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Chapter 1

“Is there something wrong with me?” Molly’s words were followed by a sniffle, and Claire didn’t resist, leaned forward and put her arms around her friend, holding her tight. The mocha-skinned woman held her back, and they stayed like that for a few moments, just enjoying their proximity.

“There’s nothing wrong with you, sweetie.” Claire leaned back, caressed Molly’s face, tenderly. “Some men, and women, are just dicks.”

Molly chuckled at that, though the motion was tainted by sadness, and Claire seethed inside. If she got her hands on Reubens…

There was nothing to be done now. She had never liked him, but Molly had seemed in love with the man, and she had supported her friend. Now she wished she had made Molly listen to her. It was too late. Once more, all she would be able to do was comfort her oldest friend.

It wasn’t the first time, and she very much doubted it would be the last. There was nothing wrong with Molly exactly, but she was very unfortunate in the lovers she chose. Three hard breakups in the last two years, several others before that period, and every time Claire had been the there to pick up the broken pieces of her friend’s heart.

Her own heart ached in turn, and she bit her lower lip. It took her a long time to admit, but she loved Molly as more than just a friend, a part of her had fallen in love with the mocha-skinned woman when they were still in college. Nothing ever happened between them, though there had been times when it seemed it could.

Claire sometimes wondered how things between them might have gone, but she didn’t regret it exactly. She was married to a lovely man after all, a person that loved her who she loved in turn, and she was happy. Still, it hurt to see Molly suffer.

If only there was something that could be done to make the other woman happy…

Without really noticing it, Claire kept caressing Molly’s face as she pondered all of that, and she couldn’t help but look into Molly’s dark eyes, found them centered on hers. Claire’s mouth got dry. There was something in the woman’s gaze that made her heart beat a little faster, and without really meaning to she kind of leaned in, stopped herself when she realized what was happening and moved back.

“Let me get something for us to drink.” Claire got to her feet, turned her back on Molly and ignored how loudly her heart was beating. Fortunately, Molly didn’t make any comment, allowed her to go on without a word.

Claire pressed her back against the kitchen’s door after she walked past it, breathing hard. She wasn’t imagining what almost happened, was she? The two of them almost kissed, and she didn’t know what to think. Oh, Claire had always liked men and women, she felt something for Molly, had for years, but she was happily married, and she didn’t want to put her marriage to Leo at risk.

And certainly, letting anything occur when Molly was just coming from a breakup, even if it was only a kiss, was a mistake. No matter how much those lips tempted her.

It took her a minute to regain some semblance of control, then she scrambled for a drink for both of them. She settled for a red wine she had been saving for the next time she and Leo had a romantic dinner. Grabbing the bottle and two glasses, she returned to the living room, swallowed a little when she let her eyes rest on her friend.

Molly had always been gorgeous, but now that she came so close to kissing her, the dark-skinned woman seemed even more attractive somehow. Her dress certainly helped in that, showing off quite a bit of cleavage, and Claire found herself eyeing that flesh before she realized what she was doing and moving forward, trying to keep her libido under control.

It wasn’t the time; it wasn’t the right person. She needed to keep control of herself.

“Here.” She gave Molly one of the glasses, poured her wine, and then blinked when Molly drank it down in a single gulp and extended the glass once more. For one moment, she almost pulled back, but in the end pursed her lips and poured more of that drink. Fortunately, Molly didn’t gulp down that one.

Claire hesitated. She didn’t know if saying anything would help the woman in any way, or if she should remain silent and just let Molly vent.

“Look,” She started eventually, prompting Molly to look at her. Only then did she realize her friend had been avoiding her gaze, and the thought made her ache for some reason. “There’s nothing wrong with you, Molly. You’re just unlucky in your lovers.”

“Maybe that does mean there’s something wrong with my tastes.”

Claire bit her lower lip before replying to the bitter words. “Or the people you fell in love with just weren’t worth it. You’re one of the most amazing women I know, Molly, you’re smart and gorgeous, and if I wasn’t married…”

The blonde trailed off when she realized what she was saying, and this time she was the one that looked away. Her heart was beating quickly, Molly’s gaze seemed to burn her, and it wasn’t easy, but Claire raised her head and met that gaze head on. There was something like want and need and desire all at once in Molly’s eyes, and Claire swallowed.

It almost seemed as if Molly would close the distance between them once more, though fortunately she didn’t. Claire wasn’t confident she would have been able to resist, to stop the other woman.

They stayed like that, just gazing at one another, not quite knowing what to say.

And then the sound of the main door opening reached them. Claire almost jumped at the sound, and she wasn’t the only one, Molly moved away from Claire, seating further away on the sofa.

Claire tried to put a smile on her lips, but she became certain something about it was lacking when her husband entered the living room and smiled at them, then narrowed his eyes at her. “Hi! Didn’t know you were coming today, Molly.”

“I wasn’t expecting too.” The dark-skinned woman said, not quite meeting Leo’s eyes. “Things didn’t work out between Reubens and me…”

She didn’t say anything else, but she didn’t need to.

“Do you want me to do something about him?” Leo’s voice was somewhat teasing, but Claire knew her husband well enough to say he would have no trouble in having a talk with the other man. Her heart felt a little lighter as she looked at her beloved.

Leo was a good man, a handsome man, and she never regretted marrying him. Tall, with short brown hair and a little of stubble, blue eyes and broad shoulders, Leo made most of her friends jealous of her, and she could easily understand why. And not only was he handsome, he was gentle, a hard worker. Theirs wasn’t the richest family out there, but both of them worked hard. For the most part, Claire would say her life was perfect.

A glance at Molly still made her want though, and she had to try her best to hide that reaction, bury it deep down. No matter how much part of her wanted it, she couldn’t risk her marriage for a fling with her best friend.

Lost in thought, she almost missed the reply Molly gave her husband.

“No, no, that’s not needed. Thank you, Leo.”

Claire’s husband simply nodded. “You know you can always count on us.”

Molly eyed him for a few moments, smiled softly. “I know.” She shook her head once more. “I should leave.”

Claire opened her mouth, closed it without saying anything, not quite knowing what she could say to comfort her friend. Molly smiled at her, and in the end, Claire only smiled back, tried to show how much she cared for her friend with the gesture.

It didn’t take long for Molly to grab her things and leave without another word, and Claire watched her go, bit her lower lip at the same time.

And then her husband’s question made her freeze in place. “Did anything happen between you two?”


Chapter 2

“What do you mean?” Claire was fidgeting, and Leo’s eyebrows rose. He could never remember seeing his wife as nervous as this, and over such an innocent question as well.

“Well, both of you seemed strange when I entered.” He shrugged. “I thought maybe the two of you were pissed at one another, or something.”

“Why would we?”

“No reason.” Leo couldn’t help but think his wife looked too defensive, but he was sure that if it was anything important, she would tell him later. He figured it was something about Molly, and he could understand how that might unbalance his wife. The two women had been friends for a long time, and Claire certainly didn’t like the thought of Molly getting hurt.

There might be more to it as well. Leo wasn’t blind, he could see the gazes Claire sometimes threw at Molly, and knew part of his wife was attracted to the mocha-skinned woman. He could understand that very well, he himself might have tried something with the woman if he wasn’t married, Molly was gorgeous and fun and a good friend overall, but he was happy with Claire. Sometimes though, it seemed his wife wanted more.

He didn’t quite know what to think of it.

Oh, he had been surprised when he first discovered his wife was attracted to women as well as men, and part of him felt it was kind of hot, wondered if she wanted to experiment sometime. Nothing ever happened on that front, and he didn’t regret it, he was in love with Claire, his beautiful blonde wife was more than he needed.

Yet Claire would always look a little differently at Molly, and he knew she loved the other woman. He didn’t understand why nothing had ever happened between them, he knew Molly was as bisexual as his wife, the two of them could have been happy together. Maybe it was the timing that always kept them apart, maybe it was something else. Whatever it was, it didn’t matter, Molly and Claire had never been together, but Leo knew the blonde certainly wouldn’t mind.

He hesitated, then slowly approached the blonde, put one hand against her waist. Claire inhaled at that, looked at him with eyes burning with lust, not all of it for him, and for some reason that only made him want to kiss her even harder. He did so, pulling her against his front, enjoying the sensation of her breasts pressing against his clothed chest, and the way she moaned when he cupped one of her buttocks.

It wasn’t easy to resist the temptation to push her against the sofa and take her right then and there, but he did it. Much to his surprise, Claire seemed the one that didn’t want to stop, whined when he slowly disengaged from her, pouted at him when he took a step back.

Leo’s hands twitched at the sight of his wife, at her messy hair and the lust in her face, her heaving chest. “I think we need to talk.” He said after closing his eyes, the only manner he found of resisting that sight.

“What about?”

“You and Molly.”

Claire froze, something like fear taking hold of her features, and Leo almost cursed to himself. He should have been more careful with his words.

He hesitated again, realizing his wife wouldn’t say anything until he said something more. “Look, I’m not blind, Claire, I can see your attraction to her.”

“Nothing ever happened between us.”

He smiled at her. “I know, and I trust you Claire.” He moved closer to her once more, opened his arms. She didn’t hesitate before hugging him, and their close proximity was far more innocent than before. “But I can see maybe part of you wants something to happen.”

Claire leaned back, looked him right in the eyes. “And you’re fine with that?”

“Why would I say anything about it if I was against you having some fun with her?” His wife gaped at him, and he chuckled. He took hold of her face, caressed it softly, tenderly. “I love you Claire, you’re the woman of my life, and I would do almost anything to see you happy. I can’t say I would be alright with you being with another man, but with Molly? I’ve long suspected a part of you wanted more than just friendship with her, and I don’t think I’ll mind much if you play around with her.”

The blonde pursed her lips, and Leo started wondering if he made a mistake of some kind. “And what if I don’t want to play around with her? What if I want more?” Claire’s voice was faint, somewhat defeated.

It took Leo a few moments to process the words, his mouth opened and closed, and at first, he didn’t know what to say.

He loved Claire. Of that, he had no doubt and he would do anything to see her happy, even give her away if it was needed. The thought made his heart ache something fierce, and his breath became a little more difficult to draw, but if that was what Claire needed to be happy... “If you want to be with her, I can leave.” He stammered a little as he said it, drew back from the blonde, his heart aching.

Claire blinked at him, then her eyes widened. “That’s not what I meant. I don’t want to leave you.”

Leo inhaled deeply at her response, feeling relief invade his body.

A small smile took hold of the blonde’s lips, and he couldn’t help but glare at her. “I’m attracted to Molly, always have been if I’m honest about it.” Claire started softly, her words gaining strength as she continued. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t love you. I want to stay at your side for the rest of my life, Leo, and nothing will ever change that. It does pain me to see Molly as unhappy as she is. I want to make her happy, I want to kiss her and more.”

“You want a relationship with her.” That was what he could gleam from her words.

“Maybe, I don’t know.” Claire shrugged, her frame fidgeting just slightly. “I want the best for her, but I don’t know if trying to make a move would be the smartest thing.”

For a moment, Leo didn’t know what to say, then gathered himself. His thoughts ran at what seemed to be a thousand miles a minute. “Do you want a relationship with her? I have to admit it would be a little strange, but I think I could live with that.” Despite his words, there was some hesitation from his part, and his wife noticed it.

“I want her to be happy, I want the two of us to be happy.” Claire’s eyes lighted up as if she had just made a realization, and Leo found himself swallowing at how gorgeous she seemed all of a sudden. “And maybe that can happen.”

It took him a while to understand. “Wait, you mean the three of us?”

“Why not?” Claire moved forward, and her excitement was obvious. Her eyes smoldered with want, and Leo didn’t resist her when she pressed against his front, brushing her entire frame against him. “Molly is unhappy, she’s gorgeous and I want her, and I’m certain you wouldn’t mind having her in our bed, our home. Why not try? Many others do.”

“You don’t know if she’d be interested.” He pointed out, trying to prepare her for the possibility. He didn’t want Claire to get ahead of herself and regret it later.

“Oh please, you haven’t seen the peeks I saw her sneak at you more than once.” Amusement showed in Claire’s face. “And today we almost kissed, only stopped at the last moment. If we do this…”

Leo grabbed her, pulled her closer and pressed one kiss against the blonde’s lips, silencing her. “If we do this, we’ll do it properly. We talk to her as friends, see what she thinks. And then, if she wants, we can try.”

Claire smiled at him. “This is why I love you.”

He found himself smiling back at her. The situation was a little strange, he could admit it but, like his wife, part of him was excited about the possibility of Molly becoming their lover. He had always found the mocha-skinned woman attractive; he certainly wouldn’t mind bedding her. And the thought of seeing Molly and Claire together, the two in bed, pleasuring one another, made him want as he hadn’t in a long time.

His wife shrieked in surprise when he grabbed her and pulled her towards the room, and then moaned when he started kissing and baring her.

That night was quite lively between them, and they fell asleep in each other’s arms, wondering if sooner or later someone else would be joining them in there.


Chapter 3

After what almost happened between Claire and her, Molly hesitated before accepting Leo’s invitation to dinner. She had lost control, had let a part of her that she had thought was buried deep inside come to the front.

Her love for Claire was old by now, she thought it had passed, that she had recovered from it. She should have known better. Every time she had a breakup, she went to the blonde, found comfort in Claire’s arms. Every time her buried want came back, made her remember why she had fallen in love with the blonde and wonder.

She had never been as close to making a move on Claire as she had been the last time they were together, and she didn’t know how to feel about it. Part of her wanted to kiss the blonde and forget about everything else, see how Claire would react and then see what they could do. She couldn’t do it though, not when she risked destroying her friendship with the attempt, not when, even if she succeeded, she would be putting Claire’s marriage to Leo at risk. Her friend was happy, and Molly shouldn’t do anything that hindered that.

It was still tempting though. She could make Claire just as happy as Leo made her, she was sure of it, she would dedicate her life to make the blonde happy if need be. It couldn’t be, but it didn’t change the fact they had almost kissed. They were both bi, it wasn’t too strange that they might be attracted to one another, but it was more than that.

Once upon a time, there might have been something more between them, but neither of them ever took the plunge and asked the other out. Now Molly couldn’t help but think she had a second chance, that Claire might want her as well, and all Molly would have to do to get it was risk her friendship with the blonde and with Leo. Risk tearing their marriage apart.

If she was a good friend, she would stay away, try to avoid Claire as much as she could.

She wanted the blonde too much. She might not make a move, but she didn’t want to be far either, wanted to have the blonde on her sights, to appreciate her figure and dream of what possibilities there might have been between them.

Her legs shook all the way from her car to the entrance of Claire’s house. She tried to hide her disappointment when Leo was the one that opened the main door and then smiled at her. His eyes quickly moved over her frame, and Molly preened a little at it. She couldn’t help that really, every woman liked to be appreciated, and that was certainly what showed in Leo’s eyes.

It was natural, her dress was short and tight, and it showed quite a bit of cleavage. Maybe she wouldn’t make a move on Claire, but that wouldn’t stop her from trying to tempt the blonde a little, maybe her husband as well. If Leo wasn’t Claire’s husband, she might have tried to have a little fun with him a long time ago.

With Claire things were a little different. She loved the blonde, knew she shouldn’t, but couldn’t help her heart.

“Come in.” Leo smiled at her, and she saw something in his eyes that made her a little curious. She didn’t know what it was exactly, but her skin broke into goosebumps at it.

She entered when he gestured for her to do so, had to resist the urge to look over her shoulder at him and strutted forward, shaking her hips a little more than was needed. Maybe she wouldn’t mind tempting Leo a little, even if she would never try more than that.

From his attire, Leo must have been the one preparing the food, and Molly relaxed at it. There was much to love about Claire, but she wasn’t as good in the kitchen as she thought she was. “Claire is going to join us in a bit.”

Molly couldn’t help but frown a little at that. “Did something happen…” Her words trailed off when she saw the other woman walk down the stairs, and she swallowed slightly at the smile she was graced with. Molly had dressed well, but Claire had outdone her easily. The black dress she had on molded itself to her every curve and showed a far more impressive bit of cleavage than Molly’s. It also left the blonde’s legs in display.

Mouth dry as she watched the blonde come closer and closer, Molly just stilled in place, barely reacted when Claire got right on her face. “I might have overdone things a little, but I kind of wanted to dress to kill.” Molly gulped at the words, at the other woman’s scent, and she barely reacted when the blonde leaned forward and laid a peck on one of her cheeks.

There was no denying that might very well happen. If her heart was any indication, Molly was certain the other woman was quite close to killing her off with excitement, and she couldn’t help herself, let her eyes move over Claire, feasted on that sight.

She wasn’t the only one. When she caught sight of Leo, she saw him staring at his wife with a burning heat in his gaze, and Molly couldn’t help but flinch a little at that. She wanted someone to look at her that way, wanted to be in Leo’s place, wanted it to be her bed that Claire would end up at the end of the night, to get to unravel that dress and play with the flesh beneath it.

Now more than ever, she regretted accepting the invitation, even if the sight of Claire in that dress was almost enough to make it worth it.

Dinner was strange. There wasn’t any other word Molly could use for it, and she couldn’t understand why. She caught her hosts exchanging several strange glances and then look at her, she saw them eye her with something she would almost call hunger, but knew she must have been mistaken at the same time. And yet…

She fidgeted a little when Claire’s eyes lingered on hers, when the blonde eyed Molly as if she was a treat she wanted to taste. Molly preened a little under that gaze, she couldn’t help it really and loved how Claire’s eyes darkened almost immediately.

Those weren’t the only eyes looking at her with desire. Leo smiled at her as he poured her a little more wine, allowed his hand to brush against hers after that, and Molly’s heart started beating harder.

Enough was enough. She wasn’t a fool, her friends were messing with her on purpose, and she wanted to understand why. “What’s going on?” Some hurt colored her voice despite her best attempts at hiding how she felt, and she had to struggle not to let a tear escape. She didn’t think Claire would have played with her like this, in a moment she felt so vulnerable. There must have been something more going on.

The couple exchanged glances once more, and Molly felt her anger become just a little more pronounced. Claire was the one that turned to her, bit her lower lip. The obvious hesitation in her friend’s face gave Molly pause, made some of her anger vanish.

“There’s been something we’ve been meaning to talk to you about, but we don’t quite know how to start.” Claire paused then, looked at her husband and back at Molly, who couldn’t help but feel a little strange about what she saw in those blue eyes. “I’m going to be as direct as I can, and apologize if I shock you with my offer. Do you want to be with us?”

Molly’s heart started beating faster, but she didn’t let herself hope. “What do you mean by that?”

Claire smiled at her. “I think you know.” A gasp escaped Molly’s mouth, and she couldn’t look away from the blonde, her heart beating as quickly as it had ever done. Happiness, doubt, fear, hesitation, want, all those emotions invaded her at once, and she didn’t look away from the woman she had fallen in love with many years before, not quite knowing if she was telling the truth or was only messing with her.

Deep down, she knew. Claire and her knew each other too well, the blonde would never offer her this if she didn’t mean it, she wasn’t playing around.

Molly breathed harder, so much she almost started hyperventilating. When she saw that, Claire got to her feet, moved closer to her, and then kneeled at her side, reaching out and grabbing one of Molly’s hands, holding it softly. Something about the gesture made Molly’s heart skip a beat, and she couldn’t look away from the face of the woman she had wanted for more than a decade.

“There’s something missing in our lives, isn’t it?” Claire tilted her head, smiled. “I love my husband, and he loves me.” Here she turned to look at Leo, who smiled at her, gently. “But I find myself wanting more. You on the other hand never truly found someone who could love you fully, someone you could belong to with all of your heart. Maybe its pretentious of me, but I think we could be the ones for you. And I want to try.”

Molly couldn’t look away from that blue gaze at first, eventually forced herself to do it. Her eyes stopped on Leo, and her voice came out rough. “And you’re ok with this?”

“I will do anything to make my wife happy. And well, you’re gorgeous, Molly, it’s not as if having you in our bed will be a burden, will it? Unless you would prefer to be with Claire alone?”

Molly opened her mouth and closed it, not quite knowing how to reply to that. The other two gave her the time she needed to think, and think she did. Oh, her heart sped up when she thought about Claire, she loved the blonde, but it wasn’t as if Leo was unattractive. And what the two of them were offering her? It would be easier to have the three of them as a group than to have Claire love one and then the other.

If she focused simply on the rationality of it, the three of them together had a better chance of working than two couples with the same person. And, well, it wasn’t as if she hadn’t imagined herself bedding Leo a few times before, she wouldn’t mind having him.

Claire’s touch became a little more intense, Molly looked at her. “It’s ok if you need some time to think, this is just an offer. We can all forget this ever happened if you want.”

“I don’t need time to think.” Molly smiled, widely, and before the blonde could blink at her, she closed the distance between them and pressed her lips against Claire’s. The kiss was soft, tender, and Molly moaned into it, barely stopped herself from deepening it. She leaned back and pressed one hand against Claire’s face. “You’re offering me something I’ve always wanted, someone to love, someone to be a family with. How could I refuse?”

Claire smiled, and she was the one that leaned forward this time, pressed another kiss against Molly’s lips. The dark-skinned woman kissed her back, and her hands moved over the blonde, their caresses became far more intense.

It was a struggle, but eventually Molly pulled back. “What happens if this doesn’t work out?” She wanted nothing more than to be with Claire, with Leo, to be theirs, but she wanted to understand the risks. They were her friends; she didn’t want to rush into something that might cost her their friendship.

Leo was the one that answered her. He had gotten to his feet, moved around the table and now stood a few feet behind Claire. Molly had been so focused on the kiss she shared with the blonde she hadn’t noticed him. “We can try for a time, see how it goes. If it doesn’t work, it doesn’t, and we try to go back to normal. If we’ll manage that? I can’t tell you, but we can try.”

“I suppose that’s good enough.” Molly admitted with a shrug.

Claire grabbed her hand and pulled her up, then moved around her and pushed her, and Molly only understood what her friend was doing when she found herself pressed against Leo’s chest, his strong arms around her figure, steadying her. Her heart started beating just a little bit faster.

Leo was looking down at her with some hesitation, and Molly decided to take the lead. She had waited for Claire for too long, she certainly wouldn’t mind having her husband in the process, and she was unwilling to wait longer. She kissed him, hard, her tongue entering his mouth, and he groaned into the kiss, his hands gliding down her frame and only stopping when they were cupping her rear.

And then Claire pressed against her back, laid a kiss on her neck, and Molly moaned.

Things only became more heated from that point forward.

Molly was taken to their room and found herself kissing them again, one after the other, and these kisses were even more exciting than the ones they’d shared before. Claire was the one that started baring her, and then Molly paid the other woman in kind, her eyes roving over each inch of the blonde’s flesh that got revealed.

She bit her lower lip when one of Claire’s breasts got free and she got to see the pink peak that adorned it, reached for it and pressed one hand against it. Her mouth soon replaced it, and she loved the moans that came out of the blonde.

It was difficult to describe how much she enjoyed that night. They kissed and caressed each other, slowly letting the pressure build. Sometimes, it was Leo against her front, his mouth against hers, while Claire pressed against her back. Sometimes it was the opposite, and Molly felt herself moan with need and want.

She wanted more, and they gave it to her, laying her down on the bed and playing with her. Claire was the first, kissing her lips then moving down her body, using that delicious tongue to make Molly sing. Then Leo took his wife’s place and pleased her as well.

Molly swallowed a little when Claire pulled her husbands pants down and freed his length, his size was impressive, and seeing the blonde play with it made her slick with arousal. Then Claire was pulling her forward, and the two of them used their mouths to make Leo enjoy.

After that, Claire pulled her into the bed, and they kissed and caressed one another.

The dark-skinned woman did her best to make both of them enjoy. There was nothing she loved more than to glide down Claire’s body and taste her. It might have helped that Leo pressed against her during that process, parted her legs and took her while she did her best to make the blonde reach her limit. They exchanged places after that, and used every position they could think of.

It was a night she would never forget.

She just hoped it would be the first of many.


Epilogue

It had been a month since Molly became theirs, and Claire couldn’t be happier. As she looked at the woman at her side, sleeping, she found a smile taking hold of her lips, reached forward and hooked an arm around the other’s waist and pulled her slightly closer.

Molly grumbled a little in her sleep, but she moved back, and Claire held back a moan when she felt the other’s naked frame against her front. It certainly didn’t help that Leo chose that exact moment to move against her back, and that made her want even more.

She closed her eyes and relaxed. There would be time to play later, once they awoke in truth. For now, she was just happy to bask in their warmth, close her eyes and enjoy. She loved this, she loved them, and she had time to enjoy them later.

She would have all the time in the world.

The end
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