Harrison’s hips started driving forward harder and harder, making Demi whimper in between him thrusting in and out. “Mm,” she moaned into Amber’s pussy. “Mm hm, mmmmm, yes, Harrison, yesss…” 
 
    His face drawn up into a snarl, Harrison growled, “You’re wet for me, aren’t you, Demi?” 
 
    “Wet for you,” she agreed fervently. 
 
    “This is just the first room. I’m going to fuck you in all of them,” he said. “And don’t think I haven’t forgotten your little fantasy from earlier.” 
 
    “What’s this?” Amber asked, idly curling a lock of Demi’s hair around her fingers. 
 
    Harrison grinned down at her. “Oh, that’s going to be a surprise. The main event. When we get to my bedroom, you’ll find out.” 
 
    Waves of pleasure coursed through Demi and she squeezed her eyes shut. “Mmm, fuck, ahhhh!” 
 
    Harrison slammed into her harder and harder, his big, powerful cock rolling over her sensitive spot with every thrust. She came with a yelp. 
 
    “Mmmmyeeeeessss!” 
 
    Her pussy quivered all around him and her arms threatened to give way. Harrison hastily guided her feet back down to the floor, his cock still in her. He so badly wanted to finish, but if he came in every room, he would be far too sore just after the guest half of the house to continue. Quickly he pulled out of Demi, his cock raging hard and glistening by the light of the fireplace. To Amber, he said, “In your bedroom.” 
 
    She nodded and together the trio raced in there. Amber flopped on her back onto the edge of the bed, and Harrison lifted her legs up and crossed her ankles over one of his shoulders. Demi knelt on the bed next to Amber and first satisfied herself with long, loving kisses as Harrison began thrusting in and out of Amber. Slowly, though, Demi broke apart, a devious grin on her face, and she stepped off the bed. 
 
    “Be right back,” she promised Harrison. 
 
    Harrison grunted something vaguely humanish at her, and refocused his efforts on Amber, who grinned up at him. He grinned back, and stopped just long enough to let her legs down so he could lean over and kiss her gently. 
 
    “This morning… it meant a lot,” he murmured. 
 
    She cupped his face in her hands. “Good. This weekend’s meant the same for me.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Now fuck me.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    And he did. He kept her legs down off the edge of the bed, but he gripped her ass and lifted her up just enough that Amber was sliding back and forth on the comforter as he plunged in and out of her. The extra angle was fantastic, and she closed her eyes in bliss. Out in the hallway, Demi passed by a few times, murmuring to herself, but neither Amber or Harrison paid her much mind. They were lost in one another, in a moment of damn near blissful perfection. 
 
    But soon, Demi came back in, a trio of drinks in hand. She set them on the end table next to the bed and hopped up to let Amber give her a few long licks of her pussy as she rode her friend’s face. It wasn’t long before they swapped positions, and Demi got a slow, relaxed fucking from Harrison while Amber rolled her hips along her friend’s mouth. 
 
    Harrison still hadn’t come yet, but he knew he would be close, and soon. Figuring it would be easier to recover in the other guest bedroom, he led the two women instead into his painting office, frantically trying to remember if he covered the painting he’d been working on. It was a baseless worry, though – he had flipped it around and leaned it against a wall, making it look like just another blank canvass. Here, Demi took it first as he bent her over a tall stool, her ass high and proud. He fucked her fast and hard, no longer holding back. The tanned skin of her cheeks begged for a spanking, and he licked his hand to give her a solid smack. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Demi exclaimed, her eyes watering. 
 
    “Too much?” Amber asked, and her friend immediately shook her head. 
 
    “Hell no. Do it again.” 
 
    “Beg for it,” Harrison growled. 
 
    “Please, Harrison, please spank my ass.” 
 
    Thwap! She yelped, and he fucked her harder, staring at the red imprints of his hands on her ass cheeks. “Spank my ass, what?” 
 
    “Sir!” she gasped. “Spank my ass, sir!” 
 
    Smack! Smack! “Good,” he said to her. 
 
    Beside Harrison, Amber licked her own palm, raised it, and brought it down in a firm smack too. “And that’s for not addressing me as Lady Amber the Magnificent.” 
 
    Demi’s giggles were broken up only when Harrison pulled almost all the way out before he plunged back in, hard and fast. “Mmm, Harri-son,” she gasped. Amber watched her big tits bounce back and forth with every hard plunge, transfixed. 
 
    Harrison gripped Demi’s wrists and pulled them back behind her, crossing them behind her butt. Her legs parted even further, and she began a rhythmic, near silent whimper with every thrust. “Mm, mmmm, mmm, mmm, uhhh, uhhhhh!” 
 
    Amber leaned over and kissed her friend’s backside. She ran a finger up the cleft of Demi’s ass, making her buck when she traced her delicate bud. Amber stared at the tiny cute hole, just begging for attention. She’d never played with another woman’s before. This was new territory, and so lewd. Slowly, transfixed by it, she leaned down, and spread Demi’s cheeks wide as her friend drew closer and closer to an orgasm. 
 
    Amber glanced up at Harrison and hesitated. “Do it,” he encouraged her. “Lick her asshole.” 
 
    “Wha-?” Demi asked, and then her eyes bulged. Amber’s delicate pink tongue slid along the entrance of her most forbidden hole. The warmth and wetness were just the sensations she needed to crest to another orgasm, and Demi nearly tipped the stool over as she lifted her feet off the ground. “Ohhhh, fuck! Amber!” 
 
    Amber only took a few laps around her friend’s bud, but that was all it took. Demi came again, and damn near took the stool out when she jerked forward, her whole body unable to stop itself from twitching every which way. Harrison grabbed her around the waist and held onto her as the stool wobbled but didn’t fall. He laughed breathlessly, but his smile faded fast when he took in Amber idly playing with herself as she stood beside them. 
 
    Wordlessly, he pulled out of Demi and went right for Amber. He was gone to his lust, and grabbed her shoulders. Fast, he pushed her towards the stack of empty canvases against one wall and kicked them out of the way. Amber gasped when Harrison pushed her roughly against the wall. He spread her legs wide with his feet and gripped her hips. He lifted her up and she pretzeled her legs around his ass, much like Demi had earlier. His cockhead parted her lips and he plunged into her, hard and deep. 
 
    “Fuck me, Harrison, fuck me hard,” Amber cooed to him, bouncing up and down with every hard thrust. He said nothing, his lips peeled back as he held on for her, determined to make her come again before he did. His lips sank to her neck and she arched her back in pleasure at his warm lips, his hot breath. She was so full, so alive. Every push drove her up and down, up and down. 
 
    Demi stumbled over, her eyes dazed from the huge orgasm. But whatever her mental state, she had enough presence of mind to dig behind one of the blank canvases and produce a big white wand vibrator. This was what she’d been up to when Harrison and Amber went at it in the guest bedroom. Neither of Demi’s lovers paid her any mind until she flicked the toy on. They both glanced at her sharply, and she grinned. 
 
    “Revenge, sweet revenge,” Demi said. 
 
    Amber opened her mouth, but Demi was already raising the wand and running it along the side of her breasts. Amber’s eyes widened, and she arched her back even higher. 
 
    “Mm, Demmmmiiii!” she cried when the vibrator slid to her other breast, teasing her nipples. Harrison fucked her even harder, his balls slapping against her ass. He had no idea how much longer he could hold on, but Amber was writhing in his arms now and he wanted so badly to bring her to the edge again. 
 
    “Her clit,” he growled. “Get that thing down to her clit. Now.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Demi said. She aimed for demure but came across as more pleased with herself, and he very nearly exploded thinking about pushing her smug face into the mattress as he fucked her ass high up in the air with Amber beside her. 
 
    Amber’s head whipped side to side as the vibrator ran across her stomach down to the vee of her sex. Demi rolled the vibrator around her mound, teasing her, but when Harrison glared at Demi, the vibrator shifted to the point where Harrison and Amber’s flesh connected, and both of them let out simultaneous moans of pleasure. 
 
    Amber closed her eyes. “Oh God, oh God, just like that, Demi, please, oh fuuuuuck, I’m coming!” 
 
    Her feet twisted together hard and her whole body shuddered as she came and came and came. Harrison hammered up into her, his big, thick cock keeping her cresting as Demi dropped the vibrator to her own pussy, spreading her legs wide. Harrison pulled one arm away from Amber’s back to grab Demi by the hair on the back of her head. He pulled her to him roughly, and kissed her hard as his cock pumped up into Amber once, twice, three more times before he stiffened and exploded deep within the petite beauty. 
 
    “Don’t pull out, don’t pull out, don’t pull out,” Demi gasped.  
 
    “What, then?” Harrison asked. 
 
    “Take her into the bathroom. She needs to gargle and I want to eat your come out of her.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” Amber whimpered, still lost to the pleasure. 
 
    “Bring the vibrator,” Harrison said, gripping Amber around the waist again and carrying her as he duck-walked with her to the next room. 
 
    Demi shook her head. “While you two were fucking earlier, I left some toys in every room. It’ll be a surprise.” 
 
    “How many did you bring?” Harrison asked, amused. 
 
    “Enough,” Demi said petulantly. “I thought it might be the weekend I really chased after her.” 
 
    “…glad,” Amber mumbled. 
 
    Demi arched an eyebrow. “I think you fucked her silly.” 
 
    Harrison snickered and kissed Amber’s neck. They made it out into the hallway and slowly into the bathroom. He settled Amber onto the counter, and slowly pulled his deflating cock out of her, leaving a rush of his come and her fluids in his wake. Demi dropped down in front of Amber and licked up as much as she could. Her friend, still stunned from the orgasm, gripped the back of Demi’s head loosely and rolled her hips towards her friend’s mouth. Her movements were more out of reflex than any need to come again. 
 
    “Go grab our drinks, will you?” Demi asked Harrison. “I’ll start to get her cleaned up.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He topped off the cocktails and added a bit more ice, grinning to himself like a loon as he stood naked in the kitchen. Booger chuffed at him and he let the dog out, staring out at the cool night as the sink in the guest bathroom started up. Mercy of mercies, Booger did his business fast, and Harrison rewarded him with a peanut butter chewie. “Don’t expect to always be this spoiled,” he told the dog as Booger settled back down on his doggie bed, his prize tucked between his paws. 
 
    But Harrison wished the dog could be loved by the two women longer than that weekend. And maybe himself, too. Contemplating Demi and Amber leaving sent a wave of emptiness and longing over him, and he shook himself out of it only with an effort. To occupy his mind, he thought through the rooms left. The bathroom. The guest bedroom. The kitchen. The gym room. The master bedroom. 
 
    Oof, he was going to be sore. And this would so very much be worth it. 
 
    He plodded back into the bathroom. The women were touching up their makeup, so he set their drinks on the counter and knelt behind them, kissing their gloriously fit cheeks. Amber’s was athletic, but bouncy. Demi’s was ripe and big, and he loved the little jiggle to it when he buried his face against her cheeks. 
 
    “What toys did you bring in here?” Amber asked Demi. 
 
    “Ooh, a dildo. Kinda thought Harrison would need a break, so I figured we would put on another little show for him.” 
 
    Harrison kissed Demi’s butt one more time and pulled away, grinning. “I like that idea. Get in the shower. Two birds, one stone.” 
 
    “Perfect,” Amber said. 
 
    They started the shower, and while Amber and Demi cleaned up first before they played, Harrison brushed his teeth and gargled mouthwash in a hurry. When he was done, Demi reached out of the shower and gripped his cock to lead him – gently – into the shower, where Amber rested against a wall, smiling at them both faintly as her fingers played at her entrance. Demi had left the dildo in an empty soap boat on a ledge, and started things off by giving it a good long suck, grinning at Harrison. He backed into the shower’s second spray of water, and soaped himself up as Amber wrapped her arms around Demi, nuzzling her neck and playing with her breasts as they both watched Harrison. Demi slid the dildo down her own body, frowning. “It’s just not as big as the real thing,” she pouted. 
 
    “Won’t be long,” Harrison promised. 
 
    “Good,” Demi purred, and slid the head against her clit. Amber sucked hard on her shoulder and she whimpered, mostly for the fun of it. The dildo traveled down along her length, and she played it against her lips, just running it idly over her length before she twisted her head and leaned back to kiss Amber. At the same time, she pushed the dildo up into her pussy, slow but steady. Amber caught him licking his lips and grinned. Her hands slid down to Demi’s waist, and she kissed her friend’s shoulder as her fingers danced across her flesh to her clit. 
 
    Slowly, Demi worked the dildo in and out while Amber explored her body. At one point, as Harrison was shutting off his side of the shower to join them, Demi pulled the dildo out and held it over her shoulder. “Suck,” she said simply, and Amber took it from her to do just that. 
 
    “I love how you taste, baby,” she murmured, and passed it back. 
 
    “Ready again,” Harrison grunted. He did not ask if they were. That much was readily apparent. 
 
    “Aw, you mean we have to give up this for your big, thick dick?” Demi asked, reaching down to squeeze his half-hard member. In her hand, his cock sprang to life even faster. 
 
    “Are you complaining?” he asked, flexing his pecs just a bit. Both women giggled at that, and Amber shut off the shower on her side. They followed her out and into the spare bedroom. Demi bent over to fish out a pair of handcuffs from under the bed. Before she could straighten, Harrison knelt down behind her and gave her pussy a good, long lick. 
 
    “Mm,” Demi moaned, and wasn’t paying enough attention to Amber to notice her friend’s hand darting out to swipe the handcuffs away from her. “Hey, I was going to make you my sex slave!” 
 
    “And we’re definitely going to do that someday,” Amber said. “Hands, babe.” 
 
    Demi grumbled but held them out. Amber clicked the cuffs into place, and pushed her friend back onto the bed. She dropped beside her, and Demi shivered deliciously as Amber stroked her cheek. 
 
    “Harrison?” Amber asked. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “I know you like to be dominant, but I have a favor to ask you.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “Anything you ask for is yours, Amber.” 
 
    That sent a warm thrill through her, and she didn’t fail to notice the sadness in his eyes before he locked it away again. But that was a thought for later, and she turned back to Demi, smiling. “Would you make love to her? The way you did me earlier?” 
 
    “You have me handcuffed and that’s what you want?” Demi asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Amber whispered, and turned Demi’s chin towards her. She kissed her friend gently, and Harrison silently lined up at Demi’s entrance. She didn’t break her lips away from Amber as he slid gently home, He stroked her abs with his thumbs, watching the two gorgeous friends love each other with no words, and began to slowly thrust back and forth, filling Demi deeply but slowly each time. 
 
    None of them had any idea what time it was or how long that particular part of their fuck marathon lasted, but they all agreed later it had to be the longest, most pleasant part of the night for all of them. Harrison and Amber didn’t actually make love in that room, leaving their goal somewhat broken, but they did all love each other in a different way. Harrison brought Demi to a slow, rolling orgasm, her quietest of the night by far, and when she came, it was Amber’s name she whispered, tears rolling down her face. Demi knew she would forever be a part of her friend’s life, but she could also see the fire building between her best friend and this strange, wonderful man. This was a beginning for the three of them, but with it too came the realization for Demi at least that she could not and would not stand between the two of them, that whether they wanted to admit it or not, their love for one another was greater than their feelings for her. And that was okay. She knew there would be someone special in her own future. Maybe multiple special someones. There was sadness, yes, but it was so much easier to let Amber go seeing her happy like this. 
 
    The cuffs came off when she came back down. By now they lost count of how many times they’d come, and it really didn’t matter much to any of them. This was fun. This was a bit of silliness before they had to all face the real world again, each in their own separate aching way. Harrison took them into the mudroom next, and they all agreed it was too chilly in there to do much more than have the two beauties give him a quick suck before they headed for the dining room, laughing and pinching one another. 
 
    There, it was Amber’s turn, and she made Harrison sit in a chair while she sat astride him, her spectacular ass bouncing up and down as he tried to chase her nipples with his mouth, staring up at her worshipfully. Demi loved the view and snapped a few pictures, promising never to show them to anyone. Her favorite was of a tender moment when Amber kissed Harrison, his eyes locked on hers and his hands squeezing her bottom. She caught the glint of the fire off the windows behind them, giving it a little magical spark of the winter. 
 
    He took Demi in the kitchen next, her up on a counter, him thrusting up into her gleefully. His need to come was apparent, and both women fell to their knees again in front of him to give him a joint blowjob that left him shooting white streaks across both their faces. 
 
    They cleaned up in the master bath, and Amber knelt in front of Demi, eating her out while Harrison worked two lubed fingers into Demi’s most tender hole. By now, the grand finale was no mystery to Amber, and she was caught somewhere between fear that Harrison might reject her if she couldn’t take him up the ass and lust at the thought that he might. Demi swapped spots with Amber, and Harrison worked his digits into her ass too. She loved the fullness of his fingers in her while Demi slurped away noisily on her pussy, but like Demi, she was physically exhausted and ready for a closing to the night’s festivities in grandiose style. 
 
    Once they showered yet again and gargled, the majority of their time in the workout room was getting Harrison ready one last time for the day. He had never come so much in a twenty-four-hour period, and his dick was sore in the best possible way. But when Amber and Demi blindfolded him – Demi’s second to last toy in the rooms – and alternated between wet, sloppy blowjobs and handjobs, he found he definitely had the endurance to go one last time. 
 
    So with Harrison tugging off the blindfold, hard as a beam, Demi and Amber led him into the master bedroom. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “This is my show now,” Harrison said. It was not an argument. It was not a question. It was a command, and Amber thrilled to it. Demi licked her lips, and nodded tentatively. 
 
    “I want you both on the bed, Demi, where’s the lube?” 
 
    “In the nightstand,” Demi said. 
 
    “In the nightstand…” 
 
    “Sir,” Demi whispered, blushing furiously. 
 
    “Very good,” Harrison said absently. He fished it out, and passed it to her. “On your knees, asses to me.” He sat languidly on the armchair and idly stroked himself, watching as they both crawled up onto the bed and got on their knees. “Get each other ready.” 
 
    While they squirted lube into their palms, Harrison eyed the other items Demi left in the room. The bed was covered in thick towels, so he didn’t need to worry about stripping it. A stack of smaller ones sat on the earlier nightstand, along with two bottles of water and wipes. Excellent. He could clean himself off there in the room without much of a break in the action. 
 
    Wet smacks drew his attention back to Demi and Amber. They were kissing each other now, and he hid a smile before he said gruffly, “Did I say to kiss each other?” 
 
    “No sir,” Amber said quietly. “May we?” 
 
    He rose to his feet and strolled to the bed. Demi was slowly rolling her fingers around the edge of Amber’s bud, and he licked his palm and smacked her ass cheek hard. “May we what?” he asked as she sucked in a sharp breath. 
 
    “May we please kiss each other?” Amber whispered. 
 
    “You may,” he said. 
 
    They kissed, and Harrison eased up onto the bed, watching Amber’s fingers trail up and down the cleft of Demi’s ass. He guided her fingers to Demi’s hole, and the bustier of the two women tossed her hair back and whimpered as two of Amber’s digits slid inside. 
 
    “He’s going to fuck our asses, Ambie,” Demi whispered, slowly pushing back to make Amber’s finger’s delve even deeper.  
 
    “I know. I’m scared but… I’m excited too.” 
 
    “Me too,” Demi agreed. She leaned over to kiss Amber again, and her fingers slipped inside her friend. Both of them, like that, their fingers stuffed inside each other’s tightest holes with their asses up in the air, it was without question the hottest thing Harrison ever saw. He grabbed Demi’s camera and spent a long minute snapping pictures as they slowly fingerfucked each other’s asses, stopping only to add more lube. He rubbed it all over their backsides, leaving their butts glistening. His moan of pleasure drew giggles from the two women, and he grinned himself, his façade of roughness more or less gone. 
 
    “Harrison,” Demi whispered. “Sir.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Fuck her second, okay? I want you to come in her.” 
 
    “Demi…” Amber murmured. 
 
    A pair of tears streaked down Demi’s face even as she smiled beatifically. Harrison dropped the camera on the nightstand and slid up behind Demi. He lubed up his hands and his cockhead, and gently pulled away Amber’s fingers from Demi’s waiting hole. Demi drew a deep breath, and whispered, “He loves you, Amber.” 
 
    And with that, Harrison’s cockhead pressed to Demi’s waiting bud. He gripped her hips, and Amber crushed her mouth to Demi’s. Harrison never denied Demi’s words. It was not a lie he could force out. He did love Amber. Maybe that was crazy, considering they only knew each other a day, but he did. 
 
    Harrison loved Amber. 
 
    Pressure, and with an almost audible pop, his cockhead slid into Demi’s ass. Her eyes opened wide, and she moaned into Amber’s mouth, her fingers clutching at the towels underneath her. “Big, big, oh my God, big…” she gasped. 
 
    Harrison tensed, and if she said stop, he would have put an end to the fun, cleaned up, and they could have had a nice last romp without the anal before he passed out from sheer exhaustion. But once Demi had a minute to let her body relax, she glanced over her shoulder and nodded. Slowly, he eased into her tight walls. Amber kissed Demi harder and harder, her hand on her friend’s ass as Harrison went deeper and deeper. 
 
    “Amber,” Harrison grunted. 
 
    She broke her lips away from Demi long enough to ask, “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “After a few strokes, reach down and play with her clit.” 
 
    She grinned back at him. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Demi could take an impressive amount of his cock, and finally shook her head with about two inches of him left. He slowly eased back with a wet squelch that had all of them laughing. But things got serious again when he pushed back into her, marginally faster this time. By the sixth or seventh stroke, Demi finally seemed to relax and get into it, and Amber’s hand snuck under her friend to play with her pussy. 
 
    “So full, so full, so full,” Demi whimpered as Harrison drove back into her. “Oh God, Amber, it feels so good.” 
 
    Amber’s fingers slid across her friend’s hood, and Demi buried her head against the bed. “Like that, baby? Like him fucking your ass while I finger your cute little pussy?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Demi moaned. 
 
    Harrison rocked Demi back and forth with every thrust, his balls slowly slapping against her ass, and Amber began to emulate her friend, rocking with her as she kept up a steady stroke of her friend’s clit. 
 
    “Take my cock, Demi,” Harrison grunted. “Just like your fantasy. You’re my ass slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, oh God, yes,” Demi wailed, her breasts squashing against the bed as he fucked her harder and harder into it. 
 
    “Say it,” Harrison said. 
 
    “I’m your ass slut! I love that thing in me!” 
 
    Amber’s fingers stroked Demi’s clit faster and faster. “Come for him, baby, come for Harrison.” 
 
    “Yeeee-esssss!” Demi wailed. “Mmmmm, fuck, yes!” 
 
    She came, and though Demi didn’t think she had it in her to match an orgasm as the first couple of powerful ones of the night, this one eclipsed all of them. Harrison’s cock stuffing her so full and her best friend’s constant pressure on her clit overwhelmed her, and she bucked so hard she came off Harrison’s cock and collapsed forward, her pussy quivering hard on Amber’s fingers. She couldn’t speak, she couldn’t move. All she could do was watch dazedly as Amber sprang off the bed, grabbing the towels and the wipes to clean Harrison off. She did manage to slide around until her head was nearly off the bed, and Amber got the idea, balancing herself over Demi and dropping her pussy down onto her friend’s waiting, eager mouth.  
 
    Harrison lubed up Amber quickly again, then pulled her hair to the side so he could twist her chin and kiss her, hard and hungry before his cock slid through the crack of her ass. He pressed the head against her hole, and slowly, he pushed into her. If Demi had been tight, Amber was almost virginal, and he groaned his pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Amber wailed. “Harrison, oh fuck…” 
 
    “Tell me to stop and I will,” he told her. 
 
    “No, no no no,” Amber said, her voice high and pinched. “I want this, I want this, I want thisssss…” 
 
    Her head dipped down, and shot right back up when he pushed deeper into her. Amber thrashed on Demi’s tongue, her hands clenching. Demi’s arms wrapped around her back and she slapped her friend’s butt, drawing a wordless wail from Amber at all the sensations. 
 
    Harrison eased forward, his cock barely making any movements at all. It was all he could do not to come deep in Amber’s ass. She was so wild in that moment, gasping and moaning her pleasure, her body writhing. Eventually she held up a shaking hand behind her, and he stopped, pulling back out as slow as he’d entered. Little by little her butt opened to him until he could comfortably push into her faster. 
 
    When he felt like he knew her limits, Harrison grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back, crossing them as he plunged into her. The roughness turned her on even more, and her slick lips slid harder and harder against Demi’s eager tongue. Harrison bounced her on his cock, transfixed by the sight of her taut, tiny ass. 
 
    “Harder,” Amber wailed, “fuck me harder, Harrison, give me that dick.” 
 
    Surprised, he obliged, fucking her faster as she tossed back her hair, her breaths coming jagged and rough. “Take that, baby.” 
 
    “Yessss!” she wailed, slapping back at him. “Yesss! Yess! Yeees! Harris-on!” 
 
    Her body seized up, and her spine arched as she drove down onto Demi’s lips. Her warmth splashed Demi’s mouth as she came, and came, and came, her orgasm never seeming to end. Harrison, his hands still gripping her wrists, pulled her back until she was sitting up on her knees, her ass pressed to his groin. He fucked her in fast, short spurts, trying not to go too deep as he sucked at the back of her neck. Demi slid out from under her friend and jumped off the bed, whispering in Harrison’s ear, licking his lobe, nipping his neck. He came like a cannon, his cock pumping Amber’s ass full of his hot warmth, and he never seemed to end, just shot after shot draining out of him deep within her. 
 
    Even long after he was done, they stayed like that, his dick still inside Amber’s ass, and he began kissing her neck gently, her ear, her shoulder. She reached back for his face with trembling fingers, both of them trying to get words out they feared the other one didn’t want to hear. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Harrison loaded up their SUV with the box of booze. The day was already warming up well pasty fifty degrees, and snow clumps fell out of the trees in great big sheaves. Booger sat next to the SUV, whining. 
 
    “I know, bud,” he said quietly. “I feel the same way.” 
 
    The women’s laughter preempted their arrival, and they strolled out carrying their purses and a pair of water bottles. His heart swelled and broke all at once. They had exchanged numbers, emails, and social media handles that morning around the breakfast table, with promises to keep in touch. Harrison thought they meant it, but he’d been kicked in the teeth so often, he had trouble believing they actually would.  
 
    “I think that’s everything,” Demi said cheerfully. 
 
    “Not quite,” Harrison said, trying to make his smile feel natural. “Be right back.” 
 
    He jogged inside the house, and retrieved their two portraits. The third painting he was still working on, and he still hadn’t revealed it to them. He figured maybe it would make for a good excuse to see them in the city. The thought of returning to civilization would have made him uneasy just a couple days ago, but now he looked forward to it, especially to see Demi and Amber again. 
 
    “Awww,” Amber said when she saw the canvases in his hand. “Really, Harrison, that’s so sweet.” 
 
    “Can we pay you?” Demi asked. 
 
    “Get out of here. Not literally. I want another kiss goodbye first.” 
 
    “Or maybe you two should get up to something else one last time?” Demi asked, waggling her eyebrows. 
 
    Harrison groaned. “Would that I could. You two damn near killed me last night.” Lower, and to Amber, he said quietly, “And I don’t think there’s a more perfect sendoff than this morning.” 
 
    She had made love to him in the early hours, riding him slowly as the light trickled through the bedroom window. Their lovemaking had been achingly slow, and when they woke Demi, she curled up to Harrison and watched her friend, content to let the two of them have their last session together. 
 
    “I agree,” Amber replied, blushing and smiling. “Harrison, I…” 
 
    “Can I see you again?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she murmured. “I’d like that.” 
 
    “And you too, Demi,” Harrison said. He reached out and pinched her butt. “You aren’t getting far from me either.” 
 
    Demi grinned. “Looking forward to it.” 
 
    There came a round of last kisses, slow and soft and sweet, and when Amber opened up the passenger side door, Booger tried to jump in first. Harrison had to haul the big goofball out, and kept a hand on his collar as Amber got in, trying to hide her tears. 
 
    His heart caught in his throat as she started to swing the door closed, and he caught it, moving forward before he could even mentally process it. Her eyes fluttered as his lips met hers one more time, and he finally pulled away to close the door on her. Trying to fight off the sense of sickening loss, he rapped the side of the SUV with his knuckles, and walked Booger inside, trying not to look back. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “You off work?” 
 
    Demi punched down the pace of her treadmill and wiped the sweat from her forehead. Amber’s words were nasal and stilted. She was trying not to cry, Demi realized. “I am. Just finishing up a jog on the treadmill. Are you okay?” 
 
    “Well,” Amber said, chuckling without any humor. “They talked her out of criminal charges. I have to take anger management courses. They want me back, but I’ll have to be supervised by our chief physician.” 
 
    “That’s good news, I guess?” 
 
    “I quit,” Amber said, and started sobbing. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Harrison called Amber most every evening. 
 
    She liked that about him. Liked that he actually wanted to talk, not text. They did that too, infrequently. Usually it was a “good night,” from one of them, replied in kind. But the real conversations, those were the best kind of medicine for her soul. She told him about quitting her job and seeking employment elsewhere. 
 
    “Where do you want to wind up?” he asked her, genuinely curious. 
 
    “Here in New Bainbridge, for certain,” Amber said. “Specifically, somewhere smaller. More relaxed. I’ve got resumes out to a few clinics, and I think I have a real shot at one of them. I know the physicians there and they’ve tried to poach me before.” 
 
    “Less hours? Less stress?” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    They talked too of his past, and Harrison’s walls came crumbling down. He talked candidly of his troubled loner teenage years and how his friends Willow and Kirk took him under their wing. They talked too about his art, and she looked up one of his biggest collections online. They were of women of all walks of life in various sexual poses, some clearly dominant, some submissive, some in between. A lot were featured at work, and much like his friend Willow, Amber thought his best one was a painting of a bartender being fucked from behind over a bar counter, her nipples just grazing a pair of shots. 
 
    “That’s pretty damn hot,” she admitted. 
 
    “Reaaaally?” Harrison asked, his smirk apparent through the phone. “How hot?” 
 
    “Hot enough to make me a little wet,” she murmured. 
 
    “Want some help with that over the phone?” he asked. 
 
    No, I want you here, with me, Amber thought, but she bit the comment back. With it came loneliness and warmth. How she loved this man. She just needed to figure out whether she would be asking too much if she wanted him to move to New Bainbridge. 
 
    The answer, as it turned out, wasn’t up to either of them. It was already well in motion, and about to make itself known. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Amber’s periods were frequently irregular thanks to the high stress of her job. It was such a regular occurrence she didn’t think much of it when she missed hers that month especially given the stress of quitting the hospital, but little things starting stacking up. The day before her interview at the Whitman Community Clinic, she could distinctly smell the green apple cleaner her neighbor was using to mop his floors – and there was barely a breeze between the two houses. That was odd, but it didn’t set her mind on fire until the next morning, when she woke tired and aching. To cap it off, in the middle of her morning workout, her nipples tingled, and wouldn’t quit. 
 
    Her knee-lift stopped with her foot high in the air, and she stared at the wall, counting the weeks since her last period. “Oh,” she whispered. Maybe she was wrong. After all, she was certain she’d been on the pill with Harrison. But that wasn’t a guaranteed get-out-of-pregnancy-free card. 
 
    The interview was early that morning, too early to get a pregnancy kit on the way, so Amber tried to stow the question away for later, sure she already knew the answer. The clinic was as nice as she remembered, suburban, safe, boring. Perfect. That was exactly what she craved. The medical director was a jovial man in his early seventies, and he’d been on board for nearly thirty years, a great sign for her worries about working somewhere with high turnover. The newest doctor on their staff had been working there eight years, and loved it, further bolstering Amber’s confidence this was the place for her. 
 
    The actual interview felt more like a formality. She was nervous about the assault case with the crackhead mother, but the medical director told her straightaway, “I don’t want to see that kind of behavior here, but put in your shoes, I’m not sure I would have done anything differently.” 
 
    There were dozens of questions on both sides of the desk, and Amber felt like they clicked well. The medical director relaxed back in his chair, and asked pleasantly, “Was there anything else before you go?” 
 
    “Actually,” Amber said, smiling widely. “Yes. There is. And it’s not, ah, related to the interview, actually.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Demi was the first one to hear the results, and she showed up half an hour later, bags of Chinese food in hand. The food lay forgotten about as the two women took to the couch, tumbling together in a pile of limbs as they kissed and their hands roamed. Demi ate Amber out to a wonderful, full-bodied orgasm, and the favor was returned with one of Amber’s favorite toys. 
 
    Afterward, as they rested together in a pair of bathrobes and ate somewhat cold chicken chow mein, egg rolls, and about a half-dozen varieties of beef and pork, Demi said through a mouth full of noodles, “Oo haf oh ell im.” 
 
    “Want to try that again?” 
 
    Demi swallowed, and said more clearly, “You have to go tell him.” 
 
    “I know. But…” 
 
    Demi leveled her chopsticks at her friend. “Don’t tell me you don’t want him to be the dad. I know you, babe.” 
 
    “I so, so very much do,” Amber said wistfully. “But I also don’t want to pull him away from his life, you know?” 
 
    Demi stood up, walked over, and knocked on Amber’s forehead. “Honey. You are his life.” 
 
    “We only knew each other for, what, two days?” 
 
    “Come on,” Demi said. “I’ve talked to him too. He said he loves hearing from you.” 
 
    “Did he really?” 
 
    Demi stared at her, a sliver of beef paused halfway to her lips. “Are you freaking serious right now? Of course he did. Amber. Trust me. Go to him.” 
 
    “Maybe I should.” 
 
    Demi nodded and smiled, and shifted her attention back to her food. Her eyes glistened, and she finished off the bite before she murmured, “I’m so happy for you.” 
 
    “Good. Because he’s not the only one I want helping to raise my baby.” 
 
    Demi glanced up. “What?” 
 
    “I know you. And I know what you’re thinking. That it’s going to be me and Harrison. Well, I love you, Demi. Just like I love him. And you’re just going to have to get used to the idea of us being a threesome.” 
 
    “You… you’re serious. You love me?” 
 
    Amber’s smile warmed Demi to her toes. “Yes. Is that so hard to believe?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The box of bedding made a nice thump in the back end of the truck. Booger jumped up onto the bed and sniffed it, and Harrison warned him, “Pee on that and I’ll pee on you.” 
 
    The dog ignored him, but turned his attention to a vehicle coming up the road through the trees. It was unfamiliar to Harrison, but he figured with the warmer weather, it was probably someone taking a weekend drive. Or maybe they were coming to take a look at the rental where Amber and Demi had intended on staying. With the snow finally gone, that could be the case. He’d read Demi’s review. It was… colorful. Just the thought made him grin. 
 
    He turned back towards the house and ambled up to grab another box off the front porch. This one was full of the paperbacks he brought with him, nestled under a couple of pillows. As he hefted the box and turned, Booger gave a great big woof, and jumped off the tail end of the truck. The SUV had turned onto Harrison’s lane. He walked the box to the truck and dropped it in as Booger darted towards the vehicle, barking joyously. 
 
    “Hey, get back here, bud, you’re going to…” 
 
    His words trailed off as the SUV slowed and came to a stop. The door opened and Booger was springing up onto the driver’s lap, a gold-winning jump for sure. The soft, lovely laughter within bubbled out to him and he hurried around the truck as Amber managed to unbuckle and get out, Booger immediately following her. He barked again, got down on his front paws, and ran circles around her before the crazy dog sprinted right at Harrison as if he was pointing the way. Then he was off to the races, running into the trees, then back towards the house, the happiest Harrison had ever seen. 
 
    Amber smiled at Harrison even as tears rolled slowly down her cheeks. “Hi.” 
 
    For a response, he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her so hard their teeth knocked together. Booger ran back to them, jumping up on Harrison’s ass, and he growled, “Be right back.” 
 
    He jogged back to the house, opened the door, and Booger darted in, suckered before he could realize what was going on. Harrison shut the door quickly and raced back to Amber, already going for his belt. She saw, and she started at her own buttons. He guided her to his truck. The backseat was still empty, and he helped her up to lay down on her back before he dropped his pants far enough to take her. His fingers slid her panties to the side, and as he slid home, he murmured, “I love you, Amber.” 
 
    “I love you too. So much, Harrison.” 
 
    Amber came fast, clutching him to her, whispering it in his ear over and over again. I love you. I missed you. I need you so much. And he whispered much the same back to her, his own panting climax following just minutes after hers. 
 
    Afterwards, he helped her out of the truck, and once they were both reasonably dressed again, he kissed her again and again. But she saw the boxes in the back of the truck, and turned away from him, tears streaming down her face again. 
 
    “Amber? What is it? What’s the matter? Is it the interview? Did you not get the job?” 
 
    “No, I did, I start in two weeks. I just…” She shook her head, and pressed the back of her hand to her lips, trying to say the words. Finally, she croaked, “I won’t try to keep you, Harrison.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “This, wherever you’re going, I just… thought you might like…” 
 
    “Wherever I’m going?” Harrison asked, amused. He pressed two fingers to Amber’s chin and turned her head towards him. “Where I’m going is New Bainbridge.” 
 
    “Wh… what?” 
 
    He nodded. “I have an artist friend who’s been nagging me for months now to join his graphic design firm. I hope this doesn’t sound too creepy, but I found a rental about… I don’t know, ten blocks from you, and I thought… well…” 
 
    Amber hiccupped out a laugh. “You’re not… you’re…” 
 
    “Yeah. I am. If you want me in your life on a more permanent basis. You and Demi.” 
 
    “I do, oh my God, yes, I do.” 
 
    “Good,” he said, laughing. “Well, in any case, I thought it was time. You helped me heal. A lot. So… well, surprise.” 
 
    “That’s… maybe not the only surprise here,” Amber said, blinking away her tears and smiling widely. “Um. So. The pill… didn’t take.” 
 
    “The pill?” he asked, not quite getting it. Then it dawned on him just as she spoke again, and his jaw dropped. 
 
    “I’m pregnant, Harrison,” Amber said. “And if you’d like, maybe you don’t need to live a whole ten blocks away from me. Maybe…” 
 
    “Yes,” Harrison whispered. “Yes, absolutely, yes.” 
 
    He took her in his arms again, and they kissed, good and long, just holding onto one another. Finally, she broke away, her eyes gleaming with good humor. “I wasn’t sure how this was going to go. Demi told me I was overthinking it.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me? I’m getting a chance to start over. And this time, with someone I genuinely love.” He slapped his head. “Oh, hey. I wanted to show you something. I had a fit of inspiration.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Amber asked. 
 
    He took her hand. “Yeah,” he said, grinning. 
 
    Harrison led her into his studio room. A painting hung on the wall, that of a slim, beautiful auburn haired woman rolling in the snow, forever captured laughing and pinned by a voluptuous, sexy dark-haired friend. The details of their faces and bodies were just different enough that Amber could have stood by it without anyone recognizing her, but together with Demi, there might be questions. 
 
    “I painted a similar one like it,” Harrison said, wrapping his arm around her waist. “That’s the one that sold, and the buyer’s commissioning me for two more paintings like it. But this one’s yours and Demi’s. I started work on this one before the two of you left.” 
 
    “It’s beautiful,” Amber whispered. “And you know you have a job to do when you get back to New Bainbridge.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Demi’s doing the whole martyr thing. I don’t think she knows we can love each other and love her too.” 
 
    He groaned, but it was a happy noise. “I tried to convince her here. Guess it didn’t take.” 
 
    “Well, you know what they say, if at first you don’t succeed…” Amber leaned up and kissed his cheek. “Want some help with your things?” 
 
    “Absolutely. We could be out of here tomorrow.” 
 
    “Hmm. You know, before we go, you never did actually make love to me in every room. Maybe we have time to fix that?” 
 
    Harrison kissed her again. “Maybe we do,” he agreed. 
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    Squashed between two guys who might have been defensive linemen in another life, Ridley wished he could be anywhere but in that tiny office at the moment. The security gig was only for one night, and he didn’t need the extra bucks even if he could land the job. Surrounded by these musclebound behemoths, he was sure he’d be laughed out of the interview entirely. 
 
    But Ridley promised his niece Clarissa he’d try, and he meant to keep to his promise, even if it seemed foolish. All of ten, she was a huge Calliope Beaumont fan, and had talked him into applying for the gig last week when she discovered the ad online for backstage security guards. Ridley knew just enough about Calliope Beaumont’s upbeat pop to recognize a few of her biggest hits on the radio, but like most music his niece loved, he was largely indifferent to it. It wasn’t the worst he’d ever heard – the lyrics were surprisingly intelligent and largely focused on mental and body positive messages – but like most pop music to him, it was background noise, nothing he really paid all that much attention to save for when he was giving his niece a ride. 
 
    Clarissa was a clever kid, and knew how to pick her battles. She saved all her batted eyelashes and pouty faces for those biggest of events or things she wanted. A toy or a treat? Those were paltry little things to her and she didn’t bother asking for them more than once. But a video game she was excited about? A trip to the amusement park? Those were more her particular style. It wasn’t like she was greedy – she really only turned on the charm every few weeks, and generally, it was for stuff Ridley enjoyed too, so he didn’t feel too manipulated. But this job interview? This was all for her. At first, he laughed her off, thinking she was joking with him, but her face went stormy and she launched into tears he realized were a hundred percent genuine. That was it for Ridley. He hugged her tight, and promised Clarissa he’d try. 
 
    He applied online, submitted the requested information, and didn’t expect to get a callback. But yesterday, a pleasant secretary called to inform him his interview would take place the following day, if that worked for him. It did, so here he was, squirming in his best suit. 
 
    The door to the inner office opened, and a sandy-blond man in skinny jeans, a tee, and a sport coat stepped out, grinning ear to ear. He was what Ridley’s sister Traci would have called “movie handsome.” The guy kept the door open behind him, and said, “Whichever one of you is Ridley Crouch, you’re next.” 
 
    Ridley cleared his throat and stood up, clutching his resume in its nice folder in one hand. The blonde guy stepped past him, slapping his shoulder on the way as though they were old friends. Ridley headed into the office, and a middle-aged woman behind a narrow desk said distractedly, “Shut the door behind you, please.” 
 
    Ridley did, and turned back to the interviewer. The office was nicer than the waiting room, with a plush blue carpet, several abstract prints, and a view of the stadium beyond a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows. That was where Calliope Beaumont would be playing in a few days. The woman behind the desk wasn’t alone. A big, barrel chested man in a powder-blue suit leaned against a wall, watching Ridley with half-lidded eyes. His nose and lip were pierced, and his head was clean shaven save for a short, stubby mohawk. 
 
    “Like the hair,” Ridley said, meaning it. 
 
    The man’s sleepy eyes widened, and he grinned. “Thanks.” 
 
    Ridley crossed the room, and shook hands first with the woman behind the desk. She was maybe fifty-ish, her hair dyed a nearly white-blonde. She wore a gray suit and more jewelry than Ridley had ever seen on anyone. Her handshake was firm, and she gave him a tight smile. The big guy’s handshake was hard enough to nearly break Ridley’s hand. 
 
    “I’m Deborah Wing, chief of security, and this is J.J. Musgrave. Please, take a seat.” 
 
    “Pretend I’m not here,” J.J. said. His voice was high and effeminate. 
 
    “Ridley. Crouch. Oh, uh, here you are, ma’am.” Ridley handed over the folder with his resume and references. Deborah took the folder and opened it. A folded note fell out, and she picked it up. 
 
    “What’s this?” she asked, opening it. 
 
    “I’m not actually sure,” Ridley said, leaning forward and frowning. “That should have just been my resume and references as you asked.” 
 
    Deborah opened it and a small smile crossed her face. “Ahhh, I believe you’ll want this back.” 
 
    She handed it over, and Ridley examined the note. It was a drawing of him and Clarissa in front of a stage. At ten, she was already a great little artist. At the bottom of it was scribbled, “Good luck, Uncle Ridley!” He laughed softly and tucked the note away in his jacket pocket. That morning, she didn’t want a ride from her mom or stepfather to school, and asked Ridley to do it before the interview, ostensibly to give him a pep talk. Now he knew the real reason. 
 
    “My niece,” he said. “Clarissa. She’s the one that talked me into the interview.” 
 
    “That’s adorable,” J.J. said. 
 
    “She is that,” Ridley admitted. “She’s a big fan of Ms. Beaumont’s.” 
 
    They settled into the interview, and Ridley felt immeasurably more relaxed. They talked some about his service in the Army, and his current college education. In the fall, he’d be into his third year studying for a criminal justice degree with hopes of joining the FBI. Before it felt like they even really got started, the interview was over, and he rose and shook their hands again. 
 
    “We’ll be in touch,” Deborah promised. “At the very least, I think we can spare a few extra tickets up close to the front of the stage.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Ridley asked, grinning. “Clarissa will be thrilled. Thank you so much.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” she said. 
 
    He left the office feeling a hundred times more confident about this than when he came in. Plus, he could tell Clarissa with complete honesty he’d given it his best shot. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Now, listen, whatever happens, we have to stay out of the way,” Ridley said, playing with his tie at they approached the massive loading bay doors. 
 
    Clarissa, in bright pink pants and a striped top, gave him a lopsided grin. “I know.” 
 
    “I know you know,” Ridley said. 
 
    “I know you know I know,” Clarissa said, and grabbed his arm as her mom laughed. “Best. Uncle. Ever. And stop playing with your tie.” 
 
    On her other side, Traci said, “She’s right. You had it so nice at the house.” 
 
    Ridley sighed and gave up. “You two would be the best tag team in the history of wrestling, you know that? Always beating a guy up.” 
 
    Two guys at the door held them up, and Ridley handed over his ID. They checked a list on a clipboard, and one of them tapped a few buttons on his phone. He apparently saw what he needed to, because they were directed inside to a harried man in a button down and slacks. 
 
    “You’re Ripley?” he asked. 
 
    “Ridley Crouch, yes sir,” Ridley replied. Behind him, Clarissa couldn’t help bobbing on her feet until Traci gripped her shoulder lightly and smiled down at her. 
 
    “Okay, okay, okay, where did Deborah… oh, right, you’re door detail for Ms. Beaumont’s dressing room.” 
 
    Clarissa’s jaw dropped. “Like, her dressing room, dressing room?” 
 
    “Sorry,” Traci said, laying a hand on her shoulder. 
 
    They were directed down a series of hallways near a big set of stairs that must have led up to the stadium. Traci gaped up at it as Clarissa ran down the hallway, checking out the numbers of the doors. “This one’s it,” she called, and pointed at a door just as it opened. She froze, and almost at a dead whisper, she murmured, “Oh. My God.” 
 
    Out stepped Deborah, the same woman who had interviewed Ridley, deep in conversation with someone behind her. That someone was Calliope Beaumont, mega pop star, beloved by millions. And especially the starstruck little girl about to be bowled over if she didn’t scoot out of the way. 
 
    “Clarissa!” Traci called. “Come on, honey, get out of the way!” 
 
    “Hello, cutie!” a harmonious voice said. Ridley blinked. Had he ever heard Calliope Beaumont say anything that wasn’t propped up by a recording studio before? He couldn’t recall, but that voice was honey on toast. 
 
    Clarissa gaped. “Um. Um. Hi, my uncle Ridley’s here to be your door security guy and I… um… um…” 
 
    By that point, Ridley caught up to her, and laid his hands on her shoulders. Both Deborah and Calliope looked amused, and another door opened behind Traci. Big J.J. stepped out, hurriedly doing up his fly. “I leave for two minutes,” he muttered, then saw who it was. “Oh! Hey! Calliope, this is the guy I was telling you about.” 
 
    Ridley finally took in the gorgeous pop singer. Her dark hair spilled down her shoulders in soft waves. Her face was free of makeup as yet, and he didn’t think he’d ever noticed the freckles on her neck or cheeks. Her mouth dimpled when she smiled, and the way her eyes twinkled could make a man fall over just standing there staring at her. He knew from Clarissa the singer had just celebrated her thirtieth, making her a few years older than him, but even without makeup, she could have passed for ten years younger than that. 
 
    She was dressed simply for the moment in shorts and a tee with a cartoon kitten on it. It hid away much of her curves, but her shapely legs stood out. She was famous for being full-figured and loving it, and he thought he’d never seen a more naturally sexy woman in his entire life. 
 
    “Hello!” Calliope said, and strode over to him, her hand extended. He shook it, noting just how smooth and small her hand was. 
 
    “Hello,” he said, trying to get his brain to catch up to his eyes. “I’m Ridley. Crouch.” 
 
    “Calliope. Beaumont,” she said, imitating him and laughing lightly. There was no malice behind it, and she shook hands with Traci too, who introduced herself with slightly more decorum than her brother or her daughter. 
 
    Clarissa finally caught up to the moment, and darted to her uncle’s side. “I’m sorry, I was just looking for the right door, and… well, you were right there, and…” 
 
    Calliope knelt down so she was at an eye level with Clarissa and held out her hand. “How about a do-over, then?” 
 
    Clarissa grinned. “Okay. I’m Clarissa. I’m probably not your biggest fan, but… maybe like fifth or sixth biggest.” 
 
    That got a laugh from both J.J. and Deborah, and Calliope said, “I heard that from J.J. Tell you what. I need to go talk to my choreographer. How about you and your mom come with? I’ll show you some moves.” 
 
    “You…” Clarissa’s eyes bulged. “Yes, yes yes yes!” 
 
    Calliope stood up, and grinned at Ridley. “We’ll get acquainted later. Deborah, you’ll fill him in?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Deborah said cheerfully. 
 
    Calliope guided Clarissa and Traci away, and Ridley’s niece glanced over her shoulder before she disappeared up the big set of stairs. “I owe you, like, a thousand times for this,” she called, and Ridley chuckled. 
 
    About that time, the blond man from the interview walked down the same hallway Ridley came through, and Ridley found out they’d be working together. His name was Adam, and he was an off-duty cop. Deborah explained their duties watching the door, and Ridley asked the most obvious question of all. 
 
    “Why us? Why not your private security guys?” 
 
    “Ah,” Deborah said. “That was Mr. Musgrave and Ms. Beaumont’s call. I’m not going to lie, I’m not thrilled about it, but it was their request you two be involved.” 
 
    “They’re talent scouting us,” Adam said. 
 
    Ridley’s eyebrows shot up. “What?” he asked, laughing. 
 
    Adam shrugged and gave him a lazy grin. “I take it you’ve got a background in law enforcement or something?” 
 
    “Um. Army. And I’m studying criminal psychology.” 
 
    “There you go. Makes sense, doesn’t it?” 
 
    It did have the sense of truth to it, but Ridley wasn’t sure what they were potentially being scouted for. Future security gigs, maybe? He set the thought aside and paid attention to the list of VIPs who would have access to Calliope in her room. It was a very, very short list, and easy to remember. Anyone else would need to go through Deborah and J.J. 
 
    Traci and Clarissa came back down a half an hour later, Clarissa so gobsmacked she couldn’t stop grinning. She held up a bag stuffed with merchandise, and sprinted for Ridley. He picked her up, marveling at how big she was getting, and she planted a huge kiss on his cheek before he let her down again. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she gushed. “I’m so happy you’re doing this.” 
 
    “Was she nice?” Ridley asked. 
 
    “So nice! The best. I told her you’re single.” 
 
    Ridley groaned and Adam snickered somewhere behind him. “Thanks, Clarissa.” 
 
    “We are off to grab a bite to eat,” Traci said, “and then we’ll be watching the concert. I am so making you dinner tomorrow night.” 
 
    Ridley’s eyes lit up. “Chicken bacon bake.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    “And peach cobbler.” 
 
    Traci laughed and smacked his chest. “Absolutely. Good luck.” 
 
    Ridley squeezed Clarissa’s shoulder. “Have fun, okay?” 
 
    “You too, Uncle Ridley!” She walked away with her mom back towards the entrance where they came in together, and called over her shoulder, “Make her fall in love with you!” 
 
    From the big stairwell leading up to the stadium came a sweet, lingering laugh that made Ridley practically melt with heat. With J.J. and a few people at her back, Calliope came down the stairs. “I take it she meant me?” 
 
    “Uh, yes, ma’am,” Ridley said, and shrugged sheepishly. “She’s… ah… I love her.” 
 
    Calliope chuckled again. “She seems great.” 
 
    J.J. ambled over. “You two all set? Radios?” 
 
    “Good to go,” Adam said, and Ridley nodded. 
 
    “Good. We’re going to be in costuming and makeup in and out throughout the night. Unless it comes from me or Calliope, you-” 
 
    “-don’t budge from this door,” Adam said, a shit-eating grin on his face. 
 
    J.J. had, up until that point, been an amiable, cheerful man, but his eyes went cold and hard and he stepped forward. “Listen. You see a gay man like me doing a job like this, you might think I’m soft and you can roll over me. I promise you, that isn’t the case. Interrupt me again or mouth off to me and I’ll have you replaced in half a minute, kid.” 
 
    “Sorry, sir,” Adam said. 
 
    “Yeah,” J.J. said. He stepped back, and glanced back at Calliope, who was deep in conversation with a blonde woman in an expensive dress. “That’s Fran. Fran’s Calliope’s social media rep, and her cousin. She’s got all access. Same with the Asian behind her. That’s Li Wei, her manager. Mr. Crouch, how many other names were there on the list?” 
 
     Ridley fired them off without hesitation. “Thomas Beaumont, her brother, not expected to be here. Blake Christenson, her best friend, also not expected. Tandy Alexander, in charge of her personal diet. Catering, so long as they have the right credentials.” 
 
    “Those being?” 
 
    “IDs like ours. Five stars at the top.” 
 
    J.J. clapped his shoulder. “Excellent.” 
 
    They settled in to wait. Calliope fluttered from room to room with her entourage of employees and venue staff, never quite settling until one of the stage managers told her it was time to get ready. She ducked into costuming and makeup, and came out painted in garish amounts of makeup. “Helps it pop on the screen,” Adam said, and Ridley realized that made sense. A long rack of outfits were brought out to the hallway, making it hard to see to the staircase, and Ridley, careful not to leave the door, called, “Hey, could you folks move that to the other side so we have a clear line of sight?” 
 
    Deborah poked her head out of the security room at that, glanced down the hallway, and saw what Ridley was talking about. She said, “He’s right. Move it.” 
 
    The staff did, and she gave Ridley a thumbs up before disappearing back inside. Adam grumbled, “Teacher’s pet,” and Ridley flipped him off. 
 
    The stream of people down the hallway became a flood by the time the warmup group Dino Dino took to the stage. A few curious people and staffers came by, but at Ridley’s curt “move along,” they did. Calliope and J.J. stepped out into the hallway, Calliope pacing back and forth as the b-tier pop group started up. She listened for a while, grinning and keeping time with her foot. Her lovely voice spilled out the lyrics to the song, and Ridley’s heart thumped harder and harder in his chest. Maybe he wasn’t a fan before that night, but in the morning, he had every intention of doing a deep dive into Calliope’s music. He understood in that moment just how much raw talent she actually had. There was no studio assistance in her hitting the high notes, or adding her own spice to the shifting music. However sexy she was, it was that voice that would stick with him the hardest. 
 
    As if she sensed his thoughts, Calliope turned, and her grin blossomed into a full-blown smile. She winked, and he nodded back, permitting himself a soft, warm smile. 
 
    And just like that, it was time for her to go on. He listened to the thundering cheers of the fans in the sold-out stadium, and when the easy beats started, he found himself tapping his foot along with it, grinning to the lyrics of one of Clarissa’s favorites. He hoped she was having fun. 
 
    Calliope was expected to go on for two hours. Intermission saw her come back down in a swarm of bodies, but Ridley barely saw her as she disappeared into makeup and costuming again. Twenty minutes before the end of the show, catering hustled down the corridor, and Ridley and Adam started to earn their keep. The caterers were fine, but a stream of other staffers and backstage guests thought they needed to get in there for various details. Some claimed it was for Calliope, a few of the VIPs huffed about their self-perceived importance, and the backstage pass holders thought that entitled them to every room in the place. 
 
    But overall, Ridley was pleased with how smooth it went. Adam barely said a word, contenting himself with glaring down the hallway. Deborah came out a few times to check on the guards all along the hallways. Ridley watched and waited patiently. It was a gift he’d always been good at. 
 
    And just like that, the crowd was roaring their way through an encore, one last bubbly hit from early in Calliope’s career, and she was calling out thank yous and cheering on the fans as much as they were cheering on her. He could see why she had such a huge fanbase. The woman seemed genuine in a way that continually surprised him. 
 
    Another swarm of people, and big J.J. was behind them all with several other men in suits, these ones carrying tasers. In their midst was Calliope, laughing breathlessly as a round of applause and cheers started among the staff. Ridley caught himself clapping too, and shoved his hands sheepishly into his pockets when Calliope caught his eye and grinned. 
 
    She went back into costuming one last time, and came out ten minutes later sans makeup in an achingly tight short skirt and a sexy lace tank that seemed to reveal a lot without actually giving too much away. This was the tough part of the assignment, Deborah warned them, and they kept an eye on the door, the VIPs and the backstage fans, watching for anyone making a move on Calliope. A dad with wandering hands was easily handled by J.J. and sent packing with his teary-eyed daughter. A young woman with half her head shorn of hair tried to lick Calliope’s face, and Deborah’s people shoved her out of there. But when the group surged, only Ridley seemed to notice Calliope’s discomfort around a gray-haired man in a suit getting awfully close to her. When he put his hand at the small of Calliope’s back and she visibly cringed, Ridley thought to himself, “Fuck the door.” 
 
    He slipped through the people, ignoring Adam’s sharp warning, and stepped up to Calliope. “Ms. Beaumont, I believe your phone was ringing.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, thank you so much, Mr. Crouch!” Calliope said, giving him a grateful smile. J.J. was shoving his way through the crowd now, his eyes like fire and lighting on Ridley. Ridley took Calliope’s arm through his and helped her through the crowd. Away from the creep, she said quietly, “Really, thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    J.J. stormed to them, and opened his mouth. But Calliope turned and shook her head. “Travis Cruz was being Travis Cruz.” She explained quickly, and J.J.’s anger turned into appreciation. 
 
    “You did good,” he told Ridley. 
 
    All in all, Calliope spent as much time talking to fans, the press, and the VIPs as she did with the concert, and finally, she called out, “I want to thank you all for coming tonight, but I really do need to call it a night. Huge day tomorrow in Portland. Love you all, and please, have a fantastic night!” 
 
    There were some disappointed sighs and ahs, but all in all, it was masterfully done and they headed towards the exits. J.J. glanced at Calliope. “You need me, I’ll be out here,” he told her. 
 
    To Adam and Ridley, Calliope said, “You two. Inside my room. Now.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The spacious room was dominated by a big L-shaped couch and a dressing table. A table against one wall held a mini-fridge and several bowls of assorted snacks. Two bottles of wine waited, still corked. Other than that, it was fairly unadorned, with white cement walls and bland, bright overhead lighting. 
 
    “There should be a six pack of beer in the fridge,” Calliope said. She gestured towards a closed door. “I’m going to be a few minutes. Please make yourselves comfortable.” 
 
    She disappeared, and soon they heard a shower start. Ridley wandered over to the table and picked out a bag of mixed nuts while Adam helped himself to the six pack in the fridge. A good brand, better than Ridley would have bought for himself. Adam pulled a bottle free and offered it to Ridley. He shook his head. 
 
    “I still feel like we’re on duty.” 
 
    Adam snickered and took the bottle for himself, along with another one. “You heard her. Relax.” 
 
    “Yes, I did. But if it’s all the same, I’ll hold off for now. Buy you one if we bump into each other again, though.” 
 
    Adam gestured at him with one of the bottles. “Now that’s a plan I like.” 
 
    Ridley did take a bottle of water, and settled on the couch. The two men talked some about Adam’s time on the force. He just made it to burglary, working his way up from being a uni just two years before. 
 
    “It’s good work,” he said, shrugging. “But I get an ex-wife, couple of kids. You know, the whole sad story. So I pick up work where I can.” 
 
    “First time doing anything like this?” 
 
    Adam shook his head. “I bounce at the Seltzer most weekends.” 
 
    “Sorry, the seltzer?” 
 
    “Capital S Seltzer. It’s a brewery on the north end. Pretty nice place but they bring in a lot of live music and they get a mean crowd up there.” 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    Adam finished a long drink of beer. “The plants. It’s about two blocks away from Steelhead Row.” 
 
    The shower stopped, and a hair dryer started. Both men stared towards the room, and Ridley chewed carefully on the nuts, trying not to think about the pop star wrapped up in a towel. Adam settled his bottle down and opened the second. Casually, he asked, “She’s a piece of ass, isn’t she?” 
 
    “Hey,” Ridley snapped. “Come on, man. I don’t give a shit if she’s our employer or not, you don’t be like that.” 
 
    “What? Just speaking the truth. I saw the way you’ve been eye fucking her all day.” 
 
    Ridley wasn’t going to get further riled up, not for this asshole. He ignored the comment, and took another long sip of water. A stack of magazines sat on an end table, and he picked one and started flipping through it.  
 
    “Maybe-” Adam started, but the door opened, and the magazine Ridley was trying to read fell to his lap. 
 
    Out walked Calliope, wrapped only in a towel, just as Ridley had imagined it. What he didn’t imagine was her looking at each of them and saying simply, “Get up and strip,” before she dropped the towel to the floor. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Calliope was nothing short of exquisite. Long legs. Big, juicy hips and a pink, freshly shaven cunt. A soft stomach that led to a pair of huge, natural breasts that were too big not to sag a little. Ridley saw all this, and most of all, he saw that face, that beautiful, playful face. Was it his imagination, or was her smile for him? He didn’t know. He wanted it to be so badly it clouded his judgment. 
 
    “Still think we should be professional?” Adam asked, already standing to pull off his suit jacket. 
 
    There was no question of saying no to her. Calliope had Ridley under her spell all day. He rose, wordless, his eyes locked on hers, and he began to strip down, hurrying, wondering just what the hell he’d done to deserve this vision. The knot in his tie didn’t want to come loose until he finally jerked the thing free, tossing it on the table in front of them. 
 
    She watched with a smile that warmed him right down to his toes. She cupped her breasts and arched her back. “A few rules, gentlemen, I don’t like it up the ass. Everything else is yours for the next…” Calliope glanced at a digital clock on the wall, and frowned. “Hour-ish. Second, when you’re in my pussy, you wear a condom. There are several boxes in all different sizes in the drawer over there. You can come in my mouth, my hair, my tits, I don’t give a damn, but if you come in me without a condom, I’m not exaggerating when I say your lives will be in ruins by next Monday.” 
 
    Tossing his jacket over the arm of a chair, Ridley nodded. Adam was already sliding down his pants. The tails of his white shirt hung over his tighty whiteys and flapped when he hopped on one foot to pull off one of his shoes. Calliope stepped up to him and knelt, reaching for his underwear and tugging them down. Adam’s cock was good-sized and she didn’t hesitate to suck his first few inches down, her cheeks hollowing out. 
 
    Adam moaned, “Fuck yes. Suck my cock, you little slut.” 
 
    Ridley shot him a glare, and Calliope popped off Adam to shake her head at the still-mostly dressed Ridley. “It’s okay. In here, right now, it’s okay. I want it hard. I want it rough. I have shit I need to work through, and you’re both how I plan on doing it. Tonight, I am your fuck slave. Your celebrity come bucket. Tomorrow and every day afterwards, you say nothing about it but tonight you use me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Ridley murmured, slipping off his shirt. She stared for a long moment at his tight six-pack. Ridley was glad he’d been stepping it up at the gym the last year or so because now Calliope looked like he was a treat she couldn’t wait to devour. 
 
    She returned her attention with a fever to Adam’s cock, and took him even deeper this time. Her cheek pooched out lewdly as he poked against it, and she quickly slid her mouth back off him, nearly to his tip. She took Adam fast and sloppy, staring up at him with gleaming eyes as she audibly slurped on his dick. Ridley shucked off his shoes and pants, leaving him in his boxers. Those he pulled down too, and Calliope came off Adam with a pop. 
 
    “Jesus, Mr. Crouch,” she murmured, reaching out to grip his stiff shaft. 
 
    Ridley was big, no question about it. Not quite freakishly so, but Calliope’s reaction was much the same as the other women he’d been with. Adam caught sight, and muttered, “Aw, shit, some dudes have all the luck.” 
 
    Ridley wanted to tell him it wasn’t a competition, that they would both be happy by the end of the night. But his attention was all for Calliope, and he said, “Lick it.” 
 
    Calliope stared back up at him, her eyes losing their gleam of humor, and she leaned forward, her pretty pink tongue slipping out and across the broad head of his dick. Her plentiful ass nestled down onto her ankles as she teased him, those eyes never leaving his. Slowly she began to rock back and forth, sliding her tongue further and further down the base of his cock, then licking along the sides as she pulled back. 
 
    Adam stepped up to her, his own dick raging hard and insistent. She turned her attention to it, sucking him deep as she reached down between her legs to start playing with herself. After a few long sucks of his dick, she turned her attention back to Ridley, and sucked the tip of his prick into her mouth, swirling her tongue around his head. He moaned wordlessly, and a faint hint of a smile appeared on her sexy face. 
 
    They took turns like that, Adam more forceful, Ridley content to let the pop star take him at her pace. But Calliope’s own hunger began to take over, and eventually she stopped with the teasing of her tongue and started sucking them in earnest. The hand that wasn’t playing with her pussy wrapped around whoever she wasn’t sucking, jerking them off fast and hard. 
 
    “Keep that up and I’m going to come all over that pretty face,” Adam said as she stroked his slick cock.” 
 
    Her mouth slipped off Ridley’s cock, a thin line of spittle connecting the two before it burst in midair. “Mm, good. Then one of the two of you can eat me out and we’ll get to the real fun.” 
 
    “Time’s ticking,” Adam said. He gripped the back of her head and guided her to his dick again, pumping his hips back and forth now, fucking her face. 
 
    “Mmmf! Mmmmf!” Calliope choked out around him. She reached out to jerk Ridley off, stroking him fast. Her tiny hand couldn’t encompass his whole dick, but she seemed to know instinctively where his most sensitive areas were, and played them fast. Ridley knew he wasn’t going to be able to keep this up much longer, but he didn’t want to finish with a handjob.  
 
    It seemed Adam had the same idea. He gripped Calliope’s head between his hands, pushing her face down his shaft until she was swallowing everything but his nuts. He didn’t let her pull back, and held himself there until tears started streaming down her cheeks. Then he finally relented, and she pulled away, coughing and gasping. 
 
    Ridley wanted to say something, to punch the fucker out, but Calliope dove after his cock now instead, opening wide and taking his big dick deep into her mouth, deeper still, until he was hitting the back of her throat. And still she kept going until she had more of him in her mouth and throat than any woman Ridley had ever been with. She stared up at him, eyes watering, and her tiny hand reached back around to his ass as she jerked back, gasping for air. Adam expected to be next, staring down at her, but she glared up at him and refocused her attention on Ridley. This time, she didn’t relent, and sank back down onto him, twisting her head side to side and swirling her tongue around his base and his sides as she sucked him deep again and again and again. The sensations and the sight were too much, and Ridley said, “Close.” 
 
    Calliope pulled back, her waves of dark hair falling around her face. He held it back for her as she sucked and licked his tip and the first few inches of his cock, working the rest of it with her free hand. The hand between her legs was making wet squick noises, and it was the sound that set him off. He stiffened, trying not to shove his cock down Calliope’s throat. Her wet, warm tongue slid over his tip one last time and that was it for him, he was coming, holy shit, was he ever coming, as hard as he ever had. Shot after shot erupted out of him, filling her mouth. Calliope had to break the seal of her lips around him, his come dribbling out of the corner of her mouth as her throat started working, swallowing him down. 
 
    The pop star was barely pulling back away from him when Ridley gripped her under the shoulders and lifted her up. Adam growled, “Hey man, I wanted my turn.” 
 
    “You’ll get it,” Ridley said. His passiveness was gone, replaced by animal need to taste the cunt of this gorgeous woman, to make her his. He guided her firmly back towards the couch, helping her down onto her hands and knees. Adam knelt on the couch in front of her as Ridley dropped to the ground behind her, taking in her magnificent, flared ass and leaning in to give her pink, glistening pussy lips a long lick before his fingers slid into her. 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Crouch, yessss….” Calliope hissed, then she took Adam again in her mouth, sucking him as she started to bounce back and forth to meet Ridley’s fingers. 
 
    Wet. Fuck, but she was wet. Ridley slid three fingers deep into her, and her velvety walls tried to keep him there. He fingerfucked her fast as he licked the base of her pussy, his nose resting against her tiny puckered bud. His free hand slid under her to her clit, and she jerked back hard with a pleased, “MmmmmmF!” 
 
    A shiver of delight ran through Ridley. He was making the sexiest woman he’d ever met writhe and moan in ecstasy, and he’d barely started. Her big clit wasn’t hard to find, and she seemed to love everything he did to it, especially a slow roll around its edge, followed by a quick flic.  
 
    Adam, in the meantime, was fucking her face faster and faster. Her moaning was broken up with wet slurps and pops of her mouth coming off Adam. A few minutes after Ridley started eating Calliope out, Adam groaned, “Aw, fuck, I’m coming, babe, I’m coming.” 
 
    Calliope swallowed him down too, making “gluck gluck gluck” sounds as she took his come. Adam settled backwards, catching his breath, and Ridley snapped to his feet, his fingers still in Calliope’s wet pussy. “Flip over so you’re sitting back down,” he told her. “I want to look up at that sexy face when I make you come with my tongue.” 
 
    “Oh-okay,” she gasped, and when he pulled his fingers out of her, she flipped around fast, spreading her legs wide and leaning back. 
 
    Ridley dropped to his knees again and spread her hips wide. Her thighs glistened with her need and he licked both of them quickly, marveling at how much he loved the taste of her. Fresh and flowery. He nestled his mouth against her pussy and her thighs clamped to his head instinctually. His hands came up to give her breasts a shameless squeeze, and she clasped them to her nipples. When he pinched them, she let out a soft whimper, and he grinned into her pussy lips. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Adam was back in the game, and Ridley pulled his hands back down to Calliope’s pussy. He worked her clit with a finger and thumb on one hand, while he spread her wide with the other. His tongue alternated between long drags of her whole length followed by quick flicks across her clit. When Adam started sucking on one of her jutting nipples, Ridley thrust a pair of fingers deep into her cunt. She may have been expecting another finger fucking, but this time, as he licked her pussy around his fingers, he curled them, and her ass started to bounce when he found her sensitive spot. 
 
    “Oh, Mr. Crouch, right there, right there.” 
 
    The sounds and the pleasure he was giving her roused his cock, and he ached to be inside the pop star. If Adam thought he’d be the first to fuck her, he had another thing coming. Ridley would be the first, he determined, and he would be the last that night. 
 
    His tongue played at her clit, and his fingers stroked her g-spot with quick rubs. Calliope thrust her hips down at him, hiccupping out her pleasure. “I’m close, I’m so c-close.” 
 
    Adam reached across and tweaked her other nipple, and she grabbed his hand and Ridley’s hair. Her head lolled back. “Mm hm!” she moaned. “Mmmm, oh, oh, mmmm, mmmm, c-coming!” 
 
    Her thighs spread wide and her warmth bathed Ridley’s fingers. Her jerked them out and sucked down as much of her pleasure as he could, licking her long after she came. His mouth came off her, and he growled at Adam, “Get me a condom.” 
 
    The other man dug out the boxes, and tossed one to Ridley. He opened the box, grabbed a condom, ripped it open and stood up, slipping it on as Calliope was still coming down, staring up at him with dazed pleasure. He took her like that, still perched on the edge of the couch, the leather slick from her come. He didn’t play around, didn’t tease her, just sheathing himself in her in one deep, hard thrust. 
 
    It was his turn to moan his pleasure. “Fuck, Calliope, you’re so tight.” 
 
    “Fuck me, Mr. Crouch,” she whimpered. “Take me hard.” 
 
    Adam dug out a condom for himself and set it on the coffee table. He watched, stroking himself as Ridley fucked the star hard and deep. Calliope’s legs kicked at the floor, and her eyes closed. When she opened them again, she smiled up at Ridley and gestured at Adam. He knelt on the couch again, feeding her his cock. Her blowjob wasn’t quite so frenetic this time, especially since Ridley was fucking her hard enough to shove her a solid half foot up and down the couch with every thrust. But her suckling brought Adam back to life, and soon he was gripping her hair, fucking her face slowly. 
 
    “Let me have a turn,” Adam said. Ridley nodded, and pulled out of Calliope slowly. He stripped himself of the condom and Adam sat down on the couch. She turned around and rode him reverse cowgirl style, her ass facing him. Ridley used a wipe to clean his cock off and she watched with hungry delight as he stroked it inches from her face. 
 
    “Going to come on my face?” she murmured. 
 
    “That might be how I finish eventually,” Ridley said, “but I’m going to want back in that pussy one more time after Adam’s done.” 
 
    For a response, Adam reached around Calliope and cupped her heavy breasts as she started bouncing up and down on his dick. The wet slaps of their flesh made for a better song than her entire lineup that evening. Ridley kept jacking his cock inches from her face. When she tried to grasp at it, he pulled away, grinning at her pout. Adam starting meeting her bouncing halfway, thrusting up at her as his hands fell to her waist. 
 
    “Calliope,” Adam grunted. 
 
    “Yeah, baby?” she asked breathlessly, her big tits bouncing in time to her thrusts. 
 
    “Get off me and get on the table. Hands and knees. Blow him while I’m fucking you from behind.” 
 
    “Mm hm,” she purred, and rose off him. Ridley swept everything off the table save for the bottles, which he put down carefully so they wouldn’t break. She dropped to her hands and knees on the table, tossing her dark hair out of the way while Adam slid into her again, groaning his pleasure. 
 
    Ridley gripped her hair for her, keeping it out of the way as he brought his cock to her lips. When Adam thrusted in, Ridley pulled back out. “So full,” she gasped when she could, and sucked Ridley down hungrily again. 
 
    They fucked her, and they fucked her hard. Their time with her was nearly done, and they both knew it. Adam held nothing back. He gripped her hips and seesawed into her so hard it nearly broke the table. Ridley realized how badly Calliope wanted to be used and obliged, fucking her face with short, hard thrusts that left her gasping and moaning around his big dick. Her eyes fluttered up to his on occasion, and she whimpered what he thought was his name every now and again. It spurred Adam on, trying to get her attention as much as Ridley had it, but it was no use, and soon he took her solely for his pleasure, his balls slapping hard against her as he began to thrust without rhythm or care. 
 
    He came a few minutes later with a soft grunt, Ridley paid no attention to the other man. He still gripped Calliope’s har with one hand, and with the other, he stroked her cheek. “I want you on top,” he murmured. “On the couch.” 
 
    She pulled off his cock and kissed his tip. He took her under the arm and helped her to her feet gently, and she grabbed a condom for him when he reached for the box. Calliope opened the package, and staring up into Ridley’s eyes, she rolled it on for him. He wrapped his arms around her and fell with her back against the couch. She spread her knees to either side of him as he scooted back, his hands on her ass, and Calliope reached under herself, gripping him and guiding him to her entrance. Slowly, the dark-haired pop star sank down onto him with real pleasure escaping her lips, and he stared up into her eyes worshipfully as she slid down deeper and deeper onto his cock. 
 
    They held each other like that, his hands on her ass, hers on his chest. Her smile dissolved into something blissful and serene as he rolled his hips ever so slowly up against hers. Somewhere nearby, they were faintly aware of Adam muttering, “Uh… thanks,” and the sound of a door opening and closing. But for Calliope Beaumont and Ridley Crouch, there was only that moment and all the moments to come they both wanted. His cock ground up at her spot, and she hummed with the sensation, a beautiful note he wished he knew how to harmonize to. But it didn’t matter. Their bodies and eyes were doing the harmonizing for them. 
 
    Did he fuck her then? Ridley didn’t think so later. Their movements were small, subtle, gentle. He barely moved within her, and yet, the minutia of her rocking and his grind brought her to a slow, aching climax. When Calliope came, she cried, and he didn’t know why, if it was good or bad, and so he just held her for a while, helping her by doing nothing but being. When the last tears rolled down her cheeks, he kissed their tracks and slid his hands up and down her back, rolling into her again. Their allotted time came and went, but she didn’t order him to finish or let her go. Instead, she circled her hands around his neck, and breathed, “I think I’m very fond of you, Mr. Crouch.” 
 
    “I think the feeling’s mutual, Ms. Beaumont.” 
 
    “God, I hope so.” 
 
    He came sometime later. It was not with the force of the blowjob, but it was sweet, and good, and she rested on him for a long while afterwards, his cock slowly losing its hardness as he held her tight. 
 
    Finally, she pulled back and wiped at her face with the backs of her hands, smiling faintly. “Do you know any places around here that serve good pancakes and eggs this late?” 
 
    He grinned back up at her. “I do. And I think you mean this early.” 
 
    Calliope glanced up at the clock and groaned. “Oh, J.J.’s going to kill me. Still, this was his idea and…” 
 
    “Wait, what?” Ridley asked, amused. 
 
    She slowly pulled off him, and watched as he dropped his condom into a wastebasket. “Yes. Let’s get showered and dressed, and we’ll talk on the way.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Their driver was a pretty blonde thirty-something, and waited outside next to a big, metallic blue Mercedes. She opened the rear door with a smile, and J.J. indicated Ridley should enter first before Calliope. They settled into the back seats as the driver shut the door on them and J.J. came around to the front passenger seat. 
 
    “Where to, Ms. Beaumont?” the driver asked. Ridley cleared his throat and gave her directions to the Positive Charge, a slightly classier diner than he usually preferred, but one that also had arguably the best breakfast menu in New Bainbridge. As the car started forward, Ridley glanced up at the sleek interior lights in awe, and grinned sheepishly at Calliope. 
 
    “Sorry, I’m kind of doing the tourist and the skyscraper thing, aren’t I?” 
 
    She laughed, and dear God, it was so hard not to love that sound. “I grew up in a small city in West Virginia. We weren’t exactly rural, but when I hit it big and I had my first ride in a limo, I did the whole jumping up and looking out through the sunroof thing. I get it completely, Mr. Crouch.” 
 
    “Ridley, please.” 
 
    “I like that,” she said, pleased. “And it’s Calliope to you in private, all right?” 
 
    “Perfect,” he said. J.J. turned in his seat and grinned at the both of them. 
 
    “He’s the one, isn’t he?” the big bodyguard asked. 
 
    “I haven’t asked him yet,” Calliope said. She blushed. “I hope so, though.” 
 
    “All right, I’m intrigued,” Ridley said. “What am I being scouted for?” 
 
    “My job,” J.J. said. “A few months ago, my partner proposed to me. Once we get married, we’re going to be traveling the world for a while. After that, I’d like to try my hand at something new.” 
 
    “J.J. is going into record production,” Calliope said, and leaned forward to pat J.J.’s shoulder. “He’s responsible for two of the beats on my upcoming album. He’s really going to go places. But that leaves me without a bodyguard, Ridley.” 
 
    “So that’s why you sat in on the interview process,” Ridley said to J.J. His heart thumped a fast rhythm in his chest. Calliope’s personal bodyguard? He’d have to forego his chance at finishing his college education, and it’d probably mean no chance at the FBI, but… how could he say no to this gorgeous woman who so easily captivated him? 
 
    “Exactly right. The last twelve cities, I’ve been screening people looking for the right one. Truth is, I thought we were going to have to go with a service for a while until Calliope found someone. There are only a few cities left on the tour.” 
 
    The full force of what they were saying finally kicked in, and Ridley shook his head, laughing. “You want… me, to be your bodyguard? I… this is the first time I’ve done something like this. I’d need training, I’d need…” 
 
    “All of which you’d get,” J.J. said. “From me.” 
 
    “The best,” Calliope said. 
 
    “Aw,” J.J. said, pleased. 
 
    They talked about the details, and when Calliope named a figure, Ridley’s eyes bulged and he thought he heard the driver murmur a swear under her breath. There was talk of benefits too, excellent ones, but Calliope didn’t talk about what they’d just done or a relationship going forward. That troubled Ridley. 
 
    “Oh, your wig,” J.J. said as they neared the last turn for the diner. 
 
    “Thank you,” Calliope said, and dug out an auburn wig from her purse. It was excellently crafted, with a smattering of gray hairs throughout. She added a pair of thick-rimmed glasses that added ten years to her face, and glanced aside at Ridley, her mouth quirked up in a smile. “Why hellooo, dearie,” she croaked, and this time they all heard the driver when she laughed. 
 
    Casting a quick, meaningful look at the driver, Ridley said, “I’ve got questions. When we get to the diner, mind if I pick your ear alone for a few minutes?” 
 
    Calliope nodded. “Absolutely.” 
 
    J.J. said to Ridley, “Anyone asks, and they will when they see the car, tell them you’re execs trying to get a bite before you have to catch an early flight to California.” 
 
    The bodyguard and the driver waited with the car, and Ridley escorted Calliope in. She kept her head down, and they took a corner booth with her back to anyone else who might come in. Thankfully, the place was dead. A man and a woman sat at one table, staring down at plates of food blearily, while a trio of men in city sanitation uniforms sucked down mugs of coffee. 
 
    A cheerful man who didn’t seem to notice the early hour came by with a pair of menus, and they both accepted a cup of coffee. No hint of recognition lit the waiter’s face, and Ridley relaxed. When they read through the menus and opted for pancakes, eggs, and bacon for her and sausage for him, they settled into a quiet moment staring into each other’s eyes. Ridley reached across the table and took her hand in his. 
 
    “I’m going to tell you right now, I’m falling for you,” he said. “I know tonight must have started as a one-night thing.” 
 
    She drew a deep breath, and nodded. “It was.” He liked that “was.” “This willl be in the newspapers soon, and I need to start trusting you at some point, so I may as well tell you. My last boyfriend cheated on me. Tonight was me letting off steam in a lot of ways.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Me too. For the most part, I realize the relationship was over even if he didn’t cheat, but… it still hurts.” She sighed. “You and Adam weren’t hired on just to be my man candy. J.J. really did think you were good candidates for his job. But I kept seeing your looks, and the way you handled that man down there and guided me away, little things like that, they… well, you know what happened.” 
 
    Ridley smiled. “I seem to remember. Look, I’m not going to make demands of you. And my mind is already made up. Of course I’ll come work for you as your bodyguard. But I had to get it out there that I do actually want a relationship with you.” 
 
    She rubbed her thumbs over the backs of his hands, and stared blankly out into the night. “I never expected this tonight. But… it’s hard for me not to hope.” She sniffed, and turned to look at him. “Yes. To all of it. I’m coming back through New Bainbridge in two weeks for a charity dinner. Is that enough time for you to start?” 
 
    “Yes.” Ridley lifted her hand, and kissed it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    And kissed it again a year later as she rushed off the stage in Stuttgart. When he finally let her hand go, she flung her arms around him and kissed him hard, her eyes gleaming. “Ask me,” she said in between kisses. “Ask me now, ask me now, ask me now.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” Ridley groaned. “Clarissa told you, didn’t she?” 
 
    Calliope pulled him into the green room and shut and locked the door behind her. “She texted me at intermission and asked if I had any news yet.” 
 
    “I was going to propose tomorrow in that little park…” She kissed him hard again, laughing, crying, and he pulled her with him to the couch to fall on it. He glanced around, then up at her, grinning. “Just like our first time.” 
 
    The box in his hand was so small, and Calliope started crying even harder when she saw it. She clapped a hand to her mouth when he opened it, and couldn’t speak when he asked the question she’d been hoping to hear since a few months into their relationship. 
 
    Alarmed, he said, “Calliope, if it’s too much or it’s too soon…” 
 
    Slowly, she pulled out the ring and put it firmly in his hand. She held out her ring finger and he slipped it home. Calliope stared at it, then back at Ridley, at the sweet, fierce man who loved and protected her so. With him she always felt safe. Warm. Needed. He would always be there for her. Always. Those were words she managed to speak months down the line on their wedding day, but in that moment, as he slowly began to undo the buttons on her shirt, all Calliope Beaumont could murmur was… 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 You Owe Me 
 
      
 
    Contains: MFF, romance 
 
      
 
    “Just two more weeks. I swear, Tag.” The words dripped from Annabelle’s lips like honey. The simper was definitely on purpose. Her breasts threatened to burst through the filmy fabric of her tank top. Her dark nipples stood out like pebbles, no doubt teased when she saw Tag making the rounds for the delinquent renters. Then again, knowing Annabelle, maybe she really was just sitting around at one in the afternoon in cutoff denim shorts cut as high as panties and a shirt that could barely be called that. 
 
    He rubbed the bridge of his nose and tried to keep his eyes on her face. She’d touched up with bubblegum pink lipstick that effortlessly brought about visions of those big full lips wrapped around his cock. But you let a person slide just once, the owner told him, and you’re going to be paying for it the rest of the time they’re a tenant. Good advice. Tag made that mistake a few times early on, and it had never ended well. 
 
    To add to his frustration, he thought he smelled burnt electronics from somewhere in the building. Something else he’d have to deal with that day, and it had already been a long one. All he wanted to do was head down to his own apartment on the first floor, pour himself a bucket of ice water, and drink until he got sick. It was another three-digit day in New Bainbridge, the latest in a long string of them, and everyone was hot and sticky and pissy. It made his already fun job oh so much more of a blast. 
 
    “Not going to happen, Annabelle,” he said. “I need a check or a digital payment.” 
 
    “Fine,” she snapped, crossing an arm over her breasts. She grabbed her cell phone off her coffee table, and dragged her feet back. That burnt wiring smell was getting worse, and Tag wrinkled his nose. After she tapped away on her screen for a few minutes, she held it up and showed him the sent payment – making sure to point it out with her middle finger. The door slammed in his face, and he bowed to it, grinning. 
 
    “Thanks!” he called cheerily. 
 
    “Bite me,” she shouted back. 
 
    Two steps from her apartment, Tag heard a whoosh just moments before someone’s fire alarm went off. Then another. Then a third. “Shit!” he grumbled, and sprinted for the steps. People up and down the hallways poked their heads out doors, and he ignored them as he rushed up the stairs. 
 
    “Fire!” someone shouted, and little Sheran Douglas somewhere up above giggled and said, “Someone’s going to get in trouuuuuble.” 
 
    A thin stream of smoke billowed out the entry to the fourth floor, and tenants started coming down the stairs in ones and twos. Tag checked them off mentally. Luke Baker. Linda Bracston and her son Marlan. Her husband Dave was the last one he saw, carrying a box in his arms. The big man handed off the box to his son and joined Tag. 
 
    That left only Mrs. Neumann and the Carter family. Mrs. Neumann was out and it looked like the smoke was billowing from her place. Tag and Dave hammered on the Carters door, and the old woman answered, shouting behind her, “Leave it, Henry!” 
 
    “Goddamn thieves will take everything!” Mr. Carter shouted back at his wife. He was trying to unplug his TV and Tag pushed past Mrs. Carter to grab his arm. 
 
    “You have to go, now.” 
 
    As if to emphasize his point, something glass boomed down the hallway and the whoosh intensified again. Tag could feel the heat behind him somewhere. The older couple gave a pair of nearly identical squawks, and Mr. Carter rushed past his wife to get to the stairwell first, not bothering to look back to see if she was following him. 
 
    They got her down the stairs, and Tag checked the third and second floor apartments for anyone left behind. By that point, the first responders arrived, and he gratefully let them take over, heading outside to hack up a lungful of acrid shit. An EMT guided him to an ambulance where he was fitted with an oxygen mask and told he needed to be seen at the hospital. Too winded and sick to argue, he let himself be loaded up. 
 
    The hospital wanted to keep him at least overnight, but the doctor seemed confident Tag was just fine. Thankfully, there wasn’t any long-term damage, but the building was toast. Dave called him when Tag was still in the hospital with the news. The fire burned too hot to stop. What little remained of the apartments was far too unsafe for anyone to enter. 
 
    “Do you have somewhere you can stay?” Dave asked. “I’d offer, but we’re at the mother-in-law’s, and it’s cramped.” 
 
    “I’ll find something. Thanks, Dave,” Tag said hollowly. He hung up and tried to bite back a shout. Everything he owned was lost. His family photos. His computer, crappy and old though it might be. His game systems. His clothes. Hell, something so simple as his toothbrush. All gone. His whole life up in very literal smoke. 
 
    Then it really hit him. Gone too were the last remnants of his parents’ belongings, outside of what few things they took with them to the nursing home. That hit him far harder than losing his own possessions. 
 
    Tag stared out the window, feeling lost that entire night. The owner finally called, making vague statements about insurance and making things right. Tag hung up without saying goodbye and threw up in a wastebasket next to his bed. A nurse hustled in, checked his vitals, and stayed with him for a bit watching the news as Dave and his teary-eyed wife came on. His wife hailed Dave as a hero, and Dave gave the reporter an “aw shucks” grin that would probably make him an overnight hero. Good for him. Of Tag, no mention was made. 
 
    “You were all so lucky to have someone like that around,” the nurse said. 
 
    Tag laughed until his aching lungs forced him to stop. “Yeah, Dave’s a great guy.” 
 
    When the nurse left, he began to thumb through his contacts. His parents were out, and he fervently hoped his mom didn’t see the news and put it together that it was Tag’s apartment building that burned up. They didn’t need the worry. His best friends Ben and Lonzo were on a big group cruise with their respective families. Worse came to worse, he knew where Lonzo and his wife kept their spare key. Lonzo would probably murder him, but Trinity would help talk him down. 
 
    He was still thinking about that when he scrolled past a name he hadn’t thought about in years. A woman who had once been the target of a very quiet, very secret desire of his. A woman who owed him one hell of a favor. A woman who would probably be ten times as mad as Lonzo about hearing from him. 
 
    Tag grinned, and dialed. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Pick up another eight pins, and Pippa would finally break two twenty-five, her personal goal bowling. Well, a perfect game was her dream, but she’d definitely settle. 
 
    As she hefted her glittery turquoise ball, she sensed more than heard her girlfriend sneak up behind her. Hot breath in her ear whispered, “Don’t mess up now.” 
 
    Pippa groaned. Her roommate, best friend, and sexpot girlfriend Claire knew all the buttons to press to distract her, and she glared over her shoulder at Claire’s grin, the same smile that made her fall so hard in love. It was so sweet and innocent, much like the rest of her seemed to be until she let loose in the bedroom. Or in the car. Or back in the stacks in the library where Claire worked. 
 
    And just like that, Pippa was already distracted. Great. 
 
    She nudged her lover back with an elbow – a mostly gentle elbow despite her irritation – and Pippa strode towards the lane, bringing the ball back and rolling it down the glossy wood, liking the curve right until she realized it was going too far left. 
 
    Three. Three miserable pins. 
 
    She turned on Claire and pointed a finger at her. “You are so making that up to me later.” 
 
    “Hm, how would I do that, do you think?” 
 
    Pippa’s phone rang. Tucked away in her purse, it didn’t make much sound, but their neighbors in the next lane cast them an annoyed glance anyways. Pippa ignored them and darted for her phone, picking it up and glancing at the screen. Just a random number, probably another telemarketer. The bastards never quit calling these days and no one in charge seemed to give a rat’s ass. 
 
    “Ugh,” she muttered, letting it ring so it could go to voicemail. She’d delete it later. Catching her girlfriend’s raised eyebrow, Pippa shook her head. “Telemarketer, I think.” 
 
    “Oh, let me. I’m feeling saucy.” 
 
    “Saucy?” Pippa asked, grinning. Her love had such an odd vocabulary. Too much reading. It corrupted her sweet mind. She handed the phone over anyways, and Claire answered it in a deep, manly voice. 
 
    “This is the Pipe Laying Emporium, your number one stop for laying the pipe.” She listened, and said, “Taggart, huh? Well, Taggart, you had your pipes cleaned recently?” 
 
    Taggart? Pippa clapped a hand to her mouth. “Tag? Butler?” 
 
    “Sorry, is this Taggart Butler?” Claire asked in her normal smooth, silky voice, still grinning. She raised an eyebrow and said, “Oh. Just a minute.” 
 
    Pippa took the phone from her and asked, “Tag?” 
 
    “Yeah, hey, I know-” 
 
    “Go to hell,” Pippa said pleasantly, and hung up. 
 
    Claire raised both eyebrows this time, and said, “Okay, normally I wouldn’t pry, but that sounds serious.” 
 
    “Tag Butler is a cheating, lying-” Her phone rang again, and this time she really did let it go to voicemail before shutting it off. “Cheating, lying, jerk.” 
 
    “Ex-boyfriend?” Claire asked, dropping her good humor. 
 
    “No. No.” Pippa sighed and sat down on the edge of a chair. “Melissa Kane, you remember we had lunch with her when she came to town?” 
 
    “Oh oh oh, your roommate.” 
 
    “Mm hm. We were really close once. Not you and me close, but she was my best friend in college, and Tag was her everything. Then one night, he goes and sleeps with a bimbo. Like an honest to God, blonde haired, big boobed bimbo who can barely spell her own name right. It screwed Melissa up on guys for a long time.” 
 
    “What a jerk.” 
 
    Pippa nodded. “He went from this big lovable goofball romantic to a woman-a-night guy practically the next week.” She shook her head.  “Anyways. Want to get some potato skins? I’m in a eat-your-feelings kind of mood.” 
 
    “Mm. We need milkshakes too.” 
 
    Pippa’s eyes crinkled with a forced attempt at humor. “Good Lord, woman, I love you.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    That night, Claire went down on her girlfriend playfully, trying to draw her out of a dark mood. She made Pippa sit on the edge of the bed, and knelt down between her, grinning up at her mischievously. 
 
    “What do you have planned?” Pippa asked. She arched an eyebrow when Claire didn’t answer, but leaned in instead to boop her nose against Pippa’s clit. “You’re such a weirdo.” Pippa’s words held no sting to them, and Claire grinned up at her. 
 
    “You love my weirdness.” 
 
    “I do. I really do.” 
 
    Pippa kept herself shaved completely clean, and Claire brushed the pebbled skin where her downiness would have been otherwise. Pippa ran her fingers through her roommate’s silky red hair. The slow tease was fun for Claire, and she even brought her tongue up to Pippa’s dot of a belly button. Pippa laughed helplessly, and Claire flicked it again. 
 
    “So weird,” Pippa whispered, and Claire darted up to kiss her before settling back down between her knees again, this time to make love to Pippa in her own very favorite way. 
 
    Their relationship had long ago moved past the point of needing reciprocation in the bedroom, though they did both enjoy their sex life and making the other orgasm. That night was all about Pippa, and Claire loved it. At first, Pippa was lost to whatever megrims she still had, but as Claire kissed every inch of her pussy lips, staring up at Pippa with her soft bedroom eyes, slowly her roommate began to respond, to fall back into the moment with Claire. 
 
    “Tease,” she whispered, and Claire nodded vigorously like a bobblehead doll before giving her pussy a long, languid lick, ending with three flicks against Pippa’s clit. She spread Pippa’s legs wide, and dove in, her hands disappearing under the bed to grab the box she slid under there when Pippa was showering earlier. Pippa’s fingers twirled in her hair, her tight-lipped frown finally disappearing for good to a slip of a smile. 
 
    “There she is,” Claire murmured, and kissed Pippa’s clit. She dragged her tongue back down Pippa’s length, opening the box as she worked and feeling around inside. The bigger toys were on top, but that wasn’t what she was after. Pippa wasn’t as much into penetration as Claire was, so instead she dug out two finger vibes with tiny stimulating buds on the end and flicked them on. 
 
    “Claire, what’s-?” 
 
    “Ninja vag attack!” Claire shouted, and drove her fingers at Pippa’s waiting pussy. Pippa giggled and fell backwards onto the bed. 
 
    “You are my cute and crazy psychopath!” she cried out, her whole body still shaking from holding back her laughter. 
 
    Claire ignored that, and ran her fingers up and down each side of Pippa’s pretty pussy. And it was a pretty pussy too, delicate and shy, with barely any hint of lips as opposed to Claire’s own “hello world here I am!” version. She loved Pippa’s pussy. Loved its musky taste. Loved the big clit. Loved the way Pippa was always so responsive. Loved the way she could make her roommate jump in a dozen different ways when she flicked her fingers just so, or swiped her middle finger up into Pippa’s inner walls to stroke her g-spot. She did that now, and Pippa shot back up off the bed, her knees spreading as far as they could go. 
 
    “I love you, baby,” Pippa whispered. 
 
    “I love you, Pippa,” Claire whispered back, her grin falling into something more fond. She swirled one of the vibes around the length of Pippa’s lips, then settled it on her clit for long seconds before brushing the rest of her pussy again. Her other vibrator slipped lower, and Pippa’s eyes widened as it brushed along the length of sensitive skin between her pussy and her delicate bud. Claire circled her clit at the same time as her rosebud. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Pippa whimpered. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.” 
 
    The vibe on Pippa’s clit slid around her sensitive skin, teasing her nub before Claire slipped her tongue against it again. The vibe slid up and down Pippa’s pussy, so wet now that Claire knew she had to be close. Then she did the opposite, and kept up a quick rhythm like that, teasing her clit fast and hard with whatever she wasn’t using to stimulate Pippa’s delicate folds. And all the while, she kept up a steady pace swirling the other vibe around Pippa’s bud. It didn’t take long at all to make Pippa grip the sheets, falling back again against the bed. 
 
    “Claire, Claire, please don’t tease me, I’m so close…” 
 
    Claire listened, and brought her wandering finger to her tongue at Pippa’s clit. The combined feelings were too much for Pippa, and she kicked her feet up, her knees audibly popping. 
 
    “Ah, ahhhh! Claire! F-ffff…” Pippa cried out wordlessly, and her whole body rocked up and down as she came. Claire shot to her feet, flicking off the vibes and dropping them on the floor to grab her girlfriend and kiss her hard and fast, collapsing with her on the bed as they held one another through the aftershocks of Pippa’s climax. 
 
    When they had a chance to shower again and clean up, Pippa snuggled up to Claire at the head of the bed and pulled the covers up over them both. Claire kissed the top of her head, and asked quietly, “Better?” She was back in her mousy mode, as she usually was after sex. 
 
    “Mostly. I’m sorry, baby. It’s really not you.” 
 
    “That Tag guy?” 
 
    “Pretty obvious, I guess?” When Claire nodded, Pippa sighed. 
 
    “Listen to his voicemail. Get it out of the way. Then maybe you’ll feel better.” 
 
    “You’re right.” Pippa turned and grabbed her phone, and turned on the speakerphone as she played Tag’s message. 
 
    “Heya, Pippa. If you haven’t deleted this already, I… look, I know you hate me. But if you’re still in New Bainbridge, I need your help. Nothing illegal, nothing immoral.” There was a lengthy pause, and Pippa knew instinctually what he was about to say. 
 
    “No,” she breathed, just as Tag’s voice started again. 
 
    “The favor, Pippa. You owe me. I never wanted to cash it in, but… I need you. I’m ser-” 
 
    The voicemail cut off, and Pippa punched the speakerphone button as the phone asked her pleasantly if she’d like to delete the message. She grabbed a pillow from her side of the bed and shoved it against her own face so she could shout into it. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Claire asked. “What favor?” 
 
    Pippa threw the pillow aside, and hopped out of bed. “That asshole. That fucking asshole. Of course he’d play that card. Of course…” She took a deep breath, and said calmly, “I’ll kill him. That’s what I’ll do. Do we know anyone laying down concrete? That’s what they do, right? Bury the bodies under concrete?” 
 
    “I’m happy to help, but talk to me first.” 
 
    Pippa slid back into bed, then hopped out and grabbed the pillow before rejoining her lover again. “Christmas break. My sophomore year. Melissa and I had just moved in together that summer, and she and Tag had been dating for about that long. I had this early morning flight to go see my grandma in Minneapolis. I was nearly completely broke, and the taxi ride there was the last of my money. Except the roads are shit, and I get to the flight five minutes too late. Just five minutes.” 
 
    “Aw,” Claire said, snuggling tighter. Pippa loved the feel of her roommate’s big breasts resting against her. It was such a familiar softness it helped soothe her. 
 
    “So…I call Melissa. She’s visiting her own family and can’t pick me up, but says Tag might be able to give me a ride back.” 
 
    Claire frowned. “That’s what this is about? A ride from the airport? He made it sound huge.” 
 
    “Just hold on. The story… well, you’ll understand a lot. I call Tag. He didn’t go to college, so he was working too. But he takes this deep breath, and says, ‘Hang on. You need to get to Minneapolis? I have an idea. But you’re going to owe me a favor. Nothing sexual, nothing weird. Just a favor.’ So of course I agree.” Pippa swallowed hard, and to Claire’s amazement, she was blinking back tears. “He sh…” She had to stop again and clear her throat. “He shows up with a duffel bag in the backseat of his car. He grabs my suitcase, tosses it into his trunk, and even holds the door for me when I get in. Then we start out of there and…” She clicked her tongue, the tears falling freely. “And when we go to get on the freeway, he takes the wrong turn. The one heading north.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” Claire murmured. 
 
    “Mm hm,” Pippa said. She sniffed and brushed away the tears. “I tried to argue with him, to tell him it was okay, that I’d get a different flight, but he won’t hear anything about it. One of the best trips of my life. We stopped everywhere. He wasn’t the sort to do that, not usually, but he knew I liked sightseeing and we saw every silly tourist trap all the way home. And he took me to this restaurant inside an actual airplane. I mean, it was grounded, but still…” She laughed shakily and shook her head. “We didn’t even get to Grandma’s until midnight. And he didn’t stay. Said he had to work in the morning. He shook my family’s hand, took a cup of coffee, and left.” She shook her head. “In a lot of ways… well, there was a time when I thought Tag was more my best friend than Melissa. I mean, I love Mel, but Tag…” 
 
    Claire studied her. “You had feelings for him.” 
 
    “Claire…” 
 
    “No, it’s okay, Pippa. Come on, it’s not like I didn’t have other girlfriends or boyfriends before you.” 
 
    Pippa sighed again. “Yeah. I was crazy about him. Every woman who ever knew him was. Right until he turned into a backstabbing horrible bastard.” 
 
    They cuddled together a while. Pippa flipped through the channels on their wall-mounted TV, more out of listlessness than any desire to watch anything. Finally Claire murmured, “Maybe we just hear him out.” 
 
    “Uh uh. That is not a door we want to open.” Pippa studied her girlfriend. “Trust me. Tag is freakishly good at getting in your head and making you… care for him. Whatever bad shit he’s into, I don’t want any part of it.” 
 
    “He said it himself, though. Nothing illegal. Nothing immoral.” 
 
    “Damn it, Claire…” 
 
    “I won’t push,” Claire said, and kissed Pippa’s cheek. “You want to ignore him, that’s your business and I won’t argue. But maybe it’ll give you some closure.” 
 
    “I don’t need closure. Not with that asshole. I can live the rest of my life without ever seeing him again.” 
 
    “Okay,” Claire said, and smiled. “I’m going to try to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Want me to turn the TV off?” 
 
    “No. The lamp, maybe.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    They snuggled together, lit by only the flashing colors on the screen. Claire rested on her side facing Pippa, the way she always liked to. Her hand drifted over to her girlfriend’s taut belly. Pippa took her fingers and kissed them, then clasped them as she listened to Claire’s breathing slowly mellow. But she couldn’t fall asleep. This shouldn’t bother her so much. She hadn’t thought about Tag in a couple years, and the last time she saw him was… what, nearly seven years ago. But now he invaded her thoughts. His easy smile. His curly dark hair. The time she walked in on him and Melissa, his tight butt flexing as he plowed into her friend over and over again. Melissa’s delirious cries of lust, her legs kicking in the air. The roughly seventy-two orgasms Pippa gave herself in the weeks following that were some of the most intense of her life, outside what Claire did to her. 
 
    But most of all, she thought about the man Tag was and the man he became. About Melissa sobbing into her shoulder. About the morning after, when she tracked him down and he said nothing in his defense, absolutely nothing, and instead got in his car and drove out of her life forever. Or Pippa thought it would be, anyways. 
 
    Deep in the early hours, when Claire got up to go pee, Pippa sat up too and watched her girlfriend come back to bed. 
 
    “All right. Maybe you’re right. Maybe we call him.” 
 
    Claire yawned and smiled at her blearily. “Okay. But let’s do it in the morning.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    A doctor discharged Tag after breakfast, and with nowhere else to go for the moment, he caught a taxi outside the hospital and headed the burned-down apartment complex to pick up his car. His keys had been in his apartment, but he kept a spare in a magnetic box in the undercarriage. 
 
    The building, or what remained of it, was blocked off by tape and cones. The exterior walls still stood, but the sides had been scorched and few windows in the place still gleamed. He winced at the sight. The job had never been a great one, but he enjoyed the simplicity of it and the pay had been decent, nearly fifty-five grand a year. True, maintenance and check-chasing wasn’t exactly where he planned to be, but Tag liked a lot of the residents and the job security. 
 
    His car was the only one left in the lot. He moved aside the cones blocking the entrance, and ambled for it, yawning and feeling weirdly okay. Maybe not exactly happy, but things could be worse. His insurance was paid up, he’d learned from his parents and kept digital pictures of everything he owned in the apartment that was worth any significant amount of money, and he had about three grand in savings. Not a whole lot, but he could cover first month’s rent and a deposit somewhere else handily once he found a place. 
 
    His phone rang as he slid a hand under his car, feeling for the tiny magnetic box. He slipped the phone out, and answered without looking at the screen. “Hello?” 
 
    “What do you want, asshole?” 
 
    Tag froze and a slow smile spread across his face. Pippa. The voice that used to slide into his dreams. It had been so damn long since he heard it. “Hey Pippa. How’s-?” 
 
    “What. Do you. Want?” she snapped. 
 
    His fingers brushed the key box, and he pulled it out. “Are you still in New Bainbridge?” 
 
    “I’m not asking again.” 
 
    Tag stood and leaned against the door, the key in hand. “My apartment building burned down yesterday. I need somewhere to stay. Short term. I’ve got money and I’ll pay you. We can work that out.” 
 
    “What, no one else you could sucker?” 
 
    “No,” Tag said. “My friends are on vacation and my parents finally had to be admitted to a home.” 
 
    Silence, then, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Me too.” He sighed. “Not even a minute in and this got more personal than I wanted it to. All I need is a couch, Pippa. A couch, a shower, and someplace I can start making all the insurance calls. I’m out of your hair in a week, maybe less.” 
 
    Another long silence. Finally, Pippa muttered, “Shit.” 
 
    “Yeah. Shit. Look, for what it’s worth-” 
 
    “If you say you’re sorry, this phone call ends and I never talk to you again. That’s a promise.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “Heeeeeeuuuuuuuurrrrrrrgh, you asshole. Let me talk to my girlfriend. I’m not promising you anything.” 
 
    That surprised Tag. He didn’t realize Pippa liked women. “You have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “Tag, I swear to God-” 
 
    “No, no judgment, no creepiness. Glad you have someone.” 
 
    “Thanks?” Pippa sighed. “Call you back in a bit. Where are you now? Do you need a ride?” 
 
    “At the apartment, actually, grabbing my car. Looks all right, so no.” 
 
    She hung up without another word, and Tag slipped the phone back into his pocket. He rubbed his forehead, and shook his head. That could have gone worse. 
 
    He wondered, uneasily, if Pippa would still drive him to do crazy, stupid things. It was a dumb thought. Of course she would. Because of his feelings for Pippa, Tag broke a good woman’s heart. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Both Pippa and Claire had the weekends off, so they lazed about in pajamas while Pippa made the call. Claire slipped away to make breakfast at the start and pretended not to listen in as she prepared a small breakfast casserole. Pippa sounded pissed, then sad, but Claire couldn’t glean much more than that. As the casserole went into the oven, Pippa wandered into the kitchen, pulling a bottle of cranberry juice from the fridge. She poured them each a glass, and Claire asked quietly, “Everything okay?” 
 
    “No. Not really. His apartment burned down.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh, I think I saw something about that online.” 
 
    “So it’s real?” Pippa asked. 
 
    Claire nodded. “I mean, if it’s the same place, sure.” 
 
    “Damn, I was hoping he was trying to get sympathy points.” 
 
    “Why would he?” Claire asked, chuckling as they sat together at the kitchen table. 
 
    “I don’t know.” Pippa sipped her juice, and said, “He’s looking for a place to stay short term. He says he has money and he’ll be out of our hair in a week. I didn’t agree to anything. Said I’d talk to you, then I’ll shut him down. Maybe I’ll offer to pay for a hotel room for him, just for a few days or something to pay him back finally and get that off my shoulders..” 
 
    Claire reached across the table and clasped one of Pippa’s hands. “Is that what you really want to do?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We have the space. You look… hm. Conflicted. You want to say yes, don’t you?” 
 
    “Claire, this is our home.” 
 
    Claire smiled. “Yes. It is. And when my sister needed somewhere to stay, you were awesome.” 
 
    “This is so not the same.” 
 
    “I know. But you’re a good person, Pippa, and maybe this Tag guy needs that right now. Like I said, closure.” 
 
    Pippa glared at her. “Why are you so intent on this? I’ve told you what a bastard this guy is.” 
 
    “Because I’ve never seen you this sad about anyone before, Pippa.” 
 
    “Sad?” Pippa barked out a laugh. “I’m not sad. I’m angry. I’m furious.” 
 
    “Tell me you got more than a few hours of sleep last night and I’ll believe you.” 
 
    Pippa finished off her juice, and shrugged, staring at the table. “All right, yeah, this whole thing brought up some… memories.” She frowned. “Fine. All right? Fine. But I’m going to warn you. Tag is a human cyclone. He will come into our lives and wreck something. We do not come out of this unscarred.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s what you need to really heal.” 
 
    “Oh my God, you are the silliest romantic I’ve ever known.” 
 
    Claire smiled. “That’s why you love me.” 
 
    “No. That’s about one out of a billion reasons I love you.” Pippa got up, and crossed over to Claire. They kissed, and Pippa stroked her girlfriend’s cheek. “You’re too damn decent, you know that?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tag stopped first at a store to buy some personal essentials for himself and a bottle of wine he remembered Pippa loving back when he knew her. It was cheap, inexpensive stuff, and after a moment’s hesitation, he picked a bottle of a nicer white to go with it, unsure what her roommate might like. In the store’s bathroom, he tidied himself up as best as he could, running water through his hair and telling himself silently to quit delaying this. 
 
    Pippa and her girlfriend lived in the midst of a suburban tract on the east end of New Bainbridge. The houses bore just enough difference from one another to not quite come across as creepy knockoffs, and he liked the well-trimmed shrubs out front. Diamond patterns crisscrossed the gentle upward slope of their lawn. They obviously took a lot of pride in the appearance of the place. 
 
    As he got out of the car and collected the wine from the backseat, the front door opened. He glanced over his shoulder, and his heart thumped as hard as it used to around Pippa. He hadn’t looked her up on social media in years and years, and it shocked him that she’d become even more beautiful. The old tangled waves of long blonde hair were now cut into a stylish neck-length playful do, ending with teased curls. Her frame seemed fuller, too, with a wider flare to her hips and a sense of softness to her that hadn’t been there in her youth. She wore a pair of cargo shorts that showed off her long legs, and a tee with a bear outlined on it. He knew from old memories that she was quite a bit bustier than it seemed. 
 
    Still heart-breaking. Still so goddamn magnetic. He swallowed and hoped she didn’t notice. 
 
    At her heels was a stunning full-figured beauty the likes of which could only be matched by her lover. Her hair was that type of glorious copper that seemed to burn in the sun, and it hung in waves nearly down to what promised to be a luscious ass, judging by the almost obscene swell of her hips encased in a pair of jeans. She wore a tee too, but her conservative dress couldn’t do much to disguise the obvious curves she had up top too.  
 
    That was Pippa’s girlfriend? Tag forced himself back to reality and closed the door to the car, the paper bag with the wine bottles in one hand. He met Pippa halfway up her sidewalk, smiling at his old friend. “Hey, Pippa, it’s good-” 
 
    Almost just like the last time they saw each other, she hauled back and slapped him so hard across the face he dropped the wine. The bottles rolled out of the bag, and the redhead’s eyes widened as they moved down the hill towards a short drop off the side of a retaining wall. “Save the wine!” she bellowed, and dove on top of the bottles like they were grenades. 
 
    Tag raised a hand to his cheek and he and Pippa stared at the redhead. She flopped over and held the bottles up in victory. Tag started over to her, but Pippa hissed, “Don’t you touch her, you rat bastard.” 
 
    “Ah,” Tag said uncomfortably. “Ohhhh-kay.” 
 
    Pippa helped her roommate up and wrapped a protective arm around her. “Claire, this is Taggart. Tag, Claire. You have exactly one week to get your shit together and then get out of here.” 
 
    He blinked. “I wasn’t even expecting that much. Thank you.” 
 
    That seemed to deflate Pippa some, and she stared at him, her jaw working. Claire smiled at him, and his heart, already thudding hard, decided it needed to go full on crazed death metal on him. “I heard a lot about you. Some of it good. Some of it… um… not.” 
 
    “Nice save with the wine,” he offered. 
 
    “Right?” she asked, her smile widening. “I told Pippa last night. Ninja moves.” 
 
    For some reason, that made Pippa blush bright red, and she jabbed a finger at Tag’s chest. “Don’t you be getting buddy-buddy with her.” 
 
    “Pippa,” Claire admonished gently. “He’s not going to corrupt me. I’m yours, babe.” 
 
    Pippa ignored that. “Ground rules. You will be our bitch boy servant this week. You do dishes, you do laundry… no, scratch that, I don’t want you anywhere near Claire’s panties. You clean, you pick up, you do our grocery runs, you cook for us. I take it you’ve learned to cook something more than ramen?” 
 
    “I’ve moved up to grilled cheese,” Tag said. “Wait. You used to love my ham biscuits.” 
 
    Pippa’s mouth quirked, and Claire glanced between the two of them. “Ham biscuits?” 
 
    “They’re these muffin things he makes with pizza sauce and...” Pippa jabbed that finger at him again. “The rain gutters. You’re going to clean them out.” 
 
    “I don’t even think we have rain gutters,” Claire said, squinting up at the house. 
 
    “Yeah, they’re those metal things right up there,” Pippa said. “Damn it, will the two of you quit distracting me?” 
 
    “Sorry,” they both said as one. 
 
    “Jinx,” Claire said, grinning at Tag. 
 
    “You’re doing it already, you unbelievable dickhead!” Pippa shouted, and stormed towards the house. 
 
    Tag stared after her, gaping, and turned to Claire. “Doing what?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure she thinks by the end of this week you and I will be running off to Vegas getting married.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    They started towards the house, and Claire eyed him sidelong. “So. You’re a cheater, huh?” 
 
    He sighed. “This is going to be great.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tag disappeared much of that afternoon into Claire and Pippa’s office. He stared up at the framed degrees – business administration for Claire, communications for Pippa – and the real estate certification in Pippa’s name. Was that what she did now? She’d be good at it. He dialed first his old boss, who filled him in on the basics but wouldn’t say specifically what caused the fire. He was careful to use words like “speculation” and “possible source.” The dick would cover himself all the way down, Tag thought. 
 
    His next call went out to the insurance people, who had already heard about what happened. He filled them in on his end of things, and the wheels for the machinery of rebuilding his life started to turn with squeaky protests. Last but not least came a phone call to his parents. He made the decision not to tell them about the fire. His father suffered from dementia all the way back to when Tag first graduated high school, and had sunk further and further into it over the last few years. His mother was wheelchair bound, an accident from his youth, and her own mind was slowly slipping. 
 
    His mother answered the phone, and Tag fought back the hard wave of emotion that always swept over him when they talked. “Hello, Taggart,” she said, her voice as sweet as caramel. 
 
    “Hey Mom,” he said, smiling and leaning back in the chair. “How’d you know it was me?” 
 
    “Well, apart from Alec Tenold calling and hounding me, I think you’re just about the only one who does anymore.” 
 
    He felt immediately shitty. Tag’s two older siblings made loads of promises to call and visit and see their parents in a home, to not be those kinds of kids who shuffle the old folks away where they don’t have to see them anymore. His sister made it down once for Christmas, mostly to convince Taggart to sell their parents’ old house so she could use her third of the money to move to Canada with her boyfriend. His older brother, as far as Tag knew, had yet to visit, and only called their parents around the holidays, usually a few days late. Tag hadn’t heard from either sibling in two years, at least. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mom,” he murmured, his smile disappearing. 
 
    “About you not being Alec Tenold?” His mom had a crush on the young actor ever since she saw him in one of those glossy vampire dramas she loved so much. “I’ll forgive you.” 
 
    He laughed, and it was so unexpected it hurt. “You doing okay?” 
 
    “Oh, you know, it’s a constant orgy here.” 
 
    “Mom!” he said sharply, laughing even harder. 
 
    Pippa poked her head in the office and glared at him. “Keep it down.” 
 
    “Sorry, Pippa,” he said. 
 
    “Pippa?” his mom asked. “Wait, your old friend?” 
 
    “Mom says hi,” Tag called to the door as it started to swing closed. 
 
    Pippa stopped it in mid-swing, and blinked at him. “Uh. Tell her I said hi too. Dickhead.” 
 
    “Pippa says hi, Mom.” 
 
    “Where are you? Why are you with her?” his mom asked, and his smile faded as he thought about how to tell her everything she and his father held valuable in this world, all their photo albums, all their letters, everything was gone. 
 
    “Oh, uh, we just bumped into each other.” 
 
    “Mm. That’s nice.” 
 
    “How’s Dad?” 
 
    Silence, then, “Oh, you know. He’s been liking his time outside in the warmer weather.” 
 
    “Mom…” 
 
    “He’s fine, Taggart.” 
 
    That was all he’d get out of her on his dad. They talked some more, just some back-and-forth, and in the background, he heard shouting. The voice was all too familiar – he’d experienced that shout himself too many times to count as his father began to slip away from them. His mom said a quiet, hurried goodbye, and Taggart repeated it, staring at the diplomas on the wall a long time before he got up and rejoined his temporary roommates. 
 
    They were sprawled out on a big comfy couch, Pippa watching a cooking competition while Claire played a game on a handheld system. “Whatcha playing?” he asked, his throat croaky from the leftover emotions of talking to his mom. 
 
    “Castle Takers,” Claire said brightly. “Destroying some Saxon bastards.” 
 
    He ignored Pippa’s glare, and settled into a recliner. “I liked the PC version. The port any good?” 
 
    “Oh yeah, it’s fantastic. I mean, you obviously get some graphics downgrades and you can only fight up to six kingdoms at a time, but it runs really smooth, all things considered.” 
 
    “Nice,” Tag said. To Pippa, “If I got started on your rain gutters, you got a ladder and a trowel?” 
 
    “Shed out back,” she grunted. “Have you done it before?” 
 
    He grinned. “Every spring and fall for the last few years, yeah. I was the building supervisor and maintenance guy for the apartment building I was living in.” 
 
    “So you’re jobless now too,” Pippa said. 
 
    Claire paused her game and glanced up. “Cold, Pippa.” 
 
    “It’s all right,” Tag said. “She’s not wrong. I’ll just be… getting started then.” He stood up, shoving his thumbs into his belt loops. “Right.” 
 
    He headed out into the backyard. It wasn’t quite as spacious as the front, but the upkeep was just as nice back there. He really liked the white picket fence surrounding it. It was quaint, and so very much like the old Pippa. She loved all the clichés like that. 
 
    A shed in the corner of the yard looked more like a small garage, and opened to a riding lawnmower and a wall of tools and supplies. He found a bucket, a trowel, and a ladder, and dragged those to the house. Around the side of the building was a hose, but it wasn’t going to be long enough that he could really get up and wash out the gutters properly, so he made a run to a hardware store and bought a coupling and an extra hose. The salesman talked him into a sprayer he promised would make the job go smoother. Tag knew he was being taken, but liked the guy’s pitch and wound up with the damn thing in his cart anyways. 
 
    Back at Pippa and Claire’s, he set up the ladder near the downspout and started picking out bits of debris and dumping them into the bucket. Acorns and sediment had gunked up the works pretty good, and Tag found himself taking much longer than he expected, digging out chunk after chunk of crap and tossing it into the bucket as he made glacial progress down the gutter. But finally he was done with the larger chunks and hooked up the extension to the hose. The sprayer, as he thought, was just a sprayer, and not worth the money he spent on it, but he got use out of it anyways, and soon the gutters were cleaned out. He fitted the gutter tighter to the downspout, ran some hose water down the length to check it for leaks, of which there were several. He marked off their locations by wrapping some string through the holes and tying it off, then climbed down the ladder. He couldn’t seal the holes until the gutters had time to properly dry, so that meant he’d need to go back at it tomorrow. The process repeated itself out front, but thankfully the debris was much less caked in, and he was done in half the time. 
 
    As he was cleaning up, Pippa came out with a bottle of beer in hand and a glass of ice water in the other. She stared at the ground, her lip trying to curl into a sneer. “Claire tells me my comment about you being jobless was a pretty dick move,” she muttered. “I…. agree. I’m sorry, Tag.” 
 
    “It’s all right,” he said, settling the ladder back against the wall. “Especially if those are for me.” 
 
    She finally glanced up. “Yeah. Wasn’t sure which you’d want.” 
 
    “I’ll take both. Hotter than hell.” 
 
    “It is,” she said. She passed the bottle and the water over. “Thank Claire for the beer. She headed out to get some things while you were working.” 
 
    “I will.” He drained the glass of water in a few swallows, and passed the glass back when she made a gimme motion. “She seems great, Pippa. I’m happy for you.” 
 
    A small, genuine smile crossed her lips, and Pippa finally glanced up at him. “She is. All right. I’m heading back inside. Gutters done?” 
 
    “Not yet. Need to seal them tomorrow. But they’re clean, at least.” 
 
    “Good. Thank you.” 
 
    They locked up the shed, and Pippa walked ahead of him to the house. At the rear door, she stopped and looked at him as though she wanted to ask him a question, then the storm clouds swept her eyes again and she shot in ahead of him, muttering under her breath. 
 
    * * * 
 
    That night, he cooked a simple dinner of chicken tacos, chips, and a queso dip. Claire enjoyed it, and even Pippa grudgingly admitted it was okay. He did the cleaning afterwards, and settled at the kitchen table again to browse through job and apartment listings. His phone wasn’t the ideal way to do that, and he asked Claire when she wandered through the kitchen to grab a glass of wine if he couldn’t use her computer in the office. 
 
    “Sure, or I’ve got an old laptop you could borrow until you get back on your feet.” 
 
    He was surprised by the generous kindness. “Thanks. That would be great.” 
 
    She grabbed it from the one of the two spare bedroom’s closets, and settled in across the table from him as he plugged it in and turned it on. Claire guided him through the password protection, and Pippa came storming in. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she yelped. “Don’t give him the passwords to anything!” 
 
    Claire glanced up at her, frowning. “Hey. It’s my laptop. He needs something to work with if he’s going to get a job.” 
 
    “He can go to your library. Or… or… your library,” Pippa repeated, then grabbed the bottle of wine off the counter and sat at the table too. 
 
    “Your library?” Tag asked Claire. 
 
    “Mm hm! Head county librarian.” 
 
    “No kidding? The one on Filmore?” When she nodded, Tag shook his head, grinning. “Crap, I’ll bet we’ve run into each other a few times.” 
 
    “You’re a reader?” Claire asked. 
 
    “And so it begins,” Pippa muttered. “Goodbye, relationship.” 
 
    “Hey,” Claire protested. “Have a little more faith in me than that, Pippa.” 
 
    Deciding to ignore both of them, Tag said, “Yeah. I do a lot of audio books because of the job and workouts.” 
 
    “I do the same thing,” Claire said. “What do you read?” 
 
    “Mysteries, mostly. You?” 
 
    “Oh, everything. Young adult’s my favorite, but put anything with words on it in front of me, and I’ll read it.” 
 
    Pippa said, “It’s true. She gets bored in line at the store and she’ll read the ingredients on food.” The conversational input seemed almost to surprise her, and she stared at her hands. “Uh. I’m getting a glass. Claire, you need a top-off?” 
 
    “Your top off, maybe,” Claire said, grinning. 
 
    “Don’t give him any ideas.” 
 
    “Okay,” Tag said, closing the laptop. He reached across, and squeezed Claire’s hand. “You were great. Thank you for the hospitality.” 
 
    “What?” she asked, rising as he did. 
 
    Pippa stared up at him, saying nothing, and Tag tried to smile blandly at her. “I knew this was going to come with some barbs. I deserve that. I cheated on Melissa. I am a shitty human being completely unworthy of any sort of human decency. You taking me in this long, obviously more than I deserve. Won’t bother you again, Pippa.” 
 
    He made it to his shoes, and was lacing them up as Pippa said from the door to the kitchen, “You were supposed to be my rock, Tag.” 
 
    He stared up at her blankly. “What?” 
 
    “The one guy in this world that didn’t seem like all the rest. You were such a nice guy. And Melissa was the nicest girl. And you ripped her world apart. For a pair of big boobs and a quick fix.” 
 
    Tag kept staring at her, silent. Claire rested a hand on Pippa’s shoulder, and started to say something, but Tag spoke first. “Judith.” 
 
    “What?” Pippa asked, annoyed. 
 
    “Her name. The ‘pair of big boobs.’ Her name was Judith. And if you think you and Melissa were the only ones I hurt that night, you’re wrong. I ripped her heart out too. She thought she was getting a relationship out of me, but instead I used her and a dozen other women. I remember all their names too.  Everybody thought better of me, Pippa. Welcome to the club.” 
 
    “Tag. Stay,” Claire whispered. 
 
    Pippa turned towards her jaw clenched. “What?” 
 
    Louder, Claire said, “People don’t change.” 
 
    “Damn straight,” Pippa muttered. “Once a cheater, always a cheater.” 
 
    “Yes. Maybe,” Claire said. “But good people don’t change either. They just hide.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Pippa asked. 
 
    “If at the end of the week you two still want to kill each other, I’ll say I’m sorry and I’ll mean it,” Claire said. “But I think you two have a lot of things you need to work out. And that isn’t going to happen unless we try this.” She walked to Tag, and in a move that drew a stunned look from Pippa, she leaned up and kissed the corner of his mouth. “Prove me wrong,” she murmured. “If you’re such a horrible person, take me. Right now in front of her. I won’t do anything to stop you. I want you.” She shrugged, and looked at Pippa. “And I want you.” Her gaze fell back on Tag, and she smiled again. “And you two clearly want each other. I think I’m right. I think you two have been burning for each other. Maybe you forgot that for a while.” 
 
    “You want us…” Pippa breathed. Then her eyes narrowed. “Claire, are you nuts?” 
 
    “Probably,” Claire said happily. “But I’m going to bed. And I’m going to masturbate like crazy at the idea of the two of you together. I hope you know I’m serious when I say this week sometime, I hope you two heal. However you need to.” Her grin turned impish, and she put her hands on her butt. “And if that healing happens to involve me too, great!” 
 
    She padded off to hers and Pippa’s bedroom, humming to herself. Pippa and Tag stared after her, then at each other. “What the hell?” he asked at the same exact moment as she asked, “What the shit?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Pippa came into the bedroom minutes later, already shucking her shirt off. She kicked the door shut behind her, hard, and Claire clapped her hands delightedly from her nest of pillows. She was already nude, and judging from the spread of her thighs, hadn’t been lying about the masturbation. 
 
    “Oooh, are we going to have angry sex? We’re going to have angry sex, aren’t we?” 
 
    “You just told me you want a three-way relationship with the guy who ruined my old best friend’s life,” Pippa snapped. “We’re going to have furious sex.” She dropped her shorts and her underwear in one go, and stormed towards the bed. “The box still under here?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Claire said, her fingers slipping back down to her folds. 
 
    “Good. You’re getting the monster.” 
 
    A whimper escaped Claire’s lips. “Oh shit.” 
 
    Pippa stared down at her from the foot of the bed, her glare turning to pain. “Claire, if you think you’re not enough for me…” 
 
    “Baby…” Claire whispered. “Come to me.” 
 
    Pippa did. She cupped Claire’s cheeks and kissed her gently. “I don’t need him to be happy, Claire. I don’t need anyone but you.” 
 
    “But you do want him.” 
 
    “Claire…” 
 
    “It’s okay. I do too.” 
 
    Pippa sighed and fell onto her back. “Yeah. I thought I was over him a long time ago, but seeing him, it’s like all those emotions were just on pause.” She glanced over. “I don’t mind if you fool around with him. But we need boundaries. Come back to me, okay?” 
 
    Claire kissed her cheek and stroked Pippa’s stomach. “Of course, sweetheart. You’re always going to be first in my life. What about you and him?” 
 
    “I need answers,” Pippa said. “I need that poison out, and if he’s still the same cheating asshole, I’m done with him. And honestly, right now? I’m afraid I’ll bite his dick off if he put it near my lips.” 
 
    “Oooh, now that is a sexy thought. Not the dick biting. But you sucking him off? Mmmmm.” 
 
    Pippa laughed softly. “This was supposed to be about me punishing you.” 
 
    “Oh, it still will be.” 
 
    They cuddled together, face to face, and Pippa said, “I don’t want to sound controlling, but I have a couple requests.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “You tell me everything. If I feel like you two are sneaking around without me, I’d be lost.” 
 
    “Okay, sure.” 
 
    “And I… don’t really want this to extend to other people. I’m not a swinger, baby. I know you were in that life for a while…” 
 
    “I was,” Claire said. She shrugged. “But like I said. I love you first and always. I am perfectly cool with that.” 
 
     “You’re amazing, you know that?” 
 
    “I’m the one who just said I want to have our house guest all up in my business, so I’d say you’re the amazing one.” 
 
    Pippa snickered and sat up. “And speaking of…” She winked at her roommate. “Be loud,” she whispered. “Be as loud as you can.” 
 
    “Ooooh, I like that,” Claire said, slipping a finger inside herself. “And it’s really not going to take much effort. I’m so freaking turned on right now I swear I’d come just from rubbing on a pillow.” 
 
    “Uh uh. You leave the pillows alone. I’m not digging through the closet again just because you like humping fabric.” 
 
    “Then you’d better get up here and stop me,” Claire said, grinning. Her finger slid in and out, glistening with each thrust. She let out a soft moan of pleasure when Pippa brought out the monster, Claire’s favorite – and biggest – dildo. Eight inches of neon blue fake dick, covered in a surface that in no way felt like the skin it was supposed to emulate, but with a generous dollop of lube, still felt pretty amazing. 
 
    But Pippa wasn’t done there. She pulled out one of the finger vibes from the night before and slipped it onto her pointer finger. Along with that came a good-sized bottle of edible lube. Claire’s feet spread even further apart, and her gleaming eyes watched as Pippa slid back up onto the bed, grabbing the dildo and giving it a good, long lick before she set it beside Claire. The lube went on the nightstand, and Pippa started things off simply, by crawling up between her partner’s legs to kneel over her, grinning down at Claire. 
 
    “You really were a naughty girl. Wanting someone who’s hurt me so bad.” 
 
    “Pippa…” Claire murmured. 
 
    Pippa leaned down and kissed her lover, and quickly moved her lips down to one of Claire’s voluptuous breasts. Her long pink tongue teased goosebumps all along Claire’s flesh, and she stopped when she came to the nipple. Staring up at Claire, she nipped the sensitive flesh, making Claire jump. 
 
    “Oooh, bite me,” Claire moaned loudly. “I have been a bad girl.” 
 
    Pippa loved her girlfriend’s breasts. Absolutely loved them. She used to mock guys who played with her breasts too long or too hard, but she could spend hours devoted to Claire’s ample curves, and the big responsive nipples. She loved teasing the flesh. Loved nipping. Loved licking them. And most of all, she loved sucking them. 
 
    Her mouth circled her roommate’s nipple and she sucked now, squeezing the breast softly between her hands to push the nipple up harder at her. Claire squirmed beneath her, her butt arching up off the bed as her finger plunged in and out of her wet cunt. 
 
    “Suck my tit,” she gasped. “Oh God, Pippa, I love that so much.” 
 
    The nipple hardened in Pippa’s mouth and she reached over with her free hand to play with the other, stroking it with her well-manicured fingernails. The slurps and pops of her lips coming off the nipple only to suck it down again were matched only by Claire’s moaning and the squicking sound of her self-pleasure. Pippa let the nipple go finally, and brought her lips to the other one, giving it the same loving treatment. This time though she didn’t play with Claire’s other breast. Instead, she reached down to slide her fingers against Claire’s big hood, and her roommate thrashed underneath her. 
 
    “Mmm hm! Mmm! Mmm, fuck!” Claire gasped, thrusting her chest up, her thighs quivering. She was close, Pippa realized, so close, and she slid her fingers across Claire’s clit, tweaking it, licking it a little harder than usual. Claire wailed out, “PippaaaaAHHH!” 
 
    Her free hand grabbed Pippa, clutching her around the back, and Claire shuddered on her own finger, her warmth no doubt splashing the bed. Claire was always so wet when she came. Pippa loved it. She hurried down to slide her tongue up and down Claire’s big, lovely folds, collecting the buttery flavor on her tongue, savoring it. 
 
    Claire was already moving, grabbing the lube off the end table and holding up the monster. She applied a liberal dose to the head, and slid the tip across her peaked nipples on its way to Pippa’s hand. Her roommate kissed Claire again and again, whispering into her ear, “Beg for it.” 
 
    “Please fuck me with that thing,” Claire pleaded. She grinned up at Pippa, and Pippa winked back at her. 
 
    “You wish it was his cock, don’t you?” 
 
    Claire raised an eyebrow, but played along. “No, I’m yours, I’m all yours, just fuck me, please…” 
 
    “Admit it, slut.” 
 
    Pippa teased the monster along Claire’s slick folds, and Claire didn’t have to act at all to cry out, “Yessss, all right, yes! I want him. I want him fucking me. I want to be his dirty little whore!” 
 
    They both heard a thump, and Pippa buried her head in the pillow next to Claire, laughing as quietly as she could. Finally, she composed herself, and slid the tip of the monster into Pippa, kissing her roommate again before she growled, “Then take it.” 
 
    “Fuuuuuuck!” Claire gasped. Her reaction was entirely real, and she lifted her legs nearly to her breasts then spread them wide. The dildo slid slowly into her, and she closed her eyes against it, a low keen rising from her lungs. 
 
    Pippa worked the head just a little further in, and rolled it gently all around. She twisted until her head was near her lover’s pussy. Claire’s lips were obscenely pooched out by the dildo, and she licked them with a fervor. She turned on the finger vibe and brushed it along the wet trails her tongue left behind as she slipped the fake cock deeper into her roommate. 
 
    “Shit! Oh my God, shit, Pippa!” 
 
    Claire grabbed a pillow from Pippa’s side of the bed and clutched it to her breast, trying to roll side to side. Pippa gave her no rest. She buried the monster, and brought it back out gleaming with Claire’s wetness. She gave it a lick too, and slid it back in, still going slow but flicking Claire’s clit faster and faster with the vibe. She built up a tempo like that, fucking Claire slow while stimulating her hard and quick. She knew it would drive Claire wild, and it did. Her lover could barely contain her desire.  
 
    “Don’t stop! Don’t stop! I’m so close again!” 
 
    Pippa grinned against her roommate’s pussy lips. Whatever Claire and Tag got up to, she wanted to leave this impression on her love, this reminder of the pleasure she could bring. Mission accomplished. She fucked Pippa faster with the dildo, stroking her clit and alternating her finger with her tongue, lashing it with wet, long strokes. 
 
    “C-coming!” Claire wailed. She gushed again, all over the head of the dildo, and when Pippa pulled it out, she buried her face in her lover’s gaping entrance, licking up everything she could. A hand clutched hers, the fingers shaking, and Claire whimpered with her eyes, shaking her head ever so slightly. The message was clear. Too much pleasure. Pippa kissed her lover’s clit one last time, shut off the vibe, and dropped the toys onto the nightstand before she flopped onto her side next to Claire and kissed her gently. 
 
    “Just come back to me, okay?” she whispered. Claire nodded, blinking away tears of pleasure, and kissed her hard and deep. Their mouths rarely left each other’s in the minutes ahead, until finally Claire pulled the covers up, tucked in close to Pippa, and slipped down into darkness. 
 
    After her partner’s breathing softened and evened, Pippa slipped out of bed, still naked. She headed into their bathroom with the toys, washed them off, and plugged in the finger vibe to let it recharge. She brushed her teeth, combed her hair, and stepped out into the bedroom and the hallway. All the lights were off, and the door to the bedroom where Tag was staying halfway closed. She knocked on it gently. 
 
    “Uh. Come in,” he said, trying to aim towards sounding sleepy but just sounding like he had a bad cold instead. 
 
    She flicked on the light, and he sat up against the headboard, his bare chest on full display. He used to be fit, but not as defined as he was now, and Pippa had a hard time tearing her eyes away from the vee of chest hair between his hard pecs. Not that he was a bodybuilder, but it was clear he worked out, and often. 
 
    “I take it you heard enough of that to know what she wants,” Pippa said. 
 
    He scratched his head. “Yeah.” 
 
    She drew a deep, shuddering breath. “Don’t hurt her, Tag. I’m begging you. Please don’t hurt her.” 
 
    His fingers played at the comforter around his stomach, and he didn’t meet her gaze. “Things have… changed, Pippa. I’m not the one-night stand guy anymore.” 
 
    “See, there you go. You say that, and you sucker me back in, and…” She realized what she’d said, and shut up immediately. 
 
    He blinked at her. “Suckered you back in? What do you mean?” 
 
    “Nothing. I’m going to bed.” 
 
    “Pippa….” 
 
    But she was already backing out and shutting the door, lost in memory, lost in pain. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Melissa hopped up on the stool and grabbed a napkin from a dispenser on the edge of the table to pat away the sweat beading on her forehead. She leaned across and kissed Tag on the cheek. “You. Are. Amazing,” she gushed. 
 
    He grinned. “Thanks, but you got some moves too.” 
 
    “Baby, I tripped about eight times.” 
 
    Tag laughed. “Nah. I counted five, tops.” 
 
    “I stand corrected,” Melissa said. 
 
    Pippa finished off her beer and set it down on the table. She was always careful never to drink more than three around Tag. More than that, and she got majorly tipsy. She was hugely afraid her feelings for him would spill out, or even worse, she’d try something and humiliate Melissa. “Come on, Mel. Watching you two put me in a mood.” 
 
    Melissa held up her hands. “I can’t. These shoes are murder and I need a break. Take Tag!” 
 
    “Don’t I get a say?” Tag complained, but his grin told the truth. 
 
    His girlfriend thumped his chest. “Like you’d say no to that rockin’ hot body going all crazy armed in your face.” 
 
    “I do not have crazy arms when I dance!” Pippa protested. 
 
    “Yeaaahhhh, you kinda do,” Tag said, and Melissa nodded emphatically. 
 
    “All right, so I get a little weird. Jerks.” 
 
    Tag hopped off the stool he’d just occupied, and grabbed Pippa’s hand. She stared down at the connection of their flesh, and tried to fight the rush of warmth to her cheeks – and to other areas. He tugged her to the elevated dance floor set apart from the rest of the bar and restaurant. Melissa cheered them on, but Pippa barely noticed as an upbeat high tempo song started. Bunches of college kids and townies were out in force that night, and Tag and Pippa had to dance close together out of necessity. She could have gotten drunk off the faint whiffs of his complex, dark cologne. Even though he was only a year older than she was, he already seemed like such a man compared to the boys at college. The way Tag moved, talked, walked. The way he kept his face perpetually shaven, his hair trimmed and precise. 
 
    She felt so guilty about her feelings towards him. He was Melissa’s. And she wouldn’t betray her friend like that. Not that Tag had ever made a move, but she caught his eyes lingering now and then. And maybe she hoped, and maybe she hated herself the tiniest smidge for it. 
 
    But there on the dance floor, she was hopelessly his, and he watched her with something approaching glee, his brilliant teeth gleaming as he bounced to the music. The song changed all too fast – they’d been a little slow getting out there – and she started to head back. He grabbed her arm, and shook his head. 
 
    “Uh uh. You’re mine for a few minutes, Pippa.” 
 
    She nearly melted right there, and the heat between her thighs quickened as he grabbed her. The song was a big pop hit, and the swell of dancers surged against them, forcing them closer. Someone pushed into her and Tag wrapped his arms around her defensively. She mouthed the words “thank you” at him, and he nodded soberly. “Uh, Pippa…” he tried to tell her, but it was too loud. The way they stood nearly nose to nose wasn’t conducive to dancing, so Pippa turned, and he wrapped his arms around her waist again. Something brushed up against her ass, and she closed her eyes, whispering, “Oh my God.” 
 
    His cock. Tag’s dick was wedged right up against her, and she was already so wet, and this was a long, long fucking song. 
 
    He rocked with her, his hands never straying anywhere dangerous, but still that heat built between them. Her thighs were slick now, and she shivered against him. He tried to give her as much room as she could, to relieve the pressure not on him but on her, but there was nowhere for them to go. They were trapped together, his breath hot on her neck, his hands so close to everything Pippa wanted him to touch. Flashes of him taking her just like that, from behind, his arms wrapped around her, kissing her neck, nibbling her ear. Thoughts of being underneath him on her bed, Tag running his hand along her thigh as he slid in and out of her, whispering her name. Pippa. Pippa. Pippa. 
 
    She came. 
 
    It was powerful. It was wildly unexpected. It rocked her, hard, and she struggled to stay upright, to keep her shaking legs moving. Pippa had accidental orgasms before, two of them. Once was on a rollercoaster ride that tossed her up and down in ways that left her panting by the end. The other was on a long car trip, the pleasant buzz of the road underneath the tires lulling her into daydreams about a wrestler she knew from class. Neither orgasm was as powerful as this one, so all-consuming. 
 
    The song ended, and she grabbed Tag’s hands, keeping them there for a long moment while she tried to sort out the emotions in her head. He whispered, “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. It was just a reaction and I swear, I didn’t mean to…” 
 
    The DJ came over the loudspeaker, and she turned and leaned up to whisper in his ear. “It’s okay. It’s really okay. But I don’t think we should walk back together. Go get us a drink? It’ll give you time to, uh, calm down.” 
 
    He nodded quickly, relieved. “Yeah. Yeah, okay. Thanks, Pippa.” 
 
    She watched him push through the crowd. Giggles overtook her, and she shook her head, walking back to Melissa, hoping no one would notice the tiny damp spot on her jeans. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tag forgot to buy a phone charger, and his phone quietly powered off sometime in the night, leaving him without an alarm for the morning. He woke to the sound of music playing faintly from the kitchen, and reached for the phone. When the screen wouldn’t kick on, he groaned, knowing what happened. Shit. And he wanted an early start to get the caulking done on the rain gutters before he typed up a new resume and hit the streets. Double shit. 
 
    Then he remembered the night before. About how loud Claire and Pippa had been. He thought they were fighting at first, and stepped out into the hallway to knock on their door and tell them he really was going to get a hotel room after all. His bit of fun at Pippa’s expense wasn’t worth the cost of their relationship. But instead, what he heard was more a series of earth-rattling orgasms judging from Claire’s wails of pleasure. The thought of the busty redhead coming thanks to Pippa had left him iron hard. When he darted into the bathroom after Claire’s cries died down, it only took Tag a couple minutes to come into a wad of toilet paper, his eyes squeezed shut, his breaths fast and hard. Thank God he hadn’t done it in bed. When Pippa came in later, she’d have smelled it for sure. 
 
    He showered, trying not to imagine the two beauties helping each other out, and dressed quickly. At the store the day before, he bought two changes of clothes, but he wanted something nicer for his job hunt. Another item to tick off that morning. And he forgot socks, too. Ugh. A banner day already. 
 
    Pippa was cooking a mess of eggs and hash browns while Claire was reading the news from a tablet at the table. She glanced up, smiled at him, and asked, “Have a good sleep?” 
 
    “Yeah. When I finally got there. Something was, uh, definitely keeping me up.” 
 
    “Oh, those darn neighbors,” Claire said, her eyes glittering. 
 
    He grinned. “Yeah, must have been some kind of night. For the neighbors.” To Pippa, he said, “I know the agreement was for me to cook. I set an alarm on my phone, but I forgot to buy a charger. Phone died in the middle of the night. Buying one today’s first on my list. Along with socks.” 
 
    “Oh!” Claire said. “Hang on. What kind of phone?” 
 
    He told her, and she rose and bounded off deeper into the house. Tag joined Pippa. She flipped the hash browns, and asked, “How do you like your eggs?” 
 
    “Good morning, Pippa,” he said. 
 
    She stiffened, and glared at him. For a long moment, he thought she was going to snap at him again, but finally she sighed and said, “Good… morning.” 
 
    “Coffee?” 
 
    She gestured at a nearly empty pot, and he poured the last dregs into a mug. “The can’s up above you there if you want more,” Pippa said. 
 
    “Unless either of you do, I’ll just pick up something while I’m out. Gotta go work on my resume, then get out there and start looking at apartments and jobs. Oh, and the sealant for the gutters.” 
 
    She nodded, and Claire bounced in. In a long, flowing tee that hung down nearly to her knees, she looked like sex, and he started to stiffen again. He willed himself to go down and kept his focus on Claire’s face and not the tips of her nipples poking the fabric. 
 
    “Here,” she said, handing over a cord. “See if that’ll work. And I tossed some men’s socks on your bed. I think I bought them for my dad but I never sent them. I don’t know. But they’ll work.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Tag said, and kissed her cheek. “Hey, do you two have a printer?” 
 
    “We do, but the damn thing’s broken,” Pippa said. 
 
    “Come with me to the library at ten,” Claire said. “We’ve got computers you can use and since I know the head librarian and all, I think I can sneak you some copies.” She winked at him, and he thought maybe he was the tiniest bit in love. 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    They ate breakfast together, and kept the conversation in safe territory. Mostly they talked some about Tag’s plans for employment, and places for rent that Claire searched out on the laptop. For the short-term, at least, Tag planned on peppering hospitals and government buildings with resumes in the hopes they might need a handyman. Pippa had to get ready to head into the office, leaving the other two still talking while she threw on her work clothes and touched up her makeup. 
 
    When she came back in, Tag stopped in midsentence and stared. Pippa, always beautiful, looked so damn incredible in that moment he couldn’t think to form words. She had on a pair of dangly hoop earrings, and shrugged on a suit jacket. Claire glanced between Tag and her love, and smiled to herself. 
 
    “What?” Pippa asked, annoyed. 
 
    Tag blinked, and said quietly, “It’s… been a while. Since I’ve seen you dress up.” 
 
    It definitely wasn’t his imagination. Pippa blushed, and blushed hard. “Um, well, this is how I normally dress now, so…” 
 
    “It’s… it looks good on you. You’re already beautiful, but… you must sell a hell of a lot of houses.” 
 
    She stared at him. Claire cleared her throat, leaning back for a kiss, but both Pippa and Tag ignored her, locked into a conversation they both couldn’t get out. Finally, Pippa sniffed, and said, “I wish you wouldn’t.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Tell me things like that.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Tag said, and meant it. 
 
    Annoyed at the lack of lip-smacking action, Claire rose up and took matters into her own hands. She kissed her girlfriend, and Tag audibly sucked in a breath. Claire patted Pippa’s butt, and murmured, “Do good today, baby.” 
 
    The spell was finally broken, and Pippa blinked at her. “Yeah. Yes. And, uh, be good to her, Tag. Claire, don’t let him corrupt you.” 
 
    She headed out in her tiny crossover, and Tag washed up the dishes while Claire headed for the bedroom to get dressed. She came out in a long, high necked dress with big poofy shoulders. “Like?” she asked, giving him a twirl. It did a good job of blending cute and professional, and he told her as much. “Thanks.” 
 
    He headed out soon after. The same hardware store guy was working, and sold him everything he needed to finish the gutters. Tag tossed the stuff in his car, paused before he got in, and headed back inside to ask the guy if they were hiring. They weren’t, but the guy liked Tag and was best friends with the owner. If Tag brought by a resume later, he’d put it on top of the stack for potential hires. It was a start. 
 
    His next stop was a menswear store. Without knowing what jobs he’d be applying for, he didn’t really know what to plan for, so he opted for a small assortment to last him for the short term. A simple gray dress shirt would go well with slacks or jeans, so he made that his first choice. To that, he added a more casual sport shirt. Pants were easier – black slacks, black jeans.  His last purchase was a new pair of shoes. His old scuffed sneakers wouldn’t do. Tag opted for a pair of Oxfords with good tread. He wore the slacks and the dress shirt out, and in the car, quickly and painfully realized he’d missed two pins. 
 
    It wasn’t quite time to head to the library yet, so he headed for a coffee shop and set up in a corner. A cute barista kept him well supplied as he worked on his resume and sent out applications to a few places around the city. The barista, on his last cup of coffee, peered over his shoulder and said, “Stalking high schoolers?” 
 
    He grinned up at her. “Only if they need me to fix their air conditioning. Looking for maintenance work. Got any hot leads?” 
 
    “Ooh, have you checked the colleges?” 
 
    “I could slap my forehead. Thank you…” He paused when he read her nametag. Now that was portentous. “…Melissa.” 
 
    “You’re very welcome… maintenance guy,” she said, echoing his tone and pause. It didn’t surprise him that she also slipped him a business card with her number, but the name had him spooked, and he wadded it up when he left the shop. 
 
    The county library was a big three-story glass and steel A-frame. Just open for the morning, almost no cars dotted the lot, so Tag pulled up near the front, a cup of coffee in hand for Claire. Inside, past an atrium lined in benches and big plastic plants, was a circular desk, manned by a particularly lovely redhead staring down into a computer screen, a stack of books beside her. She glanced up when Tag passed through the building’s metal detectors and smiled. 
 
    “Hey you!” she said cheerfully. 
 
    “Hey yourself. I brought you coffee.” 
 
    “Aw.” She lifted a bar counter and stepped out to take the coffee and greet him. He kissed the corner of her mouth, and she blinked up at him, smiling. “That was… unexpected.” 
 
    “Too much?” 
 
    “No. Just right. Come on. Let’s get you hooked up. I’d like to sit around and chat with you, but I have to get everything going for the morning.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    She showed him the computers. The printers were located near the front desk, and she brought him that day’s papers as well so he could look through the classifieds. Tag spent the better part of an hour printing his resume, rereading it, deciding to tweak it some more, and printing out twenty more copies. He applied to a dozen more jobs online, and was surprised when he finally pulled himself away to discover it was almost one in the afternoon. The place was filling up, mostly with teenagers and kids escaping the heat, and he sidled out to watch Claire run a clearly smitten guy through the process for downloading audiobooks online. 
 
    When they finished, the guy said, “W-would you, uh, want to have lunch with me sometime?” 
 
    “Aw, that’s sweet,” Claire said, “but I think my boyfriend might get a little jealous.” She winked at Tag. The guy stared, slack-jawed, as Tag got the hint and walked over. 
 
    “Oh man, I’m sorry,” the guy said. 
 
    Tag squeezed his shoulder. “Hey, you didn’t get creepy, so that just makes you a guy with good taste in my book.” 
 
    When he’d gone, Tag leaned over the counter, and murmured, “So, you want to have lunch with me sometime?” 
 
    “How about now?” 
 
    He grinned, and Claire called over her shoulder for her assistant. She said she was taking off early, and darted out of there with Tag following along behind, his resumes forgotten about for the moment. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Claire didn’t waste time. She told him to find a parking lot somewhere.  By the first stoplight, she had his zipper down. By the second, his quickly hardening cock was being licked by one of the most enthusiastic tongues he’d ever experienced. 
 
    “Pippa…” he said, and she came up off him, licking her glossy lips. 
 
    “Knows,” she said. “You can talk to her tonight about it. So long as we’re honest with her, she’s okay with it.” 
 
    “Thank fuck,” he muttered, and she giggled as she bent back over. A guy in the passenger’s seat of the truck next to Tag glanced over and down, and his jaw dropped. Tag was already turning, driving as fast as he dared to a commercial area with lots of big stores and plentiful parking. Claire buried her mouth down onto him, taking most of his dick straight to the back of her throat, and he moaned, “Goddamn, Claire.” 
 
    She swirled back up his length, teasing his base with her tongue, and slurped on his head before plunging down again. And again. And again. Wet pops and slurps were the only sounds he made until he stopped, then she came up off him to glance around. He stopped the car near the end row of a grocery store, wedged between two tall SUVs that dwarfed his car. Tucked in like that, he had a vague hope they wouldn’t be discovered, but truth was, he was too desperate to lodge his cock back in the mouth of the stunning redhead to care much. 
 
    “I haven’t done this with a guy in so long,” Claire said, jacking him hard, her fist making wet squick noises. 
 
    Tag had a hard time not trying to fuck her hand. “Well, you’re pretty amazing at it.” 
 
    “Mmm. You think I suck your dick good?” With that, she lowered her head and gave him a long lick from his stem to his tip. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, yes.” 
 
    Still gripping most of him with both hands, she slurped and sucked on his tip, bobbing her head enthusiastically. Her tongue flicked against his head, and he stroked her long, silky red hair, pulling it up and out of the way for her. He wanted to reach over and play with her pussy but cramped in the car, there was no good angle. Besides, his own climax was so close it was all he could do to hang on. 
 
    As if she sensed this, she pulled off him, stroking him hard. “When you’re close tell me. I don’t want to stain this dress.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Her grin had a little bit of the devil in it, and he loved it so much. Then those lips were descending on him for one last push, and he didn’t restrain himself any longer, pumping his hips up to meet her mouth. The car rocked with every thrust, a spring squeaking gently. Claire was so hungry for Tag, so enthusiastic. He’d never had a blowjob this good. His fingers stroked through her red hair as he watched her head bob, her tongue bathing him in warmth and wetness. His balls ached for release, and he reached behind her seat to grab a box of tissues he kept back there. 
 
    “Claire…” he warned her. “Close.” 
 
    He plucked out a tissue, and she pulled away, gasping. “Oh my God,” she whimpered, “I love that dick. I’m going to be so wet all day.” She snatched the tissue from him, dropped it in the cupholder, and kept jerking him with one hand. Her other, she cupped in front of his head as he came. Shot after shot after shot filled her palm until he was finally, mercifully spent. She grabbed the tissue back up with the hand that had been jerking him, and drank down his come with the tissue under her chin. When Claire was done, she grinned at him and opened her mouth wide to show him there was nothing left. 
 
    Tag slumped against his door, laughing breathily. “Holy shit. You are unbelievable.” 
 
    “Run in and get a girl some mouthwash and a bite to eat?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    He sprinted in, bought a travel sized bottle of cinnamon mouthwash, hand sanitizer, and a light lunch for both of them. When he came out, Claire cleaned her hands up, gargled, and spat out the door. They drove to a city park near the library, and spent the last twenty minutes of her lunchbreak overlooking a tiny pond. Tag wrapped an arm around her shoulders when he finished, and she nestled into him with a soft, pleased sigh. 
 
    “You were in love with her, weren’t you?” she asked. 
 
    There was no need to ask who “she” was. “When I cheated?” Tag felt her nod, and sighed. “Yeah. I realized a few weeks before that I wasn’t really being honest with myself. Melissa was great, but I was so crazy about Pippa. And just as I get ready to break up with Melissa and tell Pippa how I feel, she starts going out with this great guy. Kyle. I was lost, and angry, and I did the dumbest thing possible. And for a long time, I didn’t care. I was an asshole to women for years and years.” 
 
    “What changed?” Claire asked, taking another tiny bite of her wrap. He liked the way she ate, like a hummingbird. He liked everything about her. Falling for her too, he supposed. 
 
    “My parents wound up in a nursing home. My dad… doesn’t have a lot of lucid moments anymore, but during one of my first visits, he was with it, and he was cuddled up with my mom in bed together watching television. And I thought… that’s what I want. That’s what I’ve been missing. Someone who tolerates me just enough that we can live out our last few years together, just happy for the few tiny moments we get to be.” 
 
    She pulled away and stared up at him. “Pippa would think you were pulling a move right now.” 
 
    “I’m not. And I’m not trying to come between you two, either. I like you, Claire, I like you quite a bit. But I’m not here to wreck your home.” 
 
    “You won’t. I love her too. With all my heart. And I think she loves both of us.” 
 
    “Pippa? Loves me?” He chuckled. “She’d like to murder me, maybe.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen her as angry with anyone as she is with you. But it’s all a lie. She’s hurt. She’s afraid of you.” 
 
    “Wait. Really?” 
 
    Claire nodded. “Maybe she forgot for a little while, but I think she’s been in love with you for a long time. And I think that scares her because she saw who you became. You need to show her you’re better than that now. If you really want what you say you want, you need to prove it to her. Be patient. Be kind.” 
 
    “And what about you two?” 
 
    “I think there’s room for three,” Claire said. “Then again, I’ve always been a bit more, um, open that way. I’ve had a couple relationships with partners who wanted to be with other people. That was never the aspect that broke us up. Jealousy, sure. But that’s not unique to a threesome. I’m sure the three of us can be better. We already all care about everyone involved.” She blinked up at him. “I mean…” 
 
    “I do,” he murmured, and leaned down to kiss her. It was their first proper kiss, and she melted into him, sighing happily when he broke away. “Whatever else, Claire, I’m really happy to get to know you.” 
 
    “You too, Tag.” She stood and pulled him to his feet. “I gotta get back. But we’re going to have some fun tonight.” 
 
    “What do you have planned?” 
 
    Her eyes twinkled. “You’ll see. Or maybe Pippa will.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    His job applications took him all over the city, and he didn’t make it to the house until well after both Pippa and Claire returned home from work. He caught them on their way to the gym, and Claire tried to convince him to join them. Despite the drool-inducing sight of the two of them in tanks and shorts, he declined, both because he wanted to finish the gutters and because he didn’t own a pair of gym shorts. Another thing to add to his list. 
 
    “Pippa,” he said, catching her arm. “Claire and I…” 
 
    “I know,” she said quietly. “I’m not going to stop you.” 
 
    “Don’t take it out on her, okay? Whatever happens, that woman loves you, Pippa.” 
 
    She sighed, and nodded. “She’s always been a free spirit. I’m not going to try to change that.” 
 
    He still held her arm, and drew closer. “Can I give you a kiss goodbye?” 
 
    Pippa stared up into his eyes, her cheeks blooming. He stroked a hair away from her eye, and she nestled her head into his hand. “Not… yet.” 
 
    “Okay,” he murmured. “Go get swole.” 
 
    Her eyes opened, and she grinned. “What?” 
 
    “Jacked. I want to see you deadlifting a Volvo by the end of the week.” 
 
    She laughed, then seemed to remember she was supposed to be pissed at him. Her smile vanished, and she said, “I hate that you still make me laugh so easily.” 
 
    “I… don’t know how to respond to that.” 
 
    “I know. I don’t know how to feel about it.” 
 
    They left, and he settled in to change and work on sealing the gutters. The last part of the job was easy enough, so he brought out the laptop and played some indie rock while he worked. The only real negative was just how balls-out hot it was, By the time he finished the front and brought the ladder to the back, he was building up a fine sheen of sweat and ditched his shirt in favor of his tank top underneath. Eventually he heard the garage door slide open and Pippa’s crossover pulled in. He paid them little mind as he began patching up the holes in the rain gutter out back. 
 
    Pippa came out about fifteen minutes later, a couple bottles of beer in hand. Her hair had been freshly washed and dried, and he loved the way it looked, sort of a little messy and poofed out. Her tube top left him daydreaming about her cleavage, and a pair of tight shorts looked more like a second skin on her curvy ass. 
 
    “Trade you your tool for a beer if you want a break,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks,” he said, coming down off the ladder and dropping the sealant into his bucket of tools. He wiped the sweat from his forehead and took the bottle of beer. “Almost done.” 
 
    “Come have a chair. Cool off.” 
 
    They sat together at a wrought-iron table. Pippa stared off at an oak rising beyond the neighbor’s fence, and he drank his beer in silence. Her hand found his, and he glanced down, surprised. 
 
    “In all this,” she said, “I haven’t asked. Are you okay?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The fire. I’ve never asked you if you were okay.” 
 
    Tag squeezed her hand, and she let it go, turning to face him. He opened his mouth to tell her he was fine, and realized he really wasn’t. “My parents’ stuff was there. The important things. Pictures. Letters to each other. Mom’s recipe box. All the little things you expect to be around forever, and they’re gone. And I feel responsible for that, even if I know there’s nothing I could have one.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    He clicked his tongue. “I feel like… like I betrayed them, taking them into the home. Even if I know it’s what’s best for them, especially Dad. I feel like a failure I can’t get them somewhere nicer. Somewhere safer. Mom’s had three jackets stolen there. Dad’s escaped… oh hell, eight or nine times. The only reason they haven’t transferred him somewhere else is that there’s nowhere he can go.” 
 
    “You can’t take that kind of guilt on yourself,” Pippa said. 
 
    “I know.” He smiled wanly. “But it doesn’t stop me from doing it. I think I’ll go visit them tomorrow or the day after. I go every Friday, but I need some Mom time.” 
 
    “Want some company?” 
 
    He glanced aside at her, surprised. “You’re serious?” 
 
    “I love your mom. Coolest woman in the world. Well, aside from mine.” Pippa grinned at him, and for a moment, there was no walls between them. It was nice, for however short it lasted. They launched into a talk about her family and how they were doing, and rolled their eyes some at the latest exploits of Tag’s siblings. Finally, Tag realized it was getting late into the evening, and he rose up. 
 
    “I should finish the sealant. Oh, I haven’t looked in your fridge yet to see what I want to make for dinner. Maybe I’ll order out, if that’s all right.” 
 
    “Claire said you bought lunch today. Tonight, we’ll make dinner for you.” Pippa winked. “But tomorrow it’s back to being our manservant.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” he said, grinning. “Pippa.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “It’s good to see you. For what that’s worth. I’ve missed you.” 
 
    She studied him, her eyes glossy, and she whispered, “I missed you too, Tag.” 
 
    Then she was fleeing for the house, and he watched her go, his throat jumping. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Dinner was shrimp scampi, and when they finished and Tag started the dishwasher, Claire bounced up and down on her feet. The way her boobs bounced intoxicated both her lovers. 
 
    “Time for dessert and a show,” she said. 
 
    “Dessert?” Pippa asked. “And did you say a show? Who talks like that?” 
 
    Claire grabbed Tag’s hand, and pressed it to her mound through her shorts. His eyes bulged, and she said, “His dessert. Your show.” 
 
    “Um,” Pippa said, flushing hard. 
 
    “Uh,” Tag agreed. 
 
    Claire shook her head. “Come on, bozos.” 
 
    She guided them out to the living room, and Tag started towards Claire and Pippa’s bedroom. Claire grabbed his hand, and shook her head. “Tag, I’m sorry. But until you and Pippa have healed, that’s our place.” 
 
    “Understood,” he murmured, and kissed her softly. She gave a deep, satisfied “mm hm,” into his mouth, and raised her hands to his chest to push him back towards the couch. But before he could fall onto it, she dipped around him, chasing his lips as she worked at the button on her shorts. 
 
    “You got yours earlier,” she said, grinning. “Now I want mine.” 
 
    Pippa watched all this, torn somewhere between lust and apprehension. That didn’t stop her from taking a seat on the armchair, her hands rubbing gently along her knees as she watched her lover slide her shorts down, revealing a bright yellow teeny g-string. Tag stared down at the cloth disappearing between her folds, and back up again, a fire Pippa had once seen in his eyes before when he was fucking Melissa ragged. 
 
    He threw off his tank top, and Pippa leaned forward, a tiny moan leaving her lips, too soft for either of the others to hear. She wanted to run her tongue over his muscles. She wanted to lick the sweat from him. Then to lick something else, just like Claire had done. The thought of her redhaired love sucking his cock made Pippa part her thighs, and she gasped involuntarily again when Tag glanced her way, that fire landing on her and nearly burning her up. 
 
    “Say no and we stop this,” he said, his hands on his belt. Claire’s fingers joined his, and she stared up at him as she undid length of leather and tossed it aside. 
 
    Pippa swallowed hard, and whispered, “I want to watch.” 
 
    His easy, smug smile sent tendrils of pleasure up and down her core, and she spread her legs wider. So wet, and he wasn’t even touching her. His attention returned to Claire, and he kissed her again, harder, their tongues playing in a dirty show just for Pippa. His hands fell to her ass and squeezed her tight against him. Claire moaned into his mouth. 
 
    “Tag?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You don’t get to fuck me until you’ve fucked her,” Claire said. 
 
    He groaned, but nodded. “Your house, your rules. Best torture in the world.” 
 
    Claire giggled, and pecked the corner of his mouth before she broke away and leaned in to kiss Pippa, too. “I love you baby,” she whispered. 
 
    “I love you too, Claire.” She glared at Tag. “I expect your best work.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    He slid down his jeans, leaving him in just a pair of boxers. Claire returned to him, and he slid his hands up and down her sides before he slipped his fingers under the hem of her shirt. They lifted it together up and over her head, making Claire’s read hair spill in messy waves. He ran his fingers through it and kissed her again. 
 
    “I love your hair,” he murmured. “And your lips. And your eyes. And the way you laugh. The way you smile.” Then he looked down at the tiniest hint of a bra barely covering her breasts, and smiled. “And all of you.” 
 
    “Show me,” Claire whispered back. 
 
    She reached back to unclasp her bra, but he took her hands and kissed them before wrapping his own around her back. His lips met hers over and over again as her bra fell to the floor, and she whimpered into his mouth as his hands slid down the smooth lines of her back. Before he brushed the swells of her ass, he crushed her to him, his lips and his tongue insistent. His hardness pressed at her belly, and she reached down for him, stroking him through the fabric of his shorts. Finally he could take no more and his hands cupped her cheeks, his cock thrusting up against her involuntarily as his lips moved to her neck, kissing it, sucking it. Claire watched Pippa sit up to drop her own shorts to the floor. Her fingers brushed across her panty-clad pussy, and Claire squeezed Tag’s dick, licking her lips. 
 
    Tag finally broke away, and knelt. He sucked in a breath at the sight of Claire’s breasts, and leaned in to kiss each of her nipples. She arched her back for him and reached for his hair, tangling it between her fingers as he sucked at a nipple. “Yesss…” she hissed. “Suck my nipple, Tag.” 
 
    He did, and her ass filled his hands. As he slurped and sucked, Pippa’s panties came down her legs to her ankles, and she kicked them off, hitting the back of his leg. He glanced over, and the nipple in his mouth popped free as Pippa slid a hand down to her slit. “Pippa,” he groaned. 
 
    “Don’t pay any attention to me,” she whispered. “Make her feel good, Tag.” 
 
    He nodded, and gently pushed Claire down to the couch. She expected him to go for her breasts again – most guys would have – but he was eager to taste her. His hands rested on her knees and he spread the redhead wide, getting his first good glimpse at her panty-clad cunt. The underwear did nothing to hide a thing, and he leaned forward to grip it gently with his teeth, his hands still on her knees. Her musk was strong and pleasant, and he couldn’t wait to drag his tongue down the length of Claire’s pussy, to taste her, to make her come. He was so hard just from her pleasure, but he didn’t touch himself. Not yet. 
 
    Slowly the panties came down, revealing the nice, big pink folds. “You’re beautiful,” he said to her, looking up as he finally used his hands to free the panties the last of the way down off her ankles. Claire smiled down at him, and her manicured nails slid down to her pussy. She spread herself wide for Tag, and he noticed with another roar of lust she was just as wet as Pippa. 
 
    “Eat me,” Claire said simply, and he leaned in to do just that. 
 
    It was hard not to just dive in and let his tongue go wild like he wanted. That would come. First, though, this magnificent pussy demanded his adoration, and Tag gave it to her. He kissed her base, loving the sweet musk of her, then brought his lips to her folds, kissing his way slowly up her length on each side. She threw back her head when he reached her hood, and lifted it to make her glistening button stand out for him. He kissed it, then slowly worked his tongue around it. 
 
    “Oh God, I’m already…” she whimpered. “Fuck, Pippa, I’m there already, baby…” 
 
    “Come for him,” Pippa said, her fingers sliding into her own cunt. “He’s not even close to being finished. Come for him. Show me how much you want this.” 
 
    “I do, I do, I doooo…” Claire moaned as Tag rolled his tongue around her clit. She went electric when he slid a finger inside her, and bounced up and down. “Coming, coming, oh Tag, I’m coming!” 
 
    And she did, her thighs spreading, her back stiffening. He buried his mouth to her pussy, his tongue sliding in as his finger came out, and she was so wet when she came, so alive. He worked his tongue as fast as he could, trying to take it all, loving the taste of her. He didn’t ease up as she slowly came back down from her orgasm, his tongue diving deep into her, keeping up a steady rhythm as his fingers kept her spread wide and played at her clit. She cupped her own breasts and lifted the tits to her mouth, sucking at them feverishly before letting them go to tease them with her fingers. Her head twisted towards Pippa, her cheeks bright red. Her hips drove at Tag’s tongue, trying to will him deeper, trying to keep riding the high of the orgasm. 
 
    And Tag was determined to help her. 
 
    He drove his tongue in and out a few more times before burying his mouth against her clit, sucking and licking it as he pumped three fingers deep inside Claire’s wet, needing cunt. One of her legs kicked straight out and she squirmed against him, trying to meet his thrusts and unable to keep control of her own body as he finger-fucked her fast and hard. His other hand slid underneath her ass and gripped her tight to his face so she didn’t slide off the couch, and her hands thrust back into her hair, tugging it, pulling it. 
 
    “Oh, FUCK!” she wailed. “Tag! Fuck! Right there! Like that!” 
 
    He worked her clit relentlessly, his tongue swiping against it as the wet slurps of his fingers intensified. His fingers twisted and every few thrusts he stopped to stroke the upper walls of Claire’s pussy, searching, searching. He found it the third time, and her foot, already straight out, kicked the air helplessly as words escaped her. Claire’s eyes rolled back, words fled from her, and she hiccupped on air as Pippa fingered herself faster and faster in the chair, watching, moaning as Tag brought her love over again. 
 
    And still he wasn’t done. When he found her spot, Tag’s whole rhythm changed. He pulled his fingers out and leapt up, grabbing Claire’s shoulders and guiding her to rest on the couch with her head next to Pippa’s chair. She was still fighting for air, trying to come back down when he knelt next to her, kissing her with his glistening lips and plunging his fingers back into Claire. It was a good thing she was on her back, or else she would have slid right off the couch as boneless as she was. Pippa watched Tag’s lips meet Claire’s over and over again, until he finally looked up and winked. She gulped, and her legs spread wide one more time, her own orgasm rushing through her with the force of a truck smacking right into her. 
 
    “Tag, my sweet Tag,” Pippa gasped, and squeezed her eyes shut as she shuddered to a climax. Then she too was on her feet and moving, and she pushed Tag’s face away from Claire’s lips so she could climb onto the couch and rest her knee beside Claire’s head, driving her pussy down onto her lover’s lips. Claire’s tongue snaked into her and tasted Pippa’s orgasm. Tag directed traffic again, muttering to Pippa to lift up for just a moment. He pulled Claire down the couch until her legs hung off the armrest. Pippa settled back down onto Claire’s face, and he jerked his cock slowly as he dropped down beside Claire again, sliding his slick fingers into her and going for yet another orgasm. 
 
    Pippa and Tag couldn’t tear their gazes apart. She rode Claire’s face with long, slow strokes, and he fingered the redhead like he was mad at her. The hand on his dick let go and he reached out towards Pippa. Had he touched her, she might not have been able to say no, but his fingers faltered as he remembered the rules. She still had her tube top on, and one of her breasts bounced free, her nipple begging for attention. Tag licked his lips when he saw it, but he didn’t move, save to keep pumping his fingers in and out of Claire’s quivering pussy. 
 
    Pippa slid down the fabric covering the other breast and cupped them as she rode Claire harder and harder. Claire was getting her second wind and reached up to squeeze her roommate’s ass, then give it two good, hard slaps. Pippa gasped, and rode her face harder, her hands both going to her own hair, tugging it backwards, thrusting out her chest to Tag. His hand returned to his dick as he leaned over to flick his tongue around Claire’s hood, and it was now a race to see who would come. None of them held anything back. 
 
    Pippa lost. Or won, depending. She dropped a hand to her clit, and watching Tag, she slapped her mound. Tag groaned, and she thought he might come while he watched, but no, when her fingers started rubbing her clit, Claire slapped her ass again, and it was the end of her fight not to come. Pippa quivered on her roommate’s mouth, her pussy absolutely drenching Claire until her roommate pinched her ass. Pippa got the message and lifted off her, nearly stumbling as she stood up. Tag was there, his fingers pulling out of Claire fast, and he held Pippa and guided her down to the armchair. He didn’t kiss her, not the way either of them wanted him to, but he did brush her forehead with his lips, and murmured, “Thank you.” 
 
    All she could do was nod as he returned to Claire. Her roommate sat up again and pulled him down so she could kiss him while their hands played at her pussy. It didn’t take her long to come for… the third time? Fourth? Pippa couldn’t remember. She was lost in a fog of lust and sated desire, and could only watch as Claire whimpered her way through another full-bodied shuddering orgasm. 
 
    Tag’s underwear came down and his big cock sprang out. Flashes of him fucking Melissa, a vague picture of Claire sucking his dick, and then Pippa was on the floor, crawling towards them, panting, needing. Claire sucked him down to the root, his cock nearly too big for her pretty mouth, and she pulled off him as Pippa approached, licking his cockhead before offering it to her lover. Pippa brought her lips nearly to Tag’s head as he stared down at her, both of them frozen in a moment of lust, both of them trying to keep control. 
 
    “We’d regret it like this,” he whispered, and slowly, Pippa nodded. 
 
    “We would,” she said wistfully, but her whole body screamed at her to say fuck you to tomorrow, that she wanted that dick and she wanted it now. Instead, Claire grabbed his cock and stroked it fast and hard before sucking on the tip, working her tongue around his first few inches. 
 
    “Claire, I’m so close,” he warned. The gorgeous redhead was only spurred on by that, and sucked him harder, her tiny hands working his shaft fast. He gripped the back of her head as Pippa neared her roommate, kissing her shoulder, her neck, her ear as Tag came into Claire’s mouth. Pippa could hear her love’s throat working to swallow him down before Claire broke away from his dick and took the last few blasts of his come across her chin and breasts. Pippa could resist no longer and pushed Claire down to the carpet, bending over her and sucking up Tag’s come into her mouth. Claire reached up and tugged Pippa’s head down to hers, and they kissed, swapping his come between them, each of them swallowing, swallowing, swallowing until they broke apart, gasping. 
 
    Pippa collapsed beside her lover, staring at Tag’s legs as he crashed down onto the armchair, gasping for air. “Shit,” he muttered. “Holy crap. You two are… I can’t…” 
 
    Speechless. Pippa and Claire had made him speechless. Pippa grinned at that, and turned her head to give Claire one last kiss before Tag helped them both up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day found Tag up bright and early. He made homemade waffles, a little crispier than he hoped but like he said, it had been years since he made them. They were good anyways, stuffed with blueberries, and Pippa even patted his butt when he collected the plates. 
 
    “That’s Pippa speak for ‘you done good,’” Claire said, grinning. 
 
    While Pippa and Claire dressed, Tag brought up the list of rentals he wanted to check out that day. As he was writing down the tenth or so, Pippa came out, buttoning up a silky white blouse. “What’s that?” she asked. He explained, and she pulled the list to her, along with the laptop. 
 
    “No, that’s on Goosedown Street. Lot of crime there. And that’s a drug haven on Maple. 31st is good, but I think it’s overpriced for the area. You can do better.”  
 
    “Really?” Tag asked. When he saw her start to frown, he shook his head. “No, no no, I believe you. Wasn’t being sarcastic. You’re the expert.” 
 
    She sat back down and went through the rest of his list. Finally she left only two possibilities, but she frowned even at those. “Tell you what,” she said. “I’ll take you around today.” 
 
    “No, Pippa, you don’t have to do that.” 
 
    She shrugged. “It’s all part of the job. I get people where they need to live. Besides, I’m curious about a few places too. So let’s go. Get dressed. You can buy me a latte on the way as a thank you.” 
 
    They headed out before Claire, who was doing an exercise routine as she watched a post-apocalyptic movie on TV. She stopped only to give her lovers a kiss, and told them to have fun before her attention shot right back to the movie and her lunges. Pippa laughed as they headed out to the garage. 
 
    “She’s such a nerd. But God, I love her.” 
 
    “She said the same thing about you. Made it very clear that whatever fun we had, you were her first priority.” 
 
    Pippa gave a deep, appreciative hum. “That makes me… glad.” 
 
    They took off for the first apartment, wanting to work their way from this side of the city slowly down to the south end. After they fetched the aforementioned latte and an Americano for him, they scoped out the first apartment. Within two minutes, Pippa told the landlord they weren’t interested, and they walked out, Tag completely befuddled. 
 
    “What was the matter with it?” 
 
    “Rot,” she said, making a face. “They couldn’t even be bothered to fix that before trying to rent the place out. And for that price, it should be spotless. Did you see the dust in the windowsills?” 
 
    “Uh. No. I didn’t.” 
 
    “You clean a place up if you’re going to show it,” Pippa said. “If they can’t be bothered to do that, they’re going to be absolutely crappy landlords.” 
 
    The next place was a one-bedroom house. They gave this one a perfunctory look as the landlord tried to sell them on the fruit tree out back. Pippa stuck it out through the sales pitch and gave the landlord a bland smile before they left. 
 
    “All right, what was wrong with that one?” Tag asked, sensing her mood. 
 
    “The appliances,” she said promptly. 
 
    “I saw that too. They’re a little outdated, but I can swap appliances.” 
 
    “That’s the point. You shouldn’t have to. You’re the one paying them.” 
 
    House after house, rental after rental went like that. Pippa didn’t like that the elevator was broken in one three-story apartment building. She didn’t like the grimy windows of another. At one rental, she straight-up started laughing when she saw what had to be a pee stain of some kind in the middle of the carpeting. 
 
    “We’re going to redo the flooring, of course,” the landlord said hurriedly. 
 
    “If you knock half off the rent for the first year I’d say he should go for it,” Pippa said right back, her smile showing off her sharpest teeth. 
 
    “That’s crazy!” the landlord said, and Pippa grabbed Tag’s arm and pulled him out of there. 
 
    They stopped for a break early in the afternoon. They grabbed a pair of chicken salads and ate at her office while she ran through their files on rentals in the city, muttering to herself the whole time. One of her coworkers, another realtor, made a few suggestions, and Pippa quickly shot those down too. The realtor blinked at her, and backed off, getting the hint. Tag was feeling less and less amused by the whole thing, and when they set off again, he watched as she spent the afternoon hemming and hawing over the best of what was left on their lists. 
 
    That night, peeved, he went for a jog. He would have preferred a workout with his dumbbells, but like everything else, that was gone too. And he couldn’t rebuild until he found a place, but Pippa seemed determined to piss all over that. He ended up running better than five miles that night, the sweat pouring down his body, and when he returned to his temporary home, Claire glanced up and grinned. 
 
    “Normally I think being all sweaty’s kinda gross,” she said, “but you make me want to do some funny stuff in the shower.” 
 
    Pippa came out of the office, a folder in hand, and he glanced at Claire. “One second.” He crossed over to Pippa, and before she could react, he grabbed her behind the head and pulled her to him for a long, hard kiss. 
 
    She came away spluttering, her eyes wide. “What are you-?” 
 
    “You’re furious with me one minute, Pippa. You don’t want me to leave the next. I don’t know what it is you want. So I’m telling you, as best as I can, what I want. Okay?” 
 
    Pippa stared at him for a long, shocked moment, and stuttered, “I… I… of course I want you to… uh.. .find a place, and…” 
 
    “Then stop shooting every place down!” he said. He turned towards Claire. “Shower. Now.” 
 
    The redhead clapped, and hopped to her feet. She darted to Pippa and kissed her roommate. “I like it when he gets all bossy and grumpy,” she said. 
 
    Pippa stared after the both of them, her mouth working. Stay? Tag? She… did she want him to stay? Did she want him to leave? 
 
    What the hell did she want? 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tag ran the shower just long enough that he washed away the sweat, then shut it off and pulled Claire into the tub with him. He guided her until she stood with her back to him, her shapely ass nicely on display. She bent over for him, bracing her hands against the wall, and like a man starved, Tag sank to his knees and buried his mouth against her waiting pussy. His nose was pressed against her tiny bud as he licked and sucked at her pussy, getting her good and wet. She quaked as he slid back up to his feet and pulled her upright, her ass to his crock hard cock as he wrapped one arm around her waist while he slid his other hand against her pussy and hooked his fingers up un into her, making her jump and nearly slip on the shower floor. They both got a laugh out of that, but soon Claire was moaning as he found her g-spot again and in a hurry. 
 
    Claire liked the sureness of him. Pippa was a lot like that too, not wasting a lot of time, but Pippa liked cuddling and sweetness too. Tag was a beast, and she knew when he finally fucked her, it would be just that – a fucking. She so badly ached for it, having him bend her over just like he had to start this off before he pounded that big, thick cock into her. 
 
    She didn’t even notice the soft knock at the door or Pippa coming in, undressed too. She did notice when Tag breathed into her ear, “We have an audience.” 
 
    Claire glanced over her shoulder, and despite the insanely good oral sessions the night before, she felt oddly vulnerable, so close to an orgasm from the man who hurt her lover so much. But that didn’t stop her from reaching up behind her head to grasp at Tag’s, pulling him to her neck so he could kiss it while he fingered her. 
 
    Pippa sat up on the counter, spreading herself wide as Claire shot quickly towards an orgasm. Tag worked Claire’s flesh like he’d known her for years and years, and she quivered on his fingers so hard she nearly collapsed. He guided her out of the tub safely and onto the toilet before he brought his glistening fingers to Pippa’s lips. She hesitated, then sucked them down, staring into his eyes as he jacked himself slowly in front of her. Shocking all three of them, maybe most of all Pippa, she reached down and helped him, her feathery light touch staying mostly near his head. With his hands freed, he tilted her chin up, and for the first time, Pippa and Tag kissed, really kissed. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Claire whispered. “You two…” 
 
    Tag and Pippa said nothing. She grabbed a bottle of lotion and used that to make it easier for her hands to glide over him. Tonight though, she couldn’t meet his gaze, and their kisses quickly broke. He brought his lips to her neck as he began to thrust harder and harder into her hands, his muscular ass tightening and relaxing, tightening and relaxing. Pippa felt him shudder and stiffen, and she took his warmth across her belly, across her sex, her thighs. When he finally came down, he looked into her eyes, and swallowed hard. Claire rose up and kissed them both, realizing only then her love was crying. 
 
    They showered again, Tag alone, the other two together. Tag waited in the living room, hoping Pippa would come to him so they could talk, but when they came out of the bathroom, Claire guided Pippa into their bedroom, and she only came out about ten minutes later, shaking her head. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Tag, she’s going through a lot…” 
 
    “I can’t imagine,” he said. “We still have a lot we need to talk about. Tonight probably didn’t help.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Claire said despondently. But then a slow, easy smile spread across her face. “But damned if it wasn’t hot.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    He headed out the next day alone to look for more rentals. Pippa was invited, but she was withdrawn that morning and didn’t say much. Before she left for work, she asked him, “Are you really going to visit your parents tonight?” 
 
    “Yeah. Want to come?” 
 
    She nodded, and that was all he got from her that morning. 
 
    The right place eluded him until that afternoon. It was a two-bedroom at the end of a cul-de-sac, almost on the complete opposite side of New Bainbridge from Claire and Pippa, but sandwiched in a really nice neighborhood. The landlord was even willing to throw in garbage and water, a nice touch. Tag wanted Pippa to see it first, even if he knew she’d find some nitpicky detail, and asked the landlord if they couldn’t come back in a few hours. He agreed, and Tag headed back to Claire and Pippa’s. He stopped first at a grocery store for some charcoal briquettes along the way, thinking about barbeque that evening with chicken and corn. 
 
    Pippa got his call about the rental and checked it out online. She frowned as she studied the pictures. It was nice. Quaint, but with plenty of modern nods towards saving energy. Of course, that didn’t mean a damn thing. The pictures online always painted a different picture than reality. The place stuck in her mind like a meal that didn’t want to be digested. She kept thinking about Tag there, having his friends over, maybe a girlfriend hanging out in bed with him over a long weekend. Him standing over the stove, laughing at something the imaginary woman said. Him mowing the yard, a couple of kids racing around the trees out front. 
 
    “You all right?” her coworker Nina asked. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You looked like you were about to punch someone. You okay?” 
 
    “Oh, uh. Yeah.” 
 
    But she wasn’t and she couldn’t shake it. When Pippa got off work, Tag waited for her out front of the house, a grin on his face. As he hopped in, he said, “You’re going to like this place. I know it. I think it’s the right one.” 
 
    “Uh,” she said, but couldn’t get the words out. They drove, and drove, and drove, and five minutes away from the rental, she said quietly, “It’s too far.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “No,” Tag said. “Say it.” 
 
    “Forget it.” 
 
    Tag turned in his chair and watched her. “Pippa, I’m drowning here. You have to know how much I care about you.” 
 
    She still couldn’t say anything, and they finally made it to the rental a few minutes later. Pippa listened to everything the landlord said and agreed it was a nice rental for a great price. She could find no faults with it. And when they left, she sat in the driver’s seat, motionless for a long time. 
 
    “Pippa?” Tag asked. 
 
    She started crying. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Pippa grabbed the box from him halfway up the sidewalk to her and Melissa’s house. Melissa’s sobbing was audible even this far away, and it energized Pippa to throw his shit all over the parking lot before chucking the box away. 
 
    “You asshole!” she screamed. 
 
    “Pippa, I…” 
 
    Whatever Tag was about to say never escaped his lips. She rocked his cheek with a slap. He stared at her car, and spat on the sidewalk. It came out pink and frothy. Good. She liked that so much she did it again. 
 
    “I don’t ever want to see you again,” Pippa snapped. “She is one of the sweetest, kindest people, and you did this to her? For what?” 
 
    “Because I…” He shook his head. “Never mind.” 
 
    “No. Tell me, asshole. Because why? Why would you cheat on her? Why would you cheat on anybody?” 
 
    Tag wouldn’t meet her gaze, and started picking his stuff up off the lawn. Clothes, mostly. A few movies. She saw a copy of Ichabod Graeme, the buddy horror comedy Tag took her and Melissa to in the first few weeks they knew each other, and stormed over to stomp on it. Except of course her foot slipped and she fell on her ass, staring up into the sky and the most unfairly handsome man in the world looked down on her, his jaw working. He offered her his hand, and she spat on his shoe instead, shoving herself upright. 
 
    “I thought you were better than this,” she said. “I thought…” She sniffed, and wiped at her eyes. 
 
    “Yeah. Well. I’m not. Never have been. Got what I needed and I’m moving on.” 
 
    “That isn’t you.” Pippa shoved his chest, tears rolling down her cheeks. “You’re not that guy, Tag.” 
 
    “I am,” he said coldly. He leaned in so close their lips almost met. “Are you that kind of girl, Pippa?” 
 
    “Fuck you,” she whispered, wanting to kiss him so badly it hurt. But she was with Kyle now, and she was glad, because Tag had finally shown his true colors, and she could be rid of him forever. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Tag drove. Pippa stared out the window. The only noise was the blast of the air conditioner. They said absolutely nothing to each other until they reached the nursing home and parked. “Thanks for doing this with me,” Tag mumbled. 
 
    “Yeah,” she whispered. 
 
    They got out, and she walked ahead of him. Not fast, but intent. Until she wasn’t. She turned when they were nearly at the entrance, and said, “Listen, that place…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “It’s nice. You… would be crazy not to jump on it.” 
 
    He looked disappointed, and averted his eyes. “Yeah.” 
 
    They checked in at the front desk with a woman in blue scrubs, and headed down a long hallway past rows and rows of rooms. Most people were watching television, but a few residents walked or pushed themselves along in wheelchairs up and down the hallways. A woman with a bun Pippa liked asked them what time it was. They told her, and she thanked them, only to ask the next person too. 
 
    One resident, a liver-spotted black man, came out of his room and grinned. “Tag!” 
 
    “Hey Mr. Gyasi! How are you?” Tag’s melancholia disappeared like vapor, and he shook the older man’s hand vigorously. To Pippa, he said, “Pippa, Mr. Gyasi, and Mr. Gyasi, my friend Pippa.” 
 
    “It’s a pleasure!” Mr. Gyasi said, staring at Pippa with almost childlike wonder. “You’re hanging out with this guy? Oh, my young new friend, you could do so much better.” 
 
    Pippa laughed at that. “Well, thank you. I’m… fond of him. When he isn’t acting like a numbskull.” 
 
    “Now isn’t that the truth,” Mr. Gyasi said, eyes twinkling. 
 
    “Ha ha, the both of you,” Tag said. To Pippa, “Mr. Gyasi took fifth place in a national spelling bee. No joke.” 
 
    “That’s incredible!” Pippa exclaimed. “What word did you go out on?” 
 
    Mr. Gyasi made a face, and said, “Esquamulose.” He spelled it out for them, and shook his head. “Ah, the things that may have been, right?” His grin belied his real feelings on the matter. “Headed to see your parents?” 
 
    “We are,” Tag said. “Dad hasn’t been causing you any more trouble, has he?” 
 
    Mr. Gyasi’s face fell. “He’s had… some anger problems. They’ve kept him pretty dosed up the last couple weeks.” 
 
    “Oh hell,” Tag murmured. Pippa reached out and took his hand. He glanced at her, surprised, then slowly returned his attention to Mr. Gyasi. “Well…” 
 
    “Yes. It was a pleasure meeting you. Take care of Tag and keep him out of trouble, hear?” 
 
    Pippa’s smile was strained. “We try.” 
 
    They headed up the hallway. Pippa’s hand didn’t leave his, and he stared down at it. She glanced sideways at him, and murmured, “For a little while, we forget the other stuff.” 
 
    “I appreciate that.” 
 
    She squeezed his hand, and they finally arrived at his parents’ door. It was half-closed, and he knocked. A nurse poked her head out, and asked them to wait just a moment. Eventually, when she pulled the door wide, Tag’s mother was just rolling herself away from the bathroom door, smiling faintly. 
 
    “Hey Mom,” Tag said weakly, smiling back. 
 
    Ignoring him, his mom stared past him. “Oh my goodness, Pippa?” 
 
    “Hi Mrs. Butler,” Pippa said shyly, stepping forward to kiss Tag’s mom on the cheek. 
 
    Someone mumbled from the bed to their left, making Pippa jump. Tag’s dad was on his back, his eyes closed, muttering softly to himself. Mrs. Butler’s smile grew strained, and she said quietly, “He’s… a little foggy today.” 
 
    “Mr. Gyasi said they’ve had to balance him out.” 
 
    Mrs. Butler fiddled with her hands, and nodded. “Well. He’s resting, so why don’t we go out and sit in the sunshine?” 
 
    “You two go on ahead,” Tag said. His voice was thick, and he didn’t quite meet either of their looks. “I just want to say hi. Be right out.” 
 
    Pippa walked beside Mrs. Butler as she moved her wheelchair with a console on the handle. As long as she’d known Tag’s mother, she’d always been in one. “I like the new chair. It looks much more comfortable than the last one I saw.” 
 
    “I like it,” Mrs. Butler said. “Could use a bit more get up and go, but the battery lasts a long time. It’s good to see you, Pippa.” 
 
    “You too. Are you doing okay? Your husband aside?” 
 
    Mrs. Butler nodded. “Yes, thank you. They’ve got a new physical trainer here, he’s the nicest man. Makes me hurt, but it’s a good hurt. I haven’t felt this flexible since my forties.” She glanced up at Pippa. “But I do wish my son would tell me about the fire at his place.” 
 
    Too shocked to hide the truth, Pippa tried to recover quickly. “Oh, he, uh… oh gosh.” 
 
    Mrs. Butler sighed. “I thought maybe I had it wrong. I get a little confused sometimes too. Is he okay?” 
 
    “He’s staying with me for as long as he needs,” Pippa said, trying to ignore the lump in her throat at the thought of Tag leaving for that rental. “It’s been kind of nice. He’s cooking, cleaning. I swear, I almost have him potty-trained, too.” 
 
    Mrs. Butler laughed unexpectedly at that, and just like seven years ago, Pippa thought she’d never heard a lovelier sound. Mrs. Butler’s laugh was sweet and rich. Apparently once upon a time she sang for a big choir down in Texas, and Pippa could believe it. “I’m glad he’s with you. I like his friends, but he’s always been so in love with you.” 
 
    Pippa blinked. “I’m sorry, what?” 
 
    “Oh yes. He would come over and talk nonstop about you.” 
 
    “I think you mean his girlfriend. Melissa.” 
 
    “I remember Melissa,” Mrs. Butler said, waving her off. “She was a sweet girl but he didn’t like her the way he did you. He even told me he was planning on breaking up with her to ask you out. How did that ever go?” 
 
    Pippa could say nothing. Tag? Asking her out? Had he cheated on Melissa just to break up with her? That was an odd scheme, and what was the point? 
 
    “It didn’t,” Tag said from behind them. He came forward and rested a hand on his mom’s shoulder. His eyes, though, those were solely on Pippa. “Pippa started seeing someone. And I didn’t think it was the right time.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Pippa whispered. “Wasn’t the right time.” 
 
    They settled in together, and Mrs. Butler told Tag she found out about the fire from a news station. He apologized for not telling her sooner, and choked up when he talked about all their possessions having burned up. 
 
    “Tag, I’m just so grateful you’re okay. All that, it’s not a thousandth as important as you. And if it brought you and Pippa back together, well, I think it’s maybe a blessing in disguise.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    They leaned against the car and watched the gorgeous reds and pinks of the setting sun through the New Bainbridge skyline. 
 
    “Tag, I’m so sorry about your dad,” Pippa said. 
 
    “Thank you. It’s hard. He was one of the smartest guys I knew. Maybe he wasn’t always the kindest, but he tried to be a good dad.” 
 
    She sniffed and nodded. “And your mom’s just as amazing as always.” 
 
    “Luckiest kid in the world to have her,” Tag agreed. “How’d your parents take it? You living with Claire? I remember them being somewhat, ah, conservative.” 
 
    “Surprisingly okay. It’s so hard not to like her, you know? She won them over the first night. Now they talk to her probably more than me.” 
 
    “I love her. She’s great. I’m happy for you, Pippa. I mean that. You two… you’re amazing together.” 
 
    She scooted closer and rested her head on his shoulder. He wrapped an arm around her and kissed the top of her head. She looked up, and leaned up to brush his lips softly, staring into his eyes. 
 
    “There’s a house near here. I have the key. I’d like you to take me there, Tag,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t argue. Didn’t say much of anything. They drove there, and she led him inside. The house was fully furnished, and everything pristine. She guided him to a bedroom, and like shy teenagers, they both undressed, trying to hide their favorite parts from one another. Tag took her hand at the bed, and kissed her glistening cheek. 
 
    “I loved you. It’s no excuse,” he said. “I was going to break up with Melissa, and then you started to date Kyle. I was hurt, and stupid. So very stupid. All I can do is tell you how sorry I am, and promise you I’ve learned.” 
 
    Pippa’s throat worked, and finally she whispered, “Take me to bed.” 
 
    He pulled back the comforter and quilt on the bed, and chased her slowly onto the sheets, pulling the blankets up around them both. His lips caught hers, and they kissed for what seemed like hours, their hands exploring but never quite lighting anywhere for long. When he started to slide down her body, Pippa stopped him. 
 
    “Stay with me,” she whispered. “Love me.” 
 
    He nodded, and kissed her again, and again. His fingers slid down to join hers at her sex, and together they brought her close to the edge as she stared into his eyes. He reached for his wallet and slid out a condom. She helped him roll it on, and held his head against her entrance. 
 
    “I love you too,” she said, and he slid into her. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They came home early in the morning hours. Both of them were a little shocked to discover it was so late, but the lovemaking had been slow and sweet. 
 
    Claire was asleep on the couch, her game console beside her on the coffee table. She blinked at them blearily as they entered, and started to sit up. Tag went to her and took her hands. They brought her into the master bedroom, and there, the three stripped and fell into bed together. 
 
    “You healed,” Claire said wonderingly, and smiled all the way until she slipped back under. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The real world kept them from talking much more than the broadest details of what happened the night before. Pippa and Claire had to go to work, and Tag still needed to look for a job. But they were all anxious to get home, to find out what the new norm would be, if there was indeed to be one. 
 
    Pippa spent the earliest hours of the morning cleaning up the house where she and Tag made love. It felt strange and clinical in the day, but the night before, it had seemed like their own private love nest. She didn’t want that, though. There was some guilt about having made love to Tag without Claire’s knowledge, especially away from their house, but what was done was done, and she wouldn’t have changed it. And Claire, in typical Claire fashion, had hugged them both and laughed deliriously when Pippa tried to apologize. She was thrilled they made love. 
 
    Tag thought an interview with a college went well, but felt he was way too overdressed for one with a city planner. The guy showed up to give him the interview in jeans and a tee shirt, and it was clear almost from the get-go the guy was going through the motions. All the while, Tag thought about having finally made love to Pippa, the woman of his dreams for so long. The landlord on the rental he looked at the day before left him a message asking if he still wanted the place, and Tag had no idea how to respond. Every part of him wanted to be in Claire and Pippa’s life, but was that asking too much? They were so clearly in love with each other, and he felt like a wrecking ball in that regard. Did they still want him around? Could this possibly work as a three-way relationship? 
 
    Claire, for her part, spent much of the day mulling over what, exactly, dragons would taste like. Despite popular opinion, she didn’t think chicken was entirely right. And whatever her coworker said, she didn’t think they would be all that spicy. Claire believed they’d be kind of fatty, like duck, but also rough and dry. They’d have to practically cook themselves every time they breathed fire. That argument led to another one about whether or not dragons could actually breathe fire, and that lasted well into the late afternoon hours. Of her love Pippa and Tag, she thought little, save how happy she was they finally hooked up. She knew from the first day there would be sparks there, and that they’d all wind up in a relationship together. It was just a matter of when those two bozos would realize they loved each other too. 
 
    She did wonder if she loved Tag. It was a little early yet, but she thought the makings were there. He was certainly an amazing lover. And he did know a lot about the games she played, so she finally had someone to talk to there. But love? That was a bit early. Of course, Pippa loved him, and that went a long, long ways to convincing Claire that she loved him too. Ooh, she wondered if they’d actually said the L-word to each other. She supposed she’d find out. 
 
    Now what the heck would gryphons taste like? 
 
    * * * 
 
    Pippa was the first one home. Claire second. They talked hurriedly, about their wishes, about what they thought could happen with their relationship and what they wanted for the future. Claire was so happy she cried, and that brought Pippa to tears too. They had just enough time to wipe them away before Tag came home. 
 
    He walked in the door to two stark-naked beauties making out on the couch, their fingers deep inside each other. They glanced up, grinning, and Pippa, sweet, fiery Pippa, said, “So we were thinking.” 
 
    “That rental,” Claire said. “It’s got a funny smell.” 
 
    “You haven’t even seen it,” Tag said, kicking off his shoes as he undid his topmost button on his shirt, practically drooling over the two women. 
 
    “A stink,” Pippa said, nodding. “And the grass. It’s the wrong shade of green.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Tag said, trying to hurry through the buttons as fast as he could. 
 
    “So we thought…” Claire said, pinching her lover’s cute bottom. 
 
    “…maybe, just maybe, we’d be all right with you staying with us a while longer.” Pippa stood up, and walked to him. She helped him with the last of his buttons, and kissed him gently. He brushed her cheeks, and leaned his forehead against hers. 
 
    “I’m sorry for hurting you, Pippa,” he murmured. “For hurting Melissa and the rest of them. For being so selfish.” 
 
    “Make it up to her,” Claire said. “Say yes.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, and Pippa pulled his shirt free from him, dropping it on the floor behind him. He turned to Claire, and kissed her too. “And I’ll never, ever try to come between you two.” 
 
    “Couldn’t if you tried,” Claire said, working at his pants. 
 
    He laughed. “Good. Pippa, I love you. Claire, I’m falling so damn hard for you too.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Claire murmured. “I’m bonkers cool.” 
 
    When they were all naked, Pippa took their hands and pulled them to the bedroom. Claire and Tag pushed her onto the springy bed, and she grinned down at Tag started kissing his way down her legs, followed swiftly by Claire. Their lips raced to get to her pussy first, but it was Tag who won, with a mock-indignant Claire falling beside her partner in bed as Tag knelt between Pippa’s legs to taste her. 
 
    Pippa stroked Claire’s face, and murmured, “Thank you.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen you hurt as much as when you talked about Tag,” Claire said. “I had to try.” 
 
    “I’m so glad you did. I love you, Claire.” 
 
    “I love you too, baby.” 
 
    Claire stroked her lover’s stomach while she leaned in to kiss Pippa gently, her breast pressed to Pippa’s. Their contact was soft and sweet at first, but as Tag’s tonguing intensified, so did Pippa’s need for Claire. Their mouths started meeting faster and faster, and Claire ran her thumb down the slope of Pippa’s breast, teasing the nipple. Tag was drawing out Pippa’s slick need, his focus entirely on her pussy, but for Pippa, in that moment despite the pleasure, it was all about her and Claire’s connection. Things would change in their relationship. They had to, in order to accommodate Tag in their lives. She knew there would be jealousy, and fights, and probably some unpredictable problems, but she was a romantic, and believed with all her heart they could face those things together and come through the other side. And it all started with this wonderful, crazy, sweet redhead. 
 
    “Claire, oh, Claire,” Pippa whispered, and her lover smiled against her lips. 
 
    Tag slipped his fingers into Pippa, and she lifted her knees involuntarily. Claire stroked her belly before dipping down to kiss her collarbone, the valley of flesh between Pippa’s breasts, her warm, soft flesh. Slowly Claire teased her tongue around Pippa’s nipples as Tag built up a rhythm. Not fast, no, but not as achingly slow and sweet as the night before. He stared up at the two women adoring one another, and pulled Pippa’s legs so her knees rested on his shoulders as he dipped down again with his mouth and his tongue, tasting the woman’s lips he’d dreamed about for so long. Together, finally together, the sins of his past not gone, but the road to forgiving himself had begun, and it would end someday many decades later, together with his two lovelies as they watched him slip away in a room not entirely unlike that of his own parents, both of them still so beautiful it pulled at his heart even through the fog of his last minutes. 
 
    But now, in that moment, he made love to his greatest desire with his tongue and his fingers, and when she arched her back and cried out her pleasure for the first time that night, Tag couldn’t have been happier. Claire told him to slide into her, and for once, he didn’t listen to the beautiful redhead, instead pulling her so she was on her hands and knees over Pippa, still able to kiss her beautiful girlfriend as he slipped his tongue along her length too, his glistening fingers pushing deep into her. Claire would never forget that first time the three of them were together, and that was the specific memory she held onto, making love to Pippa not with their toys, fingers, or tongues, but with their mouths, with half whispered words as Tag made them both feel so good. She came too, her forehead against Pippa’s, hiccupping her pleasure into her roommate’s mouth as her pussy quaked around Tag’s fingers. 
 
    He pulled them apart, gently, and pushed them onto their sides so they still faced each other. He left the room and came back a moment later, a box of condoms in hand and one between his teeth. He rested on his side behind Pippa as the two women still kissed, still hungered for each other’s gaze and worship, and when he slipped the condom on, he pushed between Pippa’s thighs. A gentle sigh escaped her lips as Tag slid home, and Claire reached over Pippa to take his hand and bring it to her own side, joining the three together as he slowly built up a rhythm in Pippa. It was less a fucking than a slow rocking of three bodies, and Claire helped Pippa with her fingers at her lover’s clit, guiding her towards another orgasm, this one a slow, pleasant rise over the crest as Pippa cried into Claire’s breast. 
 
    Tag was on his feet again, swapping condoms and dropping behind Claire. She parted for him with a similar sigh as Pippa, and he nuzzled her neck while he made love to her. Pippa twined her legs over her two lovers’, and kissed up and down Claire’s face and neck as she stroked Claire’s thigh, stopping occasionally to reach out and touch Tag, to make sure he was real, that all this wasn’t just some feverish dream. But no, he was real, and he was bringing Claire slowly to the brink again, the redhead thrashing as both her lovers’ fingers slipped down to her clit, teasing her, playing with her, loving her. She came with a cry, and Tag pressed his lips against her ear, thanking her for this second chance. 
 
    “Tag,” Pippa said. He looked over at her, and she smiled faintly at him. “Would you… finish? In me?” 
 
    “My pleasure,” he murmured. 
 
    He pulled out of Claire, and went back to Pippa one last time that night. Claire rolled onto her side, and stroked her lover’s clit as Tag reached for the box of condoms. Pippa helped him guide on one, then back into her. It wasn’t going to take him long to finish, he knew it. Helping both women come left him on edge, in need, and Claire got up on her knees, kissing him, then Pippa, then him again. Reaching down to where his flesh met Pippa, she encircled his root with her fingers and kissed his neck, his cheek, his lips. Pippa cooed up at them as his rhythm intensified, his mouth hungrily seeking Claire’s. He stiffened and pumped deep once, twice, and then he was coming, gasping into Claire’s mouth as he came. 
 
    They fell together to the bed beside Pippa, wordless as they shared kisses among the trio. Tag stroked Pippa’s mound, but Claire looked lost and happy in her own little world. Pippa turned to her and asked, “What’s on your mind?” 
 
    Claire pursed her lips. “What do you suppose dragons taste like?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Breaking Free 
 
      
 
    Contains: MFM, cheating 
 
      
 
    The spaghetti-strapped red dress might have screamed “fuck me,” but the stunning Latina woman’s downcast eyes spoke a different story. So too did her trembling fingers when she picked up the martini the bartender brought her. Given how much she splashed on the napkin under the glass, Castel was surprised she managed to get any of the liquid into her mouth. 
 
    The trace of berry lipstick she left on her glass enthralled him more than the figure threating to bust out of what had to be the skimpiest dress he’d ever seen. Thanks to his work, Castel traveled constantly, and he knew prostitutes from a hundred bars just like this one, even high-end ones. If he had to guess, this woman wasn’t one of their number. Her makeup was absolutely flawless and top-dollar. Same with her glossy nails. No one who took cash for sex was ever going to get that dolled up unless they had an extremely high-end client, and probably not even then unless it was a lock. No, there was a story there, and within minutes of her settling at the bar and getting her drink, Castel knew he had to try and fish it out of her. 
 
    “Ah, shit, I’ve lost you,” his associate said. When Jack’s blue eyes twinkled, there wasn’t a pair of panties in the States that wouldn’t drop, especially combined with his carefully tousled black hair and his slight twinge of an Irish accent. He carved off a sliver of his tenderloin and made it vanish. He too had seen the Latina. There was no missing her, but Jack would have to be pulled from his dinner by a semi. He always ate a steak the night before they made their pitch. It was his good luck charm, and even if they didn’t get the sale, he still had another place to cross off on his quest to try a steak in every city in the U.S. 
 
    “She’s in trouble,” Castel murmured, trying not to stare at her. 
 
    Jack’s fork froze just over the steak. “What do you mean?” He wasn’t a violent man by nature – neither of them were – but they’d both been in their share of fights, another joy of hitting a different bar damn near every night. 
 
    “Not sure yet. But that’s a nervous woman.” 
 
    “Huh.” Jack started cutting into the steak again. “I’ll keep an eye on the door. Say my name and I’m there.” 
 
    Jack knew Castel was going to go for her before even he did. They’d been on the road like this three years now, and had spent more time together than anyone Castel could think of, outside family. He rose to his feet, touching his sleeves to make sure they weren’t out of place, and grabbed his cocktail on his way to the bar. 
 
    The woman in the red dress glanced up at his approach, then cast her eyes quickly around the bar. Apart from Jack and the bartender, there were only three other people in the bar that night. Two were older gentlemen and the third a bored middle-aged traveler who’d been eyeballing the clock for the last fifteen minutes. 
 
    Castel said quietly, “I don’t mean to startle you, but you looked scared and it wouldn’t have set well with me if I didn’t see if you were all right.” 
 
    Her throat worked. “I’m not.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you need me to call the cops?” 
 
    “No, it’s not like that.” The woman drank what was left of her martini in one big gulp, settling the glass on the napkin. She returned her focus to him, and this time, her eyes were clear of emotion. “I need you to fuck me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Violeta tried to hold it together while she scraped out the blackened remains of that night’s dinner into the garbage can. Gael told her that morning he’d be home in plenty of time. Their special date night, or it used to be. Once a week, they’d find time to be together, just the two of them. Only, when had been the last night Gael had made time for her? For them? 
 
    He came in as she finished scraping the last of the Cajun chicken pasta bake out of the dish. Gael perpetually looked sleepy, with drooping eyelids and watery smiles that never quite turned up all the way anymore. His regular workouts kept him well-muscled, but he had a layer of “dad padding” as she called it that Violeta loved. 
 
    When he finished dropping his things off in the living room, Gael walked into the kitchen, frowning. “Did something burn?” he asked. 
 
    Violeta dropped the pan into the sink hard enough to shatter a glass sitting in there. He gaped at her as she jerked open a drawer to pull out a rag. “Just dinner,” she said icily. “Nothing important.” 
 
    He sighed. “What am I in trouble for now?” 
 
    She dug out the pieces of the shattered glass with the rag, dropping them into the mixing bowl she’d just cleaned. They would be taken outside later with the rest of the garbage and tossed in the dumpster. Violeta would have been content to just leave them in the sink if it wasn’t for their two daughters. Neither were home – Gael’s parents had them for what was supposed to be their night together – but she didn’t want them cutting themselves when they came back. 
 
    “What could I possibly be mad about, baby?” She emphasized the “baby,” and even gave her ass a wiggle. She was wearing her best ultra-tight jeans and a white top with loads of cutouts to show off her skin. But if Gael noticed, he sure didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Wha… oh. Right. Date night. Yeah, I guess I forgot.” 
 
    Violeta finished with the glass, and grabbed the bowl. She charged out through the patio door into their yard, shooting for the back fence and the garbage bins beyond. She hoped but was utterly unsurprised when Gael didn’t follow her. When she came back in, he was seated on the couch, a beer in hand. 
 
    She stood in front of the television, her arms folded across her big breasts. They were natural, despite the murmurings of a lot of men and more than a few scoffing fellow moms who thought she got implants after giving birth. Not the case. She’d been blessed when it came to her looks and she worked hard every day to keep her bubble butt nice and bouncy and her legs and waist lean. 
 
    Gael grouched, “You’re in the way. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me,” she replied. 
 
    “Wow. Really setting the mood.” 
 
    “Then take me dancing.” 
 
    “I just got home.” 
 
    “A drive. We’ll go to dinner.” 
 
    He leaned back and pinched his nose, muttering something under this breath. 
 
    “Gael, I’ve never been more serious about anything in our re…” Her throat seized up on her out of nowhere, and Violeta blinked away acid. “Our relationship.” The last syllable came out of her at a whisper. “I need you to care about me. In any way I can get you to.” 
 
    “Oh for fuck’s sake, Violeta.” 
 
    “Please,” she begged him. “It’s been months since we made love. I don’t feel like you… like you love me anymore. I can’t believe I’m having to ask you this. Please do anything to show me this marriage still matters to you.” 
 
    He stood up and tossed the remote on the table. It bounced off, the back cracking open and the batteries rolling across the floor to her heels. She’d worn them especially for him. Mildly, Gael said, “This kind of drama is why I hate coming home to you.” 
 
    The words hit Violeta harder than a punch. The sobs she’d been fighting back wracked her hard, and the tears finally fell as she tried to get the words out. “Are you… are you cheating on… m-me?” 
 
    He snorted as he snatched up his keys and his wallet from an end table. “No.” 
 
    She followed him out the front door, his words echoing in her mind. “Please,” she whispered. “Gael. Don’t.” 
 
    But her husband ignored her. “I’ll be back later. I’ll bring home a pizza or something.” 
 
    She watched him as he slid into his convertible. Apart from the girls, it was the thing he loved most in the world. “If you go, Gael, I’m going to.” 
 
     “Going to what?” he asked, the door dinging as he rested his hand on the handle. 
 
    “Cheat.” 
 
    That stopped him, and for a moment, she saw the fire in his eyes. They were still young, just coming up on thirty, but some days he seemed so much older than that, like some indefinable part of his life had weighed him down and aged him fifteen or twenty years. Now he stared at her blankly, that weariness creasing his face. “Do it,” he said without emotion, “and this is over.” 
 
    “I mean it.” 
 
    He slammed the door and started back down the driveway. But before he roared away, he rolled down his window and poked his head out. Her Gael, her sweet Gael, who had serenaded her the night he proposed, who had once picked her up in his arms so she didn’t have to get her feet wet in what could barely be called a puddle. Who had once made love to her with such joyous abandon, who had been her first great love, who was now taking such strange pleasure in making her hurt. This was not the man she had married. Violeta knew that with cold, horrible certainty, and in that moment, her words became more than an empty threat. She stopped crying and realized the horrible truth of it. 
 
    Violeta was as much out of love with Gael as he was with her. 
 
    His words were almost unnecessary. She knew what she was going to do. But they still hurt. God, did they hurt. “You don’t have the guts,” he snapped. He tried to race away, but the weak motor of the convertible only let him take off at a safe dawdle. 
 
    Violeta wiped away the tears in her eyes. Her neighbors across the street were peeking out their window. The Davidsons. She thought about storming over there and demanding the husband let her ride his face like a cowgirl, and the thought made her chuckle even as she was still wiping away the tears. Her makeup would be a mess. She’d need to clean up, and then… 
 
    And then be free. 
 
    The girls. That was the one question she held. She had little doubt if she did this, if she cheated on Gael, the court would pick him as the spouse to get the children. He made more – barely – and she would look the irresponsible one. That hurt. A lot. And it would be their faces she would see in her mind as she wiped away the smears of mascara, as she showered, as she applied fresh makeup and lotion and tried to smile at herself in the mirror. Gael was a horrible husband, but at least he was a good father. She could and would not deny him that. The girls maybe really did belong with him. But so help him if Violeta ever caught wind of him neglecting them the way he had their marriage. She would put him in the ground with a smile. Well, her, or her brothers, cousins, uncles… 
 
    Violeta stared at herself in the mirror. The tears had subsided. She didn’t know yet if she could actually go through with this, but she thought she could. This night, whatever happened, was her new beginning. And God help her, she was ready for it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Castel blinked. “Sorry?” 
 
    The gorgeous woman’s throat jumped. “You. Or your friend. Or both of you. I don’t really care. Do you have a condom?” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah.” 
 
    “And a room?” 
 
    He nodded, mute and uneasy, but good God, she was even more incredible up close, and whatever perfume she wore had him taking deep, easy breaths, flowery and dark all at once. It didn’t fail his notice that she wore a very particular pair of rings that marked her as married. This is trouble, he thought. This is going to come back and bite me on the ass. 
 
    “I’m not trying to play you,” she said, “and there’s no trick here. This has nothing to do with you and everything to do with me.” 
 
    And your husband, he thought but didn’t say. 
 
    “If you don’t, I will find the next guy and I’ll keep going until someone says yes,” she said. “You seem like you want to be a nice guy but I also saw your eyes on me when I came in. I need that. Okay? I need to feel…” The woman choked on the words, and she shook her head. “I need someone to want me.” She leaned in closer, her words so quiet he had to lean in too. “To use me. To fuck me.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to say no, but then she added the word that changed everything. 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Goddamn it, but Castel was a sucker for a woman saying please. His coworkers knew it. His nieces knew it. His mom knew it. Now apparently this stranger would too. 
 
    He took out his wallet and dug out a twenty and a ten. He slid them across the bar without looking to see if the bartender noticed, and then he took the woman’s hand. She bolted off her stool so fast she would have tipped it over, if he hadn’t caught it. Jack caught the movement and raised an eyebrow. Castel pulled the stranger towards his partner. 
 
    “When you’re done, come back to the room,” he told Jack. 
 
    “No shit?” Jack said, his eyebrow going even higher. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Be there in ten.” 
 
    Castel hurried the woman to the elevator. He thought maybe someone was going to jump him at any moment – the husband, a friend, something – but nothing happened save that the woman’s fear seemed to be fading away. He punched the button for their floor, and they waited next to a young couple with a trio of kids from about two to four. 
 
    The woman stared at the kids, swallowing hard, but she didn’t put a stop to this. They boarded the elevator with the family. One of the little ones, a boy, gaped up at the woman on Castel’s arm. “You’re pretty,” he said, smiling widely. 
 
    “And you’re a sweetie,” she said, returning his smile a thousandfold. 
 
    The family got off on the second floor, leaving them alone on the elevator. Castel turned to the woman. “Castel.” 
 
    “Violeta.” 
 
    “My coworker is Jack.” 
 
    She nodded, and the doors opened again. He led her to their room, and barely had they made it inside than she was on him, pressing him back against the door and going immediately for his shirt buttons. Just as soon as he wondered if kissing was off the table thanks to her being married, Violeta – or whatever her real name was – answered the question for him, her lips brushing against his, closing her eyes against pain she was clearly holding back. 
 
    Was this what she wanted? Fine. Castel would give it to her. 
 
    His hands circled around her and he spun with Violeta, nudging her against the door just as she had with him. She lifted a foot and curled her leg around his calf, gasping as his hands slid down her back to her plump, delicious butt. He squeezed it and kissed her harder, his tongue slipping inside to meet hers. They met like that four, maybe five times, wet, sloppy, hungry kisses that spoke volumes about their need. 
 
    When he pulled back, she still had her eyes closed, and he murmured, “Goddamn. You’re beautiful.” 
 
    Her eyes opened, and she blinked at him. Got past her guard again. One of the straps of her dress had started a ponderous journey off her shoulder and he helped it along with his teeth, pulling it aside to brush his lips along her shoulder, her neck, her chin. She arched her back against the door, moaning into his mouth. Her strap finally came down far enough to reveal one of her full breasts, and Castel wasted no time going straight to her big nipple, sucking it into his mouth and working the strap on her other shoulder until that breast was bared too. He pulled back just long enough to feast his eyes on her body, then swapped to the other breast, nipping it playfully as she squirmed against him. 
 
    He hefted her up by her ass and carried her towards… something. The desk. Yes, that was it. He settled her onto the edge of the desk, and she raised the hem of her dress, showing off her wisp of a thong. Castel didn’t bother trying to slide it down her legs. He tore it off, and that made her gasp again. 
 
    He dropped to his knees and spread her legs wide. Her pussy lips were thick and full and responded already to his breath. Castel glanced up at her just long enough to let her see his smile, his sharkish one, the one that got him so many dates in college. Her nod was all the direction he needed. He dove into her fragrant folds, enjoying the musky taste of her from the moment his tongue first connected. If she was responsive before, she went full-on nuclear now, writhing and grabbing his hair to pull Castel against her pussy. 
 
    “Oh God yes,” she cried out like she’d just come. “Lick me, eat me, ohhh, please, I need this so much.” 
 
    He didn’t waste time teasing Violeta. Instead, he buried his tongue deep inside her, driving it from her base to her clit before he settled his mouth around her nub. She clenched his hair hard as she bucked up, trying to meet his tongue. He flicked it over her nub and round it. 
 
    “Harder!” she cried out, and Castel did as she asked, beating his tongue against her nub. One hand let go of his hair and pounded the desk, her hips quaking. He’d never seen anyone ready to come so quickly as her, but the drops of her need puddling underneath her spoke of how close she was. 
 
    His middle finger slid into her and curled up to brush the top of her wall. Violeta threw her head back and cried out, “Mmm, shit, finger me, God, please, I’m so close!” 
 
    Castel sucked at her nub as he found her g-spot, and the dual sensations took her up and didn’t let her go for a long time. She squeezed her thighs together and went silent as she bounced up and down. Finally she let out an explosion of sound, a wail as she came and came and came, soaking his finger and the desk. 
 
    She gripped his head and pulled him back. Her eyes were wild, and she grasped his hand to pull it to her lips, sucking it deep. Her eyes twinkled with the first sign of good humor he’d seen from her, and Castel relaxed immensely. 
 
    “You have no idea how much I needed this,” she murmured. “Now please, let me return the favor.” 
 
    “This isn’t about keeping score,” Castel said. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him. “You can be a gentleman later.” Her hands slid down to his pants and began to work at his belt. “But right now I need you to take.” 
 
    He took her hand. “Under one condition.” 
 
    “You’re serious? Now?” she asked, staring down at his hardness as she freed his belt from the loops of his pants. 
 
    Castel chuckled. “You don’t have to tell me yet, but I want to hear your story, Violeta. When we’re done.” 
 
    She drew a deep breath, and nodded. “Okay. But just you. Your partner’s handsome and he can have fun with us, but you cared and that means a lot to me.” 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    His pants slid down, leaving him in only a pair of boxers. Violeta stared down at his bulge, licking her lips, and hopped off the desk. She collected a pillow from the bed, bending over just far enough he caught a glimpse of her naked cheeks. “You have an amazing ass,” he said. 
 
    She glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “I’ll let you have it, later.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Castel breathed. He fished out his phone from his pants and texted Jack to buy lube from the hotel store before coming up. Violeta dropped the pillow on the ground and sank onto it, pulling down his boxers. As she sucked his tip playfully into her mouth, Jack echoed the word Castel had just spoken and added a thumbs-up. 
 
    Violeta came off him and growled, “No phones. Unless it’s to take my picture when I’m sucking you off.” 
 
    Castel ran a hand through her black hair and did just that as she sank her berry-tinged lips down onto his prick again. Her dark smoldering eyes were the best part of the picture, by far. She took the phone from him and held it out to the side, getting some selfies as she took his rock-hard cock all the way to her throat, then letting him go and snapping more as she cocked her head and sucked one of his balls into her mouth. 
 
    “Holy fuck,” Castel moaned. 
 
    She gave his ball one more good suck and popped off him. “Now, attention on me.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Her blowjob was as full of unbridled enthusiasm as the way she’d let go when he was eating her out. Things started off wet and sloppy and never let up. Her lips spiraled down his cock, her head twisting back and forth. Her tongue was absolutely savage in its lashing, licking him anywhere she could get to. What she couldn’t take into her mouth she jerked fast and hard with her hands. And all the while, she alternated between worshipful focus on his prick and staring up at him, pleading silently to fill her mouth. 
 
    He loved the sight of this beautiful wife on her knees in front of him. God help him, but every time he saw the gleam of her gold ring, his balls tightened harder and harder. This was wrong on so many levels, but with every deepthroating she gave him, with every flick of her tongue or slurp and pop of her lips as she came up off him and dove back down, Castel wanted this more. Violeta was easily one of the most alluring women he’d ever met, and to see her subservient like this drove him wild. He would have come in minutes if the door hadn’t crashed open and Jack waltzed in. 
 
    Dangling off his hands were a couple of plastic bags. Jack didn’t say a word as he unpacked a box of condoms, lube, and massage oil. Violeta watched him out of the corner of her eye, but didn’t slow down in the slightest as she took Castel deep again. 
 
    Jack undressed as casually as if he were preparing for bed, and all the while, Violeta bobbed harder and harder on Castel’s cock. His suit jacket went up on a hanger, his button down folded carefully over the edge of a chair, his slacks beside the shirt. He was more muscular than Castel, but bore a bit of a beer gut too. A big man in every sense of the word, when he dropped his underwear, Violeta arched an eyebrow and came off Castel long enough to murmur, “You two must clean up.” 
 
    Jack snickered. “Yeah, we do all right.” 
 
    He stood side by side with Castel. Violeta took his cockhead into her mouth, teasing Jack as Castel ditched his shirt, laying it over the back of the other chair. He stroked his cock as Violeta took Jack halfway to his root, giving him the same kind of enthusiastic show as she’d given Castel. The Latina beauty reached for Castel and jerked him hard. Her lips came off Jack and returned to the other man’s cock, sucking him deep again, her cheeks hollowing out before she popped off just as swiftly and lavished Jack again with her tongue. 
 
    “Who’s taking her first?” Jack asked, gripping a fistful of Violeta’s hair and pushing her face further down his cock. She stared up at him with fire in her eyes, and he responded by bucking his hips slowly into her, eliciting a muffled “gwock!” from her. 
 
    “I am,” Castel said. “And afterwards I need you to get another room.” 
 
    Jack raised an eyebrow. “You’re paying.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    Jack let Violeta go, and she came off him gasping for air. If she disapproved, she didn’t say a word and went right for Castel. Jack jerked his cock and growled, “Suck his dick, you married slut.” 
 
    Violeta whimpered around Castel’s dick, and he almost told his partner to drop the talk, but Violeta’s hand slipped under her dress and she started to play with herself. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” Jack said. “Like me telling you we’re making fucking cucks out of your husband? What’s the matter, baby? He not man enough for you?” 
 
    She deepthroated Castel, her fingers pumping in and out of her slick cunt. 
 
    “Don’t worry. We’re going to fix that,” Jack said. “Get up on the bed.” 
 
    Violeta came up off Castel and obeyed, crawling up onto one of the room’s pair of beds. Castel grabbed a condom from his travel bag and rolled it on, staring at Violeta’s juicy bubble butt. He slid up on the bed behind her and whispered into her ear, “Sure?” 
 
    She nodded, and whimpered when his cock slid into her. She was slick and ready for him, and arched her back as he hilted himself quickly. His hands found natural purchase on her slim waist, and he loved seeing his dick sticking out of her cunt, her ass pressed against his thighs. Jack got up on the bed on the other side, a bottle of wine in hand. He opened it, took a long drink, and pressed the lip to Violeta’s lips. She drank greedily, some of the wine spilling down her chin and onto the bed. No one noticed. No one cared. She swallowed down Jack’s cock with the same savage hunger as on the ground. 
 
    Jack gripped her hair in two fistfuls, driving her mouth up and down on his cock as Castel began to pump in and out her hot, hungry pussy. His skin slapped against hers, her ass rippling with every thrust. And Violeta loved it. A stream of moans and cries escaped her at every chance she got to breathe. Her eyes watered when Jack drove deep into her throat and held himself there, but all it did was spur her on. She took him even longer the next time, choking as she came off him, only to thrust back harder on Castel. 
 
    And when Castel reached under her to play with her clit, she jerked back, hard, and screamed, “Oh God, yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeee!” 
 
    Castel grabbed her hands and pulled them behind her back on top of each other. He jerked her back so she was nearly upright on her hands and knees, burying his lips against her neck as he pumped into her with furiously hard strokes. Jack shifted positions and sucked at her tits. She was on the verge, right there, and cried out, “Mmmm, c-coming!” 
 
    Her whole body jerked, her head twisting from side to side as she came on Castel’s cock. He didn’t relent, still pounding into her. Jack hopped off the bed and grabbed the lube and a condom. She didn’t notice, so lost in her ecstasy, but Castel saw and nodded. He guided Violeta back down to the bed, letting her arms go. She rested on her stomach, gasping as he slipped a pillow under her thighs and plunged back into her pussy, fucking her down onto the bed with hard, fast strokes. At that angle, her breasts were squashed out, and Jack watched, licking his lips as he uncapped the lube and stepped close again. He passed it off to Castel, who added a healthy dollop to her backside, drizzling it into her crack and along her bud. 
 
    Violeta’s eyes shot wide as Castel’s coated finger slid into her most delicate hole, followed soon by a second. Jack watched, stroking his cock. Castel jerked his head towards a chair, and Jack nodded. He settled on the edge of the seat, his hand still on his prick, and Castel leaned in to murmur, “Jack’s going to take your ass now, baby.” 
 
    “Mm hm!” Violeta moaned. Castel pulled out of her and helped her to her feet. She walked to Jack in a fugue, her mouth ajar and her cheeks rosy from the pair of orgasms she’d had so far. She turned and settled slowly downwards. Jack held her hips and guided her the last few inches, his cock rubbing between her cheeks before he let go of her waist with one hand and guided his cockhead to her bud. 
 
    Her eyes widened as she slowly sank down, spreading her legs wider than Jack’s. “So fucking big,” she gasped. 
 
    “Bigger than your husband?” Jack asked. She blushed and nodded, and Jack chuckled. “Get over here, Castel. Woman like her needs two cocks in her. Right, baby?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” Violeta hissed. 
 
    Castel joined them and gave her a hungry kiss, lingering for a moment before bringing his cockhead to her pussy again. Her eyes shot wide as he eased himself into her. 
 
    “Full, so full,” she gasped, her hips spreading even wider. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God.” 
 
    Jack did almost nothing. Castel and Violeta took care of that. “Grind into me,” she whimpered to Castel, and he nodded, doing just that, taking his time, rolling his hips in an easy circle as she got used to both men’s dicks. She reached behind her head and gripped Jack’s neck as she eased back against him, finding a more comfortable spot and allowing Castel to go even deeper. 
 
    They spent long minutes like that, letting her get acclimated. She finally nodded at Castel, and he began to thrust slowly inside her. The two big dicks stuffed her completely, and she dug her nails into Jack’s neck, completely unmindful of his hiss of pain. All she knew was pleasure, and she whimpered with it, her eyes rolling up as Castel’s prick drove into her again and again and again. 
 
    Her third orgasm came all at once. The pleasure ripped through her, making her shudder and gasp, and Castel fucked her right through it. Jack grunted that he needed a different position, and they slid out of her again. Jack swapped condoms, taking his time as Castel rested on the bed and Violeta mounted him, dropping hard down onto his cock, making her ass ripple. She stared over her shoulder as Jack got up on the bed and lined up his cock against her ass again. No one was capable of forming anything more than basic syllables and grunts and they did plenty of that as Jack no longer held still in her ass, but fucked her slow and deep, his hands on her waist. 
 
    They rocked the bed hard enough that it whump whump whumped on the floor, drawing a shout from whoever had the room underneath them. They didn’t care. Violeta was speared between the two big dicks, and loving every second of it. Gael was on her mind constantly at the start of this, but now all she thought about was her pleasure, her need to come an absolutely unheard of fourth time. It was a tiny orgasm, an understated rolling finish to her pleasure for the night, and as she came down – both from the orgasm and literally unable to hold herself upright any longer – Jack grunted his finish too, and tightened one last time. He came into his condom and jerked free with a gasp. 
 
    But underneath her, Castel, the sweeter one of the two, still wasn’t done. When his partner stumbled away, wiping the sweat from his brow, Castel rolled Violeta over, sliding his hand under her thigh and lifting one of her legs to rest it on his shoulder. In that position he stroked into her deeper than ever before, and she cried with the pleasure of it, the gentleness of this man, this stranger when she needed it the most. He reached down to cup her cheek and her chin with one hand. 
 
    “I’m close,” Castel murmured. 
 
    She nodded, smiling, and gripped his hand in hers. She brought it just an inch further, to her lips, and kissed his palm as he erupted into his condom, gasping her name. 
 
    Neither of them knew much about the minutes that passed right after that. They held each other in a daze, Violeta’s cheeks stained with tears. Eventually Castel propped himself up high enough to look around. Jack had retreated to the shower, his pants and shirt missing. 
 
    Violeta peeled off Castel’s condom for him, and together, they cuddled in the afterglow. She wasn’t expecting that, this closeness, but it was as welcome as the utterly fantastic sex, and she nestled her head into him, needing this kind of contact. It had been missing for so long. 
 
    “I begged him,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. Whether that was from the sex or her emotions, Violeta had no idea. 
 
    “Begged him what?” 
 
    She swallowed. “To love me. To need me. It’s not even about the sex. Well… not all of it. But just to have him care for me. And the t-truth is…” She took a deep, stuttering breath, and let it go in a soft whimper. “We stopped loving each other.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Castel said. He stroked her hair. “I mean that. I really do.” 
 
    She started in on the story, about how the intimacy in her and Gael’s life had dried up some time ago. How long it had been, not just them having sex, but the last time he came home and made kissing her his first priority. Or any priority. About his coldness, and the boredom rolling off him in waves.  
 
    By that point, Jack was finished with his shower. He stepped out, still buttoning his shirt, and collected his wallet. Castel kissed Violeta. “I’ll be right back,” he promised her. “I need to pay for his room.” 
 
    “I heard enough,” Jack said. “She needs you. We’ll square up tomorrow.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Violeta said. “For everything.” 
 
    “I’d come kiss you, but I don’t think that’s what you want, is it?” Jack smiled a bit sadly. “Not from me, anyways.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Violeta whispered. 
 
    “Don’t be. He’s a good man. Best I’ve ever known, and the type who doesn’t take a woman for granted. Ahhh, listen to me. Old softie. See you in the morning for breakfast with the client, bud.” 
 
    “We’re going to knock it out of the park,” Castel called after him as Jack headed for the door. 
 
    His partner snickered. “Shiiiit. Like we ever don’t.” 
 
    Violeta watched the exchange, smiling faintly. When Jack was gone, she tucked in tighter against Castel, and they stayed like that for a while, silent. Finally, though, she said, “You two are business partners?” 
 
    “Sales. We pitch organizational software for a company out of Salem. Boring to talk about, but I love the job.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Mm hm.” He stroked her arm lazily. “I love to travel. And Jack’s fun, but he’s never too fun, if that makes sense.” 
 
    Thinking about a coworker at her big office that loved to show up and bray about how hung over she was from partying, Violeta smiled. “I think I know what you mean.” 
 
    “What do you do for work?” 
 
    “Administrative assistant for a big company downtown.” She shrugged. “It’s a job.” 
 
    “I hear you.” 
 
    “Kids?” 
 
    “No. You?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, and when she shuddered against him, Castel realized she was crying. 
 
    “Shit, I’m sorry, Violeta.” 
 
    “No, it’s… it’s okay.” She shook her head slowly. “No. No it’s not. They’re going to be… be the ones I hurt with this.” 
 
    “Ah jeez.” 
 
    She sniffed and nodded. “And their dad will get them. I’m sure.” 
 
    “You’re thinking about divorce?” 
 
    “Yeah. Tonight… tonight was about seeing if I really wanted something like this. And I do. Maybe I don’t want another crazy one-night hookup with a stranger, but a future. With someone like you.” 
 
    Castel’s heart pounded hard in his chest. He said quietly, “Someone like me?” 
 
    She glanced up at him and brushed his chin with her lips. “Someone who cares. But someone who wants me, too.” 
 
    “Someone like me,” he repeated more insistently, pulling her tighter to him. She slipped a leg over the top of him again, sitting on his groin as he began to slowly stiffen. 
 
    “Castel…” 
 
    He gripped her ass and groaned as she started to slide her pussy lips back and forth along his member. There was no condom between them this time. He had no idea if she was safe or not, and she wouldn’t with him either. And still he wanted her. Violeta was dangerous for him like that. His protective nature wanted to make her his, to take her away from this world of hurt she knew and show her how good life with him could be if she’d take a chance. 
 
    But she was still married. And that was a fantasy. He barely knew Violeta. 
 
    She kept grinding on him without guiding him into her. His hardness pressed against his stomach, his need growing in his eyes. 
 
    “Why not me?’ he asked her. 
 
    She sighed softly and didn’t answer, stroking her pussy against him harder and harder.  
 
    “When it’s all done, if you do this… if you divorce him…” 
 
    “Shut up and fuck me,” she whispered, tears in her eyes. 
 
    “What if that’s not all I want?” 
 
    “It’s all I can give you.” She reached down and held him pointing up, her pussy lips poised to spread around his tip. “Is that enough?” 
 
    Castel nodded, mute and heartbroken, but he’d known, known somewhere in the back of his mind this was how it had to be. She slid down onto him with a pleased gasp, and he moved his hands to her hips. She dropped down as he thrust up, their bodies smacking off one another. Her eyes closed minutes in, and her breathing evened out. The sight of her big breasts bouncing up and down or the rhythmic slap of her ass down on top of him should have entranced Castel, but instead, it was her smile that did it. He could not stop drinking it in. The softness of it. The utter contentment. He wanted to see that smile every time he woke up. He’d give up everything he was to make Violeta smile like that again tomorrow, and again the day after, and every day for the rest of his life. 
 
    But in that moment, he took what he could, making love to her, nothing between them but skin and need. They swayed together, and when he announced he was close, Violeta didn’t pull off him. She sped up, her eyes locked on his, and dropped down to kiss him hard, her tears falling onto his cheeks as he came deep inside her, his warmth spreading from him to her. 
 
    They showered together afterwards, no more words between them. He sat on the edge of the bed and watched as she dressed again, sans the shredded panties. Violeta kissed him once more before she left, a quiet, hurting sob escaping her throat before she turned and walked out of the hotel room, both of them certain it was to be the last time they ever saw each other. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Gael sat on the edge of the bed, smoke from the cigarette he held wafting up towards the ceiling as she stepped into the darkened bedroom. He hadn’t smoked in years, not since they found out about her first pregnancy. He swore to her then he’d quit, and this was the first time she knew he’d broken that promise. 
 
    “Get it out of your system?” he asked, facing the wall away from her. 
 
    She settled on the bed next to him, and asked quietly, “The girls?” 
 
    “Still at my parents.” 
 
    Violeta plucked the cigarette from him and took a long drag. She held the smoke for a while, then let it out in a slow, steady stream. She used to take a puff of his now and then. It calmed her for some reason, but now it did nothing for her, and she handed it back. She leaned her head against him and said far more firmly than she thought possible, “I want a divorce.” 
 
    “I’ll take everything. The girls. The house. Everything.” 
 
    “I’ll fight you.” 
 
    “You’ll lose,” Gael said. There was no amusement to his voice. He was right and he knew it. This was a simple statement of truth. 
 
    “Maybe. But I have to.” She sniffed. “You wanted it this way, didn’t you? Me desperate enough to make the first move.” 
 
    She felt more than saw him smile. “No. Tonight was all you.” 
 
    “They fucked me better than you ever could.” 
 
    “They?” 
 
    She patted his hip and stood up. “You might take the house eventually, but tonight, you’re sleeping in the guest bedroom.” 
 
    Gael stared up at her, his mouth turned up into a smile. “The best part is, the girls will hate you. I’ll tell them everything when they’re old enough. Their poor, tortured dad had his heart broken by their bitch mother. And they’ll eat it up.” 
 
    He stood up, and didn’t bother waiting for a response as he stormed out of the bedroom, slamming the bedroom door shut behind him. For a long time, Violeta stared numbly at nothing because he was right. They would hate her. Even if he was honest, they would hate her. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, but no one was there to hear or to care. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The buckles on Jeantee’s shoes jingled with every step. Normally it would have irritated Violeta but she didn’t notice her best work friend until the big beautiful woman slapped a cup of coffee down on Violeta’s desk. 
 
    “Now I got a little something in my bottom drawer,” Jeantee said. She maybe weighed two-seventy or thereabouts, a solid mass of a woman with the biggest breasts Violeta had ever seen. Half of her weight had to be in the hair product she used – her gorgeous frizzy black hair shot out to her shoulders. She was, despite her brazen appearance, something of a mousy woman, and she spoke quietly now as she pulled up a chair to sit by Violeta. “It’s gotta stay just between you and me, but honey, you look like you need a shot.” 
 
    Violeta gave her a half-hearted smile, thinking about waking up in the morning to Gael packing her suitcase with the biggest smile she’d seen out of him since their wedding night. She didn’t fight. She was too tired to do anything but take the suitcase, add a few pictures of the girls and her bathroom essentials, and leave the house, weeping silently. He rushed out after her, and for a crazed moment, she thought he might try to patch things up. But instead, Gael gave her one last big kiss on the cheek and told her she could find the rest of her shit in the garage by the time she came home that night. She slapped him, and his smile only went wider. 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Okay,” Jeantee said, and patted her thigh. “So that’s why I’ve seen you take five bathroom breaks and heard you crying?” 
 
    That was unsurprising. Jeantee was the office’s biggest snoop. Maybe the entire building, and that was saying something, considering they worked in a skyscraper. 
 
    “It’s nothing,” Violeta said. “It’s just… nothing. Thank you for the coffee.” 
 
    “Mm hm.” But Jeantee wasn’t going to be dismissed so easily. “Well, I got something that will cheer you up. The two guys Al’s meeting with? They’re something fine.” 
 
    Violeta snapped to attention. “Oh no. Are they here already? I’m supposed to take notes and-” 
 
    “Yes, they are, but the meeting hasn’t started. Al brought them in early to have breakfast down at the Whirl.” 
 
    The “Whirl” was short for the Whistle and Whirligig, the building’s two-star restaurant and home to a wall of complex Rube Goldberg machines, one of which would get set off when an order was up. The food backed up the attraction, with a constantly shifting menu based on the whims of its half-crazed chef. Al loved to rope the clients, vendors and big timers who came through the door into going there. 
 
    “Thank God,” Violeta said. “You gave me a heart attack, and today, that’s stress I don’t…” 
 
    The words Jeantee spoke finally caught up with her, and she remembered something Jack had said the night before on his way out the door. Breakfast with the client. 
 
    “Nahhh,” Violeta breathed, and despite the anguish of her life falling to pieces, she smiled as she thought about Castel, the handsome sweet stranger who showed her someone could care when she desperately needed it the most. “No way.” 
 
    “What?” Jeantee asked. 
 
    But… they’d never said which company they were meeting with. And Al had mentioned the meeting had to do with a purchasing software package. If she’d been at all able to focus the night before, Violeta would have noted the similarities. But that’s probably all they were, right? Similarities? Better to not get her hopes up, but… “I… need to go… take care of something.” 
 
    Violeta rose on unsteady feet, and floated out of the office and towards the elevator. But it was already on its way up, and when the doors opened, she pressed a hand to her mouth. 
 
    Her stub of a boss, Al, was flanked by two men. Two very intimately familiar men. Castel gaped at her, and Jack couldn’t help blurting, “Holy… what are you doing here?” 
 
    “You know each other?” Al asked, twisting to look at each man before squinting at his assistant. 
 
    Violeta opened her mouth, unsure what to say, and Castel said hurriedly, “We had some car trouble. This wonderful woman stopped to help us out. What a surprise, Violeta.” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she said, her smile honest now. 
 
    Al clapped his hands as they walked together to his office. “Hey, terrific, Violeta’s one of our best and brightest up and comers. Glad to know she’s just as wonderful out there in the city. Vee, I think we’re just about set. You boys okay with making your presentation early?” 
 
    “Fine by me,” Jack said, and Castel nodded. 
 
    “Perfect,” Al said cheerfully, oblivious to the grateful look Violeta shot Castel. 
 
    Their pitch needed to include both someone from purchasing and the accounting teams, leaving them with about five minutes to wait. Violeta went to make espresso and coffee for everyone, and Castel volunteered to help her carry it back as the “least he could do after last night.” Oblivious, Al beamed at that, and started talking to Jack in earnest about golf courses in the area. 
 
    The break room was blessedly empty, though Jeantee watched them both from her desk. Violeta closed the door on her friend, and Castel was on her, pressing her gently back against the door, kissing her neck, her chin, her lips. 
 
    “Thought I’d never get to do that again,” he breathed against her cheek before he nuzzled her neck again. 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “This can’t be coincidence.” 
 
    “Castel… he left me. Or I left him. We’re going to get a divorce.” 
 
    He pulled back and took her hands to sit at a nearby table. She started crying softly, and he spoke nothing, letting her get it out. Finally she told him a bit of the conversation from the night before, and how she and Gael ended things that morning. 
 
    “I’m so confused and hurt right now,” Violeta said. “And then to see you walk in…” 
 
    “It has to be a lot,” he said. 
 
    She nodded. “I’m a little… overwhelmed at the moment.” 
 
    “I understand. But I want to give you my number anyways. If there’s a day when you don’t hurt so much and you maybe want to see where this goes, call me.” 
 
    “How does that work?” she asked, smiling bitterly. “I hit the road with you? Or you move here? Or what?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Castel said, and lifted her hand to kiss it. They were running short on time. “We talk about that. When the time is right. I’m not going to pressure you. But last night meant something to me. You mean something to me. Even if you decide we’re not a thing, at least take that with you.” 
 
    She started crying again, and he came around the table to hold her, rocking with her as she got it out. Jeantee knocked and poked her head in. “Al said…” she saw the two together, swallowed, and backed away, closing the door again. That made Violeta chuckle, and she blinked away her tears as she stared up at Castel. 
 
    “Get out your phone,” she whispered hoarsely. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Athens, Alabama. 
 
    Out of breath, Castel and Jack browsed homemade jams and hot sauces from a vendor at a small Saturday bazaar. They’d just finished their morning jog, a routine Castel used to do alone. But Jack made the mistake of weighing himself not that long ago, and now he was dead set on losing fifteen pounds, even if it killed him. Judging from the sweat gluing his shirt to his chest, it might. 
 
    “Cactus fruit hot sauce,” Jack grunted. “Think I want to try that.” 
 
    “How are you going to haul it on the plane?” 
 
    Jack thought about that and put the bottle back, sighing. “Yeah. Good point.” He grabbed a package of the butter pecan fudge, handed over a bill, and waited for his change. Without looking at Castel, he said, “You good?” 
 
    It was a question Jack had been asking Castel a lot lately. Ever since New Bainbridge, things had felt different for both of them. Castel wasn’t as focused or driven, and their sales were plummeting. Jack was worried about it, but too nice of a guy to let it show. And he understood why, of course. Castel left a big piece of his heart behind there. After their meeting, Castel left with Violeta. The two went back to her house, and Castel watched over her while she packed. Castel didn’t talk about the black eye he came back with when he returned to Jack, but Jack wasn’t stupid and could put together the clues. 
 
    “I’m good.” 
 
    “Call her.” 
 
    “Not my business, Jack,” Castel said. 
 
    Jack rolled his eyes and popped a piece of fudge into his mouth. Spitting out crumbles, he said, “Woman like that needs friends. Maybe she’s too proud to reach out. Maybe she’s waiting on you. Whatever, man, I’m fuckin’ curious. Call her and see how she’s doing. For our sake, if not hers.” 
 
    Castel sighed. “You’re right. I will.” 
 
    They returned to the motel not long after, and Jack, having seniority and the worse body odor, took the first shower. He was pleased to see Castel pick up his phone before he disappeared into the bathroom. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, washed up, freshly shaven, and his pubes trimmed, Jack finally stepped out again. Castel paced the living room, a big grin on his face, and Jack knew and his heart soared for his friend. He groaned theatrically, though, and said, “Ah shit. She got you, didn’t she?” 
 
    “They finalized it a week ago,” Castel said. “Jack… I…” 
 
    “I know, man. I’m happy for you. Fuck you for leaving me behind, but I’m happy for you.” 
 
    Castel laughed breathlessly. “This has been the job of a lifetime. But we’re going to start over.” 
 
    “Any idea where?” 
 
    His partner shook his head. “No. But that’s kind of exciting. The two of us on the road for a different reason.” 
 
    “I’m gonna hug you as soon as I’ve got more on than this towel.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Violeta waited for him, hands clutched together on her stomach. Castel had flown home first, to pack what few possessions he had and to give back his keys. They were going to travel together for a while, getting to know one another and seeing if this was real between them, but her heart was already convinced it was, as his was too. They talked so many times in the week after he quit his job and headed home. So much excitement. So much nervous energy. So many fears. 
 
    And yes, so much pain, too. 
 
    The divorce cost Violeta everything. The girls. The house. She fought for the girls in the initial months, but Gael had been completely right. There was no way Violeta was walking out of the relationship with them. He allowed her one bittersweet afternoon with them after the divorce. There had been tears and a lot of confusion on their part, and Violeta tried to stay strong for them, tried to be brave. But nothing broke her as much as that afternoon, and she nearly gave it all up when she watched them walk away with their father. 
 
    But there was a reason to stay in this world. A very big one. And when Castel called her, one reason became two, and Violeta dared hope again. 
 
    She quit her job. That was okay. Al was a great boss and she liked her coworkers, but being in that city hurt too much. When Castel proposed a fresh start for both of them, she jumped on the chance. Her parents thought she was insane. Most her friends sided with Gael. Violeta never fought his stories about her. Most of them were true anyways. Her old life ended the day Castel called, and that was okay. It had to be. 
 
    There. Coming off the plane behind a pair of young men in jackets too warm for the Beckfield sun. Castel, the kind stranger, the light in her darkness. His whole face lit up when he saw her, and he ran to be with her, dodging around people like he was carrying a football into the end zone. She laughed, and cried, and when he grabbed her in a hug and kissed her, she fell the tiniest bit in love all over again. Maybe a day would come when Castel would hurt her too. Maybe he would eventually loathe her with the same passion as Gael. But in that moment, with his arms around her, Violeta could believe in his love, because she felt it blooming within her too. 
 
    She pulled him away, not to the luggage claims area, but to a bench. He looked puzzled, but she could wait no longer. Violeta pulled out the picture from her purse and sniffed, wordless as she passed it to him. 
 
    “What is this?” Castel asked curiously. 
 
    He unfolded it and the look of puzzlement shifted into a joy even more pure than when he’d seen her. He stared at the picture, chuckling, and when he glanced up, tears glistened in his eyes.  
 
    “It’s our future,” Violeta whispered. 
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    “…my honor to present to you the vice mayor and my family’s close and personal friend Aleda Moran.” Van stopped and checked his notecards. He paced back and forth across the living room floor, muttering under his breath. “My honor and privilege, my honor and privilege.” 
 
    “You’re going to psyche yourself out.” His wife’s voice was as sweet as molasses, and dripped just as slowly. Over the years she’d lost much of her Southern accent, but the drawl was still there. He loved the way she pronounced everything like she had all the time in the world. Loved everything about her, really. Four years on, and he was as happy with their marriage as he’d ever been. 
 
    Even now, in her floor length black dress, his breath wasn’t so much sucked out of him as whacked at full speed by a semi. Six months ago, Yvonne had given birth to their beautiful baby girl. She kept some of her pregnancy weight, and he personally thought she was all the more lovely for it, with extra curves to her hips and breasts he loved. Cupped high, the dress showed off her jaw-dropping cleavage and a slit up the side gave a glimpse of a creamy leg. She walked towards him, all too aware of the effect her dress had on him. All her finer clothes did that to Van. The dresses. The skirts. The silky blouses. Of course, best of all was seeing her dressed in nothing, but that night, they had an event to attend where he was to introduce the featured speaker. 
 
    “Baby, you look incredible,” he breathed. 
 
    “I was worried the hair was too much,” she said, twirling so her bottom was to him. She glanced over her shoulder. “What do you think?” 
 
    Yvonne had pinned her long dirty blonde tresses up with a black triple-circled barrette that echoed the three twirls of her hair. It was a complex braid, but that was her trade – or used to be, before the baby. She had been one of the city’s premiere hairstylists, in so much demand she would be booked months in advance. 
 
    “I think it’s perfect,” he said. “I like the way you matched the barrette to it.” 
 
    She turned, smiling. He knew she liked it when he actually paid attention to her questions about her appearance. Yvonne was not a woman who craved blind statements about her looks, but real input. And she really had knocked it out of the park. 
 
    “Thank you, baby,” she murmured, and crossed the room to him. He leaned in for a kiss but paused, unsure if he’d mess up her makeup. Her eyes twinkled and she answered the question for him, leaning up to kiss him gently. Then with a start he realized Yvonne was gripping the cards and yanking them from his hands. She whirled away, and threw them up in the air. 
 
    “Hey!” he protested. 
 
    “You’ve had it memorized for days,” Yvonne said. “Besides, you could introduce Aleda in your sleep.” 
 
    That was probably true. Still, he had to put up a pretense of defense. “I should paddle your butt for that.” 
 
    “Oooh,” she breathed, grinning wickedly. “Yes, please.” 
 
    She bent over a chair and hoisted her butt high up in the air. Yvonne loved a good spanking. Nothing else physical – she wanted him to try choking her once early in their relationship but neither of them liked it and it gave him nightmares. But her love of spankings was playful and fun, and he hoisted her dress up to give her delicious, full bottom a sharp crack, leaving her gasping as his handprint reddened on her ass. He loved the way her bikini briefs molded to her ass, and thought about how few minutes they had versus how quickly his need was rushing up inside. He could fuck her, he decided. There was always enough time for Yvonne. 
 
    “Oooh, again,” she breathed. “Keep doing this and we’ll never make the-” 
 
    The baby cried in the next room. Yvonne stood up and straightened out her dress. Van kissed her again, and murmured, “I’ve got her.” 
 
    “You can’t,” Yvonne sighed. “I can get the dress messy. You can’t go up there with baby puke on your jacket.” 
 
    “Where is the damn babysitter?” 
 
    Yvonne shook her head as she headed for Della’s room. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Ugh.” 
 
    His wife came out a minute later, clutching Della’s head to her bared breast. “It’s okay,” she said. “If she doesn’t show, I’ll just stay at the edge and watch her.” 
 
    “And miss your chance to dance with me? Pffft. You’d be heartbroken.” 
 
    Yvonne’s smile was strained. He knew she’d been looking forward to a real adult night out together. They both had. But that was the life they signed up for with the little one, and he was just grateful to have a partner willing to take on so much of the responsibility. Someday, they agreed, she’d return to work. Soon, probably. They’d talked about six months, and that was now. They just had to find the right caregiver or daycare when they were gone. So far, that hadn’t been an easy task. 
 
    When Della had been fed, changed, and tucked into her car seat, they heard a car door slam outside. Van checked the window, and grunted, “Guess who finally showed up.” 
 
    “Well… at least she did, I guess.” 
 
    Brandy was a tank of a young woman, nearly as tall as Van and built like a linebacker. She was expensive, grumpy, and she very well might eat them out of house and home at the rate she went through the food in their freezer and cupboards. But she was also available for the evening, unlike everyone else they called, so they really had no other choice. 
 
    She came in like a whirlwind, causing Della to cry again. Once they finally settled her down, they gave Brandy a twenty for pizza or whatever she wanted to order in, and promised to be home before midnight. Brandy grunted something vaguely humanish at them and plopped on the couch. Della, at least, settled quickly and seemed satisfied that the world wasn’t going to end. A few minutes later, Yvonne’s phone buzzed. Their car was arriving soon. 
 
    They didn’t often use a car service, but that night, they were picking up Aleda and her husband, and Van’s father insisted on treating all of them to a limo ride to the event. The old man had been sorely disappointed about missing out on the chance to ride in the car with them, but he couldn’t attend that night. After kissing Della, Van and Yvonne headed down to the waiting car. The driver was a well-dressed man who spoke little, save to wish them a good evening as he opened the car door for them. Van and Yvonne thanked him, and she took a rear facing seat while Van faced forward, running his speech over and over again in his head. Yvonne glanced around until she found the button for the partition between the driver and the passengers. Once she gave the driver Aleda’s address, she rolled the partition up. 
 
    “Van,” she murmured. 
 
    “Mm?” 
 
    She slipped one whisper thin shoulder of her dress down. “We’re about ten minutes out,” she murmured. “And I think I know what will help you relax.” 
 
    Van’s cock lurched in his slacks as he watched his wife bare her breast. One thing he’d discovered about himself during the months leading up to her pregnancy at first disturbed and distressed him. The thought of Yvonne lactating turned him on like nothing else. He fantasized dozens upon dozens of times during her pregnancy about sucking the sweet cream from her nipples, fingering her while he did so, or even better, Yvonne riding him while he feasted. His wife told him it was completely normal to fantasize like that. She even encouraged his kink, and with the help of their birth group, he learned it was a natural urge, and not anything to be ashamed of. He did not wish to be treated like a baby. He did not want to supplant his child’s needs out of some possessive need. Van simply thought the milk that would be dripping from his wife’s luscious pair of breasts was absolutely the hottest fucking thing he’d ever imagined. 
 
    They agreed to wait to try it until they were comfortable with the baby’s needs. That had lasted about a month, when Yvonne’s nipples weren’t so chapped and chafed. She asked him quietly to rub a bit of her expressed milk around her nipples, easing the soreness. It was not the first time, but this time, his gentle touch and slow kisses to her neck and chin left her needing him in a way she hadn’t felt since giving birth. Soon she was sprawled out on the couch, her legs spread wide for him, and he was fingering her with a feverish need as his other hand rubbed more and more milk over her nipples. She panted for him to do it, to try it, and Van leaned down immediately to take her nipple into his mouth. He sucked, tasted, considered. Then he was cupping her breasts together, gentle even as his need roared within him. His lips found her nipples again and again, and he drained her as his fingers slid into her sex. 
 
    To her surprise, she loved it too. Yvonne always guessed Van would, once he tried it straight from the source, but she hadn’t expected to get so turned on by him sucking her nipples. It wasn’t long before she switched spots with him, taking him into her sex and riding him hard as she thrust her breasts into his face. The worshipful look in his eyes, the raw, untamed heat of that moment, the gentle taboo of it, it all guided her to one of the best orgasms of her life – and definitely one of his. He didn’t so much come inside her as explode, gasping her name as he shot rope after rope after rope deep inside her.  
 
    Now in the present, Van gripped the handle above the door and scooted to Yvonne, dropping to his knees between her legs and leaning forward to suck her big nipple into his mouth. It didn’t take long to coax her milk from her, and he drank greedily, his handsome face rapt. His hand dropped to her sex through her dress, and he searched until he found the slit of the fabric, snaking his hand underneath her. 
 
    “Yesss,” she whimpered as his fingers stroked her cunt through her panties. She sat up just high enough to pull the dress out from under her – she didn’t want to stain it – and then she gripped his head, pulling Van to her other breast. His fingers slid into her panties and curled up into her warm, wet pussy. She gasped his name, rocking gently against his middle finger as it stroked her inner walls. They didn’t have time for him to tease her, so he brushed his thumb against her clit as he slid his middle finger against her sensitive spot. She arched her back, her head resting against the partition, and drove down against him harder and harder. 
 
    “V-Van…” 
 
    He pulled away from her nipple and reached quickly for the box of tissues in a mount on the door panels. His fingers kept working her and he kissed her with all the fire and passion of their earliest year together. “Come for me, baby,” he whispered against her lips. “Come on my fingers.” 
 
    She nodded fervently and with a few more bounces, she grabbed his hand and the tissue and pulled it down against her cunt. “Van!” she moaned, and warmth splashed his finger. He hurriedly slipped the tissue into her panties, trying to keep her as clean as possible, but it secretly pleased him she’d be a little wet through the night thanks to his fingering. 
 
    She pressed her forehead against his, chuckling softly as she came down. “This was supposed to be about relaxing you,” she murmured, and kissed him again before she wiped down her breasts. 
 
    “You think taking care of my wife doesn’t relax me, you’re crazy,” he murmured back. He pulled his finger out from her depths and she brought it to her lips, licking and sucking it as her eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Something to think about when you’re up there giving your speech,” she said, and adjusted her dress back down underneath her, smiling as he settled back in his seat, his cock bulging in his pants. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The function was the opener to a four-day local business conference that attracted a few hundred people every year. Van’s father Lance owned a successful chain of furniture shops, and headed the committee that put on the event, but an unlucky fall left him in need of three surgeries, the first of which had been performed the day before. He had hoped to see to the event anyways, but Van volunteered in his stead and Aleda had been thrilled by the idea. Their old family friend was on the rise, rumored for a run at the mayor’s office if not something at the state level. Van still thought of her as his aunt in spirit if not in actual blood. Getting to introduce her at the conference dinner was an honor topped only by the day a few years out of college when his father asked him to be the vice president of the company to the rousing applause of the board members. 
 
    Three hundred and twelve people watched him take his place at the podium. Maybe another twenty beyond that if you counted the staff circulating through the room, and he most certainly did. Van feared freezing up, or not remembering his speech, or that his pants might suddenly fall off and leave him naked in front of the crowd. But whatever fears threatened to make him run away, he lost his jitters when he focused on his gorgeous wife at their table next to Aleda’s husband Henry. Both of them bore huge grins, and Yvonne pressed a hand to her lips and blew him a kiss. He smiled back at her, and began to speak. 
 
    It went well, all things considered. He flubbed a line and got a polite laugh out of the audience, but when he finished, they clapped and rose to their feet to cheer on Aleda. Job accomplished, he thought. Aleda joined him on stage, giving him a big hug and telling a quick story about having to once change his diapers thirty some odd years ago. That got a roar of a laugh from the crowd, and she settled in to the opening keynote speech, talking about the continued success of the city at attracting new, diverse businesses while keeping crime rates remarkably low for a city their size. To that, she introduced the chief of police, who got another standing ovation, as well as the county sheriff. 
 
    And soon, the big speeches were over and several of the local business owners took over the podium, talking future growth and where they stood now on several city planning meetings. Van led Aleda down the stairs, her arm in his, and guided her to the table they were sharing with their significant others. She gave him a peck on the cheek, her eyes twinkling. 
 
    “You spoke so eloquently,” she said. “Your father will be proud.” 
 
    That made Yvonne beam, and she nodded her agreement. “You really were great. Both of you.” 
 
    Aleda’s husband Henry gave her a big smack on the lips, drawing laughs from the tables around them, and they settled in. As VIPs, their food was brought out in a hurry, and they settled in to the usual conference selections of chicken, pork, and vegetarian dishes. Aleda finished her meal first, and leaned back to talk to a couple at the next table. They asked her a question none of them could hear, and Aleda smiled and gestured at Yvonne. “Greta wanted to know who did your hair,” she said loudly. 
 
    Yvonne smiled widely and scooted closer so she wasn’t shouting across the tables.  “Oh, that would be me. I was a stylist.” 
 
    The other couple gushed about how lovely it was, and begged her to do their hair. She begged off politely, but gave them the name of her old salon. When she moved back to Van’s side, Aleda considered her shrewdly. 
 
    “You’d make a killing again prepping ladies for an event like this,” she said finally, picking up a dinner mint from the center of the table and biting off a corner. 
 
    Yvonne smiled. “I’d love to go back to work. But it’s just not the right time yet. We can’t find good consistent babysitters, and we’re talking about maybe going for number two.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Henry said. He slapped Van’s back. “Congratulations.” 
 
    “What do you mean, you’re having trouble finding a good babysitter?” Aleda asked, ignoring this sideline. 
 
    They explained about their run of bad luck when it came to sitters and Aleda started shaking her head by the time the story wound down. “No no no no. Honey, phone.” 
 
    Henry pulled out her phone from his pocket and handed it over. She powered it on, and tapped out a quick text to Yvonne. 
 
    “My niece, she needed a live-in for her children. Hers was fantastic. Young, but determined. I sent you Brenda’s – that’s my niece – number. Call her up tomorrow and ask her what the name of the nanny company was.” Someone tapped her shoulder, and she turned and smiled. “One second.” Aleda returned her attention to Yvonne just long enough to add, “You do what makes you happy, honey. But my niece loved them. Worth a talk with your big lug, at least.” 
 
    “Hey!” Van protested good-naturedly, but Aleda was already rising to give the person who interrupted them a hug. 
 
    * * * 
 
    They were the last in the limo, just as they’d been the first, and Yvonne rested her head on Van’s shoulder. Both were feeling mellow and pleasantly buzzed, and she sighed happily. 
 
    “Tonight was great. Our first real adult date after the tadpole. We need to do this more often.” 
 
    He kissed the top of her head. “I can’t stop thinking about what Aleda said.” 
 
    “About the service?” 
 
    “Yes. I know you can get a bit bored at the house.” 
 
    Yvonne drew a soft breath. “Honey, I love being with Della.” 
 
    “I’d never doubt that. But I know how much you loved working. Maybe we think about this.” 
 
    “I don’t know how comfortable I’d be with a stranger around Della eight hours a day.” 
 
    “Hm. Maybe you could start slow. Part-time and help the nanny the rest.” 
 
    Yvonne turned in her seat, a faint smile on her face. “You’re actually serious.” 
 
    “You’re not?” 
 
    “No, I just… I’m sometimes amazed by how wonderful you are.” She hesitated, and finally nodded. “It’s worth looking into.” 
 
    He kissed her gently. “It’s worth looking into.” 
 
    They arrived home and headed inside to find Brandy curled up on the couch, an empty bag of chips spilling out on to the floor beside her. She woke with a start, and grumped that they were home later than they told her they’d be. Yvonne reminded her gently they’d said midnight, and it was only eleven. That did nothing to appease the young babysitter, and she snatched up the money before storming out, muttering “never again.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Van said as Della started crying from her bassinet. “We are definitely checking into that service.” 
 
    They’d hoped to continue their fun in the limo early that night, but Della had other plans and stayed up fussing into the early hours. By the time she fell back into a sound slumber, the couple were too worn out to do much more than cuddle under their comforter. But once her husband drifted into sleep, Yvonne cracked one eye open and smiled at him. 
 
    A return to work. The thought thrilled her. She loved Della with all her heart, but she craved her career, too. And now maybe she could have both comfortably. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Van thumped around fixing coffee, scrambled eggs, and bagels while Yvonne fed Della and made the call. Brenda picked up on the third ring, laughing at something before she said, “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey, Brenda! I’m Yvonne Hatcher. My husband and I are friends with Aleda.” 
 
    “Oh! Yes, she texted me this morning and said you might call.” 
 
    Yvonne smiled. That was Aleda. Always on the ball. “Do you have a minute? I was hoping to speak to you about the nanny service you used.” 
 
    “Absolutely! Let me just pop into the other room. My children and my husband are having a frisbee war. I swear, they’re going to break something.” 
 
    “Totally something I can see Van doing in a few years with our little one.” 
 
    A breathless laugh, and the thump of a shutting door. “How old?” 
 
    “Just a little over six months, unless you mean Van, who’s all of about, mm, six.” 
 
    “Hey!” Van protested good-naturedly, and tossed a nubbin of cheese at her. She stuck her tongue out at him. 
 
    “Aww, that’s a great age. Your baby, not your man-child. Ours are six and eight. Okay, what can I help you with?” 
 
    “Well, the service, was it reliable? The people you used were checked out?” 
 
    “Oh, amazing, just amazing. Jennifer was absolutely wonderful with our kids. Still comes by once a week to check on them and say hello. She’s a treasure.” 
 
    They talked some about how Brenda heard about the service – word of mouth was a powerful tool for the company – and the cost, which was pricey, but definitely doable with Van’s salary and what they had saved. 
 
    “Any complaints?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    “No. We only let Jennifer go because we just didn’t need her anymore. You know, let me make some calls. She mentioned last week she’s between clients and if she’s still available, I think she’d be perfect.” 
 
    Van slipped a bagel in front of Yvonne and rubbed Della’s cheek. She smiled up at him, and promptly belched. “Atta girl,” he murmured. 
 
    Yvonne said, “Has she worked with infants and toddlers?” 
 
    “Toddlers, I think. Maybe not quite as young as yours. Tell you what, if she’s available, I’ll have her give you a call. If she’s not, I’ll call you back anyways and get you the service’s number. I’ve never heard another mother complain about any of their employees so one way or another, we’ll get you settled.” 
 
    “Thank you so much,” Yvonne said. 
 
    They said their goodbyes and hung up. Van hovered nearby, a gleam of good humor in his eyes. “So?” 
 
    She told him everything, and at the price, he thought about it and nodded. “And that’s for a live-in?” 
 
    “Oh honey,” Yvonne said, “I don’t know if we want a live-in.” 
 
    “Well, let’s not rule it out. It’d be nice to have someone with us when one of us needs to sleep and the other gets up with Della.” 
 
    “It would,” Yvonne allowed. Her phone rang with an unknown number, and she said, “Let’s just see how it goes.” She answered with a simple hello. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jennifer checked herself in the rearview mirror before she headed up the nice stone driveway to the Hatchers’ front door. Her makeup emphasized her big, sweet eyes, and her cherry-red lipstick drew a focus to her lips. Her light blonde hair looked very nice pulled back with a white hairband that matched her… 
 
    “Oh no,” Jennifer breathed. “Oh no no no.” 
 
    The sweater. It was new, and she had yet to try it on with one of her plain cotton bras. Stretched over her chest, she hadn’t realized how see-through the material was. It would have been fine with a shirt or blouse underneath, but she was definitely showing off the girls in the bra in a major way. 
 
    Maybe she had a jacket or had miraculously left something in the back she could use to cover up. She hurried out of the car and jerked open the backdoor. No such luck. She was fastidious, and had always been so. She knew there was nothing back there she didn’t remember. The blanket. She kept it there for winter emergencies, and because she sometimes liked to get a coffee and sit up front under the stars somewhere and read on her tablet. Jennifer snatched it up just as someone feminine said, “Jennifer, right?” 
 
    Jennifer spun and clung the blanket to her chest. The woman standing before her was gorgeous. An oval face with an elegance to it, a delicate line to her lips, delicate eyebrows, a delicate nose. She could be a bikini model given her curves and good looks. 
 
     “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” Jennifer blurted. “I just bought this sweater and I didn’t realize it showed off everything and…” She shook her head, on the verge of tears. “My first impression and I’m going to look like such a…” 
 
    “Such a beautiful young woman?” Mrs. Hatcher asked, smiling. Her hands rose to the blanket and pulled it from Jennifer. She wasn’t shy about looking at the young woman’s chest. Jennifer was slim framed with a barely-existent butt and hips, but her breasts apparently got a different message than the rest of her body and were extremely full-figured. Mrs. Hatcher shrugged. “It’s not as bad as you think it is. You can see the bra, sure, but it’s not like you’re naked.” 
 
    “I realize it’s a big ask, but please don’t let it affect my interview. I wore this with only the best intentions.” 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher smiled and folded the blanket. “You are adorable. We’ve all been there, sweetheart. It’s okay. Really. It’s nice seeing you care. If anything, it’s a plus.” 
 
    Jennifer couldn’t help herself. When she took the blanket and put it in the car, she hugged the other woman. Mrs. Hatcher was stiff for a moment before returning it, and this time, when Jennifer pulled away, her smile was dazzling. “Thank you. You’re already making me feel more comfortable.” 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher pressed a hand to the small of Jennifer’s back and guided her towards the house. “Please. Come in.” 
 
    The Hatcher home was gorgeous. The exterior was painted in a shale gray with slightly darker trim. It was two stories, and lining the house were a series of tastefully trimmed shrubs and flower beds. Jennifer complimented her on the house, and Mrs. Hatcher beamed. 
 
    “Just bought it two years ago,” she said. “I love it. It felt like home the moment we saw it.” 
 
    It was easy to see why. A big, cozy living room was dedicated to their leisure, with overstuffed couches and an arm chair. The Hatchers won Jennifer over almost immediately with their baby corner, devoted to toys and a bookshelf stuffed with kids’ books. She’d babysat for a dozen households before becoming a nanny and could almost invariably tell a well-loved child by the library they kept and if it looked well-used and well-loved. This fit both bills nicely. 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher offered her coffee, tea, or a soda, and Jennifer accepted a cup of tea. They both took one, and Mrs. Hatcher brought out Della, their six-month old baby. She was asleep, but woke and fussed with exhausted sleepiness until Mrs. Hatcher pressed her to her breasts and rocked with her. 
 
    “She’s beautiful,” Jennifer breathed. “I need to be honest. I’ve taken care of toddlers and young children before, but never one as young as Della. I’m certified, though.” 
 
    “I saw your digital copies,” Mrs. Hatcher said as they took a seat in the living room. “You really impressed me.” 
 
    Jennifer smiled. “Thank you. I’m enrolling in some cooking courses at the community college to add to the list. Plus I just like food.” 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher laughed and that roused the baby. She held up Della with a questioning look, and Jennifer stood to take her. Della opened her eyes, her tiny lips working silently. She seemed wholly unimpressed with Jennifer, and cried for a few more minutes as Jennifer rocked with her much like Mrs. Hatcher had. The mother sat on the edge of the chair, clearly ready to take back the child, but Jennifer knew this had to be a part of it, that she had to show she could handle a crying infant as much as she could a peaceful one. 
 
    She cooed softly to Della, and sang to her a lullaby. The infant seemed confused by this, as though she couldn’t understand why someone other than her mother was singing to her, but soon fell into silence, staring up at Jennifer before slowly letting her eyes close again. Jennifer and Mrs. Hatcher settled her into her bassinet, and pulled her little blanket up. 
 
    “All right,” Mrs. Hatcher said. “Big point in your favor.” 
 
    Jennifer smiled as they sat again. “Thank you. I always loved kids. When I was twelve, I got a chance to babysit for my neighbors, and I thought, this is it, this is what I want to do with my life. My parents wanted me to go to college, but I knew what I wanted to do and I got my nanny certification first thing out of high school.” 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher nodded. “That’s smart. I was much the same with my hairstyling. You are twenty-two, right? I wouldn’t have you pegged for a day over eighteen.” 
 
    Jennifer chuckled. “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    “Ooh, first rule. It’s Yvonne or Mrs. Hatcher. I really don’t mind either. But not ma’am. Never ma’am.” 
 
    “All right, Mrs. Hatcher.” 
 
    A car pulled up outside. “My husband, Van.” 
 
    A minute later, the door opened with the practiced quiet of a person who knew the slightest disturbance was going to set off wailing. Mr. Hatcher got Jennifer’s attention from the first moment. As handsome as his wife was beautiful, he was tall and broad-shouldered. His face was narrow and almost predatory, with a large nose and tight lips that looked fierce until he pulled them back into a smile that warmed Jennifer to her very core. His dress shirt and slacks fit him snugly, showing off a tight, lean body. She stamped down her lust as she rose to her feet, self-conscious about her sweater again. 
 
    Mrs. Hatcher accepted a kiss from him, and said immediately, “She’s the one. We’re just going through the getting to know you motions. Also, ignore her bra. She didn’t mean to wear anything quite so revealing.” 
 
    “Uh,” Mr. Hatcher said, blinking. He offered Jennifer his hand. “Hello?” 
 
    “I’m… I’m…” Jennifer shook and turned to face Mrs. Hatcher, slack-jawed. “You… I’m hired?” 
 
    “Oh yes. Eighteen to start, if that works for you. We’ll have something of a probationary period, then bump that up to twenty.” 
 
    Jennifer and Mr. Hatcher stared at her, then Jennifer blurted, “Oh my gosh, yes, thank you, yes yes yes.” 
 
    “Um,” Mr. Hatcher said. 
 
    “We’ll start you at eight hours a day,” Mrs. Hatcher said. She tilted her head up and crooked a finger at her husband, who started forward and kissed her softly before heading over to kiss his daughter too. “But if this works out, we may discuss more hours or possibly having you live in. Is that all right with you?” 
 
    “That’s…” Jennifer blinked away tears of happiness. “Yes. Absolutely. Yes.” 
 
    “Then I suppose I’d better show you around the house, and we can talk about when you can begin,” Mrs. Hatcher said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Della was out for the count after playing with her parents into the late hours, and Van rested on the bed, watching his wife strip and stroking his cock under his boxers. When she was finally naked, she crawled up on the bed on her hands and knees, her blonde hair spilling down nearly to the bedspread. Without a word, she tugged his boxers down and engulfed his hardness, her beautiful eyes watching him as she smirked around him. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    She popped off him. “You liked her.” 
 
    Van cleared his throat. “She seems like a sweet, uh, young woman.” 
 
    “Don’t be coy. You thought she was sexy.” Yvonne leaned down and sucked one of his balls into her mouth. Around him, she murmured, “I did too.” 
 
    “Jesus, Yvonne…” 
 
    “We’ve talked about it before,” she said, and licked along the base of his shaft to his tip. 
 
    They had. They didn’t ever want to cheat on each other, but they both agreed that if there was ever a situation where they both felt like drawing in a third, they would do it so long as they kept it fun and friendly and it didn’t interfere with their marriage. To an extent, they knew that could never be the case, that any play outside just the two of them would fundamentally alter things between them, but they didn’t want to close off the possibility. 
 
    She sucked and licked him, gripping his base and stroking him gently as she watched him. Finally he said, “Fine. She’s sexy. But she’s so young.” 
 
    “Twenty-two. That’s plenty experienced.” She bobbed deep down on him, swirling her head s she came back up. It was her best move, and he bucked involuntarily into her mouth. 
 
    “She looks almost like you at that age. Your ass was better.” 
 
    Yvonne squeezed him hard. “Was?” 
 
    “Is.” 
 
    “That’s better.” She licked him again, pleased. “Think about her now. Think about her being the one to suck you off… Mr. Hatcher.” Her voice went higher and more breathless, an eerily good imitation of the young woman. 
 
    “Oh Jesus,” Van groaned, his cock throbbing in her hand. 
 
    “Do you like that, Mr. Hatcher? Thinking about our sexy new nanny?” 
 
    “Mm, fuck, baby, you know I do.” 
 
    “Think about those rosy red lips spreading around your big fat dick, Mr. Hatcher.” Yvonne rolled her body as she dove down on him again, taking him deep in her throat before coming off him with a gasp. “Think about fucking her pretty little mouth.” She took him deep again, holding him for a moment before letting him go again. She held his dick against her cheek. “Think about choking that sexy young bitch with your dick, baby.” 
 
    “God, Yvonne…” he groaned, his ass flexing as he fought the need rising in him. 
 
    “Not Yvonne, Mr. Hatcher. Jennifer. Your sexy innocent nanny waiting to become your cock slut. Want that, Mr. Hatcher?” 
 
    Van’s eyes closed and he ran his fingers through her hair. “Yesss, Jennifer. Be my slut. I’m going to fuck that pretty mouth.” 
 
    Yvonne let out a growl of need, and sucked him deep again, jerking him fast and hard. She rocked harder and harder, one of her hands underneath her, playing with her cunt. The words kept spilling out of him, and seemed to turn her on more and more. 
 
    “I want to see you with my wife,” he said. “Sucking her pussy. Your tiny ass up in the air. I want to fuck you while you make Yvonne scream.” 
 
    “Mmf!” Yvonne gasped around him. 
 
    “You’re going to suck her big swollen tits with me,” he gasped. “Suck her dry and fuck her hard. Ride her face…” 
 
    “MMMM!” Yvonne moaned. 
 
    “Oh fuck, baby, I’m close, I’m so close…” 
 
    Yvonne jacked him harder and harder, sucking the first few inches of him hard, her mouth shooting up and down his length. He came with a grunt, trying not to shout and wake the baby. His come poured into his wife’s mouth and she swallowed fast and hard, taking all of it as she kept teasing his sensitive prick with her tongue. She pulled off him and started to say something, but Van was already moving, twisting sideways and pushing her over onto her back. He grabbed her legs and jerked her to the base of the bed before dropping to his knees and burying his mouth against her cunt. Yvonne nearly cried out her pleasure, but had enough presence to grab a pillow and stuff it against her face as she cried out, her hips jumping to meet her husband’s eager mouth. 
 
    Van knew her body so well, and had always been an amazing lover. He knew how much she loved having the stretch of flesh between her pussy and her bud teased, and he brushed his tongue along it before moving back to her pussy. His fingers slipped down to where he’d just been teasing and he scratched her gently like she loved, making her back arch as Yvonne kept gasping and crying out into her pillow. She too was thinking about their new help, the breasts she could just make out under that too-thin sweater, the way Jennifer had laughed so softly and breathily, the sweet beauty of her innocent face. 
 
    Yvonne lifted the pillow just high enough to whimper, “God, I want her, I want her, Van, does that make me naughty?” 
 
    “Yes,” he breathed against her pussy, and dove back in. 
 
    She wrapped her legs over his shoulder, her mouth gaping open as she stared up at the ceiling. Thoughts of Van with Jennifer. Thoughts of Jennifer underneath her. Thoughts of the three of them, Van fucking Jennifer while Yvonne played with both of them. Both of them on top of Van, making out while they rode his cock and his face to orgasm. 
 
    “F-f-fuuu…” she whispered, hoarse with need. The pillow could barely contain her scream of pleasure as she came, her pussy drenching Van in her juices. He came back up to her, panting, and tossed the pillow aside to kiss her. 
 
    “Are you serious about this?” he breathed into her as his fingers slid in and out of her still-quivering cunt. 
 
    Yvonne nodded, unable to speak. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jennifer felt like she was floating on air the whole time she went through her meager closet. This felt like a dream. Five dollars an hour more than her last job with Brenda and her family, and there would only be one child to take care of. She was nervous about taking care of an infant but she was confident in her education. 
 
    Her best friend Scarlett sat on the edge of Jennifer’s bed as she held up outfit after outfit. “Those jeans,” she said. 
 
    Jennifer held them up. “Are they too unprofessional? I don’t want to be underdressed.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, you’re going to be taking care of a baby. There’s going to be pee and puke and poop galore. Trust me, jeans will be fine.” 
 
    But Jennifer wasn’t sure, and grabbed her cell phone. She called Yvonne. Only an hour before she was supposed to show up to work and she could barely stand it. She wanted to be there now. 
 
    Her new boss picked up with a cheerful, “Hello, Jennifer. All set for this morning?” 
 
    “You bet! Really looking forward to it. But I did have a question about dress code. You’ve got such a nice house and you were so well-dressed…” 
 
    “Oh! Mm… go casual and comfortable.” 
 
    “Jeans and a blouse okay, then?” 
 
    “Perfect!” 
 
    Jennifer beamed. “And I promise, the top won’t be too sheer.” 
 
    Yvonne laughed breathlessly. “Oh, it was a cute top and I fully expect one of these days to drag you to wherever you bought it so I can pick up its sister.” 
 
    “Sounds like a plan. Thanks again, Mrs. Hatcher.” 
 
    “Talk soon.” 
 
    Jennifer hung up and tossed the jeans to Scarlett. Her friend raised an eyebrow. “No sheer top?” 
 
    Jennifer blushed. “That new sweater I bought was a little… um… risqué. I didn’t realize it but they were completely cool about it. Mr. Hatcher kept trying to look anywhere but at me. It was pretty funny once I got over how embarrassing it was.” 
 
    She held up a gray long-sleeved top and Scarlett shook her head. “Bolder color. So what are they like?” 
 
    “She’s gorgeous. Like… one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever met. And he’s very handsome. Kind of got that tall, dark and handsome look to him, but when he smiles, he almost looks so… hm… younger.” 
 
    “Oooh, someone’s into them.” Scarlett was one of the few who knew Jennifer held feelings for both genders. She’d yet to act on them, but wanted to when she met the right woman.  
 
    Jennifer clucked her tongue against her teeth. “Shut up!” But her smile betrayed the truth. “They are crazy attractive, though.” 
 
    “Knew it.” 
 
    Jennifer picked out a soft yellow top that was both practical and would look professional. “I need the job. It’s not ever going to be anything but that.” She slid out of her shirt and tossed it in her hamper. 
 
    “Two sexy people, hiring on the young, hot nanny full-time? I’ll bet you twenty bucks they want you as part of their sex cult.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed as she pulled on the yellow top. “Sex cult?” 
 
    “I’m just saying, if I don’t hear from you, I’m going to assume you’re locked up in their freaky leather dungeon.” Jennifer turned, and Scarlett nodded. “That’s the one.” 
 
    “Perfect. Thank you.” 
 
    Scarlett stood up and gave her a one-armed hug as they looked into Jennifer’s mirror. More somber, she asked, “You tell your parents yet?” 
 
    Jennifer bit her lip and shook her head. Her parents had never approved of her not going to college. She had good grades, but not good enough to nab a great scholarship, and she’d wind up with tens of thousands of dollars of debt to do… well, something. She didn’t want to go that route, especially when the costs of her licensing and training would be a fraction of what going to college would cost. Her parents had refused to loan her the money, leaving Jennifer asking her grandmother. That created a huge rift in the family and left her the black sheep before she was even twenty. Her grandmother, whose second marriage to a civil engineer left her with a sizable retirement fund, had been well able to afford it and argued loudly for her granddaughter at every family gathering, but Jennifer was still regarded as a pariah. Her sisters didn’t speak to her. Her parents gave her a token call once a week and sent cards and money on her birthdays and at Christmas. Beyond that, she was alone in this world, besides her sweet grandmother and her friends. 
 
    Scarlett rested her head against her shoulder. “They’ll see. I promise. Now, get your makeup on. I’m going to treat you to coffee before you go. And by treat you to coffee I mean I’m going to raid your cupboards and make some.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed, and pecked Scarlett on the cheek. “Thank you. You’re the best friend I could ask for.” 
 
    Scarlett perked right up. “Aw. And you’re… like… the four thousandth best friend I could ask for. You’re moving up the ranks, though.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The young woman was five minutes early, which Yvonne approved of. She hated lateness. Van too. Their first date together had been fun, but they really bonded during the second one when the couple they were going to dinner with didn’t show until ten minutes past the time they agreed on. Later that night, when Van and Yvonne were having a drink at a bar a few blocks from her house, they talked and laughed about manners, among many other things. That had been the night Yvonne truly fell for Van. Not really because of the talk about manners but how easily they opened up to one another. He was charming and good-natured, with just enough irritation at their friends to make her laugh. 
 
    Of course, he told her he fell in love with her the moment he worked up the courage to ask her out and she said yes. Knowing Van, she believed him. 
 
    The young woman walked towards the house with a much straighter back than the first day. Yvonne opened the door for her, bouncing Della in her arms. Her toddler shouted, “Ga ga ga ga!” and Jennifer’s wide, wonderful smile made Yvonne melt. 
 
    “Hello again, little cutie,” she said, getting down low to Della’s eye level. She reached out and brushed Della’s cheek with her thumb, and the toddler gave her another talking-to. 
 
    “She’s very chatty today,” Yvonne said. “She’s so close to saying her first word.” 
 
    “It’s gonna be ‘Jen,’ huh?” Jennifer asked Della. “Jen Jen Jen.” 
 
    “Ga!” 
 
    Jennifer winked at her. “We’ll work on it.” 
 
    Yvonne gestured at the living room. “Come in, sit down. When you come by in the mornings, in case she’s sleeping, just let yourself in. I’ll have a key made up for you when I can remember.” 
 
    Jennifer took Della, and they played while Yvonne went over what was to be expected of her. Jennifer thought once or twice Yvonne might have glimpsed at her ass when she was on her hands and knees making goofy faces at Della, but that was wishful thinking. Van was going to be gone Mondays through Fridays, nine to five thirty of so, and Yvonne was thinking about returning to work soon. 
 
    As Yvonne talked wistfully about taking up a chair again at her old salon, Jennifer gave her a long appraising look. “I was wondering who did your hair. It’s so full and silky.” 
 
    Yvonne’s smile made her press her thighs together tighter. Oh Lord, it was going to be impossible to stay around these two and not want to duck away to the bathroom every five minutes to give herself a silent orgasm. “And I love your makeup. We could really teach each other a thing or two.” 
 
    “I’d love that. Any duties around the house that aren’t related to the baby?” 
 
    “It’s not going to be required of you on a day to day basis, but if you see something and you have the time or Della’s down for a nap, any help would be appreciated.” 
 
    “Would you like me to make your meals?” 
 
    Yvonne thought about that. “We can probably discuss that when we move you into a live-in position. It would help some nights, certainly. But if we go that route, I’ll speak to Van about paying for your community college lessons. I hear their culinary courses are very good.” 
 
    Della’s face soured, and she started to fuss. Jennifer got up and checked her. Yvonne watched as the young woman changed and cleaned her baby, nodding approvingly when Jennifer repeated back the products that seemed to work best with Della’s tendency towards rashes. Della was still fussy afterwards, and Yvonne swept her up to feed her. 
 
    That day went by fast. The two got along well, and when Van came home, Jennifer stayed another hour to talk. The handsome man had seemed so sure of himself when they met, but now he was hesitant and frequently lost in thought. Jennifer chalked it up to his job as a vice president of a growing furniture company. 
 
    They saw her on her way, and when she’d gone, Van wrapped his arms around his wife’s waist and murmured into her ear, “I’m going to fuck you so hard later tonight.” 
 
    “Right?” Yvonne breathed. “We have to have her.” 
 
    “Agreed.” 
 
    But they agreed on one thing. They needed a nanny more than they needed a threesome. Before either of them made a move on Jennifer, both of them wanted to be absolutely certain of the young woman’s skill with Della. So far, she’d done very well, but Della hadn’t been in full-on stormy mode that day. They promised themselves they would hold off. 
 
    For now, anyways. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Yvonne and Jennifer continued to bond that week. They took Della out of the house to some of their favorite places. Jennifer was shown Yvonne’s favorite park. It was safe, and there were plenty of other mothers most afternoons, all of whom were local. Della loved going for rides in her stroller and it was a great way for Yvonne to keep in shape, so by the fifth day together, they agreed Jennifer should keep some running clothes at the house so they could jog with Della.  
 
    Their first jog together changed everything. 
 
    Yvonne caught Jennifer peeking at her breasts from time to time when she was pumping milk, but genuinely didn’t think much about it. It would have been something she was curious about at that age too, and Jennifer never made it weird, unlike Van, who would watch her do it with a dazed, happy grin on his face. Yvonne had no idea why he thought it was sexy in the slightest, but if that was her husband’s weirdest kink, she figured she’d done all right. 
 
    But when they reached the mile mark on their jog, Jennifer glanced at Yvonne’s breasts and didn’t look away for a long minute. Yvonne smiled, a bit put off and hopeful all at once, and cleared her throat. Jennifer glanced up like a startled deer, and gasped, “Oh, I’m sorry! I just… um… if you have pads…” 
 
    Yvonne looked down and immediately draped an arm over her breasts. She’d worn a sports bra under her tank, not thinking anything about it. Two dark rings stained her shirt around her nipples. “Oh, damn. I haven’t gone jogging in so long I forgot. In the baby bag, there’s a wrap and pads. Do you mind…?” 
 
    Jennifer was staring again, and this time Yvonne had a tiny thought – “oh.” She wasn’t certain. Not yet. But little moments flickered through her mind and she smiled inwardly. Maybe their fantasy wasn’t so farfetched and silly. Maybe Jennifer wanted this too. 
 
    “Jennifer?” 
 
    The nanny broke her gaze again. “Right. Uh. Sorry. Just never seen… anything, um, like that. I… I…” 
 
    “It’s all right to be curious, sweetheart,” Yvonne said. “But the pads and the wrap?” 
 
    Jennifer dug them out, and handed them over, careful to avert her gaze. They jogged back, the wrap tied neatly over Yvonne’s shoulders and over her breasts. At the house, Jennifer settled Della into her baby swing and wouldn’t meet Yvonne’s look. Finally the older woman gripped her shoulder and knelt next to her as she played with Della. 
 
    “Honey, it’s okay.” 
 
    Jennifer shook her head. “I’m so embarrassed.” 
 
    “The body is a weird, wonderful, sometimes just amazingly awful thing. It’s perfectly okay. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. Water under the bridge. When I’ve had a glass of wine or ten, I’ll tell you some horror stories about the delivery room that will make you want to run out and buy stock in the pill.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed softly. “No. No pill for me. This is what I want someday,” she said, gesturing at Della. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know, I’m kind of fond of her.” 
 
    This time, Jennifer’s laugh was much more natural. “I dream about it all the time. Raising a family.” 
 
    “Mm. I was kind of the opposite until I met Van. I wanted a career. I still do, but at the time, I was all about the job. Without even meaning to, he changed me in a lot of ways. On our… oh gosh, fifth or sixth date, he took me to the lake, and I remember thinking, ‘Have my baby. Please want to have my baby.’ And for me, that was a revelation. I started to think about having both. A career and kids.” 
 
    “I can understand that,” Jennifer said. “He’s a very hands…” She stopped herself, her eyes wide. “Oh, I don’t mean-” 
 
    Yvonne gave her a wide grin. “Don’t mean that he’s handsome?” 
 
    “I mean, he is, I just didn’t mean to blurt that out, I must seem like the world’s…” Jennifer folded her hands in front of her face, blew against them, and settled them down on her knees. 
 
    “Jennifer. It’s okay. It’s all okay.” 
 
    “Mrs. Hatcher, if you were to fire me right now, I’d completely understand.” 
 
    Yvonne’s smile disappeared and she knelt beside Jennifer, holding her tight. “No, honey. Absolutely not.” She stroked Jennifer’s shoulder as she hugged her, and reached in to brush Della’s cheek. Her daughter gave her a wide maniac’s grin, and Yvonne blew a raspberry at her. Her daughter let out a squeal of joy, and Jennifer finally smiled. 
 
    “So how many kids would you have?” Yvonne asked, letting go and returning to her chair. 
 
    Jennifer gently rocked the swing, eliciting another happy gurgle from Della. “I don’t really know. Two, maybe. I think two would be manageable and I’d still be able to do this. You know?” 
 
    “You’d want to work raising someone else’s kids and your own?” 
 
    Jennifer nodded emphatically. “Oh yes. I told you. Bit kid crazy. Especially babies. How about you and Van? Planning for a second?” 
 
    “We’ve already started trying. Van has talked about wanting three. I think we’ll see how it goes with two. Honestly, with him as the father… I don’t know. I’m comfortable with the idea of three in a way I wouldn’t be with anyone else.” 
 
    Jennifer gave her a dazzling smile. “That’s so sweet.” 
 
    “Lord, don’t tell him any of this. He’ll be strutting around the house for a month.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed. “Thank you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    Their nanny shrugged. “Whenever I’m feeling my most, mm, me, you’re very good at making me comfortable.” 
 
    Yvonne fell silent, pleased. That was the last of the day’s deep dives. She excused herself to shower and change, and when she came out, Jennifer took the guest shower and did the same back into something more comfortable and professional. When the young blonde came out, her hair tucked neatly into a towel, Yvonne contemplated her and just how strange it was that she was falling for this woman even as she loved her husband oh so much. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Van gripped her thighs as she rolled on top of him, her breasts jutting out for him to lick and suck. “You’re in a mood,” he said, amused. 
 
    “I caught her looking today.” 
 
    “At what?” 
 
    Yvonne smacked her clit with one hand. It was a gesture she liked. It wasn’t really about her clit, but her mound and the hood. It stimulated her in a way she could never quite describe, like a spanking but to an area of her pussy that wasn’t going to sting. 
 
    “My boobs.” 
 
    “Wait, like curious stared, or…” 
 
    “A hungry look. Incensed.” 
 
    “Good word.” 
 
    “Thanks. Shut up and fuck me.” 
 
    He laughed helplessly and rolled with her until she was on her back. Van plunged back into her with one hard stroke, and she clutched his ass as he built up a hard, needing rhythm. She closed her eyes and arched her back. All day she thought about the look Jennifer had given her, about pressing her full breasts to the young blonde’s pretty mouth. She was already on the edge when she took Van, and now as he pumped her hard and fast, her orgasm hit her quick. She gripped him tight, her mouth falling open, her back stiffening. He plunged his lips against hers, and she gasped wordlessly into his mouth. 
 
    “You…” he asked. 
 
    “Y-yeah…” 
 
    Van grinned and pulled out of her again. She knew what he wanted, and rolled over onto all fours. He gripped her ass and thrust back into her wet slit, groaning his own need. 
 
    “…thinks you’re… handsome…” Yvonne gasped, their bodies slapping together as she thrust back to meet him. He grunted wordlessly at that. “She was so embarrassed. It was… cute…” 
 
    He drove into her harder and harder, nearly pushing her head into their pillows. She fell forward and he did something she’d never seen from him. He shifted so he was standing over her, his knees bent, and he angled down into her pussy again. He pushed down on her back, thrusting her ass up high at him, and he grunted, “Like that, baby. Jesus, I love seeing your ass when I fuck you.” 
 
    She was too busy writhing in pleasure to respond. The sheets felt so nice and cool under her burning cheek, and she moaned as Van kept up a blistering pace. Sh was so close again, but so was he, and she gasped, “Hold on hold on hold on almost…” 
 
    One of his hands disappeared from his hips and in a moment, a finger slick with his saliva slid around her bud. The extra stimulation made her jump, and she cried out her orgasm. He finished just a minute later, pumping hard into Yvonne and spilling what felt like gallons into her. Ever the sweet man, he helped her down onto her side and tucked in right behind her, kissing her shoulder as he slipped his softening member back into her, giving her a few pumps before pulling back out again. 
 
    “I really need to thank Jen sometime for the fantastic sex we’re having,” Van said, and Yvonne laughed helplessly. He kissed her neck and she pushed back against him, her whole body practically humming with pleasure. 
 
    “I want you to spend some time with her. I’d like her to move in with us, but not without you getting to know her.” 
 
    “Mm. You think that’s smart? After all… I’m handsome.” 
 
    Yvonne grinned. “I do.” 
 
    “Done. Maybe we invite her to go somewhere this weekend.” 
 
    “Ooh. I like that.” 
 
    “Got anywhere in mind?” 
 
    Yvonne cracked a yawn. “No. You pick. I’m too sexed out.” 
 
    “Sexed out? Handsome and I wear women out with my ding dong. Two wins in one night.” 
 
    Yvonne turned and swatted his hip. “Ass. But it should be somewhere we can take Della. Somewhere fun.” 
 
    “Oh-kay,” Van said. “How about-?” 
 
    “And there should be good food there. Fun food. I’ve had the darnedest craving for wings lately. Maybe it’s pregnancy cravings. Maybe I should get a kit tomorrow.” 
 
    “Good fun. Good food. So how does-?” 
 
    “Maddy Springs Park! Oh, that’d be perfect!” Yvonne added, “Uh, but you pick. Really.” 
 
    “I was just going to suggest, oh, Maddy Springs Park?” 
 
    Yvonne pulled the blankets up over them both. “Good choice.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The boardwalks of the titularly named town Maddy Springs were its real draws. The park at the edge of the small town was more of a preserve, and not open to the public. But the town itself was beautiful and tucked away. It relied almost entirely on tourism to stay afloat, and held a number of fun, quirky shops. 
 
    Their first stop was for chocolate sodas. They picked them up from a quaint ice cream shop on the edge of town, and parked their car in a small lot nearby. Jennifer loaded Della carefully into her stroller so they could take a walk around town. 
 
    “Baby hats are the best, aren’t they?” she asked Yvonne. “I mean, look at this. Why isn’t this hat in adult sizes?” 
 
    It really was a cute hat, pink and ruffled with a brim like a fisherman’s cap. Yvonne traced her daughter’s cheek with a nail, and Della tried to grab at her finger. She’d been fussy the whole ride up until the last five minutes, and now looked happy and content as could be. 
 
    As Yvonne and Jennifer fawned over Della, Van grabbed the baby bag and shouldered it. Jennifer protested that it was her job. Van grinned. 
 
    “Nah. I’m pretty good at lugging things around. Probably why my dad hired me on at his company in the first place. If I need you to take it for a bit, I will. How’s the soda?”  
 
    Their nanny sipped and she thought about it for a moment, her cute lips puckering. “Oooh, that’s not bad,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Right?” Van asked as they started walking. “It’s not something I’d drink every day, but it’s not nearly as weird as you think it’s going to be.” 
 
    “Thanks again for the chance to come up here,” Jennifer said as she eased the stroller down a ramp onto the street they needed to cross. 
 
    “It’s our pleasure,” Van said. “Yvonne’s been thrilled with how you’re doing around the house.” 
 
    Jennifer beamed at that. “And I’m loving working for you folks. Especially with this little cutie.” 
 
    “She still hasn’t scared you off,” Yvonne marveled. “We’ll have to try harder, Della.” 
 
    Several of the first shops they passed were gift shops or holiday themed, particularly Halloween. In a restaurant’s window, a hand-painted sign advertised “Try Our Spicy Batwings! Not Real Bat, but Real Good!” 
 
    “Lots of Halloween stuff,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “Ah, that’s because the town’s haunted,” Van said, chuckling. 
 
    “Whaaat?” 
 
    He finished a sip and gestured at a clock tower central to the town. “Rumor has it a woman, scorned by the man she loved, climbed up there and cursed the town before she jumped. Instead of falling to her death, she turned into a bat and flew away on the winter winds.” 
 
    Jennifer laughed. “I love ghost stories.” 
 
    Yvonne listened to all this and smiled internally. All Van needed to do to win the young woman over was be himself. And he was always going to be spectacular at that. Another block on, they popped into a Halloween store that specialized in handcrafted work. Yvonne made up a flimsy excuse of wanting to check out the wooden pumpkins – she did, but she also wanted Van and Jennifer to have as much time together as possible. They looked around the store with her, and Van kissed her cheek, knowing the ploy for what it was. 
 
    Outside Van and Jennifer pushed the stroller past more shops and restaurants, and started towards a big city park, where the noisy sounds of children wafted towards them. Van smiled to himself. “She wanted us to spend some time together. To get to know one another.” 
 
    “I thought she might,” Jennifer said, laughing. 
 
    “Let’s pretend we never knew.” 
 
    “Oh, of course. You work with furniture, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “Vice president. My father started the company. Well… my grandfather maybe technically started it. He and Dad used to make furniture out of the garage and sold a few pieces here and there. Dad took it to the next level. How about yourself? What do your parents do?” 
 
    Her smile faded and then Jennifer fixed it back in place. “My dad is a lacrosse coach. My mom is an assistant professor at the same college.” 
 
    “Oh hey, that’s pretty neat. How did they not rope you into a life in education?” 
 
    This time her smile did fade. “They, ah, tried. I wanted different things for my life.” 
 
    Van glanced at her, an eyebrow raised. “If I’ve hit a nerve…” 
 
    “No, it’s all right. Um, the truth is, they weren’t excited about my decision not to go to college. I wanted to do this ever since I was a kid, and going to college for something I didn’t want to do while spending tens of thousands of dollars on loans, it just didn’t make sense.” 
 
    “If you know what you want to do, go for it,” Van said agreeably. “And it seems like you’re great at being a nanny.” 
 
    “I wish my parents saw that,” Jennifer said. She smiled distractedly. “Sorry. It’s … family drama.” 
 
    “Mm.” He gestured towards Della in her stroller, snoozing away peacefully. “I have this dream, silly as it is, that Della’s going to want to build things, like me, Dad, and Grandpa. And Yvonne wants her to become a musician, or an artist, or a beautician like her. And the truth is, someday, she’s probably going to decide she wants to be a banker. Or a… I don’t know, cheesemaker.” Jennifer smiled at that. “I think there’s beauty to that. To finding your own path. If your parents can’t see that you’re doing just that, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Jennifer whispered, tears forming at the corners of her eyes. 
 
    Van stopped her with a hand on the stroller. “Hey, no, come here.” He offered her a hug, and she took it, gladly. There was nothing sexual about the gesture, and despite his good looks and the intoxicating scent of his aftershave and soap, in that moment, Jennifer only wanted comfort from him, and that was what he gave her, pulling away a second later to smile at her. “You want to talk about it?” 
 
    She did. They made it to the park long before she finished the story of going to her grandmother for her loans, and they settled on a set of wooden bleachers, watching a herd of small deer chew the grass. Yvonne rejoined them halfway through, and when she’d been given the broad strokes, she took Jennifer’s hand. 
 
    She might have offered up the same kind of encouragement as Van, but as Jennifer was wrapping things up, Della woke, stormy and ready to tell the world about it. They changed and fed her, and by that point, Jennifer had fallen silent again. 
 
    They spent a few more hours there in the city, and Yvonne got her wings at a fun diner specializing in chicken. It was a humanizing moment for Jennifer, seeing her beautiful boss with spots of sweet hot wing sauce on her cheeks and her husband dabbing a napkin in his ice water to clean her up before booping her nose. They drove home listening to the radio and singing along with some aughts classics. The ride cheered Jennifer up immensely, and when they arrived at the Hatcher household, she was all dazzling smiles again. 
 
    As she started to get into her car, Van caught the door, Yvonne just a few feet behind him. “Jennifer. How’d you like to be our live-in?” 
 
    She blinked up at him. “You’re serious?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “If this is about my story earlier…” 
 
    “It is, but not in a pitying way.” He gestured at the stroller and Della’s waving arms. “If this is what you want to do with your life, do it with us and Della for a while. As far as I’m concerned, however long you’d like.” 
 
    “I… is that all right, Mrs. Hatcher?” 
 
    Yvonne nodded, smiling. “Yes. Nothing would make me happier.” 
 
    “Then yes. Absolutely yes. I’ll pack some things tomorrow and prepare to move in Monday, if that works?” 
 
    “Perfect,” Van said, closing the car door on her. She rolled down her window and he reached out to shake. “See you then.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jennifer wasn’t sure how much of her own belongings would be too much to bring, so she started off simply with a set of luggage and her laptop. Besides, she didn’t want to give up the old apartment. At any time, the Hatchers might decide they didn’t need her, and it never hurt to have her own space, especially for the weekends which she’d still have off. 
 
    The new room was spacious, and made even more comfortable by Van hauling in a spare television. He explained that they wanted her to feel free to use their house as her own home, but if she wanted her own corner, she should be comfortable coming to her room to unwind. Jennifer set about unpacking immediately, and without thinking much about it, bent over to pick up one of her smaller day bags. For the first time, she caught Van glancing at her ass. His eyes flicked away fast and he apologized, but Jennifer was secretly pleased. She knew Van was crazy about his wife and Jennifer herself vowed never to do anything to jeopardize her working relationship with the lovely couple, but it was still nice to know he looked. 
 
    The budding sexual tension between the three of them had to be put on hold for about a week and a half. The park had been fun, but it left Della with a nasty respiratory infection that didn’t want to quit. She could barely sleep or eat, and was up at all hours crying her heart out. It was trial by fire for Jennifer. Yvonne and Van switched off often at night staying up with the young woman, and Jennifer tried to be there for them as much as she could, getting as little as four hours of sleep a night. The days were a little better, with Della usually crashing for an hour or so at a time here and there. Both Yvonne and Jennifer would try to catch catnaps in those brief interludes. There was little sexiness to be had waking up a few feet from each other curled up on the couch and an armchair to Della’s snuffling and crying, but it cemented their friendship and Yvonne’s faith that they had truly found the right live-in nanny. 
 
    A week and a half and two visits to the hospital later, and they finally saw Della through the worst of it. When they went a full day with barely a sniffle, Van practically pushed Jennifer out the door despite it not technically being her days off. He also presented her with her check a day early. 
 
    “Go. Have fun. You more than earned your keep,” he told her. “We’ll see you in a few days.” 
 
    As it turned out, Scarlett had the next day off, so along with a few friends, Jennifer hit the town. They ate at a fun new Chilean restaurant, hit up a college friend’s party for a while, then capped it off with dancing at a crowded bar with live music. It was a good night, a really great way to relieve the near constant stress of the last two weeks, but Jennifer found herself oddly wistful for the Hatcher household the whole time. 
 
    The next morning, a little hung over, she stalked her apartment like an irritated cat. Binging the last few weeks’ worth of her favorite television show’s newest episodes became a chore in boredom. Working out was more of a relief, but she wished she was jogging with Yvonne. With barely anything in the fridge, she ate an omelet at her favorite diner, thinking about Della and singing to her while she cooked for Yvonne and Van. 
 
    The weekend passed much like that. Intolerably slow, and though she allowed herself a great many simple pleasures, she was bored out of her mind. When she showed up again on Monday, she was fifteen minutes early and caught the Hatchers on their front porch, drinking coffee as Van bounced Della on his knee. 
 
    Van gave Jennifer the wide smile she’d been dreaming about all weekend. Well, one of two smiles, anyways. “You didn’t run off on us. Thought you might after the hell week.” 
 
    Della gurgled happily and reached for Jennifer. She took up the little girl and planted a big smack on her forehead. “Honestly, and I don’t mean to sound like a clingy stalker here, but I was bored out of my mind.” 
 
    “Really?” Yvonne asked. 
 
    Jennifer nodded. “Thought a dozen times about calling you two up and seeing if it was okay to come back here. Oh God, that sounds too weird, doesn’t it? I’m being weird.” 
 
    “Oh no,” Van said, his soft eyes crinkling. “We gave you Stockholm syndrome. One of us. One of us. One of us.” 
 
    Yvonne sprang to her feet, and surprising Jennifer, gave her a kiss on the cheek, a big wet one. “We missed you too, Jennifer. Come on in, get a cup of coffee, and join us before Van has to go to work.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Jennifer said. And when she stepped inside, it felt like coming home. 
 
    * * * 
 
    A few days later, Yvonne was up earlier than normal. Because of an early conference call with potential investors looking to open a branch of their chain, Van headed into work before the sun even rose. He tried not to wake her, but she heard Della fuss when he snuck in to kiss her goodbye. It wasn’t long before Jennifer and Van had the baby quieted again. He spoke a few words to Jennifer and then was out the door and off to work. 
 
    Yvonne sprawled out in bed, listening to Jennifer shuffle around before returning to her room for what Yvonne believed was more sleep. By that point, her own rest was too far gone to stay in bed, and she got up, yawning and ready for a cup of coffee. Maybe a dumpster full of it. Or a lake. Yes. A lake of coffee. 
 
    She smiled sleepily to herself as she padded down the hall in her sleepshirt. As of just a few weeks ago, the baby slept in the next room, sandwiched between Jennifer’s room and Van and Yvonne’s. She passed by her daughter’s room, thinking about maybe baking some cinnamon rolls, but a faint buzzing sound caught her attention. She tiptoed back to her daughter’s room, but it wasn’t coming from there. It emanated from behind Jennifer’s closed door. 
 
    Still wrapped in the murkiness of sleep, Yvonne thought at first it might be an electric toothbrush she was hearing, and she almost raised her hand to knock and see if Jennifer wanted coffee too. But the meaning of the sound finally caught up to her brain, and she froze. Completely, utterly froze. 
 
    A vibrator. That’s what was making that sound. Jennifer was playing with herself. 
 
    “Oh. My. God,” Yvonne mouthed silently. She’d thought of Jennifer with her and her husband before, but the idea of the young woman playing with herself somehow felt new and exciting to her. She glanced around like someone else might have made a sudden guest appearance in their house, but of course no one was there. The door was cracked open just wide enough she could hear Jennifer moan within. 
 
    It was a quiet thing, not even as loud as a whisper. There were no words, just a soft, almost rhythmic breath of need. The buzzing shifted around some, and Jennifer whimpered again. Yvonne’s lips parted. She shouldn’t be here listening to this. This was wrong on so many levels, an invasion of her employee’s privacy. No. Of her friend’s privacy. And yet every night they could get away with it, Yvonne and Van had been whispering about this gorgeous young woman to each other when they made love. Jennifer – and Van – was responsible for what were easily the best orgasms of Yvonne’s life, and the thought of Jennifer running a vibrator over her pussy and her clit made Yvonne squirm with need. 
 
    She didn’t move a muscle, save to slowly pull the hem of the sleepshirt up. 
 
    The buzzing continued. Yvonne wanted so badly to push the door open wider and peek in, but Jennifer could be so timid at times she feared it was too big of a move. Instead, she listened as Jennifer made a sucking sound. Her fingers, maybe? Who was she fantasizing about? A boyfriend? Van? 
 
    “…pread me open…” Jennifer whimpered. 
 
    Yvonne’s eyes widened. Her hem slipped up past her bared pussy, and she slowly began to rub her clit, a little greeting before she slid the fingers back down to her lips. She wondered if she could orgasm right there in the hallway, silently and before Jennifer finished. It was going to be fun to find out. She stroked her outer lips, massaging them as she felt her need bubbling up inside. 
 
    “Yesss….” Jennifer hissed. “Just like that, Mr. Hatcher.” 
 
    Oh fuck. She was fantasizing about Van. Yvonne teased her slit with her middle finger as she began to rub her palm around her clit. More sucking sounds, and Jennifer let out a higher pitched gasp. She stopped the vibrator, and Yvonne thought that was it, she’d come, but then the buzzing started again. Jennifer must have been listening, thinking she was making too much noise. Yvonne smiled to herself as she rubbed her clit harder and harder. Her other hand snaked across her sleepshirt to her breast and squeezed it before she slid her fingers up to her mouth. She couldn’t moan or speak, but she could do something else with her mouth and give herself something to suck on.  
 
    The buzzing increased in tempo, and Jennifer murmured, “Make me yours, Mr. Hatcher. Please, oh God…” 
 
    Yvonne closed her eyes and imagined it as the young woman was, Van spreading her pussy wide, giving her all his wonderful oral attention before he rose up, his cock in hand and aimed at the pretty young blonde’s slit. She rubbed her clit faster, using her fingertips now. 
 
    “Lick him while he fucks me…” Jennifer breathed. 
 
    Yvonne froze again, her fingers slipping out of her mouth. Was she… was Jennifer fantasizing about her too? 
 
    “…oh God… oh… Mrs. Hatcher… mmm… kiss me…” 
 
    Jennifer wanted her. Oh fuck. Oh fucking fuckity fuck. In went the fingers again, and Yvonne sucked them hard, fucking her own mouth as her other hand worked her clit so fast she was sure she was making some sound. But Jennifer was just as lost to her passion as she was. 
 
    There were no more words from the bedroom, just a series of soft gasps and wordless moans. But Yvonne heard everything she needed to, and it wasn’t long before she was rocking back and forth, two fingers strumming her clit, her other hand at her folds, plunging three fingers deep inside herself. Her orgasm rushed towards her, and she clenched her jaw and squeezed her eyes shut, riding it hard and silent as her body quaked. She very nearly fell into the door, very nearly cried out Jennifer’s name, but on shaky legs, she managed to stay still and silent, listening as Jennifer breathed out one final word. 
 
    “Commiiing…” 
 
    Yvonne hurried away, walking carefully back to her room and collapsing on the bed, giggling into her pillow. This wasn’t just hers and Van’s naughty fantasy. Jennifer was interested too. She snatched up her cell and texted Van quickly. 
 
    Call me when have a sec. 
 
    A minute later, no less, and Van rang her. She picked up, and he said immediately, “She’s not sick again, is she?” 
 
    Confusion. Sick? Jennifer? Then it struck Yvonne that he was talking about Della, and she laughed softly. “No. Are you alone? You’re not on speaker?” 
 
    “Ooh, is someone needing some of my sweet, sweet tenor to get herself off?” 
 
    “I just did,” Yvonne breathed into the phone. 
 
    “What, got yourself off?” 
 
    “Mm hm.” 
 
    Quieter, he said, “Tell me.” 
 
    “She wants us, Van. I heard her in her bedroom playing with herself. I shouldn’t have been listening, but…” 
 
    A long pause, and then he breathed, “Jesus.” 
 
    “I need to think. We can’t rush her. We do that, she’s going to run.” 
 
    “Agreed. Unfortunately, I gotta go. Good luck. My dick’s going to be hard all day.” 
 
    “That’s going to make for some awkward meetings.” 
 
    He laughed, told her he loved her, and hung up. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Jennifer felt a little guilty about pleasing herself in bed, but it had been weeks, and besides, she was going to wash the sheets that day anyways. By the time she was finished preparing a load, Yvonne came out of her bedroom, looking like a million bucks, as always. She had an odd expression on her face. Dreamy. Distracted. Jennifer had to ask Yvonne twice if she’d like for her to wash their sheets along with her own. 
 
    It was like that the whole day. Yvonne was clearly lost in her own little world. Several times she stared at Jennifer as though she was waiting on the nanny to say or do something. Jennifer shrugged it off and focused on Della and the housework. Not that there was much to do, outside dusting. She liked to do that with Della crooked up with her. The little girl was fascinated by the duster, and loved to waggle it. 
 
    “I think we’ve got a future neat freak on our hands,” Jennifer said to Yvonne. The other woman had been staring blankly at Jennifer again. Maybe it was wishful thinking, but it almost seemed like Yvonne was focusing on her ass. 
 
    When Van came home, he seemed twice as buoyant as always, kissing his wife with a naked hunger that left Jennifer blushing. He pecked Della on the cheek, and even gave Jennifer a one-armed hug. She kind of hoped he’d peck her cheek or something. That would have been nice, but it was probably too forward to hope. 
 
    Van turned to Jennifer again. “Would you watch Della for a few minutes? Yvonne and I need to tend to something. We’ll be just a few minutes.” 
 
    “Oh, of course!” Jennifer said. 
 
    Yvonne grabbed Van’s hand and practically yanked him out of the house. Jennifer smiled to herself. She had only ever been with one guy, but she knew the look of a couple desperate for a little time alone. She thought to volunteer to walk Della down to the store or something to give them time at the house instead of their car, but decided she’d probably better play dumb. 
 
    They came back in about ten minutes. Not a whole lot of time to fool around. They looked pleased with themselves, but didn’t have the mussed clothes or red cheeks of a couple who’d just been out for a quick romp in the hay. Maybe they really did have something to do. Hm. Oh well. Not her business. 
 
    Jennifer put it out of her mind. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Della was taking a nap in her crib. When Jennifer first started, the baby liked her bassinet much more, but within the last week or so, she’d really been taking to her crib and they encouraged it all they could since she was just about to outgrow the bassinet anyways. 
 
    In the meantime, Jennifer worked on a crossword from a big book of them as Yvonne settled in with her big baby bag and pulled out her breast pump. Jennifer did a double take. Yvonne usually used a throw to cover up when she did this, or went into the kitchen. But this time, she sat directly in Jennifer’s line of view.  
 
    “I hope this doesn’t make you too uncomfortable,” Yvonne said. “But I’m also tired of playing hide the boob. I mean, it’s just us girls and Van. It’s natural.” 
 
    “Nothing to be ashamed of,” Jennifer agreed. She forced herself to look back at her crosswords, but her gaze kept tipping back up. 
 
    “It’s all right to look, honey.” 
 
    Jennifer did, trying not to lick her lips as Yvonne opened her blouse. Her big breast was capped by a big, dark nipple, and it was everything Jennifer could do not to moan even if she’d seen flashes of it here and there before. “I’m sorry. I’m just, um, curious, I guess. Does that hurt?” 
 
    “Be curious! I’m always happy to answer whatever questions you have, honey. Hm. The machine doesn’t hurt. Well… it’s awkward. And I hate the damn thing, honestly. But it saves me from the worst of it.” 
 
    “Sorry, that is…?” 
 
    Yvonne smiled as she hooked the pump to her breast. “Infections.” 
 
    “Oh gosh, that would suck.” Jennifer winced at her choice of words. “Pun definitely not intended.” 
 
    Yvonne laughed softly. “Plus, I make so much that this really does help. Or else I wind up with accidents like when we jogged that first time. I prefer the good old-fashioned way, but Della will only eat so much and Van…” She stopped, blushing as she smiled secretively. 
 
    Jennifer settled the crossword down, her hips spreading without even realizing she was doing it. “Van… what?” she asked, hoping her voice wasn’t trembling. 
 
    “Oh, I, um… I may have said too much.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jennifer said. 
 
    They sat in silence for a while as the machine started thrumming. Jennifer couldn’t pry her eyes from the bottle slowly filling up. Or the breast underneath. God, to taste that… 
 
    “I heard it’s sweet,” she said. 
 
    Yvonne nodded. “Mm hm. Milder than you’d think.” She licked her lips and said quietly, “Okay, if I tell you something, it stays between us. I mean that.” 
 
    “Of course,” Jennifer said faintly. Her heart thumped in her chest and she leaned forward like they were going to whisper secrets to each other under the blankets at a sleepover. 
 
    “Van is…” Yvonne shivered. “…wild about the stuff.” 
 
    “Your breast milk?” Jennifer asked. Now her voice really was trembling, and she gripped her knees so tight it hurt. 
 
    “Mm hm. He can’t get enough. And it’s good, too, because I never go through all the milk I produce. He helps take care of me, and I… feed him.” Yvonne’s cheeks turned flaming crimson. “He’s very into it.” 
 
    “That’s…” Jennifer was at a loss for words. The thought of Van sucking the milk from Yvonne’s breasts… that was incredibly hot. Then the image of them doing it together crossed her mind and her lips parted. 
 
    Yvonne returned to expressing, and reluctantly, Jennifer turned back to her crossword. When Yvonne was finished, she turned off the pump and stared a long time at Jennifer. “Would you like to try it?” 
 
    Jennifer dropped the crossword. “Suck… the milk from you…?” 
 
    “Oh,” Yvonne said. A slow, easy smile spread across her face. “I meant from the bottle.” 
 
    “Oh. Oh!” Jennifer said. “I… I’m sorry. I… I… ah… couldn’t get the image out of my head that… uh… yes. Yes, I’d love to try a little sip. Just to find out. If that’s all right.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t offer otherwise,” Yvonne murmured. She still hadn’t done her blouse back up, and her nipple looked so inviting. Jennifer held back a moan as she rose up and stared down at the other woman. Slowly, Yvonne held out the milk she’d just pumped, and Jennifer brushed hers as she grasped it. Yvonne watched as she took a sip, and shuddered. That was definitely not Jennifer’s imagination. Nor was her boss spreading her thighs wide. Jennifer barely noticed the taste of the milk. She wanted to know how those thighs tasted. Yvonne’s pussy. 
 
    “Jennifer…” Yvonne murmured. 
 
    “Y-yes?” 
 
    “I’m going to need that bottle back.” 
 
    Jennifer glanced down at her hands, then back at the other woman. Yvonne slowly pulled her blouse back into place, smiling gently. Jennifer held out the bottle and said, “Uh. Thank you. It was… very good. So tasty. I can see why he’d… he’d want to suck your… uh… taste your milk.” 
 
    Yvonne rose up, and for a moment, the two of them were just inches apart. Yvonne’s breaths came as hard as Jennifer’s, and Jennifer knew beyond a shadow of a doubt something was crackling between them. If Yvonne had touched her, she would have given in. There would have been no denying her. As it was, Yvonne turned away, and headed for the kitchen to finish storing the milk. Jennifer stayed in the living room, collapsing into her chair again, rubbing her lips with the back of her hand. 
 
    * * * 
 
    To stay in shape, Van regularly hit a gym on his way home from work. Yvonne wanted to start going again too, and with Jennifer to help look after Della and the gym’s baby-friendly policy, they could all afford to start going in the evenings. Jennifer had never actually been to a professional gym, and felt both nervous and excited. 
 
    Whatever ideas Jennifer had about how gyms looked were reimagined the moment she walked in the door pushing Della in her stroller. The place was almost futuristically cool. Two turnstiles next to a big counter let people in and out of the proper gym, and to her left and right were small snack bars and sitting areas. A clerk behind the desk beamed at them. 
 
    “Mrs. Hatcher! Great to see you back!” 
 
    “Thanks, Renee. I’ve missed this place so much.” 
 
    The clerk leaned over the counter to peer at the stroller. “Awww. And who’s this little beauty?” 
 
    “Jennifer, our nanny,” Van said, and Yvonne smacked him as Jennifer blushed. “The baby, right. That’s Della.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, so adorable.” Renee shifted her attention to Jennifer. “New to the gym, hon?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” She held out her hand and the clerk shook it. 
 
    “Mr. and Mrs. Hatcher, you want to include her on your guest pass?” 
 
    Yvonne dug out her wallet from her gym bag, and opened it. “No, she’s going to be accompanying us regularly, so let’s go ahead and get her set up as a member.” 
 
    Jennifer blinked at her. “Oh, Yvonne, you really don’t have to do that. I’d be happy to sit out here with Della or we could go for a walk or-” 
 
    Van squeezed her shoulder. “Hush,” he said kindly. “You’re family now.” 
 
    You’re family now. 
 
     The words were at once warm and wonderful, but images of the moment with Yvonne days ago when she was pumping her milk rose unbidden in Jennifer’s mind. Guilt over her lust for Yvonne scratched at her heart. 
 
    Yvonne paid, and Van headed in as they got Jennifer’s paperwork sorted. The clerk went over the rules, which amounted to essentially being mindful and learning to use unfamiliar machines from the professionals on shift. Jennifer agreed, and when they finished, she hugged Yvonne tight. 
 
    “Thank you,” she murmured. 
 
    Yvonne hugged her back and held her at arm’s length. “You don’t know what you’ve meant to us, Jennifer. We are so happy to have you.” 
 
    Oh God, the things Yvonne did to her. Jennifer’s heart sped up, her eyes locked on Yvonne’s soft lips. She couldn’t speak for a long moment, and very nearly did it again, very nearly kissed the woman who’d taken her in and made her feel so beloved. 
 
    “I’m the lucky one,” she said, finally looking away at the stroller. 
 
    The workout wasn’t an intense one thanks to Jennifer’s unfamiliarity with the machines. A handsome young trainer about her age strolled over to her as she looked at a leg press machine. He was ripped, and apparently not afraid to show it off in his gym-branded tank and shorts. “Help you with that?” he asked, draping one arm over the back of the machine and clearly showing off his shoulders and the mass of muscles around his neck. 
 
    Behind her, Van said pleasantly, “Hey Darren. Jennifer’s with me and Yvonne. I’ll show her around.” 
 
    Darren grinned lazily. “Gym policy’s for one of us to help her get used to the machines.” 
 
    “I’d be more comfortable with Van teaching me, thank you,” Jennifer said.  
 
    Darren looked put out as Van pressed a hand to the small of Jennifer’s back. But the trainer backed away, and Van guided Jennifer to the seat. She glanced up at him, all too aware how close his cock was to her face behind his shorts. “Thank you,” she murmured. 
 
    “Not overstepping?” Van murmured back. 
 
    She took his hand and squeezed it. “No.” 
 
    Their hands clasped together maybe a touch longer than they should have, and Jennifer eventually let go and looked away, blushing. “So… umm…” 
 
    “Right.” He showed her how to adjust the weights digitally. The machine itself was pretty easy to understand, and she remembered enough from P.E. in high school to know to take it slow and do sets of reps. Van dragged over a bench and encouraged her until she’d finished, then pulled her to another machine, where she worked on her triceps. 
 
    Across the gym, Yvonne jogged slowly on her treadmill, watching the two of them. Seeing Jennifer fall so effortlessly in love with her husband. Watching her husband’s subtle gestures, marking his territory with brief touches, smiles, and his easygoing words. Yvonne was proud of herself. Oh, she was an evil genius. But she was also a horny as hell evil genius, and this seduction was going like gangbusters. 
 
    And okay, yeah, maybe she was falling a little bit in love with Jennifer too. How could she not? 
 
    After about half an hour, both Jennifer and Yvonne had worked up a good sweat. Van had barely gotten in any exercise, but a skip night wasn’t going to kill him. He tended to Della while Jennifer and Yvonne started towards the locker room. 
 
    “I didn’t give him much of a chance to get in his own workout,” Jennifer said. 
 
    Yvonne glanced back at her husband as he lifted Della out of her stroller. Her daughter waggled her arms and squealed with glee as he spun with her, mock gnashing with his teeth. “He’s a good man, isn’t he?” 
 
    Jennifer glanced back too and smiled. “The best I’ve ever met.” She blinked and quickly looked at Yvonne. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean… that is…” 
 
    Yvonne squeezed her arm. “It’s okay. I hope you meant it. In all the ways you want.” 
 
    Jennifer followed her into the locker rooms. “What does that mean?” 
 
    Yvonne shrugged as they settled their bags down on a bench. The locker room was empty save for the two of them. She stepped closer to Jennifer, and leaned in to whisper in her ear, “That it’s okay to look, Jennifer. To not be afraid.” 
 
    Jennifer’s lips parted, and Yvonne moved back. Her eyes locked on the nanny, Yvonne gripped the bottom of her tee and lifted it up slowly, showing off her stomach, her stretch marks, her bra… and finally her smile again as she kept her eyes on Jennifer. The young woman didn’t look away. Yvonne had been worried about this step. About pushing Jennifer too far. But she watched Yvonne with a naked growing hunger that Yvonne had been feeling every single damn day since Jennifer came to her doorstep. 
 
    The bra came up too, and Jennifer sucked in a slow breath. The cool air caressed Yvonne’s skin. Combined with the young blonde’s attention, her nipples hardened and Jennifer licked her lips. Still not breaking her gaze, Yvonne gripped her shorts and slid those down too, leaving her in a pair of sporty panties. 
 
    Jennifer dropped her eyes to Yvonne’s pussy as the panties inched down. Yvonne had trimmed herself into a straight line pointing the way to her hood and her clit. Her pussy glistened with her need for the young woman, and Jennifer inched forward. Yvonne nodded at her slowly, and Jennifer reached out with trembling fingers. 
 
    The door to the locker room opened, and another pair of women came in, one laughing at a story the other was telling. Yvonne turned for her towel on the bench as Jennifer finally looked away, her cheeks beet red. Yvonne slipped on her shower shoes and padded away, but when the other two women were out of sight, dressing in the next row of lockers and benches, Yvonne turned and looked over her shoulder. Jennifer was watching her again, stripping out of her sweaty clothes. The young blonde hesitated, then drew her shorts and panties down far enough to show Yvonne a peek of her cleanly shaven cunt. 
 
    Had there not been other people in the locker room, Yvonne almost certainly would have dragged Jennifer into the shower with her. As it was, she clenched her teeth as she fingered herself under the blast of hot water, trying not to cry out as she came in just minutes.  
 
    * * * 
 
    That weekend, Yvonne’s parents took Della for three and a half days. Yvonne told them the truth – she and Van were nurturing a blossoming relationship with their nanny and wanted some time to explore what that meant. Her parents, both of whom were open about their relationships with other people outside their marriage, understood and were thrilled to get their granddaughter for her first mini-vacation away from her parents. Van’s father, himself the product of hippie parents, had more questions and concerns, but wished them well when his son talked to him about taking a day off. He was mostly just irritated because they didn’t go to him to babysit Della. Van promised him next time, Della was all his. 
 
    Everything was set. Van made love to Yvonne the night before she would take Della up to her parents. When he slid into his wife, he asked her one last time, “Are you sure about this? All of this?” 
 
    “I love her, Van. Like I love you. That doesn’t mean I love you any less. But…” 
 
    “I love her too,” he murmured. “But we could very well scare her off.” 
 
    “That’s a risk,” Yvonne agreed. “But I want to try.” 
 
    “Me too.” He kissed her softly. “Everything’s going to change.” 
 
    In more ways than either of them was expecting, though Yvonne might have had the beginnings of a clue. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Della was gone, and Yvonne back home, making dinner with Van as Jennifer tried to stay out of their way. Dinner was simply homemade chicken noodle soup, but they were handmaking the noodles and that involved plenty of noodle flicking and teasing each other with sprinkles of flour. By the end of it, they looked like they’d been in a food war, and Jennifer giggled as she watched them. 
 
    The soup and the accompanying crusty bread were delicious, and once they were done, Jennifer cleaned up after them as Yvonne brought out her breast pump. There were a lot of dishes to do and the counters needed wiping. Jennifer listened with half an ear as Yvonne started up the machine, imagining her lips instead of that pump at the gorgeous woman’s breast. She couldn’t help it. She had to have a peek. 
 
    Van, she assumed, was searching for a movie for them to watch that night, but when she looked out into the living room, what she was made Jennifer gasp quietly. Yvonne had her legs spread wide as she sat upright on the couch. Van was on his knees beside her, his head at her breast. The pump lay forgotten on the table in front of them as Van sucked the milk from his wife’s nipple. Yvonne’s head was thrown back as she murmured to Van, and her hips, hidden from Jennifer by Van’s form, were rolling. Jennifer tiptoed to the side to see Van and Yvonne’s fingers deep inside her cunt, her skirt pulled up around her waist. 
 
    Jennifer’s eyes bulged. Yvonne tilted her head forward, blinking at Jennifer and smiling. She raised a finger to her lips – quiet. Jennifer nodded, and Yvonne stroked her husband’s head. 
 
    “That’s it, Van, suck my tits. I’ve got so much milk for you.” 
 
    “Fuck, it’s good,” he moaned around her nipple. 
 
    “Drink it up,” Yvonne purred. 
 
    Jennifer slipped behind the cover of the archway leading to the living room, and slid a hand down the front of her jeans. She couldn’t stick around long enough to get herself off, not without drawing attention from Van, but she couldn’t help playing with her pussy. Her lips parted like she was sucking the milk from the other nipple as she brushed her clit, her hips rocking gently towards Yvonne. 
 
    “Imagine Jennifer catching us,” Yvonne murmured, staring right at their nanny. 
 
    “Goddamn,” Van mumbled. 
 
    “She had a taste too. From the bottle.” 
 
    Van moaned and worked his fingers faster and faster into Yvonne’s cunt as Jennifer stroked her own sensitive clit. 
 
    Yvonne continued, “I think she’d like it more from the source, don’t you?” 
 
    Van murmured, “Uh huh.” 
 
    He pulled his fingers out and moved to the other side of the couch, his eyes locked solely on his wife. A few droplets of milk streamed out of the nipple he’d just been feasting on as he sank down onto the couch on the other side and worked his fingers back inside Yvonne. He latched onto her breast, his body rocking. Yvonne pulled her fingers out and cupped the breast he’d just left and held it up as though offering it to Jennifer. The other woman shook her head frantically and pointed at Van. Yvonne pouted, but ran her fingers through the droplets of milk and fed them to herself, keeping her fingers in her mouth for the moment and winking at Jennifer. 
 
    Jennifer knew she was already pushing her luck and slowly backed away, her fingers sliding out of her pants as she turned back towards the kitchen. A soft whimper of need escaped her lips as she thought about joining the two, but she was so scared of what Van would do when he found out about what she’d been doing with Yvonne. 
 
    When the other woman left them behind, Yvonne stroked Van’s head. “Goddamn it,” she muttered. “I thought that would do it. She went back to the kitchen.” 
 
    Van pulled away from her nipple and licked his lips. “Did we scare her off?” 
 
    “She wanted to play, but the way she pointed at you, I think she’s scared of you finding out about the two of us. I think tonight’s a wash.” 
 
    “Do we back off?” 
 
    “No,” Yvonne said, stroking his head still. His fingers finally slid out of her and she pulled them to her lips, sucking them as she thought. “I think we use the videos.”  
 
    * * * 
 
    Jennifer burned. 
 
    Her mind felt like fire. All she could think about in bed was Van hovering over his wife, sucking her tits and joining in. She imagined a dozen scenarios, her fingers joining theirs at Yvonne’s clit and pussy, her mouth at Yvonne’s breast. She imagined Yvonne pregnant again, nude on her hands and knees, Van behind her as she sucked and licked Jennifer’s pussy. She imagined Van sitting underneath Jennifer as Yvonne watched them both from her chair, a vibrator between her legs. 
 
    But dark thoughts swirled too. Of going to join Van and Yvonne and having the kind man round on her, rage and fire in his eyes at interrupting them. At Van learning about how she and Yvonne had been teasing one another. The worst was a variation on a scene that kept playing itself out over and over and over again, of getting in her car as Yvonne held a screaming Della at the door pleading with Van not to throw her things out onto the lawn, that she was sorry, that she was so sorry. 
 
    If Jennifer slept, she didn’t realize it. Night gave way slower than any other before it. She rose from her bed three or four times, trying to convince herself to stay, trying to convince herself to quit, trying to decide if she was doing more harm than good. 
 
    Finally light crept through the window. At some point she must have slept, she guessed, because she woke in a tangle of blankets and sheets she didn’t remember pulling tight to herself. Someone was fumbling around in the kitchen. Van, most likely. He was almost always the earliest riser, save Della when she was in a mood. Jennifer slipped out of bed, and pulled on a robe and tied it closed. She picked out her outfit for the day, wondering if it would be the last time she showered and changed in that wonderful house. God, how she’d miss them all. 
 
    But she had to confess the truth to Van, for her own soul if nothing else. He deserved to know. She would talk to Yvonne first when she was up and going, and she hoped they could talk to Van together. But if the other woman wanted her gone, she’d go and tell Van over the phone. 
 
    So preoccupied, she stepped out of her room. Van heard her door shut and called out her name. She poked her head into the kitchen. 
 
    “Didn’t wake you up, did I?” It was the same question he asked every time she got up when he did and she smiled at him sleepily. 
 
    “No. Van… I…” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Her throat worked, and she averted her eyes. “You’re a good man. I just… wanted you to know that.” 
 
    “Hey. Come here.” 
 
    She did, and he gave her a friendly hug. She wanted to bury her head against his chest and cry, but instead she backed away, sniffing. “Um. I really need to shower.” 
 
    “I’ll have a cup ready for you when you get out.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, her smile genuine. 
 
    “And pancakes later. Ohhhh man… pancakes,” he moaned. 
 
    Whatever plans Jennifer had of waiting to tell him with Yvonne flew out the window when she saw his sweet, guileless smile. The words tumbled out of her without warning. “Van… I… I’ve done something terrible. And please don’t hate Yvonne, okay? But…” 
 
    His eyes widened. “Jennifer…” 
 
    “We… have been kind of… um… flirting. It’s inappropriate and it’s my fault, not hers, and I’m sorry, I’m sorry, but I couldn’t help myself, she’s wonderful and beautiful and I’m crushing so hard on the both of you and…” 
 
    “It’s…” 
 
    But Jennifer was already retreating. “I’m sorry, I’ll shower and get my things and I’ll go.” 
 
    She fled for the bathroom. Van stared after her, then hurried to his bedroom. Yvonne was standing in front of their full-length mirror, checking herself out in the corset she’d decided on for the last stage. 
 
    “She just told me everything and she thinks she needs to leave us,” Van said. “We gotta hurry.” 
 
    “Shit,” Yvonne muttered. She rushed for their phones. “Where’d we put the paper?” 
 
    “I got it, I got it.” He took it out of his pocket and unfolded it. They both glanced at the paper, then the phones, and then at each other. The tandem movements might have been funny under other circumstances. 
 
    Yvonne wrapped her arms around his neck. “We can’t let her go any longer,” he said. 
 
    “No. This is torture for her.” She sighed. “Me too.” 
 
    “I’m nervous. Us. Della’s future.” 
 
    “I know. But doesn’t it seem right?” 
 
    He kissed her gently. “The only thing that’s ever felt this right was marrying you.” 
 
    They sent the texts they’d drafted the night before and headed for the hallway, but Yvonne stopped Van with a hand on his shoulder. She almost said it, almost told him the news she’d been waiting to drop on him, but instead, she leaned up to kiss him instead. He held her for a long moment, and then they rushed to finish the last stage of their plan to seduce their nanny. 
 
    Jennifer came out of the shower sniffing, but no tears had fallen. She held her back straight as she headed for her room. Yvonne could be mad, but she couldn’t have waited another minute to tell Van. She just hoped the other woman would accept her apology. 
 
    Someone had made up her bed. That was odd in and of itself – usually she took care of the beds – but her phone and a note were propped up against a pillow. The note said simply, “WATCH THE VIDEOS. WE LOVE YOU.” 
 
    Jennifer glanced over her shoulder, then back at the pillow. With trembling fingers she picked up her phone and entered her code. She had one new message from both Van and Yvonne.  
 
    She sat on the edge of the bed and played Van’s first. The video was being recorded by Yvonne, and the two of them were sitting in Van’s car. She vaguely remembered him in that outfit, but couldn’t recall when he’d worn it, so this must have been taken a while ago. He smiled at the camera, and Yvonne said, “So what do you think of our beautiful young nanny?” 
 
    Van’s eyes went elsewhere, and his smile became more contemplative. “I think…  hm… I think I’m falling very hard for her.” 
 
    Jennifer gasped, and clapped a hand to her mouth. 
 
    Yvonne said, “Tell me why.” 
 
    “Well, I mean, there’s the obvious. She’s gorgeous. She’s sweet and kind and funny. She has a heart as big as yours. Like… okay, when we went downtown for lunch the other day, she saw this homeless man. Not only did she give him a five, but she came back after lunch and gave him a sandwich. I tried to tell her I’ve seen the guy there on that corner counting bills before, and she shrugged and told me…” 
 
    “I’d rather give him five and him not need it than me not give it to him and him need it,” Jennifer murmured silently as Van did in the video. 
 
    “But it’s more than that,” Van said. “I come home and I’m always happy to see her. Like with you. It’s as if I’ve been stuck in one gear all day until I see the two of you, and then I’m suddenly rumbling forward. I hate having to go to work and not be with the two of you. Della too.” 
 
    “Do you want her?” 
 
    “Yes,” Van said immediately. “Absolutely. Yes.” 
 
    “Do you mind that she and I might play together?” 
 
    Van grinned. “No. I’d love to hear about it, though.” 
 
    “And the three of us?” The phone was spun to show Yvonne’s mad grin. “Like we don’t know the answer to that, huh?” 
 
    Off camera, Van laughed, and that was the end of that video. Jennifer heard something now, something from the kitchen. Pops, sort of. She listened for a moment, hearing Van’s soft voice urge his wife on, and she spread her legs wide, whispering his name before she started the next video from Yvonne. 
 
    “For the record,” Van said off camera, “state your name.” 
 
    “Yvonne Boobsie Boobsums.” 
 
    “This checks out. Mrs. Boobsums, do you swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?” 
 
    Yvonne grinned. “I do.” 
 
    “And what are your feelings about our Jennifer? Keep in mind, you are under oath.” 
 
    Yvonne clicked her tongue, and stared directly into the camera. “Jennifer. You are…” She fell silent and smiled. It was a tender smile, real, honest. “You, Van, and Della are the best things to have ever happened to me. Every day, I want to be a part of your life. And I want you to be a part of ours. As our nanny, and our friend. And for Van and myself, something more. I want you, Jennifer. With all my heart and soul. I hope you see that.” 
 
    Van was quiet for a moment, and finally said, “And there you have it.” 
 
    Jennifer ended the video. She sat, and cried, and finally wiped her face clean. She heard more of the soft pops and slurps, and stood up, smiling as she undid the knot on her robe and stepped out of it. 
 
    Yvonne knelt in front of Van in the kitchen, her curvy body wrapped in a red corset that showed off her spectacularly juicy ass. Her head bobbed back and forth on Van’s cock as he stood naked and watching Jennifer with a tentative smile. Jennifer smiled back, and inched towards them. He admired her body, her every curve, and finally glanced down at his wife. 
 
    “Honey. Jennifer’s here.” 
 
    Yvonne slid her mouth off his cock and glanced behind her. For the first time, Jennifer caught an eyeful of Van’s dick, and her lips parted. Yvonne smiled at her expression and glanced back up to her husband. “I’ve been waiting.” 
 
    “I know,” he murmured. “Let’s go to the bedroom and we’ll talk.” 
 
    Jennifer followed them to their bedroom. Van sat on the edge of the bed as Yvonne dropped beside him, stroking his hard cock. Both watched Jennifer, and Yvonne started talking first. “Honey, I’m sorry. I saw last night what we were doing to you, and I realized I should have been more honest from the start.” 
 
    Jennifer whispered, “I thought I was tearing your marriage apart.” 
 
    “No,” Van said. “If anything, you completed this marriage.” 
 
    Yvonne nodded. “I meant what I wrote. We love you, Jennifer. I love you.” 
 
    “Same here,” Van said. “You have brought us so much joy. If you’re angry or if you don’t want to be a part of this, we understand completely. But please… stay. Be a part of this relationship.” 
 
    Jennifer came to the bed finally and sat beside Van. She kissed his shoulder, her lips soft and warm against his naked flesh, and she reached around him to stroke Yvonne’s back, marveling at the silky feel of the fabric of the corset. 
 
    “I’m mad,” she said. “But… the kind of mad that really means I’m deliriously happy. Yes. Of course. Yes, I’ll stay as long as you’ll have me.” 
 
    “Forever,” Van murmured, and reached up to cup her cheek and her jaw with his hand. He leaned in and kissed her softly. Jennifer closed her eyes and breathed softly into him, her whole body easing into his touch. 
 
    Yvonne got up and moved beside Jennifer. They kissed next, and Yvonne stroked Jennifer’s hip. “Forever,” she agreed with her husband. 
 
    “This is going to make working for you so strange,” Jennifer said. 
 
    “We’ll work all that out, and we’ll always make sure you’re taken care of,” Van said. “Della’s our first priority.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Yvonne said. “Along with baby number two.” 
 
    Van kept nuzzling Jennifer’s neck, but then his wife’s words sunk in. His eyes went wide and he pulled away to gape at Yvonne. “Wait. Really?” 
 
    She smiled wider. “I just found out a few days ago.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Jennifer gasped. “Congratulations!” 
 
    Van was on his feet in a second. “Jennifer, just one…” He launched himself at Yvonne and dragged her down to the bed, kissing every part of her he could reach. She laughed, swatting at him, and then Jennifer joined in, kissing her neck, her cheeks, her nose, everything within reach. She managed to escape their clutches long enough to scoot backwards on the bed, but they chased her and she laughed as they started in on her feet. 
 
    “You have…” Jennifer said, kissing each of Yvonne’s delicate toes. “…beautiful…. feet.” 
 
    “Awww,” Yvonne said. Then to Van, she said sternly, “Take notes.” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” he said, kissing along the sole of her foot. 
 
    They worked their way to Yvonne’s calves, watching each other, all three of them reveling in the pleasure and the release of the doubts holding them in thrall. Yvonne slid her fingers along the fabric of her corset all the way down to her pussy as her two great loves slid their mouths up her body. When they reached her thighs, she parted her legs, anticipating their lips at her sex and moving her fingers out of the way. Instead, Van paused and lifted his head up, holding Jennifer’s eyes. He winked, and nodded up towards Yvonne’s belly instead. She grinned back at him, and Yvonne moaned, “Oh you evil, evil people.” 
 
    The tandem kissing and licking they’d been doing changed. Van went right for his wife’s breasts, because of course he did. Jennifer snickered as he pulled down the cups of her corset. “You really are obsessed,” she told him. 
 
    “My favorite couple inches in the whole world,” he said, grinning back at her, and then he slipped one of his wife’s nipples into his mouth. 
 
    As Jennifer kissed her stomach, Yvonne sighed. “My nipples are not an inch wide each, honey.” 
 
    Jennifer glanced up at her, “Ehhh, maybe with the areola…” 
 
    “Oh, shut up and kiss me.” 
 
    Happy to oblige, Jennifer bounced up the bed and laid next to Yvonne. She leaned in, but before her lips could brush Yvonne’s, she paused, blushing. “I’ve been bi for a while,” she murmured as Yvonne reached for her hand. “But I’ve only ever been with one guy.” 
 
    Yvonne leaned over and pressed her nose to Jennifer’s. “We’ll be good to you, honey. I promise.” 
 
     “Just tell me if I’m doing anything wrong, okay?” 
 
    Yvonne kissed her softly, and their lips brushed as she spoke. “There is no wrong. Not when it comes to this. You imagine what feels good to you, and you try it on me. I’ll tell you if I don’t like something. And I’ll really tell you if I do.” 
 
    Jennifer nodded, and glanced down at Van as he slid his hand down to the fabric stretched across her pussy. “Van.” 
 
    “Mm.” 
 
    Yvonne shook her head. “He’s impossible when he sees my boobs.” She bonked the back of his head, and he came up off her nipple. Tiny droplets of milk clung to his lips and he licked them with a flourish. “Jennifer’s trying to have a moment with you.” 
 
    “Sorry, what?” he asked. 
 
    “There’s something I’d like to ask you both,” Jennifer said. “I wanted to ask it before we’re all too gone to think about the consequences. I’m… not on the pill.” 
 
    “I’ve got condoms-” 
 
    “No,” Jennifer said quietly. “That’s, um, very much the opposite of what I’d like.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” Van said. Then he slowly grinned. “Baby?” 
 
    Yvonne shivered pleasantly thinking about Jennifer pregnant with her husband’s baby. “God yes. The two of us pregnant…” 
 
    “Right?” Van asked. 
 
    Jennifer blinked at him. “You’ll do it?” 
 
    “Uh. Yes. I will definitely be happy to finish inside our gorgeous young lover. I shall suffer through it. I shall somehow survive.” Van laughed softly. “Jennifer, I love you. I meant that and I always will. I told you we’d take care of you. I’d love a small army of kids around here.” 
 
    “Mm, me too,” Yvonne murmured. “Jen, you’re not just our nanny anymore. You’re our equal. If you want kids, you are absolutely going to have kids with us.” 
 
    “Then I quit,” Jennifer murmured and kissed Yvonne’s cheek. “I will stay home. I’ll take care of our little ones. I’ll help us live the best life we can have. You take care of me, and I’ll take care of us.” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful,” Yvonne breathed. “Van?” 
 
    Van nodded. “I love you, Jennifer.” 
 
    “I love you, Van. And you, Yvonne.” 
 
    “You too, sweetheart.” 
 
    Van kissed his wife, then Jennifer. He reached across his wife to stroke Jennifer’s hip. Yvonne wriggled down the bed to sit up and remove her corset. She watched her husband and Jennifer move together as effortlessly as if they’d done this a thousand times, smiling tentatively at one another as Van gripped Jennifer’s ass and pulled her to him, both of them on their sides facing each other. Yvonne got back on the bed on the other side of Jennifer, kissing the young woman’s shoulder. 
 
    “So beautiful,” she murmured into Jennifer’s ear. She buried her mouth against Jennifer’s neck, kissing, sucking. The other woman arched back against her, her mouth wide. Van’s hand on her thigh slipped down to her sex, and Jennifer parted her thighs for him, blushing as hard as she had the first time she’d ever made love. He explored her smoothly shaven lips, her small hooded clit, the tease of flesh between her bud and her sex. She was embarrassed at how wet she already was, but he seemed to like it, smiling faintly at her as he dragged his fingers through just the very edge of her inner lips all the way to her clit. Yvonne’s hand joined his as her lips kept up their devotion of the young woman’s neck, and she teased Jennifer’s clit as Van slid his middle finger gently into Jennifer. She moaned softly as he explored her tight depths. 
 
    “Goddamn, Jennifer,” he breathed, and brought his mouth to hers. 
 
    Yvonne stroked her new lover’s clit, watching Jennifer and her husband begin to mold to each other. Their kisses may have started gentle, but Jennifer’s need was building into a full-blown blaze. She half turned, moaning Yvonne’s name, and the other woman was there, kissing her as she worked Jennifer’s clit in harder circles. 
 
    “Like that,” Jennifer gasped, “Oh my God, just like that, please…” 
 
    Van’s finger worked in and out of the young blonde. “You’re so tight,” he said. 
 
    Yvonne pulled Jennifer onto her back and got on her knees to kiss the young blonde harder and harder. She tossed back her blonde hair and Jennifer grabbed for her, pulling her back down. Van began to move too, sliding down slowly along Jennifer’s body, tasting everything. Her cheek. Her jaw. Her delicate neck. Her collar. He didn’t even reach her breast before Jennifer’s hands gripped his hand and Yvonne’s. 
 
    “I’m right there, oh my God, I’m so close…” Jennifer cried out. 
 
    “Come for us, baby,” Yvonne whispered to her, seeking her lips again. Their tongues met and met, leaving glistening trails between them as they sought to devour one another. She stroked Jennifer’s clit, giving it a little flick now and then, and Jennifer screwed up her eyes, her orgasm right there. Van curled his finger inside her and wiggled it against the sensitive bit of flesh. Jennifer nearly exploded up off the bed, her back rising as she cried out. 
 
    “Mmmm! Fuuuuck! I’m comiiiiing!” 
 
    Her walls clenched at Van’s finger. Both her hands gripped his as she bucked hard, her hips slapping together and back apart, back together and apart. She finally let out a long gasp of pleasure, and laughed. 
 
    “This is real? This isn’t a joke?” she asked, her gaze directed at neither of them but the ceiling, as though it might answer her. 
 
    “It’s real, baby,” Van whispered against her neck, his lips sliding lower. He wanted her nipple, and he took it, nibbling the small nub as Yvonne stroked Jennifer’s face and smiled. 
 
    The older woman, without warning, hurried down the bed. She pulled Van’s finger out of Jennifer, and sucked it into her mouth, watching Jennifer. “It’s real,” she murmured around his finger. “And you’re going to love this.” 
 
    She let Van’s finger go, and Yvonne buried her mouth against Jennifer’s quivering pussy. The young woman came up off the bed again and fell back, her weight resting on her shoulders and her ass. “Oh my God oh my God oh my God, she’s licking me, she’s…” Her eyes screwed shut and she hiccupped out a gasping breath. “Mmm, fuck, mmm….” Her eyes shot open and she whispered, “I’m sorry, I’ve got such a dirty mouth…” 
 
    “I love it,” Van murmured around her nipple. 
 
    “Be yourself, sweetheart,” Yvonne said against her folds. She gave Jennifer a long lick and grinned up at the other woman. “Like me. I love licking this sweet cunt.” 
 
    Van glanced down at her and grinned. “That looks pretty tasty.” 
 
    “Want to join in?” 
 
    “Hell yes I do.” 
 
    They scooted Jennifer up the bed, and husband and wife got on their knees between her legs. They kissed each other adoringly before moving their mouths to Jennifer’s pussy. It was the single hottest image of Jennifer’s life, and one she’d carry with her forever. Van’s enthusiastic licking. Yvonne’s more measured, precise control over Jennifer’s cunt. Their hands roaming all over both Jennifer and each other. This was when Jennifer finally let go and relaxed. When she finally knew on a deep spiritual level these two really did love her. 
 
    Her body hummed to the knowledge, and she stroked their hair, her smile not leaving her face for a long time as their tongues and mouths moved all over. “Yvonne,” she begged quietly, “let me taste you.” 
 
    Without missing a step, the other blonde starting moving her body clockwise while still licking and sucking Jennifer’s clit and slick folds. She lifted one leg slowly up over Jennifer’s face, and Van leaned back for a moment to watch, stroking his cock as his wife settled onto the young woman’s face. And for the first time, Jennifer tasted another woman’s pussy. Not just any woman, but Yvonne, her Yvonne, and it was as lovely and musky as she’d dreamed about. 
 
    Yvonne shivered on top of her and stared down at Van. “Oh, baby, she’s a natural.” 
 
    She rolled her hips gently against Jennifer’s tentative tongue. The young woman tried to emulate what Yvonne and Van had been doing to her, opting for a mix of both his wild directionless enthusiasm and Yvonne’s precision, switching between the two on a whim. Yvonne settled her face back against Jennifer’s cunt, and glanced up at Van. 
 
    “Every time you come, it goes in her pussy this weekend,” she said. Jennifer moaned underneath her, and Van nodded. She lowered her mouth again, the two women locked in the hottest sixty-nine he’d ever seen. He jerked his cock slowly and watched as his wife and Jennifer licked and sucked at each other’s pussies, their moans and keens of need filling the air. He got back in the game soon, and knelt beside the two women, stroking the bounty of sexy flesh in front of him. On occasion he’d bring his lips down to one or the other – Yvonne’s rolling ass, the base of Jennifer’s pink lips, their sides, Yvonne’s back. 
 
    But mostly this was the women’s game for the moment, and they reveled in each other’s bodies. Jennifer’s feet left the bed and kicked at the air in slow lazy circles, her pleasure building much faster than Yvonne’s. Her body had been so keyed up for so long, and now that she’d let go, she felt like she was riding the edge of a wave constantly threatening to crash against the sands. She gripped Yvonne’s ass tight, and Van leaned in to whisper into her ear. 
 
    “Are you going to come for Yvonne, Jen?” 
 
    A muffled, “Mm hm!” 
 
    “I loved watching it the first time. Do it. Come for her, baby. Show her how turned on you are.” 
 
    “Aaaaan!” she moaned. He grinned at his name. 
 
    “When you’ve come, I’m going to take you, Jennifer. Do you want me to make love to you? Or do you want me to fuck you?” 
 
    A low, keening moan, then she gasped, “Uck ee! Ease!” 
 
    “Then that’s what I’ll do, baby. I’ll fuck you. And then when I’m ready, I’m going to come in that tight, pretty cunt.” 
 
    “Unnngh!” she cried against Yvonne’s hips. Her feet kicked harder and harder. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck a baby into you, Jennifer.” 
 
    “Uhhhnnn… oming!” 
 
    Her legs spread wide, almost doing the splits laying down, and her whole body shook as she cried into Yvonne’s pussy. The other woman kept licking as Jennifer clenched her tight, sobbing into her sex with her pleasure. Then Yvonne was sitting upright on Jennifer’s face, bouncing harder and harder, her lips and chin slick with Jennifer’s juices. She crooked a finger at Van, and he kissed her hard and hungrily, tasting as much of the young beauty on his wife’s face as he could. 
 
    “Fuck her, baby,” Yvonne gasped, bouncing hard up and down. “Fuck our little slut.” 
 
    Van positioned himself between Jennifer’s legs, and he took them and crossed them over one shoulder as he slid his cockhead through her slick folds. Jennifer tensed and went still as he slowly eased into her. 
 
    “Holy… shit…” he gasped. “Jennifer, you are so fucking tight. 
 
    “Hunnnnnngh!” Jennifer gasped as his first inch rested inside her. “Ohm, ohm, guh, guh… Aaaan!” 
 
    “Is it too much, Jen?” Yvonne asked. The blonde underneath her shook her head as much as she could, and thrust her tongue up into Yvonne’s folds. 
 
    Van kept sinking slowly into Jennifer as his wife rolled harder and harder against her enthusiastic tongue. Given the way her eyes were glazing over, Yvonne had to be close. She leaned back, her breasts bouncing with every hard thrust down onto Jennifer’s mouth. Her husband slowly reached Jennifer’s depths. 
 
    “Oh my God, look at that…” Yvonne moaned. “Oh fuck, you’re splitting her so wide open. God, God, oh God…” 
 
    There was so much left of Van that Jennifer couldn’t physically take. To go any deeper would be to hurt her. He rested deep inside her, watching his wife sprint towards her own orgasm, and then slowly he eased back to Jennifer’s entrance, his cockhead pushing out her lips obscenely around him. She was the tightest woman he’d ever been with, no question, and he took his time inching back in and out of Jennifer. He was already losing track of how many times she’d come – twice? A third? – but already, without even having really started to fuck her, she was going wild, driving up and down the bed as best she could to get him in her faster, deeper. 
 
    Van leaned forward, and Yvonne pushed herself towards him, her hunger blazing in her eyes. He grabbed the back of her neck and held her to his lips for a long, blazing moment as she panted her need into him. “Van, oh fuck, Van, I’m coming, I’m going to come on her face…” 
 
    “Do it, baby, show her how much you’ve wanted her.” 
 
    She nodded as she rolled her hips, and her hands jerked up to his head, clutching him as she bounced a few more times, Jennifer’s slurps audible underneath her. She quivered and gasped, “Jen, I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coooming….” 
 
    The pleasure ripped through her, and she gushed all over Jennifer’s mouth. The young woman sought to lick up every bit of her she could, and finally Yvonne fell away, gasping, clutching at the bedspread. She moved again to Jennifer’s side, whimpering, “Thank you, honey, thank you, that was so good.” 
 
    “I d-did all right?” Jennifer asked as Van fucked her hard and deep, getting faster with his thrusts. 
 
     Yvonne nodded frantically, blinking away tears. She cupped Jennifer’s slick face and kissed her, holding her tight as her body finally relaxed from the incredible orgasm. “Be with him now, Jen. Enjoy it.” 
 
    Jennifer nodded, and pecked her on the lips. Then she stared up at Van, and smiled. “Hi.” 
 
    “Hi back, sexy.” 
 
    She laughed softly. “You… are very, very good at this.” 
 
    He winked and flexed his cock inside her. “Thank you. But you make it easy. I love your body, Jennifer.” 
 
    “It’s all for you.” She sought Yvonne’s hand. “Both of you.” 
 
    “Now fuck her, baby,” Yvonne said to Van. “Like she wanted.” 
 
    He moved Jennifer’s legs off his shoulder and brought them nearly to her chest, his cock still deep inside her. He leaned over her, and nearly pulled out again before he plunged back in, much harder and faster than he had up until that point. Jennifer gasped her approval, and clutched at the back of her legs, her knees brushing her breasts, her weight resting largely on her shoulders. 
 
    “So deep,” Jennifer moaned, “you’re so deep.” 
 
    Yvonne sprawled out, loving the show. She drilled her fingers into her pussy beside Jennifer, matching the pace her husband set. Van could fuck like a machine when he wanted to, and he was in top shape that morning, pounding Jennifer’s delicate cunt with his big dick as the young blonde mewled. He didn’t slow down. Didn’t falter. His stamina, Yvonne knew, was goddamn scary at times when he wanted to drive her to orgasm time and time again. With this first time with Jennifer, that was exactly what he would want. What Yvonne had told him to do. Jennifer was not ever going to forget this day. This fuck. 
 
    Their bodies slapped together, a hard, fast rhythm that left Jennifer wordless. All she could manage were a series of syllables. “Va… guh… dee… fu… me… Yvah…” Her eyes rolled up towards the back of her head. Van didn’t give her an inch. He folded her even further, her feet near the headboard now and his body over hers, his legs spread wide as he fucked down into the young blonde. He couldn’t hold that position for long and didn’t want to. This was him showing off for both the women and they loved it. His hands slid under her shoulders and he picked her up, his cock still buried deep in her pussy. 
 
    “Wrap your legs around me,” he grunted, and Jennifer complied, her mouth open in shock as he began to bounce her on his cock in midair, standing on the mattress. 
 
    “Jesus,” Yvonne breathed. “Oh hell. Oh my God.” 
 
    He fucked her for long minutes like that, his body doing every bit of the work as the sensations rushed through Jennifer. Their bodies clapped together, and he didn’t seem to ever tire. Jennifer, on the brink of another orgasm, could barely comprehend it when Van pulled out of her and settled her back down onto the mattress, only to flip her over. She was too boneless to get up on her hands and knees, so Yvonne slid a pillow under her hips and Van fucked Jennifer into the mattress. Yvonne stroked her ass, her back, and kissed her shoulder and her face. All Jennifer could do was stare at her as she bounced up and down into and off the mattress with every hard thrust. Van was wordless, utterly wordless, his face tight as he focused on not coming in the young blonde, not yet. 
 
    Jennifer balled up her fists and whimpered, “Y-Yvonne… c-com…” 
 
    “I know, baby, he’s good, isn’t he?” 
 
    Jennifer nodded as best she could. “I never… kn… knew… it could be… like thisss…” 
 
    Her climax walloped her, but all her body could do was shiver. Her eyes rolled up again, and she hiccupped. Yvonne sat up and put a hand on Van’s chest. “Fuck me for a minute,” she ordered him. “Give her time.” 
 
    He nodded tersely and she dropped down, her knees spread wide for him. He mounted her in plain old missionary, but his face dropped to hers, their kisses hard and fast as he plunged into her with his cock still soaked in Jennifer’s juices. He gripped his wife’s ass as he thrust in and out of her, and she grabbed his back, her nails digging into him as he pounded her into the bed much the same as he had Jennifer. His breaths stormed in and out of him like a bull’s, his eyes almost furious. He needed to come. She knew that. But she didn’t want it to be in her. 
 
    She slowed him with a hand on his chest and murmured, “On your back.” His face went about seven different directions, but he pulled out and obliged, flopping down onto his back as Jennifer showed the first signs of movement since her last orgasm. She cupped her pussy, whimpering van and Yvonne’s name, her eyes still closed as Yvonne mounted her husband, her ass to his face as she slowly rolled on his cock. He gripped her hips and tried to thrust up into her hard and fast, but Yvonne glared over her shoulder and shook her head. For the first time in minutes, his eyes cleared, and he nodded. 
 
    Yvonne took her time, tugging her spill of blonde hair as she rocked on top of her husband. Her clit was too overstimulated at the moment to give her as much pleasure as it had at the beginning of this, but she had so many other places on her body she loved to touch during sex. Her hair was one of her favorites, because she could control the sensations. She tugged it hard now, not quite so hard that she was in danger of ripping it out, but pretty damn close. Van got the idea and did some of the work for her. She’d taught him well in that regard, and gasped when he got it just right, forceful but not violent. 
 
    Jennifer stirred, and slowly pushed herself up on her elbows. She smiled faintly at Van, and whispered hoarsely, “Jesus, Van.” 
 
    “I’m sorry if I got a little rough.” 
 
    “No. You don’t apologize one bit for that. Best sex of my life. I swear to God. Not that I’ve had much.” 
 
    He grinned. “Well, be ready. Because my wife told me not to come in anyone but you and after the two of you… mmm.” 
 
    “Oooh,” she said, and wiggled her bottom. Then she turned around and sat on her knees beside Yvonne. They kissed as Yvonne bounced up and down, and Jennifer reached down to idly stroke Yvonne’s stretch marks. She kissed them, then Yvonne’s belly button, and the soft line of hair leading to her pussy. Then her lips went back up and she lifted one of Yvonne’s breasts to flick her tongue along the bottom. The nipple looked oh so inviting, so Jennifer finally bent her head to it, sucking it into her mouth before she whispered, “Tell me if I’m being too rough.” 
 
    “I will,” Yvonne murmured, stroking the other woman’s head. 
 
    Jennifer hesitated, then began to suck gently at Yvonne’s nipple. Yvonne helped her by cupping it and squeezing it gently. Milk started to flow into Jennifer’s mouth, and the warmth of her lips and touch and Van’s cock deep inside her made Yvonne feel utterly content. She stroked Jennifer’s head and whispered her love again, and Jennifer smiled up at her before bringing her lips back to Yvonne’s. She tasted of Yvonne’s own sweet milk, and then Yvonne was sliding off Van. 
 
    She held Jennifer’s face in her hands, and whispered, “It’s time, baby. He needs us.” 
 
    Jennifer nodded, trembling. “Are you sure…?” 
 
    “Yes,” Van said, sitting up. Gone was the wild, rutting beast and back in its place was Van, kind Van, the good man both of them loved so much. 
 
    Yvonne kissed her softly. “Yes,” she said, leaning her forehead against Jennifer’s. 
 
    “Lay down then,” Jennifer said. “In front of me.” 
 
    Yvonne did as she asked, and scooted up onto the pillows, her thighs spread wide. Jennifer leaned down to kiss her pussy, and looked behind her to nod at Van. He positioned himself behind Jennifer, and slid home with a grunt of pleasure. 
 
    This last time was slow and good for all of them. Yvonne played with her clit and her sensitive breasts as Jennifer licked what she could as Van fucked into her steadily, if not fast. As fantastic as the sex had been, this last push was more intense than anything that had come before. Perhaps it was just the knowledge that Van was going to come soon, but for Jennifer, at least part of the anticipation was that this was her future. Van could make her pregnant in minutes. And there were questions in her mind, so many questions, about what life would become with these two now that she was more than a nanny but their partner. 
 
    But those questions could wait. For now, she bounced back against Van, having fun, loving Yvonne and him with all her heart. Yvonne came with a soft whimper, clutching Jennifer’s head to her pussy for a long moment. Then Jennifer was rolling with Van, riding him, joyously happy as she stared down at his smiling face. He told her he was close, and she leaned down to kiss him. Yvonne joined them at the last, nuzzling her husband, her new love. Her hand found Jennifer’s as Van tensed and finally released, his love spilling deep inside Jennifer as she cried out not with an orgasm but sheer joy. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Between the three of them, they pushed an army of strollers. Della rode at the front of the pack, a steady stream of words pouring out of her as she pointed out absolutely everything in their path. Much to Jennifer’s delight, her first word really had been “Jen Jen,” though Della pronounced it early on as “Gen Gen.” The trio’s other daughter, Mindy, was snoozing the day away in the second stroller. She was a very sleepy, quiet little thing who loved nothing more than a good nap. All three of her parents could relate. 
 
    And in the rear was Van with Joseph, the fussiest of the three, much to his mothers’ amusement. But that day, as they walked to the park, Joseph was silent and happy, waving his tiny chubby arms up at the sky as if to tell the clouds hello. 
 
    Jennifer glanced back at Van and flashed him a wide, wonderful smile. No longer their nanny, true, but still the woman who kept their house and home whole and healthy. Yvonne looked back too, and waved at their son as he cooed. Yvonne, who was the first great love of Van’s life, who had set this whole crazy thing in motion, who had believed in him to love another woman and still love her just as much. And he did. What Van held in his heart for one of them was unique and just as powerful as the feelings for the other. With Jennifer, Van found stability and warmth. With Yvonne it was passion and a roaring wildfire. 
 
    How a man should be so lucky, he had no idea. But like his son, Van glanced up at the puffy clouds in the sky, and waved. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! Please consider leaving a review. It’s one of the best ways you can help a writer out. And if you enjoyed these stories, how about checking out some of my other erotic collections? You won’t run into any duplicate stories, though you might find some links between characters in the collections. See if you can spot them all.  
 
      
 
    Delectable Fancies 
 
      
 
    A general collection of erotic short stories and romances, Delectable Fancies includes stories about a wife’s discovery of her cheating husband, consensual mind control, a playful take on the rich billionaire genre, and a road trip ménage novella. 
 
      
 
    Neighbors 
 
      
 
    Featuring two hot and sweet novellas, Neighbors focuses on stories about the women next door. The first novella follows a blossoming romance between a young college student and a slightly older neighbor. The other novel, a personal favorite, follows a failed actor as he returns home and falls in love with the hard-on-her-luck neighbor next door.  
 
      
 
    The Wives 
 
      
 
    These two novellas and a playful short story feature a married couple falling in love with a female houseguest, a wife’s secret desire to have sex on a train, and a sweet romance about a male barista falling for a woman who will only agree to date him for two weeks after a failed marriage has left her bitter and broken. 
 
      
 
    Bites 
 
      
 
    A smaller collection of short stories, Bites features a hot and heavy couple discovering their lust for each other minutes before cops are about to break down their door and arrest them for a robbery. Another story follows a married couple as they fall in lust with their new neighbors, a pair of sexy webcam girls. And a third long and sweet novella follows the proprietor of a new bakery falling for a junior executive, leading to a hot and sticky food play scene. 
 
      
 
    Wisps 
 
    
Four women are vacationing on Rahu Island for wildly different reasons. Some for love, some to get away from it all, and some to have the wildest time of their lives. Four intertwined stories of love and lust await! 
 
      
 
    Bodies of Knowledge 
 
      
 
    Seven short stories and novellas about hookups between the sexiest teachers and students (all over nineteen!) at Hudwell Academy await readers in this lengthy collection. Featuring super-hot gangbangs, wild orgies, and sweet romantic one-on-one scenarios, this one has a little bit of everything for those who enjoy college fantasies. 
 
      
 
    Ginger Bred 
 
      
 
    On a quiet Christmas Eve in New Bainbridge, twelve men and women are about to be given gifts of love and lust in this steamy holiday collection. Featuring everything from ultra-sweet one-on-one romances to raw, frenetic orgies, there’s sure to be a present under this particular tree to satisfy your Christmas cravings. 
 
      
 
    Casual Games 
 
      
 
    A crazy hot collection of novellas and short stories focused around games of all kinds – (fictional) video games, pen-and-paper games, massively online games, and even a simple game of basketball with a scorching conclusion that will leave you breathless and ready for more. 
 
      
 
    Strings 
 
      
 
    What worlds would open up to you if you could control someone’s mind? For one man, that means becoming a billionaire playboy with nothing better to do than scores of gorgeous women… right up until the point when he falls in love with an alluring guest at his sex club. Combining a full-length erotic novel about mind control and coming to terms with the costs of the ultimate power with a sweeter short story about opening up to saying yes, Strings commands you to check it out. Yes, I hate myself for that joke. 
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    Find me on Facebook! 
 
    https://www.facebook.com/writeriansnow/ 
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