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Carson loved a good wedding shoot.



Oh sure, there were the occasional bridezillas, groomonsters, and invariably a nightmare of an in-law (or ten) on either side of the aisle, but by and large people were at a wedding to have a good time and celebrate. The good vibes resonated within him, and usually the fun and the spirited outweighed the bad.



Not so much with the McCoy-Little wedding.



Everything that could go wrong did. The weather reports all had that early June day as sunny, warm, and breezeless, but apparently the clouds didn’t get the message because they decided that day was a particularly nice one to squat over the town of Beckfield for a good four or five hours leading up to the wedding. As if on cue, when the guests started arriving at the city park in droves, the clouds yawned and decided to let loose with lazy fat drops. The groomsmen and best man hustled to erect a half-dozen pavilion tents, mostly borrowed from the renaissance fair crowd on the other side of the park, but a full row of guests in the back weren’t covered and had to settle for holding umbrellas above their heads.



This was not a dire event – most everyone agreed cheerfully that if it was the worst that happened that day, then it would still be a delightful wedding. Carson caught some great filler footage of people adjusting, laughing off the rain and the circumstances, and a terrific clip of the groom, Tim, shrugging and grinning at the camera. Soon the bride – Julie – and her entourage arrived, and the procession started in earnest. Carson settled in for individual shots of the family and friends in the procession while a covered second and third video camera covered the audience and the groom. As the flower girl chucked petals here and there beside her ring-bearer brother, the father of the bride started to step forward, his daughter Julie’s arm clasped firmly in his.



And then he slipped.



The man’s shoes had no traction whatsoever, and on the slippery grass, his feet shot out from under him. He kicked up like Charlie Brown going for that football, and landed right on his bony ass. Even worse, he took his daughter with him. Julie tried to spin with it, to maintain her balance, but she ended up flopping on her side, the wind driven out of her. Her maid of honor rushed back to help her to her feet, and when Julie saw the grass and mud along the side of her dress, the waterworks really started in earnest.



Throughout the whole thing, Tim just gawked at his would-be wife, his jaw hanging low. That decidedly unfavorable shot didn’t make it into the final cut of the video, nor did Julie’s vehement whispers at the makeshift altar that he should have helped her up, leading to some uncomfortable coughs and silence from the people around them.



The rest of the ceremony went off mostly without a hitch, though Julie kept crying for all the wrong reasons. Carson called a silent cameraman audible, and ran to adjust the video cameras to shoot the bride and groom only from the neck up. They managed to fumble their way through the I do’s, they kissed, and then it was time for the reception. The wedded couple hung around for a few minutes, the bride’s tears finally drying up as she looked forward to an afternoon of partying it up with her dazedly happy new husband and their guests. Carson took down the cameras and the tripod and drove over to the bandshell ahead of the wedding party in order to set up again for the reception.



As a squad of caterers prepared too, Carson nabbed some footage of the food, drinks, and the general setup for the reception, along with some establishing shots of the park. On a good day, Tim and Julie couldn’t have picked a better place for the reception, but the renaissance fairgoers were starting to get curious as to what was going on, and a few started to wander in their direction. Not Carson’s problem so he ignored them.



The groomsmen showed up and started to shoo away the fairgoers before they could start doing a number on the catered food and drinks. Guests – real ones, Carson hoped – trickled in shortly thereafter. Since the bride and groom would be about half an hour with their official photographer – part of the package deal with the company Carson worked for – he used the time to get some great one-minute shlocky clips of personal messages from the couple’s friends and families.



A wedding wasn’t complete without some relationship or family drama, and both were served up shortly after Julie and Tim arrived. The best man, a sweating, overweight guy named Gary, obviously had bedroom eyes for Lucy, one of the bridesmaids who made it a point of avoiding him. All but ready to hump her leg like a dog, Gary followed Lucy everywhere she tried to get away, right up until the point when the DJ played the first dance song. As the bride and groom – in safer dancing shoes – swayed around together, Lucy stormed out of the crowd at the fringe oohing and aahing over Tim and Julie. She turned and shouted, “Quit following me, you fucking stalker,” drawing shocked gasps from the crowd and another round of tears from the bride.



Carson edited that minute or so out too, swapping in a loving tribute from the in-laws of Tim and Julie.



Not ten minutes, later, an irate cousin of the groom’s threw a beer bottle at one of the renaissance festival goers who wandered over to see what the reception was about. Had he missed, that might have been the end of it, but the bottle whacked the guy hard enough to leave a big ugly bruise, and two of the ren fair’s buddies stormed over minutes later looking for a fight. Tim tried to calm everybody down and caught a flailing elbow to the jaw for his trouble. Things calmed down after a cop showed up, but by that point, the bride had enough, dragging her husband to a corner to sulk the rest of the night. Carson had never seen an angrier, more sullen cake cutting moment in any wedding.



It wasn’t long after that Tim and Julie disappeared, apparently heading for their apartment before anything else could be tossed on the raging dumpster fire that was their wedding ceremony. The best man capped it off with one last video message to the couple.



“If you can live through this, you can live through anything.”



Carson liked that.



* * *



Carson was never so glad to return home as he was that evening. The three-bedroom bungalow was too big for him and his wife by far, but from the moment they set eyes on it five years prior, they knew it was home. They’d looked at nearly fifteen houses before it, and both began to think they’d have to settle for one that would require years of work or ask her parents for a loan to help them nab one twenty thousand above their budget. Neither proposition thrilled them, but then the bungalow came up for sale.



It wasn’t perfect. Neither of them was naïve enough, even as relatively young as they were, to believe that. But one look around the property and both of them knew. It was the sort of place a couple grew happily old together, where the kids climbed the trees or played basketball in the backyard, where you hosted cozy little dinners and get-togethers with the extended family, where a book club could meet in the living room. Not that either one of them were really into books, but they still liked the warm, open feel of the house, as though it were ready to give a hug to anyone who walked through its doors. Their first night there, together on just the box spring and mattress, they might have made love five times or once, they weren’t quite sure. It was all a blur of joyousness, of belonging, of home.



Five years had dimmed Carson’s fiery first love of the house, but at the end of a long day like that one, a little twang of that glorious first night played at his heart and soul and made him damned grateful to see it again. He drove around back, parking in front of their two-car garage beside his wife’s Clubman. The video equipment had been dropped off at the office, but from the backseat, he nabbed a bottle of champagne the caterers slipped him for helping them load up some of their equipment. Cheap stuff, as it always was at the weddings he taped, but no less appreciated.



Inside the mud room, Carson called, “Heidi?” as he settled the champagne on a bench so he could shrug off his sport coat. Usually wedded couples liked him dressed in clothes that didn’t stand out – nice jeans, a gray tee shirt, something along those lines – but this couple had requested he wear casual formal, and he’d settled on the sport coat over a nice button-up and slacks. It had been the right choice. He was a little more nicely dressed than most the guests, but not so formal as the groom.



“Upstairs cleaning!”



Cleaning? Now? It was nearing ten at night.



“Brought home some champagne.”



“Perfect. Bring it up with you and give me a kiss.”



Carson grinned lopsidedly and kicked off his shoes. Crazy woman, but he adored her. The bottle of champagne in hand, he made his way out of the coat room and into the kitchen. A big glass bowl made for a pretty decent ice bucket, so he filled it with cubes from the fridge, dipped the bottle in, and added a little water to help it chill faster. An apple from the fridge looked more or less edible, so he grabbed it and the bowl and headed upstairs.



“You wouldn’t believe this wedding, babe,” Carson said as he thumped up the stairs. “I lost count of how many things went wrong. Not an exaggeration, either. I’ll show you some clips, it’s-”



His wife stopped the words coming out of his mouth when she stepped around the bannister. The hem of the black and white maid’s outfit she wore barely concealed her panties. The lacy neckline plunged deep, doing an absolutely bang-up job of showing off Heidi’s deep valley of cleavage. Black stockings outlined her shapely legs. Heidi had a tendency to complain about how her hips and thighs had given over to fat, but Carson didn’t think so. He hungered for the swells of her body, craved them. She was sexy and he loved nothing so much as showing her how much that was true.



“Hell, Heidi. That’s top ten material right there.”



“Top ten” was a running mental playlist of Carson’s favorite fucktastic moments with his wife. She’d thought for a solid year he was joking about it until she challenged him to name even five. Carson did her ten better than that, his fingers bringing his then-girlfriend slowly to orgasm as he related to her with great relish his favorite positions, moments, where they were, what she’d screamed. Heidi came three times before he’d finished, and wound up on her knees, sucking him off feverishly as he finished off the list by telling Heidi how much he’d loved their first night together.



Now, his wife smiled. Anyone else might have missed the flash of trepidation in her eyes. Things between them had reached a bit of a rut sexually not all that long ago, and to spice things up, they were trying new things, like roleplay and sexting on occasion. They were still early in this new phase of their love life and it came with a lot of self-doubt and concern on both their parts.



“Really?” Heidi asked, swirling the air with a feather duster.



“Really,” Carson said, climbing the steps again. “Such a sexy maid.”



“Oooh, monsieur should not talk to me like that!” Heidi said, clutching a hand to the delicious show of skin under her neck. “I am just a servant, and monsieur is such a powerful man. It will not do!”



“I’ll talk to you however I want,” he growled, getting into it immediately. Heidi liked for him to get into her little roleplay sessions, and truth was, he had a lot of fun with them too once he got beyond his natural aversion to theatrics. “Now snap to it and show me what you’ve been doing all day.”



“Oh, yes sir!”



Carson reached the top of the steps and followed Heidi around the bannister down the hall to their bedroom. She gestured at the floors. “A good maid always waxes down below, oui?”



Thinking of Heidi’s lovely innie pussy lips freshly waxed sent a surge to Carson’s groin. “That she does. I’ll have to examine it carefully to make sure you waxed every last inch. I want it so clean I could lick it.”



Heidi giggled despite herself and tried to settle back into the role. “Then sir should see how well I polish. I just grab hold of something and I work my little hands until it’s gleaming.”



Now it was Carson’s turn to chuckle. “I’m… I’m very much looking forward to that.”



Heidi led him into the bedroom, pushing the door open gently with her duster. Neither Heidi or Carson had a habit of making the bed until they were ready to sleep in it, but Heidi had gone an extra mile and trimmed the luxurious king-sized bed as though she really were a maid. There were even fresh sheets and pillow cases, even if they’d just swapped them out the day before.



“Oh sir, I made you carry that all this way.” Heidi tossed the duster onto the bed and turned to take the champagne bowl and apple from him. She made a show of striding around to her side of the bed, her high heels nearly tripping her up on the plush bedroom carpeting. At the end table, she bent over as she settled the bowl down, helping the hem of her skirt rise up with two fingers and revealing a teensy black thong creeping up into the valley of her ass.



His eyes locked on the glory of those cheeks, Carson worked the buttons on his shirt quickly. Normally he’d take more care with it, but desire had him now. Heidi straightened back up and rejoined him.



“Sir looks so handsome in his clothes. It’s almost a shame you need to come out of them,” Heidi said. Then, quieter, she murmured, “You really do look great.”



“And you are so, so sexy, Heidi. I’m blown away.”



She cupped his cheek and leaned in for a soft kiss, her eyes fluttering somewhere between closed and open. Carson’s soul sighed in homey pleasure at the familiar scent of her warm vanilla and almond soap. Their lips locked together, he started fumbling at his buttons again, but Heidi caught the motion and guided his hands away as she broke the kiss.



“That is not sir’s job!” she exclaimed. “That’s mine!”



“And you do it so well,” Carson said as Heidi revealed the white tank top underneath the shirt. “I think you deserve a raise.”



“Or perhaps sir could pay me another way,” Heidi said. She helped him free his arms and carefully draped his shirt over the armchair so they didn’t get too badly wrinkled. As she worked, Carson sidled up behind her and lifted the hem of her skirt once again. “Oh Carson…”



He brushed aside her long honey-colored hair and kissed the mole on the back of her neck. Her ass pushed back against his roaming hands, and he squeezed her cheeks gently before he dropped to his knees before her. It would be the last gentle thing Carson would do to Heidi for a while. His fingers hooked into the nearly sheer thong and yanked it down her legs as she bent over the arm of the chair, planting her hands on the arms.



“I was going to give you a…” Heidi started, but her words cut short when Carson lunged forward with his tongue, sliding it along her almost non-existent pussy lips. “Oh God, baby…”



One of Carson’s biggest turn-ons was just how responsive she was to his tongue and fingers. After their third date, his hand had fallen on her hip on their return from an aquarium, and Heidi had nearly jumped out of her seat. He’d thought at first she was shocked and scrambled to apologize, but Heidi grasped his hand and moved it even higher. To his pleasant surprise, her thighs were damp with her need for him, and her clit was so sensitive she nearly screamed when she came just a few minutes later.



Now, as he tasted her, she wasn’t quite that wet, but Heidi was definitely turned on. So, the maid thing was fun for her, too. That was important to him. It was fun enough when one of them greatly enjoyed one of their little fantasies, but when they both did, Carson reveled in it. He grinned against her wanting flesh, and dove back in.



Heidi’s hips quivered as he paid tribute to her with his mouth. “Like that, yes…” she hissed. “Such a good payment, sir.”



He responded with a long, slow lash of his tongue, and his fingers trailed up and down her stockings. One of the first fetishes he’d admitted to Heidi during their newfound attempt to be more risqué and sexy was that he loved stockings on women, both the look and the feel under his fingers. These were a new pair, silkier than some of her others under his touch, and he relished the soft press of her skin under the sheer fabric.



Heidi began to thrust back at him as best she could draped over the chair like that, and he doubled his efforts, his tongue working every inch. One of his hands crept back up her leg, and his thumb slowly caressed the smooth skin where her small triangle of blonde pubic hair had been just that morning. He pulled back, surprised. “You really did get waxed?”



Heidi glanced over her shoulder, her eyes trepidatious. “Do you like it?”



“Baby, I love it.”



“It hurt like balls. Might not be something I do all the time but-”



“Then tonight I’ll enjoy it as one hell of a treat.”



She laughed softly, then moaned as he returned to her pussy. Neither of them called it that in bed. Sometimes they dropped an occasional “fuck” or “shit” during sex, but both of them weren’t quite comfortable using naughtier terms with each other. Carson wanted to tell her to talk a little dirtier. Maybe it would be the next fantasy he shared with her. He had no idea she felt much the same way.



For now, though, he licked, slurped, and sucked at her tight little pussy as best he could manage from that angle, and it wasn’t long before Heidi’s breath started coming faster and faster. “Oh Carson, oh baby,” she moaned. “C-close.”



His hands gave up their roaming and his fingers joined his tongue’s work, sliding along her lips as he tongue-fucked her. His cock strained against his boxers, confined in his dress pants. He wanted to fuck her hard and long, maybe while Heidi lay on her stomach, just pounding into her as she screamed into a pillow. The thoughts dispersed as Heidi started shaking and shuddering, her breath hitching.



“Com… coming!” she wailed.



A little splash of warmth hit Carson’s tongue. His wife’s taste had become sharper over their years together, but he liked it no less. Hers was a pungent, almost sweaty taste, and he lapped it up, his hands squeezing her ass as she shivered and kept grinding back at his mouth.



“Y-your turn,” she gasped, but Carson was back in the moment and wanted to have some more fun as her “sir.”



“It’s my turn when I say it’s my turn,” he growled, and rose to his feet, wiping away at the smear of her need on his chin, lips and cheeks. Heidi pushed herself up higher, glancing back at him, confused. Carson looped his arms around her waist and lifted her until she was upright. Her legs still shook from her intense orgasm, so he draped her arm around his shoulder and helped her carefully to the bed where he pushed her onto her back. “Rest up against my pillows.”



“Y-yes, s-sir,” Heidi said meekly, and her cheeks, already red, went absolutely bright fire-engine. Was it the subservience that was turning her on so much or the costume or the roleplay? He wasn’t sure. Maybe all three.



His pants and skivvies fell around his ankles, and Carson stared down at his wife with an aching hunger. He loved the way her long blonde hair blanketed the pillows, the way her soft blue eyes studied his nakedness approvingly, the way her smile turned self-satisfactory, finally free of the earlier doubt. So too did he love the nape of her neck, the rise and fall of her chest still confined by the maid outfit, the hint of a tan on her freckled skin. Heidi fell somewhere between girl-next-door and sexpot and Carson adored every inch of her. How had he let things get so routine between them? How could he have been so blind as to his wife’s needs and not taken care of her the way she deserved?



That was then. This was another chance to make it up to her, to both of them, really. Without any preamble, he climbed onto the bed on his knees, and scooted forward far enough to grab her ankles and pull them both up to his right shoulder, crossing them for her.



“Oooh, what are you doing?” Heidi asked. This wasn’t a position either of them had tried before, but Carson had been doing a little research on the side and some of the articles said some women really liked it. Plus, Heidi had really been working out lately and he didn’t think it would hurt – or hoped, anyways. He eased forward until his cockhead brushed against her still-quivering entrance.



“Giving my wife – er, my maid – what she deserves,” Carson said, more than a hint of a growl to his voice. With that, he plunged in.



Heidi had been nearly virginal when they married, and as tight as one. Time and their lovemaking had loosened her somewhat, but her slick walls still gripped at his large prick as he buried himself right all the way to his balls, groaning his pleasure. Her back arched reflexively, thrusting her impressive breasts up at him.



“Sir takes such good care of me,” Heidi moaned.



One of her hands rose in the air lazily before coming down to cup at her own breasts through the fabric. Carson slid slowly back out of her, relishing the twerk of her walls against his stiffness, trying to greedily keep him in her. At her entrance, he paused just for a moment again while she circled her erect nipple with a fingernail. If he had a camera, he would have taken a picture of Heidi’s mix of adoration and lust.



His pace was steady, but not forceful. Carson thought for years Heidi liked slow lovemaking the best, but one of her first admissions to him after their declaration of total sexual honesty was that she wanted him to take her with the same youthful need as when they’d first met, that she wanted him to be a bit faster, a bit more dominant at times. Not always, but definitely more frequently than what she’d been getting. Once he’d gotten past the shame, Carson had been delighted at the newfound physicality of their lovemaking, and now he fought past the exhaustion of the day’s work, building up a steady, intense rhythm.



With her ankles on his shoulder, Carson could sink deep into Heidi. She closed her eyes as her body rocked up and down with his thrusts. She gasped out, “C-Carson… it’s so good…”



“Do you like this?” he grunted on the next thrust.



“Y-yes!”



He turned his head and kissed one of her calves as she bucked against his dick. She watched him, her breath catching in her throat as her other hand fell to her breasts too, and she cupped them, put them on display for him. He kept up his pace, sliding his hand down her leg to her thigh, then her sex. The first few inches of his cock glistened with her desire every time he pulled out, and he rubbed more of it on his thumb. Then he slid that digit back up the length of her delicate folds to her clit, barely hooded and standing proud and ready to be stimulated.



If Heidi writhed before, now she squirmed, unable to control her body’s response to Carson. He’d thought for so long her practiced ooohs and aaahhhs when they made love had been real, but now that he was paying attention to Heidi again, noticing her needs and the sexual friction, he recognized her real responses in her body and her voice. Oh sure, Heidi sometimes was a bit more vocal than she was really feeling, but their sex didn’t have to be a perfect ten every single time. This time, though, it hit the top of the needle and wanted to keep on going. She thrust back against him now, his balls slapping off her ass every time they connected, and her show of teasing her breasts turned into something more desperate and real. She pinched at her nipples, twisted them gently, and one of her hands rose to her chin, then her mouth. Her eyes caught his, and slid away guiltily as she sucked a finger into her mouth.



That was hot and new, and it pushed him close to the edge. She sucked away at her finger, eyes closed, and her other hand slipped back up and under the fabric, finally meeting her nipple directly. She cried against the finger, her pussy quaking, and though Carson thought for sure he’d be unable to outlast her, Heidi came a second time, shouting his name around her finger.



“Caarrr-son!”



“Baby, that’s so hot,” he moaned.



Her eyes shot open and she smiled as her finger popped out. “Wanted that… to be you…” she breathed.



“I’m… too close. Wouldn’t last in your mouth.”



Heidi didn’t like him coming in her mouth. Her first boyfriend, the guy who had taken her virginity, had once shot off in the middle of a blowjob and it hit her tonsils, almost making her choke and throw up at the same time. For Carson, she did it on special occasions – birthdays, their anniversary – but by and large, oral with Heidi was mostly a warm-up when she did it to him. Disappointing, but hey, he couldn’t blame her for having had a bad experience with it.



Now Heidi’s blush spread, and she stared up at him lovingly. “Um. It’s okay. If you want to.”



That stopped him in mid-retreat, his cockhead pulsing. “Wait. What?”



“If you wanted to try finishing in my mouth. That was sorta what I was thinking about when I pictured you coming home to me in this.”



“Baby, you know you don’t have to-”



“Carson.” This was her serious voice, the unease gone and replaced by her steady partner tone. “I want to. Trust me. Maybe even, um, be a little… rough. Just a little. But use my mouth like you would my, um…” She pointed down at the connection between his cock and her body, and smiled gently at him. “If that’s okay.”



Carson gently pulled out and eased her legs down. “All right, Heidi. Uh, should I help you on your knees…?”



“Oh! Um… try something new?”



Carson nodded and thought back to a video they’d watched together a few weeks prior. “Okay. Slide over to the edge of the bed. With your head just about to hang off it.”



His wife cooed her pleasure and did as he asked, her hair falling over the edge. He eased off the bed and came around, his dick bouncing with every step, ready to finish this. “All right, if you don’t like this, um… pinch my thigh twice or something.”



“Like this!” Heidi cackled, and reached out to pinch his naked ass.



He mock-growled deep in his throat, and slid his cock against her lips. Her hand fell away as she tentatively kissed his head, grasped his shaft, then opened wide. “Remember,” she said before she swallowed him, “be a little… you know.”



“I will,” he said. “Suck it, my sexy maid.”



“Oui, sir!”



And Lord Almighty, did she. He slid into her mouth and was immediately rewarded with her tongue running along the top. It was a strange sensation – never had Carson had a blowjob from this position with her head upside down like that – but it felt great, especially when she worked the sensitive tip on top. Trying to remember his wife – his wife! – actually wanted him to be a little forceful, Carson slid deeper into her mouth, his prick nearing her tonsils. Then with a deep breath, sure Heidi would pinch his hips, he slid an inch further. Then two. The tip of his dick actually hit the back of her throat, and he squeezed his eyes shut.



And no pinch to his thigh came.
 Hallelujah
 .



Heidi’s mouth was warm, wet, inviting. Carson regretted having to slide back along it, but with the next thrust, he moved a little faster. “Use your lips around me,” he said quietly. She obliged, tightening the seal as she breathed deep through her nose. “Like that, baby.”



She caressed his ass as he began to find a rhythm again, his balls brushing her forehead. That gave him an idea, and he leaned forward to finger her unsuspecting pussy. She jumped at the brush of his fingers, nearly biting him, but settled back down with a deeply pleased, “Ommmm!” from around his dick. With one hand, he sank his pointer and middle fingers into her. With the other, he stroked her clit, still glistening, still a little jerky from the other orgasms.



Much as Carson wanted to bring his wife to a third climax, he was close already and this new, wild act was too much to last for long. Four minutes of thrusting and he was on the precipice again. Momentary panic flooded his system just before his body took over. Would Heidi really want him to finish in her mouth? Was it just pillow talk? Should he pull back out?



There was no time to decide. “I’m there,” he groaned, and as if she sensed his doubt, she clamped onto his ass and sucked him harder, her tongue lashing him as his balls tensed. He was half-buried in her mouth when he came. A few shots must have hit her throat but she didn’t complain. All she did was moan as he fired, fired, fired, nearly collapsing onto her as he sucked in great, shuddering breaths.



When Carson finished, he pulled back out quickly, searching for the right words. But Heidi was grinning, staring at him nearly upside down. She opened her mouth and showed him the great gobs of come inside, hesitated just a moment, then closed her mouth again and swallowed.



“Holy… shit,” Carson breathed.



Her mouth fell open again, and she showed him nothing was left before she reached a hand out. “Help me up?”



Carson did, and Heidi swung around, seated on the edge of the bed, panting a little. Wordlessly, he darted for their master bathroom, got her a cup of water, and brought it back to his flushed wife, “Did you like it?” she asked.



“Baby, you have no idea,” Carson replied as she took two long drinks, then swirled a third and spat it back into the cup. When Heidi glanced up at him shyly, he leaned down for a hungry kiss. When he broke away again, he sputtered, “You didn’t have to… I mean… I loved it but…”



“Hush,” Heidi said kindly. “It’s hot, and you like it. I can take the taste for that. You’ve never once complained about going down on me.”



“I love going down on you.”



“But do you like the taste? I mean really like the taste?”



“Well…” Carson tapped his chin, thinking about that. “Honestly, it’s like kissing you when you’re sweaty. I don’t really notice in the moment, you know? I just care about kissing you.”



“That’s kind of how I feel. I mean, it’s a bit different when you’re talking about a dick in your mouth, but it’s the same idea, at least.” Heidi smiled at him and patted the bed beside her. “Was it… too weird?”



He plopped down, the exhaustion of the day and their rigorous lovemaking finally catching up to him. The champagne was within reach, so he grabbed the bottle and worked the cork out as he spoke. “No, not at all. Hot from beginning to finish. I mean, the maid outfit? You getting a wax? The blowjob? I was the luckiest guy alive an hour ago. Now you’re just running the bases on me.”



She laughed, and he finally managed to free the cork. “When I was at the gym with Danica from work, I saw she had a Brazilian when we were getting changed. I asked her about it, and she said it hurts, but it really made her feel more sexual. Her salon gives women a half-off discount the first time they try it, so I thought I’d give it a shot.”



“And? Do you like it?”



Heidi accepted the bottle and drank deep from the neck. As she handed it back and brushed her lips, her brow furrowed in thought. “I like the clean feeling, but honestly, I think I’m just going to shave down there instead of going full wax-on, wax-off.”



“I wholeheartedly support you in this important life decision,” Carson said, drinking deep himself.



She laughed. “Ass. I figured you would. Anyways, I was there, and there was this little lingerie shop a block down. I thought I’d stop in and see what they had, and this was on clearance. Figured it’d be a fun surprise for tonight. You wouldn’t believe how hard it is to find a freakin’ feather duster though. Spent the whole afternoon just on that.”



“I love it. The costume, I mean, not the duster. That was a treat.”



They polished off most the bottle of champagne and grabbed a shower together. Their hands explored each other more out of love than any residual lust, and soon they fell back into bed together naked. Carson told her about the wedding, she told him more about the Brazilian and hinted at a few other purchases, and they settled in, their words coming more and more infrequently as sleep sought them out.



But it wasn’t to come so easily. Heidi’s cell phone buzzed in its cradle. Carson raised an eyebrow. “Way after midnight. Getting a late-night booty call?”



“Mmm. I didn’t tell you about Anton, the bodybuilder? We’re a thing now.”



He swatted her bottom as she reached for her phone. Catching his hand, Heidi fell back against the pillows, glancing at the name as she fought against his playful fingers. “Oh shit. It’s Keira.”



Keira was Heidi’s best friend. The two talked regularly but rarely this late at night.



“Drunk dial?”



“Probably,” Heidi said, grinning. She hit the answer button as Carson’s hand wiggled free and sought out her sex again. “Hey, babe.”



Carson might have been out for fun, but his fingers stopped moving when he heard the unmistakable sounds of sobbing on the line.



* * *



Heidi slid one arm into the robe proffered by her hubby. All the fun of the night had been washed away by the phone call she was still in the middle of, and she smiled at him apologetically. He shook his head just slightly, the words unspoken between them.
 Don’t think anything about it.



She shifted the phone to the other hand and tugged the robe on the rest of the way while Carson padded off to start their electric kettle. Such a sweet man, Heidi mused to herself. She really was the luckiest woman in the world. It certainly didn’t hurt that his super cute butt was framed so nicely by his boxers. He never tended towards fat, but during wedding season, carting around his video equipment usually meant Carson lost five or ten pounds, and this summer he’d been hitting the gym especially hard after their heart-to-heart about their sex life. The result was a lithe, almost-ripped body she was stunned by. And truth be told, it left Heidi sometimes a little uncomfortable about her own body – she was maybe ten or fifteen pounds too heavy, and she wondered sometimes if Carson’s kind words about how much he loved her curves were just platitudes. But on nights like tonight… well, he made it pretty easy to believe he still wanted her.



Keira stuttered out a question, and Heidi forced her attention away from Carson’s rockin’ butt and back to the phone. “I’m still here.”



“Sorry, sorry,” Keira said, sniffing hard. “I’m just a wreck, Heidi.”



“I know, hon. Everett’s such an asshole.”



“I can’t believe he flew off the rails like that. We’ve been fighting a lot, but this was unreal. I’ve swept twice now and there’s s-still glass everywhere.”



The thought of what Heidi would like to do to that jackass flashed through her mind and she gripped the phone tighter. “Be honest, Keira. He didn’t touch you?”



“No, thank God. I think he will, though. If I stick around, I think he’s got it in him.”



“Are you okay for tonight?”



“Yeah. He’s sleeping it off at a friend’s. But I’m packing a bag. I think…no. I know it.” On the other end of the line, Keira drew a deep, shaky breath. “I’m leaving him.”



“Good for you.”



“Three years, Heidi. Three… years.” Keira ‘s sobs ripped little holes in Heidi’s heart. She started crying herself, and Carson rejoined her with two steaming mugs, one with chamomile for her, the other a straight black decaf tea for him, Heidi’s tears came doubly hard. Why couldn’t her friend find someone like Carson? Keira was such a sweet soul. Adventurous, to be sure, far more so than Heidi, but she was as kind and giving as anyone Heidi had ever met. More than a friend, she was an inspiration to Heidi. Her best friend’s hurts were her hurts, and though maybe her tears lacked the immediacy of Keira’s fear and loss, they were no less heartfelt.



“Do you have somewhere you can stay?” Heidi asked when they could both talk again.



“A friend, Selena, she’ll let me stay on her couch, I’m sure. I just need a few days to get my crap together and then… I don’t know, search for a new apartment, I guess. I really want a fresh start somewhere far away from here.”



Carson swirled his tea bag and glanced around the house. “She could stay here.”



“Hang on, Keira.” Heidi covered the phone with one hand and murmured, “Baby… are you sure?”



“Absolutely. Not like we don’t have the room.”



She leaned over to kiss him, and whispered into his ear, “You are the best.”



“You can make it up to me later.”



“Oh?”



His little smirk sent warm little spirals from her cheeks to her breasts and all the way down to her pussy. “Sure. With a grilled cheese. I am starving.”



“That’s a deal,” Heidi said, and returned to the phone. “Keira? You’re coming here.”



“What? No no no, that’s not what I meant by a fresh start, Heidi.”



“Oh? You telling me you’d rather stay on someone’s dank couch? Maybe hole up in a motel with Harry the Stabber Guy next door?”



Keira laughed shakily. “You guys have your life and-”



“You’re a part of my life, you sweet numbskull. So come on. Visit the great big city and maybe find a job. Plenty of dentists need a sexy-ass assistant here, I’m sure.” Heidi folded her bottom lip between her teeth before adding, “We really do want you. I mean it. Carson just gave me the go-ahead and you know I love you.”



“Oh Heidi, I love you too. I… It won’t be forever. I just need enough time to, you know, get my bearings and…”



Carson snatched the phone from Heidi. “Hey Keira. I’ve been hearing every word because Heidi’s deaf and her phone is set on the old lady volume. You are staying here as long as you want, whatever that means. A week, a year, ten years. I heard what he did to your car. We’ll figure something out as far as rides and stuff. Just get your butt up here and help keep my wife entertained.”



“Carson…” Keira broke down once more, and finally managed to get out a broken, “Thank you.”



“You’re welcome,” Carson said. More quietly, he added, “I’m gonna put you back on with Heidi. But I wanted to say you’re doing the smart thing. Guys like that, it only gets worse.”



When Heidi took the phone from him, he stood up and leaned over to kiss her cheek. She echoed Keira’s thanks to him as he snatched up his tea and padded out to the living room. For a long moment, she studied the man she loved as he grabbed up a throw and collapsed on a recliner, lost in thought. Then she turned back to her friend in need, and they started to hash out the details.



* * *



Nearly two weeks later amidst a stream of family and friends waiting for their loved ones to disembark from the Airbus winding down outside, Carson held a sign reading “MS. CUTHBERT.” Beside him, dressed in jeans and a light plunging V-neck blouse that drew a lot of stares from the guys around them, Heidi bounced on her toes as she glared at the umbilical tunnel leading to the plane. If her impatience had been a knife, she might have stabbed someone with it, Carson noted internally and wisely chose not to say out loud.



“Half an hour late,” he complained. Heidi hadn’t exactly forced him to dress up in slacks, a button-down, a black blazer, and a driver cap to complete the chauffeur ensemble, but there had been promises of some very fun things in bed later if he did.



“And if you whine about it even a tiny bit to Keira, I’ll substitute Nair for your shampoo tonight,” Heidi said. “Not her fault.”



“I know, baby. I’m just saying we could have waited at the bar.”



His usually loving, sweet, tender wife gave Carson a look that reminded him uneasily of an interview with a serial killer he’d watched on NBC a few nights before. “We will be waiting here when she gets off the plane.” The statement brooked no argument.



“It was happy hour, sweet-” Heidi’s crazed, murdery smile made Carson think twice about finishing that sentence, and he murmured, “Oh good. They’re finally disembarking.”



Heidi’s smile turned genuine and she returned her attention to the first batch of haggard-looking passengers. All around them, family, friends, and acquaintances surged forward, as though they could press through the security check and reach the passengers faster. Carson swayed with them, but Heidi was a rock at the front and endured the gentle shoving stoically until Keira darted past the seventh passenger, practically sprinting for the exit.



Just the sight of her made Carson suck in his gut, leaving him with an immediate pang of guilt tinged with undeniable lust. His wife was a bombshell, no doubt. Keira lacked her raw sexuality but made up for it in true, genuine beauty. Her elfin face and delicate, dark eyes were framed by long, flowing dark brunette hair a bit frazzled from the flight, her enormous ears peeking out. She was taller than Heidi by a good three inches, and her slender frame didn’t have nearly as many curves, but what was there was definitely appreciable, with breasts that defied her slimness and a ridiculously tight ass. Her navy cotton pants, simple white tank, light jacket, and open toed sandals spoke of easy comfort for traveling, and yet somehow Keira made it look so damn good. Carson suspected if she wore nothing but an enormous cardboard box, somehow Keira would still manage to be one of the most drop-dead gorgeous women in the place.



“Heidi!” she shouted, and stormed past three more irritated passengers in her haste to reach her best friend.



“Keira!” Heidi replied, and nearly knocked Carson over to get to the security gate to grab Keira. They clasped each other in an enormous hug that left a couple of guys nearby elbowing each other. Carson glared at them until he realized his wife and her best friend were crying, and then his focus returned to them.



“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” Keira said in between tears.



“No, no, sweetie, no, you apologize for nothing,” Heidi told her, stroking the back of her friend’s head. She kissed her cheek, and Carson’s cock lurched in approval. More than a few times when he was alone and left to fend for himself sexually, the thought of his wife and Keira together had entered his mind and this wasn’t helping matters much.



The two didn’t break apart for some time, not even when Carson guided them gently away from the exit so as not to block traffic. Finally, though, Keira pulled away slightly, her hand seeking out Heidi’s, and she smiled sadly at Carson. “Hey there, Mr. Limo Driver. I’m Ms. Cuthbert. I guess I’ll be your fare today.”



“Hey, Keira,” Carson said warmly. Suddenly struck by the thought that she’d just endured some terrible bullshit perpetrated by her ex-boyfriend, he wasn’t sure if stepping in for a hug would be appropriate, but Keira made the decision for him and gestured for him to come in for one. He grasped her loosely, noting the pleasant waft of honey and something fruity from her pores. In an odd moment, she reached up tentatively and cupped his cheek with her palm, reminiscent of something Heidi liked to do, then dropped her hand abashedly when Carson’s wife cocked her head just ever so slightly, catching the oddity of the gesture too. Neither of them said anything about it, though.



“Carson. I can’t thank you enough,” Keira said.



“Hey, my wife’s family is my family, and that definitely goes for her best friend, too.”



That set Heidi off again, and Keira wrapped her arm around her best friend as they started walking for the luggage area. She chatted with Carson a little bit about the flight – it had been delayed at takeoff with absolutely no explanation given by the pilot or the crew – and the on-board “meal” consisting of peanuts and a soda costing her nearly as much as a full-blown lunch.



“So how about dinner and a few drinks before we head home?” Carson asked. Heidi reached out to brush his arm, smiling fondly at him before returning her attention to her best friend.



“Only if I can buy. Please,” Keira said. They argued a bit good-naturedly about that, but Keira insisted and the couple finally gave in.



After fetching her luggage, they headed for Carson’s Hyundai Tucson. The crossover was a bit more than what he needed for most of his day-to-day work, but every so often a gig came up in the mountains and a sedan just wouldn’t do on the old dirt roads. They loaded Keira’s luggage into the back, and he slid behind the driver’s seat to take the ladies to a hot pot restaurant in a strip mall. Sandwiched between a liquor store and a former sports memorabilia shop now long shuttered, the place might have been inauspiciously located, but the steamed windows belied the simple truth that it was one of the best unheard-of eateries in Beckfield, hands-down.



At their booth, Carson gestured for Heidi and Keira to sit together while he took the seat across from them. His wife rested her head on Heidi’s shoulder and murmured a simple, “Thank you.” The shy, almost tentative smile on her face was one of her “you did good” ones, and he gave her a little satisfied smile of his own before a waiter came by with a checklist for the items they wanted for the hot pots. After he took their drink orders – ice water for Carson, beer for Heidi, a glass of red wine for Keira – and whirled away, they attacked the list with relish.



“Beef, beef, and more beef,” Carson said.



“We checked beef already,” Keira said.



“Oh, hon, you don’t understand,” Heidi said, her arm draped around her best friend. “When he says beef, he means practically the whole cow.”



“I’m gonna get my money’s worth, and that doesn’t mean any damn rice, noodles, or vegetables,” Carson growled. “Keep that rabbit stuff on your side of the table.”



“All right, all right,” Keira said, grinning. “So extra broccoli for him.”



In the end, they settled on two types of beef, lamb, pork dumplings, mushrooms, potatoes, spinach noodles, corn, and tofu skins with the place’s signature pair of broths, one spicy and hotter than hell, the other a more mild and milkier, but no less spicy. At the sauce bar, Keira kept her dips relatively sane, coming away with a traditional chive and sesame sauce, while Carson chose a peanut and a Chinese barbecue sauce. Heidi, on the other hand, went with a full-on nuclear option, ending up with an unidentifiable concoction of five different sauces that made both Carson and Keira tear up just smelling it. She loved spicy food, and wasted no time dipping her lamb and tofu into the spicier broths before dipping it into her vat of faux battery acid while Carson and Keira watched, horrified and amused all at once.



“What?” she asked around a mouthful of hot food.



Keira shook her head and jabbed a piece of beef with her chopsticks. “I do not envy Carson tonight.”



“Oh, she’s going to destroy the bathroom,” Carson agreed.



They kept the conversation light that evening. By and large, Carson just listened, amused, as his wife and Keira swapped stories from college and their escapades on a few shared vacations throughout the years. Why had he never thought to buy his wife a plane ticket to see Keira in all this time? The question stuck with him, and as he polished off two plates of beef – opting for the less spicy broth, much to his wife’s crowing about his lack of manliness – Carson studied the pair. Really studied them. Heidi loved him, of that he was sure, but he hadn’t seen her this animated since their earliest years of marriage. Keira brought something out in her, a vibrancy he’d sorely missed and didn’t even know it. And her happiness pleased him, filled his soul with delight. Keira and Heidi belonged together, no doubt about that, and he was thrilled to have her in their lives on a more permanent basis.



* * *



“It tastes like apple pie,” Heidi said wonderingly as she waved her half full shot around.



“I told you!” Keira said, balancing her own glass precariously on the edge of the coffee table as she leaned forward to grab the vodka.



Carson stood up, his knees wobbling. Much like the entire evening, Keira pointedly tried not to stare at him until it was necessary. Carson had always been handsome, but a few extra pounds lost and a more aggressive approach to the gym left him devastating.
 Keep it together,
 she told herself.
 You just got out of a bad relationship and you’re hungry for the first man you see.



It was more complex than that – far more complex – but Keira’s booze-soaked mind accepted the logic and thankfully moved on.



“Lemme help you,” he said.



Together, with Keira carefully gripping her glass in both hands, they managed to spill enough vodka into the glass to help speed her on her way to a thumping hangover in the morning. She waved away the apple cider, settling for just the neat vodka.



“So gonna regret this tomorrow,” Keira moaned.



“Relax,” Heidi said. “When was the last time we got a chance to get drunk together?”



Keira frowned, mulling it over as though it was a complex trigonometry problem. “Um. Your bachelorette party? No no, that conference in Boston.”



“Boston!” Heidi cried out, laughing and twisting on the couch until she was sitting with her back against the armrest, her toes digging under her friend’s butt. “Remember that guy who hit on us?”



Carson plopped down in his recliner. “The guy that hit on you?”



Keira glanced over at him, grinning. Her cheeks were flushed and her hair out of sorts. Wisps poked out here and there, giving her an adorable mad scientist look. “I know this comes as a surprise, but we do get hit on from time to time.”



“No, that’s not what I… you’re both sexy as… I mean gorgeous. I…” Carson sighed. “I need to quit drinking.”



Heidi cocked an eyebrow. “Oh? You think she’s sexy too?”



“I… I just gave myself my own noose, didn’t I?”



“Relax, relax,” Keira said, hoping they blamed her drunkenness for the growing heat in her cheeks – and the thrill his words had sent right to her core. Carson had never hit on her, not once. Always the perfect gentleman. She occasionally caught him glancing at her, but it was never more than a flash. “I take it as a compliment and I know whose man you are.”



“Work never sends me places anymore. Budget cuts suuuuck,” Heidi grumbled out of nowhere. “We’re thinking about a vacation in the winter.”



“My job’s not so crazy then,” Carson said. “Weddings are more of a summer and fall thing. That’s the bulk of my work. The winter, I’m mostly on editing duty unless some company needs a training video or something put together.”



Keira sipped at her vodka and settled the glass down on the table again before grabbing Heidi’s foot from under her. Absently, she started working the ball with her thumbs, drawing a little shiver of pleasure from Heidi. “Where were you thinking about going?”



“Don’t really know,” Carson said, fascinated by the foot massage. “I’m thinking maybe somewhere warm with fruity drinks and a beach.”



“And I’ve been trying to convince him we should go to Quebec City.”



“Quebec City?” Keira asked, pausing to glance at her best friend.



“Hey, make with the massage, woman!” Heidi commanded, and jumped when Keira tickled her. “Booty, don’t you tickle me.”



“Shut up, Boobs,” Keira said, grinning. The nicknames were old ones, given to them by another asshole ex-boyfriend. The guy had lasted all of about a week, the nicknames nearly a decade and a half. “So why Quebec City?”



“Oh, it’s so pretty there in winter! Or it looks like it, anyways. Skiing. Toboggan slides. Maple taffy. Maple everything, really.”



“You do make a pretty convincing argument,” Carson said, kicking up the legs on his chair. He finished off his own apple pie drink and settled it on the glass table next to the chair. “I didn’t realize you did foot massages, Keira. Now I’m glad we invited you.”



“Oh, you weren’t before, huh?” Keira asked. Her words were light and teasing, but there really was a degree of doubt in her mind. She’d visited Carson and Heidi throughout the years, but never invaded their home for an undefined period of time like this. This was asking a lot, even of her best friend and her amiable husband. And her wounds were so fresh, too. There had been no illusions in her mind that Everett was ever really the “one,” but he was a steady earner and Keira thought he was emotionally stable, a rarity for the guys she tended to fall in with. If there hadn’t been a great deal of romance or fantastic sex, so what? He’d seemed like the best she could do in a world of men satisfied with so little. And then Everett had turned into a screaming nutjob, an angry, petty shit she dreaded coming home to. The powder keg was going to explode sometime, but the blast still hurt.



Now, as she started kneading the soft arches of Heidi’s feet, Keira tried not to let the bitterness well up in her, that soft, hurting envy of her best friend. It wasn’t a painful jealousy, it wasn’t born of malice. She simply wanted someone like Carson in her life, someone who tried, someone kind, yet masculine in all the best ways. She knew from a few conversations with Heidi things hadn’t always been easy between the two, but they worked on it, ironed out their problems together. That was what Keira wanted – a partner in all things good and bad, someone who wanted to figure things out with her instead of making her the target.



And then there was Heidi herself. Keira fought back the old desires every time her friend cooed gently from the foot rub. The two had never fooled around, not that Keira would have minded. Heidi knew she’d experimented in college – well, okay, “experimented” was maybe too loose a term considering Keira still loved the female form in all its beauty – but Keira had never made it a point to hit on her best friend. Had never shown Heidi interest in that way, even if her heart so very desperately wanted to. It would have destroyed Keira to be rejected by Heidi. Their friendship mattered far, far more than her lust.



Still, though, she couldn’t deny the way Heidi laid out beside her made her feel, particularly with her knees spread just a little. Not that much of her was on display – the jeans were pretty typically Heidi-mom style – but the way her breasts rose and fell under her shirt left Keira wanting to lean over and nuzzle, lick, suck.



Trying to distract herself, Keira said to Carson, “I took some massage therapy courses. They never really went anywhere, but I was good at it and it got me a heck of a lot of free beer in college.”



“We had a Christmas tree of six and twelve-packs,” Heidi confirmed, draping an arm over her eyes.



“In July!” Keira said.



“I’d love to have seen the two of you back then,” Carson said. “The stories Heidi tells me, it’s like she was a different woman.”



“Oh, she was a church mouse when we first met,” Keira said.



“Until you corrupted me,” Heidi mumbled.



“Guilty.” Keira smiled at Carson. “Just never try to teach her how to shotgun a beer. It’s a lost cause.”



“I can’t figure out where I’m supposed to hold it or what I’m supposed to do with my hands or…” Heidi trailed off, wiggling her butt further into the sofa. “This massage is putting me to sleep. I’m so tired, but I don’t want to go to bed.” She lifted her arm and glared at Keira. “You’ll be here when I wake up?”



“You know it, Boobs.”



“’kay. Cuz I love you. Like a lot. And you too, baby. Thank you for being so good to both of us.”



Carson brought the legs back down on the recliner and stood up. He didn’t wobble this time and so he made his way over to kneel beside Heidi’s head. His lips brushed her forehead softly, and he smiled up at Keira. “Of course, Heidi. Family’s family.”



A wave of tears threatened to boil up and over within Keira, but she fought them down. “Thank you. Both of you.”



They thought Heidi was out, but her hand lifted lazily and brushed Carson’s cheek. “I wanted to do such sexy things to you… tonight.” She cracked a yawn. “Tomorrow. Tomorrow, baby, there’s gonna be so much sexy stuff.” Her fingers darted down and grasped at his crotch through his pants. Carson shut his eyes and laughed as he fought her hand off.



“That sounds great, hon. But let’s get you up and into bed, okay?”



“Ughhh, I don’t want to move,” Heidi complained, but when he gripped her hand, she let herself be pulled up to a rough sitting position while Keira stood up too, clearing the glasses and bottles away from the edge of the table so Heidi didn’t knock them over.



With Carson propping her up and Keira trailing them, Heidi was slowly coaxed upstairs, with a lengthy stop halfway up while she fought off a wave of dizziness. Before bed came a lengthy, noisy interlude in the master bathroom, where Heidi said goodbye to most of that evening’s meal and drinks while her husband held back her hair and her best friend stroked her shoulder. Once she’d gargled and they finally managed to get Heidi into bed, she mumbled a few incoherent things and closed her eyes, down for the count.



Carson tended to her clothes, and Keira turned away, blushing again. “I’ll, uh, just be downstairs.”



“Oh, stay, I’m sure it’s nothing you haven’t seen before,” Carson said. “Besides, I could use your help. I’ll lift, you get her undressed. Cool?”



“Um. Sure.”



Together, they helped Heidi first out of her pants, revealing a cute pair of blue bikini briefs. Keira tried not to stare at the junction of her best friend’s thighs. Her fingers were so close to Heidi’s sex. Just a few errant brushes and she’d be… no. That was wrong. Keira wouldn’t take advantage of Heidi like that, not even a little. Carson never noticed her consternation. His gaze was locked lovingly on his wife.



As they freed her of her shirt, he said quietly to Keira, “Thank you for coming here.”



“Why are you thanking me? I’m the one that owes you two, big time. Taking me in like this, Carson, it means a lot to me.”



“It means just as much to her. And what means a lot to her, well, it means a lot to me in turn, I suppose.” He glanced up, and Keira thought she’d never seen such a lonely smile. “I try to give her moments of happiness, you know? And maybe I do sometimes. But she’s been missing something for a while and I think I know now it’s you.”



As Carson tossed Heidi’s shirt over the back of a chair, Keira shook her head. “She loves you. Heart and soul. You have nothing to worry about.”



“It’s not that. I don’t think our marriage has ever been stronger than it is right now. It’s something… else. I think, watching the two of you tonight, she’s been wearing a mask with me. Maybe not on purpose, but it’s there. But with you, she’s so naturally… hm… Heidi.” He shrugged, grinning. “Sorry. I’m pretty drunk too and I can hardly think straight.”



Keira couldn’t help stare at the soft rise of Heidi’s stomach, the cute little nub of a belly button, the nylon bra struggling to hold her voluptuous breasts. Masking her desire, she leaned over and brushed the hair out of Heidi’s face, permitting herself a soft kiss on her friend’s cheek, wishing it was on her lips instead.



The pair of them made their way back downstairs. After Keira waved off a refill on the vodka, Carson capped the bottle, collected the apple cider, cinnamon, and whipped cream they’d added to the liquor, and took the whole mess out to the kitchen. Keira insisted on washing up the glasses as he put the rest away, and when they’d finished, they sat back down in the living room, Carson on his chair again, Keira sprawled out on the couch with her head roughly pointed in his direction.



Keira broke the silence first as she nestled against the arm of the couch. “I’ve got some interviews Monday and Wednesday.”



“Did you find something at the hospitals?”



“Two are, yeah. Patient accounts. The third’s at a pharmaceutical company.”



“I’m sure you’ll do great.”



“Thanks.” Keira reached down and grabbed a small pillow they’d cast off the couch when they crashed with their drinks earlier. Stuffing it up under her head, she let out a soft sniff, barely audible. “Upstairs, what you said.”



“I meant it.”



“Thanks, Carson. But I think it takes both of us. When we were living together, she was always searching for something. Like… I don’t know, like she wasn’t quite there all the time. Her mind was always somewhere else. Then we graduated and she moved out here and met you, and there she was. She’d found herself. I think maybe we satisfy different parts of her.”



“Well, that sounds dirty.”



Keira laughed softly. “Yeah.”



“Hey.”



“Yeah?”



Carson sat up a little straighter and folded his hands across his lap. “Everett.”



“What about him?” Keira asked, tensing. Was he going to try to tell her to give him another shot like her sisters had?



“Fuck that guy. He’s an idiot. You’re damn smart, sweet, and, I don’t know, good. That dude is going to suffer the rest of his life knowing he threw away the best thing that could’ve happened to him.”



The tears rose again, and Keira let them this time, the drops rolling slowly out of the corners of her eyes and dampening the pillow. “Thank you,” she finally whispered.



* * *



Heidi woke up to a child banging pots and pans in her skull. The pain was almost preferable to the battery acid taste in her mouth. Her hand reached out and felt for Carson, but he wasn’t there. His side of the bed was still made, and it didn’t look like he’d undressed the night before either. A flash of him and Keira together downstairs in the guest bedroom crept through her mind, and she groaned. It was too damned early and she was too hungover to be entertaining crazy thoughts like that.



But the notion stuck with her, right through a hurried trip to the bathroom before she peed herself. Heidi did her business, shucked off her underwear, brushed her teeth, ducked under the shower for a few minutes, and dressed halfheartedly in fresh panties, bra, and a robe. Real people clothes would come later, she decided.



The house was still silent as she crept downstairs. A wave of relief washed over her immediately. There, right in front of her in the living room, was Carson, still fully dressed and snoring softly in the recliner. Keira had tossed a light blanket over him from her spare bedroom. Poor thing. That would’ve left her only with the sheets to cover her, and the nights were chilly. Heidi dug in the hallway pantry for a fresh blanket and hauled it to the guest bedroom.



Keira lay curled up in the fetal position, her dark hair spilling across the soft white pillow underneath her. The sheets only covered her to her belly, leaving her tanned breasts on full display. Heidi had seen them before, dozens of times. The little dark nubs of Keira’s nipples were practically as familiar to her as her own, and yet Heidi was always a little entranced by them. Keira’s body had started to quietly give in to age and gravity, but her breasts were still impressively defiant, with just a bit of sag to them. And she was so fit, too. Slender and soft all at once.



So much confusion stampeded through her. Heidi loved Carson. There was no other person she’d ever want to be married to. But she loved Keira too, and there had always been a swirl of desire conflicting things. Heidi had never thought like that about another woman, but Keira made her warm, made her alive. Their personalities were like magnets, and eventually the friendship started to mean something more to Heidi. By the time she realized it, though, she’d already married Carson – and besides, it wasn’t like Carson didn’t satisfy her sexual urges too, apart from their doldrums. The differing attractions were impossible to work out in her own mind, and if she’d been asked to put them into words, Heidi couldn’t have done it. She wanted Carson’s stability, his manliness, his reborn aggressiveness in bed – and yes, his wonderful cock. But she wanted the intimate familiarity and openness of Keira too, not to mention her beautiful femininity. Heidi’s logical mind insisted though that she had an amazing life with Carson and she was happy, not to mention the fact that Keira had never shown an interest in her despite her bisexuality. That kind of rational thinking had always won out over Heidi’s heart and her lust, but she wondered what kind of wounds Keira’s stay might rip open within her.



She stole forward and settled the blanket on the edge of the bed. Her hands fell to the sheets, and Heidi drew them up gently around Keira’s shoulders. Her friend murmured something incomprehensible, shifted, and reached out for Heidi’s hand. Gladly, Heidi gave it to her. The contact with Keira felt so good. So natural and sweet. She’d missed this. Missed them. Fuck the pain of her desire for Keira. This friendship was worth holding back her feelings.



Keira gripped her hand gently, then slid up to grasp Heidi’s fingers. “Give me,” she murmured, and pulled two fingers towards her face. Confused, Heidi let her until Keira opened her mouth wide, her eyes still shut. Utterly shocked, Heidi didn’t resist, even as Keira’s lips closed around her fingers, suckling at them, bathing them lazily with her tongue.



The surprise of the gesture almost outweighed the reaction it drew from Heidi’s body. This was the first time Keira had ever done anything even remotely sexual to her best friend, apart from some brushes of side boob during massages. Now she was sucking Heidi’s fingers like they were a cock, and Heidi… well, Heidi was delighted and a little heartbroken to discover the sensation was pleasant. No. More than pleasant. It warmed her right to her toes, and her legs parted instinctually, her pussy doing a funny little jump for joy.



But this was Keira, and Carson was just in the next room. It was wrong on so many levels. Drawing a small, shaky breath, Heidi slipped her fingers free of Keira’s flicking tongue, and stepped backwards until her butt hit the door frame, her gaze never leaving her best friend. Keira mumbled something again, still deep in the soup, and Heidi shook her head.



Just sleeping. Keira had been dreaming of sex or something and the gesture had been instinctual. Nothing more to it. Nothing.



Christ, though, now Heidi was undeniably turned on. She thought about returning upstairs and digging out one of her little toys, but Carson and Keira would be up soon enough. Instead, she plodded into the kitchen and set about fixing a pot of coffee the way she liked it – stern, unforgiving, and just this side of mean. As it brewed, she rooted around in the fridge and came up with a carton of eggs, an onion, ham lunchmeat, and some Colby Jack cheese.



As Heidi was taking her third or fourth sip of coffee and the omelet was nearly done, she heard the muffled thump of the legs on Carson’s chair lowering and an audible groan. She grinned to herself. It seemed she wasn’t the only one feeling the effects from the night before.



Her husband fumbled his way into the kitchen, rubbing his mouth with the back of his hand. “Morning, sexy,” he grunted as he approached Heidi from behind. His arms wrapped around her waist and slid easily through the slit in her robe. “Mmm. Easy access. I like that.”



“Good.” She turned and Carson pursed his lips for a kiss. Instead, Heidi grazed the tip of his nose and her hand reached down to squeeze his butt under his slacks. “Go get showered. I want you before Keira wakes up.”



He cocked an eyebrow. “I don’t know, that omelet smells pretty good.”



Heidi set aside the spatula and grabbed his hand with both of hers. Glancing towards the living room, she quickly slid his fingers back inside her robe and down to her panties. Instincts taking over, he reached in for himself. His fingers brushed across her smooth sex, and he cocked an eyebrow.



“Jesus, you are really wet.”



She nodded, blushing. “Hurry. Please.”



“Out in three.” Carson stared at his slick fingers and shook his head. “Maybe two.”



* * *



Keira kept her eyes shut until Heidi backed into the doorframe and disappeared back out into the house. What had she just done? One day in this household – one day – and she was already acting on her sexual urges. This couldn’t happen, Keira told herself. It couldn’t. She was playing too dangerous a game and potentially risking her best friend’s marriage.



And if she had a chance, she’d suck on Heidi’s fingers again. Or Carson’s prick.



She hated herself in that moment. Carson and Heidi were good people. Great people. And she was being a fucking tramp. Keira hadn’t been asleep. She’d woken up when Heidi slunk downstairs. Revealing her breasts hadn’t been part of the plan – she’d just been asleep like that and forgot to pull the sheets up. Her friend was being so sweet, so adorable, Keira acted on impulse, not bothering to cover up, murmuring some nonsense and pretending to be asleep so she could…



What the fuck did she even exactly do? Grab her best friend’s fingers and suck on them? Who did that? Sure, it had been hot, and Keira had to fight to control her squirming thighs, but had it been worth the risk? No. Not even remotely.



Quietly, she cried, hoping Heidi couldn’t hear her. Judging from the snorts and grunts from Carson, he’d be up soon too. Great. Just great. What would Keira do to him? How would she decide to try to ruin their marriage? Tackle him to the floor and sit on his face?



She was a terrible friend. Keira vowed to do better. This place, these people, they were her world now. Oh, sure, she had brothers and sisters scattered around the States, but the family she chose was right here and she was screwing it up. No more, she promised herself.



That promise lasted until she heard Heidi’s first moans of pleasure.



* * *



Carson frantically brushed his teeth in the shower while scrubbing himself clean with a soapy washcloth. The shower was finished in record time, and when he hopped out, his foot slid across the tiled floor and he damn near wiped out. After catching his balance, he snatched a towel off the “good towel” ring, for which he was sure Heidi would give him shit for later, and patted himself just enough to say he’d attempted to dry off. A quick brush of a comb through his hair and a spritz of his wife’s favorite cologne later, and he was rocketing out the door, wrapping the towel around himself as he tried not to sprint down the stairs.



Heidi sat on the edge of the table, a forkful of salsa-covered omelet rising to her mouth as she blinked and smiled at him. Her legs were spread wide, the robe parted to reveal she’d ditched her underwear. Her pussy glistened like she’d just been playing with it. For all he knew, she had. Carson took the plate from her hands and tossed it onto the countertop closest to the table. When he turned back to Heidi, she was undoing the last of the robe and let it fall underneath her.



“Here?” he said quietly.



Heidi nodded. “Mm hm.”



“Keira could wake up…”



“So you’d better make it fast, then.”



Carson was already half hard when he dropped the towel around his ankles. Heidi reached for him, her small hand circling his cock loosely as she tugged him to hardness. He leaned in for a kiss, his hands wrapping around to her lower back and stroking her skin. Their lips brushed once, twice, a third time, and she whispered, “I missed you last night.”



“Me too. Sorry.”



She pulled him gently forward until the tip of his cock brushed against her ready sex. “It’s okay. Thanks for entertaining Keira.”



“My…” Carson sank into her and sighed gently. “…pleasure.”



Heidi giggled, and leaned back a little so he had easier access. Carson wasted no time, sliding deep into her before retracting. His cock glistened with her need, and he swiftly plunged back in where he belonged. He nuzzled at her shoulder, her neck, her chin as he built up a quick rhythm. With the robe under her ass, Heidi slid back and forth with every thrust. Her fingers interlaced behind his head as he kissed her skin, and she whispered his name softly.



Every thrust of his cock filled her so good, but her mind was split between Carson and Keira. She kept thinking about her friend’s naked breasts, the slide of her digits into Keira’s wet and waiting mouth, the need for more. Heidi wanted those fingers to slide into another part of Keira, to do things to her she’d fantasized about for over a decade. She wanted to walk into Keira’s room, throw back the sheets and the blanket, and make love with her tongue to Keira’s sweet folds until her best friend couldn’t take it anymore.



Her eyes closed, and the two halves of her desire met. Carson’s cock brought her so much fullness, so much sweet pleasure, but the illicit desire, the taboo of her best friend, that brought the naughtiness front and center, and Heidi cried out, almost releasing Keira’s name. Instead, her cry was wordless, echoing both her frustration and her need.



Carson’s lips pressed against her ear as he slammed back into her again. “She’ll hear you,” he whispered, and Heidi shuddered, her orgasm rushing towards her.



“Keep f-f-f…” Heidi couldn’t form the word she wanted to, and blushed against him. Understanding what she meant, Carson leaned into it, flexing his ass with every hard thrust as her breasts rubbed against his chest. “Like that, hard, so hard,” she hissed.



His hands gripped her back, trying to hold her still as Carson plunged in again and again and again. Heidi leaned her forehead against his shoulder, gasping against his breast as he brought her closer to the edge. One of her hands slipped down across his back, rubbing the taut muscles back there before slipping down to his ass and squeezing.



“I love you, baby,” he gasped.



“Love y-you t-too,” Heidi whispered, and the hand on his bottom slipped around to her own sex. Her clit pulsed when she brushed it, and her legs spread instinctively even as her walls tried to clamp down hard on Cason’s thick cock. Her fingers brought herself home, and the hand around Carson’s neck clamped down, her fingernails digging into his skin as he hissed his pain and his pleasure.



Heidi’s back arched, and her mouth fell open as she sucked in a deep lungful of air. Before she could cry out her orgasm, she clamped her mouth down on Carson’s shoulder, biting him as the pleasure rolled through her. Hips bucking against him, her orgasm felt like it lasted forever, and her teeth dug into flesh, tasting copper but unable to stop herself. She closed her eyes, crying from the swift, overwhelming passion, but Carson wasn’t done. She kept her lips against him, eyes closed, as he kept going, his thrusts now for his pleasure and not hers.



Heidi’s eyes fluttered open as one of his hands slid down her lower back to her ass, and she wrapped her legs around his backside, helping him go even deeper. The blood trickling down his shoulder almost made her stop this, but it was the sight beyond the wound she’d inflicted on her husband that made Heidi’s mouth really drop.



There, at the junction of the living room to the dining room, Keira stared right at their lovemaking, nude save for a black pair of high-cut panties. Her eyes were huge, her breasts rising and falling, her cheeks flaming red. When she saw Heidi looking, Keira licked her lips once, swallowed hard, and ducked away silently.



“Oh fuck,” Heidi breathed, her ankles crossing as Carson dipped her low on the table. Her eyes closed, and as her husband leaned down over her with one hand on the table next to her shoulder to fuck her harder and harder, she played those seconds over and over and over again in her head. Keira, watching. Keira, obviously turned on.



Her best friend had seen everything.



Everything.



When she came again, Heidi wailed her pleasure, uncaring who heard, uncaring about anything but the emotions fighting for control of her heart, mind, and her sex. Carson clamped his mouth over hers, and she raked his back again with her fingernails. He’d have so many little cuts and nicks from this, but Heidi didn’t care, she was riding a high she’d never felt before, and soon he was thrusting one last time inside her, his cock spilling its warmth deep, deep into her core.



* * *



Once they’d tended to the scratch marks and the bite, Carson had to hurry to get dressed in time for a double workload day – a quinceanera and a wedding, all in the same day, not to mention the wedding’s reception. He headed out the door blissfully happy, kissing his wife before he left and giving Keira – now fully dressed and making herself a cup of coffee – a quick, friendly hug, unaware of what had just transpired.



Neither of the two women said much until they brought their topped-off coffees out to the backyard patio. The Stiles’ backyard was sadly underutilized, despite both of them loving it. A tone slab of concrete reached out halfway across the yard. Close to the house was a long, dark-stained wooden table with matching cushioned chairs and a long bench on the far side. At one corner of the concrete patio was an L-shaped low wooden sectional facing away from the house towards a small firepit. It was there they sat, sipping their coffee and staring out at the lawn. The place had come with big, thick shrubs essentially acting as a fence everywhere but the driveway leading to the backyard that Carson hated and Heidi liked. It was a source of debate between the two of them early in their lives in the house, but as time wore on, Heidi had either managed to convince Carson to keep the bushes or he’d just wizened up to the fact that the they were never coming down.



“I wish we used this more often,” Heidi said, nudging the firepit with her sandaled toes. “I asked Carson for it a few years back for a birthday present. The first six months, we were out here almost every night. It’s so cozy. Maybe we’ll light it up tonight. Do some s’mores and-”



“Is the sex always that good?” Keira blurted.



Heidi’s cheeks flushed. “I… um…”



“I’m sorry. But one of us had to break the ice.”



“No, it’s… it’s okay.” Heidi sipped her coffee and shrugged uncomfortably, thinking about her best friend staring at them, at the rush it sent through her body. “You know it wasn’t for a while. It was just us going through the motions, I guess. Not that we didn’t have fun at times, and Carson was always really sweet, but it was just kind of… God, I don’t want to sound like I’m insulting him.”



“Boring?” Keira asked.



Heidi nodded. “A little bit. But it wasn’t his fault. Or mine. He thought that was how I liked it. Ever since then, we’ve been on this honesty kick. We tell each other something we’re kind of into, or we want to explore.”



“And you haven’t had to do anything weird for him?”



“No. Not really, anyways.” Heidi smiled. “He’s like a teenager. Wants to try a little bit of every position we can find out about, but he doesn’t really like anything too kinky.”



“Then he hasn’t told you everything he wants,” Keira said.



“What? No. He just likes normal sex, Keira.”



“I’m betting he just hasn’t admitted his kink to you. Everybody’s got at least one. I’ve got a few. I’m sure you do too.”



Thoughts of Keira sucking on her fingers. Heidi hoped she didn’t notice her sudden deepening breath. “I… I don’t know. We’re still trying new things out. Maybe there is something he doesn’t want to admit to me, but we’ll get there.”



“I’m sure you will. So what have you told him you’re into? What have you tried?”



“Keira!”



“What? If I’m prying too much, I’ll shut up. But it’s not like I’m going to tell anybody.”



“It’s not… it’s… you’re…” A thousand different thoughts and words jammed up inside Heidi all at once. She wanted to tell her friend, because she had always been honest with Keira about everything except wanting her. But her sex life wasn’t something Heidi had discussed intimately with anyone since… well, Keira in college. That said, whatever else Heidi told her in confidence stayed quiet, and that made up her mind. That, and she really did want to talk about it with someone other than Carson.



“I am prying too much, aren’t I?” Keira settled her coffee mug down on the edge of the fire pit and reached out to brush her friend’s knee with her hand. “I’m sorry, honey, I just-”



“Rougher,” Heidi blurted.



“Huh?” Keira asked, her hand squeezing tighter.



“I wanted him to be rougher. Not mean in bed, but, you know… more, um… in command.” The hand on her knee was giving her ideas. Bad ideas. Heidi reached down, patted the back of Keira’s hand, and her friend withdrew it slowly.



“Oooh, so he was a strictly missionary guy?”



“Well, not at first, not for a long time. But one night on vacation a year or two ago, we made love. We’d done that before, obviously, but not like this. It lasted for, gosh, I don’t know, but it felt like hours, just Carson and me connecting on this level we’d never done before. It was amazing, like best-sex-of-my-life amazing, not because I had a bunch of orgasms, but because it felt like we were pouring our souls out to each other.”



“That sounds incredible,” Keira said wistfully. “I’ve never had sex like that.”



“Neither had I. And when we finished, Carson was spooning me and I said something like, ‘I could have sex like that forever.’ I don’t know if that was specifically the reason or not, but after that, it felt like we started to shift towards slower, sweeter sex. But it became our new normal. Carson and I, we both just sorta stopped being… hmmm. Spontaneous? I think that’s it.”



Keira nodded, smiling. “And you fell into the rut you were telling me about.”



“Yeah. We’ve been in a few before, but not for that long. Everything became kind of a routine. We’d have sex two, maybe three times a week, always at the same time, always in bed, always missionary. This is just as much on me as it his him. I could’ve started something on the couch, or in the kitchen or the dining room, like this morning. Or he could have. There’s no blame. It just happened.”



“Well, it sure looked like you broke out of your rut to me.”



Heidi laughed. “Yeah, you could definitely say that. Carson’s been amazing. We had a fight, but it wasn’t about the sex. He wanted me to be honest with him, always, and he was right. So we agreed we’d start telling each other our little fantasies, and so long as it wasn’t pushing the lines on what one of us was comfortable with, we’d go for it.”



For some reason, this time it was Keira’s cheeks that flushed and she glanced away towards the shrubs. “Anything you two found that you won’t try?”



Oblivious, Heidi sipped her coffee. “Mm, no, not really. Not yet. He told me pretty early on no peeing, no pooping, and I think that’s a pretty good guideline. But other than that, it’s been pretty fun stuff. He wanted me to watch porn with him, which I thought meant maybe I wasn’t enough for him, but it wasn’t even really about the movie. Carson was staring at me the whole time. Well, maybe not the first few minutes, but once the action started, it was all about me, my reaction.” Her voice lowered. “That was awesome sex. I want to do it again sometime soon.”



“Oooh, kinky girl,” Keira said. “What else you got?”



“Well, like the night you called me about Everett – sorry, didn’t mean to bring that up.”



Keira waved a hand at her. “Keep going.”



“I’ve always liked to, um, roleplay. Pretend we’re different people. Not like I fantasize about other guys, but just… different roles in life, you know? So I was downtown, erm, getting a Brazilian…”



“Wait, what?” Keira screeched, and punched her best friend’s shoulder. “Oh, you naughty, naughty thing.”



“There’s a whole story. It was my first time and I got a good deal and quit distracting me, dang it. Anyways, there was this lingerie shop nearby and I thought that’d be fun, and they had costumes and I thought, well, that’d be really fun. So I bought this French maid outfit, and ohmygosh, Keira, you should’ve seen the look in his eyes when I surprised him with it. Like there was nothing else in the whole wide world other than us.”



“I bet you looked sexy as hell,” Keira said, her hand falling again on Heidi’s leg. This time, it was much higher, and both of them glanced at it before Keira removed it a long moment later.



“I don’t know about that, but… um, thanks.”



“I’m sure Carson didn’t complain.”



Heidi shook her head, grinning widely. “No, he did not. Anyways… you might hear us pretty often. I’m sorry about that.”



“No, it’s fine.” Keira glanced aside at her and her lips parted once, twice. “Can I tell you something? And it stays between us?”



“After me telling you all that? Please. It’d be nice to have a secret in return for a secret.”



“It was… um… really hot. I mean… Heidi, I’ve never seen anything like that outside of a porn.”



“Really?”



“Really. Don’t feel bad at all for doing what you two do around the house. I’ll try not to perv on you, but… damn, I kinda wish I could.”



Heidi was silent for a long time, and Keira fiddled with her hands, looking away again. “I… don’t mind.”



“Don’t mind what?”



“Um. If you peeked. Now and again.” Heidi glanced over at Keira, her eyes pleading. “Don’t think I’m weird.”



“Never,” Keira said, almost whispering. A warmth passed between them, a shared knowledge they were dancing around words they really wanted to say but neither one of them sure what the other meant or wanted.



“I got turned on by you watching. Like… tons.”



“Oh.”



“I know he’s handsome. I can’t blame you for wanting to watch him a little.”



The moment fizzled out, and Keira glanced away again. “Right. Yeah. He is.”



Heidi finished off her coffee and rose to her feet. “Ready to go get the official tour of the city, or do you want to unpack your stuff first? We’ve got the boxes you shipped in the garage for now.”



“How about tour first, unpacking later?” Keira said, her voice too high, too bright. “I don’t feel like work just yet.”



Heidi grinned. “Good answer.”



* * *



That weekend passed quickly for everybody. Carson’s job kept him hopping, with another wedding to shoot the following day along with a late-night stock footage request from his employers. It was enjoyably dull work – he just had to film street after street so when they edited a night shoot they had some generic footage to fill the moments between scene changes. It did, however, leave him too drained to do much more than give his wife a friendly nuzzle when he crawled into bed beside her.



As conflicted as she was, Heidi was grateful for the normalcy of those moments. She and Keira were inseparable that weekend. They brought out the few meager possessions and clothes Keira wanted to keep from her old life, decorated her room, and made the house feel a bit homier for her. They also grabbed her a bus and light rail pass, though Heidi insisted that Keira use her car for the interviews. That drew a protest from Keira, but Heidi insisted.



They were still arguing about it the morning of Keira’s first interview when Carson clunked down the stairs, dressed in a pair of basketball shorts and a white tee shirt, his hair uncombed and his cheeks dark with a five o’clock shadow. The two women sat at the table over cups of coffee, jabbing fingers at one another like they were fencing.



“-so if I want to loan it to you, I will!” Heidi said.



Carson raised an eyebrow at that. If his wife meant money, they were going to have to talk later. Sure, they had a bit in the bank and were pretty secure, but this couldn’t be a regular thing with Keira. He started to say something, but then Keira jumped in ahead of him.



“You have a life! I’m not interfering with that!”



“Morning,” Carson mumbled, going for the fridge and the orange juice he’d picked up on the drive home last night. Still, the two of them ignored him.



“You’re a part of my life, dumbass! So get used to the gesture and borrow my damn car for a couple of days.”



Oh. The car. Well, that was less of a minefield than Keira borrowing money. Carson thought about reaching for a glass and instead started to raise the bottle to his lips.



Heidi’s gaze fell on him like the snakes of Medusa. “We aren’t animals, Carson. You use a glass.”



“Morning?” he tried again, trying for a smile and instead cracking a yawn.



Keira glanced over and raised an eyebrow. “I’m sorry, did we wake you up?”



“Yeah, but…” Carson reversed direction immediately when Heidi’s gaze threatened to turn his body to stone. “No. No, I definitely mean no.”



Keira couldn’t help a little giggle as he reached for a glass. “Sorry, Carson.”



“Sorry, babe,” Heidi said, sounding anything but. “Hey, if I loaned my car to Keira, would you be okay driving me to work and picking me up?”



“Sure,” Carson said, filling his glass. He took a long drink, thinking about it, and added, “But why don’t I just drive her to the interviews?”



That stopped both women in their tracks. Heidi opened her mouth, thought about it, and finally said, “You can take the time away from the office?”



“Oh, Heidi, I can’t do that to him,” Keira protested.



“Hey, wouldn’t offer if I couldn’t do it. I’ve got plenty of PTO, but I doubt I’ll even need it if they’ll let me work an hour or two this week late or from home. Since it’s all editing work again until Sunday…” Carson shrugged, finished off his orange juice, and headed for the table to kiss his wife on the cheek. “Just so long as you quit making the devil eyes at me, woman.”



Heidi melted a little, and caressed the back of his head. “I’m pretty fond of you, you know that?”



“I know,” Carson said, grinning. He turned around and bent over a little, sticking his ass out. “It’s the buns.”



Keira leaned forward and smacked his ass. “Hm. Yeah, I could see that.”



“Keira!” Heidi bellowed, but there was no malice in her voice and her crinkled eyes belied the laugh she was holding back. “If you’re going to grope his ass, do it right.” With that, she reached out and palmed Carson’s butt. Without much hesitation, Keira did the same, and Carson whipped around, flushed and staring at them both.



“I… ah… just a piece of meat to the two of you, huh?” he asked, almost mumbling the words. He plodded out of there, trying to ignore the whispers and the giggles of the two women behind him, hoping neither of them noticed the way his cock had jumped when Keira grabbed his butt.



* * *



Keira couldn’t help fidgeting with her navy-blue pants. For the umpteenth time, she wondered if she should have gone with the sleek black skirt instead, but there was no time to have Carson turn around. Combined with a white button down, shimmery gray blazer, and a pair of leather flats, she hoped she looked both professional and a little snazzy, but she was worried the color coordination was all wrong, or that she was overdressing, or underdressing, or a thousand other things.



“You look great,” Carson said beside her, sensing her unease.



“Thanks,” Keira said. “I’ve just got the jitters. Been a while since I’ve done an interview.”



“Anything I can do to help?”



Fuck me like you did Heidi
 , Keira thought.
 Do that to me and I’ll be as loose and happy as a pothead. Better yet? Make love to me the way she talked about. Heart and soul.



Instead, she said aloud, “Music, maybe?”



“That I can do,” Carson said, making a left before he reached out and tapped a few buttons. On came an aughts top hits station. “Switch it to whatever you want.”



“This is fine, thanks.”



Carson’s thumbs danced against the steering wheel as the next song came on, and soon he was rapping – badly – along with a one-hit wonder. Keira shook her head, smiling, and joined in. He flashed her a thumbs-up and together they belted out lyrics neither of them could quite remember. With a long way yet to go, it really helped pass the time and soon Keira found herself relaxing. When the song faded, she turned the volume down and nestled into the corner of the passenger’s seat so she could look at Carson directly.



“Thanks. I needed that.”



“Carson’s Karaoke, always making the ladies happy,” he said.



“You were sure making Heidi happy the other day,” Keira blurted, and immediately clapped a hand over her mouth.



Carson groaned. “Oh, you did hear that. I suppose we weren’t very quiet.”



“I think people in the suburbs heard her come, Carson.” Her hand rose up again, and she swallowed. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be talking about this.”



His laugh was nervous, his gaze locked entirely on the near-deserted road ahead of them. “It’s, um, it’s all right. You’re our guest. We should have been more mindful.”



“No, no,” Keira said, hoping she didn’t sound too desperate. “It’s your house. I’m glad to see she’s got such a good sex life. Don’t change a thing just because I’m living with you.”



“Thanks.”



They listened to half the next song before Keira spoke up again. “I don’t know if she told you or not, but Heidi’s talked to me about how you’re trying to spice things up. You know, being honest with each other and stuff.”



He nodded. “She mentioned it. Thought I’d be pissed.”



“Were you?”



“Nah. Like I said the other day, I think it’s good for her to get everything off her chest she can’t talk about with me to someone in her life. I’m just glad it’s you and not one of her gossipy-ass sisters. Last thing I want to do is go to Thanksgiving at her parents’ and have them ask me if their daughter’s finally getting it good and hard.”



Keira burst out laughing. “Oh, that’d be great. No, I wouldn’t ever tell anybody. And if you ever need someone on your end to talk to, you know I’m good for it.”



“Hey, thanks.” Carson thought about that for a bit and added, “The one thing I’d like to know, and I’m not asking you to spy here, but if Heidi’s ever miserable with something I’m doing again and you know…”



“I’ll tell her to tell you. Don’t know how I’d feel about spilling her secrets, but definitely, yeah, if it ever got bad for her again I’d be encouraging her to talk, not hold it in.”



He glanced at her again. “She really did pick the best friend she could have had.”



“Stop, gonna make me blush and all that. And she picked a guy who can sure make her wail.” His snort made Keira forget the last of her worries and she really settled in. “She told me about the, uh, things you two have been trying. Sounds like fun.”



Carson’s eyes glazed over, and the goofiest little smile cracked his face. “Yeah. Yeaaaah.”



“What’s next on the list? Anything you’re going to ask her to try?”



His smile slipped, and he glanced aside at her. “Not offhand. We’re doing pretty good, I think.”



That was weird. He’d been so talkative, and now Carson just slammed a wall in place. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to pry. Just thought I’d help a guy out, you know? Tenderize her for your sweet, sweet loving.”



His smile came back, and he gestured at the row of buildings ahead. “Almost there.”



“Right! To business.” Keira pulled down her visor and checked her makeup in the mirror for the third time. “I really pancaked this crap on. Not too slutty looking?” she asked him.



Staring at the road ahead, Carson said quietly, “You’re beautiful.”



Keira glanced at him sharply, but he didn’t seem to be hitting on her. Still, the words took root in her heart, and her smile was as open and innocently hoping as a teenager’s. “Thanks, Carson. I… after Everett, sometimes it’s hard to think anything positive about myself.”



“Well, take it from me. You look professional and ready to kick ass. Got your resume?”



“Good call.” She reached in the back as he began to slow for the parking lot. Her hand brushed his shoulder on its way, and she noticed again just how firm the muscles were there. Carson really was a rock of a guy, in more ways than one. But thoughts of him fled when she saw the clinic building up close and personal, and Keira breathed deep.



“Professional. Ready to kick ass,” she muttered to herself, gripping her resume tight in her hands as she twisted back in place into her seat. “Damn right.”



* * *



The interviews went well, and for the rest of that week, any time Keira’s phone rang, she jumped to answer it, to Carson and Heidi’s amusement. In the meantime, she hunted through websites and job listings for more opportunities, and lined a few more interviews up for the next week. None of them were ideal – or even close to her specialty – but they paid decently and she couldn’t afford to be choosy.



At home with the Stiles, Keira tried not to be a pain. She cleaned, cooked, and even gave the lawn a much-needed mowing. Carson and Heidi both tried to convince her to relax, to enjoy this break from the real world for a little while, but she was insistent. That weekend, with Carson off on another shoot, the two friends decided to tackle the out-of-control shrub situation in the backyard and get a little sun while they’re at it.



As Heidi slipped on a pair of flexible black shorts over her red palm print bikini bottoms, she shouted out the door, “Just don’t tell Carson we were both out back in bikinis. I think it’d melt his brain.”



“Oooh, maybe we should. You two wouldn’t be leaving the bedroom for a week,” Keira called back.



“All right, just about ready. Don’t laugh, okay? I’ve put on a few pounds.”



“I would never laugh, Boobs.”



Heidi opened the door and stepped out, wincing. Keira took her in, all of her, and couldn’t say a word. Sure, her waist was a little thicker and her breasts had gained a bit of sag, but Heidi was still a stunner. The palm print bikini top was relatively chaste, but it supported her boobs nicely, deepening the natural valley between her breasts. A spackle of freckles across her shoulders, throat, and the tops of her breasts practically begged to be kissed, as did the old, familiar birthmark on the side of her belly. Her thighs blossomed out nicely, and Keira wished with all her might she could convince her friend to do this without the shorts.



“Well, say something,” Heidi said, staring down at the floor, blushing.



As though she were on autopilot, Keira stepped forward, her hands reaching out towards Heidi’s bikini top. Was it her imagination, or did Heidi’s breath hitch? Keira sought out the straps, her fingers reaching under and brushing Heidi’s skin. Yes, she thought. Heidi’s breath really was coming harder and harder. Not daring to hope, Keira adjusted the strap so it was riding a little higher.



“It was, um… just about to slip off and show the girls,” Keira mumbled. Her hand stayed where it was, her fingers brushing little circles on Heidi’s shoulder. “You look just as sexy as you ever did in college.”



“Stop,” Heidi said, and although Keira knew she meant to stop with the compliments, her hand came away as if it had been scorched. “You look pretty tasty yourself, you know?”



Laughing nervously, Keira did a little twirl. The sea-green foamy color of one side of her bikini tops faded to a near white in the middle, then to a dark blue on the other side. She’d completed the look with a black wrap around her waist. It was a touch too small, revealing the matching sea-green-and-blue bottoms.



“Ohhh, Booty, Booty, Booty!” Heidi said, and slapped Keira’s butt.



“Hey now, I usually charge for that kind of action,” Keira said, waggling her bottom at her friend.



“Well, I can pay in sunscreen and shears. Seriously, hon, you look just as beautiful as ever. I need to hit the gym hard like you do.”



Keira shrugged. “It’s not the amount of work I do. It’s exercising smart, not hard. Well… a little hard.”



“Still, I’m dragging you along to the gym we go to and you’re gonna be my new trainer.”



“Hey, anytime. You ready to go deforest your forest?”



“Phrasing, Keira,” Heidi said teasingly as she led the way downstairs. “Besides, I just shaved again last night. It’s not as smooth as the Brazilian, but it feels nice. Carson sure likes it too.”



Feeling bold, Keira said, “You should have him help you. Or I could. Get those hard to reach places.”



Heidi stumbled down the last step and caught herself just in the nick of time. “Oh, um… I should do that with, ah, him. That’d be, um, hot.”



The thinly veiled flirting stopped for a while as they shifted gears into lawncare mode. Heidi dug them out a couple of pairs of shears and some garbage bags. They almost forgot the sunscreen, but a few minutes in the warm morning sun reminded them quickly that both of them would burn pretty fast if they didn’t tend to their skin’s needs. Heidi darted inside and brought out not just the sunscreen but a set of Bluetooth speakers for her phone. They put on some old pop music from their college years and took turns slathering themselves in sunscreen. Keira did little to avert her gaze as Heidi massaged the tops of her ample breasts, and Heidi let out an audible whimper of need when Keira bent over to rub her calves and thighs, her ass on full display.



They each took a side of the yard, working to prune and hack their way back together at the center of the far end of the property. Heidi kept casting glances over her shoulder at Keira. There was no more doubt in her mind that Keira was, at least on some level, attracted to her. The signs were building up too quickly, the little flirtatious moments no longer feeling so innocent. She wanted to give in so badly, to tell Keira she felt the same way, but a scene of Carson slamming the door behind him as he left her, suitcase in hand, kept playing itself over and over in her mind. Even if it was with another woman and not a man, it was still cheating. Still grounds for him to hate her for the rest of their lives. Yes, Heidi might occasionally fantasize about another guy briefly, but she’d never ever thought about any of them this way. Not with the aching, terrible need building inside her.



Keira, for her part, didn’t dare believe the signs she was seeing. Heidi was just being Heidi, and Keira was putting her off by flirting with her. She had to quit it, now. This friendship was so not worth the relationship drama she’d create if she made a move on Heidi. No, Keira could swallow back her need. Besides, Heidi had given her the go-ahead to sneak a peek when she and Carson were making love, and that could be enough to satisfy her lusty imagination. God, though, Heidi looked so good in that bikini. Keira wanted to lay her out on the outdoor couch and dive right into her friend’s waiting pussy. She wanted to taste every inch of Heidi’s folds, taking her time with it, giving Heidi orgasm after orgasm until she begged to reciprocate the favor, and Keira would slide her bikini bottoms down and nestle her wet slit right across Heidi’s mouth.



Just the thought made Keira rub her thighs together. She tried to lose herself in the work, and for a while, she succeeded, but as time wore on and the two women drew closer and closer again, she couldn’t help glancing over towards Heidi more often. And… Heidi was glancing back. Keira didn’t want to believe. Didn’t want to hope. But she’d seen that look on three or four other women throughout her life, that confused, lusting look that spoke volumes about the inner conflict of someone who was fighting the reality of their sexuality against the image they’d built up in their own head as to who they wanted.



No, Keira decided. No, it was her imagination. She wanted Heidi to want her, so she was making up every rationalization to come onto her.



And then there was Carson.



Carson.



The man was so good. So decent. Even if Heidi returned her feelings, Keira couldn’t do that to him. So she worked, fuming at herself, wanting to cry, wanting to scream, wanting to be fucked by something other than her own fingers. And when Heidi said something to her, she very nearly did cry out, but Keira instead swallowed back her emotions and glanced over at her friend.



“Sorry, babe, lost in my own world. What’d you say?”



“My muscles are getting really sore. Gonna be glad when we’re done.”



Don’t say it, Keira. Don’t you say it
 . “Well… um… if you’re willing to reciprocate, I’d be happy to give you a massage.”



“Oooh, that’d be great. You’ll have to be up front with me how to do it, though. I don’t want to hurt you or be too gentle or something.”



Keira’s mouth went dry. “I’m sure you’ll be perfect,” she croaked.



In another ten minutes, they met at the center of the wall of shrubs, making a few last snips before they turned to each other. Ready for the massages and a cold drink, they headed inside, their hands dangling close to each other, close enough that their fingers might have intertwined, if only one of them had the strength to do it.



* * *



Heidi crawled onto Keira’s bed, thinking about Carson as she laid face-down on the towels. Thoughts of him at the altar. They hadn’t been able to afford much, and his tuxedo had been a loaner from a friend, ill-fitting and pinned at the ankles so he didn’t drag them across the church floor. They’d danced that night away, for hours and hours. Maybe there had been a few songs with her dad and later with relatives, but Heidi remembered none of it. Just him, so handsome, both of them so deeply in love. She still was, even as her body screamed at her to betray him.



Her fingers worked the knot on her bikini top as Heidi remembered the vacation that had brought them such joy – and later, such bizarre pain. They toured a handful of national parks and even saw the much-maligned actor Elias Redman leading a cast of young actors and actresses in a park production of a musical made for tweens. The actor’s daughter played the lead, and in Heidi’s opinion, outshone her old man by a fair margin, though her young stepsister was no slouch either. That was the night Carson made such slow, sweet love to Heidi. How she loved that day, and hated everything that came after. Her silence. Carson’s sleepwalking through their love life. She remembered the nights of endless frustration, of biting her tongue, of wanting.



Her cheek touched the towel folded neatly at the head of the bed. Under her was another towel, along with the third on her backside. That way they wouldn’t get oil on the sheets. Or other things. Heidi bit her lip, trying not to cry about what she wanted. About the man she’d hurt if she let Keira do to her what they both desired. She thought about calling the whole thing off, but it was just a massage.



Just a massage.



Carson, holding her hands, both of them stark naked, Heidi talking through the tears as she told him about her sexual frustrations, finally truthful. His lips on hers, then his hands pulling her to the bed, where he ate her out like he was attacking a bowl of ice cream. The hard, angry fucking afterward, and the way he’d flopped down afterwards, trying to hold back his confusion, his own frustration. All he’d ever done was try to make her happy.



Oh Carson,
 Heidi whispered silently.
 I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.



Her body betrayed her. The hard nubbins of her nipples felt like they’d cut through the towel. Her clit tingled, and her pussy glistened. If Keira tried to make this more than a massage, Heidi had little doubt as to which way this would go.



“I’m ready,” she called out.



* * *



Keira entered to a sight she’d never tire of. She’d given Heidi massages before, but the energy in the backyard hadn’t diminished. Seeing her best friend sprawled on the bed, her eyes closed, clad only in her bikini bottoms, untied top, and a towel that rode low on her nethers, Keira offered a quick and silent prayer of thanks to whoever might be listening up there for at least a few minutes of touching this sexual creature’s skin.



“All right, babe, give me just a minute to set up some music and warm up my oils and we’ll be good to go.”



“Remember the first time you ever tried this on me? Your hands were ice cold.”



Keira laughed. “Yeah. You about elbowed me in the face. I’m a bit better these days. But… if you liked it, I could go get an ice cube or three.”



“Pass,” Heidi mumbled. As Keira flicked on her iPod and a soothing, soft beat started, Heidi lifted her head. “Keira…”



“Yes?” Keira asked, her voice low, throaty.



“I…” Nothing else came from Heidi’s mouth. Her lips moved, but she couldn’t speak.



“It’s okay,” Keira said.



Heidi nodded and laid her head back down, tears rolling down her face as Keira uncapped her preferred oil and drizzled some into her hands. The crying hurt. Keira had every intent of making this her show, to do to Heidi what she’d dreamed about in a thousand different fantasies, but the conflict was right there on her friend’s face, glistening.



“Oh sweetheart,” she murmured as she drew closer to Heidi. “It’s a massage. It really is.”



“I trust you.”



Keira lifted Heidi’s leg, to start her work at her feet. She wanted to suckle each one of Heidi’s toes, but instead settled for massaging her ankles first, letting her feet get used to her hands before she began to work the more sensitive flesh. Heidi jerked reflexively anyways, almost freeing her beautifully round ass from the towel. Keira caught her movement, cradling her foot gently as she drew her oiled fingers down across the arch, all the way to the toes, then back across, repeating this until the fidgeting had been massaged out of Heidi’s foot. Then she began to knead the muscles.



“The oil smells good,” Heidi murmured.



“Apricot kernel,” Keira said as she worked the balls of Heidi’s feet. “It smells nutty on its own, so I add a little extra apricot scent to it. I use it in my hair and on my face, too.”



“I’ll have to try it sometime. Your hair’s beautiful like that. Long and… mm… straight.”



“Thanks.”



She worked the toes gently, trying not to imagine licking them. From this angle, she could almost see under Heidi’s towel to the cleft she so very badly wanted to really massage. She took her time, enjoying making Heidi hers slowly and surely. She was so responsive, already murmuring her pleasure and sighing audibly when Keira switched feet.



“Do you miss him?” Heidi asked without warning.



Keira paused as she worked Heidi’s ankle. “Everett?”



“Yeah.”



“No,” Keira said flatly. “I did the first couple weeks before I flew out here. But seeing you and Carson, I don’t know, it felt too right to hurt anymore. I feel like I’ve moved on to where I’m supposed to be.”



“Well, I’m glad you’re here.”



“Me too, Boobs. Why’d you ask?”



“Carson. I miss him. Even… even now.”



Keira’s hand stopped in mid-rub. “I can-”



“No,” Heidi said softly. “Keep going. It’s just a massage, right?”



“Yeah. Just a massage.”



Keira moved on to Heidi’s calves. Here, she didn’t have to worry about being so delicate, and her fingers and the base of her palms kneaded Heidi’s soft, warm flesh with an assured temp that matched the music. She stuck with a basic, random swirl of her hands, never quite kneading the same spot the same way twice, but making lazy, light swoops around Heidi’s flesh and finding the little spots that needed more intensive care. Those tiny knots of muscle Keira worked diligently as she watched her friend’s breathing even out, a beatific little smile replacing the tears that had been flowing earlier.



Another handful of oil, and then the backs of Heidi’s knees and her thighs. Even if Keira was nowhere near her bikini line, Heidi still went rigid. Keira leaned down to whisper into her ear, “It’s all right. Just relax.”



Heidi nodded, her lips parting in a silent moan, and Keira nearly kissed her cheek, but it was too soon for that. She still couldn’t get a read on if going further was the right decision or not. It felt a little bit like she was taking advantage of Heidi, but the other woman wasn’t drunk or confused. She knew what was going on. What Keira wanted.



What they both wanted.



Her fingers inched closer and closer to the towel, but Keira was taking her time, drawing this out. The little jiggle to Heidi’s thighs held her under a spell she couldn’t break. The tan they’d both received that day was the first major sun Heidi had seen in a while and it left her skin with a warm radiance to it. The oils gave it a further sheen, leaving her almost glowing.



The muscles there required deeper massaging, and Keira put some force into it, drawing gasps from Heidi whenever she hit a particularly tough spot. And that maybe wasn’t the only reason either, but Keira tried to not think about that. Her fingers brushed the base of the towel, threatening to push it up, and Heidi opened her eyes, her lips parted.



Keira moved on to her back, and Heidi’s eye closed again as she drew and released a deep, shaky breath.



“This is so good,” she whispered. “I’ve needed this for so long.”



“I know. I’m here anytime.”



“I’ll learn how to return the favor.”



Yes, you will,
 Keira thought, smiling a little to herself.



The bed was too big for her to keep massaging comfortably – or so she reasoned with herself – and so Keira crawled onto it on her knees, looming over her friend’s back and rubbing more oil into her hands. Squashed underneath her, Heidi’s breasts ballooned out, leaving a tantalizing glimpse of delicious flesh. Even if Keira had seen her nipples plenty of times before, it still felt mysterious and taboo to see the sideboob, as though she were taking a peek at a naked woman for the very first time again. She brushed Heidi’s blonde hair away from her back and her neck, and settled in beside her, still on her knees.



The back was where Heidi nearly lost it. Her fingers like feathers across Heidi’s skin, Keira used the first few minutes to just explore the flesh, teasing along Heidi’s backbone, her shoulder blades, her tense shoulders. When Keira finally settled in for a deeper massage, Heidi’s legs parted, her ankles splaying out and the towel coming askew. Her bikini bottom had ridden up, leaving one of her cheeks on full display from this angle. Keira reached down, her hand wavering above Heidi’s ass until she finally worked up the courage to drop it onto her bare flesh. Not quite a spank, but more than a mere gentle touch, skin smacked off skin, and Heidi jumped.



“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God,” she breathed, just loud enough that Keira could hear.



Keira swallowed, her hand still settled on Heidi’s flesh. “It’s okay. Just… getting your towel.”



“My towel,” Heidi agreed fervently.



Her ass felt so good. Soft. Squeezable. Keira wanted to lean over and drag her lips up it until she reached the bikini bottom, then pull that down and off her legs with her teeth. Her hand stayed a moment before she reached up and brushed the fabric of the bottom. Heidi shivered, her hands making little fists, and only relaxed again when Keira adjusted the fabric back into place and covered her again with the towel.



So close to her pussy. So very fucking close.



It was too much. Before her brain could catch up with her need, Keira swung a leg over Heidi’s ass. “I’m going to straddle you. It’s going to make things easier for me. Help me get a better angle so my hands don’t hurt so much.”



“Yeah. Yeah, okay,” Heidi whispered, her eyes squeezed shut again.



Positioned like this, Keira’s center rested on her friend’s backside. Or really the towel. She leaned forward to massage Heidi’s shoulders, and the fabric of her own swimsuit bottom and the wrap rubbed against her friend. If Keira pushed down while she worked and maybe slipped one hand between them, she could start up a slow grind, then dry hump her friend until…



Until what? Until she got hers and left Heidi a confused, needing mess? And what about Carson? Not only was he Heidi’s wife, but Keira had been growing closer to him. He didn’t deserve this. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t make the man a cuckold.



As if their brains were on the same wavelength, Heidi choked out, “Keira… I…  Carson means the world to me…”



“Goddamn it, I know,” Keira whispered.



“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”



“No. There’s… there’s nothing to apologize for.”



Keira leaned forward, guiltily keeping herself positioned higher so she wasn’t grinding on her best friend. Her hands began their work on Heidi again, and within a few minutes, they fell back into a rhythm. A frustratingly nonsexual one, but Heidi was relaxing.



Keira swung off her when she needed to switch to Heidi’s neck. “Forehead down,” she said, trying not to sound irritated.



“Keira…”



“It’s not-”



Her phone rang on its dock on an end table in the corner. Keira cleared her throat and hopped off the bed. She grabbed a towel on the way and wiped her hands quickly before the phone stopped ringing. As she answered it, Heidi slowly sat upright, her bikini top pressed to her breasts. She retied it, smiling apologetically at Keira as she swung her legs off the edge of the bed. Keira watched her get up and slip out of the room. Oh, how she wanted to punch something. Or fuck something, more like it.



“Hello?” she practically snarled into the phone. The voice on the other end was pleasant, soothing, and familiar. Keira sat down on the edge of the bed, her lust temporarily forgotten. She listened for a good long while, said nothing, a smile slowly breaking through her frustration. “Oh my, yes,” she said. “Yes, definitely. I’ll be there Monday. Thank you. Thank you so much.”



She hung up, and despite the cooling dampness between her thighs, Keira whooped. She had a job.



* * *



They celebrated that night with steaks, champagne, and when that ran out, beer and wine. Carson was home early enough to volunteer to man the grill, but Heidi, wracked with guilt over her sexual experience with Keira, insisted he kick back, relax, and have a little time to unwind while she did up the steaks, a few ears of corn, and a smattering of asparagus to go with the twice-baked potatoes Keira made to go with.



When the food was ready, they sat around the outdoor table, a couple bottles of wine and a six pack of beer within easy reach. Carson thought he detected some tension between the two women, but chalked it up to a long day. He complimented them on the yard, and both of them, strangely, looked away from each other as though he’d caught them doing something guilty.



Keira got up at one point to go to the bathroom, and Heidi followed her inside to grab a carton of ice cream and some bowls. She caught Keira’s arm just before she closed the door, and Heidi whispered in her ear, “After the ice cream, pretend you’re sleepy.”



“What? Why?”



“Just trust me. When you hear us head upstairs, come take your peek”



Keira raised an eyebrow but nodded. “Heidi, about earlier…”



“I’m sorry. I was a tease… I… I’m so sorry. And ashamed.”



Keira leaned in and trailed her fingernails across the other woman’s cheek. “I know. I’m sorry too for my part. I promised myself I’d never try to come between you two, and here I am lusting after both of you. If I’ve made things too weird, I can go.”



Heidi caught Keira’s hand, and feeling giddy, kissed her palm. “Stay. Please. I know I’m not being fair to you, but I want you here.”



“Okay. Yeah, okay, Heidi.” She started to shut the door again, but paused one last time. “This is the part where I’m supposed to tell you I won’t wait forever, but… no ultimatums, Heidi. I’m not out to wreck your life, or Carson’s. If it’s friendship you want, I want that too. If it’s something else… we’ll figure that out.”



Heidi nodded slowly, and let her friend go.



* * *



Keira made a face as though she just bit into a lemon. “Definitely not a camping girl here.”



Carson finished a mouthful of salted caramel chocolate chip ice cream and cocked his head. “Really?”



“Humans have been around for, what, two hundred thousand years or so, and we’ve evolved to the point where now we have these awesome bedrooms and fluffy pillows and down comforters, and you nutjobs want to go and sleep on the ground.” She shuddered theatrically. “I like to flush my poop, thank you.”



Heidi poked her friend in the ribs. “They have public toilets there if you want to use them.”



“Yeah. Uh huh. I’m really gonna get up in the middle of the night, unzip myself out of a sleeping bag and a tent, and then walk my ass a quarter mile past Cletus and his horny redneck buddies just to pee into a toilet caked with ice. What part of that doesn’t sound delightful?”



Carson laced his hands behind his head and leaned back, grinning. “Guess that means she’s not joining us for the anniversary, hon.”



“Guess not,” Heidi said. Seated between the two, she leaned over to give him a long, wet kiss and trailed her hand down his chest. “You’ll have me all to yourself in the woods. No pretty brunettes to stare at.”



“Mm,” Carson said, taking her hand and squeezing it. “You know you’re all I ever need.”



Keira settled her bowl on the table and rose to her feet. “And that’s probably my cue. Thank you guys so much for a wonderful night.”



“Nah, stay,” Carson protested. “We’ll stop with the PDA.”



“She’s fine with the PDA,” Heidi said dismissively, and shocking Carson, her hand trailed from his chest to his groin. She glanced up at Keira, grinning. “Aren’t ya, babe?”



“Ew, cooties, gross.” But it was lost on neither Heidi or Carson that her gaze was locked on her hand and his dick, covered as it was. “Well, uh, I really should hit the sack. Tomorrow night, it’s my turn to cook.”



Heidi stood up to give her a hug and whisper a few words in her ear. Carson half-rose too, and was shocked again when Keira stopped, hesitated, and leaned over to give his cheek a small, chaste kiss. “You’re a good guy, Carson. Don’t let this one eat you alive tonight.”



“I, uh, I’ll try not to.” When Keira had closed the sliding door behind her, Carson glanced at his wife. “I’m sorry, baby. I should’ve stopped that.”



“It was a little friendly kiss. Calm down, Romeo.” Heidi’s hand still hadn’t left his groin, though, and now she gripped him loosely through the board shorts he’d changed into when he got home from work. “But she’s right. I’m still hungry and eating you up sounds like the perfect snack.”



Carson groaned, both from the pleasure of her fingers slowly working along his length and from the bad joke. “That was awful.”



For that, she gave him a teasing squeeze. “She falls asleep fast. We’ll give it five minutes then I’m taking you upstairs.”



“Mm. What could we do in the meantime?”



Heidi’s fingers slid up to the waistband of his shorts. “How about this?” she asked as her hand crept inside.



He groaned and leaned back, instinctively pushing his groin up at her. “Jesus, Heidi.”



“Stand up. Let’s get these off you.”



When the shorts came down and Carson’s cock rose through the hole in his boxers, Heidi spat into her hand a few times and turned her chair so she could face him more easily. Her fingers wrapped around his tip and worked the moisture along half his length.



“Baby, she might hear us again.”



“Good. Let her.” His cock stiffened at that, and Heidi’s mouth opened in a wide, teasing smile. “Ooh, that turns someone on.”



“It’s hot,” Carson admitted. “It’s like her being around is turning you into an exhibitionist.”



That gave her actual pause, and Heidi’s hand stilled its stroking for a moment. “Is that okay?”



He leaned over and brushed the hair out of her eyes so he could see Heidi’s face better. “Hey. It doesn’t hurt me in the slightest.” In the darkening evening, Carson missed the quick flash of guilt on Heidi’s face. “We talked a bit when she had her interviews. Truth is, I think maybe you being so loud, maybe it turned her on a little too.”



Heidi’s breath caught as she worked his cock again. “Yeah?”



“She didn’t say as much, but she definitely had that look in her eye.”



With a light grip, she slid her hand up and down the tip of his cock, working the first couple of inches. “I liked knowing she was in the other room.”



“Fu…” He glanced sideways at her, and cut the word off before it left his mouth. “Tell me what you liked.”



Heidi stopped and spat into her palm again before wrapping two fingers and her thumb around the middle of his dick. Her other hand hadn’t joined that one, and Carson finally caught on as to why. She had it stuffed up under her shirt, playing with a nipple as she jerked him off. The sight drove him crazy. His sexy wife, her blonde hair spilling down over her face, breath coming faster and faster, teasing her own breast while she snaked her hand up and down his cock.



“I like my best friend hearing us, mmm…” Heidi wanted to say the word fuck, but she wondered if it would be too much. “…make love.”



“Yeah?”



“Mm hm.” He was so hard now, his hips bobbing each time she stroked downward. “I liked her hearing you doing me so good, baby. Filling up my tight... mm… filling me up so good.”



“This is so damn hot.”



“When you made me scream… when you made me… feel so good…”



“Don’t want. To Finish like. This,” Carson gasped.



Heidi nodded and swiped the hair out of her eyes. Her forehead gleamed with perspiration. “Inside. Upstairs. We’ll finish each other off.”



“I take it you have an idea?”



“Something we haven’t done in a while. Come on.”



She rose nimbly to her feet, her hand still resting on his prick, and she guided him – carefully, but with a degree of urgency – that way. They darted inside, glancing around for Keira, but her light was out and the fan she used at night was blowing. Carson tried to tuck himself into his boxers but Heidi was having none of it, and like teenagers, they raced upstairs to their bedroom.



As quick as they could, they shed their clothes. Not even Carson, usually a neat freak when it came to dirty clothes, cared where they landed as he rushed back to connect with his wife again, his hands clasping her cheeks as he kissed her deeply, hungrily. Their tongues danced, and when they were forced apart to breathe, a trail of glimmering wetness connected their lips until it snapped and disappeared. Heidi shoved him backwards onto the bed, his cock jabbing up towards the ceiling.



“Scoot. Head up towards the pillows. We’ll need room.”



“Yes, ma’am,” Carson said, grinning as he obliged. “I like you a little dominant like this.”



“Good.” She stalked him across the bed on her hands and knees until he had reached their stack of pillows. “Shove those off. I don’t want to have to change the cases tonight.”



His grin turned questioning, but he did as she asked, knocking them off to her side of the bed. Without another word, Heidi turned around so her ass was facing his head. “Ohhhh,” Carson said, finally getting it as she lifted one knee and straddled his face. “I do love eating you out.”



Still silent, Heidi lowered her pussy down onto his face, gasping from the contact with his tongue. She’d needed this so badly since the massage. Her release was finally here, and fuck, she was already close. Carson went all-out, his tongue launching a savage attack, sliding up and down the wishbone-like folds he could reach before he flicked her electric little nub. Heidi writhed on top of him, but had the presence of mind to remember she hadn’t finished him off outside. Carson’s prick stood tall and angry about this fact, and she took mercy, leaning down to devour it in one straight go.



His hips bucked upward, and she smiled around him even as she nearly gagged at the sudden forcefulness of his thrust. It was funny how just a couple years ago this act would have been mildly repugnant, but now Heidi wanted him to lose control. She loved the reaction she drew from him, loved the newfound raw physicality of their fucking, and besides, Heidi wanted him right on the edge for her little show.



Her mouth slid back up his length in a hurry, her tongue leaving a wet trail. Heidi glanced upwards when she reached the tip. Keira wasn’t at the door yet. Good. She needed another few minutes to prime the pump, so to speak, and so she swirled her mouth down to his root once again. His groan of approval against her pussy made Heidi wiggle her bottom and grind into his face. That fabulous tongue relented from her clit to slide down the length of her entrance, just a light run as Carson’s hands came around and clasped her backside to draw her tighter against his mouth.



“Ommmgggh!’ she gasped around him. Her mouth slid most of the way off and Heidi wrapped her hands around the base of his shaft, much as she had outside but with the added oral stimulation at his tip. There was no teasing this time – Heidi jerked him swiftly, her hands coming up halfway to meet her plunging lips.



There. A sound she’d heard countless times. The faint squeak of one of their stairs. Would Carson notice, though? Heidi tensed, wondering if he would hear and this would be over before it even began. Would he shout? Storm out?



Invite Keira in?



The last thought blazed through her mind and down her body, the heat rushing to meet her thighs. She clamped them around Carson’s head as her husband returned his traveling tongue to her clit, his fingers stroking her bottom, her lower back, then returning to her ass again. He was pinching her, telling her he needed air, and as Keira peeked around the open door, Heidi rose off her husband, her pussy gleaming wet in the golden lamplight of their bedroom.



Keira’s gaze fell on Heidi first, at the waterfall of her long blonde hair, of the cock between her lips, at her hands wrapped around her husband’s shaft. Her eyes - dark, sultry, scared, excited – shifted slowly to take in Carson as he drew a deep breath, his hands still grasping Keira’s ass as he pulled her back down to meet his darting tongue and slick mouth. He didn’t even notice Keira, so focused was he on his wife, and slowly, tantalizingly, Heidi settled her hips back around Carson’s head as she stared at Keira, slowing the blowjob and her hands.



Neither woman was sure what the other would do in that moment, but both of them acted as one. Keira stepped sideways, fully in view now and dressed in a soft pink chemise nightgown with the barest of straps holding it upright on her proud breasts. The hem was almost chaste in its knee-length, but the way it fit Keira emphasized every asset of her. Her taut ass and flared hips wanted to burst forth from the lines. It was her face, though, that brought Heidi to the edge. The unchecked need fought with the fear of being discovered as her lips parted, her eyes flicked everywhere, and her hand rose first tentatively to her stomach, her collarbone, and then finally falling on one of her breasts.



They studied each other, Heidi suckling at her man’s delectable prick, Keira frozen, unsure what she wanted to do next. Keira broke first, slipping down one of the straps of her chemise, freeing one of her tanned curves. She began the slow work of teasing herself, of teasing Heidi, her touch everywhere – her mouth first, a finger slipping in as she imitated Heidi, sucking at the end of her digit as her friend did to her husband. Then she moved to her bared shoulder, sliding the cooling finger across the little ridges of bone and cartilage as Heidi swallowed deep Carson’s prick again. The hem of Keira’s nightgown rose up, up, up across knees nicked with scars from childhood play and a pair of thighs begging to be spread on satin sheets. Heidi’s ass bounced to a slow, intense beat only the two of them could hear.



“Ohmmguddd…” she whispered around Carson’s cock, and deep under her, he moaned too, his hips pushing up harder and harder into his wife’s mouth.



That hem kept rising as Keira’s fingers strummed across the curve of her bared breast. Her glistening tongue, bright pink and long, flicked out between her glossy lips, and still the hem rose, slower now. There was no rush. There was only this moment, this intensely erotic, dangerous moment.



“Gonna…” Carson murmured against Heidi’s flesh, but she didn’t need to be told. She knew. Her mouth left him, making an exaggerated pop with her lips as she watched her best friend carefully, both of them still gauging the other even as Heidi’s hands stroked and stroked. Carson shuddered, and Heidi’s eyes closed as she flicked her tongue against his tip.



Carson came, and he came harder than Heidi could ever remember.



It wasn’t just a few shots, but blast after blast. Heidi took the first two in her mouth but soon her soft eyes returned to Keira. Her mouth parted ways with Carson, even as he was still coming. White shots of cream struck her chin, her forehead, her collarbone, her breasts. His hips still jerked but there was nothing else in him, and so Heidi leaned back, the come rolling slowly across her skin as she watched her friend, mouthing words neither of them needed to tell the other because they already knew them.



Keira’s chin rolled forward, her dark hair bobbing as the hem rose past slick thighs, then higher still as her pink intimate lips were revealed to Heidi. The hand on Keira’s chest fell between her thighs and she made love to herself as Heidi thrust her chest out and tossed back her hair. Her rhythmic grinds down along Carson’s chin grew longer as she dipped a finger across his come and wrote a name on her own skin - Keira. The gasp that elicited from her friend was almost enough for Heidi, but not quite.



Keira’s hand covered her pussy, from her clit to the base of her outer lips. A finger slid in, then two, and her thumb stroked vigorously against her nub. The fingers inside her wet, clamping folds just rested there snugly as she stimulated her clit. It felt like every one of the thousands of nerve endings crackled as Keira watched her friend bounce atop her husband’s face. She wanted to taste that cum drying slowly on Heidi, to suck at the breasts Heidi was presenting to her, to trail her tongue further down to where flesh met flesh, of both the husband and the wife.



But the thought, as pleasurable as it was, struck fear in Keira, and she stayed where she was, taking herself home.



“C-close,” Heidi whispered, and one of her hands reached up, squeezing a breast.



Keira closed her eyes as her friend stopped her bouncing and began rolling her hips, grinding her pussy down on Carson’s tongue, lips, and nose. The fingers inside Keira began to pump, and her other hand, the one gripping the hem, joined in on her clit. She squeezed her eyes shut, whimpering in her mind as Heidi moaned.



“Oh baby, p-please, I’m right there, please,” she begged. “L-lick my… my…”



Keira’s eyes shot open and she mouthed the word silently – ‘Pussy.”



It toppled Heidi, and with a wordless wail, she came, her thighs clamping Carson’s head yet again as she swayed. Everything was on display for Keira. Everything. Her nipples, her breasts, the little pooch of her belly, the stretch marks on her thighs from weight loss and the years gone by. She came and came, openly, joyfully, revealing her truest self to her friend for the very first time.



Don’t let it end yet
 , Keira begged silently. She was so close herself. Another two, three minutes. Heidi caught her consternation and rose up enough to give Carson’s lungs a rest. The smile on her face was peaceful, satisfied. She did not make more of a show for Keira. She didn’t have to, Instead, she returned her attention to the man underneath her, kissing his cockhead and lifting its resting form up with both hands, presenting it questioningly to Keira. Carson was big, as big as Heidi had described – even flaccid.



Keira shook her head slightly, and Heidi pouted before tipping her a playful wink. Maybe her offer had been serious, or maybe not, but Keira wasn’t ready for that. Neither, she suspected, were the married couple. Someday, her quavering pussy demanded, but not that night. Not yet.



But the thought of sharing that wonderful cock and the toned, sleek body it belonged to with the woman of Keira’s dreams was finally, mercifully enough. The fingers inside herself plunged deep while those working her clit rubbed and flicked one last time. At the last moment, Keira exhaled before she came, almost grunting her passion, and her back went limp as her orgasm hit her, nearly toppling her forward onto the bedroom carpet.



It was the sort of orgasm born of a decade and change of frustration, or unfulfilled need, of lust finally met with lust. It was a culmination of sorts for both Keira and Heidi, and they stared at each other as Keira’s orgasm settled into soft waves. Her wet fingers slipped loose from her pussy, and she brushed her hair aside long enough to make sure Heidi could watch her sucking her own taste down, licking each finger clean. Heidi’s mouth fell open, but Carson pinched her ass again, and as Keira slipped away, she fell sideways, flopping onto the bed face first as Carson sucked in a great whoosh of air.



“Jesus, baby,” he moaned. “Holy shit.”



“Top ten?” Heidi asked, a little breathless herself.



“We’re gonna need to expand that to a top fifty if we keep this up.”



Stepping down past the creaky stair, Keira overheard this, and couldn’t agree more.



* * *



Whatever tension Carson thought he imagined between Heidi and Keira disappeared in the days to come. They both seemed much more relaxed, buoyant even. He didn’t know what had happened, but since it didn’t affect him and neither of them seemed to want to talk about it, he let it slide.



A few times Carson would come into the house and giggles or whispered words would fall away in his presence. Annoying, but in the same cute way a little puppy biting at his toes was annoying. There was no malice to it, and he bore it all with his usual stoic good humor. It helped that Keira was so damn easy to live with. She wasn’t quite the neat freak that he was, but she was a far sight better about cleaning dishes and doing laundry than Heidi, who would probably live in a hovel made of garbage if she could get away with it. He found out too Keira loved to golf, and the two of them spent some good nights out on the city’s courses. At first Carson worried Heidi might be jealous of the hours he spent with her best friend, but if anything, it put her in a great mood.



“No, seriously, I love that the two of you are hanging out,” she said as they cuddled together after a relatively tame lovemaking session. Real lovemaking this time – Heidi had actually wanted it gentle, and Carson was only too happy to oblige.



“Wait, really? You’re not pissed?”



“Absolutely not.” Heidi wiggled her bare bottom against his groin and he reached down to cup her sex, stroking it idly as she spoke. “Not that I don’t love spending time with you, Carson, but we don’t have to be together twenty-four seven to be happy with each other, you know? And if you two are having fun, it makes me happy. My two best friends. How could I not want that?”



He kissed her shoulder. “You are one incredible woman, Mrs. Stiles.”



Heidi rolled over on top of him, spreading her knees wide as she began kissing random bits of him. “Mm. And you are one incredible man, hubby.”



Those words came to haunt him like no others.



Even if Carson never heard or saw Keira watching as he and Heidi went at it, his subconscious mind must have picked up something – pheromones, maybe, or little imperceptible sights or sounds his conscious mind couldn’t interpret – and he began to think the weirdest things. Sometimes in the midst of an intensely erotic moment, he would flash upon an image of Keira, her mouth parted, eyes fluttering as her back arched in the throes of an orgasm. It was not the first time Carson thought about another woman during sex – he wasn’t perfect, as no man was – and it certainly wasn’t the first time he’d imagined Keira when he fucked Heidi, but the image began to grip his mind, solidifying with every lewd act they did in that household.



The teasing Keira gave Heidi about her vocal pleasure didn’t help his mental imagery either. Sometimes when they all managed to gather together at the table for breakfast, Keira would break out into a spot-on impression of Heidi, banging her foot against the ground and mock screaming, or crying out, or wailing like she was orgasming herself. Heidi moved quickly beyond embarrassment and took the jokes good-naturedly, Carson bore them with a growing sense of unease, of guilt.



The Fever, as Carson came to think of it, started during one of his busiest weeks of the year. From Saturday to that Friday, his company was booked solid on shoots for an anime conference in town, and as if that wasn’t bad enough, their bosses had somehow sandwiched in some shoots for an advertising firm as well as a pair of weekend weddings. Carson was the de facto wedding guy, so he picked those up along with a solid four days’ worth of work on the other shoots. It would be an exhausting stretch, but none of the shoots took place until the late morning, so it freed him up to spend his time with Keira, driving her to work and sharing a bit more time together.



Heidi was picking up a few extra hours that week at the shipping company where she worked as a manager, and left earlier than the other two by a whole hour. Her grumbling about the early morning hours was offset by the extra cash she and her husband would be bringing in that week, so she wasn’t too upset when Carson grinned at her sleepily from the bed while she slipped on her pants.



“An extra half hour to sleep, all by myself,” Carson said, stretching luxuriously.



“Oh, shut up.”



“Mm, hello, pillows. Which one of you is going to be my new best friend?”



Heidi thought about tossing a shoe at him, but decided against in favor of kissing him on the cheek. “Text me and let me know when you’re finished with the shoot.”



For a response, Carson closed his eyes and faked a long, satisfied snore. Muttering under her breath, Heidi patted his chest and headed out. When she’d gone, Carson really did try to sleep for another few minutes, but he was never much of a late sleeper and when he was awake, he tended to stay that way. Hearing the backdoor slide open and shut downstairs made up his mind for him. If Keira was up, maybe they could sit outside and bullshit for a few before he had to grab a shower and take her into work.



Humming to himself, Carson rolled out of bed and threw on a pair of shorts and a tee shirt advertising Incandescent Brew, a favorite local coffee hangout of his. After a swig of mouthwash, he plodded downstairs, stopping first in the kitchen for half a bran muffin before heading for the back of the house. The baked good fell out of his hand when he reached the sliding door and peeked out.



Keira had brought her exercise mat outside and he’d caught her right in the middle of a yoga routine. In profile, she balanced on one foot with her other leg high in the air as she bent over, her hands at her ankles. The green yoga pants Keira wore couldn’t have actually been any snugger. They slid along her curvaceous ass like they were just an extension of her skin, and though the angle she was in was relatively chaste, Carson thought immediately about walking out there, grabbing her ankle in the air, and ripping out the crotch of those pants so he could fuck her hard just like that.



A black sports bra hugged her breasts nicely too, revealing her slim abs. Her hair hung straight down past her shoulder in a basic ponytail. Carson’s mental image of fucking her switched to him taking her from behind, tugging on that hair and bringing her head back, thrusting her breasts out. And her skin… her skin. It glistened with sweat. Obviously she’d been working out for a while before coming outside to finish up with yoga. He imagined cleaning that sweat off her with his tongue, starting from her forehead down along her cheeks to her long, graceful neck and her collar before he sucked the moisture from between her breasts.



All this he saw and imagined in the space of ten long seconds as she lowered and raised her leg, down, up, down, up, stretching the fabric every time in ways that made him dry swallow until slowly Keira brought her leg down one last time. She remained bent over, though, balanced on the tips of her feet, her hands raised backwards. It put her ass on an even more spectacular display. Blood roared in Carson’s ears as his prick jumped from mild interest to deeply intrigued, and he reached down… to adjust himself? To stroke himself?



Heidi.



This wasn’t right. Glancing at Keira now and then was one thing, but openly staring, drinking her in like this, it was wrong and a betrayal. The guilt slammed into place like a wall, and he knelt to grab his muffin and dart away out of sight before Keira could notice him. His prick demanded attention, and when Carson made it back upstairs, he flopped onto the bed, reaching for Heidi’s lotion on her nightstand and cursing himself for what he knew would be running through his head as he got himself off as quick as possible.



When he’d finished, showered, shaved, and dressed for the day’s shoot, Carson finally told himself he had to face Keira. Thankfully, when he returned downstairs, she was in the bathroom, about to grab a shower herself. That saved him the immediate embarrassment of looking her in the eye when he’d just been imagining a half-dozen variations on thrusting against her spectacular ass. By the time Keira re-emerged dressed and ready for work, Carson managed to dismiss the morning’s incident, though the unease began to warm in his mind.



The second day, Carson woke painfully stiff to Heidi spooning him. A few images of Keira still fluttered through his mind, particularly in his dreams, and his need to come was immediate, urgent. He snaked an arm around Heidi’s waist, and reached down between her thighs.



“Carson?” she whispered so quietly he almost couldn’t hear her.



“I need you,” he said.



Her thighs parted, and her hand joined his until she was wet enough to take him. For the first time in what felt like weeks, Carson took Heidi solely for his need alone, pawing shamelessly at her breasts, burying his lips against her neck as he thrust into her with hard, unrepentant strokes. His climax was there, right there, and he spilled into her with a soft grunt, apologizing as she sat up, yawning and reaching for a box of tissues.



“It’s okay, baby,” she said, turning her head to smile at him. “It’s not always about me. You must’ve really been primed, huh?”



“You have no idea.” He caught himself and grinned. “Well, yeah, okay, maybe you do.”



Heidi stretched and stood up. “I’ve still got plenty of time before work. You brush your teeth, I’ll shower up, and we can go for a second round?”



They did, and Carson damn near convinced her to call in and say she’d be late so they could go for a third, but finally, Heidi reluctantly returned to the shower a second time that morning while he folded an arm under his head, strangely unsatisfied considering he’d just come hard, twice. Irritated and unsure as to why – or more accurately, unwilling to acknowledge why – Carson grabbed a shower himself and dressed to take Keira to work.



In the SUV, if she sensed his mood, she ignored it as she fiddled with the radio and found a pop hits station. “Candle DeShawn is the worst, but damn it, I always stop and listen.”



Carson grunted, but the comment passed through one ear and out the other. His hands tightened around the steering wheel as he tried not to pay any attention to the sleek gray skirt riding high on Keira’s legs. Of course, ignoring her wasn’t a long-term solution, but he couldn’t think of a thing to say.



When the song ended, Keira shut off the radio again and studied him. “Hey, I might have a lead on tickets to the baseball game tonight. I can just about see Heidi laughing at me right now if I asked her. You want to go with me?”



“Keira, I…” Carson didn’t know how he was going to finish that sentence.
 I think it’s a bad idea we spend time together?
 That seemed lame and insulting, considering he’d been the one to volunteer to drive her to work.
 I think I’d like to pull this SUV over, plant your hands on the hood, drop that skirt, and fuck you senseless?
 Yeah, that’d go over even better. “…I’m sorry. I’m moody.”



“Hey, PMS is a bitch for women your age,” Keira said lightly. “No worries, Carson. Old ass hotdogs and stupidly expensive beer doesn’t sound all that great now that I think about it.”



“I’d love to go,” he said. Blurted, really.



“You really don’t have to.”



“No, I mean it.” This time he really did glance at her, and almost against his will, his gaze slid down for the tiniest moment to her thighs, then back up again guiltily to her face. Keira caught him looking, and she… she smiled. “I, um… sorry. You look beautiful and I’d have to be braindead not to give you a glance. Didn’t mean to make it weird.”



She reached out and squeezed his hand. Her fingers didn’t linger. It was just a friendly gesture, but still his heart quickened. “It’s all right, Carson. We’re all human. Besides, I kinda glanced at you too when we were all at the gym the other night. You were rocking those dumbbells.”



“I… ah…”



Keira winced. “Shit, now it is weird.”



“A little bit,” Carson laughed. “Can I just get a do-over for this morning?”



“I’m with you. But yes, baseball tonight?”



“I’ll be gone until six, at least, but I should be able to make it for the last half.”



“Cooool. Meet you there. I’ll buy the first round.”



They spent the rest of that ride in silence right up until he dropped her off. Keira thanked him, and when she got out, she made a show of straightening out her skirt, bending just enough to put her ass on display. Carson, unable to look away, flushed hard when she laughed softly.



“Heidi, Heidi, Heidi,” he told himself over and over again on his drive back home to dress for the shoot. It worked – for at least a few minutes, anyways, but as he daydreamed at a red light about a certain shockingly beautiful brunette gasping his name, a car behind him honked and Carson slammed on the accelerator, nearly plowing into the truck ahead of him. He pulled off, his mind whirling, and he laughed into his hands in between deep breaths.



The shoot was over a half hour earlier than Carson expected, and after a quick run home to kiss his wife, half-hoping she’d tempt him into staying there, he headed out to the ballgame at the stadium. In a bit of a Renaissance in terms of new fans flooding in, the team had rebuilt their old, shoddy field into something nearly obscene in its size and newfangledness. Their team had taken the national championship five years ago and had fielded a second-place team just last year, but it was looking like this year wasn’t shaping up so hot. That was fine by Carson, since it left a few parking spots up close to the stadium empty.



Since Keira had the tickets, he texted her as he got out of the car and received a cryptic “play along” in response. Baffled, Carson headed for the gate, fitting on an old beater of a Beckfield team cap and mentally running down a checklist of things he needed to do in preparation for the anime convention shoot the next day. A group of college-aged kids drinking beer near the back of an SUV tossed a Frisbee his way. Carson caught it, spun around, and tried to toss it to them behind his back, instead sending the disc scraping across the ground a full fifteen feet away. They hooted and laughed, and he shrugged, laughing it off too before he caught sight of Keira storming out the gate followed by a handsome guy with a finely-trimmed beard.



“See? He’s right there,” Keira said loudly, jabbing a finger at Carson. She was dressed in white shorts that practically reflected the sunlight. Not too short, but enough to show off her great legs. Her gray button-down hung loose and breezy on her. He liked the look. It seemed both effortlessly sexy and carefree, all at once. “Now leave me the fuck alone, creeper.”



“What’s going on?” Carson asked, tensing immediately.



Keira darted to him, and before he could react, she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. It wasn’t a particularly sexy kiss – she was aiming more for comfortable and familiar – and she broke away quickly. “This asshole won’t take no for an answer, baby.”



The words jolted Carson into action. He wrapped an arm around Keira, squeezed her waist, and after letting her go, he stepped forward, one of his fists coming up to his waist. “That about right?”



The guy backed away. “Hey man, I just thought she was being cute, you know?”



“Learn to take a hint, then,” Carson growled. “Assholes like you need to clean the shit out of your ears. She says no, you move on.”



“Screw you and that bitch!” The guy stepped forward, but stopped, his eyes warily tracking something behind Carson. A hand fell on Carson’s shoulder and he glanced backwards. Three of the college kids were there. The one with his hand on Carson, a huge-headed skinny kid no older than twenty, said quietly, “You need some help?”



Carson turned back to the asshole and cocked his head. “Don’t know. Do I?”



The guy was still tense, still looked like he might take a swing, but finally he snorted and muttered, “Fuck this.” As he walked away, he grabbed his dick through the front of his jeans. “You missed out.”



The group of them watched the guy stumble away towards a midnight blue convertible, and one of the college kids started howling with laughter when an early aughts power ballad blasted over the douchebag’s stereo as he tried to reverse out of there in a hurry, nearly clipping a Volkswagen. That set all the college kids off, and Keira joined them, holding onto Carson’s arm as she laughed until she nearly cried.



What the night might have been without that dickhead, Carson never knew. Maybe the Fever would have subsided, or maybe it would have continued at a slower clip. Whatever might have happened was inconsequential. All that mattered was the moment and what came later. Whatever resistance he’d built crumbled in those few minutes.



They treated the college kids to a whopping order of garlic fries, churros slathered in whipped cream and chocolate sauce, and carne asada nachos. As the kids filed into the stadium ahead of them, holding their orders aloft like they’d won some glorious prize, Carson’s arm slipped around Keira’s waist again as instinctively as if it belonged there. She glanced up at him, surprised, pleased.



“We’ll keep it up a couple more hours,” Carson said, and she draped her own arm around him. When they took their seats, they held hands, and Keira rested her head on his shoulder, crying softly. “Hey,” he said uncertainly. “I didn’t mean anything…”



“I know,” she said. A few rows below them, the college kids sprawled out. Two of them, a beautiful, plump young woman and a patchy-bearded boy, began dueling with cheese-laden French fries, and Keira’s fingers traced his hand. “They’re beautiful like that, aren’t they?”



“What do you mean?” He thought she meant the players just taking the field.



Keira waved an untouched smoked sausage dog at the college kids. “Nobody’s fucked them up yet. Maybe they’ve heard someone say I love you, but they haven’t really felt the sting of it, you know?”



“Keira…”



She sniffed. “I’m sorry. In a mood tonight, I guess.”



“Talk to me.”



She shook her head and bit an end of the dog. A little spot of nacho cheese flecked the corner of her mouth, and Carson reached up hesitantly to wipe it away. Before he could, though, his hand fell again and Keira smiled at him wearily. “Got a bit on my face?”



“Yeah.”



Her long tongue flicked out and nabbed it, and she looked away again, blushing. “It hurts,” Keira whispered.



“What does?”



“Being here with you and Heidi. If you were a dick, I could deal with it. Or if living with Heidi wasn’t just as easy as college. Or if you two weren’t so amazing together. There’s some messed-up part of me that’s been kicked around so much I want to see the two of you kind of screw things up now and then.”



“We fight,” Carson said. He was only barely paying attention to the game now, his gaze locked entirely on Keira as a batter cracked a foul ball hard enough to send it out of the park.



“You debate. You… you argue, sometimes, at the worst of it. But you don’t fight. You love each other. Really, truly love each other. I thought that fairy tale stuff wasn’t real. Everett, he’s the closest I ever came, and we said the word to each other, but it didn’t mean anything. It was chemicals and all that crap firing in our heads. But you and Heidi, it’s… it’s beautiful.”



“It is.”



She smiled weakly at him, and their talk shifted slowly back to the game at hand. Neither of them paid much attention, though. Keira’s head rested on Carson’s shoulder, and for a while, all he could think about was what a terrible prince to some sleeping princess he’d make.



Later, when the last pitch streaked past a batter for the final out, Carson took Keira’s hand again and she walked closely with him, almost huddled against his frame. She hadn’t said much more to him about any of the complicated feelings coursing through her, but the human contact was nice. In the SUV, they drove aimlessly for a while, just cruising some of the less crowded areas of the city before finally heading home.



At the back door, Carson stopped Keira by grabbing her wrist. She was trembling. So was he. Without hesitation, her mouth pressed to his, and his knees went weak. Every part of him wanted this, heart, body, and soul, but a soft whisper of Heidi’s voice trailed through his mind and finally he reluctantly broke free.



“I might want to. But I can’t.”



“It’s okay,” she murmured. “I wouldn’t like you so much if I didn’t know you weren’t completely devoted to each other. I guess I just… had to tell you. With my heart.”



They embraced, and Carson stroked the back of her head. His hardness was involuntary, and she had to feel it, but neither of them drew it any attention. Keira held the door for him, brushing aside her tears with the back of her hand, and Carson stepped inside to greet his wife.



* * *



He was up all night thinking about that kiss. About that open, honest evening. Beside him, Heidi breathed softly, innocently, as Carson burned.



* * *



At the end of the week, five minutes after six, Carson threw back his covers and sat up, rubbing his grainy eyes with the palms of his hands. Heidi reached out lazily for him, and he took her hand and kissed it.



“Where you going?” she mumbled.



“Couldn’t sleep. Gonna go hit the gym before work.”



“Careful, baby. Snake’s in the fridge.”



He laughed softly at her dream babble and leaned over to kiss her cheek. She gave a deeply satisfied “mmm” before falling back into it again.



The gym was no help. He barely touched the smoothie he bought for breakfast. The newspaper he bought from an outdoor stall went unread as he sat in his SUV, trying to sort out thoughts that didn’t want to connect. When he showed up to work, he was so tired he nearly deleted the backups of the anime shoot. His mind kept flashing between two general images – fucking Keira, and Heidi slamming the door shut on him.



“Carson.”



He didn’t glance up from his computer. Didn’t hear his name, or didn’t care.



“Carson. Hey.”



Still no response. He stared dumbly at the same clip he’d been trying to edit for an hour. It should have only taken him fifteen minutes, tops.



“Hey!”



Finally Carson glanced up wearily at Ulysses, one of his bosses. “Yup?”



Ulysses crossed his meaty arms. “You got another half hour until the anime shoot, and you’re dressed like that?”



Carson glanced down at the shirt and shorts he’d worn to the gym earlier, and swore. “Shit, I’m sorry. I’ll stop by the clothing store on Washington, and I can get across town in, ah, fifteen-”



“Forget it. You’ve been asleep at the wheel all day.” Ulysses’ scowl didn’t disappear, but it did soften. “I can take the shoot today. Go home. Get some sleep. You look like you’re coming down with something.”



Carson thought about arguing. He wasn’t going to go home, not when home tore him up so much. But he knew the root of his uselessness, and knew it wouldn’t be fixed until he’d made this right. Instead of trying to force the issue, he nodded slowly, feeling like a man about to walk to his death.



I’m sorry, Heidi.



* * *



The last of the gas expenditure reports were tedious, but Heidi liked tedium. Tedium meant she had a firm grasp on her job. Tedium meant she was free to pursue the upper-management position without any doubt about her qualifications. Tedium meant that when the secretary at the front desk called to let her know Carson was downstairs, she could let out a little yip of happiness and have time to lean back and grin when he walked in the door.



Her grin faded when she saw the way Carson carried himself. Dark bags borne from his sleeplessness couched his eyes. For some odd reason, he was still in his gym clothes and way underprepared for the continued coverage of the anime convention.



“Oh baby, did you… is everything okay at work?” Heidi asked immediately, fearing he’d been fired for some reason.



“Wha-?” Carson asked, as though he were coming up out of a deep nap. “No. No, work’s fine. Ulysses is covering for me.” His hands folded in front of his lap. “I…”



“Carson? What is it?” Heidi’s smile disappeared, and she stepped around her desk, a terrible, undefined fear wrapping its tendrils around her heart. “What happened? Is it your family?”



“No, no, they’re fine. I… just need to… tell you something. I…” He reached for her, and for the first time, Heidi noticed how badly he was shaking. She took his hands and kissed them.



“Tell me.”



“It started a few days ago. I… I was coming downstairs, and I saw Keira outside. In her yoga outfit. I knew I should’ve gone right back upstairs, but… it turned me on.”



Heidi’s hands fell away, and she sat on the edge of her desk, now shaking herself.



“I only looked. Didn’t touch, but… this wasn’t like a hot waitress or someone I glanced at. I was staring. It started me up. Started me thinking about her. All week, I’ve been thinking about Keira.” He rubbed his forehead. “Driving her to work. Staring at her legs. Staring at her. It wasn’t just her body, though, it was her, it was Keira.”



“Oh,” Heidi whispered.



“At the game last night, there was this guy who wouldn’t back off her, so she… she came to me, and we kissed like we were a couple.” His voice cracked. “Baby, I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t have, but she needed me. But even when he was gone, I… held her, you know? Around her waist. Shit, I don’t even know why, except it felt right and I was stupid, I was so stupid.”



“What’d you do?” Heidi asked, remembering bouncing on his mouth as she begged Keira to fuck her with her eyes, with her motions. She wanted to break down herself.



“I kissed her again,” he said miserably. “At the back door to the house. It was just for a little while, but it… I… it was betraying you, baby, and I’m sorry, I’m so damn sorry.”



Carson stared up at her, pleading with his eyes. Heidi waited for more, but he seemed done. “And?” Heidi finally asked. His pain turned to puzzlement. “Wait,” she said, the horrible pit in her gut slowly closing. “That’s it?”



“What do you mean, that’s it? Baby, I spent the whole week trying to tell myself I don’t want your best friend, but she’s all I can think about. It’s tearing me up inside because I love and want you too, you’re my wife, you deserve so much better than me.”



“Carson-”



“I’ll pack my shit tonight, go to Jeff’s or a motel or-”



“I want her too!” Heidi blurted.



The words were a whipcrack, and they both stopped talking. Her hand rose to her mouth, and the puzzlement on Carson’s face only grew worse. “You want… Keira?” he asked.



“Yeah,” Heidi said, her throat dry. “Yes. So much, yes. For a really long time now. She gave me a massage a while back and I almost begged her for it.”



“I… you…” Carson swallowed. “Do you love her?”



“You mean as more than a friend?”



“Yeah.”



Heidi drew a deep breath, and nodded.



Carson’s whole body melted. He stood up slowly, hands shoving into his pockets, and his head wobbled on his neck. “Okay,” he whispered. “Yeah. You deserve her. And she deserves you. I can be… I’ll be gone tonight. I…”



“Oh, would you stop talking about leaving me?” Heidi asked, more amused than angry. She stepped forward and threw her arms around his neck, pelting him with soft little kisses. “You. Are. My. Husband. That never changes, not so long as you’ll have me. I love you too. I love both of you.”



His hands looped around her waist. “I’ll always love you. And I’m sorry, I really am. The kiss, it was just for a second.”



“Sweetheart, I’m not going to tell you I’m thrilled about you kissing another woman other than me and without us talking it over beforehand, but trust me, I get it, and I’m not entirely innocent here either.” She explained what had been transpiring between her and Keira. The strange moment when Keira sucked on her fingers. Her friend watching them have sex. The massage and how close she’d been to doing something more with Keira. “Now, are you mad at me?”



Carson thought about that and shook his head, almost looking a little puzzled. “I think I would be if it was anyone else, but like you say… I get it. She’s… I’m not going to say family, because that’d be weird, but she belongs.”



“Exactly! Do you… have feelings for Keira too?”



“More than physical?” When Heidi nodded, Carson pondered that. “I’m leaning in that direction, yeah. I’ve always liked her, but from a distance. I don’t think she really let me in until that game. I’d like to get to know that side of her more.”



Heidi noticed with a small internal smile he’d dropped his stuttering and lost the hesitation. “I’ve been so scared of telling you how I felt.”



“Me too,” he admitted. “Terrified. I thought you’d either kill me or kick me out of your life.”



“No, never.” She kissed him again, fondly, with relish born not of lust but a long, deep-seated love. “Is it okay? That we both want her?”



“You mean…”



“If something happens between you two, I think I’d be okay with it. If it was just Keira. I don’t want to bring anyone else into this.”



Carson kissed her again, and this time there was real passion to it, his cock rising to rub against its favorite home. His hands slipped down to her waist, and Heidi moaned into his mouth. When they broke apart, he pushed her back towards the desk. “Okay. And if you two decide to, ah, play, I’m fine with it. But like you said, no one else.”



The phone rang, and Heidi growled in frustration. She wanted a quick fuck, but work had to be done, and she reluctantly pushed Carson backwards. “Agreed. Holy crap, Carson, are we really talking about…?”



“I think we are,” he said wonderingly. “We really need to remember this honesty thing is the best shit on Earth.”



* * *



Keira fumbled her way through the week much as Carson had, in a daze of emotions and sexual frustration. Both Carson and Heidi wanted her, there could no longer be any doubt about that, and she wanted both of them. But pushing them towards the truth about their feelings could be explosive. Keira had begun to wonder if moving out wasn’t the safest play for all of them, but she didn’t want to. Without the sexual tension, the three of them made a great team. Keira and Carson split the cleaning duties nicely, while Heidi was generally happy to be the mother hen of the group, keeping track of everyone’s needs, prepping meals for all their odd hours, and just generally making sure the household ran like clockwork.



When Carson didn’t have a shoot, the place felt like home at night. They’d watch a movie, hit the gym together, or play games. Heidi was a board game fiend, with a whole closet devoted to them, and Keira and Carson were happy to learn a blizzard of confusing rulesets while they camped around the kitchen table. Those nights were some of the best Keira could ever remember, and it would break her heart to have to leave that household behind.



But things were progressing fast, and Keira wasn’t sure if she was freeing the couple or torturing them. They claimed they wanted to be more honest in their sexuality with each other, and yet neither of them wanted to admit to the other they had feelings outside the marriage. The stress of their unexamined lust would crack one or the other if they didn’t talk about it, and that could be dangerous for the marriage. For all of them, really. Keira was making okay money at the patient accounts office, and she still had enough saved that she could probably look at a move without much fear, but where was she going to go that left her so fulfilled?



Consumed by these thoughts as she gathered up her things at work at the end of a long day and prepared to head out for the bus station, Keira didn’t notice the familiar man in the hallway. Carson had to say her name twice before it registered he was there, grinning at her like a damned fool.



“Hey!” Keira said, nearly fumbling her purse. “What are you doing here?”



“My boss gave me the afternoon off. Thought I’d come by and pick you up.”



“Aw, and give me a break from having to greet bus boyfriends with a can of pepper spray riding on my knee? How thoughtful.”



On the road home, Carson seemed far more himself than he had all week. He joked, he thumped his fingers on the steering wheel along to the music, and when they drove past a liquor store, he doubled back and disappeared inside only to come out with bottles of Keira and Heidi’s favorite wines. Back home, Heidi had knocked off work early too, and judging from the rosy glow on her cheeks and Carson’s easy smile, Keira figured she knew what the two had been doing – a little afternoon delight. Good for them.



From Heidi’s game closet, Carson dug out a set of horseshoes and spent a few minutes pounding in the stakes outdoors. Heidi smacked Keira’s bottom and told her to get changed out of her work clothes and go grab her phone and some speakers. Keira obliged, opting for a similar getup as Heidi – shorts, a thin little top perfect for the warm summer night. Soon they were out back, drinking a little too much, laughing, playing. Carson fired up the barbecue and grilled up some chicken and asparagus while Heidi danced with Keira. Nothing sexual, just good-natured booty-shaking of a kind neither of them had done in years and years. They made promises to each other to go to a club or get in some live music at a bar, soon – maybe after the weekend, when Carson’s shoots were finished. The specifics didn’t matter. In that moment, Keira could sense the road before them, and even if her mind didn’t want to hope, she grew giddy with the anticipation of what she thought all this meant, where this might be going.



As dusk drew on, Heidi lit the firepit, and they gathered around it on the long outdoor sectional. Heidi curled up with Carson towards the middle, and Keira sprawled out on the other side, a glass of wine in hand and a bottle tucked in beside her. Heidi swapped the playlist for an indie acoustic mix, and nestled against Carson, stroking his leg.



“This is a top ten day,” she said quietly, and Carson kissed her forehead, smiling gently down at her.



“Agreed,” Keira said, watching the flicker of the flames through the glass of wine. “The best.”



The current song faded out, and Heidi glanced up at Carson again, a little half-smile at her lips. Without any more preamble, she kissed him. It started slow and sweet, just gentle presses of their lips, but passion soon washed over both of them and it grew hungrier and hungrier, their lips smacking off each other, the little glistening tips of their tongues visible for just a moment in the firelight each time.



Still trying to kiss her husband, Heidi slowly pushed herself forward while Carson sat further upright. His hands roamed around her back, down her sides, to her thighs and then her ass, squeezing. Heidi moaned into his mouth, drawing an echo from Keira as she watched the show, rubbing her thighs together, wondering if she dared slip a hand down to play while they made out.



Keira couldn’t take her eyes off them as Heidi hooked her thumbs under her soft yellow shirt and lifted. Her magnificently rounded breasts swayed when they were freed, covered and supported by a lacy white bra. Slowly, Keira’s best friend rose to her feet, her eyes only on Carson as he lifted his ass off the chair and slid his khaki shorts and boxers down, freeing his half-hard cock. Keira had never been this close when he fucked Heidi, so she leaned closer and took in the thickness, the length. It was a cliché of her favorite trashy romance novels to say the tip looked like a mushroom, but that was exactly what the helmet of Carson’s prick looked like – a bulbous, spongy mushroom nearly ready to slide home into his wife.



Heidi dropped her shirt towards the house, and slipped down her tight blue shorts. A thong matching her panties was next, falling to the ground before she straddled her husband, her hands reaching for his cock.



Carson finally glanced aside at Keira, then returned his attention to his wife. “I think we have an audience,” he said quietly as he reached around Heidi to unclasp her bra.



“Do you care?” Heidi asked him, her breasts finally, totally revealed.



“Not one bit,” Carson murmured, and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, making her gasp.



Keira balanced the wine glass and bottle on the ground and sat up, taking in the sight before her as Heidi began to slowly dip down. She didn’t take Carson inside her, not yet, but instead rubbed along his length, teasing him, drawing it out. Carson sure didn’t seem to mind. He was focused entirely on Heidi’s breasts, the nipple caught in his mouth. His hands clasped her amazing ass, kneading with every long slow grind of his cock.



Heidi massaged her husband’s neck and shoulders as her hips rolled gently. She glanced over at Keira, smiling gently. “We finally talked.”



“About time,” Keira whispered. She leaned forward to kiss Heidi, but her friend gently pushed her back.



“Ah ah ah, not tonight. You were a naughty girl, kissing my husband.”



Keira blushed. “Heidi, I’m-”



“Don’t say you’re sorry,” Heidi said. “I’m not. I know it was out of love, not spite.” Carson removed his mouth from her nipple and flicked his tongue against it, staring up at his wife lovingly. “Not like we didn’t do anything either.”



“Are you two… okay?”



Carson turned his head, nuzzling Heidi’s breast with his ear and hair. “Better than ever.”



Keira nodded, and finally permitted herself a small smile. “And… are we okay?”



Heidi reached down to grasp Carson’s cock, lining it up with her entrance and holding still right above him. “Baby?”



“Yes, my love?”



“Are we okay with Keira?”



He kissed Heidi, a soft, beautiful thing that reminded Keira of their gentle kiss after they’d said their “I dos.” Carson’s eyes burned with good humor and love, and he nodded. “We’re very okay with Keira.”



And with that, Heidi sank down on top of him, whimpering with the pleasure of taking him deep on the first thrust. Keira leaned forward again, licking her lips. This was the hottest thing she’d ever seen, even hotter than the sixty-nine, because she was here and this was really happening. Her thighs parted as she thought of what the three of them could do together. Would do together. And if they somehow made this crazy thing work, she never wanted to leave this house. Ever.



Heidi lifted herself back up, and the tightness of her pussy and Carson’s cock ended up making a long, slow slurping sound. Heidi giggled, and that set Keira off. Carson shook his head, grinning ear-to-ear, and though the sexiness of the moment was lost for a little while, they reveled in the silliness. When the two women finally tapered off, Heidi glanced down at the junction of their bodies, then at him. “I love you, baby.”



“I love you too, honey, now and always.”



Heidi reached out for the first contact she’d had with Keira since the lovemaking began. Their hands connected, entwined. “I love you too, Keira,” she said softly, still smiling.



“I love you. I have for so long.”



“I know,” Heidi whispered. “But we’re together now.” She glanced back at Carson, and cupped his cheek. “All of us.”



“All of us,” he repeated.



Keira picked up her wine glass and raised it in their direction. “All of us.” She drained it and settled it back down before she slid her shorts down her legs, revealing a tiny black slip of a thong. “Now fuck him.”



Heidi obliged, not so much plunging down as wiggling side to side, snaking him inside her slowly as she cooed her pleasure. “He fills me so good.”



Keira spread her legs wider, and languidly slid a hand down across the fabric of her panties. “His what fills you so good?”



“His… his…”



“Say it. I’ve seen you fuck. I know you want to.”



“His… p-pe…”



“No,” Keira said, making long, lazy strokes across her pussy through the flimsy cloth. “Not his penis. His what, baby?”



Carson stared up at Heidi, all his humor lost as he gripped her ass and helped guide her nearly off him again. When Heidi slammed back down, she gasped, “Cock! His cock!”



“Fuck,” Carson breathed. “Say it again.”



“Your cock, honey, it’s so good, it’s so big and thick and it fills my… my… my pussy.” Heidi glanced away, blushing furiously like she’d said something wrong. Carson let go of her ass with one hand and pushed a finger gently against her chin, making her look at him again.



“It’s okay, Heidi. It’s okay.” Another thrust, and he leaned up to kiss her. “I like the way your pussy grips my dick.”



“Ohhhh,” Heidi moaned.



“I like when you talk dirty, baby.”



“Y-yeah?”



He nodded, and she slipped back down again, gripping his shoulders as she squeezed her eyes shut. They kept up a slow rhythm at first, with only the sound of the fire and Heidi’s soft sighs interrupting things. He began to tease her breasts again, sliding the tip of his tongue across the vast expanses of flesh, not quite flicking her nipple but coming close. She nodded at that, smiling.



A few minutes in, a rustle of fabric broke their concentration and Heidi glanced over to see Keira standing up and shucking off her shirt. Clad only in her matching underwear, she was a sight against the dimming evening. Her long legs, her taut frame, the breasts rising and falling as she watched her closest friends, the unkempt spill of her dark hair – black in this low light – the flush of her cheeks, the sweat beading on her forehead.



The damp little spot between her legs. The glistening moisture on her thighs. The hand bringing down her panties, revealing her puffy pink lips. The fumbled bra, dropped around her feet, leaving bare her small, proud breasts. She saw them both looking, smiled faintly, and sat back down again, sliding down on the chair with her legs spread wide so they could see her hand continue its slow, easy work.



“Keep going,” Keira breathed. “Keep fucking him. This is so hot.”



Heidi moaned, and slid up and down Carson faster, another little squelch coming from their combined wetness and tightness. None of them giggled this time. The game was on now, and Carson couldn’t stop looking as Keira’s long, manicured fingers strummed her pussy, avoiding her clit to draw this out as long as possible. It took him a while to realize he’d been staring, and he glanced back up at his wife guiltily.



Heidi just leaned down and kissed him, her tongue darting in before she broke free and whispered, “Stare at her all you want to. I know I will be.”



“Can we get divorced so I can marry you again?” he asked.



“Get back to… um… fucking me,” Heidi said, still a little hesitant around the naughty words, even if she said “fuck” like a sailor outside of sex.



“Yes, ma’am,” Carson said, and smacked her ass lightly.



“Ohhh!” Heidi exclaimed.



“Too much?”



She shook her head frantically. “Maybe… maybe a little harder?”



“Oh, I am learning all sorts of fun things about you today,” Carson said, and raised a hand to spank her ass nice and hard. She yipped, but the way she rolled her hips desperately against him spoke volumes about how much she liked it.



“Jesus,” Keira breathed.



Carson glanced over at her as she spread her lips wide and trailed a finger back up to her clit, jutting hard and ready to be stroked. “Do you like a spanking too?” he asked.



Keira thought about that, and shook her head. “No, but watching you do it to her… that’s intense.”



“Good to know,” he said, and slapped Heidi’s ass again. She buried her lips against his shoulder and moaned into his flesh before she fervently began kissing him as she continued rolling her hips against him. With every gentle thrust forward, she managed to hit her g-spot. She’d been turned on most of the evening, and now her body sprinted towards an orgasm, her need for release so intense any other thoughts fled her mind.



“Play with my… my… tits,” she said against his neck in between kisses.



“Yesss,” Keira whispered, finding her clit and pinching it gently between two fingers. “I love your breasts, Heidi.”



The way Heidi kept rolling towards him made it hard for Carson to find a good angle, but when she leaned back in between her quickening thrusts, he reached up to cup her breasts and tweak the nipples. The first touch made her jump, the second made her moan, and when he caught her breasts the third time and flicked one nipple with his tongue, Heidi screamed.



“Ohhhh, fuuuck, Carson!”



Keira slowly slid a finger inside herself and asked, “Are you close, honey?”







“Uh huh,” Heidi moaned.



“Look at me.” When Heidi obliged, Keira slid her finger out. It glistened in the firelight and she sucked it down, smiling around it. “I’m going to do that to you. And you can do it to me. You can touch anything you want. Kiss anything you want.”



Heidi bounced up and slid back down on Carson’s cock, her eyelids fluttering. “Keira, so beautiful…”



“Taste anything you want.” Keira spread her hips as wide as they’d go and sank that finger back inside herself again as her other hand reached up to present her hard little nipple to her best friend. “Lick anything you want.” Her hips bucked and her eyes closed as she shivered with need. “Eat anything you want.”



That did it for Heidi. She closed her eyes, and with one last long roll of her hips, she pressed forward, her breasts mashing against Carson’s chest as her whole spine quivered and shook. Her voice went silent until Carson slapped her ass one more time, and it all came out in one great big gasping gush of words.



“…ohfuckohfuckohfuck oh Keira, oh Carson, I’m, I’m c-coming…”



Her pussy tried to grip at Carson’s dick, tried to suck it in further, and she shoved herself down on him as her whole body shook and jived with the force of her orgasm. She couldn’t move, but Carson’s need was still great, so he lifted her ass up off him just a few inches, his hands coming to rest under her thighs, and without hesitation, he thrust up into Heidi as deep as he could manage, still leaving a full two inches of his cock bare. Keira took in those two inches and sucked in a breath.



“You’re in her as far as you can go?” she asked.



“Yeah,” Carson said, a little smirk playing across his face.



“Je-sus. That thing is going to tear me apart.”



Still shaking, Heidi glanced over at her friend and brushed the sweat out of her eyes. “Not t-tonight. I have an idea. I need you two to wait.” She glanced at Carson, pleading with her eyes. “Please.”



“Whatever you want, baby,” he said, his cock thrusting back up inside her again. Keira nodded, but it was clear she was visibly frustrated and added a second digit to her finger-fucking.



“Shit, oh shit, feels like I’m still coming,” Heidi moaned. “I’m s-sorry, Keira. I know you want to. He’ll make you feel sooo good. And he can go like a teenager.”



“That true?” Keira asked Carson, the hand at her breast falling down to her clit. “Can you make both of us happy, Carson?”



“I can try.”



“You can try?” Her fingers sawed in and out rhythmically as she grinned at him. “Try to fill both our tight little pussies with your come?”



“Uh huh,” he grunted, his cock thrusting harder and harder up into Heidi, who could only whimper wordlessly.



“Or… maybe our mouths. Mm, imagine us on our knees in front of you, two hungry little sluts just waiting for you to fill us up.”



He groaned as he hammered up into Heidi. She had to grip the cushion behind Carson’s head to keep her balance as he frenetically fucked her. The pleasure left her wordless and whimpering, and the thought of Carson coming in Keira’s mouth beside her was almost enough to push her to a second orgasm.



“Oh, that really turned you on, didn’t it?” Keira asked. Carson and Heidi both nodded, and she laughed softly. “And maybe… maybe you could f-fuck us while we e-eat each other out.”



“And that one really turns
 you
 on, doesn’t it?” Carson asked her, watching as she began to squirm. “Hmm. Heidi eating you out, or you eating Heidi?”



“B-both,” Keira gasped. Her knees spread as far as they could go and she lifted her feet to balance them on the edge of the chair as she slid further down, finger-fucking herself passionately. “And y-you. Your cock in me while she’s… l-licking us… ohhhh, ohhhh, I’mfuckingcoming…”



Keira’s ass rose up and she whimpered softly as her fingers stilled, her body wracked with spasms as she rode out her orgasm. Heidi gasped as she watched her friend’s fingers slide free, and she whispered, “Give me.”



“Th-thought you said not… t-tonight,” Keira managed to say.



“Give me!” Heidi ordered, and Keira chuckled breathlessly as she leaned forward to offer her fingers to Heidi. Glancing shyly at her husband first, she then turned her head and swallowed Keira’s fingers into her mouth, flicking her tongue around and taking her time tasting her best friend’s juices. She bounced as she sucked, her hands rising to squeeze and rub her breasts as Carson thrust up into her, watching them both slack-jawed and dazed by his almost-feral lust. Heidi kept sucking and sucking and sucking, and her eyes squeezed shut.



“Heidi, are you coming again?” Keira whispered.



Heidi nodded around her friend’s fingers, and reached down to strum her clit.



“You’re beautiful when you come, you know that?” Keira whispered. “You’re beautiful all the time, but it’s like seeing your soul exposed. Wanted you for so long, Heidi. When I’d bring someone back at college, I’d imagine it was you licking my pussy. I want to ride your face. I want to suck your little clit. I want to make you scream my name.” She leaned in close and whispered into Heidi’s ear, “Come for me, baby. And him. Come.”



“Close,” Heidi gasped, releasing her friend’s fingers from her mouth.



“Me too,” Carson grunted.



“Get her there, Carson,” Keira said. She balanced one knee on the chair next to him and sank her fingers deep again inside herself. “Make her come all over your beautiful prick. Fuck, that thing is big and fat. I want you to feed me that cock, but not until you’re done with her. Make her come, baby. Do it.”



“B-baby!” Heidi wailed, either to Keira or Carson, she wasn’t sure, but she came again, little earthquakes coursing through her, demolishing her inner walls. She fell forward, breasts smashing against Carson as she cried into his shoulder from the pleasure. Keira nodded at him, and he nodded back. Carson wrapped his arms around his wife’s waist and pounded into her, making her ass jiggle with every thrust. It wasn’t long before he whispered into her ear, “I love you,” and he jutted his prick into her as deep as he could manage before he spurted his warmth into her, his eyes never leaving Keira.



* * *



Much like the first night Keira came to live with them, Carson and Keira helped Heidi up to bed. She was utterly spent by that point, and slid in under the sheets, a deeply satisfied smile spread across her face.



“Thank you, Carson,” she whispered. “For being the brave one.”



“I’m sorry I kissed her first before I talked to you,” he said, and reached out to take his wife’s hand.



“S’okay. Worked out the way it was meant to.” She opened one eye and patted the sheets beside her. “Do we have enough room for three?”



“If you don’t hog all the blankets,” Carson said, easing in beside her.



“After all that, I’m ready for some group cuddling,” Keira said as she crawled onto the bed on the other side.



With Heidi dividing them, Carson and Keira lay facing the middle of the bed. Carson reached an arm around his wife’s belly and Keira stroked her best friend’s face. “Can I kiss you, Heidi?”



“Of course,” Heidi whispered, eyes fluttering open.



Carson watched as Keira hovered above his beautiful wife’s face, her lips parted, her eyes hesitant. She glanced at him, smiled tentatively, and leaned down to kiss Heidi, their lips meeting gently, passionately. The warmth flowed between them in waves, and Heidi’s hand reached up to run her fingers through Keira’s hair. It was beautiful. It was the way things were meant to be.



When Keira finally ended the kiss and pulled away, Heidi turned towards Carson expectantly. He smiled and obliged his wife, kissing her with all the fondness, love, aches, and sweetness of their years and years together. Her eyes closed again and she hummed deep down in her throat, a little note of happiness.



Carson pulled away from her, and glanced at Keira again. She still was up on one elbow, studying him, and he said, “Can I…?”



“I… yes, I’d like that,” Keira murmured, and leaned forward. Their kiss was a little less jarring than their last two, and he found it surprising how natural it seemed. As he laughed softly and fell back on his pillow, Keira raised an eyebrow. “Something I did?”



“No, thinking about the first time I kissed Heidi.”



Heidi, who both of them thought had fallen asleep, groaned. “Oh man, I had such a bloody nose.”



“We’d both had a little too much to drink,” Carson explained, “and after we kissed, I planted a foot wrong and headbutted her.”



Keira snickered. “That sounds like something right out of the Keira first date playbook.”



“Hey, tonight was pretty great as far as first dates go,” Heidi murmured.



“Yeah, it definitely was,” Carson said.



“Not bad at all,” Keira agreed, then she mock grumbled, “For the people who got laid, anyways.”



Heidi swatted her hip. “Just you wait.”



* * *



They slept terribly.



Though the bed was a nicely sized California king, it was their first time sleeping as a trio and the specifics of that particular little nightmare quickly became apparent when Heidi had to wake up twice to go pee in the middle of the night. After the second, Carson slept in the middle, but he was so used to his old spot that he damn near rolled over on top of Keira in the early hours.



At six he finally scooted his way down the middle of the bed, rubbing his bleary eyes, and headed for the shower. There was a slight twinge of guilt in his heart at leaving Ulysses high and dry the day before, so despite his overwhelming desire to stay in bed with Heidi and Keira, he instead showered and dressed, reluctantly watching as Keira slid over and draped an arm around Heidi. She opened an eye, winked at Carson, and nuzzled into her best friend, both of them still stitchless.



Carson sighed, shook his head, and started slipping on his shoes. “You two have fun,” he murmured.



“Baby?” Heidi asked sleepily.



He padded over to the bed and kissed her cheek. “Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you up, hon. Kinda left things in a bad spot with Ulysses yesterday. I’m going to go in early. Besides, I think you two deserve the morning together.”



Heidi pushed herself upright, yawning. She glanced down at Keira and regretfully tossed back the covers. “Just give me a second, Keira. I need to talk to him.”



“More covers for me,” Keira said, snuggling into a tight little ball.



Heidi met him downstairs after she’d done her business and grabbed a robe. He held up an empty pot of coffee questioningly and she shook her head. “Gonna call in late this morning and cuddle with Keira a while longer.”



“That sounds like an excellent plan.”



“You could join us.”



Carson started the pot. “Nah. I’d like to, trust me, but I really do have to make it right with Ulysses.”



Heidi blurted, “Are we okay?”



The question took him by surprise and he cocked his head. “Why wouldn’t we be?”



“You taking off like this, I thought maybe you were mad or-”



Carson hugged his wife to him and kissed her forehead. “No, baby, no. I swear, I just wanted to give you and Keira some time. I’m still getting used to things. I mean, just found out my wife’s a tiny bit bi, which is pretty shocking, but hey. I think I’m just fine with everything. You and Keira were always close, and now you’re just… closer.”



“Not like it doesn’t benefit you, either.”



He laughed freely at that. “Yeah, true, true. Are you okay, though? I still feel like I fucked up kissing Keira like that.”



“Oh, you did, but in the most adorably Carson way possible. You really wouldn’t have cheated on me.” It wasn’t a question.



“No. I was confused for a tiny moment, but once I kissed her… or well, the second time, I guess… I realize what I really want, and that’s you. That’s not ever going to change, Heidi. I like Keira a lot, and I’m obviously very okay with the physical stuff, but if I’m honest, you’re always going to be number one in my heart. I hope she can be okay with that.”



“I hope so too.”



“How long have you known you were, you know, attracted?”



“I thought about it sometimes when we lived together, but it really took hold when I moved out here.”



Carson nodded. “If I wanted someone like that for so long, I’d want my first time with them to be a little special and just one-on-one. Me being here, it’d be fun, no lie, and I really look forward to seeing you two together if that’s okay, but this morning, I think it ought to be about you two.”



She pecked him on the corner of his mouth for that. “Thank you. And it ties into something else. Remember last night when I said I had an idea about you and Keira’s first time together?”



“Yeah. I don’t think I’m ever going to forget a second of yesterday.”



Heidi grinned. “Me either. But you’ve got that Mount Boothe shoot coming up, right?”



“Oh shit, right, yeah, I do. Not this weekend but next.”



“Could she be your plus one? Like as your assistant or something?”



Carson opened his mouth to tell her no, then thought about it. “The couple did tell me to bring a friend if I wanted. And in two weeks, I could train her up on one of our digital cameras, maybe get some reaction shots and candids for transitions.”



“And it’d be romantic as hell. That’s what she wants, Carson. I told her that story about us making love on vacation, and she melted.”



He nodded slowly. “That lines up with some stuff she said at the ballpark about being hurt.”



“Keira?” Heidi asked, surprised. “Really?”



“Yeah. I wasn’t kidding when I said she really opened up to me.”



“Huh. When she’s had a lot to drink she gets a little sentimental like that, but … huh.” Heidi shrugged. “Well, that just confirms it. She’ll be pissed she has to wait that long.”



“I’m sure you two will find a way to pass the time and keep her satisfied,” Carson said, grinning. He wrapped his arms around her again and kissed her. “Love you.”



“Love you too.”



As she started towards the stairs, Carson hollered after her, “I want updates!”



Heidi smiled to herself. Updates, huh? She maybe could do one better than that.



* * *



Heidi took the stairs, in utter disbelief and amazement at what she was about to do. Waiting for her was her first great love, the one she thought she could never talk about, never have. She didn’t think like Carson – there wasn’t just “the one” with either Keira or him. Instead, Heidi loved them both dearly.



Every step felt weighted. She was sure she’d get to the top of the stairs and Keira would be gone and this would be a dream, or Keira would be pulling on her clothes, telling Heidi this was all a mistake. There was even a tiny part of her that was worried Keira would bail now that Carson was gone.



The fears slipped away when she entered the bedroom. Keira lay on her back, watching her with an arm behind her head, her unkempt dark hair trailing down do a pool under her shoulders.



“You have the best pillows,” she said, and the tears walloped Heidi like an uppercut.



All the need, all the frustration, all the confusion, it bubbled up and out of her, joined and overwhelmed by a simple joyousness. The emotions shook Heidi as she wobbled towards the bed, reaching a hand out blindly to find the mattress and balance herself before she keeled over. Keira jumped to her feet and guided her friend to the edge of the bed, and the two women sat like that for a while, Keira’s arm around Heidi’s waist until the sobs tapered off and the shuddering stopped.



“Hey,” Keira whispered, brushing the hair out of Heidi’s eyes. “What’s this then?”



“Of all the thousands of w-ways I thought it would go if I ever told Carson, the two of you… b-being okay, still loving me… I didn’t think…”



Keira shushed her gently, and tilted Heidi’s chin up. Gently, she pressed her lips to each of Heidi’s cheeks, kissing away the tears. Heidi snuffled once, twice, and when Keira pulled away and smiled at her, she slid closer to kiss her friend, well and truly kiss her, her passion, her love pulsing through her breaths, her lips, her half-closed eyes. Keira returned it, her fingers toying with stray strands of Heidi’s hair, and when she pulled away, Keira whispered, “I love you. I love you so much, Heidi.”



“I love you too. What… um… what do we do now?”



“How much time do we have?”



Heidi blushed. “Enough.”



Keira stood up, turned, and held out her hands for her friend. No, her lover, or soon-to-be, anyways. Heidi reached out tentatively, like she was about to choose between her emerald or diamond earrings, and plucked at Keira’s fingers. The other woman pulled her upright, and reached for the sash on Heidi’s robe. When she’d untied the knot, it fell away, down her shoulders and across her butt. A predatory hunger lit across Keira’s face, and she pulled Heidi towards the bathroom.



“Shower first. Then bed.”



They brushed their teeth side by side, both naked as the day they were born, both of them unable to take their eyes off the other. Keira waggled her butt a little side to side as she gargled and spat, and Heidi joined in, her large breasts swaying as she mocked Keira. Her friend smacked her butt and murmured, “Get in the shower, you.”



The master bath’s tub was spacious and cozy, and once the spray of the water was comfortable for both of them, they stepped into it together, Heidi giggling a little to herself, unsure as to why. Keira smiled, but distracted as she was by the body she was about to enjoy, it was obvious what was on her mind.



“So, um…” Heidi said, her back to the blast of the shower.



“What do you want to do, Heidi?”



“I really liked kissing you.”



“Then kiss me some more.”



Heidi leaned forward, her lips pursed, her eyes closed like a teenager’s. Keira met her for a slow burn of a kiss, long and languid. Heidi flicked her tongue out experimentally, and Keira welcomed it in with her own. Keira’s hands circled around Heidi’s spine, and she pulled her best friend in until their slick breasts slid against each other.



“Oh,” Heidi gasped.



“Good?”



“Mm hm. You’re so soft.”



“So are you. You’re beautiful, Heidi. I’m going to tell you that every day as long as you’ll let me.”



“You’re so beautiful too.” Heidi’s hand trailed along Keira’s face, stopping at her chin so they could lean together and kiss again. There was still that passion there, but Heidi was growing needy and it ended with lunging kisses, their mouths open, their tongues now openly dancing. “So hot,” she whispered. “God, this is so hot.”



“Uh huh,” Keira gasped in between kisses.



“I can touch you anywhere?”



“Anywhere,” Keira agreed fervently, bringing their lips together once again. “And… anywhere you want to be touched. In any way.”



“Can’t… believe this… is happening,” Heidi said in between kisses.



Keira jammed her mouth hard against Heidi, stopping their conversation altogether. Her hands slid down her wet shoulders, across her arms, then down Heidi’s sides. Her nipples pressed hard into the upper slopes of Heidi’s breasts, driving her crazy. She had to touch them. Quivering with the knowledge that her unfulfilled desires were about to be made real, Keira reached up and tentatively ran her fingers across Heidi’s collarbone, down the deep valley between her breasts, and under.



“Don’t tease me,” Heidi whispered. Keira nodded and with a deep breath, her fingers drifted back north, finally circling Holly’s nipples.



She knew from watching Carson fuck Heidi that her nipples – and pretty much all of Heidi – was super sensitive to touch, but her reaction was still unlike any Keira had ever seen. Heidi jumped – actually jumped, though not very high – and nearly slipped when she came back down. Keira grinned, and teased the wide, dark rings around Heidi’s beautifully thick, erect nubs. They were as wonderful to the touch as she’d imagined. Her long, manicured nails traced over the tips of Heidi’s nipples, not hard, not soft, just getting a feel for what her friend liked. Pinching them drew another jolt from Heidi, but she really went wild when Keira leaned down to suck one of them into her mouth.



“Yesss, Keira, suck them, they’re yours, yours and Carson’s…”



Keira’s mouth fit over Heidi’s areole, and she began to alternate between sucking and flicking her friend’s nipple with her tongue. Heidi’s hands couldn’t figure out where to go – her fingers ran through Keira’s still mostly-dry hair, down across her big goofy ears, to her long swan neck, across her back, digging into her shoulder blades. Her moans were almost constant, her hips gently rolling back and forth as if her clit was being stimulated. Finally they fell to Keira’s beautiful backside. Never had she met a woman in her thirties with as tight an ass as Keira, and now she was feeling its firmness for itself, exploring the territory she’d so often dreamed about, squeezing, teasing.



“Wanted… to play with this ass… for so long,” she gasped.



Keira let her nipple free and glanced up at her with those dark, amused eyes. “It’s yours, baby, yours and Carson’s, for as long as you want it.”



“Mm, don’t say things like that. We may never get out of bed again.”



Keira laughed softly and kissed Heidi’s nipple one more time. “Time to get you clean,” she murmured. With that, she reached for a bar of soap, and knelt in front of Heidi, drawing a little gasp of anticipation from her friend. But Keira was intent on drawing things out, much as she had with the massage, and slowly tortured her friend by starting first with washing Heidi’s feet, her ankles, her calves. Avoiding the thighs for the moment, Keira rose to scrub her arms, her hands – stopping to kiss Heidi’s fingers one by one – her neck, her stomach, her abs.



“Turn around,” she murmured to Heidi, and her friend obliged, turning her face up and letting the shower’s spray wash her of the suds. Keira nestled in tight behind her, kissing Heidi’s shoulders before moving to her neck, sucking at it, nibbling at it. Her hands came around to begin scrubbing Heidi’s breasts, eliciting a very different kind of moan as Keira began to whisper in her ear.



“Do you know how wet you’d make me in college when you’d exercise or go running? Seeing these bounce, I lived for that. I love your big nipples. I love how sensitive you are when I suck them. When I tweak them.” She pinched one as an example, and Heidi reflexively humped her butt backwards into Keira’s thighs. Keira kissed her neck again, and slid the bar of soap around to her back. “And this ass, Heidi. The way you were bouncing on Carson’s cock last night? Taking him so fucking deep?” She slid the bar of soap down across Heidi’s cheeks, squeezing them with her free hand when she’d finished. “I loved seeing this ass work. I’ve never come that hard.”



Heidi quivered when the soap ran between her cheeks, followed by a pair of exploring fingers. She wondered if Keira was going to play with her asshole – it wasn’t something she liked, but right now, anything Keira wanted to do, she’d be game. But no, Keira didn’t seem interested in that, and brought the bar back around to Heidi’s front, just rubbing it in a slow circle above one of her hips.



Keira stepped in close again and wrapped her other arm around Heidi’s waist. Into her ear, so quietly Heidi almost couldn’t hear her, Keira said, “We can stop now, if you want.”



“No,” Heidi moaned. “Please. I need you.”



Keira breathed deep. “You’ll never know how much I’ve wanted to hear those words.”



Heidi kept her pussy neat and shaved after her experimental Brazilian at the start of all this. She was grateful now, because as the soap in Keira’s hand slid lower, she wanted to feel every millimeter she could. Keira’s free hand remained at her waist as the soap slid across the bald little mound, then further. Heidi damn near came at the first brush of her clit, and her words turned into little hiccup-like gasps.



“So. Close. Please. Keira. Please.”



“I know, baby, I know,” Keira whispered. The soap worked its way once down Heidi’s lips before the bar fell to the shower floor. Her fingers slid back up Heidi’s slit, and she rested her chin on her friend’s shoulder as her middle and ring fingers slid up into Heidi for the very first time.



“Crap, oh crap, we’re doing this, we’re actually…” Heidi said.



Her pussy was as wet and inviting as Keira dreamed. Heidi was looser than Keira, no doubt thanks to the gift God had bestowed on her husband, but there was something not entirely explainable about the feel of Heidi’s warm passage. It felt like the day Keira had come to this house, to live with her friends. It felt like home.



She didn’t take long to contemplate the tenderness that brought to her heart. Instead, Keira concentrated on Heidi, trying to gauge what she responded best to – and much like her breasts, that seemed to be everything. She was already driving down on Keira’s fingers, trying to get her in deeper despite the awkwardness of their position. Heidi’s knees were shaking too – probably not the safest thing, given they were standing in a running shower with soap somewhere under their feet.



With her thumb, Keira brushed Heidi’s clit, and if her hips had been rocking before, now they practically bounced. “Yes, yes, right there, I’m right there,” Heidi moaned.



“You’ve got such a beautiful pussy,” Keira said, and nibbled on Heidi’s shoulder. “I want to taste it.”



Heidi’s hips gave one last shudder. “Oh f… f… fuck, Keira, I’m com… coming!”



Her whole body shimmied. Her chin fell forward, her long, wet blonde hair down around her breasts and back. Her arms reached out for nothing at all, and her hands squeezed into fists. Her lungs stopped wanting to work for the tiniest of seconds. Her already-sensitive nipples begged for more contact, for lips and fingers and all the delights Keira could grant her. Her thighs clamped together, her knees might have buckled if Keira wasn’t holding her waist. Her toes didn’t curl, but they did wiggle up and down, thriving to the lust coursing through Heidi’s body.



She came. And she came. And she came.



And when it was over, when she could finally register her surroundings, Heidi turned, trying to keep her balance and she kissed Keira. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t need to. Keira knew. And when the two women shut off the faucets, it was Heidi that led Keira to bed, not the other way around.



“Lay down,” she told Keira, glowing from the post-orgasmic bliss.



Keira sat on the bed and edged her way back up to the pillows. She watched wordlessly as Heidi followed her on her hands and knees, her breasts swaying with every movement. They kissed for a while, just enjoying the moment, but it wasn’t long before Heidi’s lips began to travel.



“This first time should be about you,” Keira whispered. Her friend’s damp blonde hair tickled her breasts as Heidi kissed her cheeks, her chin, her neck.



“Hush. Um… tell me if I do any of this wrong.”



Keira touched Heidi’s cheek. “Just imagine what you like done to you, and feel for what I respond to. There’s no wrong ways of doing this. Only right ones. Besides, I’m so wet right now I think if you breathed on my clit, I’d come.”



“Oh really?” Heidi asked challengingly, a little smirk on her face. “I made you wet?”



“For damn near a decade and a half.”



“Awww.”



Heidi began to travel down Keira’s body, taking her time to explore every little nook. Every inch of her friend seemed new and exciting, from the little dimples of her collarbones to her cute innie belly button. She was even obsessed with the delicate little hairs on Keira’s arms, blowing on them gently before dragging her lips and her tongue across the flesh underneath.



Keira enjoyed the quiet loving. Most her encounters with the same sex had been one-time affairs, raw and abrupt. This was tender, and sweet, and it was everything she wanted from Heidi. This, being together, was her idea of heaven. It wasn’t so much the sex as just the sweet passion between them, the fulfilment of dreams long neglected. If she didn’t come, she wouldn’t care. The moment was more than the physicality – but that was certainly there too. Her thighs were slick, and not from the shower. Her small nipples jutted hard and ready for attention, something Heidi was teasingly avoiding. All the little muscles in Keira’s pelvis jumped whenever Heidi touched or kissed something new. She was so, so ready for whatever her friend had planned, but the torturous wait was delicious.



Nearing Keira’s fingers, Heidi lifted her arm and began kissing her hand. “These fingers were in me,” she said loopily, a shy grin spreading across her face.



“They were. Did you like that?”



“I did. I can’t wait for your tongue.”



“If you want, we could switch positions. Or sixty-nine. That’d be fun too.”



Heidi sucked one of Keira’s fingers into her mouth, drawing a deep satisfied moan from her friend. Thinking about the sixty-nine was hot, but she had another idea. “I want to focus on you for a minute. But keep the sixty-nine in mind for later. I have a very naughty idea.”



“The best kind,” Keira said, her breaths coming short as Heidi sucked on another finger.



Apparently tided over on Keira’s upper appendages, Heidi slid down the bed and lifted one of Keira’s feet up. She examined it from the toes to the heel, and gave the toes a series of quick butterfly kisses. Keira giggled and tried not to kick when Heidi kissed the pad of her foot, and actually enjoyed it when her friend slid her tongue across her heel.



“That’s a new one. Didn’t think my feet could make me feel good like that.”



Heidi kissed her ankle, and as she moved to the other foot, she said, “Just don’t expect this kind of treatment when we get done at the gym, Miss Stanky Socks.”



Keira giggled again and kicked when Heidi tickled her other foot. “Ass.”



“Mm. Speaking of, I’ll get to that in a minute, Booty.”



Tiring of her teasing – and with an eye on the clock – Heidi began kissing the length of that leg. And what a leg it was, long and fit and tan. As she crested the knee and began taking slow, long licks along Keira’s thighs, the other woman spread her legs wider and wider, almost doing the splits right there on the bed in anticipation.



“So wet, I’ve never been this wet,” Keira moaned.



Heidi tried to think of some witty joke, maybe about the shower, but she was too dazed with her own lust and the heat of the moment. Instead, she whispered, “Let’s take care of that.”



“Please…”



Heidi brushed her still-damp hair out of her eyes and glanced upward at Keira’s face as she neared the center of her arousal. There was a brief, sobering moment when the thought of Carson popped into her mind. A flood of mixed emotions filled her – she wanted her husband to be here, but at the same time, she was grateful for this first moment with Keira alone. This was the culmination of so much for both of them, and it felt good to explore this with Keira alone – at least for now.



Keira’s pussy was even more beautiful up close. Her lips were far more of an outie than Heidi’s delicate little crevice. The bright, glistening pink folds called to her, and without any more teasing, she gave in, lowering her mouth the last few inches with no hesitation or delay.



Her lips found Keira’s core of need, kissing her clit as if this were the end of a date. It straddled a line between gentle and passionate, a promise of more to come. Keira’s fingers found Heidi’s hair, slid through it, pleading with her eyes for more. Heidi obliged.



For the first few minutes, she simply stayed where she was, kissing Keira’s clit, the hood, the delicate, quivering mound of flesh just above. It was a long overdue hello of sorts. She wasn’t sure what to expect as far as the scent of Keira’s pussy, but ultimately found it to be no more gross or pleasant than Carson’s dick. It was a mostly clean smell – somewhere in their shower together Keira must have found time to run the soap over herself as well as Heidi – and underneath was a slightly sweaty musk. Heidi’s worries that her friend might not enjoy this, that Keira might somehow find her lacking, were proven immediately false. The evidence was writhing above her on the bed.



Keira moved like she was swaying to a soft beat, her ass sliding gently side-to-side as Heidi continued to kiss her nub. One hand stayed on Heidi’s head, but the other moved along her stomach to her own breast, joined in a moment by Heidi’s. Keira guided her friend’s fingers to her nipple, and just held it there, enjoying the warmth and softness of Heidi’s palm as her friend’s head bobbed against Keira’s clit.



It wasn’t long before Keira murmured, “I’m… I’m liking this.”



Heidi paused just long enough to swipe the hair out of her eyes again and look up. “Anything you want me to do differently?”



“Would you… would you lick it a little harder?”



“Like this?”



Heidi’s tongue wasn’t as long as Keira’s or experienced, but she’d watched some lesbian porn with Carson and emulated what they did to Keira’s great pleasure. First came a long slow swipe down and back up, then on her second pass down, Heidi waggled her tongue around, reenacting one of the moves she’d found hot and doing it to Keira.



The reaction was immediate and damn near deafening.



“Fuck! Fuck! Heidi!” Keira wailed, so loud it was nearly a screech. She grabbed Heidi’s hair, nearly yanking it by the roots to pull her back up to Keira’s clit. Heidi’s tongue flicked out, not so much emulating porn now as what she liked from Carson. Keira’s knees rose in the air and she grabbed hold of them, pulling them nearly to her own shoulders and lifting her ass up off the bed to give Heidi better access. Her friend still had a hand on one of Keira’s breasts, and she rolled the nipple between her fingers, teasing its hardness as she massaged Keira’s clit with her seeking little tongue.



“Right there, like that,” Keira gasped. “Oh baby, baby, Heidi, I love you, I loooo-”



Her eyes rolled back and her spine went completely stiff. Heidi didn’t relent, and soon Keira’s hips pumped once, twice, three times, driving her pussy up and down against Heidi’s mouth as she came. As if she’d been powered back on, Keira’s knees kicked outwards again and she lowered her legs, sucking in air.



“Can’t… too sensitive…” she whispered, and Heidi reluctantly slid away, grinning. She crawled up on the bed next to Keira as the other woman tried to recover, her fingers tapping aimlessly on the bed as she blinked up at the ceiling, still catching her breath. Heidi fell beside her.



“Can I… is it okay to kiss you, with… you know?” Heidi gestured at her wet lips and chin, and Keira nodded, smiling. Their kisses were fervent and long, but began to slowly cool to embers as they both tried to recuperate.



“Oh,” Heidi said, and rolled over to grab her phone. “Told Carson I’d send updates.”



“Can we trust him not to share it?”



Heidi looked almost offended at that. “Yeah. Duh. It’s Carson.”



“Don’t get pissed. I just had an idea. Gimme.”



Heidi did, an eyebrow raised as Keira snuggled in tighter and laced one arm under her friend and over, coming to rest on one of Heidi’s full breasts, still quivering from the exertion. She held the phone out, examined the screen, adjusted it, and turned her head to kiss Heidi again. In the midst, she snapped a few pictures, including one great one when they were both glancing at the phone with eyes half-lidded.



Getting the idea, Heidi slid back down again, and gave Keira’s pussy another little kiss – careful not to brush her still-sensitive clit. Keira got a picture of Heidi in mid-tonguing, her blonde hair spilling around one of Keira’s thighs. That one was the best shot of the bunch, she thought, but Heidi disagreed. The next batch were her favorite.



Keira swapped her spots, but instead of their missionary-esque positions, she told Heidi to roll over onto her hands and knees. Keira buried her face in Heidi’s waiting folds as the camera snapped away.



“Okay,” Heidi gasped, trying not to hump back at Keira’s expert tongue, “I think that’s enough, mm, that’s good, pictures for the day.”



If Keira heard, she ignored her friend and kept licking. Heidi protested, saying something about them needing to get to work, but that just spurred Keira on, and soon she added two fingers to her efforts, sliding them in and out rapidly as her tongue slid patterns over Heidi’s quaking pussy. Heidi switched the camera over to video mode, and began recording. Her pleasure tumbled out of her mouth, words she didn’t remember until she watched the video later. Comparing this to sex with Carson was unfair – both were amazing in their own right, but this was so out and out dirty, so tantalizingly sexy, Heidi couldn’t help the primal way her body responded. She panned the camera from left to right above her head, aiming it at Keira before bringing it back down to her level, balancing on her elbows as she got a shot of her face in mid-moan.



“I love her. I love you, baby,” Heidi said. “Thank you for being… being…” her head dipped instinctively and she nearly fell forward onto her face, but came back up to gasp, “…for being the best husband… e-ever.”



She stopped recording – or thought she did, though she missed the stop button by a quarter-inch – and dropped the phone beside her on the bed before she dipped down, her face in the sheets as she sobbed her pleasure. Keira brought her to climax again swiftly, the slurping sounds of her fingers and tongue audible on the video when they watched it later. They were, however, drowned out by Heidi’s wordless moan, nearly a shout.



Sweaty and physically drained when they finished, it took all their energy to head back to the bathroom and shower again – this time with a minimal amount of funny business. When she came back out, Heidi realized she’d left the video camera on, and that it had taken a much longer video than she’d anticipated. She snickered, cut it down to a few choice clips, and forwarded a tiny tease of one to Carson with the caption, “More later. Enjoy :).”



* * *



To help smooth things over with Ulysses and the rest of the crew, Carson stopped along the way for doughnuts and the city’s best affordable coffee. Ulysses’ bulldoggish frown was softened somewhat when Carson showed him the two lemon-coconut doughnuts set aside just for him.



“All for you, big guy,” Carson said cheerfully.



Ulysses glanced around as if one of the other three employees there that day might ninja one of his most precious doughnuts, and double fisted them out of the box. Around a mouthful, he said, “What’s with you? Yesterday you looked ready to jump off a bridge. Today you’re practically manic.”



Carson shrugged and plucked a Boston crème for himself. “Something family related.”



“Everything good now, I hope?”



A bit of filling squirted into Carson’s mouth, reminding him of what Heidi and Keira were probably up to right at that moment. “Oh yeah,” he said, grinning slyly. “Everything is excellent.”



The office used to be a fast-food place before Ulysses and his business partner Pascual bought it out and gutted it. If someone squinted at the exterior and thought long and hard about what the shape might have been with a brighter paint scheme, they might have come up with the name. But the interior was unrecognizable. The big windows had stayed and that was about it. Everything else, from the counters to the appliances in the kitchen were gone. What had been the lone office was now a storage room, and all the employees – Ulysses and Pascual included – shared the big communal area as a singular office. With only five employees on staff, including the bosses, they didn’t need a whole lot of room, leaving the building feeling spacious.



Apart from the employees’ workstations, the only other major decoration was a large, oval shaped table ringed by comfortable leather chairs. It was a combination of a greeting area for the clients and their own conference area. Ulysses, Carson, and a relatively new colleague named Grady took up spots around the table with their laptops. While the other employees were wrapping up some of the editing from the anime convention shoot, Carson and Grady would be heading to the first of the two wedding shoots that weekend. Right in the middle of double-checking the clients’ wish lists for the shoots, Carson’s cell phone buzzed.



“Sorry,” he mumbled, ignoring it. After only a glance, Ulysses carried on until Carson’s phone buzzed again before he could get to it and power it off. And again. And a fourth time.



“Do you want to get that?” Ulysses snapped.



Carson dug out his phone and brought up the first message, blissfully ignorant that the video was set to autoplay – and his volume was up. Way up. Both Ulysses and Grady gave him a wide-eyed, shocked stare when Heidi clearly moaned, “Oh, baby, she’s licking me, feels so good.”



Ulysses’ irritation switched to confusion rapidly, but Grady’s turned into a glare. “Hey man, look at porn on your own time!” he complained.



Carson shut the phone off, trying unsuccessfully to hide a smile. “Friend sent me a stupid thing. I didn’t realize it autoplayed like that. Sorry.”



Grady grunted irritably, but Ulysses kept staring at Carson off and on through the rest of their meeting, and his cheeks burned bright red the whole entire time. Ulysses knew Heidi. He and his own wife had dinner with them at least once a month, often more.



Later, with both Keira and Heidi, Carson fought back snorts of laughter as he retold the story, and Heidi buried her head in her arms. The effect was lessened somewhat by her nakedness, but soon she was laughing too, even if Carson’s boss had heard – at full volume – her cries as Keira was eating her out.



To his credit, though, Ulysses never once brought it up again, though he did give Heidi the strangest looks at their dinners and office parties.



* * *



Despite the relatively early hour, the house was dark when Carson pulled in. Given the morning Heidi and Keira had, perhaps they’d called it an early night. He didn’t know what the threesome protocol was on that. Was he okay sliding into bed with them? Should he take the bed downstairs?



What a weird problem to have
 , Carson thought to himself as he dug out the dinner he’d brought home – chicken, beef, and shiitake skewers from a favorite Japanese place of his. Excited to see what he’d find, he practically ran inside, stopping only to kick off his shoes in the mudroom.



The first floor may have been pitch black, but the light at the top of the stairs was on. That was why he hadn’t seen it – there was no clear line of sight to that particular light outside. As if that wasn’t a siren call in and of itself, staccato moaning from upstairs drew him up the stairs. Someone said something, and he distinctly heard his wife’s unmistakable laugh as he rounded the corner and started down the hall. From the bedroom, soft light pooled along the floor. It was that image, strangely, Carson held onto in the years to come. The dark house, the soft laughter, everything that was to follow, he remembered in only pleasant fits, but that light reaching out across the hallway, that stuck with him. It was so warm, so mysterious, so almost poetic.



Wet sucking was the first distinct sound Carson heard before he entered the bedroom. Someone was going about some fine work in there. A few short steps later and he knew who.



Keira sprawled out at the head of the bed, her head and upper back hoisted high by a collection of Heidi and Carson’s pillows. Her hair fell so perfectly along them it had to be arranged. Her upper body was bared to him, her dark nipples happy and ready to be revered. Her knees were spread to either side, but her pussy wasn’t visible. Someone was tending to it with quite a bit of noisy enthusiasm.



His wife.



Heidi’s bare ass was high in the air as she balanced on her elbows to sate her friend’s desires. Her own pussy glistened. Maybe she’d come already, or maybe she was just wet. Carson stared at her waiting center.



Keira fixed him with a slow-spreading smile as she ran her fingers through Heidi’s hair. Carson tossed the bag of food onto a dresser, never staring anywhere but at his wife’s ass as it jiggled a little with every lick she gave Keira.



“We have an audience,” Keira murmured.



Heidi finally broke away from Keira’s pussy and glanced backwards over her shoulder. Despite the roles they were playing for his sake, her smile was shy and tentative until Carson smiled back, then it emulated Keira’s more sultry one. “Do you care?” she asked.



“Not a bit,” Keira said, and gently guided Heidi’s head back down.



Carson slid out of his suit jacket, taking his time, watching the show. His wife reached a hand back and started idly playing with herself. Her fingernails traced her folds, and as he slipped the jacket onto the back of a chair, she swatted her own bottom. His cock, already half-hard, reared up to see if it wasn’t time to join the party.



Keira looked nothing short of supremely satisfied as he began undoing the buttons on his Oxford. Her fingers twisted in Heidi’s hair, making little patterns he couldn’t see. Wet slurps from Heidi were interspersed with gentle kisses to Keira’s tenderest flesh. If ever a man had been treated to a better show, Carson didn’t know. What he did know, however, is that his wife’s cunt gleamed with need as she slipped a finger inside, not deep, just tracing her inner edges.



His shirt joined his jacket on the chair, and down went his pants. Keira gave a tiny nod when his boxers came into view, his hard-on jutting out in need of relief. Carson slid them down his legs and padded across the room to the two newly-minted lovers. His hands roamed his wife’s ass as he made his way onto the bed behind her. His thumbs brushed her slit, and her hand slipped away to make room for his fingers. He tested her wetness, taking just enough time to make sure Heidi was ready before he replaced his fingers with his cock, and without having spoken a single word, Carson sunk home.



As he slid deep into his wife, Keira feasted on the stunning visual before her. Her best friend, blonde hair tossed over her shoulder, worked her lithe tongue around Keira’s swollen lips. Carson behind her, his muscles tensed like some beast on the hunt, his hands gripping his wife’s waist as that enormous testament to his manhood filled her. There would be time another day for kinder, sweeter looks between the two, but in that moment, the raw magnetism and intensity between Keira and Carson drove him to slide out and thrust even harder into Heidi while Keira bucked her hips as if it was her he was fucking.



And it was fucking. Heidi couldn’t keep licking Keira with any degree of accuracy as her husband drove in and out of her, his cock demanding her entire body’s attention. She gasped against Keira’s thigh with the force of it, the need of him. His balls slapped audibly against her bare ass as Keira reached down to grip her shoulder as she bounced forwards and backwards, her body at the complete mercy of Carson.



“Baby, fuck me, yes,” Heidi moaned, and managed to slip her tongue along Keira’s slit.



The dark-haired beauty gripped Keira’s hair with one hand, while her other slipped down to finger herself. She wasn’t messing around anymore either, and fingerfucked herself with three full fingers, wishing it was him, wishing it was already the next weekend. She said nothing. Carson said nothing. Heidi did all the speaking and moaning for them.



It couldn’t last. He couldn’t last. Carson woke up that morning between the two women he wanted most in this world and he’d been subject to their teasing videos and pictures all day. His lust took form, an intermittent grunted growl deep from his chest, and he picked up the pace, practically shoving his wife’s face against Keira’s thighs as he gripped her waist tighter and tighter, fucking her with abandon now.



“Close,” he muttered. “Where…?”



“Her mouth,” Heidi moaned.



Carson didn’t have time to think about Heidi’s “no fuck” rule and if that meant no oral either. His brain had waved bye-bye at the sight of these two beautiful women making love, and he jerked out now, mindless and snorting like a bull as Heidi fell beside Keira, wriggling up the bed as her friend scrambled to her knees quickly to take Carson as deep as she could in her pretty mouth.



And deep she could take him too. Keira stared up at Carson as he hit the back of her throat, her dark eyes a glittering challenge. She grabbed his hands and placed them at the back of her head.
 Use me
 , she didn’t need to say. She meant it. He knew it. Carson grabbed the back of her skull, plunged deep two, three times, amazed at how much of him she could take, and then he was shaking, shivering, shouting Keira’s name, exploding into her mouth, into her throat.



He pulled back after the first shot, trying to give her mercy, and she took two more blasts of his cum before her lips slid off him and she had to gasp for air. Her eyes closed instinctually, and it was a good thing. Still Carson came, and it hit Keira’s eyes, her forehead, her chin. Keira’s hand plunged low, and she sank her fingers into herself again, working furiously, joined by her best friend as Heidi kissed the perfection of her ass, and by Carson a moment later, his fingers finding Keira’s clit as she swallowed him down.



With the two people she loved most in the world worshipping her body, Keira came. She howled with it, that animalistic need finally, savagely met. Her body quaked and she slumped sideways towards the pillows, gasping, crying with the pleasure. Heidi hurried up to her best friend’s face, wiping the come from her eyes, kissing where some had dripped onto her cheek, then sucking the fat drops on her chin and forehead into her own mouth. Carson’s wife smiled up at him, flushed, and twisted over Keira’s body so she could give her best friend his love made material. The two women shared his come, kissing and stroking each other as Keira came down, the tears streaking down her face. When she was able to, she glanced up at Carson, and smiled.



* * *



“We need to talk.”



The words might have had more impact to them if Heidi wasn’t clad only in a pair of sexy, comfortable mesh bikini bottoms just a few shades off Carson’s morning coffee, forgotten on the table while he languidly lapped at Keira’s wet lips.



“Mm?” he asked, his tongue currently deep inside Heidi’s best friend.



Keira’s legs were spread wide as she leaned back against the couch cushions, her eyes closed, head tilted towards the ceiling and enjoying the moment. Under her butt, the towel they’d put down to help avoid a mess wriggled back and forth as she squirmed with pleasure. “What, uh, what you thinkin’, bestie?” Her eyes slid open and her head dropped down to glance at Heidi. “Do you want us to stop?”



“God no. That’s hotter than hell.” Heidi swirled her spoon around in her fruit-and-yogurt parfait, and licked it lewdly clean as Keira snickered. “No, I’m thinking… we have to talk boundaries, you know? And about where this is all heading and what we want out of this, ah, relationship. Are we calling it that? What are we?”



“Mmf,” Carson grunted helpfully. His hands had been squeezing Keira’s ass since the moment they hit the first floor together and they were still wedged under there now, rubbing, pinching.



“Some people call it a… mm, Carson… throuple, but I think that’s a terrible name.” Keira shrugged, her delightful little breasts jiggling gently. “Don’t know. You two are married. I’m your… hmm. Girlfriend, I guess.”



“Or lover.”



“Or lover,” Keira agreed happily. Carson slipped a hand free long enough to give a thumbs-up, and immediately slid it back under Keira’s bottom. “Along those lines, I’d been thinking about moving out if I was causing trouble here-”



Carson shook his head vigorously side to side, eliciting a gasp from Keira.



Heidi grinned. “He speaks for both of us. I want you here. If you’ll stay.”



“I’d love to. Thank you. I want to pay my way, though.”



“We can work that out later.” Heidi sighed. “The next thing is a tough one. Keira, Carson and I talked a bit about how open we really want this. I’m only comfortable if this relationship stays just the three of us. I don’t want to tell you who you can and can’t sleep with, but if this is going to be a long-lasting thing, I wouldn’t feel okay with us seeing anyone else.”



“So long as I’ve been here, I’ve never felt more content. You two were driving me up the wall sexually, but I love being with you two. Not just for this-” Keira pointed down at Carson’s head as one of his hands slid out from under her and he added a probing finger to his tongue’s loving adoration of her body “-but because there’s no one else I’d rather spend my time with. I’m bummed out when I’m away from you two and I’m always so happy to come home. In all my relationships, that’s never happened.”



Heidi stepped forward to kiss her friend gently, and rubbed her husband’s scalp. “I feel the same way, Booty. But I want you two to spend some time together. That’s why I want you to go on a trip with Carson next week. Just the pair of you, spending a few days together. If you decide this is what you both want, awesome. If not… well, we’ll figure that out.” She settled onto the couch beside her friend and held out a spoonful of the parfait for Keira, whose own breakfast had been just as waylaid as Carson’s coffee. “Boy, this is going to be hard to explain to the families.”



Keira groaned. “Oh, I didn’t even think about that.”



“Frmmmff.”



“Although…” Heidi said ponderously, “I can’t wait to see the expression on my super-conservative aunts’ faces when I introduce you around Christmas.”



Keira laughed and glanced down. “He really isn’t bad, is he?”



Heidi leaned over and patted her husband’s butt. “I’m very fond of him.”



“Fnks?” Carson asked.



“You’re welcome,” both women chimed in at once.



* * *



When they managed to find time to pull themselves out of bed in the days leading up to the Mount Boothe wedding shoot, Carson and Keira worked to get her familiar with his lightweight RX100 and his basic tripod. If the camera had belonged to his employers, Carson might have been leery about loaning the pricey camera out, but he’d bought it from an estate sale for nearly four hundred dollars less than it was actually worth and it became his personal camera of choice when he wasn’t working.



Keira was a quick learner. While Carson had planned on setting the camera to an automatic mode to help her adjust to lighting and the moment-to-moment needs, she insisted on trying out the manual mode. They started with some shots of the city’s downtown districts, capturing buildings, crowds, and passing cars. Keira quickly learned to trust the camera to auto-focus, and came away feeling great about learning the basics of its operation.



For inspiration on technique, Heidi was their willing – and sometimes a little exasperated – muse. They captured her doing everything, from making dinner to relaxing in her chair with a battered Jill Shalvis novel to exquisite shots of her sinking into a foamy bubble bath. Those Carson liked so much he printed them off and slid them into a hitherto unused photo album. On its cover he wrote, “The Happiest Man Alive – H, K, and C.” The album was joined by more shots of Heidi in various states of dress and undress, and it quickly became a sexy new hobby for both Keira and Carson.



The pictures evolved slowly from sexy, contemplative shots of Heidi to more provocative ones. One of Carson’s favorites was of his wife in the middle of dressing, the leg of a pair of jeans halfway up her calves while she bent over, her breasts hugged by her cotton bra and almost hidden away by the fall of her blonde hair. One of Keira’s favorites wasn’t sexual at all, but sweet and loving. It was of Carson and Heidi at the dinner table, Carson caught in mid-sentence as he stared out their window while Heidi covered his hand in hers. Though in reality he’d been looking at a hummingbird on a feeder outside, the shot itself looked more as though they’d been caught in some deep conversation, their gestures a comfortable portrait of their years together.



The soon-to-be-married couple whose wedding they’d be working at were thrilled about the extra photographer, especially as Keira would be doing the work for free and they wouldn’t have to spend a dime on her expenses. Carson already had a hotel room booked, but with input from his wife, he quietly made a few other arrangements when Keira wasn’t around.



Two nights before the rehearsal dinner, Heidi drove Keira around to do a little shopping. She already had outfits for the rehearsal dinner and the wedding shoot – nothing that would stand out, as was the usual practice unless the couples requested something different. Keira had been hoping to get Carson into his tux or his suits, but for that weekend, they’d be keeping things simple and relatively unnoticeable. Carson examined her clothes and picked out two pairs of dark slacks and shirts for her. That way, they stood apart from the guests and the wedded couple.



The shopping she needed to do was for what came after. Keira wasn’t sure exactly what it was she was looking for, but Heidi was a woman on a mission and dragged her straight to the same lingerie shop she’d visited the day Keira called her up in tears about her ex-boyfriend. The place was nearly deserted, with only three middle-aged women browsing and tittering at a selection of bras and panties with strategically placed holes for the easiest of access. A peppy young clerk with a chain running from her nose to her ear greeted them like old friends, and it put Keira’s skittish nerves at ease.



As they started browsing, Heidi watched Keira pick up a satin kimono, put it down immediately, and then pick up the next one with trembling fingers. “Why so nervous, Booty? You’re, like, the lingerie queen.”



“Was,” Keira said. “That was college and a lifetime ago.”



“C’mon. Spill,” Heidi said, picking up a long-legged robe she thought would look gorgeous on her friend. She held it against Keira, frowned, and put it back. Maybe not.



“I… do you really have to ask?” Keira whispered. “I’m about to sleep with Carson.”



“And?”



“And you’re not pissed. Or freaking out, or slapping me and telling me this whole thing is off.”



Heidi didn’t respond to that as they switched to the next rack, this one loaded with teddies and camisoles. She held up a red set that again just didn’t seem quite right for Keira.



“Come on. Talk to me,” Keira said. “I spilled. Now it’s your turn.”



“All right. Yes, I’m nervous,” Heidi said. “I mean… you’re gorgeous, babe. And you’re smart and sweet and a little bit crazy. Whether he wants to admit it or not, Carson’s head over heels with you, and I do get a little bit jealous when I think about him making love to you.”



One of the middle-aged ladies overheard this and her eyebrows shot up before she blushed a deep, deep red.



“Then I’ll call it off, Heidi. I don’t want to make you un-”



Heidi leaned up and kissed her best friend. She aimed for her lips but Keira was in midsentence and Heidi caught just her bottom lip. She grinned anyways. “I wasn’t finished. I’m not just jealous of you. But him too. I want to be there, right in the middle of you two. Because I’m bossy like that and I’m always gonna want to be the top tamale in bed.” Keira laughed, and Heidi’s smile grew in wattage. “But more than the jealousy, I want this for you two. For all of us. We’ve gotta be comfortable trusting each other in pairs because it’s not fair to anyone in the group if we let jealousy dictate who can have who.”



Now all three of the other customers had stopped talking entirely, and were pretending not to hear a word the other two women were talking about.



“I love you, Boobs,” Keira said softly, and this time, their kiss was well and proper. When she broke away, she glanced over at the other three women and said, “I’m going to bang her husband for hours in a couple nights. Then when we come home, I’m going to eat her out until she’s screaming my name. Not hyperbole, either.”



The other women scattered for a deeper section of the store, and the clerk couldn’t hide a muffled snicker.



Keira turned her attention back to Heidi. “I mean it, though. I love you. And… um…”



“Carson.”



Keira nodded, and started browsing again. “I lived so long thinking I wanted what I wanted was something like what you and Carson had, and the whole time, I really just wanted you. Both of you.”



“I hear you. I love Carson and I’m so happy with him, but with you here, it’s like some part of me’s opened back up.”



“What if he doesn’t…?”



“Love you back?”



“Yeah.”



“Wish I had a good answer for that, hon. But I think he does. I think he needs you, just like I do. I think he’s happier now, and I don’t just mean the sex. Even before all the fun started, he seemed like… I don’t know, it sounds dumb, but his soul seemed a lot lighter. He was always so worried about me after our big talk, about keeping me happy, and now, well, he still wants to, but the responsibility isn’t eating at him anymore.”



“Sharing the load.”



“Yeah, exactly. And it’s more than just me, too. I think you genuinely make a part of him happy I haven’t managed to in a while. He’s a romantic, he always will be. He loved making love to me. It’s good he’ll have someone who wants that from him. Not that I don’t, but you know…”



Keira gave a happy “mm hm.” “Not that I don’t like the fun stuff too.”



“Which I’m sure he’ll be happy to supply just as often,” Heidi said.



They grabbed a few things from the shelves, and most of it looked good on Keira, but nothing quite seemed right. It wasn’t that the bralettes or thongs were ugly on her – and in fact, they set aside a couple of the latter – but none of it felt like
 the
 outfit to Heidi for Keira and Carson’s first time. She couldn’t put a finger on why until she saw a new customer in the store with her hand on a black lace slip. Something about the color sparked Heidi’s mind, and she grabbed Keira’s arm.



“C’mon. I’ve got an idea.”



* * *



Carson came home on the eve of the Mount Boothe dress rehearsal shoot to the rich smell of the best thing Heidi cooked – pot roast. There was nothing fancy or complex about it, and yet the homey smell was intoxicating. She sat alone at the dinner table, sipping a glass of red wine. Dressed simply in her coziest sweatpants and a green cardigan, this was his Heidi, utterly and completely. This was the woman he loved, relaxed, engaged. This was her in her comfort zone, and he didn’t think he could love her any more than in that moment. She turned in her chair when he came through the door, her eyes twinkling, and when he kissed her, his heartbeat strained to feel hers, to match its rhythm.



“Hello, beautiful,” Carson said.



“Hello yourself, handsome.”



“Keira?”



“Having dinner out by herself and taking in a movie. I wanted to talk tonight. And maybe…” Heidi smiled fondly at her husband.



“Maybe,” Carson said, and sighed. “If you’re lucky.”



“Ass. Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes.”



“Heidi… this… this is nice.”



He took a seat next to her and topped off her wine glass before filling his own. That drained the bottle but when he offered to fetch another, she shook her head. Neither of them wanted to be too drunk that night.



Her hands crept over to his, and they talked. It was a nervous back-and-forth, much the same as Keira and Heidi’s conversation in the lingerie shop. They questioned if this was going too far, if they could still be themselves if one of the trio decided to break it off. It was a talk they both knew they should have had sooner, but emotions and raw, pent-up sexuality had always intruded on their free time. Now, in what could be the last hours of the safety of their marriage, they finally, totally laid bare their hearts and minds.



“Do you love me any less now that she’s with us?” Carson asked Heidi, genuinely curious.



“No. Not one bit. I feel… I don’t think stronger’s the right word. Sturdier.”



“I think the same thing.”



“How about you? Do you… love me any less?”



Carson shook his head immediately. “No. That’ll never change. Just promise me you’ll never let yourself be miserable again.”



“I swear.”



“Thank you.”



Later, as he washed up the dishes and she put away the leftovers, Carson studied her. “Do you want me to love her? Is that what this is about?”



“Sort of. No, there’s no sort of about it. Yes. I want you to love her. Tomorrow, next year… I don’t know when. But I hope you do eventually.”



“It’s hard not to, if she makes you happy.”



Heidi closed the fridge and headed for him to wrap an arm around his waist. “I want you to love her for you and her. Or not, that’s really up to you. I don’t want you to love her because of me. Let this weekend and whatever else time you want with Keira to be about you and her. Put me out of the picture.”



“That’s not just something I can do.”



“I know. But try.” She turned off the faucet and he glanced at her quizzically. “I’ll get the rest of these tomorrow. Come on.”



Their lovemaking that night was sweet, but intense. Carson didn’t waste any time in bringing her to a quick, sighing orgasm with his tongue and his fingers, and when he took her the first time, he brought her knees nearly up to her chest and sank right into her. In between hard thrusts, he kissed her, or stroked the hair out of her eyes. She stared back up at him, teasing her still-sensitive clit until she rode to the edge again. Her hands stopped their work and circled around his back as she leaned up and buried her head against his shoulder, pumping up at him with every wave of pleasure.



He didn’t last long after that, groaning her name as his warmth filled her. His cock only slipped free when he had a few minutes to kiss her, not with hunger, not gently, but with a sense of connection, of purpose.



It was, both of them agreed, a definite top five moment for them both.



* * *



“Feels like we’re on an adventure,” Keira said as she checked her bags one last time.”



“Because you are. Carson Stiles and the Booty’s Booty,” Heidi said.



From the couch, his hands folded behind his head, Carson groaned. “That’s awful.”



“Hey, I liked it,” Heidi said. “Judge’s ruling?”



“Awful..ly great,” Keira said.



“For that, you get a butt squeeze,” Heidi said, and proceeded to do just that. Her joviality faded when her friend grasped her shoulders. “Almost time,” she whispered.



Keira nodded. “If you say the word, we won’t do a thing. I swear.”



“No. I… no,” Heidi said. They shared a kiss, soft and probing, their eyes closed. When she backed away, Heidi finally opened them and glanced between her husband and her best friend. “Kinda regretting not going with you two.”



“Never too late,” Carson said.



Heidi shook her head. “No, I’ve been missing way too much work lately. Even just taking this late lunch kinda got my boss peeved.”



Carson stood up and wrapped one arm around his waist. “Then we’d better not keep you. Keira, you good?”



“Guarantee you I’ll have forgot something, but camera’s here, chargers, SD cards, and I think I brought all my clothes and junk… yeah, I think we’re good.”



Carson slung his own duffel bag across his shoulder, and helped Keira and Heidi gather up the rest. Together, they walked out to his SUV and slid everything in beside the video equipment. He did a quick double-check himself of all the gear, and finally turned one last time to his wife. She was crying, and it stopped him cold.



“Keira, I think maybe-”



“Don’t,” Heidi said. “These are happy tears. Swear.” She brushed them away and patted his butt. “Head in the game, baby. Take care of my girl and don’t bring her back until she’s walking funny.”



“Best. Wife. Ever.”



“Better believe it.”



They kissed, and Carson hopped in, leaving just Keira and Heidi. They hugged, and spoke few words. There wasn’t much they hadn’t said to each other when they’d gone clothes shopping.



“I love you,” Keira told her friend as Heidi held her door open for her.



“Love you too. Break his dick off, yeah?”



Keira grinned. “Look at you, using all the naughty words. Speaking of, left you a little present. On the bed.”



“Ohhh, you tell me that right before I have to go back to work?” Heidi squeezed her friend’s thigh. “Thank you. You two… you have fun. And Carson, anything you need to talk about, you talk about.”



“You’re sure?” he asked. Keira’s head swung back and forth between them, trying to figure out the unspoken message being conveyed.



“Yeah. Be good for each other, okay?”



Heidi shut the door on Keira, rapped the SUV’s door with her knuckles, and tried to smile bravely as they reversed and made the corner around the house’s driveway. She really did have to go to work, and quickly, but first she sat on their porch, buried her head in her hands, and wondered if her husband and her best friend would still want to be with her when this weekend was done.



* * *



Gas was their only stop on the way out of the city. Neither of them had eaten lunch yet, and it would be well past midnight before they could break away for dinner, so Carson put Keira in charge of snacks for the drive. As he finished up at the pump, she came back out with a pair of bags, holding up a paper nacho boat like it was a first-place trophy.



“I haven’t had these since I was in high school,” she said as they got in. “Wait. Are these okay? Should I have gotten something easier on our stomachs? They’ve got fruit, I’ll be right back.”



The laugh felt good to Carson, the first real easing of his tension since they’d left Heidi behind. “Relax. I’ve got a little pharmacy with me. I always bring some stomach pills and antacids to these things. Caterers sometimes will sneak us free food, but it’s usually after everyone else has eaten so it’s sometimes a little questionable. Experience has taught me well.”



“Oh good,” she said, relieved. “If I had to give up my nacho cheese, I’d be inconsolable.”



“Just heartbroken.”



“Right?” She swirled a chip around, crunched away, and sighed contentedly. “Why is it we as a society only buy the good snacks when we go road tripping?”



“You’re not wrong.” They pulled up to a red light, and Carson accepted a small stack of chips from her delicate fingers. For the first time he noticed she’d had a manicure recently. Very recently. Most the nails were a natural glossy color, but the tips had been done in a soft blush of red. “Love the nails.”



“You might be the first guy to ever notice them.”



“Thanks, I think. No, really, though, I do like them. Classy and understated. That’s a good look.”



The compliment was sweet and unexpected, and her heart lightened. It made it easier to ask the question that’d been on her mind since leaving the house. “What Heidi said… um, about you being able to talk about whatever you need to?”



Carson reached up and rubbed his nose as they pulled forward again. A few more blocks and they’d jump the highway heading to Mount Boothe. Three hours of driving ahead with this sexy woman beside him, and they were already diving into the hard questions. Good. Get it out of the way first.



“A few months after we started dating, we had a scare. We were careful about condoms, but one of them broke, and we were scared shitless Heidi would get pregnant. We were both just starting our careers, and the world was so crazy back then, it felt like everything just was burning around us. Until we knew for certain, we were both on edge.



“As it turned out, she wasn’t pregnant. We were more careful after that, but we started to have the big talks. Marriage, what we wanted from life, that sort of thing. We kept circling the kid question. I like kids, don’t get me wrong. I love my nieces and nephews on both our sides of the family. But the thought of raising them myself, even with Heidi there, it just wasn’t what I wanted. My dad, he’s a good guy, and he loves me, I know. But he was a lot like me growing up. He loved his job and his family, but he was a sports journalist and there was always this pull for him to get back to work. When I was really little, I resented him a lot for it, but the older I got, the more I realized I get it. But I never wanted any kid of mine to have to feel like he was playing second fiddle to my career. It wouldn’t have been fair to them.”



“And Heidi? I take it this is what she was giving you permission to talk about?”



“Yeah. Her career didn’t go the way she hoped it would when she was young and out of college, you know that. We were both working two jobs, paying off mountains of student loans and credit card bills, and neither one of us wanted to rely on our parents more than we had to. It took her a lot longer to think it through than me, but the kicker came with this fight she saw on an elevator. Two guys came on, arguing about Bush’s response to 9/11. One of them turned and asked her what she thought, and she just wanted to get out of there. They started shoving each other, and she got punched. It was an accident, but it scared her. Hard. Then just a few days later she saw someone on Cooper Street shouting at everyone who walked by that they would all die in the great fire coming for them soon. Just a nutjob, and she knew that, but back then – hell, even now, maybe especially now – they seemed to be growing and growing. People were always angry, always shouting and never listening.



“She took another week to think about it, and then she asked me again about kids. We decided we didn’t want them. I volunteered to get snipped, because I heard somewhere getting her tubes tied would royally fuck with her hormones. It was bad information, but I don’t regret it for a second.”



“Hey, you protected her.” Keira reached out and rested her hand on his thigh. Both of them knew just how close it was to the bit of meat they were talking around, and it lurched as if wanting to join in on the conversation.



“I try. But yeah, long and short is, I got a vasectomy. We talked some about storing my sperm, but decided if we ever did want kids, we’d adopt. Plenty of little rug-rats out there need a good home. Thing is, though, we’ve always been happy with just the two of us. Uh, kid-wise.” She laughed and he grinned. “So that’s something you need to know before you commit to this being about the three of us. I can’t give you kids.”



“She never told me.”



“I know. We never really wanted to have to explain ourselves to anyone. Her family thinks one of us is infertile, which is just fine by both of us. It’s not some deep, dark secret, but it’s one of those things that everyone seems to want to make their business, so we just don’t even go there.”



“Smart.” Keira fed him one of the last bites of chips and finished off the rest as she thought about that. “I’ve thought a lot through the years about kids too, but obviously never about three of us raising one. Or not. What I know right now is, I want us to work. All of us. If that means no kids, I’m okay with that for now, so long as you guys really are open to adoption or maybe me having a sperm donor.”



“It’s a conversation we’d need to have with Heidi, obviously, but yeah, I’m definitely not closing the door on it personally. Might be a bit hard to explain when we all go to PTA meetings.”



“You think?” Keira asked.



“Tell you what, every teenage boy in our kids’ classes would be staring at the two of you. Hottest moms in the school, guaranteed.”



Talk died down for a while, and Keira rested against the door, watching him drive. It was nice just drifting for a while. The day was chilly enough to be pleasant – sweater weather, her mom called it. She dug out a small throw from the backseat, and unrolled it over her legs.



“Take a nap, if you want.”



“Nah, just wanted to get cozy. I’ve been so nervous and now… it’s nice.”



“Nervous about the wedding, or us?”



“Little of both.”



It was his turn to reach over and squeeze her thigh. “Look, I’m not going to tell you not to be. I’m nervous too. But anything you want to do this weekend or not, that’s entirely up to you. I have a couple surprises lined up, but I don’t want you to feel in any way obligated. You decide you and I aren’t a fit, we’ll talk it out. I won’t be mad. Disappointed because I think you’re pretty amazing, but not mad.”



 “Carson…” Keira whispered. She reached under the blanket to squeeze his hand, and let it stay there a while longer.



“And as for the wedding, don’t sweat it. I’m going to provide them the footage they’ve paid for. Any extra shots you grab will be just an added bonus.”



“I’m worried I’m going to be banging into people and, I don’t know, wrecking the joint.”



“Oh, sure. Well, you won’t really have to worry about that at the wedding itself. Once I got the video cameras set up, we’ll find you a spot in the back. For insurance reasons, the church probably isn’t going to allow you free roam, but that’s fine anyways. If you can grab some shots of the bride coming down the aisle, the groom waiting for her, the rings, and the kiss, trust me, they’ll love it. Throw in whatever else you can with guests talking before and after. They’ll like that too.”



“And the reception and the dinner?”



“Trickier, but think of it like playing red light, green light. When you’ve got the camera up, your feet are planted. Camera down, just take in your surroundings and make sure you’re not blocking the caterers or the other staff. Stick to the fringe, and you’ll be fine.”



“Got it.”



Silence rolled again between them, but it was a good one. Keira had never been this far out of the city, and turned to watch the suburbs turn slowly into rolling plains and hills. Elms and oaks yawned and stretched in the fields, barely sheathed in the remainder of their fall yellows and oranges. She wanted to be out there among them, diving into the leaves, climbing up into their branches, resting under their arms reading bad romance novels.



It felt like home.



* * *



 From behind the driver’s seat, Keira produced a small, stubby manila envelope with a flourish. “Okay, Carson, time for the really, really, really, insanely tough questions.”



He turned down the hair band screeching on the radio and raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”



“Ohhh yes. I’ve been preparing these all week.” From her purse came a pen, and she slid out a stack of notecards. Lines of her tiny handwriting were interspersed with empty lines for answers. “Fail these, and I lock up my thighs tight with a padlock and a chain.”



“And if I pass?”



“You just miiiiight get a reward,” Keira said. He didn’t fail to notice the red in her cheeks. “Question one. Burritos or tacos?”



“There’s a very obvious joke there.”



“Hush. Answer the question.”



“Burritos. With the edges folded, coated just a bit in cooking spray, and grilled.”



“Oooh. Ooooh. There was no wrong answer to that one, but that’s possibly the rightest answer I could have hoped for.” Keira wrote that down, her free hand snaking over to rub his hip. He glanced down, surprised, and grinned. “Favorite place.”



“Home. With Heidi and you.”



“Aw, that’s sweet.” Her hand nudged closer to his thigh, and she made a figure eight gently with her fingernails. “But disqualified. Outside of the house.”



“All right.” He drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. “There’s this bar, the Four Nines. Kind of a rustic motif, and unless you’re drinking the special, the drinks are way overpriced. Not the sort of place I normally like. But the whole thing is built up on top of a series of switchbacks leading up this mountain in Wyoming, and it’s got a deck that overlooks this beautiful little small town nestled right at the base of a valley, and there’s this stream that runs right through it. I’ve got an uncle that lives there, and every time we’re in town, he takes us up there because he knows I love it so much.”



“Mm,” Keira said. Her fingernails pressed into the fabric, her figure eights growing wider. “That sounds gorgeous.”



“Really is. How about you?”



“In bed with you and Heidi.”



“Hey now, play fair.”



Her honeyed chuckle did more to rouse his cock than her physical attention. “All right. When I was a kid and we’d have extended family over, my mom and dad took us all out to the beach pretty often. Parking back then was only about eight bucks. Load us up in the van, throw some sandwiches and Kool-Aid in a cooler and you’ve got an incredibly cheap way to keep the whole family entertained and have fun too. My brothers and sisters all loved to play in the water, but my dad, he loved to walk the beach, for miles and miles. I think now it was a chance to get away from all of us.” She smiled. “I’d go with him, and we’d walk all the way from the parking lot to this great big pier. I don’t think it’s even standing out there anymore, but back then, there’d be people fishing off the sides, and there was a little shop at the end. Dad would buy me an ice cream or a lemonade and we’d just sit out there at the end, looking out at the water and talking.” Her hand had stopped its lazy circles as she lost herself to the memory, but now she resumed them. “So yeah. My favorite place and my best memory too.”



“That sounds beautiful.”



“It is. Someday maybe we’ll make a big road trip. Go to your place in Wyoming, mine on the East Coast.”



“Definitely,” Carson said. “But I want to make some new memories for all of us too. Probably starting with Quebec City. We don’t go there, Heidi’s going to stab us in our sleep.”



“That is one hell of a plan.”



“Where would you go? If you could go anywhere on vacation?”



“You know, I’m kind of a simple girl. Something like this is perfect. A little road tripping, some music on the radio, and just… lollygaggin’. I like stopping everywhere and looking. I like touristy traps. I’m one of those people who can’t avoid a scenic pull-off.”



“If I’d known that, we’d have left an hour ago. But maybe it actually all works out. We’ll have all of Sunday to ourselves. Depending on when you want to leave town, we could definitely stop along some pull-offs on the way home.”



“Sounds great. We’ll play it by ear though. Got the rest of our lives to come back and explore.” Her hand stopped moving and she turned to him. Her nerves finally shone through and she searched his face. “I hope.”



“Me too.”



She grazed the thickening bulge in his pants. “You’re doing good so far. Ready for the next one?”



“Uh huh,” Carson grunted, trying to stay focused on the road. Traffic on this stretch of the two lanes leading to Mount Boothe was pretty light, but would intensify as the afternoon wore on towards the weekend.



“Your favorite holiday,” she said, her fingers flitting up and down his length. The thought of doing this to him on the highway was so dangerous, but that just made it all the hotter. Her thighs squeezed together and she was glad they’d have time to grab a shower and change before dinner, because otherwise she’d have to figure out how to hide the wet spot on her pants.



“Thanksgiving,” he said. “People getting together, sharing food, and being grateful…” Keira stopped teasing with her fingers and began rubbing him through the fabric of his pants. “Plus, I love cooking with Heidi. Sometimes we clash a lot in the kitchen but Thanksgiving… it’s special. Remember that time you flew in?”



She did. That had been… oh, three years after Heidi and Carson got married? “Good times,” she murmured. He was so thick. So big and responsive to her touch. It would be torture for him to stay confined like that, so she found the button on his jeans. Working it loose, she added, “I had so much fun making those pies with you.”



He lowered one hand and helped her with the button, his eyes locked on the road. “You had this little dab of marshmallow creme on your cheek. I kept staring at it, thinking how much I wanted to lick it off.”



Keira unzipped him, and his cock throbbed its thanks. “Naughty boy,” she whispered. “Thinking bad thoughts about me when your wife was right next to us.”



“Uh… huh…” he grunted, her hand now grasping his prick through his boxers. “Any man would’ve. Christ, you’re beautiful, Heidi. I mean that. Every inch of you is something I want.” She stroked him, long and slow, twisting in her seat to look straight at him. It was so hard to ignore her, to pay attention to where he was going. She was so good at this. So fucking good.



“I thought bad things about you too. About you putting me up on the countertop.” Strooooke. “Sitting there, my legs dangling off the edge, and you’d spread them apart.” Stroooke, faster now. “You’d slide my panties down across my legs.” Stroke, stroke. “And there would be my pussy, wet and waiting for you.” Stroke, stroke. “I’ve seen how you fill her up. How far you stretch her. You would’ve split me with this big cock.”



“Fuuuck,” he groaned, trying not to squeeze his eyes shut with the pleasure.



“And my bestie. Your wife. Standing there watching us fuck.” Strooooke. “I’d wrap my arms around your neck, whisper your name. Carson. Carson, fuck me so good. Please baby. I want it. I need your come in me.”



“Close,” Carson said, his body tensing.



Keira’s hand left him, and he nearly snatched it back in place, but she was going for her seatbelt. A van was coming up behind them on their left. Carson’s gaze flicked between it and the road, trying not to jerk the SUV into the other lane of traffic when Keira slipped free and leaned over, wasting no time in taking him as deep as she could, her warm, wet mouth bulging out around his prick.



“Got someone… coming.”



Keira chuckled around his prick and popped off him long enough to murmur, “Then I hope they enjoy the show.”



Her hands wrapped around the base of his throbbing cock, and she set about licking him, sucking him, her head bobbing up and down. The van pulled along beside them, and Carson caught just a glimpse of a slightly older couple, the woman’s steel-gray hair in a big, stylish bun held in place by two pink hair sticks. She glanced aside at Carson, who was starting to meet Keira’s efforts with tightly controlled thrusts he hoped wouldn’t send them flipping end over end. The van inched forward past them, then slowed down rapidly again as Keira ran her tongue up and down the side of his sensitive tip, and he was there, coming, trying not to squeeze his eyes shut, gripping the steering wheel so hard his knuckles turned white.



Keira choked down as much of him as she could, but she had to come up for air, his come dripping out of a corner of her mouth from the awkward angle. As she sucked in a deep breath, she caught sight of the older woman staring at them, and smiled sheepishly as she wiped her face clean. The woman looked away at the driver of the van for a moment, and when she turned back to look again, she gave Keira a thumbs-up and a wink.



* * *



Pictures of Mount Boothe didn’t do the town or the mountain it was named after any sort of justice. The sleepy town spread in a crescent around the mountain’s base, sprawling but not dense. Thick woods helped further conceal the town’s true size, interspersed by well-kept main roads and businesses flashing obvious touristy signs.



A huge, sleepy looking creature crossed the highway in front of them as they passed the “Welcome to Mount Boothe!” sign, and Keira leaned forward, staring at it. “Moose?”



“Elk. They’re all over the place here. There’s a state park just on the other side of the mountain, a pretty small one, but they don’t seem to mind.”



“It’s gorgeous,” she said.



He grinned and turned down a side street. “Hang on, I might know where you can see some more.”



A few side streets later, and they were overlooking a football field. The scoreboard and the rickety old bleachers might have been for people, but the field itself had been wholly taken over by another dozen of the elk wandering around and munching on the grass.



“Oh my God,” Keira breathed. “I’m going to grab some pictures.”



She grabbed the camera out of the back and checked to make sure their personal SD card – devoid of any of their more risqué shots now that they needed to be professional – was still in the slot. With held breath, Keira stepped out of the SUV, easing the door closed so it didn’t startle the creatures. As she toyed with the focus and zoomed in, leaning one elbow on the hood to steady her shot, Carson joined her, staying a few feet behind, just watching. Childlike rapture consumed her, and it warmed his soul. When she’d taken a few snaps, he stepped forward, wrapped his arms around her waist, and rested his chin on her shoulder, imagining it like he was her, like he was seeing this sight again for the first time. When she had her fill of shots, she set aside the camera and just rocked with him gently, their bodies and hearts beginning to harmonize in a way both of them had feared wouldn’t happen on this trip.



The rehearsal dinner and the reception both were happening in the same hotel, so Carson’s company had booked him to stay there, despite Ulysses’ grumbling about the cost. Though truthfully, compared to the rest of the beautiful town’s bevy of hotels, this one was about as inexpensive as it got. Big decorative stone columns neatly intersected floor to ceiling glass windows overlooking the parking lot and the street. People bustled in and out of the hotel, some of whom no doubt were there for the rehearsal dinner and the festivities the next day.



The wedding guests and staff were booked into two separate wings, and a small sign designated where they should park. Carson eased into a spot pretty far away from the hotel, and Keira jogged ahead to see if they couldn’t snag a cart to help them haul their equipment and bags inside. The interior was done in a beautiful, if slightly cliched, wood cabin style, but she had to admit, the stone fireplaces in the wall and at the center of the room were a gorgeous touch. A clerk glanced up at her from a long desk and smiled. Keira explained who she was and why they were there, and the clerk called for a bellhop. A young man, maybe twenty-ish with a slick raked hairdo and a goatee, hustled towards them. He did a double-take at his newest charge and gave Keira a sly grin, but she quickly cut off any hopes he had by mentioning her boyfriend waiting outside at their SUV.



The bellhop grabbed a rolling cart, and no longer quite so cheerful, accompanied her back to the vehicle to help them unload. Carson assured the young man he had it, and had to practically push the guy away from the video equipment when the bellhop tried to insist.



“Just think,” Keira said as the bellhop headed back to the hotel. “With two of us, you’ll have double the jackals to fight off.”



Carson groaned, and settled the plastic cases for the audio equipment on the luggage carrier. “Might need to take up krav maga.”



They headed for the hotel together, Carson pushing the cart, Keira taking in the area. The hotel contained a small restaurant and a gift shop, but she quickly realized that those kinds of shops filled out almost the entirety of the surrounding area too. When she commented on this, Carson nodded, grinning.



“You should see it during the early summer months. There’s a steady stream of people coming up from the city so it’s just wall-to-wall vendors and people out on the sidewalks with tables hawking whatever they can. It’s fun, actually. Like a kitschy swap meet.”



Inside again, they waited for a group ahead of them to get checked in, then Carson ran through a similar song and dance. He produced the company credit card, hands were shaken, and Keira couldn’t help but notice that her bellhop wasn’t the only one smitten that day. If the clerk wanted to be any more obvious in her flirting with Carson, she’d have to jump the counter and just mount him right there in the lobby. The thought made her grin, and it stayed there until Carson finished signing in and they headed for their room.



“What?” he asked.



“You’re cute and you don’t even know it.”



“Well… thanks?”



Their hotel room was decorated in a more modern fashion than the lobby, but a frame affixed to the wall looked to be glossy, treated oak and the theme continued throughout little touches in the furnishings, like the small desk in the corner trimmed in a similarly glossy wood. The room had been divided by a sectional wall into thirds – a small kitchenette area with a microwave, mini-fridge, coffee maker, and a sink; a living area with a small couch, two armchairs, and the corner table with its own wooden chairs; and the bed, big and sturdy and looming in front of them both.



Words rose up in her throat, but Keira didn’t manage to get many of them out before he crossed the room to her. She was grateful she’d rinsed out her mouth from a bottle of water in the car, because his lips came to hers, pressing against her gently, his eyes closing as he wrapped his arms around her. He needed to feel her against him, to put action to the thoughts tumbling through him, and she reciprocated, her own hands rubbing up and down his sides before settling at his waist, those tight abs she loved to touch so much.



“I don’t want our first time to be a rushed thing,” he whispered into her ear when he broke away. “But I needed to show you how much I want you. Not just physically. But here.” He tapped his temple, and she smiled prettily, tentatively.



“Shower?” she asked.



He glanced at his watch and nodded. “We have time.”



* * *



They’d seen each other naked and done just about everything a woman and man could without actually fucking, and yet, as they peeled out of their clothes, they were as nervous as teenagers. Apart from the handjob and blowjob in the car, it was the first time they’d done anything together without Heidi present, and now, naked and exposed to just each other, they finally had to face the other without any sort of barriers to their lust for one another.



As she shyly slipped her pants and panties down in one motion, Carson couldn’t help staring. Where Heidi had taken to shaving her own pussy completely bald, Keira preferred a little landing strip, trimmed but not shaved. Now, though, she was completely hairless too, her bright pink lips on full display, her nub just begging to be sucked on, flicked. He knelt before her, his jeans still on, and kissed it reverently. Her nervous smile turned into something sultrier, and she stroked his temples with her thumbs as he stared up at her.



His hands wrapped around her legs and came up to grip her ass as he slid his tongue down from her clit, along her left pussy lip, and then to her base. Her worries that this man, this wonderfully sweet, undeniably sexy man wouldn’t want her as much as she wanted him fled as he flicked his tongue across her entrance and trailed back up on the other side to her clit. He nudged against her pussy with his nose, pushing her gently back towards the wall next to the bathtub. She let him, and with his guidance, lifted one foot to rest it on the tub’s edge, giving him much easier access. Carson kept the arm under that leg in place, squeezing her ass, stroking it, but his other slipped free as he grinned at the present she was giving him – her warm, wet need for him. With little time to waste, he slid two fingers up into her, curling them until he found her spot. She writhed at his touch, grateful he was basically holding her upright because she almost certainly would have slipped.



Keira loved Heidi’s tongue because it knew just what she wanted out of experience from her own body, but Carson’s tongue took what it wanted, went where it wanted, and right then, she wanted him to have that control, to bring her the fast release she needed. Slow lovemaking could come later, but for now, Keira wanted him frantic, wanted him pouring his sweat into her pleasure, and that’s exactly what she got.



“Lick it h-harder,” she begged, and Carson obeyed, his tongue flashing across her clit, zig zagging it the way he’d discovered she liked. Her moans, the firmness of her ass in his hand, they brought his prick up and ready again, but there was no time. He had to finish her off and they needed to get ready. Besides, he wanted to give her his everything that night, and with the blowjob, that meant he needed a break. His balls balked, but they never listened to him anyways.



Keira’s fingers slipped through his hair, crushing it as she closed her eyes and began to ride towards the orgasm she so desperately wanted. The cool air against her bared body mixed with the warmth of his tongue and mouth on her sex sent a wave of pleasure through her and she twisted her head to the side, nuzzling the back and side of her head against the wall. Her eyes opened, and she saw herself in the big bathroom mirror, her nakedness on full display. She’d spent years not liking the person she saw in the mirror very much, but this woman she saw now was in the arms of ecstasy, her pleasure evidenced in the warm blooms in her cheeks and chest. This woman had a man she loved dearly making her feel so good, so wanted, so needed. This woman had the best friend she could want back home, waiting for them both, hoping that they ended this weekend as desperate for each other as she was for them.



This woman was coming.



She watched herself, watched the thrust of her body against him, the split of her lips as she moaned wordlessly. She watched as her body quivered, her hands leaving Carson’s head to grip her own hair, her back arching, her butt slapping against the wall with finality.



This woman was happy. Finally happy.



* * *



The actual dinner wouldn’t take place for another hour and a half, but they arrived at the chintzy hotel restaurant early to give Carson plenty of time to set up his video equipment. The camcorder he pulled from one of his cases looked more like some sleek space-age weapon than a video camera. He affixed it to a handheld pogo-stick looking stabilizer he called a glidecam.



“It keeps things smooth when I’m moving around,” Carson said when he caught Keira’s quizzical look. “Like your monopod will for your camera, just mobile.”



“Oh neat,” Keira said, and meant it. This was a ridiculously cool job. Watching Carson whip through the setup carefully but speedily was kind of amazing. He’d been at this since he was a teenager, shooting sports games and dances for his school. Every move he made was assured. The wedding planner and her staff clearly knew him, and he introduced Keira as his friend, careful not to say she was part of his company, which she understood could make them liable if she really screwed this up. She tried and mostly succeeded in remembering the deluge of names – the servers, the chef, the wedding planner’s assistant and audio technician.



“Wait,” Keira said, confused when Carson introduced her to that last one. “I thought you did the audio and video, Carson?”



“For our shoot, yeah,” he said, grinning. “But they’re going to play a video put together by our company during the rehearsal and reception, kind of a ‘our story so far’ thing. Bobby here is in charge of that and making sure the speakers don’t blow up over the weekend, among many, many other details.”



“So he runs the part the guests will see and hear today and tomorrow, and we’re running the part they’ll see and hear later.”



“Spot on,” Bobby said. He raised an eyebrow. “Hey, if you’d like, I’d be happy to tell you more about it after we finish up tonight. There’s a great bar just a couple doors down.”



“Thanks,” Keira said, “but I’ve got a boyfriend.”



“Oh damn.”



“And a girlfriend.”



“Ah. I. Huh,” Bobby said. Then he shrugged. “Can’t blame a guy for trying. They’re, ah, very lucky.”



“Thanks. We are,” Carson said, and guided Keira away as she burst into fits of giggles at the shock on Bobby’s face.



“So we’re… official?” she asked.



“Better believe it.” Carson kissed her cheek. “If that’s okay with you.”



“So much more than okay.”



The couple of the weekend showed up a half hour early, but they were anything but blissful. The bride’s scowl sent the wedding planner scurrying over to her, and the two began loudly hashing out a mishap with the next day’s flowers. Keira winced, but set about checking her own equipment. She slipped a fresh SD card into the camera, checked to see she had spare batteries in her pack, and made sure no one had touched the charger in the locked storeroom dedicated to their work and Bobby’s.



When she came back out and double-checked the lock, Carson was talking rapidly to the groom, a rotund young man with thick glasses and a well-trimmed beard. He waved her over and introduced her.



“Mr. Sperier, this is Keira, Keira, Mr. Sperier.”



“Oh hi!” the groom said brightly. He held out a thick-fingered hand and she took it, smiling as he shook vigorously.



“Keira’s already got some great shots of the centerpieces and around the building if you’d care to take a look at what she’s capable of,” Carson said.



“Absolutely,” Mr. Sperier said. “And please, it’s Norm. Come on, let’s have a seat.” He glanced over his shoulder at his wife, who despite the steadily throbbing vein on her forehead, favored him with a dazzling smile. “Honey, this is the photographer Mr. Stiles was telling us about.”



The bride excused herself from the wedding planner and strode over. Strong-chinned, so finely blonde it was almost white, and as tall as Carson, Julia must have been terrifying to the diminutive wedding planner, but with every step towards her husband, her stoic exterior seemed to melt. They kissed each other instinctually before another round of introductions were made and they sat down to browse the photos. Keira held her knees, leaning forward in anticipation and dread that they wouldn’t like them.



“Oh, honey, look at that,” Norm said.



“Uh huh,” Julia said. She glanced up from the camera, eyes crinkled. “Will we get a CD or something with all these on it?”



“Oh absolutely, yes,” Carson said. “When we ship you the video, we’ll also be including a USB drive with the very best of these.”



“Oh, you won’t send all of them?” Julia asked, her voice dipping into the danger zone.



Keira jumped in. “To get the best picture, I snap quite a few shots of the same thing. What we’re talking about is reducing the clutter and sending you the best.” Carson’s slight bob of the head and grin went unnoticed by anyone but her, and she felt a rush of pleasure at getting it right.



Norm gave her an almost grateful smile and hugged his wife. “Hey, see? Not so bad, huh?”



“And all these are free?”



Carson nodded. “Since she’s here as my plus one, it wouldn’t be ethical for me to charge you extra for them, so long as you’re okay with her being here.”



“We are absolutely, totally, one hundred-”



As Norm spoke, Carson’s gaze flicked to something behind Keira, back to Julia, then immediately back to the door and his eyebrows shot up. Keira half-turned, but he rested a hand on her knee and shook his head.



“-percent okay with that. Especially if the rest of the shots are this good.”



“Great!” Carson said, fixing a plastic smile in place. “Well, that sounds great. Thank you for the plus-one invitation, and I wish you all the best for an absolutely amazing weekend. Keira, I think we-”



“Well, who’s this?” a woman asked sweetly. Julia stood up, a plastic smile of her own slamming into place, followed a moment later by Norm. Keira and Carson stood too, and Carson now looked like he might be sick. Keira turned.



At first, she didn’t recognize the older woman standing there next to her husband. But a moment’s look and Keira almost clapped her hand to her mouth. There, hugging the bride and groom, was the woman from the van who’d witnessed their little display on the highway.



“Hey, Mom and Dad, meet our videographer and his friend, ah, Kylie!” Julia chirped.



* * *



If he was honest with himself, Carson would have admitted he was worried Keira might trip up somehow, maybe very literally. The camera she was using might have been his, but that wasn’t the only danger to her being there. The servers were a whirlwind among the twenty or so guests, and the wedding planner attacked every angle at random times, plying guests with gift bags, making sure the seating was just right, taste testing appetizers on their way to the table, whispering rapid-fire conversations with the minister and Bobby on the side about everything they needed to set up the next day. If Keira tripped up any of them, Carson’s company would have been immensely at risk, despite his precautions otherwise. A plus-one didn’t mean much when the bride and groom were both well-respected lawyers.



But more than once, Carson caught Keira murmuring, “Red light, green light” to herself as she adjusted her position, snapping shots from the safety of the corners of the room, stepping only when she was absolutely sure nothing could go wrong. After half an hour, he breathed easier, and focused in on his work.



The dinner was over relatively fast as far as these things usually went. Julia and Norm started things off with a rehearsed speech, thanking everyone for coming. The fathers of the couple stood up next and introduced the video produced by Carson and his company, and even took a moment to introduce the videographer. That was a surprise. He was used to never being mentioned by name. The father of the bride gave him a knowing smirk, and Carson grinned right back at him before hiding his face behind the camera again. The older couple hadn’t mentioned a word about their highway escapades, thank God.



The video was short and sweet, five minutes of photos and short videos provided by the couple, their family, and friends. The first fifteen seconds were miserable, silly shots of them before they were a couple, mostly moping around and looking wild-eyed or despondent. These drew some good-natured “awws” from the crowd, and even more when the couple first started showing up in pictures together looking much, much happier. Then came a clip of Norm proposing to Julia on the terrace of one of their favorite getaways in New Hampshire, her crying and saying yes, and another minute or so of happy and goofy shots of them together. Not a soul in the room didn’t rise and clap, their cheers a thundering cry of joy in the restaurant when a congratulations message took up the last few seconds along with one last silly picture of the couple whacking each other with pillows. Keira glanced over her camera at Carson and gave him the very best of her smiles.



After that was mostly eating and toasts. Carson stole some guests away from the table to give some well wishes to Norm and Julia, and Keira got some great snapshots of them to go with it along with a few candids of the wait staff and crew. Maybe the wedded couple wouldn’t need them, but Carson could send them along to the wedding planner and that’d help boost the staff’s morale. Always good to stay friendly with all the others in the business.



The guests started slipping away, wishing the couple well and heading for an after-party at the local bars. Keira got a few last shots of Norm, Julia, and their families at their request, and that was it.



“That was it?” she asked Carson, checking to make sure she’d powered off her camera. “We don’t work the bars?”



“Nope. Ulysses made an offer to cover some of the nighttime fun, but they declined. We are off the hook.”



“Sawwwweeeeet.” Keira leaned up and kissed him on the edge of his lips, trying to keep it PG-13 while there were still a few guests around. “As nervous as I was, this was a lot of fun. Thanks, Carson.”



“Hey, thank you. You just did two hours’ worth of work for me for free. Feels like I owe you. How’s about, oh, a nice dinner?”



“God, I’m starved.”



“Good. I made some reservations for a place downtown. I think you’ll love it. I’ll call Len and tell him we’ll be there in a bit.”



“You know everyone in this town, don’t you?”



Carson mock-chewed his lip, pretending to think. “Probably couldn’t tell you the janitor at the school’s name, but yeah, pretty much. It’s the seventh-rated wedding destination in the continental U.S.”



Taking apart the equipment was a breeze, but Carson helped Bobby load some of his stuff, so they wound up taking another half hour. By that point, Keira’s stomach was threatening to get very stabby on her if she didn’t eat soon, but once they stowed their gear up in the room, she ignored her mutineering belly when Carson took her arm.



They settled on walking. The cool day hadn’t grown much colder, even at the high elevation, and Carson assured her the town was even prettier on foot. Late evening was giving way to true night, and the bars hopped. Patrons spilled out into the streets, red plastic cups in hand, cheering, laughing, shouting conversations at each other. Music thumped from a dozen different places, a cacophonous blend of genres. It was a delightful madhouse, and they weaved their way through it.



A small, nondescript diner with a red checked awning was their destination. It was dimly lit, and she was worried at first they’d arrived there too late when she saw the closing time was half an hour ago. “Don’t worry about it,” Carson told her, and rapped on the glass of the locked door.



“Okay,” Keira said, curiosity winning over.



A clunk of locks disengaging, and the door opened with a jangle of bells. An old man with a stooped back and more hair stemming from his nostrils than his head peered out at them myopically. His smile gave him ten years back.



“Carson!” he exclaimed, and stepped forward to hug him.



Carson returned it with a thump to the old man’s back. “It’s good to see you, Len.”



“Come on in, I’ve got everything just about ready.” As he stepped aside to let them through, Len stared at Keira quizzically. “And you, lovely lady, are just as welcome.”



“Thank you, sir,” she said, returning his smile.



As he closed up and locked the door again behind them, he rasped, “Oh, Len, Len, please. Old on the outside, but I like to think I’m still one of you young ones at heart.”



“Not so young ourselves anymore, Len,” Carson said, following the old man across the restaurant.



“Pfah!” the old man exclaimed. “She can’t be a day over twenty-five.”



“I like him already,” Keira said.



The Checkered Cloth was lit gently, warmly, like an old movie’s idealized version of an Italian restaurant, and Keira realized that’s exactly how it was supposed to come across. Unsurprisingly, red checked cloths covered every tabletop, and the walls were subtly modeled to look like unformed marble. Not authentic, no, but the place oozed heart and charm and she loved it almost immediately. It didn’t hurt that the absolute best smells wafted out from the kitchen.



“Your table, Carson,” Len said, and shuffled out of the way to wave a hand as grandiosely as he could imagine. A single, small round table sat in the center of two of the restaurant’s lights, set precisely for two, with a wine already uncorked and waiting. A half-dozen roses sat at the middle of the table, but Len hastened to clear them away.



“Len, they’re for her,” Carson said, laughing gently. “Leave them, please.”



“No, no, Carson,” the old man said, his voice a wheeze and his eyes watery. “Your wife, she was so wonderful, you do not do this to her.”



“It’s okay, my friend,” Carson said, and dug out his cell phone. “I’m breaking your rule just this once.” As he dialed and put it on speakerphone, he turned to Keira. “Almost forgot. Cell phone off, or we’re banned for life.”



“You, not for life. Never you,” Len said, but he smiled as Keira shut hers down anyways.



Heidi picked up the phone. “I want a count, right now. How many times have you-”



Carson jumped in hastily. “Uh, honey, we’re with Len. He’s very worried I gave you up for Keira.”



“Oh, Len, hello!” Heidi said.



“Sweet Heidi, why are you not here?” Len complained, sounding as petulant as a child.



“I’m so sorry, you know I love you. But Len, Keira’s, ah, very special to the both of us.”



“I do not unders…” Len glanced at the roses, then at Keira, then at the roses again before his eyes settled on Carson, going huge with slow realization. “My friend, you are twice blessed the second luckiest man alive next to me.”



Carson grinned. “I will definitely agree with you there.”



Turning his attention back to the phone, Len said, “That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t come up. I’ll send Christmas cookies later this year. They won’t be fresh, but for that, you come yourself.”



“I promise, Len, we’ll all make it up there one weekend.”



“Thanks, baby,” Carson said. “Call you tomorrow?”



“Count on it,” Heidi said. “Love you both.”



Blushing, Keira responded in kind, followed by Carson. Still wide-eyed, Len shuffled off towards the kitchen, chuckling to himself.



Carson pulled out Keira’s chair for her, and she sat down primly, her eyes still twinkling. “Thank you, Carson. I don’t think anyone’s tried to pull out a chair for me since I went on my first date when I was ten.”



“That must have been adorable,” he said, sliding into his own.



“It was. It really was.” She took up the roses and breathed deep. “This… this is wonderful, but it’s me, you don’t have to treat me like this.”



He reached out for her hands and stroked them with his thumbs. His soft smile wicked the last of the night’s chill from her bones. “I can’t promise you it’ll always be like this, roses and fine dining and insane hotels. But tonight, this weekend, when we’re able to, Keira, you deserve this. I don’t mean the roses or the glamor. I mean… I hope you know you deserve to be treated wonderfully by someone who cares about you, not someone who just wants to sleep with you.”



Trying not to cry, she let her hands be held and said, “Well, I do hope you want that too.”



He laughed. “Oh yeah. Definitely.”



They had time to talk and relax. The wine was very good, a citrusy white with a name neither of them could pronounce, but they had fun trying. They talked about the rehearsal dinner, laughed about a drunken speech from the mother of the groom, and laughed even harder at the thought of the other two parents, of seeing them on the road and the glee on their faces when they realized who the videographer and photographer were. As Carson topped off their glasses for the second time, Keira leaned forward and whispered, “Are we keeping him too late?”



“If you were, I would not be shy about it,” Len said from the doorway to the kitchen. In his hands was a small platter, and he stumped towards their table carrying it like it weighed a thousand pounds. Keira thought about standing to help him out, but judging from the old man’s character, she guessed that might be a wound to Len’s pride. “Carson is an old friend. He did me a big favor. A big one. He is a good man.”



“He is that,” Keira said. “Heidi is my best friend. They took me in when I needed somewhere to go, and now…” She trailed off, smiling gently as the old man settled the platter between them.



“That sounds like him,” Len said agreeably. He gestured at the platter. “Prosciutto-wrapped asparagus and stuffed rice balls.”



“This looks amazing,” Keira murmured. “Thank you.”



“Thanks Len. Outdid yourself, as always.”



“Enjoy, and be happy,” Len said, shuffling away again to the back.



As they prepared to take their first bite, from the kitchen drifted the soft strings of an instrumental band, something gentle but cheerful. It wasn’t quite the generic Italian-American music she was expecting, but it was pleasant and mild.



The rice balls were filled with a balognese sauce and peas, and fried gently, giving them a nice texture when she bit into them. They were absolutely heavenly, and she closed her eyes for a moment, savoring them, trying to remember that taste to emulate it another day. “My God,” she said, opening her eyes again and blinking slowly at Carson. “I’ve got nothing else. Just ‘my God.’”



“Amazing, right?” He speared a bite of asparagus and held it out for her to try. She bit the end, giving him a little wink at the obvious innuendo of it, and he took the rest of the bite for himself. “I’ve tried most the older restaurants here through one wedding or another, and this one is hands down my favorite. There’s something about Len’s cooking.”



“He does all of it himself?”



“He’s the owner, and he oversees the busiest days. His sous-chef, Darlene, she’s fantastic too, but she’s not on his level. His food’s scary good.”



“Yeah it is. So what’s the story? Why is he staying open late for you?”



“Ah, that’s…” Carson used spearing another bite of asparagus as a means to think about how to answer that. “Well, I taped his wedding for him.”



“Pfft,” Len said from the doorway again. “Was more than that, boy.”



“Are you even going to pretend you’re not listening to every word we’re saying?” Carson grumbled.



Ignoring him, Len stepped out again. “If I may, I’ll join you after the next course for a moment and tell you. The ravioli will be done too soon to go into it, but the cassata is practically ready and can sit.”



“Of course,” Keira said.



“Thank you, dear.”



They finished the rest of the asparagus and the rice balls, and it truly wasn’t long before Len brought out two plates of ravioli dusted in cheese. Only four ravioli graced each plate, but given their size, that was understandable. Keira cut into one and took a bite. The interior was deceptively simple – she recognized the ricotta, but then the rest of the flavor soaked into the pasta hit her. It was zesty, almost mirroring the wine she’d drank earlier, and she glanced up, surprised.



Len grinned at her. “You like?”



“I like a lot. This is… this is amazing.”



“Good. I go to college with a man, he tells me how to make this. This whole restaurant, it’s built on that recipe. I went to his home in Montefalco to see his mother after he died, God rest him, and she gave me ten more. Just ten. She told me to study them, master them, then learn my own. Everything else you taste is mine, but these… these were the start of it all.”



Keira took another bite, thinking about old Italy, about how long this recipe must have been in that family, and she lost herself to the memory that wasn’t even hers. “I really, really see why you love this place,” Keira said.



Carson was too busy wolfing down his own ravioli to respond to that.



Before he brought out their dessert, Len brought over another bottle of wine. “This one is on the house,” he told Carson. “It is not normally a wine for food, but it is one for stories.” Carson nodded, and the old man filled their glasses with just a splash or two before he raised the bottle to a small picture on the wall, a recent one of an older woman with a blanket drawn across her lap, a lopsided smile on her well-worn face. Len drank deeply from the neck.



“I go to the nursing home here, sometimes to plunk around on the piano, mostly to hear stories, sometimes to get my butt pinched by women who pretend they don’t know any better.” Len sipped again from the bottle. “I lived all my years trying to find the right one, and I very nearly gave up. My Beryl, though, she came in there like a tornado. She was dying, but it was a slow thing. She sang to me, and I sang to her, and I played for her. I loved he. I had no choice. Does he love you?”



Carson stared at Keira, his eyes unreadable, but the word came out before hers. “Yes.”



“This is a good thing. A person should love as much as they can especially if he hurts no one. Beryl and I, we wanted to marry. To live what time we had together as man and wife. I could not afford anything more than a shuffled visit to the Justice of the Peace. But your Carson, he hears about this, and when I arrive at the courthouse with Beryl in her chair, he is there. With all the equipment, all the cameras and the nice things. He and Heidi.”



Keira smiled fondly at Carson.



“Despite my grouching, he filmed everything. Then Heidi, she brought us back here. They’d made a cake, a beautiful thing-”



“Len, you know we bought it at the grocery store.”



The old man picked up a spoon from the table and whacked Carson’s hand with it before he tapped his heart. “She made it here, you idiot, and that’s what counts. And there was food, and music, and we even danced a little, all of us. Even Beryl, even with the wheelchair.” Len swiped at his eyes. “The best day of my life. Hers too. And he showed up here for free.”



“Because you’re my friend, you old grump.”



Keira ignored him, and asked, “And Beryl?”



“Gone now. About… eight years ago.”



“I’m so sorry.”



“Don’t be. She waits here for me. Walks with me. Watches over me. Makes sure I’m not running off with the pretty ones like you.” He smiled. “I will get your dessert.”



When Len pushed back his chair and retreated into the kitchen again, Keira leaned across the table and murmured, “You are so very much getting lucky tonight.”



* * *



The hotel bar rang with the nearly-shouted conversations of tis patrons. Carson sat alone in a corner, nursing a cranberry juice and checking his phone every minute or so in front of him to make sure he hadn’t yet received Keira’s text. She told him she wanted about half an hour to get ready, and twenty-eight minutes, fifteen seconds had expired when he finally got the text.



He dropped a bill on the counter, nodded at the bartender, and headed for the exit. His cock was already preparing to hum the Battle Hymn of the Republic, but Carson’s mind swirled with questions, doubts, worries about the future. Instead of the elevator, he took the stairs, needing the extra minute, needing to know. He dialed Heidi.



She picked up on the first ring. “Carson, are you okay?”



“Are you sure?”



There was silence, then a firm, “Yes. Are you?”



“I’m scared for you and me.”



“Honey.”



“Yes?”



“Do you love me?”



“Yes.”



“Do you love her?”



Another silence. “Yes.”



“Then I give you permission. I will always love you, my sweet, sweet, goofball.”



“Thank you,” he whispered.



* * *



The white silk robe hid almost all of Keira’s body. She stood before him, one hand on the sash keeping it closed, the other at her mouth, the thumbnail against her teeth. Her dark brunette hair fell down her shoulders, framing a face he’d dreamed about since he met her. Her throat jumped, and she looked as nervous as he felt.



She began to undo the sash, but Carson murmured, “May I?”



Keira smiled tentatively and nodded. He stepped forward, but before he worked the robe open, he brushed the hair away from her eyes and held her delicate cheeks in both hands. “I love you,” he told her.



“I love you, Carson.”



They kissed. Whatever fear remained, whatever doubts about how this crazy thing could possible work fled in the moment her tongue darted to meet his, her breath soft, his ragged. Their lips needed each other, yearned to be together always, and as they spoke volumes without saying anything, his thumbs stroked her cheeks and he marveled at the joy in his heart.



Maybe Heidi wasn’t the only one who had needed Keira in their life after all.



One of his hands fell to her side, then reached around to her lower back. His other pulled her tighter to him, his fingers nestled in her hair against the back of her head. He whispered her name, her beautiful name, and she kissed him again, and again, her dark eyes flitting open and closed as she reveled in every sensation of the moment.



“No more foreplay,” she whispered when she pulled away again. “It’s been foreplay this whole time.”



“Agreed.”



She guided his hands to the sash, and he tugged apart the knot. The silk robe slid open to reveal a lacy white bodysuit with delicate floral patterns cut into the mesh fabric at her waist. He licked his lips and couldn’t help stare.



“I thought… it could be like I was your bride this weekend,” Keira said demurely, suddenly shy again.



“It’s… you’re perfect,” Carson said. He peeled the robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground around her feet. “Turn around.”



She did, slowly, raising her arms above her head so he could examine her completely. The bodysuit showed off her legs and shapely thighs, but it was her ass that made him draw in a breath. When she completed the circle, he looked like they hadn’t just eaten and she was his meal. It drove the thought from her mind as he wrapped his hands around her again, squeezing her ass before running his hands to her hips and back again. His hardness pressed against her through his slacks, and she slipped her hands down to help him with the hem of his shirt. Carson tossed it aside quickly, but she wanted to admire him, to take in that sexy, lean frame.



Imitating his deep voice, she said, “Turn around.”



Carson laughed, but did as she asked, even mirroring her sexy arm raise. She stopped him halfway through to reach around and help him with the button on his pants, and he slid them down, revealing his tight little butt to her in its boxers.



“Mm. Those need to go,” she said.



“Care to do the honors?”



“Mm hm.”



He turned back to her, and she knelt down, staring up at him as her long fingers found his waistband. His half-hard cock sprung out when she pulled them down, and she leaned in to kiss its tip, its sides. The way the white lace stretched around the cleft of her ass helped him stiffen in a hurry. Missionary tonight, but God, Carson wanted to see that ass as he fucked her.



“I think you’re ready,” she said, stroking him gently as she stood back up.



“Your turn,” Carson said, and wrapped his hands around her back as he walked her back towards the bed. She fell onto it, smiling shyly as her legs parted slightly, revealing the way her bodysuit’s material clung to her damp intimate lips. Carson slipped a hand under her knees and lifted until her feet were perched on the edge of the bed nudging her butt. He knelt on the floor, and ran his hands along her hips, marveling at how taut they were. He leaned in to brush his lips against the lacy fabric against her pussy. The floral soap she used was pleasant and understated, and he breathed deeply before he kissed her pussy again through the fabric.



He nudged the lace out of the way, and settled in for his favorite pastime. She pushed herself up on her elbows and watched him, her breath erratic. “You’re so… good,” she moaned as he waggled his tongue against her clit. He grinned up at her, but said nothing, consumed as he was by the beautiful pussy in front of him and his need to make her come. He almost forgot her words about foreplay as her hands roamed through his hair, pushing him deeper into her wet cunt.



“D-don’t tease,” she begged. Carson regretfully gave her pussy one last kiss, and rose up, using some of her wetness to stroke himself back to full hardness. She got up quickly, stripped off the bodysuit. With a look of wild need, he watched her fall back onto the bed and scoot backwards, her head resting on the pillows as she spread her knees, putting herself on display for him again. Slowly he crawled up onto the bed and knelt over her, his mouth meeting hers once, twice, a third time before he began to rub the head of his thick cock against her entrance.



“Ready?” he whispered.



She reached down, grasped him, and helped guide him in.



Her lips resisted the gigantic head of his prick, but with a push, he popped inside Keira and her eyes squeezed shut. “Mmmmm fuck, that’s big!” she hissed. “Easy, please, easy.”



“We’ll go as slow as you want,” Carson assured her, stroking the hair away from her forehead.



Keira took a while to get used to him, her thighs trembling with both need and an involuntary fear that he really might be too big for her. But even just this much of him felt so goddamn good, and finally, hesitantly, she opened her eyes again and nodded at him.



Carson was as good as his word. He did not rush. He did not lose control. He worked into her so slowly that Keira wasn’t even entirely sure he was moving at some points. His thickness made her pelvis bulge outward obscenely, and it might have been the sexiest thing she’d ever seen, save maybe for Heidi riding her husband’s face and presenting her breasts to her as she watched from the bedroom door.



With his hands guiding her again, he brought her bent knees up nearly to her breasts. That helped her body accept more of him, but when Keira looked down, she was shocked to see Carson still had another four inches of cock to feed her.



“God was really, really good to you,” she murmured, and he couldn’t help a laugh. It was what they both needed, and he cradled her head in both hands.



“Are you ready for more?”



“Kiss me again and I will be.”



He obliged, his lips trailing gently around hers, making a small oval before their tongues danced. The oral focus made it easier for her to ignore the huge invader battering down her door, and she eased up, somehow finding a way for her body to relax further. Carson slid in deeper, deeper, until…



“Stop… about there,” Keira said. At his alarmed look, she laughed gently again. “Trust me, you’re doing fantastic. But you’re at what I can take. Anything more and you’re going to hit my cervix. You make me feel… well, it’s cliché, but I feel like a virgin. It hurts, but it feels so good too.”



“I’m glad.”



He slid slowly back, her muscles trying to suck at him, keep him planted within her until he’d given her what her pussy craved. At her entrance, he stopped again, kissed her, and slid his hands down under her ass. This second time was much easier, now that he had a chance to figure out her signals for what was too fast. She crossed her legs behind his back, reaching up to stroke his chest, his chin. Carson, lovely Carson.



“So thick,” she moaned as he retreated back and slowly slid in again.



“You are unbelievably tight,” he replied, and leaned down to suck at the base of her neck. She loved that, and involuntarily thrust her hips up at him. He was surprised, but she didn’t yelp or moan. His hand slid down her ass to the back of her thigh as he eased back and forth into her. It felt like they were two ships swaying on the sea together, and for him, that was just fine. He loved this, the easygoing sex, the greetings of their bodies.



The warmth in Keira’s body spread, and her lips, gripping him so well, began to tremble. She opened her eyes in surprise. Never had she come this fast when she was being fucked by a man. Not once. Maybe it was the weeks of needing, but her body slipped away from her, her clit throbbing, begging to be played with. She slipped a hand down, brushed it as his thick head retreated to her entrance again.



“Ohh, uhhhhhmm,” she moaned, her eyelids unable to decide to stay open or closed.”F-f-fu…”



He slid back into her, her knees widening and slapping back to his sides again. “Is that good, Keira?”



“Mmm huh-hmmm,” she said, chin sliding up and down. “So deep.”



His cock hit its depth, and pulled back again. Now that she was used to him, he wasn’t so worried about hurting her and could concentrate elsewhere. He brushed his fingers across one of her pert little nipples, stroking it, and she sucked in a deep lungful of breath.



“Oh… oh fuck,” she said, letting it all back out again. “Uhhhm, C-Carson, keep, keep fucking me ple… please keep loving me, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”



“I’m here, baby, I’m here, you’re so sexy like this, so beautiful when you come.” He brushed her nipple again and her back arched up off the bed.



“Like that, like that, yes like that, oh hell, oh I’m so close..” The hand at her clit swirled, and her feet gripped his ass tight, her eyes bulging open. “Ohhhh fuuuu-UUUUUCK Carson!” she screamed.



Her orgasm was a punch to her nervous system. Every muscle in her body went stiff, gripping, contracting. Her hand at his back balled into a fist, pounding his shoulder as she found her sweet nirvana, his huge prick spreading her so wide. Her screams went wordless. Someone on the other side of the wall pounded it, and her head bent backwards, her back still arched as she stared at the wall, at the painting there, unable to focus, unable to control her body. Control, understanding fled her. She had no idea if she had a second orgasm or if the first was just that good, but her body tensed again, driving the air out of her, leaving her gripping Carson as her back straightened, went stock still, and finally, finally relaxed again, air she desperately needed hitting her lungs.



“I love you, I love you, please Carson, please, I need to hear you-”



“I love you,” he said, easing back, his cock resting just inside her until she had her wits back. “Stay with us forever.”



She nodded and her clenched hands finally let go. She fell back to the bed, exhausted, crying tears of pleasure and joy, and rested there for a minute, completely exposed to him, her soul on display. He waited until she told him she was ready again, and then he began his gentle thrusts again. The orgasm left her readier for him than ever, and he built up a much more pleasurable rhythm for himself without any hint of pain from her. Still, Carson was as careful as he could be, since she was no doubt riding a euphoric high and might not notice the pain.



Her knees went back up towards her shoulders and she gripped the ends of her hair as she watched him, an easy, satisfied smile on her face as he began to grunt his own pleasure. Watching her come had driven him pretty close to the edge, and that smile finished him off.



“Close,” he murmured. “Where…?”



“In me.”



He leaned down to kiss her again, and in a few more strokes, his own back began to stiffen. His cock went deep on its last thrust, but even in his own passion he was careful not to hit that boundary she’d set. His warmth splashed her depths, his chest hitching as he came and came and came.



When it was finished, he dropped sideways beside Keira, stroking her shoulders, her arms. She said nothing as she scooted closer to him, draping an arm over his belly and resting her head on his chest. That night, there were no more doubts.



* * *



She woke before him and her first realization, besides the need to pee, was that she felt like she’d been invaded by a battering ram. As Keira sat up, she winced at the soreness, but with it came a crafty grin. Holy crap, she’d been fucked. And it had been sweet and amazing and…
 holy crap
 .



He’d actually left her walking funny. Keira always thought that was bullshit, but there it was in the way she gingerly stepped across the room to the bathroom, keeping her hips as wide apart to avoid rubbing her bruised insides together. After she’d finished her business, she glanced out to see if he’d moved yet, but Carson was out, his handsome face almost boyish as he sucked in deep breaths and let them out in a soft sigh.



She showered and slipped into the silk robe from the night before. The coffeemaker in the room caught her eye so she started it up and surveyed the room. The bodysuit survived the night, surprisingly, so she folded it up carefully and placed it in their dirty laundry bag. Carson’s clothes too. Still he was out, so she slipped back into bed as the coffee brewed,



He was hard again, his prick straining up his belly. Keira nestled into his outstretched arm and reached down for him, stroking him idly as she kissed his collarbone.



“Mm, I had the best dream,” he murmured, coming awake slowly.



“Yeah?” Keira asked.



“Mm hm. I was making love to this German garbagewoman.”



Keira snickered, and swatted his chest. “Oooh, tell me more.”



“Her name was Olga. She could carry a cow on her shoulders.” He opened his eyes and took Keira in, grinning. “Hey, beautiful.”



Still stroking him, she leaned down and kissed him despite his morning breath. “Hey yourself. Carson… any regrets?”



“No. Not one. You?”



“No.”



“Good. Because I mean it. I love you and I always want to come home to you and Heidi.”



“I want that too. And I want breakfast,” she said, kissing down his chest.



“There’s a great place on the other edge of town.”



“Not the kind of breakfast I had in mind,” Keira said, and enveloped him with her mouth.



* * *



No wedding ever went off perfectly, Carson told Keira, and that proved itself to be true the moment they arrived at the church.



It was a gaudy place, the wainscoting and decorative paneling far too busy to keep the eye trained on the pulpit and the enormous cross on the wall behind it. Stained glass let in what little light the overcast day allowed across padded pews. Bouquets of roses, hydrangeas, and lilies covered every available surface, and the preacher watched two of the wedding planner’s people hang a banner with the couple’s names.



“These people have waaaaaay too much money,” Keira muttered in Carson’s ear.



His lips brushed her ear as he replied almost silently, “They’re going on a honeymoon to Tibet. Frigging Tibet. For a month.”



“You serious?” she asked, and he nodded. “Two of us need to become lawyers. I nominate you and Heidi.”



“Yeah, I’ll get right on that.” He stepped forward, about to call out the pastor’s name, but one of the planners lost her footing and took a face-first dive off the third rung of the ladder. Everybody in the room jumped forward to help her out, but thankfully all that was hurt was her pride and a ripped corner of the banner.



Carson set up what he wasn’t afraid of getting stolen, and they spent most of the morning devoted to glamorous shots of the bride and groom’s parties getting ready. Much like the night before, ninety-five percent of what Carson shot of the groomsmen, bridesmaids, and family wouldn’t actually be used in the final video he presented the couple, but the more testimonies and well wishes he had to pick from, the better. Keira was particularly happy she was allowed in while Julia was getting her makeup and hair done, snapping a few great pictures of the bride making goofy faces and cackling with glee. Gone was the irate nightmare from the night before, and in her place was a silly, kind woman who loved looking at every picture Keira shot. It was a remarkable one-eighty, no doubt helped a bit by the mimosas she was downing, but Keira wound up genuinely liking her.



She and Carson met back up for a series of shoots on the front steps of the church. Norm and Julia weren’t big on tradition and wanted to get their wedding pictures taken beforehand so they could jump right to the reception later. Their professional photographer, a long-haired blonde man named Steffen – and he made sure everyone knew it was spelled like that – poo-pooed the idea of Keira taking shots alongside his precious work, but Julia snapped at the man that she wasn’t in his way in the slightest. Steffen gave Keira the dagger eyes the rest of the day, but she remained friendly and polite, for Carson’s sake. Left to her own devices, she might have stabbed the man.



The biggest awkwardness of the day came from private sessions with the parents of each couple. These were longer, scripted speeches done in two secluded locations at the park across the street from the church. The groom’s parents were dry, politely cheerful individuals who spoke their lines and excused themselves with the aloofness of the wealthy dismissing the help.



But the bride’s parents, Nicholas and Emerald, they were amused. Darkly so. Emerald kept breaking out into chuckles. But when she caught sight of Carson’s ring for the first time, she stopped with the smiling, took off her hat, and stalked him with it held out like it was some terrible weapon. Given the number of pins holding flowers in place around its brim, it might be.



“You. Are. Married?” she screeched. “It was funny before, but you… you… turd!”



Keira stepped in between them in a hurry before Carson stumbled with his camera in hand. “It’s okay, it’s okay, she knows, she’s a part of it. I swear to you.”



That stopped Emerald, and she stared between the two, gaping. Then her mouth lit up like Vegas, and she turned to rejoin her husband, cackling. “They’re in the life too!”



“Oh, you’re swingers too?” Nicholas asked, his grin coming more naturally now.



If a breeze came up, it would’ve knocked Keira. “Sorry?” she asked.



“We’ve got a delightful bunch of friends and we all meet up at… well, I suppose you’d call it a club, but it’s really just a friend’s house,” Emerald said, beaming at the both of them. “Every other Wednesday. Would you like the address, dear? You two would be perfect, just perfect!”



“Exclusive,” Carson choked out around a laugh stuck in his throat. “We’re exclusive. The three of us.”



“Thank you soooooo much though,” Keira said. She elbowed Carson in the ribs. “But if he’s ever not enough, I’m coming for you, Nicholas.”



That put a steel rod in the old man’s spine.



* * *



They tumbled through the door to their hotel room, drunk on each other and the photoshoot.



The wedding was nice, if garish and overlong. Hyperactive, unsupervised children raced around the pews before the shoot, nearly toppling one of Carson’s cameras. He explained to Keira with a clenched jaw and a forced smile that no, he legally couldn’t string the little ones or their parents up by their feet. He caught the same kids a few minutes later trying to sneak over and play with another camera. A talk with the wedding planner and maid of honor later, and the kid was guided out of the church by an irate mother who believed her darling saint could do no wrong, even when he was. Carson wasn’t exactly heartbroken.



For them, the rest of the wedding went off without a hitch. Keira got some great pictures of the wedding parties approaching the church, then snuck inside and kept to the back, utilizing the same stop-and-go tactics from the rehearsal to stay out of the way of Bobby and Carson and making sure she wasn’t in anyone else’s shot. She did have a hiccup when she dropped an SD card mid-swap, but it was during one of three lengthy speeches from the preacher, and she didn’t miss any particularly important moments.



The reception was much, much more difficult. Taking place in a big conference room in the hotel, it seemed like she’d have a lot of room to negotiate, but between the audio equipment, the DJ, the dance floor, and the tables and chairs, she really had to squeeze into a few nooks and crannies to get good shots. During the cake cutting, she was stuck behind a wall of guests, so Keira kicked off her shoes and hopped up on a chair to grab a good shot. Oddly enough, it wound up being one of the best, possibly due to the odd angle. It was tough work, but ultimately fun. And she loved weddings, so that was an added bonus.



They even managed to sneak in a dance together after Norm and Julia took off and their equipment was stowed. They stayed on the fringe of the room, couched in darkness, but that was okay. All they needed was each other and the music, and they were happy.



They took the equipment back up to the room. Carson had intended on taking her out for dinner again, but the stolen glances during the wedding told the true story of what they both wanted. Carson followed her in the room as she shimmied this way and that, dancing as she slipped the strap of the camera off her shoulder and set it carefully on the table before turning to him and bobbing and weaving with her arms in the air. He shoved his equipment in the corner, stacked it quickly, and brought the luggage cart back out to the hall before he rejoined her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him, long and deep.



“Now,” she said, swaying with him back and forth as his very interested fingers played at the buttons on her pants, “I’m thinking I need you back inside me.”



“You’re not too sore?”



“Shush, and take me how you want me. Last night was sweet and I love-love-loved it, Carson but tonight I want to have some fun.” She knelt to slide her pants down her legs and came back up. “Now, where…?”



Someone knocked on the door. Carson gave Keira a quick kiss and slapped her ass. She headed over to the bed and crawled up on it on all fours, getting out of sight.



Carson opened the door to a smiling waiter from the hotel’s restaurant. He held a bucket and a bottle in his hands. “Hello, sir. From your friends Esmerelda and Nicholas.”



Carson thought about correcting the man, but he was too amused by the gift to do it. He took the bottle of champagne and the bucket, and tipped the guy a five before closing the door on him. When he returned to the bed, Keira had slipped her black sports panties down her ass to her knees, exposing herself to him as she rested on all fours, feet waggling up and down.



“What if he’d brought in a whole cart of food?” Carson asked.



“Well, he’d get a show and you probably wouldn’t need to tip him,” Keira said.



He laughed and put the bottle of champagne on the end table next to the head of the bed. His clothes were tossed in a pile next to her pants, and he helped her out of the panties and her blouse and bra. With her standing on her knees, he joined her, his hard prick rubbing against her back while their hands played at her entrance, getting her deliciously wet and ready for him. His nuzzling at her neck helped.



“Lay down,” he told her. “On your stomach.”



She got on her hands and knees, thinking he wanted her in the doggystyle position. He gave her ass a gentle swat, and said, “No. Lay down.”



“Oooh,” she said. “I like this position.”



She pulled a pillow to her to rest under her hips and laid flat. He straddled her hips, and slid his cockhead against her pussy lips as he leaned down to kiss her neck.



“Keira… I’m going to fuck you now.”



Her eyes closed, she hissed as the fat head of his cock pushed past her entrance. “Yessss.”



“I love this tight pussy,” he said, and kissed the other side of her neck as he eased into her. It was a touch easier that night, but not by much. Not being so nervous definitely helped her body relax.



“It’s yours, baby. Yours and Heidi’s.”



“I’m going to love fucking you while she licks us both.”



“Oh God,” she moaned. “That’s hot.”



“You, bouncing on my dick while she kneels down and slurps you up? Is that what you want, Keira?”



He was in now, all the way in, again almost to her cervix, and she gasped as his dick slowly slid back, leaving her gaping, wanting. “Fuck me, ooohhhh, uhmmm, want you to fuck me while she… she’s right there. Licking my cunt. Ohhhhmmm. Your cock.”



He grinned down at her, though she couldn’t see it. Rocking in and out of her, he found a good rhythm. That ass below him was divine, everything he’d dreamed of, and he squeezed it, kneaded it.



“I love this ass,” he murmured to her. “Without a doubt, the sexiest ass I’ve ever seen.”



“Mmmoooh, Carson,” she murmured, and pulled another pillow to her so she could bury her face into it, whimpering, “So good, sooo good, soooo good.”



As he plunged back into her and back out, he kissed along her neck, driving her crazy guessing where his lips would connect with next. His hands roamed her ass, her hips, her waist. Where he took her gentle last night, this time he put some force into his thrusts, and his balls bounced against her ass as she jerked back and forth. Her head came back with every thrust.



Her legs began to squirm and she gasped into the pillow. “Are you close?” he asked her, and she nodded frantically. “You like being fucked like this? Dominated? You like me in control?”



“Y-yes,” she moaned, almost incoherent.



“What’s that?” he asked.



Her head came back and she wailed, “Yes, yes, I love being fucked like this, ohhhhhmmm, coming, oh fuck, I’m coming so….”



Hard was what she meant to say, but her face jammed against the pillow again and she wailed into it, her whole body shaking, writhing. Mercilessly, Carson kept going, sucking hard at the back of her neck, nibbling her skin just a bit with his teeth. She finally came up gasping for air, “P-please, I… I’m so sensitive…”



Carson eased out of her, grunting his amusement, and as she laid there recovering, his hand jacked up and down on his cock. The beauty before him, on her stomach, her hair falling around her, the lewd display of her pussy, the globes of her ass, it was enough, and with a gasp, he released, come spurting in long jets across her back.



When she could, Keira rolled over, drawing in deep breaths. “Wanted… that in my… mouth,” she said, folding her arms over her small breasts, mock-pouting.



Carson grinned down at her, still on his knees. “Guess we’ll have to go again, then.”



* * *



With no more work to be done, Sunday was theirs, and they reveled in it with what time they had left there in Mount Boothe.



She started the morning by rolling over on top of Carson, grinding her pussy up and down his thigh. He woke and admired her lithe body, the roll of her hips, the tousle of her hair, the sleepy bedroom eyes watching him adoringly. He slid his hands around her ass and guided her to where he wanted her. Already wet, she reached under her and took him in a fist, guiding her entrance down onto him, her breaths sharp and her eyes closed.



Her hips rolled slowly and gently back and forth, massaging her g-spot with his cock. They spoke no words that time, not even dirty ones. Their only sounds were those born of passion. She brought his hands up to play at her hard nipples, and for a good long while, they were content just like that, loving each other.



She ground herself to a small orgasm, her hips quaking as she smiled down at him. Carson was far from finished but restrained himself. He wanted this last time together in Mount Boothe to be as sweet and gentle as their first time together, and so he sat up, leaving her only long enough to sit on his knees while Keira straddled him again and took him inside her. Their arms wrapped around each other, he stared up into her eyes as he took over the work from her, his thrusts no harder than the gentle rolls of her hips. Her hair fell across his face as she kissed him over and over and over again, their tongues now old familiar friends. She came again, and Carson wasn’t far behind, filling Keira with the warmth she now needed in her life.



After, while Keira made coffee, Carson called Heidi and put it on speakerphone.



“Hey babe!” his wife chirped. “Hang.” She audibly grunted. “On.”



“Interrupting something?” Carson asked.



“No, just working… something… in.”



“Oooh,” Keira said.



A man’s voice in the background. “I can push a little harder-”



“Yes!” Heidi cried. Then, more quietly, she added, “Right there. That’s it.”



“Uh,” Carson said, rubbing his chin.



“Heidi?” Keira asked.



“Uh. Huh!” Heidi responded, gasping again. “Slide it in. Yes, just like that.”



“Erm,” Carson said.



“Hey! It’s in as far as I can get it!” another man complained.



Now Keira was staring at the phone, horrified too. She glanced at Carson and mouthed, “What?”



He shrugged, eyes huge. “Baby?”



“Wedge it in! Yes, that’s it!” Heidi shouted gleefully. “Carson, I’m going to have to call you back. Rob and Gene are here, ah, helping me with something.”



She hung up and Heidi kept looking between the phone and Carson. “What. Was. That?”



Carson said weakly, “Rob and Gene are two of her coworkers.”



“Do we have something to worry about?” Keira demanded.



“Uh. I don’t think so. They’re gay.” He studied the phone, then squinted at Keira. “At least I thought they were?”



* * *



They left the hotel, him pushing the baggage cart, her riding a high. One of the groomsmen was outside, recognized them, and gladly took a picture of them together with the hotel in the background. Despite Keira’s amazing work that weekend and the hundreds of fantastic photographs she took, it was that shot, that simple, blissful shot of them holding each other, his cheek resting on the side of her head, that they loved the most. The next picture, when Carson goosed her ass and made her jump a foot, was their second favorite.



He took her to a lovely breakfast where they split an almond croissant and a tomato basil omelet. The coffee was dark and delicious, and they each grabbed a go mug. They spent a good portion of the rest of the morning window-browsing and sightseeing, Carson told her story after story of weddings gone wrong, leaving her laughing so hard it hurt when he told her about the time a hungover father of the bride farted the entire way down the aisle after some bad clams the night before  At one last shop on the edge of town, Keira was mystified when Carson bought her a nice set of earmuffs and mittens, but she liked the swirls of colors on them and didn’t complain.



“Home?” she asked, reaching out and squeezing his knee as he started the SUV.



“Not quite,” he said, glancing at the time. “If you don’t mind.”



“No. Not at all.”



“Good.” Carson reached in the back and grabbed the bag of winter accessories he’d just bought her as well as a small plastic bag he’d brought from home. In it were an old pair of her sneakers. “Put these on. You need something with good traction. We’re not going to hike far, but it’s slippery.”



“You’re not going to murder me in the woods, are you?” she asked, an eyebrow arched.



“Damn, I didn’t practice up on my evil laugh. No murdering. I promise. Unless you turn the radio to a pop country station, in which case all bets are off.”



She shuddered. “Jesus, no.”



He drove towards the mountain, and hopped an old highway frontage road leading out of town. The woods stretched all around them, blocking her sight, but they were headed up, that much was obvious. Keira nabbed the camera from the back seat and nestled in, taking a good picture of Carson driving, his attention entirely on the road, lost in thought. Then she turned and began snapping pictures of the woods, of the road ahead. Idle things, not terrible, but not particularly great, either.



When they passed a sign reading “Red Moss Falls – ½ Mile Ahead,” Carson slowed down and took the next turnoff. It wasn’t exactly long enough to be called a proper road, but it did go deeper than the scenic turnoffs they’d passed on the way to Mount Boothe. It led eventually to a row of about ten parking spots, none of which were filled.



“Here we go,” Carson said cheerfully. “Gonna be cold. Sorry about that.”



Keira popped open her door and winced. He was right. Definitely colder up here than even just in Mount Boothe only miles away. Later she found out that was due to wind coming off a hidden lake just a couple miles away. She swapped shoes, buttoned up her jacket, and slid on the earmuffs and mittens, taking Carson’s arm when he came around the SUV and offered it. He was silent as they walked, surrounded on all sides by ancient trees seeming to bow to them under the light dusting of snow on the branches.



Their path was, thankfully, free of that snow. It was a fresh fall, a rare summer snowstorm, and the ground was still too warm for it to have done much other than moisten the earth. It was a good thing, too. The path wasn’t used very often, and jagged stony fists punched through the earth. Car engines coming and going all around them carried on the breeze, but they could see none of it. When she commented on it, Carson nodded.



“That kinda defines the whole place,” he said. “I love Mount Boothe, don’t get me wrong. It’s a fun town, and I have so many great memories here. But it’s all… glossy. It’s a façade. The people here, they live to prop up this ideal for everyone that comes here. You come here in the offseason for weddings, it’s a ghost town, and the few people left are like bears who’ve hoped they stored enough food to last the winter. I love Len and a bunch of other people here and I want to bring you and Heidi back again. But this place isn’t real to me. Home is. With you and Heidi, that’s where I really want to be.”



“I agree,” Keira said quietly, gripping his arm.



“What you said at that baseball game, do you remember it?” Carson asked.



“Um. Vaguely. What part?”



“You said you thought all you felt with Everett was chemicals firing off in your brain telling you what you felt was love. Remember?”



“Oh right, yes. Carson, I…”



“Let me finish. I told Heidi a lie when we both realized we wanted you. I told her… I told her she’d always come first. I meant it at the time. I thought maybe what I was feeling for you was just what you were talking about – chemical attraction. Natural, given we were living together. I liked that you made Heidi happy. I knew I wanted you but I didn’t think I loved you. Keira, I’m sorry. I just didn’t know.”



She nodded. Somewhere close by something grumbled loudly, constantly. It grew louder as they walked the path. “It’s okay. I… I get it, she’s your wife, she’s special and I’m never going to try to come between that.”



“No, Keira, that’s not the point. This last week, I’ve realized more and more every day you aren’t just someone I want in my life. You’re someone I need. I love Heidi. I will always love Heidi. That will not ever change. But you should know, this place I’m taking you, Heidi’s never seen it. I hope maybe someday she will, but here, now, this is our place. Yours and mine.”



She saw it. And she gasped.



The waterfall was not huge. It was not sweeping, or overly majestic. But framed by three trees on either side of a small stream, the spray of the water cascading down the mountain was nothing short of stunning. A wooden bridge crossed the stream in front of it, and it was there Carson led her, where he knelt beside her, digging out a jewelry box.



“Keira. I love you. You matter to me as much as Heidi. It took me a while to see it, but now that I do, I can’t have you in my life thinking you’re second to someone. Both of you own my heart now.”



He opened the box. Inside was a silver pendant in the shape of a heart with the symbol for infinity interlocking around the sides, giving it the appearance of being split multiple ways.



“Will you stay with us? Be a part of our lives, as long as you’ll have us?” he asked her.



Her throat working, Keira tried to respond with the “yes” wanting to burst out of her, but her brain couldn’t fire right and instead she jerked her head up and down, tears slipping down her cheeks.



“Good,” he said, grinning. “Because holy crap my knee is cold.”



* * *



Heidi heard the familiar rumble of the SUV’s engine as it turned down their driveway and put aside the book she’d been failing to read for the last hour. The jitters in her stomach tangoed every which way since she received a text from Keira saying they were back in the city and stopping to drop off the video equipment.



Were they okay with being together? More frightening, would those two amazing people still want her dumpy ass after spending a weekend in the most magical place Heidi had ever seen?



They came through the back door, bags slung over their shoulders. She expected laughter, or questions, or conversation, but as Heidi rose to her feet, they said nothing, giving even less away. Her muscles quivering, she whispered, “Are… are we still… did you two… are you two…?”



They glanced at each other, smiles finally cracking their stoic masks, and Carson said, “Bedroom.”



“Bedroom?” Heidi asked.



“Bedroom,” Keira confirmed. Heidi’s husband and her best friend grabbed her by the elbows and started dragging her to the stairs.



“Wait wait wait,” Heidi shouted. “I want details! I want to know if you two did it. I want to know how often and where and when and how and-”



“Bedroom!” they shouted back.



Heidi heaved a disgruntled sigh. “Bedroom.”



* * *



“That’s what you were grunting about on the phone,” Carson said, groaning.



In place of their old bed was now a huge bed, at least a couple feet wider than a king-sized frame. Instead of fitted sheets, it was covered in a series of simple white ones, topped with several of their old blankets and the usual mountain of pillows.



“Ohhhh, so that’s why you sounded worried,” Heidi said, playing dumb. “Yes, you goofball. There was a couple that makes furniture at a county fair a couple years back. Big overstuffed chairs, couches for people with long legs, that sort of thing. When we first started having fun with Keira, I thought I’d check to see if they could make us a frame. Turns out they had one in stock.”



Carson stepped towards it and ran his hand along the blankets. “This. Is.
 Awesome
 .”



Heidi giggled as he kissed her nose, her forehead, her ears. “Pretty sweet, right?”



They stripped, all of them in a hurry to touch, to explore, to tease.



To fuck.



And yes, to love.



When he was down to nothing, his cock dangling between his legs and rising in greeting, Carson squeezed his wife’s shoulder. “I missed you.”



“I missed you,” Heidi replied. She turned to Keira as she was slipping off the shoulders of her bra. “And I missed you, Booty.”



“Missed you, Boobs.”



“Nice necklace.”



“I proposed to her,” Carson said. He came over to kiss Keira gently before glancing at Heidi. “I asked her to stay with us. Forever.”



Heidi nodded, smiling. “Good.”



Carson slipped behind his wife and wrapped his arms around her waist. “There’s one for you too.”



“Awww.”



Keira curled locks of Heidi’s gorgeous blonde hair around her fingers and kissed her. “Thank you for this weekend.”



“Did you have fun?”



Keira glanced at Carson, blushed, and gave them both an honest, earnest smile. “So much.”



Heidi reached out and took their hands. She led them to the new bed, and crawled up on it to lay in the middle. Her husband rested on his side beside her, Keira on the other.



“Please me, servants!” Heidi cried out, and after they snickered, they did just that.



Carson and Keira slid down the bed and rose to their knees. Starting at Heidi’s feet, they kissed their way slowly up her body, stopping for plenty of long licks. Heidi grabbed a pair of pillows and propped them up under her head so she could watch them, one of her hands sliding down across her belly to her pussy, the other sliding between her breasts and her stomach, sometimes even rising up to her mouth so she could suck in a finger.



At her thighs, Keira glanced across at Carson and grinned. He leaned across and kissed her, running his fingers up and down his wife’s skin. Heidi cooed at them both as they made out, but it wasn’t long before Carson broke away and leaned down to quit fucking around. He lunged at his wife’s pussy with his mouth, kissing her lips, her inner thigh, then down to her base and up to her clit.



“I’ve got that,” Keira said. “You take the lower half. Finger her good.”



“Mm hm!” Heidi said, wiggling for their attention.



Carson flicked her clit with his tongue, and slid over, resting his knees around his wife’s leg so he could lean down and work her pussy with his fingers properly. Keira took over the oral duties, finding her best friend’s pleasure centers and making damn sure they knew help was on the way. Together, they worked Heidi into a writhing frenzy, her hips bucking up to meet Carson’s fingerfucking while she wailed for Keira to lick her harder. She came fast, and hard, but Keira and Carson weren’t done with their fun quite yet.



“Ready?” Keira asked Carson, her lips glistening from Heidi.



“Oh yea,” Carson said, sliding off the bed. His cock jutted up into the air, and he sat on the edge of the bed as Keira grabbed Heidi’s hands and pulled her up and off the bed too.



“What are you doing?” Heidi asked throatily, still coming down off her orgasm.



“It’s what you’re doing. Him,” Keira said, and pushed her friend gently towards Carson. He wrapped his arms around his wife from behind and guided her down onto his lap. Getting the idea, Heidi spread her legs around his, guided him home with a pleased sigh, and with her back to him, began slowly riding him. Keira knelt, and glanced up at Carson and Heidi, grinning.



“Mmm. Two desserts. I’m spoiled.”



Carson leaned back so Heidi could balance her hands on either side of his lap. The effect gave Keira more room to lap at both his cock and her pussy. When Heidi rose up nearly off Carson’s dick, Keira licked his slick shaft frenetically. When Heidi slid back down, whimpering her pleasure in time to the bounce, Keira licked her pussy. She was glad they’d already gotten Heidi off, because truthfully she just couldn’t hit the right angle long enough to help Carson stimulate Heidi’s sensitive spots, but Keira tried, and the image was so fucking hot that it helped.



Carson gripped Heidi around the waist with one arm, and brought the other up higher so he could play with her nipples. His thrusts hitting harder and harder, he tweaked her nipple, not quite pinching it, but giving her just enough of the pain she liked to make Heidi gasp. Keira worked fervently to get her lovers off, her hand slipping down to play with her own clit. This was the hottest thing she’d ever seen, let alone done, and it was just the beginning to everything.



“A-almost… there… a-ah-again,” Heidi whimpered. “F-fucking me… hard…” Carson grinned against her neck. Heidi reached down for Keira on the next bounce and managed to stroke the side of her head before she had to lean back again and prop herself up. “Oh God, K-Keira, so… sooo good… oh God. Ohshit ohshit ohshit c-co-co-coming!” she cried, and squeezed down on Carson’s cock for all she was worth, riding out her orgasm, squeezing her eyes shut as Keira licked up the warm droplets of liquid sliding down her friend’s thighs towards her ass.



When she could, Heidi jumped off Carson’s dick. “Show me,” she demanded.



They didn’t have to ask what she meant. Keira grasped her friend’s hand and let her pull her up onto the bed. Keira glanced at Carson, asking him with her eyes where he wanted her, and he said, “Lay down. How you like it is how I want it right now.” Her smile, just like Heidi’s, was his everything.



Keira laid on her back on the same pillows Heidi was using earlier, and brought her knees up to her chest. Heidi leaned down to take a look, and whistled. “Jeez. You’re kinda bruised down there. You sure you’re…”



“Yes,” Keira said. “I am absolutely sure.”



Heidi nodded and slid her tongue around her best friend’s waiting cunt while Carson idly played with her ass. When Keira was ready, Heidi retreated and guided her husband towards her best friend, gripping his cock the last few inches and helping guide it home. As Carson began to drive slowly into Keira, Heidi shook her head, amazed.



“Holy crap, Booty, you can see him in you. That’s fucking hot.”



“Her pussy is so tight, baby,” Carson grunted.



Keira’s knees flexed back and forth and up and down as he slid deeper into her. “I don’t think it’s as good for him with me as it is with you. Watch how much of him is left. You can take a lot of him, but…”



Carson leaned over and joined his lips to Keira’s. “I love you. I love your body. I love this,” he said, and nuzzled the base of her throat as he slid in as far as he could go.



“Doesn’t mean a thing, Keira, except that I have a little bit to play with too,” Heidi said, reaching under and making a ring around Carson’s cock while he rested in Keira like that. His eyes bulged and he visibly shivered. “Oh yeah, I think he definitely likes this.”



“Holy crap, yeah,” he groaned.



His cock eased back out of her to her entrance, and then he slid back in, still going slow and easy. After fucking his wife so hard, he wasn’t going to last long and he knew it, but this was okay. The anticipation of what was to come that night and the days, the weeks, the months, the years ahead of them made Carson Stiles deliriously happy as he found his easy rhythm with Keira again while she gasped her need. The two most loving, fascinating, sweetest, sexiest women in the world wanted to be with him, always, and he them. As Heidi laid down beside her friend, kissing her, stroking her hair, sliding her hand down to play with Keira’s clit and bring her to a stuttering orgasm, Carson lost himself not just in the pleasure of that moment, but of an eternity yet to come.













Off the Rails



 



Contains: M/F, exhibitionism, some (hopefully) hot train action, a wildly unbelievable situation. Seriously, shut off your brain now. Hey, it’s fantasy, right?



 



“Hello again.”



The man’s breath tickled her imagination, and God, she was wet already in anticipation. Katya glanced up to see the smile of the man who’d been her light rail companion for days now. It sliced years off his rugged face and balanced out the carefully trimmed five o’clock shadow she wanted to feel against her thighs, scraping against the skin under her folds as he ate her to a panting orgasm.



The rest of him certainly wasn’t hard to look at either. Each day since he’d first come onto her car with the small tide of people, he’d worn variations on the same outfit. Monday it was gray slacks, a broadcloth men’s button down, and mildly scuffed chukkas. Tuesday it was much the same with black slacks and another similar shirt, but the thunderclouds above let down torrents of rain, so he’d added a mid-length wool coat to the mix as well. Today, though, the sun was back out, and the man looked both casual and dressy at the same time in a cream-colored canvas button-down, opened at the top to show off a tank top underneath.



No doubt he was preening for her benefit. The effort made her feel sexy, like an affirmation of all her hard work lately. Her fortieth birthday had just come and gone that weekend. Over the last four years she’d worked hard to drop some extra weight, but it was hard not to look in the mirror and see the mileage. Not that Katya wasn’t proud of everything she’d accomplished – a great career in public relations for an electric company, twins sent off to college, a wonderfully silly husband and partner in crime – but it was nice that this man had put in some work for her.



Things had started off so normal. Monday, he sat down in the chair across from her, a newspaper and a Styrofoam cup of enticingly dark coffee in hand. She could have breathed the roast for hours. The man glanced up when he settled, taking Katya in as you do with those you’re sharing a confined space. Katya had dressed in a knee-length skirt that, with her form-shaping pantyhose and flats, showed off her legs quite well. The blouse didn’t do much to flatter her busty figure, but it had cute ties at the waist that drew the man’s attention down before he caught himself and looked away. She wished she’d done more with her caramel hair that morning, but the errant long strands and waves managed to actually work in her favor, giving Katya sort of a windblown look that even she, self-doubtful as she could get, really liked.



He’d been polite – a hello, a brief smile, and then he turned his attention to the newspaper. She made a tentative comment about the headline, something about the massive amounts of traffic expected that week due to the work being done to replace a collapsed bridge on the Interstate. He dropped the edge of the newspaper.



“That’s why I’m here. My office is just a half hour commute, but they’re saying expect upwards of two hours with the detours, so here I am. Yourself? You stranded on public transit too?”



Katya scooted forward on the seat, and for the first time, she caught a whiff of his aftershave, something sporty, almost arrogant in its sharp tang. Mmm, when was the last time her husband had worn aftershave? Their honeymoon?



“I’m a regular.”



He folded the newspaper and set it beside him. His eyes, dark and good-humored, held hers. “So what is it you do, if I can ask?”



“You can ask. I might not answer, but…”



“Ah, then I’ll forever wonder just who the nice, beautiful woman was on the train.”



She blushed and held up her ring finger. He nodded, smiling tightly. “Oh. Sorry.”



The man had misread her signals and picked up the paper again. Katya decided to have some fun and spin the man a yarn. Being part of the public face for the people who kept the lights on wasn’t exactly thrilling. “I’m a corporate fixer.”



The newspaper dipped again. “Really?”



“Oh yeah. I work for…” A sign for a fast-food restaurant flashed by outside and she seized on it. “…a big restaurant chain. I’m the person who keeps the administration’s nose clean. Someone goes out, gets too drunk, and wakes up next to a hooker and a baggie of cocaine, I’m the one that kicks their ass into shape. Or…” Katya made a slitting motion across her neck.



The man laughed, but leaned forward now, his cup of coffee gripped in both hands. “Are you serious?”



“Deadly.”



“So why ride the light rail? You must be doing okay.”



She shrugged. “Eco-conscious.” That much was true. “What do you do?”



“Litigator for Shaw and Gruben, on State Street.”



They kept up a string of small talk on the train. He rode with her to her stop, but stayed on while she stood up and stretched. His eyes flicked again to her breasts as the blouse pulled tight against them, but he quickly brought them back up to her face. “A pleasure.”



“You too. See you around, maybe.”



Neither of them had given the other one a name. Katya liked that.



* * *



“Can I sit here? I make for a great buffer against the grab-assers.”



Tuesday, and there he was, Mr. Litigator, his hair rain-slick. Judging from the umbrella in his hand, it must have been on purpose. It gave him a little bit of a sexy sheen, and Katya’s body purred in response. In his hands was another coffee and a paper bag she recognized from the bakery about a block from the station.



The light rail car was nearly full. Disenfranchised with the city’s weak attempts Monday at shuffling all the traffic along detours and frontage roads, people flooded the city’s mass transit as the news had predicted. Katya grabbed the first seat available and dove into it, followed just moments later by her acquaintance from yesterday.



“Please,” she said, patting the chair beside her. “And thank you.”



He took a seat and held up the bag. “Care for a scone? My eyes were bigger than my stomach. I have amaretto or blueberry.”



Her stomach gave a delighted war cry, but she eyed him, smiling. “And how do I know you haven’t laced them with anything?”



“Ah. Uh…” He frowned in thought, and then brightened. “We’ll split both of them. Half for each of us.”



She picked the halves, and they munched away. The bakery they came from was one of her favorites, and the scones among the very best of what they had to offer. The man and Katya’s pleasant spell was broken at the next stop, when even more people jammed onto the train, leaving it standing room only. A guy in coveralls tried to push past a pair of young college students, only to get shoved himself right into Katya’s acquaintance. His coffee jostled, nearly upending on his lap, but Katya, her reflexes honed by years and years of stopping her twins from doing all manner of idiotic things, snapped a hand out and held the edge. A few scalding hot drops hit her skin and she hissed.



“Shit, are you okay?” Katya’s acquaintance asked, his voice now a few octaves higher.



She nodded, already digging in her purse for a tissue. “It’s fine. But maybe we should-”



The man leaned in and murmured, “No.” His eyes searched hers. “Unless you really mean it and want to stop.”



Katya thought about it for a moment, then shook her head. “But if it gets to be too annoying…”



“It won’t.”



“You’re sure?”



The “stranger” gave her his best grin, the one she’d fallen in love with so long ago, and said in his deeper, fake voice, “Some of that spilled on my pants. Do you have another tissue?”



“Oh,” she said, “I think I do.” Katya dug in her purse, produced another, and handed it off to him. He patted at his slacks. “Here, you’re missing a spot,” she said glibly, plucked the tissue from his hands, and slid it across her husband’s groin.



She hadn’t been too sure if this insane request of hers, this fantasy would be up Pete’s alley, but the way his cock lurched against her hand, even just in the few seconds she rubbed it, Katya figured maybe he might be up for this after all.



* * *



“Cake me,” Katya said, stretching luxuriously against Pete. Their nude, soapy bodies slide against each other with delicious ease in the new tub. She still hadn’t gotten used to the bathroom remodel, but she was grateful it was done. Before, the room was so narrow only one person could fit at the sink. They’d complained about it for years, but until the twins were safe and secure at college, they didn’t really have the finances to take on a project like this. With the kids gone, the mold they found under the sink was just the impetus they needed to knock out a wall and widen the bathroom to an absolutely absurd size, complete with a new tub.



Pete carved off a piece of marble cake and brought the fork around to her mouth. The cake had been a surprise, but he promised her he hadn’t gone over their agreed budget for birthdays that year. It frustrated him not to spoil her like he loved to do every year, but they’d gone over the cost of what they expected on the bathroom. The remodel had crushed their savings and they wanted to build back up a comfy bankroll. Apart from the cake, he’d bought her a simple new mousepad with a nice place to rest her wrist. It might have seemed like a banal gift to an outsider, but given how many times Katya complained about hers at work, she practically jumped him right there.



They finished off their third shared piece of cake, and Katya leaned back against him, humming as Pete set aside the plate. Their boys, were they there, would have devoured half the cake before their parents even had a bite. An entire cake to just the two of them made her feel spoiled rotten. They both reveled in it.



Pete reached for one of the new sponges, and dipped it into the soapy water around them. Slowly, lazily, he reached around his wife again and stroked her pussy with it, making tiny circles with just a tiny edge of the sponge. “I want you to tell me seriously, though. Is there anything else you want to do for your day, Kat?”



“You can definitely keep doing that,” Katya replied, wriggling her butt against his prick. His work in carpentry and construction, and – when they weren’t eating way too much cake – a generally healthy diet, had left him a bona fide hunk, and his cock sure wasn’t too terrible either. But even if he’d been hung like a mosquito, she had the feeling she would’ve loved Pete anyways. Twenty years brought a lot of hardships, a lot of arguments, a lot of tears, but that had all seemed to reinforce the simple fact that not only were they madly in love still, but they were each other’s best friend to boot.



He slid the sponge across the delicate bones across her collar, deliberately avoiding her breasts, teasing her gently. “I’m serious.”



“So am I.”



He kissed the back of her head. With no warning, Pete dropped the sponge over the side of the tub and stretched his arms out behind his head, yawning. Annoyed and just starting to get turned on again after their earlier lovemaking, Katya turned. “What are you doing?”



“Not a damn thing until you tell me one wish I can make happen for you.”



“Honey, it’s so late.”



“Not today then. Tomorrow. Or this weekend. Or next week.” He thought about that and grimaced. “Well, maybe not next week. They’ve got that damn construction scheduled.”



The construction. Usually Katya rode with her burly friend Tawni on the train. Tawni was a hardcore workout enthusiast and Katya always felt safe with her. But her friend would be out of town that week on vacation. Pete knew she was scared of riding the light rail alone, being an attractive woman with voluptuous curves. He’d volunteered to ride with her that week and she’d accepted gratefully. That brought to mind a funny fantasy Katya flirted with on and off for years now. Once upon a time, she saw a couple making out in full view of the whole train car she rode to work and back home. Their blatancy, their need for one another despite the crowd around them, it was a huge turn-on for her, one she wasn’t particularly aware she had. Oh, sure, Katya had a few fantasies about exhibitionism, like having Pete fuck her against a window in a hotel overlooking the city or having sex in a bathroom stall, both of which they’d played out much to her delight.



But this was something else. The idea of fucking someone on a train or a bus where potentially dozens of people could see sparked her inner lust into a roaring bonfire. Excursions into erotica on her e-book reader brought in an intriguing new element – a stranger fucking her.



That was very much just a fantasy. Katya in no way whatsoever actually wanted a stranger’s hands on her at any point. It was the idea that was hot, that a man could seduce her on a train and fuck her in front of strangers before they parted ways, never to see each other again.



“You’re thinking of something, I can tell.”



Katya reached over the edge for the sponge, and pushed it back into his hand. “No. It’s too crazy.”



“Tell me.”



“I mean it. It’s really beyond nuts.”



“Well, now I have to know.” He wet the sponge again and slid it down across her mound, to the sensitive folds. Something about the sponge on her lips hit little pleasure centers Katya loved, and she squirmed against him.



“All right. It’s a fantasy I’ve had. But I don’t expect us to live it out or anything.” She glanced back at him and blushed. “Um. I think about having sex with a stranger.”



He sucked in a breath and the sponge stopped moving. Guardedly, he said, “Hon, I love you but-”



“No no, I mean, I don’t want it to actually be
 with
 a stranger. But you dressed as a stranger? Roleplaying a little bit? That would be…” Katya shivered.



“Is there someone you want me to be?” Still that guardedness.



“No, that’s kind of part of it. I want you to have this backstory made up, but I want you to be a mystery. Give me pieces of it, and… this is dumb, I get it.”



“No, baby. Not at all.” Relaxed again, his fear about her wanting another man gone. He began to stroke her again. “I don’t see the harm in that. It’d be kind of fun.”



Katya tensed again, wincing before she’d even gotten the words out. “There’s, um, there’s more.”



“More?”



“I… uh… want you to fuck me. On the light rail.”



* * *



Tuesday was bad, Wednesday was worse.



The man found her on the outskirts of the crowd waiting to board at the station. He held no treats this time as he joined her again.



“My travel companion,” Katya said, giving him a warm smile. They’d fallen back into their roles again, and she tried her best to forget she’d once had an armpit farting noise competition with this man. “Mind keeping me company again?”



“We keep this up, and someone might think we were sneaking around on your husband,” the man said. A woman up ahead somewhere shouted angrily in surprise when someone pinched her ass, and the man hastily took Katya’s arm, glaring in a wide arc at anyone who might have dared touch her. Into her ear, he murmured, “I can’t stop thinking about you helping me with that coffee yesterday.”



“That was a one-time thing,” Katya said. “I… got carried away.”



“Was it?”



“Y-yes.”



“Do you want me to go to another car?”



Katya stared down away from him and murmured, “No.”



“Good.”



The car doors opened, and people started shoving forward. If the man intended on saying anything else to her, he didn’t. The cars filled quickly, and they finally found a spot four doors down, the crowd thinning just enough that they could take a corner spot. Standing room only, Katya stood in front of the stranger at an angle to the window facing left of the train car and the one looking to the next car. There was just enough metal there at the corner itself that her body was mostly blocked by anyone who might peer in from the car ahead. Mostly.



The thrill of it left her legs weak, and she reached out to balance herself. The man, thinking she was tripping, reached around her and steadied her. His groin pressed tight to her ass and she drew in a sharp breath. His arm stayed in place for a long few moments as he breathed in the scent of her cherry blossom lotion. “Christ, you smell good,” he muttered, but he released her and Katya turned around slowly.



“Married,” she breathed, holding up that hand again. The man stepped in even closer, their noses tip to tip, and he took her hand in his, kissing her fingers one by one, and every time he sent a shiver down her back, twisting through her stomach, down to her core. Fear of getting caught danced with the heat of the moment, his body against hers, nowhere to go if he pushed this.



And he did.



He guided her hand first to one of her breasts, pressing against the swell, his fingers trailing the way around the back of hers. Lower, across the silk fabric of her blouse, down her stomach, down to her tight skirt that did so little to hide the curves of her hips or her ass. She’d been working so hard on it, getting back into shape, and the man grunted his approval, his lust for her.



Katya glanced over his shoulder. A youngish woman, her face as yet unlined by the stresses of even the best life, stared back at her. She mouthed, “Do you need help?” and Katya shook her head no. After Katya whispered into his ear, the man glanced over his shoulder at their worried audience and lifted their joined hands so both their ring fingers were visible – and more importantly, the matching silver bands. Weird time for Pete’s gold allergy to be useful for a change, but Katya was grateful anyways.



The woman gave an audible, “Ohhh,” and Katya couldn’t help breaking character to laugh into the man’s chest.



The man didn’t stop like she thought he might. In fact, he seemed to take the woman’s attention as something of a challenge, and brought Katya’s hand back down to her waist again. He let go, finally, but his hand stayed where it was.



“You can go home to him,” he murmured into Katya’s ear. “Or you can have a taste of what it would be like to be watched. To be helpless.”



Her breath came harder and harder. His hand rested over the soft vee of flesh above her pussy, that patch of skin her husband loved to rest his head. “I don’t want to hurt him,” she whimpered as his hand slipped lower, brushing her sex through the fabric.



The man flicked his tongue along her earlobe, and she nearly came right there. “Then he should be here. Taking care of you. Giving you what you need.” His eyes searched hers, and she knew he wasn’t playing when he asked, “Yes? Or no?”



Katya’s lips were dry, so dry. She ran her tongue around them once, taking her time, and she nodded. “Yes.”



His hand was at the base of her skirt now. The man didn’t wait for her doubts to take over. He nudged two fingers up under the hem, and lifted. She leaned in against him, trying to hide the little thatches of exposed flesh and panties as best she could manage, but that woman was still watching, her eyes huge. Katya stared at her as the man’s digits slid across the nylon fabric of her thong. The vibrations from the light rail and his stimulation left her ready to come in a record amount of time, and he hadn’t even directly touched her yet.



The train slowed, stopped. So did the man, but he stayed close, his hands at her waist. The woman behind them stepped closer.



“I’ll make sure no one else sees,” she said hoarsely, her cheeks flushed.



“And maybe watch for yourself,” the man said, grinning over his shoulder. Katya nearly smacked him, but they couldn’t have stopped the stranger if they wanted to.



“Y-yes. This is… it’s hot.”



Katya said nothing. She wasn’t sure she could trust herself to go through with this. Whatever the man had planned, she didn’t want to be in control. The doors closed again, and he moved. There was no fucking around this time. Her stop was coming in another five minutes.



He slid her skirt up again, letting it fall around his wrist as his fingers sought out her center. She squirmed as two of his fingers slid inside, then a third. His middle finger curled, found her spot with age-old practice. Katya bit back a moan and leaned her head forward to rest on his chest and see what little she could under her skirt. It seemed almost more strangely lewd than if she’d been completely naked. All that was visible was the base of his wrist to his arm. His hand had disappeared entirely as his fingers were up to the knuckles in her needing, wanting cunt.



Her wetness embarrassed her. It wasn’t like she was actually dripping, but moisture slid down her thighs, reached for her knees. His fingers plucked at her, plied her, and she rocked on his hand, racing towards the edge now, her mouth opening and shutting fast like she needed air.



Or like she was going to scream.



She gasped in air, held it, willed herself not to shriek. Katya couldn’t help a moan though, Pete’s name, and she came, squirting his hand with her orgasm. Her body jolted as she clamped down every instinct to make noise, to let him know just how good this was. Beyond the man, the stranger’s mouth was wide open, her eyes half lidded. She didn’t make any attempt to join in or risk her own pleasure, but Katya had no doubt that just a few brushes against this woman’s skin and she’d be coming too.



The man slid his fingers loose. Katya did something she’d never done before, and grabbed his hand, even before he’d tugged her skirt back into place, and brought his fingers up to her lips. She sucked at her own juices, staring at Pete – er, the man, she thought to herself – grinning at the jump in his throat, at the obvious need she was leaving him with.



And the train slowed again, one last time. They headed for the exit, and after a moment’s hesitation, the stranger followed them as they managed to shove their way out of the car and onto the platform. When they were free of the crowds, Katya turned with the man and whispered hastily, “Sorry, but we’re not really interested in a three-way. You seem really cool but I don’t want to give you the wrong impression.”



“Oh, no no no,” the woman said. “Neither am I. But I had to tell you that was… that was…” She glanced behind her at the oncoming train going the opposite direction. “My stop was three more up. But I’m going right back home, and I’m riding my boyfriend until I’ve come, like, a dozen times. Thank you.”



“Hey, wait,” Katya said. “What’s your name?”



“Jane.”



“Well Jane, want to do us one big favor? Can you be on the same car tomorrow? Same time?”



Jane lit up with good cheer, and she bobbed her head quickly. “You bet!”



When Jane raced away, Pete gave his wife an amused look. “I think you made a friend.”



“Me too. Hey, baby?”



“Hm?”



“Thanks.”



Pete grinned at her. “Happy birthday.”



* * *



The more she thought about it, the more insane the idea seemed, but Pete’s commitment eased her fears.



“It’s not like we’re locked into doing anything, hon,” he said, looking through his half of their closet.



By their bed, Katya tried to pin down a corner of the fitted sheet but it twanged right off again. “I know, I know, but we could get into some serious trouble here. If we get caught, our names and faces are going to be on the news.”



Pete turned his head to look at her. “Indecent exposure’s a misdemeanor. We’re not gonna be on the front page.”



She threw a pillow at him. “Not helping. The twins, our parents, our coworkers…”



“
 My
 coworkers would probably throw me a party.”



“Oh, you’re such an ass,” Katya growled.



“Guilty.” He closed the closet up and reached for a notepad. It was cute watching him come up with a backstory. He planned it out as meticulously as a writer. Katya hadn’t given into temptation and peeked yet, but she desperately wanted to. The mad gleam in his eye hadn’t left since her birthday days ago. “How about this? You come up with a safe word. You say it, we call it off. No argument whatsoever. You feel too uncomfortable, you be in charge of pulling the plug.”



“Or you, if this really isn’t your thing.”



“Might not be,” he agreed. “Never tried to get it up in a train before, so who knows?”



“Fine. You’re right. We’ll try it and play it by ear.”



“Good. Now, I’m gonna need you out of this room while I pack.”



“Pack?” she asked, confused.



He grinned at her. “Yup. Don’t want you seeing my outfits for the week. Oh, and I’m going to be leaving half an hour early every day. Going to get changed at Drake and Devon’s place. If they ask, our pipes broke and we needed someplace to shower. They’re on vacation seeing some old college friends but told me where I could find their key.”



“You are a crazy person. I love you for it. Pete?”



“Hm?”



“Thank you. Even if this doesn’t work out, thanks for not laughing at me or getting upset about this.”



Pete walked across the room and grabbed her up in a hug that left her feet kicking in midair. He kissed her once, twice, and set her down again. “Kat, you are stuck with me the rest of your life. We’re going to have some fun.”



* * *



“Hello again.”



The voice was silk in her ear, and she leaned back instinctively, needing to feel him, not just hear him. The man seemed to read her signals, and placed his hands at her waist as they stared out the window at the platform together.



The detours had seen some touchups and traffic was expected to lessen greatly. This was the day, the last day before the man would be back to driving to work and Katya would be stuck on the light rail without him. The same overwhelming surge of humanity hit the cars that morning, but she’d managed to stake out their corner.



“Hold on, hey, coming through, goddamn it, get out of the way,” a familiar voice cursed. Katya glanced aside, amused and then horrified as Jane pushed through the last of the standing-room only crowd and planted her feet firmly beside Katya and the man…



…along with a young, clean-cut man in hand, looking bewildered and more than a little put out.



“Oh no,” Pete muttered in Katya’s ear.



“I told you they were real!” Jane blurted.



Katya turned and hissed, “What are you doing?”



“Best. Sex. Of my life,” Jane said. “Oh my God, Bill made me come like… five times.”



Bill grinned. “Well, I mean… maybe not that many.”



“Five,” Jane insisted.



Gritting her teeth, Katya asked, “I mean, why are you bringing him here? This was…”



“…a private thing?” Jane asked, smirking. “Oh come on, you need more than one person blocking the aisle for you. Besides, you know I won’t tell. All I want to do is see.”



“Shit.
 Shit!
 ” Katya swore. She turned to Pete, the idea of “the man” gone from her mind. “It was a stupid idea, I’m sorry, this is…”



“Cell phones,” Pete said mildly.



Katya blinked. “What?”



“I want your cell phones,” Pete said to Jane and Bill. “No pictures, nothing that could come back and bite us in the ass later. You’ll get them back when we’re done.”



Bill looked more than a little cross at that, but Jane bounced on her feet and slung over her entire purse. “Deal!”



“Uh, babe,” Bill said uncertainly, but she whirled on him.



“You owe me. For Felicia.”



Bill winced. “Fuck.” He thought about it as the train started to lurch forward. “Fine. But you never get to use her as ammo again.”



“Well, we both know that’s not happening. You screwed her in the ass on my-”



“Yes,” Bill said hurriedly, “I remember. You don’t need to-”



“-grandmother’s bags of potting soil.”



With slow, jerking motions, Bill pulled his cell phone out and gave it over to Pete, who dropped it into Jane’s purse and slid it next to Katya on the seat behind her. “I’m not going to steal it,” Pete promised the other man.



“Yeah, yeah,” Bill said.



“Baby, are you sure?” Katya asked Pete.



“No. Not at all.” He shrugged. “But that’s kind of the point, isn’t it?” He eyed her up and down, taking in her short skirt. She’d picked a looser one, one that would leave enough fabric in the back to cover up what they were doing when he tugged it up.



Bill and Jane took up positions, him at the entrance to the aisle, Jane filling in some of the gap. The seats behind them provided some cover, but not much. Anyone directly behind them or in the train car in front of them would still see what was going on, but not get a full view of Katya’s bottom or Pete’s dick. Hopefully. Even so, this was dangerous, almost ludicrously so, and Katya almost called the whole thing off with the magic safe word.



But when the man’s hands grabbed her waist and pulled her back to him, she was glad she didn’t.



He tugged free the hem of her blouse. There was no time to be gentle, so Pete – the man – slid his hand up to a full breast and rubbed her nipple through the lace. She’d worn that bra specifically for that reason. The fabric was just a little course and it had a tendency to stimulate her skin in the most inopportune times, but today, she was grateful for it. The little holes and rough edges of the material felt so good against her nipple and she melted against the man. Behind them, Bill gasped, and Jane elbowed him in the gut.



The man pulled Katya tighter against him, grinding her against his groin. “I’ve been thinking about this ass all week,” he murmured into her ear.



“Everyone can see,” she whispered. “We shouldn’t, I love my husband…”



He drew a fingernail across the edge of her nipple, eliciting a tiny gasp from Katya. His other hand snaked down her side to the top of her skirt. “Your husband’s not here though, is he?”



“N-no.”



“You need someone who appreciates you. Who wants to drive you wild with lust. Who wants to make this fuckable little body come so hard you pass out.”



His hand slid down the back of her skirt, lifting it. She glanced around quickly. No one in the car ahead of them was facing the back window, and the people behind them were engrossed in a conversation. Bill and Jane blocked the rest, watching the two of them with dumbstruck expressions. Katya blushed at their scrutiny, but didn’t say the safe word. Knowing they were watching made her even more wet.



The man ran his hand over her ass. Cool air tickled what bare skin he’d revealed, giving her goosebumps all up and down her body. Katya nearly cried out when the man ran a finger down the crack of her butt across the thin material of her panties, thumbing her tight little asshole for a moment before he slid his other hand out from under her shirt and let it join its brother under her skirt. She clamped her jaw tight when he gripped her panties and pulled. They clung to her pussy lips for a moment, almost enough to be painful, but there was an almost imperceptible rip and they came free. The man made them disappear like magic.



His fingers found her sex, and when they’d both casually glanced around again, the man slid three up into her. It only took a few brushes of her trembling sex before Katya was ready for him, so very ready.



He unzipped, and pulled his boxers down just far enough that she could feel his thickness sliding between her cheeks. “I’m going to fuck you now,” the man whispered in her ear.



Katya moaned.



It was not a quiet thing. She couldn’t help it, and her hand clapped to her mouth as soon as it was out. She glanced behind her, and now the people sitting and standing definitely noticed the couple, their closeness, the bunching of her skirt. Katya’s eyes went huge, but the tip of the man’s cock was already at her entrance, already pushing, his hands on her waist, pulling her back to him, her ass brushing against the material of his slacks.



“They’re waa-ahhhh!-tching, Pete!” she warned.



“Say the word,” he whispered into her ear, burying himself deep in her “and I stop.”



“Oh fuck, ohfuckohfuckohfuck!” gasped Katya.



One of the guys started to pull out a phone, and Katya almost said the word, almost cut it off right there, but then Bill was swatting the guy’s hand, frowning at him, and for the first time, Katya noticed just how imposing Jane’s boyfriend was. The stranger with the phone protested, but Bill growled quietly, “You get a free hot show. Do not screw this up for any of us.”



“Yeah man,” his buddy beside him said, and the guy with the phone huffed but put it back again.



Katya squeezed her eyes shut. The man’s hands at her waist jerked her back against him before pulling nearly back out, then over and over and over again. Every sensation, from the bubbling mass of conversations aboard the train to the chemical tang of the disinfectant they’d used to the thought of these people watching her be used by the man, should have turned Katya off, but instead, the craziness of this, the filthiness, the naughtiness all turned her on so much and she began to whimper with every thrust, nothing higher than a whisper.



“Mm fuck mm fuck mmm fuck.”



The man pulled her backwards with him a foot, and his hands slipped free from her waist to push against her shoulder blades. “Bend over,” he commanded. She did as he asked. He grabbed her wrists and crossed them above her upturned ass, locking them into place. She tried to hold back a yowl as he hastened his pace.



“Holy shit, he’s giving it to her hard,” one of the guys said in awe.



“She’s loving this shit.”



Another whimper joined Katya’s. She opened her eye just a slit and glanced behind her. Jane had her fingers down the front of her own skirt, the tiniest wet squelch of her pussy barely audible. The man’s balls slapped against Katya’s ass and she closed her eyes again, her breath caught in her throat.



“I’m… I’m…” she panted. “I’m oh, ahhhh, I’m c-close, I’m c-coming…”



The man still held her wrists in place with one hand but slipped the other back around to the front of her skirt. He stroked her pelvic muscles through the fabric, and the combined feel of his cock deep inside her and the brush of cotton against her sex made her gasp.



“Oh fuck! Ohhhh baby, coming so fucking hard!”



Her whole body seized up, jerking along his length while he held her, her cock slamming into her. The moment gripped her, held her in waves. She peaked, thought that was it, and then his cock, his wonderful cock, would hit some sensitive part of her just right and she’d gasp again, whimper again, spasm again. Katya had no concept of how long it took Pete to finish. All she could do was cling to consciousness, to the pleasure of the single best fuck of her lifetime.



He buried himself in her one last time, jerking her upright and back tight against him, letting go of her wrists to wrap his arms around her stomach, his hands rising up to cup her breasts, his lips hot against her neck as he shouted her name into her skin, his come pouring into her by what felt like the gallon. When he finally jerked out of her, Katya dripped him down her leg, onto the floor, and she was still gasping, hiccupping, maybe screaming, she had no idea. All around them was silence as the train slowed, Katya without any sort of clue as to what stop they were at.



“Baby, we gotta go,” Pete said, jerking the hem of her skirt down into place. “We gotta go now.”



“Oh-oh-kay,” Katya gasped. Move? She could barely stay upright. But then reality crashed into her. All around them, people in the surrounding rows were staring. The whispers started as Pete jerked his overcoat off and threw it over his wife’s head. She didn’t understand until she saw the phones rising up just as he hid her face from them. Bill saw this and slung off his own coat, holding it up like a bullfighter just in time. Pete grabbed Katya’s hand and pushed his way through the crowd of other passengers, all still blithely ignorant of what they’d missed up front. The coat over Katya’s head got them talking, but at least it meant they weren’t paying attention to the combined fluids leaking out of her pussy.



The train slowed, stopped, and Pete yelled, “Sick woman, coming through.” It made absolutely no sense, but it worked and the crowd in front of them parted. One guy even leaned out the door and shouted ahead of them, “Let them through!”



Unable to help herself, Katya half-laughed, half-sobbed as Pete guided her off the train. They ran for it, passing through the guts of the crowd waiting to get on board and down a whole two blocks before they were sure they weren’t being followed by either the train security or the passengers.



“Holy crap, holy crap,” Pete gasped, leaning against an accounting business’s wall, catching his breath.



“Oh no, what did we do?” Katya asked, shrugging off his coat and returning it to him. “Did we get caught? Did they take pictures?”



“I think we have to assume they did.”



“Pete, that was-”



“I know, I should have ended it, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”



“-the hottest thing in my life,” Katya said, grinning ear-to-ear. “Oh my God, we are going to get into so much trouble. But I am never, ever, ever going to forget this. Best. Birthday. Ever.”



“Wait, you’re not upset?”



“No. Not a bit. When I come down, I’m sure I’ll be worried. But upset? No. God no. Baby, you done good. Uh, just one thing though.” She glanced all around them, brow furrowed. “Where the hell are we?”













New Day



 



Contains: M/F romance



 



Simone crossed her ankles under her as she bounced up and down on Carlos’s cock, trying to finish before he did. He was okay with his fingers, but he’d staunchly refused to go down on her these last two weeks and his cock… well, it left more than a little to be desired. Her two orgasms in their time together had been of her own doing, and now her fingers flitted against her thick labia and her clit as she tried to get herself off on him.



He stared up at her, that cocky grin that had initially attracted her now making Simone want to punch him. His fingers were laced behind his head. Lazy bastard. Thought he was good enough in bed that he didn’t need to help. The guy had coasted on his good looks and muscles alone. Simone’s frustrations boiled over.



“Do something with your hands.”



His smile slipped. “Like what?”



“I don’t know. Play with my boobs. Grab my ass. Do literally fucking anything to help me out here.”



Now he looked angry. Good. Let him. Soon enough he’d be gone and out of her life. Such a pity. Her heart would break for… oh… seconds, at least. He grabbed her asscheeks on the next downstroke and slapped one of them – hard. The sting rippled nicely against what little pleasure his cock was giving her. That would do.



“Harder,” she growled at him, and Carlos complied. On the fourth or fifth smack, her pussy started quivering, and she fell forward, riding him with smooth, fast strokes. Her breasts slid across his chest with every thrust and the added stimulation had her almost there as sweat beaded at her brow and dripped down onto his collarbone.



“Oh, fuck, you sexy bitch,” Carlos moaned, grabbing her ass and pumping hard up into her.



“No, hold on, a-almost there-”



“C-can’t!” he groaned, and jutted up into her, his cock firing into his condom.



She tried to ride him for what she needed, but he went soft and flaccid fast and she rolled off him, muttering, “Are you kidding me?”



After he dropped his condom in the waste basket, Carlos turned over onto his side, reaching around her waist, but she grabbed his hand and shoved it back towards him. “What?” he asked, hurt. Despite being an amateur MMA fighter armed with muscles she had no idea even existed and scars around the terrific landscape of his body, Carlos could be childishly petulant and a note of that whine entered his voice now.



She glanced over at him. “What do you mean, what? I told you and you agreed that was it. Our last time. The two weeks is over.”



“You’re serious.”



“Yes. Please get your things and go.”



He barked out a laugh. “Now? It’s one in the morning! I thought we could, you know, cuddle and shit.” She flipped onto her side away from him and said nothing. He stared at her, then threw himself up and onto his feet. “You’re a cold bitch, you know that? You’re never gonna find anyone better than me.”



Carlos grabbed up his pants and shirt, cursing her in an inventive mix of English and Spanish, but she ignored him. This had happened with all the men since her divorce. They all wanted to believe they were different, so they got indignant, then angry. One guy had even put his fist through her drywall. She had it repaired, but never painted. But Simone never lied to them, never made them promises she didn’t keep. She was always honest, even brutally so. Carlos was just the latest one to think he could break her rules.



Finally dressed and sparing her one last furious look, Carlos stormed out of the bedroom. She pulled the blankets around her, closing her eyes and wincing when something glass shattered. The front door opened and slammed shut, dropping one of her picture frames in the living room and breaking that too.



Simone slid back the covers, stiffly rose up, and walked out to check the lock on the door and to see what he’d broken. One of her wine glasses, a favorite she’d left on the counter when Carlos showed up, was now nothing more than fragments. Strange that the broken glass meant more to Simone than hurting Carlos, but there it was, her life in a nutshell. She thought about grabbing a broom and a dustpan to clean it all up off the hardwood floor, but decided it could wait until the morning. Right now, she just wanted to sleep and forget her latest crummy hookup for a little while. The glass seemed like it was confined to a spray around the wall, but Simone didn’t notice a shard as she circled the room in a wide berth, and it slid right into the pad of her foot. She hissed with pain, and hob-footed it to the bathroom, leaving behind fat droplets of crimson all along the hardwood. She settled down onto the toilet with a pair of tweezers in hand and slowly tugged the glass out. It hadn’t sunk too far into her foot but it bled like hell. She pressed a washcloth to it, wishing she had a real bandage. When the bleeding stopped, she gingerly washed it out and wrapped it as best she could manage.



The door had been unlocked, so at least the trip was worth the cut. But when Simone gingerly made her way back across her house to the master bedroom and collapsed onto the bed, she wondered if her safety really mattered.



* * *



Timing on the coffee was everything. Harvey had the Incandescent Brew’s drip coffee maker on a mental timer. It was a finicky machine, and if he wasn’t paying attention, the roast came out tasting burned. He hated that taste, even if that was how the majority of the coffee shop’s employees made it. Hell, even Kyle, his manager, thought Harvey was doing it wrong the first day. What followed was a debate that nearly got him fired.



Even now, when Kyle bothered to slot himself in for a morning shift, he’d take over the coffee maker, invariably burning the brew and getting complaints from the customers. Oh well. Harvey didn’t mind much. Not his problem if Kyle wanted to be a douche.



It was Harvey’s turn to open the store, so while he listened for the coffee to finish, he picked the music for that morning, deciding on a station playing low-key instrumental beats. Incandescent Brew was a small coffeehouse wedged in between a gift shop and a clothing store specializing in in outdoor gear. Between the long coffee bar and the display of prepackaged baked goods from two local bakeries, there wasn’t a lot of room for traditional tables and chairs, so the owner had opted instead for a massively long sectional couch the shape of a bracket, accompanied by two glass-topped round tables. Outside were a handful of additional tables and chairs, the tables bolted to the concrete patio and the chairs chained to those.



The décor slightly missed the mark on the meaning of “incandescent,” with tons of blacklight posters. There was no common theme among them. The eyesore hodgepodge ranged from trippy abstracts to random animals to weed-related celebrities. If there had been something that tied them together aside from glowing under the right lights at night, it would have been something. But the coffee shop wasn’t even open late anymore. Kyle and the owner had killed that notion off, opting instead for seven-to-five every day. So the posters in that regard didn’t make a bit of sense.



Here again too, not Harvey’s problem. Still, he dreamed of maybe someday opening his own coffee bar, with a tasteful theme. Everybody was doing brick and wood these days. He wanted to do something more modern – black fixtures, white walls, maybe a cream backdrop against the coffee bar. That was how he’d decorate this place. It’d be much cleaner and less likely to make the customers’ eyeballs want to jump out of their skulls.



Oh well.



Foot traffic was solid that morning from seven to eight, the usual magic hour for their shop. Half-asleep zombies came in to get their fix of caffeinated brains before shuffling off to work. Parents grinding their teeth looked for their cure-all from the army of children either just or about to be dropped off at school. Teenagers needing a little kick in the ass came in and kicked his ass, huffing with indignation when he couldn’t will their iced coffees or frappes to them any faster.



Through it all, though, Harvey remained, as usual, stoic and unfazed. By and large, he liked the people that came through their doors – even the teens. A lot of them were regulars, and knew him by name and he them. Tips were never the same day to day, but today Harvey earned a good chunk of change, and the morning left him feeling mellow, happy.



He played a game of sorts in his mind with the new customers. Not all of them, but the interesting ones, at least. He loved imagining stories for them – who they were, where they worked, what brought them here. A hunched man in a too-small shirt revealing the crack of his ass above his sweats might have been a writer too obsessed over his latest creation to care about simple things like not mooning the public at large. An older woman supporting herself on a cane had once been a detective on the take, and now lived out her golden years with a suspicious eye always fixed on the window in case she needed to make one last stand. The game helped him get through the days both here and at his other jobs.



Harvey was right in the midst of one such fantastical story about a balding man with a huge beer gut and arms as thick as coffee cans when a slim, strikingly beautiful woman walked through the door. Well, limped in, really. One foot was wrapped in a cotton binding and it served to get his attention. Silky swept-back waves of black hair fell down to the cleavage of her soft brown breasts, accentuating her heart shaped face. A rumpled skirt ending just above her knees and a long-sleeved simple white shirt showed off her long legs and full figure to a great extent, but the sneakers and sunglasses painted a picture of a woman hungover or just having one hell of a bad morning.



Harvey finished with the two customers ahead of her – an Americano for the balding man, who he was sure was an ex-arm wrestler out talent scouting in unusual places – and coffee for the flirtatious fifty-something regular.



“Oh, Harvey, when are you going to let me take you to dinner?” Deanna asked him. She slipped out a one and added it to the jug of change and bills beside the till.



“Hey now, a lovely woman like you, it’d me treating you. Steaks in a plane over the ocean to France sound good?”



“Oooh,” she said, gathering up her tall paper cup, “I suppose I’d allow it.”



“Have a good one, Deanna.”



“You too, hon,” she said, sashaying a little as she walked away.



The beautiful woman finally slipped off her sunglasses as she stepped up to the counter, keeping her weight on the toes of her bad foot. Beautiful eyes, Harvey thought, a delicate shade of hazel. Wide-set, slightly upturned, he had a hard time not looking into them for too long. He had her pegged as an office worker for one of the three or four insurance companies in the surrounding eight blocks. They seemed to own offices everywhere among the skyscrapers in downtown Beckfield. She wasn’t a regular – he’d have definitely noticed her before. Doing the walk of shame, maybe? Rumpled clothes, possibly a little hungover… yeah, maybe.



“If you expect me to shake my ass like that on the way out, you’re going to be pretty disappointed,” she said. The words might have been funny coming from anyone else, but from her, they seemed haughty, almost angry.



“Wouldn’t dream of it. What can I get you today?”



“The coffee any good?” Her voice was smooth, if a little cold.



“Hope so. Otherwise I’m going to have a lot of disappointed customers.”



“Hm.” The response was neither angry or enthusiastic.



“Anything else for you today?”
 Like maybe a knife so you can just go ahead and go nuts?



“No.” When he poured her coffee from the drip coffeemaker’s pot, she said, “Any problem if I sit and use your Internet for a while? I’m waiting on a friend.”



“So long as you’re not looking up freaky eastern European porn, be my guest. Wi-fi password is ‘fine china,’ all one word, no caps.”



“Hm.”



“Have a chair. I’ll bring you your coffee.”



Maybe not an office worker, Harvey surmised. Maybe a headhunter, one of those corporate types who did whatever they could to lure talented employees away from companies. Or an industrial espionage agent. That held his fancy, and as he poured the brew, he was already lost to a fantasy of her coming by to steal his coffeemaking secrets.



“Like anything in it?” he asked as he topped off the mug.



“No.” A moment later, as though it pained her to say it, she added, “Thank you.”



“You’re very welcome,” he said, and came around the counter with the steaming hot mug. Though her cell phone was out and on her hip, she wasn’t yet playing with it. Instead, she watched Harvey, her eyes almost amused as he settled the mug in front of her.



“What do I owe you?”



“First timer, so hey, no charge until you decide you love my coffee. Then next time it’ll be a buck.”



“A buck?”



Harvey raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Yup. One whole dollar.”



“In this town? That’s just giving it away.”



“We make it up on the fancier drinks, trust me.” Lowering his voice, he said conspiratorially, “Our frappes are seven bucks. It’s highway robbery.”



The smile turned quizzical. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”



“Absolutely. Two reasonable things on the menu – coffee and the chai tea. Coincidentally, both are probably the best thing we make, too. Go figure, right?” Two women in matching restaurant uniforms came in, and Harvey gave the woman another smile. “Let me know if you need anything else.”



“Hm,” she said again.



* * *



Simone expected the coffee to be decent, the way every cup of coffee not prefaced by “decaf” was to her. She had no palate for finer coffees, but at her first sip, she realized that there really was a difference between okay coffee and great coffee.



This was great coffee.



It reminded her of chocolate. Not the big-name candy bar variety, but the darker, more natural kind she permitted herself about once a year around the holidays. The coffee wasn’t as sweet, but it had that rich dark undertone to it. Not quite bitter, either. She sipped it, swallowed, didn’t think anything of it until the flavor really walloped her, and then stared at the scalding liquid. It was like she’d put a prepackaged meal into the microwave and pulled out London broil and asparagus tips.



The barista was too busy to compliment him on it so she turned to her work. As she tapped out notes on an upcoming project for her job as a technical writer, Simone kept stealing glances up at the guy. His thick black hair fell around his scalp in uncombed waves. His eyes were soft, kind, good-humored and sort of crescent moon-ish and downturned. Definitely his best feature, though the rest of him was pleasant enough. He could use a bit of time in the sun, though. His skin bordered on pale, but it did emphasize his smile. Okay, maybe that was his best feature. She could definitely see those lips playing at her entrance.



The thought hit her out of nowhere, and Simone frowned into the last dregs of her coffee mug. Usually she went months between her guys, and Carlos had just left her last night. True, she’d gone less than fulfilled by him, but it wasn’t like she didn’t have toys at home. Still, she occasionally caught the guy glancing in her direction, not enough to make it weird, but definitely enough to let her know he was checking her out too. Surprising herself, she was okay with that.



Lost in her thoughts, Simone barely got any work done until Lizzie stormed in. She wasn’t the sort of woman who just walked anywhere. Lizzie never did anything quite so ordinary as that. She moved with a determined purpose, almost bulldoggish in the way her shoulders pumped forward, making her short blonde center part shake with every step. Her hair wasn’t the only part of her that shook. She wore a black halter top that did nothing to halt the bounce of Lizzie’s breasts. At least the mom jeans made Simone feel a little better about wearing last night’s outfit.



“Mrs. Kraft!” the barista called as he rang a customer up. “Be with you in just a second.”



“Hey Harvey!” Lizzie said warmly. “Take your time. I’m here for my friend.”



Simone started to stand up, grimacing, but Lizzie hurried the last few feet and pushed her right back down again. “You told me it was a little scratch! What are you doing, standing on that?” she exclaimed.



“It’s fine, I got it bandaged.”



“Which is why you called me to check it out, right?”



Simone shrugged. Lizzie at one point worked as a nurse for a couple years before moving into an administrative position for a hospice care company. Anything more severe than the little cut and Simone wouldn’t have called her. Occasionally her patients’ families caught her in the wild and held her up demanding to know information about strange rashes or bad coughs and the like, and Lizzie’s polite, friendly response of “go to the clinic” was never taken well.



When the barista finished up with the last of his customers, he leaned over the counter and grinned at them both. “Your usual?”



Lizzie nodded. “And a muffin. What do you recommend today?”



“Cream-cheese chocolate peanut butter,” Harvey said immediately. “The paleo-apple ones are pretty okay too if you’re looking for something lighter.”



“Ohhhh,” Lizzie moaned. “I really should go the apple kind. Theo’s making Stromboli tonight.”



“There’s my dinner plans figured out, then,” Harvey said as he turned away to fix her drink.



Lizzie laughed lightly and touched the little node behind her ear. It was her reflexive “I’m attracted to you” move and for some reason, even if she knew Lizzie was happily married, Simone grew a touch jealous. But the feeling abandoned ship when Lizzie grabbed a muffin and sat down next to her friend.



“Split?” Lizzie asked.



“Maybe a bite.”



The muffin wasn’t nearly as much of a knockout as the coffee – too dry – but the cinnamon latte he brought Lizzie was nothing short of divine. It wasn’t sickeningly sweet, and the cinnamon stick was a nice little addition. The flavors weren’t as overpowering as some of the chains Simone liked, keeping the focus on the taste of the coffee and the milk.



“Now that you’ve had a little sample, what do you think?” Harvey asked Simone, gathering up her mug.



“Pretty good.”



“Pretty good?” he asked, his eyebrow arching. “Well, crap, I was shooting for blissful, or earth-shattering. I’ll have to do better the next time you pop in here. Top you off?”



“Sure.”



Once he’d refilled her mug and backed away again, the two ladies sat and sipped at their drinks, spending a few minutes catching up before Lizzie leaned in and murmured, “Did this guy hurt you?”



“No.” Simone rethought that and added, “He threw the glass at the wall when he left. So in a roundabout way, I guess, but no, not with his fists or anything.”



“You know I’ll go after him with a baseball bat if that’s what you want. Bastard.”



“It’s okay, Liz.”



“No, it’s not. I swear, next time I see Chastity, I’m gonna strangle her.”



Chastity was a mutual friend, and worked the local MMA circuit as a ring girl. She’d been the one to introduce Carlos to Simone. “Not her fault.”



“Not yours, either.”



“I know.”



“Well, come on, then,” Lizzie said.



“What?” Simone asked.



“I’m not looking at that foot here. You’re coming home.”



“You’ve got to go to work and-”



“So you’d better stop arguing then and quit wasting my time.”



Simone grumbled deep in her throat. She rose up and insisted on paying for Liz’s breakfast since she was doing her the favor. After she paid, they walked towards the exit, but before she left, she turned her head to glance at the barista one last time. Hm. Maybe she’d have to come back here again.



For the coffee, of course.



* * *



“Your slice is getting worse,” Darryl said, leaning on a post behind and to his son’s right.



“Thanks, Dad. Hadn’t noticed,” Harvey said, leaning over to tee up another ball.



This was his second job, and Darryl was the manager and his boss, something he loved to needle Harvey about good-naturedly. His son didn’t mind much. The truth was, his father needed him. Good help never stuck around long at the Maryann Golf Center and Harvey was reliable, if not particularly great at the game his father loved so much.



That afternoon, it was too hot for most people to be out golfing. Only a couple diehards dared challenge the fairways and the plentiful sand traps, leaving Harvey and Darryl with the option to either get some bookkeeping done or go hit a bucket of balls. They both thought they’d made the right decision.



“What’s up with you today? You’re all over the place.”



“I’m all over the place anyways,” Harvey said, and blistered the next ball a whopping thirty yards. It didn’t even make it to the first sign.



Eyeing the errant shot critically, Darryl said, “Maybe a little more than usual.”



Harvey fished another one out of the basket, and grabbed up a now mostly lukewarm bottle of soda. “Gotta give Neal his thirty days,” he said, staring down the driving range as he took a long drink.



“Shit.”



“Yeah.”



Neal was his roommate. Nice guy, but utter shit at paying his half of the rent on time. Their crappy two-bedroom apartment was in Harvey’s name, and this was his third roommate in just under a year. Between the constant rotating door of their employees here at the golf course and the unreliable living situation at home, Harvey was tired of having to tell people it just wasn’t working out.



“You need money?”



Harvey shook his head, finished off the soda, and settled it back down. “Nah, I got enough saved to last a couple months. What I need is someone who can hold a job. Or just someone in my personal life who cares, you know?”



“You need a wife, Harv.” His dad might have been smiling when he said it, but Harvey knew he wasn’t joking. Ever since Harvey’s mom passed at an early age, Darryl hounded his boy to find a good woman. But while Harvey had dated lots of great women, he still hadn’t yet met the one that really captured his mind and his heart. His near-minimum wage jobs really didn’t help his prospects either.



Snickering, Harvey said, “Yeah. And one’s just gonna walk through my door, right?” He lined up the head of his driver. His next swing was his worst yet. “You know what? Doing the books is sounding better and better.”



“Air conditioning,” his dad grunted, stepping away from the post he’d been leaning on.



“We still got a couple of those bags of outdated pretzels?”



“Oh yeah.”



“Dinner time.”



* * *



Erratic texts flooded Simone’s phone from Carlos all that week. At first he seemed almost civil, telling her he wanted her back, how sorry he was he’d gotten angry. She knew the type, and blocked his number almost immediately. That should have been it, but then he started calling her from random phone numbers, leaving her long voicemails ranging from apologetic to profanity laced vitriol. Action was needed before he got ugly, and guys like him always got ugly.



A bored pair of cops came by and took a statement when she called the station. They examined the messages she’d kept, listened to a couple of Carlos’s ugly rants, and promised her they’d talk to him. She didn’t expect much out of them, and wasn’t disappointed. If they talked to Carlos, he didn’t stop. Before work one day, she stopped by the courthouse to grab the forms for a restraining order, and on her way out, the devil himself called her. Not Carlos – despite the anger in him, Carlos was only capable of hurting her. This man, her ex-husband, he’d already killed her.



Oh certainly, her body kept moving, kept shuffling through her days. But the woman Simone had been, the happy, trusting soul who’d thought she was marrying for love died the minute Edward came home, shoulders slumped, and told her he was leaving.



She thought about not answering. She willed herself to ignore him. Sometimes Simone managed that little triumph. He’d call out of the blue and Simone would just press the end button and delete whatever crocodile-teared apology he left. Fuck Edward. He’d broken her and left her this angry, soulless husk. Fuck Edward all to hell.



She answered.



“What?” Simone snapped, hustling down the courthouse steps as fast as she could manage. Her foot had needed a few stitches. Nothing major, but she still had a few days before they’d come out.



“Hello to you too.” His voice was amused, and still as thick as syrup. Goddamn it, she hated that voice, especially how it still threatened to turn her on.



“I’m hanging up.”



“No. I’m serious. Don’t.” A pause. “Please.”



It was the please that caught her up. She stopped on the last stair, gripping the rail and blinking away tears of anger and desperation. “You’ve got twenty seconds.”



“I’m flying into town. I’ll be there a few weeks. We’re buying some warehouses out there and the labor bosses need a little massaging. I’d… like to see you.”



Fuck. She gripped the phone and stared up, forcing the tears back. Popcorn ceiling. She thought those had been outlawed. Chin still high up, she closed her eyes and rubbed them, still not saying anything.



“Still there?”



“Go to hell,” she croaked, and hung up.



From the courthouse, she drove back to work. Writing helped, as it always did. Technical writing required a certain focus and discipline, and the team she worked with demanded that she put aside her callousness for a while to accomplish something together. It was the closest during her day-to-day life at feeling like her old self. Their manual for the navigation and entertainment system for a specific line of cars required all her focus, and despite the niggling anger and frustration in the back of her mind, Simone was blessedly able to forget the men in her life for a few hours.



* * *



She was back.



Harvey hadn’t thought of her since she left with Lizzie, one of his favorite regulars and not just for her astonishingly good looks. Lizzie and her husband both were decent people – good tippers, excellent conversationalists, and they’d even made him a tiny plate of Christmas candies and cookies last winter for being their favorite supplier of their most needed fix.



He hadn’t caught her friend’s name. She’d been brisk and defensive, and obviously didn’t want to talk much. No sweat off his back.



But now here she was again, third in line just like before, and Harvey couldn’t help stealing more glances at her as he prepared a caramel latte. Good God, she was beautiful. Her hair was just a little wild today, but her makeup was flawless, giving her cheeks a glowing, warm touch and drawing out her lashes. It was an immensely kissable face that belonged on the cover of magazines. Off one shoulder was her purse, and on the other was a laptop bag.



The customer in front of her had to practically shout to get Harvey’s attention again, and he jolted back to reality. “Stare all you want at her when it’s her turn, buddy,” the guy said. That surprised a laugh out of the beauty.



Carson sold the guy a cup of coffee and two muffins, and sent him on his way. As the woman approached the counter, he grinned sheepishly. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to stare. Did my coffee get a new fan?”



“It did,” she said. “Didn’t get a chance to thank you for the free cuppa, so… here I am. Hook up my IV.”



Strange, but her joke seemed forced. Now that she was up close, he could see a hint of redness in her eyes, like she’d been crying. None of his business, Harvey mused. “You got it. Staying or going?”



“Staying. Nice to get away from home for a while.”



He turned to pour her a cup as she dug out her wallet from a slim purse. “I hear you there. Work’s my escape today too. Just had to give my roommate his walking papers, and he decided to pack up and leave in the middle of one of my shifts. Took my TV, my coffee table, and – get this –four rolls of toilet paper.” He turned with the coffee in hand. She’d laid a dollar out on the counter, and was in the process of dropping another one into a jug. “Who steals toilet paper, right?”



She took the coffee, slung her purse back over her shoulder, and hesitated, staring him up and down before she responded slowly, “I did. In college. I was pretty terrible about it. And, uh, you know those freebie condom jugs?”



“I didn’t go to college but I get the concept, sure.”



“Well, I’d empty those out into my purse, and then I’d sell them off to the other kids in the dorms for a buck apiece. You would be shocked at how many wine coolers that bought me.”



Harvey laughed. “Well, remind me not to turn my back on you again.”



“Oh, definitely don’t. By the way, if you end up with a missing coffee machine tonight, it was not me. Nope.”



While she settled in, Harvey grabbed a rag and wiped down the counters. After their brief conversation, she dug out her laptop and set up shop. When he tossed out the code for the Wi-Fi, she thanked him, her curtness slamming back into place. Despite the brief unguardedness, something was bothering this woman, and badly. He didn’t press her for any further conversation and contented himself with cleaning out some of the machines that the afternoon crew had a tendency to ignore when they left at night.



As he served up more customers, Harvey almost forgot she was sitting there until her cell phone jangled. Harvey glanced over as she examined the message. Her face shifted from the glaze of someone working on something intently to angry, her lips pursed, her long, slim nose wrinkling. She dialed someone, and turned away to speak quietly but intently, her head down. When she hung up a few minutes later, she looked like she might pitch the phone across the room.



When the place’s only other customer left, she stowed away her laptop and approached the counter. “Could I…” She sighed. “I hate asking this. I hate it. But Lizzie seemed to like you and-”



“What can I help you with?” Harvey asked.



“Could you walk me to my car? There’s been a guy, he’s stalking me, and it’s getting kind of scary.”



“Absolutely. You want to go now?”



“Yes. Please. And… thanks.”



“You’re very welcome, but you don’t have to thank me. Sorry the world’s full of assholes.”



She laughed bitterly. “You have no idea.”



They walked out together, pausing only at the door long enough for Harvey to explain to a customer coming in he needed to lock up for a minute and he’d be right back. The customer left in a huff, but Harvey didn’t care.



The breeze helped sap away the worst of the day’s heat and made their walk almost pleasant, if it wasn’t for the thought of some jackass trying to jump them. This part of the downtown district was old and well-maintained, with cobblestone crosswalks and loads of tiny chic businesses. Parking was a real pain in the ass, though, and they had to walk nearly a block and a half to get to her car.



“What’s your name, if you don’t mind me asking?” Harvey said, his thumbs in his pockets as he glanced aside at her.



“Simone.”



“Simone, nice to meet you. I’m Harvey.”



She nodded. “Lizzie mentioned your name the last time I was here. Been a while since I’ve seen her do the lymph node flirty flick.”



Harvey chuckled. “The lymph node flirty flick?”



“’Oh Harvey,’” Simone said, her voice going a few octaves higher. It nowhere near approached Lizzie’s musical voice, but he laughed anyways as she rubbed the node behind her neck. “’Do you want your milk really steamed?’”



“Ohhhh,” he groaned. “That’s awful.”



“It is,” Simone said, feeling a tiny bit guilty. “She’s a good friend. I’m just… not myself today.”



“Oh hey, it’s all right. I know it was all in fun.”



She nodded. They walked another half block before she pointed at a Scion up ahead. “That’s me.”



“Fun car.”



“I like it.” She gave him a long, appraising look and said quietly, “Thanks for not saying the obvious shit. Like asking me if I’d called the police or anything stupid like that. Most guys would have.”



“Hey, no problem. And if you ever need somewhere to just come in for a few minutes, I’m here Saturday through Wednesday until one.”



They walked the rest of the way. Harvey made sure she got in okay, and headed back to the coffeeshop, thinking about the brief surprised smiles she’d given him juxtaposed with the wariness in her eyes. Yeah, that one had been hurt, all right. And she had a stalker to boot. He shook his head and sighed. She deserved better. Every woman like that did.



* * *



BITCH.



The graffiti sprawled across her front window drew nothing but weariness from Simone. The cops had come by again, took some pictures, and this time promised to bring Carlos in to, as one of the guys said, “get his side of the story.” Not “arrest him” or “bring him up on charges,” but “get his side of the story.”



She’d cry if that wasn’t her life in a nutshell. She’d even had to deal with graffiti before, helping her mom scrape racial epithets off the side of their house. There was no place safe from this shit. No white knight was going to rush to her aid. All she could do was square her shoulders and try to endure this - and prepare.



Her first stop was a sporting goods store. She bought a baseball bat, a heavy-duty folding knife, and a can of pepper spray. The clerk, a fifty-something heavyset woman, took one look at her purchases, told her coworker to watch the till, and guided Simone back into the store. She swapped out the metal bat for a wood one and pointed out a knife half the cost of the one she’d picked out and twice as durable.



“If you punch that up here,” the clerk said, tapping her thick barrel-like gut, “twist it. Whatever else happens, he’ll need some new organs after that, trust me.”



Simone quite liked her.



Back home, the knife in the pocket of her jeans, she climbed up her stepladder and scraped away at the paint with one of her old razors. The trick was to keep the glass wet while she worked, or otherwise she could scratch the glass. She was less irritated about the work itself than she was about having to ruin a perfectly good razor. Damn things weren’t cheap.



Midway through, with sweat just starting to bead on her forehead, a car pulled up to the curb behind her. Simone didn’t glance back as she patted at her pocket, making sure the knife was still there. A door thumped shut, and she snarled, “What?”



“Hello to you too.”



Edward.



She nearly toppled off the ladder in surprise. Her traitorous heart started beating faster at the sound of his voice, and her breath caught in her throat. She turned, one foot dangling into air, and glared at him. “How the hell did you find my address?”



Oh fucking hell, he was somehow even handsomer. Even when they were only in their late teens, Edward held an air of sophistication to him, pulling off a look ten years older than what he actually was. Now that his skinny frame had filled out some, he looked even more natural in his gray suit and crisp white button down – sans tie. She loved that look. Damn it damn it damn it.



His smile was now framed in a tightly trimmed beard, and it made her want to lunge forward and fuck him right there on the hood of his expensive rental. “I took your mother out to lunch and explained to her I just wanted to apologize.”



Inwardly, Simone seethed. Her family knew what Edward had done to her. He’d never been cruel, though, and they still loved him. Everybody did, Simone included. Otherwise this wouldn’t feel like her guts were being ripped out.



He stepped up onto her lawn and gestured at the window. “Who did this?”



“An ex.”



“I’ve got a suite at a hotel on-”



“No,” Simone said flatly and meant it. Much as her thighs might want her to, her legs were staying firmly closed this go-around. In the four times she’d seen him since their divorce, twice she’d managed to keep that promise to herself and now would be the third.



“Then let me stay here. I’ll sleep on your couch. Won’t make a move on you, I swear.”



That was even less tempting. Let him see the coldness of her house? Let him realize the damage he’d done to her? “No. Why are you here, Edward?”



“Business. I told you.”



“No, I mean here. There’s nothing left for you.”



“Well, I hope that’s wrong,” he said, clearly hurt. The worst part of all this was she knew it was genuine. Edward was a good man. He was just weak and pliable. “I want you back, Simone.”



Her grip on the ladder tightened and she closed her eyes. “Don’t.”



“I mean it. I miss you.” He stepped closer and she caught a whiff of the dark, rich cologne he wore. She drank it in, her eyelids fluttering rapidly as her panties dampened.



“And your family?” she asked, the bitterness as hard as a rock in her throat. “Do they finally approve of me?”



“Fuck what they think. I love you. I’ve always loved you. Tell me you don’t think the same thing.”



“I…” Simone started, swallowing hard.



He reached up and stroked the back of her leg. “Come home, Simone. Come back where you belong.”



She kicked him. It felt good. Really good. It wasn’t hard, but he caught it full in the shoulder and stumbled backwards, tripping over a root in the ground and landing on his ass. He got up, brushing away the dirt and grimacing.



“Guess I deserved that.”



“Fucking right you did.”



He sighed and nodded. “I’m in town for another month, at least. Even if the talks go well, we need to plan out some changes and I want to be here to oversee it. Call me. I won’t push you, Simone. But when you’re ready, come to me and let’s talk.”



Come back
 , she almost shouted at him when Edward got in his car.
 Let’s do what always came natural to us.
 But her mind thankfully won out over her heart, and she turned back to the window to furiously scrape away what was left.



ITCH.



She snorted. About right.



* * *



His legs burned, but still Harvey jogged up the stairs, panting hard. The high school track that early in the morning wasn’t in use so he liked to get out there every other weekday for cardio, and every Wednesday was the dreaded stair day on the bleachers. Hip-hop and rock blared from a tinny set of earbuds. It was the sort of morning that he usually liked for working out – a little brisk, but not so cold that it actively made things miserable.



Halfway back down, his music cut off and he received a call. Grateful for the excuse to stop, he slowed and leaned over his knees, catching his breath a moment before he picked up.



Kyle. Shit. He should’ve just kept running.



“Yeah, boss?” he asked.



“Mindy called in sick this morning.”



“That’s the third time this month.”



“Well aware, Harv.” Harvey hated that nickname coming from Kyle’s lips. “She’s shitcanned. I’m halfway across the state, and Humberto and Elaine aren’t picking up.”



“Gee, I’m glad I was first on your mind.”



“Do you want the extra shift or not?”



Harvey wiped away the sweat on his forehead. “Yeah. I’m on the track. Give me forty minutes to-”



But he was talking to no one. Kyle had already hung up. Harvey clipped the cell phone back to its holster on an arm band and decided to finish one last jog up and down the stairs as a fuck-you to his boss. A small one, but pleasant nonetheless.



* * *



From the moment Simone woke up, something felt off. The doors were locked, the windows buttoned up tight. Carlos hadn’t called or left any more messages, but she couldn’t help feeling like she wasn’t alone in the house. Erring on the side of caution, she took her new best friend, the folding knife, into the shower with her, feeling foolish but ready to go psycho on someone should they step into the bathroom. The feeling only grew worse after she dressed in slacks and a simple scoop neck tee, and Simone decided to get out of the house. She gathered up the pepper spray, dropped it and the knife into her purse, and left the house in a hurry, darting to her car and punching the button for the locks before she’d even pulled the door closed.



Three blocks away, she pulled over, taking deep, calming breaths. An old work truck passed her as she thought about where she could go. It was her day off, so work was out. Lizzie and Theo were off on a weekend camping trip, so their place wasn’t an option. A brief, dark notion to call Edward flitted through her mind, but she stamped that out quickly. The rest of her inner circle was either working or sleeping in. In a few hours, maybe she’d give one of them a call, but she decided she could handle it by herself in the meantime. And given she didn’t make herself a cup of coffee before leaving the house, Incandescent Brew seemed like as good a place as any to spend a bit of time.



Harvey had told her it was one of his days off. Too bad. She wouldn’t have minded seeing his friendly face. She pulled back out onto the road and headed for the coffee shop, unaware of the work truck pulling out of a fast food restaurant and tailing her.



* * *



The afternoon crew hadn’t bothered doing much, if any, of the tasks they were supposed to do at closing. Harvey carted out the garbage with a sour grunt, cleaned out and scrubbed the coffee pots, and wiped down every surface twice just to make sure they were clean. He opened up the doors, turned on the open sign, and set about sweeping the place. No time to mop, unfortunately.



He didn’t bother looking up as the bell jangled over the door. “Hey, sorry. Just running a few minutes behind, so the coffee’s not quite done yet.”



“That… kind of works for me,” a familiar voice said.



Harvey smiled even before he glanced at her. “Heya, Simone.” The mop went against a rack of brochures and business cards, and he turned. For her, compared to the last couple visits, she was dressed down, but even in slacks and a tee and sans makeup, Simone still looked fantastic. She’d pulled her hair back into a tight ponytail, and it showed off the fine lines of her face pretty wonderfully. “Come on in, take a chair. How are you today?”



“I’m…” There was a moment of hesitation and then she hung out a bland, obviously faked smile. “I’m good. Thank you. You?”



“Ah, life is magnificent, marvelous, phenomenal.”



That drew a hesitant, shaky laugh out of her. At least her smile seemed more genuine this time. “Thought you weren’t working today?”



“Hey now, are you stepping out on me with one of the other baristas here?”



“No, I just mean… it’s…” She strangled whatever words she’d been about to say and shrugged.



“Nah, I got called in. One of my less-than-enthusiastic coworkers decided to come down with a case of the bottle flu.”



She settled on the arm of the couch, watching him pick back up the broom and head around the counter again. “Sorry to hear that.”



“Hey, more money in my pocket, right?”



“Gotta stock back up on that TP.”



“Damn straight!” He leaned over the counter. “You got about, mm, three minutes left before the coffee’s done brewing.”



“I can’t stop thinking about it.” Simone almost sounded angry about it.



“My coffee?” he asked.



“Mm hm.”



“Well, hell, thanks. It’s not all that different than anyone else’s here, but sometimes they cook it a bit long and it tastes burned.”



“The Whacko Diner’s got that problem. Great food, but…” The front door opened, and Simone glanced over in midsentence. A couple walked in, the woman sliding past the man and grinning at something he’d been saying. The guy held the door open for someone coming down the street, and Simone’s attention shifted back to Harvey. “…but yeah, uh, coffee always tastes burned.”



“Haven’t been there. Worth a visit?”



“Well-”



“Hey man, thanks for holding the door,” a guy said, emphasizing all the wrong syllables.
 Hey MAN, thanks FOR holding THE door!
 Simone’s eyes widened, and her gaze whipped towards the entrance.



In came a squat bulldog of a man, his tank top showing off a writhing mass of muscles and tattoos. His head was completely shaved, and a thin scar ran from his temple down to his cheek.



“Harvey-” Simeone gasped.



“Hey baby,” the man said. His lips slid back in what might have been a smile on anyone else’s face, but on his, it looked predatory and unhinged. “Finally caught up to you.”



* * *



Some part of her was actually relieved Carlos walked in the door. She wasn’t just being paranoid. The other part of her, the much saner part, screamed for her to run. But run where? There was a back door to the place, but her car was a half a block in the opposite direction and Carlos was almost certainly faster than her. The couple behind Carlos stepped around him as he paused by the door, taking her in, drinking her down with a smile she’d never seen on his face before. Though he’d been sweet and doting during their two weeks together, this was clearly a man unhinged, as though the constant calls and graffiti weren’t proof enough.



The couple stepped up to the counter, already trying to make their order, but Harvey stared between Simone and Carlos. She caught a glimmer of understanding pass over his face, and heard him say, “Excuse me,” to the customers.



He came around the counter, a pot of coffee and a mug in hang, smiling as he stood between her and Carlos. “Hey, Simone. Got your coffee ready.”



She glanced at him, terror thumping in her heart. Was he freaking serious right now? “Harvey, I-”



“Is he your new two-weeker?” Carlos asked, his tone jovial. “He the one you replaced me with, you fucking cunt?”



The woman at the counter gasped, and the man turned to stare, his jaw dropping.



Harvey settled the mug on the table in front of Simone. From his pocket, he pulled a set of keys and dropped them beside it. “Out back,” he said pleasantly. “The only car in the lot. Go somewhere safe. Now.” To the other two customers, he said, “Gonna need to have you folks leave too.”



Simone snatched up Harvey’s keys as Carlos edged closer, his smile disappearing. “You think you can run? I would’ve given you the fuckin’ world. And you treat me like shit. I’ll find you wherever the fuck you go.”



“I didn’t promise you anything,” Simone said, backing away towards the rear exit. The couple darted for the front one, the man pausing just long enough to stare at Carlos. The fighter nipped the air and the guy jumped back a foot before racing to join his wife. “I told you two weeks and two weeks was what you got.”



Carlos now was standing less than a few feet away from Harvey. The barista stood his ground, staring down at the shorter man. “You gonna take me on?” Carlos asked. “Gonna fight me? I’ll fuck you up.”



“I have no doubt,” Harvey said drily. “But all I gotta do is give her enough time to get away. Simone, go. Please.”



Carlos took a swing and before she could rethink it, Simone ran, hitting the back door hard and stumbling outside. There, in the lot, was a dusty old sedan. No automatic locks, so she quickly searched through the keys for one marked Toyota, and jammed it home into the lock. Mercifully, it gave, and she jerked the door open as something crashed inside. The car started up with a groan from somewhere deep in the engine, and Simone reversed into the alley behind the coffee shop. But her hand rested on the shifter as she meant to move it into drive. The barista was in good shape, but he stood no chance against Carlos. She had a knife and pepper spray. Maybe it was stupid, but she was tired of this, of the stalking, of knowing he’d just be around the next corner. Instead of jetting out of there like a sane person would do, she jammed the car back into park and dug in her purse in a hurry for her paltry little weapons, knowing the next few minutes could very well be her last.



* * *



As it turned out, tables hurt. A lot. Especially when a maniac MMA fighter was the one tossing you onto them.



Harvey bounced off the glass top, expecting it to shatter. It might have been more of a blessing if it did. As it stood, his spine whapped the edge hard enough to drive all the air from him. He collapsed on the ground, trying to claw his way back to his feet. Carlos helped him out with that. Such a nice guy.



Now Harvey got to test out the structural integrity of the paneling in the front of the coffee bar, which as it turned out was built pretty well, as his skull could attest to. He reached up blindly for the edge of the counter, found it, and jerked himself to his feet as Carlos stepped around him, heading for the back door.



“Ain’t… done with you… yet,” Harvey gasped. His gut and chest hurt from the earlier punches Carlos fired into them. His spine hurt. His head hurt. Everything hurt. Even pointing a wavering finger at the other man hurt. “What kind of a man…”



“Yeah, yeah,” Carlos said, and turned to punch him again, this time in the side. Harvey bent over, wheezing and sure he’d piss himself. Carlos walked around him and kicked him in the ass, sending him crashing against the couch. “She suck your cock yet?”



“Did she even find… yours?” Harvey asked. He was eye level with the coffeepot and the mug he’d settled on the other glass table. Fat lot of good either of them could do from this far away.



“Sack of shit,” Carlos grunted.



The back door creaked open, and Harvey tried to push himself up. There she was, trembling, but in her hands was a knife and pepper spray. “Nn-no,” he gasped. “Almost got him… so tired of punching me… he’ll collapse any second.”



“Put that away,” Carlos said. He approached Simone, looking entirely indifferent to the weapons. She gulped, and thumbed the nozzle on the pepper spray, blasting his eyes. Carlos didn’t bother dodging or swatting it out of her hands. He just took it, grinning his mad dog grin “Special Forces. Shit feels like a saline bath, stupid whore.”



He drew back his fist, but Harvey grabbed it before he could swing. Carlos whirled on him, and Simone, seeing what was coming, spun away, protecting her face. The piping hot coffeepot smashed into Carlos’s face, cracking but not breaking. A shockingly high scream tore from Carlos’s lungs as he reached up to grab at his burned cheek, and Harvey brought the coffee pot back to smash him on top of the skull. This time, it did break, and Carlos fell to his knees, shrieking. Simone grabbed Harvey’s arm and jerked him towards the back door. They raced to the waiting car, and away.



* * *



It seemed she finally had the cops’ full attention.



Carlos made his way back to his truck, but the shots to the head took their toll and he crashed three blocks away into a parked car. The cops picked him up stumbling down the sidewalk, his face half-covered in burns and boils. He didn’t go easily, and fought back. A jolt from a stun gun finally brought him down. It was fair to assume he wouldn’t be getting out of jail anytime soon.



After a detective questioned them and took their statements, Simone drove Harvey to the hospital after he insisted he didn’t want an ambulance to take him. He was in no shape to drive himself. Even through his pain, he tried to keep up a conversation with her. It was strangely sweet and obvious he was trying to distract her and cheer her up, even when he was the one suffering. It hurt to think about. A good man, Simone mused to herself. An honest to God good man.



 She stayed nearby while a stubby doctor with a light Cajun accent checked him over. It looked as though Harvey had lucked out, but just in case, they wanted to keep him overnight for observation. The news elicited a strange laugh from him, one Simone couldn’t figure out. When the doctor left the room, Harvey made a quick phone call to his dad, his closest relative. After, he leaned back in bed, grimacing slightly when he brushed the wrong part of his head against a pillow.



Simone scooted her chair closer. “Is it bad?”



“Nah. Had a worse bump falling in my shower a couple weeks ago. Swan Lake, it was not.”



“I’m serious.” Her long, manicured nails fell on his arm.



His head turned to meet her gaze, and the humor on his face slid away. “So am I. It’s not anything I can’t-” She stopped him, not with a kiss, but by moving her hand again. This time it snaked under his blanket and found his hip. He stared into her eyes, those beautiful crescent moons making her breathe a little faster. His hand found her arm, squeezed it. “You don’t have to do this,” he whispered. “I helped you out because it was the right thing to do, not because you might sleep with me.”



“Been wanting you for a while,” Simone said plainly. She withdrew her hand and he couldn’t hide his disappointment. But she wasn’t done yet – they just needed more privacy. The room was a double but the other bed was empty. She poked her head out the door to see if anyone was coming, closed it gently, and drew the privacy curtain around Harvey’s bed. The humor in his eyes had been extinguished, and now he looked hungry. Ready. The thin material of the blanket on him could do little to hide the rising tent underneath.



Heart thumping, Simone returned to the bed and lifted the blanket, revealing him in his hospital gown. Quickly she drew those up to his waist. His long, toned legs had been hidden away from the world in his usual drab barista’s uniform, but now she feasted on them for a moment before taking in his boxers, stretched tight across the head of what promised to be a nice, big present for her. There was no time for undressing and doing this the way she really wanted to, so she grabbed the elastic band and pulled the boxers down and over his dick, sucking in a breath at the sheer girth of him. Thick and veiny, his cock thwapped against his stomach when she freed it.



Simone reached up, and as delicately as she could manage, she spat into her hand, once, twice, three times. He reached out to stroke her shoulder as she grasped him firmly around the ring below his cockhead. Long, quick strokes drew a groan from him, and his hand slid down her arm and back up again, repeating the motion before dipping his hand down to her side and under her tee. Despite her fear of getting caught – or maybe because of the heat the thought brought to her dampening thighs – Simone leaned over him, giving him better access as he drew his fingers up along her skin until he reached the cup of her bra, gently rubbing the underside of her full breasts. Her ass gently swaying backwards and forwards as though she were grinding on him, Simone increased her pace, working just the first few inches of his cock, teasing the underside with a nail. Not hard enough to scratch him, but enough to add a little pressure and pleasure.



Someone spoke outside, and they both shot glances towards the curtain. No one entered but they had to hurry. He jerked his hand out from under her blouse and grabbed her ass through her jeans. Precum slickened his tip, and she worked it over his head, her hand making soft “squick squick squick” sounds. She could finish him off faster still, and it would leave less evidence of what they’d done. Simone leaned over further, gripping his shaft as her tongue darted out of her mouth to flick him, taste him. He smelled and tasted like dried sweat, not entirely unpleasant. She opened her mouth wide and bobbed down, taking the first few inches of him as she sealed her mouth around him. She worked him feverishly and his hand squeezed her ass again and again, roaming as he stared down at her.



“Close,” he murmured after a few minutes.



She quickened her pace, sucking at his tip greedily before bobbing back down again. Simone had a gift for blowjobs, knew how to draw them out, to torture a man, or to give him a mercifully quick release. Her talented tongue worked his base and his sensitive head until she sensed more than felt his balls tighten. She sank down one last time, taking him as deep as she could manage as he stiffened and thrust, shooting his load right into the back of her throat, huge gobs of salty, bitter warmth she sucked down and swallowed.



When Harvey finished, his breath coming hard, she jerked up off him, gasping for air. A gleaming string of spittle connected her mouth to his prick for just a moment before it snapped, leaving her lips wet. She opened her mouth to show him no trace of him whatsoever, and he reached up to brush her cheek with his thumb. It was a touching gesture after the act they’d just done, and it surprised her. Alarmed her. She was getting too close to Harvey. Promising too much without so many words, and she hadn’t even told him about the two-week rule. And he… he was getting too close to her. Making her hope in a man again.



She grabbed her purse, ignored him asking if she was okay, and fled.



* * *



Just hours later, with his dad loaded down with six grocery bags he’d insisted on carrying himself, Harvey unlocked his front door and stepped aside. Darryl jostled past him, the bags whacking Harvey’s gut.



“Sorry about that.”



“No, you’re not.”



Darryl grinned. “Nope.”



The old man finally let his boy take the groceries and haul them into the kitchen. Darryl had insisted on the stop at the grocery store before he drove Harvey home from the hospital. Harvey had protested, but it was a token gesture borne in futility. Ever since his mom died, Darryl had seemingly inherited her motherly genes and his grocery runs were a monthly thing. Truth be told, Harvey appreciated and loved the gesture. Plus, his dad had an uncanny ability to zero in on any store’s most obscure, delicious seasonal snacks, which Harvey’s gut also appreciated and loved.



 “Sit,” Darryl commanded once they’d put the food away.



“Dad, I’m fine.”



“No, you’re not. You’re beat to crap, and I’m an idiot for letting you walk out of that place before they released you.”



Harvey finally did take a chair, gritting his teeth as he settled onto the busted old armchair. It was so ratty and torn his former roommate hadn’t given it a second look when he’d cleaned the place out for shit he could steal. Thankfully, that bastard hadn’t dug around in the side pockets of the chair, and Harvey produced a package of red licorice, double wrapped in a gallon sized baggie to keep it fresh.



As he snapped into a piece, he closed his eyes and muttered, “That’s the medicine.”



“Don’t fall asleep,” Darryl said from the kitchen. Harvey’s eyes opened. There was no way his dad could have seen him close them. Guess he knew his son pretty well.



“Dad, I’m fine. They said there was no sign of a concussion.”



“I don’t give a damn about your head. I just don’t want to listen to you snoring.”



Harvey choked off a laugh. The bruising to his back and chest hurt too much to laugh too hard. “Thanks.”



Darryl came back out with a bottle of beer from the fridge and Harvey’s bottle opener. “You should have stayed,” he chided his son gently as he popped the top.



“And have them charge me, what, a half a grand for a night’s stay in an uncomfortable bed, eating shit food they’ve run through a microwave, and a couple aspirin?”



“I’d pay,” Darryl said.



Harvey smiled. Times weren’t just hard for him, but Darryl too. They were barely making payroll, and soon one of them would probably need to sell a kidney to replace the failing groundskeeping equipment. Not really a joke, not if they wanted to maintain the greens and the fairway. His dad meant well, but they both knew the score. It was why Darryl helped him change and walked him out the door, even as the nurse called for them to come back.



“Thanks Dad. But seriously. I’m good.” He did close his eyes, but the room wasn’t spinning and he didn’t feel sleepy. Instead he took another bite, and leaned his head back, trying to find the right spot to ease his pain.



“So,” Darryl said, reaching over for the licorice and snagging a fistful.



“So what?”



“You gonna tell me about her? The one you damn near died for?”



“I didn’t nearly die-”



“Horseshit. I jumped online and looked the guy up. That man’s a beast.”



Harvey cracked one eye open and squinted at his father. “You saying I can’t fight?”



“I’m saying in the seventh grade-”



“Don’t,” Harvey groaned.



“-you got knocked out by Candy Knepper. How big was she again?”



Harvey sought out another piece of licorice and said nothing. He’d tried to touch the butt of one of Candy’s friends, and she’d knocked him on his ass for the effort. Lesson learned early, though, and he was always a gentleman after that day.



“I think… maybe ninety pounds?” Darryl asked, as though he didn’t know for himself. He’d met the young lady in a meeting with the parents afterwards and shook her hand, actually praising her for kicking his boy’s ass when he’d done wrong.



“Simone’s… I don’t know. Curt. Blunt, even. She’s got this air about her like she’s walled off, but I think a few times…” Harvey thought about that blowjob, and the raw electricity between them. His cock lurched at the thought of those perfect lips around him again. “I don’t know.”



“You think you got through to her.”



Harvey shrugged. “Yeah. Or maybe I was just hoping I did. She stayed with me for a while, then I think she got scared. Ran off.”



“Can’t take it personally, Harv. She’s been through a lot.”



“Yeah. You’re absolutely right. Anyways. You’d like her. About my age. Seems sharp. Good sense of humor. More than a little fire to her. Apart from a bad taste in an ex, she’s pretty all right.” Harvey held out an end of his licorice. “Here’s to that son of a bitch never seeing the outside of a cell again.”



“Cheers to that.” Darryl touched the lip of his bottle to the licorice and finished it off. “You like her.”



“Well, yeah. I mean, I don’t really know her…”



Darryl was studying him with a look Harvey didn’t often get from him. Amused, but sad, too. It was the same look he got sometimes when telling stories about Harvey’s mom. “No, I can tell. This one, she’s for you.”



His dad stuck around for another couple hours, making them both a basic chicken casserole. They ate standing up against the kitchen counter, and when Darryl left, he gave his son a long hug. When the old man backed away, he didn’t meet Harvey’s gaze.



“I’ve always been proud of you, Harv.”



“Thanks, Dad.”



“But today… today trumps all of it.”



* * *



Home felt strange to Simone. She was still wary of it, still afraid Carlos might have broken loose somehow and waited for her in a dark corner, but not a soul was to be found. After double-checking all the locks and making sure the windows were sealed up tight, she collapsed on her couch, laughing, crying, punching a pillow and wishing it was that asshole. Or Edward.



 A nap was in order first and foremost. She hadn’t slept well in days. A good pillow and her favorite throw would be her companions into a little visit to dreamland. The latter was a gift from an aunt who, unlike most everyone else in Simone’s family, still adored her niece and didn’t make her feel like an outcast for divorcing her wealthy husband. Like it had been Simone’s decision and she was somehow responsible for the sudden glaring spaces under the Christmas trees at their houses.



Just as she curled up and rested her head on the pillow, still tense from residual fear but relaxing little by little, a car pulled up into her driveway. Her cell phone buzzed on the ground next to her, and Simone snatched it up, expecting it to be a detective telling her to run, to get away from home. Instead it was Theo, Lizzie’s husband.



“Theo?” she asked when she answered.



“Hey. We heard what happened. You decent? We’re out front.”



“Yeah,” she said, sitting up and tossing the throw aside. When she unlocked the door, Lizzie darted inside, nearly bowling Simone over with a hug.



“Oh my God, Simone! Tell me you’re okay.”



“Can’t breathe, but other than that…” Simone managed to push herself away from her friend and tried to smile. “Really. I’m fine. Your friend stepped in and helped me. Saved my ass, really.”



Over a bottle of wine split with Lizzie, Simone recapped the whole story, starting with her unease that morning. Theo, a big bruiser of a guy himself, gripped the bottle of beer in his hand so hard as he listened that his wife had to tell him to let go before it broke. When Simone got to the part where Harvey broke the pot of coffee over Carlos’s head, he grinned savagely.



“Knew I liked that guy for a reason.”



“So what happened after?” Lizzie asked, opening another bottle of red and pouring themselves each a hefty glass.



“Drove him to the hospital. They’re keeping him overnight.”



Lizzie waited for more, leaning over the table in expectation. When nothing else came, she waved her hands. “And?”



“And what?” Simone asked defensively.



“Come on, the two of you take down a nutjob together. You’re beautiful, he’s handsome…”



“I didn’t owe him anything.”



“I didn’t say you did. But you told me you went back there a bunch this week. You get bored going to the same restaurant twice in a year. Talk.”



Simone drained half her glass and rose up. “Have you two eaten? I’m hungry.”



Theo stood up and stretched. “I could fix you something.” He was a sous chef for a beloved city fixture. His skills were sharp enough that he could have probably been head chef at another restaurant, but he liked the act of cooking and not the responsibilities that came with being top dog.



Simone winced. “Not a whole lot to work with in the kitchen right now.”



Theo padded in there, dug in her fridge and her cupboards, and came back looking less than thrilled. “I could make exactly one half of a grilled cheese sandwich and a can of black beans.”



“Or a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.,” Simone protested.



“Your jelly begged me to end its misery. Which I did, by the way, and I’m coming back to clean out the rest of your kitchen. Top to bottom.”



“So Chinese?” Lizzie asked. That got a nod from each of them and she favored her husband with a saccharine smile. “Honey bear, we’re going to go sit out on the deck. Would you order for us?”



“Sure. I’ll join you.”



“Nope! I think you’d be more comfortable right here.”



“I…” Theo shook his head. “Sure. Yeah. Why not?”



Lizzie guided – or tugged, depending on the perspective – Simone out back, the remainder of the wine in hand. When they’d settled into two cushioned iron wrought chairs, Lizzie held out the bottle. “Drink,” she ordered.”



“I-”



“’-am drinking, oh best friend of mine.’”



Simone sighed, and gulped down a mouthful of wine. “Liz…”



“Tell me. What. Happened.”



At the same moment as Theo pushed open the back door to ask them if they wanted rice or noodles, Simone blurted, “A blowjob, all right? I gave him a blowjob.”



“Right, back inside for me,” Theo muttered, and closed the door again.



Lizzie’s glare in his direction lasted only a second before she gaped at her friend. “A blowjob?”



“And… then I ran out of there,” Simone said. She relayed the rest of the story, and Lizzie shook her head.



“Wow.”



“Yeah.”



“Wow.”



Simone eyed the last dregs of wine in the bottle and decided to hell with it, she deserved a good buzz. In between smaller sips, she said, “I think I’m going to go back tomorrow.”



“Good. You need someone like him. Not Edward.”



“I’m giving him the same two weeks as everyone else.”



“Simone…”



“Don’t try to talk me out of it.”



Heading towards tipsy herself, Lizzie snorted. “Right. Okay. Let me not try to talk you out of spending more than two weeks with the most dateable guy of your life. Is it because he’s… you know… poor?”



“No!” Simone snapped. “Of course not. It’s because I’m… I’m worried he’ll turn out to be another Edward.”



“He’s already showed you he has ten times the spine Edward ever had.”



“I know, I know. But I have to protect myself, Liz. That’s all there is to it. He’ll get his two weeks, and then I’ll… I’ll move on. Same as always.”



“You sound so convincing.”



“Oh shut it,” Simone muttered, and chugged what was left of the bottle.



* * *



“You unbelievable asshole,” Harvey said, his grin locked in place despite the metaphorical gut punch to his stomach.



Kyle folded his arms. “There’s no reason for that kind of language.”



“There’s every reason for that kind of language.” Harvey ran a hand through his hair and then gestured at the tables. A handful of customers were either openly staring or pretending not to. “She needed help. I helped.”



“And you left the place unlocked and untended. Hundreds gone from the till, thousands of dollars worth of equipment stolen.”



“The owner had to have insurance. Let me talk to them. Please.”



“This came down from her after I told her what happened. Sorry Harvey,” Kyle said, sounding anything but.



“I need this job, Kyle. Come on, man. Don’t do this.”



“It’s already done.” Kyle stuck out his hand as though to shake, and Harvey stared at it incredulously before turning around and storming out. A woman at one of the tables slipped her phone back into her pocket, hoping the video footage she’d just shot was decent. Her boss was going to love this development. When he’d heard the news about this Harvey guy saving the woman in the coffeeshop yesterday, he’d booked her a redeye flight to get out here to the city and feel out this guy. Turns out her boss’s intuition was right. She thought about chasing after Harvey, but she had other business there at the Incandescent Brew.



Harvey drove back to his apartment, fuming. From the top shelf of his kitchen pantry came an old, dusty manila envelope. He dug out his resume, checked it over to see if it needed any updating, and decided it would do for his purposes. His closet was dreadfully bare, but a polo and slacks were clean and his scuffed faux-leather shoes looked decent enough. He ran a comb through his hair, brushed his teeth for the second time that day, and grimaced at the bruises on his face. No time to let them heal over, though. His last paycheck from the Incandescent wouldn’t last him long and he needed a job immediately.



Three coffeeshops he hit accepted his resume, but the managers explained that he’d be working for minimum wage with no guarantee on hours and none of them had immediate openings. A fourth refused him outright when the manager saw his bruises. A fifth seemed the most hopeful, and was part of a small city-wide chain with better pay and regular hours. That said, their turnover rate was low for a coffeeshop, and they had no openings, but promised to call him the minute they did.



Back in his car, Harvey slumped in his seat, feeling defeated and stretched thin. He tried to smile at the mirror. It looked more like the expression of a man who’s just had a softball lobbed into his groin. “Sorry, Mom,” he muttered, and headed for the next place he had in mind. Some place Simone mentioned stuck in his mind. The Whacko Diner. What was it she’d said? Good food, bad coffee. Maybe he could turn that around for them.



Where the Incandescent’s décor was forced and tacky, the Whacko’s was as silly as a place with that sort of name deserved. Someone had gone through a great deal of trouble covering up the square windows in such a way that they all now appeared slanted or angled in odd directions. Wall paneling carried on this motif, making the dining area seem off-kilter, like a customer might fall forward or sideways at any given moment. Bright, cheerful colors made it all bearable, though, and the rich smell of meat and potatoes frying from the kitchen made Harvey’s stomach applaud.



A gangly server ridden with acne showed him to the kitchen, where the manager was chopping an onion roughly the size of a basketball. She wore an apron with some cartoon figure on the front Harvey didn’t recognize, and turned when introduced, her knife raised along with her other hand.



“Not sure if you’re going to make me the next course or you want to shake my hand,” Harvey said, but took it anyways and pumped it twice before letting go.



The manager – Sue – laughed as though this was the funniest thing she’d heard in months, and asked what she could do for him. For the first time that day, Harvey was caught unprepared, his semi-memorized spiel lost somewhere near his tonsils and unable to come out. Instead, he said simply, “I need a job.”



She took his resume, gave it a cursory glance, and looked him up and down. “You know I can’t give you full time.”



“Give me the flexibility to work my other job at a golf course and you can give me whatever crap hours you need.”



Sue thought about that and slowly nodded. “Sure. I heard about you.”



“You did?” he asked, confused.



“From the newspaper. Incandescent Brew’s barista saves a damsel in distress.”



“I don’t know if I’d call her a damsel in distress, but…” Harvey smiled and rubbed the back of his head.



“You’d think they’d want to hold onto you. Better luck for me, I suppose. Guy like you around here is bound to bring in the curious types.” She gave him another look and grinned. “Come in tomorrow at six-thirty. Show me what you can do and we’ll figure out where you belong.”



* * *



The eighty-something grandmother sitting up in bed and watching soap operas definitely wasn’t Harvey, unless he’d had some seriously bizarre plastic surgery done overnight.



The hospital buzzed with life, but Simone didn’t see the nurses or doctor from the day before. She stood there by the room’s entrance, feeling like an idiot. Had she missed something? Had he been moved? She tried to stop one of the passing nurses, but was told to speak to a woman at the reception area. Simone padded down the hallway and did just that.



The receptionist, a severe-looking woman with jowls like a pitbull, looked up at her and asked if Simone was friend or family. The memory of her lips wrapped around Harvey’s cock flashed through her mind and Simone smiled. “Friend. Definitely friend.”



“Well, I can’t give you any personal information, but I can tell you he checked himself out yesterday.”



“Yesterday? But he was just admitted.” That… that idiot. What had he done? More angry than she intended, Simone snapped, “He was supposed to be kept here for observations.”



“I don’t know what to tell you. Sorry.”



Simone headed back through the hospital to her car. A light drizzle matched her mood nicely as she called the coffeehouse he worked at and found out Harvey had been fired. That hurt. Simone knew she wasn’t responsible for Carlos’s actions or Harvey’s firing, but she’d been a part of all of it, and it left her feeling like she’d been slapped. She tried to find contact information for Harvey online. Without a last name, it was futile. Neither Lizzie or Theo knew it either. Crap. But they did know he worked with his dad on a golf course in the afternoons somewhere in the city or its suburbs. That was something, at least, and she started making phone calls.



The second one, a par-three course south of town, didn’t employ Harvey but the woman on the phone sure knew him and his dad alike. “Oh, honey, that’s the sweetest story ever. Sure, I know Harvey. His dad runs the Maryann Golf Center. I can look up a phone number for you, if you want.”



Simone said, “No, that’s all right. I’m pulling it up right now. Thank you so much.”



“You’re very welcome. He’s a good one, that Harvey. We’ve been trying to snap them up for years.”



After she hung up, Simone checked her watch and thought about calling out there to see if Harvey was around. But it was her last day off before the workweek began, and she thought the drive sounded nice. Maybe it would help calm her nerves, too, to make it easier to talk to him.



Then again, maybe not.



* * *



Darryl hummed as he triple-folded sheet after sheet of glossy material about the golf course. The mailers were set to go out to the residents of a retirement community in Arizona. He and his son had done a dozen such mailings that year, blowing through the owner’s allotted advertising budget in a vain hope to attract the older community to the course. It was boring work, but Darryl liked boring work. Boring work meant he could pay better attention to sports podcasts or the cranky old television up on the wall.



Finished with another stack, he was just slipping a rubber band around them when the door to the clubhouse opened. “Be with you in just a second,” he said, letting the rubber snap into place. He glanced up as he dropped the stack into a big cardboard box beside the counter. “How can I…?”



The woman standing there immediately made him stand a little straighter, suck in his practically non-existent gut a little harder. She wasn’t just beautiful, but gorgeous, and it was obvious she’d put some effort into accentuating those good looks even more. She wore a striped high waist skirt that both emphasized the curves of her hips while showing off the narrowness of her waist. Combined with her flowing, low-necked blue top complimenting her brown skin and the playful heeled sandals, it was an excellently chosen outfit, but it was that face Darryl couldn’t stop staring at. High, delicate, almost perfectly symmetrical, she sucked the thoughts right out of his brain and he gaped at her. No one dressed like this ever came into the clubhouse.



And then it crashed into him.



“You’re the one he’s so crazy about,” Darryl breathed.



The woman – Simone, wasn’t it? – gave him a tentative smile, as though she weren’t used to it. “I’m sorry?”



“Hervey.” No, wait, that wasn’t his boy’s name. Darryl reached up, shut his own jaw, and cleared his throat. “Uh. Harvey. Sorry. He said you were beautiful, but he couldn’t have… I mean…” Darryl gestured towards a window. “He’s, ah, out. Ah, trimming the… things. I’m just going to… use a thing… to get him here. Now.”



That tentative smile turned into a laugh, and Darryl didn’t think he’d heard anything so sweet since his own wife passed away so long ago.



* * *



His dad didn’t say much on the phone, just that he needed Harvey back there and now. He thought maybe it was an emergency, but his dad snapped at him that no, it wasn’t but he should get back there anyways like his ass was on fire.



Assuming someone was causing trouble at the clubhouse, Harvey dropped the shears into his four-wheeler’s utility trailer and jumped on, nearly falling off the other side in his haste. A local high school golf team was out on the links in groups of four, and he buzzed past them, beeping his horn to let them know it was an emergency. One of the little shits had a great future ahead of him in the pros, because he managed to ping a ball off the ass end of the trailer. Harvey didn’t have time to get pissed.



The golf cart track led him right up to the tee at the first hole. From there, it was a few hundred yards to the clubhouse next to the driving range. He ran, wincing at the stiffness in his muscles from the beating he’d taken just the day before. Christ, what if Carlos had come for him and found his dad instead? What if his dad had tried to defend himself against that bastard? He forced himself to ignore the pain, to sprint even faster, but then he heard it, that musical laugh coming from the deck. He knew that laugh. Knew that voice. Not Carlos.



Simone.



That side of the clubhouse sat half a floor higher than the ground surrounding it, and he had to climb a set of steps to get to the big wrap-around deck overlooking the course. At the top, leaning against the rails, Simone was listening to his dad tell a story. At the way she was dressed, Harvey sucked in his gut and stood a little straighter, unaware he was perfectly emulating his dad’s own reaction just minutes ago.



“…so I’m not paying attention, see, and Adam, he turns to me and says, ‘Darryl, Harvey’s a little… uh… underdressed.’”



“Oh no,” Harvey said, coming up the last few steps. He knew the story his dad was painting, and it didn’t exactly portray him in the sexiest light.



As Simone glanced aside at him, her dark eyes twinkling, Darryl ignored his son and kept going. “So I turn and look, and here’s my six-year-old boy, down to his superhero skivvies, clopping around the green with my putter between his thighs, riding it like a horse.”



Simone burst out laughing, and Harvey rubbed the back of his head sheepishly. “Thanks, Dad.”



“Welcome, Harv.” Darryl glanced between the two of them. “You get done with that trimming?”



“No. Down to it, though. In the middle of the fifteenth, on the pond side. Then I’ve got the seventeenth to do.”



Darryl checked his watch, and nodded. “Well, reckon I’ve done enough sitting around here for a while. Think I’ll take over and stretch my legs a bit, maybe finish that off for you.” He glanced aside at Simone, and his grin was wide and honest. “Ma’am.” He pushed past Harvey, stopping just long enough at the top of the stairs to glance at his boy and chuckle happily. Then he was gone, and Harvey was left standing there.



“I think you’d look cute in superhero undies,” Simone said.



Harvey perked up. “Well, guess I’m going clothes shopping then.” He gestured at a chair. “Want to sit down?”



“That’d be… nice.”



They sat at one of the deck’s smaller tables. She folded her hands together on it, and he reached out to brush her hand. She looked down at his fingers, then back up and out towards the golf course.



“You look… well, I don’t really have the words,” Harvey said. “Beautiful’s not big enough.”



“Thank you. I’m glad to see you back on your feet.” She paused. “I heard. About the coffeeshop. They’re idiots.”



“Thanks. My manager was looking for an excuse for a while. Always thought I was after his job.”



“Were you?”



“No.” He rethought that, and shrugged. “Maybe. If he’d been better at any one part of the job, maybe not. But he’s one of those people who gets a good suggestion from someone and gets pissed because he thinks he knows better.”



“I know the type,” Simone said.



“In any case, you inspired my new job. You’re looking at the Whacko Diner’s newest… something. Dishwasher, probably.” Harvey stopped brushing her hand and leaned back in his chair, folding his hands behind his head. “Not the most glamorous jobs in the world, I know, and working for my dad here? Really sexy.”



“Do you think that matters to me?” she asked, a sharp defensive note entering her voice.



He cocked his head. “Does it?”



She stood up abruptly. “I should go. You’ve painted a picture of me in your head, same as all the rest.”



“Stay. Please.”



After a moment thinking about it, she smoothed her skirt and sat back down on the edge of the chair. A couple of regulars passed by them on their way to sign in at the clubhouse, and Harvey greeted them with a few grunts. When they’d been squared away, he settled back down beside her. Her glare was hot enough to melt what was left of the world’s icebergs.



“I don’t care if you earn a dollar an hour or a thousand. I am successful and I like self-made men, yes, because they’ve pulled themselves up. You, you get fired, and you don’t go home and mope about it. You went out, you got another job. I am impressed by that. So long as you don’t try to steal what’s mine and you’re trying to take care of yourself, Harvey, I don’t give a damn what you make or where you work. I’m not that fucking shallow.”



“I’m sorry.”



“You should be.”



He rubbed his forehead. “So we’re going to be a thing, then?”



“That’s what I came here to talk to you about. If you’re done being an asshole.”



“I am. At least for five minutes.” Her glare made him raise his hands. “Not funny. Got it. I am off to a terrific start.”



That broke her anger, and she gave him just a hint of a smile. “No, you’re not. But I’m about to take the prize.” His face fell immediately. He thought she was going to tell him no, they weren’t about to date. Simone felt the weight of what the end would be like with this one, and inwardly winced. “Harvey, I don’t date men for long. You heard Carlos ask if you were my new two-weeker. Well… that’s how I do things. I was married. And… then I wasn’t. He hurt me very badly, and to protect myself, when I need someone in my life, I only date them for two weeks and only two weeks. No fuss, no time for anyone to fall in love. Well… no time except for nutjob stalkers.”



He smiled at that, but said nothing, contemplating her words.



“I like you. I really do. And if you agree, we’ll have a lot of fun, I know it. But long-term relationships and me… I… I care too much. I fall too hard. And when the men in my life decide they want something else… well…” She gazed out at the golf course, and sniffed. “I’ve never had to add that part before. Most the guys before you hear two weeks and practically rip my clothes off right there. Say something. Please. If this isn’t what you want, it’s okay. You never have to see me again.”



“Stop right there,” Harvey said. “If I agree to this, I have conditions. And the first one is, no matter how the next two weeks goes, I want to see you again afterwards. If that’s just as platonic friends, fine. I can handle that. But you are the most fascinating person I’ve ever met, Simone. Not getting to know you better would be a crime.”



She thought about that and nodded.



“Second condition. We treat this like a real relationship, just condensed. I want to set the pace for that. If there’s something I do that makes you uncomfortable, you tell me, and I’ll stop. But I don’t think you will. I hope not.”



“I don’t know what you mean.”



“You’ll figure it out. Tonight, if you’re up for it. I promise you nothing weird. At the very least you’ll have two weeks of hopefully pleasant memories.”



Simone’s smile reappeared, tentative as it was. “All right. Where and when?”



“The Brook. It’s a bar on 16
 th
 Street. Let’s call it six-thirty. You’ll look at the outside and think it’s some place I stash my bodies, but trust me, it’s much nicer on the inside.”



“All right, then. The Brook. Six-thirty.” They rose up together, and she reached out to squeeze his shoulder. “If you want, we could just go to my place and…”



“On the first date?” Harvey asked, widening his eyes innocently. “What kind of a girl do you take me for?”



* * *



Simone saw the sandwich board sitting outside the bar and immediately groaned. A trivia night. Oh Lord, they wouldn’t last the full two weeks. They’d probably just murder each other that night.



The bar and grill was, as promised, nicer on the inside than its stained brick exterior hinted at. A narrow bar area up front gave way to a massive bingo hall-esque room, lined with big round tables and chairs whose faux-leather had long ago given way to cracks and tears. Lacquered half-logs comprised the walls inside, and at the far end of the big back room was a huge unused rock fireplace. Definitely more cowboyish than she was used to, but good seventies rock was blaring over a digital jukebox and the people inside looked to be from all walks of life. Three guys in suits sat at one corner of the bar, a bowl of popcorn between them as they sipped on assorted cocktails and watched a football game with a pair of plaid-shirt-and-jeans guys who looked like they’d just finished work for the day. Further down the bar, a group of women in their twenties like Simone talked away with one another, glasses of wine and bottles of beer in hand. More still, some at the bar, others milling around the tables in the back. From that latter group came Harvey, dressed in a pair of well-worn slacks and an open panel shirt over a white tee. He’d slicked down his hair and trimmed his scruff from that afternoon. The look made him almost boyish, and her heart immediately started thumping a little harder.



“Simone, hey!” he hollered, trying to navigate through the errant waves of people. She met him halfway and he embraced her quickly. He’d sprayed on a touch of cologne, something sporty and crisp. He guided her back through the bodies, and in the big room, he said, “Hope you like trivia. Signed us up. There are prizes for the top two tables, and if you come up with a clever name, we get a free drink if it isn’t stolen from the Internet.”



“Oh, you’re going to hate me by the end of the night,” Simone said. She was still dressed in the outfit she’d picked to visit him in the hospital, but she’d retouched her makeup and added a spritz of a rich, spice-heavy perfume. “I like to think I’m pretty smart, but on the spot like this? Uh uh.”



“Same here!” he said cheerfully as they took a chair. “The last few times I came here, I was with teams that came in dead last and second to last. We did get best name one night, though.”



“For what?”



“Ask Us No Questions and We’ll Tell You No Lies,” he said, grinning.



She laughed, and felt slightly more at ease. A glass of wine helped further soothe her nerves, and Harvey, as it turned out, was a great conversationalist. A few regulars knew him and came over to introduce themselves to Simone. They got some good-natured ribbing from the other teams, and a few guys even tried to convince Simone to join up with them instead of Harvey. They laughed it off and Simone drew closer to him, to make it clear she was taken for the night.



“You come here a lot?” Simone asked, trying to feel out if Harvey really liked to drink.



“Special nights like this when I have an evening off, yeah. Cheap drinks, good people. Food’s outrageous, though.”



“When you have the evening off? You didn’t cut out early tonight on my account, did you?”



He smiled. “I did, but relax. My dad doesn’t just work with me, he’s the manager. So we figured out a plan that I’d pick up a few extra hours here and there to offset what I spend with you.”



“Harvey…”



He reached out and squeezed her hand, and didn’t pull it away. Truth be told, Simone didn’t want him to. “I want to enjoy these two weeks with you.”



“Fine, but I’m amending our contract.”



Harvey’s smile was infectious and she felt herself returning it. “How’s that?” he asked.



“We alternate dates. Tomorrow night, I pick. The day after…”



“I pick. Sure, sounds fun.”



As it turned out, the trivia night was a hilariously terrific and terrible choice. Teaming up with four other people at their table, they wound up falling squarely in dead last after the first round. Geography, as it turned out, wasn’t exactly in any of their wheelhouses. History, they fared much better thanks in large part to a buff and her girlfriend, but Harvey and Simone were hopelessly outclassed. Then Simone turned things around for the couple in the third. The round’s answers all had a common theme, one that the guy doling out the questions wouldn’t give away. Most the tables in the room grumbled about not getting the concept, but Simone figured out by the second question the answers would all be lakes. Once she frantically whispered that to Harvey and the woman sitting next to her, they nailed all but one question in that round. It didn’t put them in first – that team was dominated by teachers and a pair of journalists – but it was enough to put them in a solid and respectable second place.



They didn’t lose it, and at the end of the night, were rewarded with the second place prize – trucker hats with the bar’s logo emblazoned on the front. Drunk off what they all felt was a hell of an achievement even if they didn’t take first, Simone fitted hers to her skull and wore it out of there.



Outside, they bullshitted with their trivia teammates for a few minutes until people started drifting away. Simone turned to Harvey. “That was… that was a terrific first date, Harvey. Thank you.”



“Hey, thank you. Wasn’t sure at first if you were going to be into it. Glad we gutted it out.”



“Me too,” she said.



“We’ll have to…” He stopped the words before he finished them, and smiled distractedly. “Sorry. It’s easy to forget the two-week thing.”



Trying to save what was left of their good moods, Simone said, “You know… if you want to come back to my place…”



Harvey took a step backwards, raising a hand to his chest and opening his mouth wide in mock shock. “On our first date? No no no. You’ll get a kiss good evening from me, and that’ll be it, young lady.”



She laughed. “Are you serious?”



Harvey stepped in close. His hands slid around the small of her back. Even just that light of a touch from him was enough to set off the butterflies in her stomach. His kind eyes closed halfway as he leaned in to meet her lips with his. She couldn’t help a little gasp when his tongue slipped between her slightly parted lips, and she met it with her own light feathery brush. One of his hands slid down, not far enough to grab her ass, but enough to tell Simone he wanted to. She would’ve let him, but Harvey broke away slowly. The yearning in his face made her lips part again and it was her turn to lean up and kiss him, this time with more force as her hands ran up and down his shoulders, his arms. He wasn’t heavily muscled but there was a coil to him, sleek, athletic. Maybe not a weightlifter but definitely a runner or a swimmer. She liked that. Liked it a lot.



Again he broke away, and leaned in to whisper into her ear, “You’re making it very hard to say no.”



“So don’t.”



“Mmm. Tempting. So tempting. But no. Not yet.” He pulled away and smiled at her. “Tomorrow night?”



Simone’s body had an itch she desperately wanted to scratch right there and then and she very nearly growled her disappointment. “Yeah, tomorrow.”



His confident, easy laugh as they headed towards their cars gave her such pleasant dreams that night.



* * *



It was silly how Harvey made her feel so unsure of herself. He was just a hook-up, a nice little fling after the chaos of Carlos. Wasn’t he?



Simone wandered through her walk-in closet, tracing her fingers along every outfit in there, trying to decide on the right one. The slinky black dress she’d bought for a Christmas party? Too formal. Mini skirt and a halter top? She wanted to knock his socks off but maybe that was a bit much. A long red dress she’d worn to a wedding. Hmm. Maybe, especially if she pinned back her hair. The denim skirt? Jesus, no. Why was that even still in her closet? Her hand lingered on that one as she thought about tossing it, but it had been so much fun during the Western Days event in the city. Okay, maybe it stayed in the closet… for now.



It gave her an idea, though, and she dug through her jeans for a dark gray pair. It had been ages since she’d worn them, but thankfully they still fit, and quite comfortably, too. That was a pleasant surprise. She paired it with an off-the-shoulder top, revealing just a hint of her bra underneath.
 Let him think about that all evening
 , she thought to herself.



Simone checked the clock. Plenty of time for a shower. Despite what he’d said about his dad’s willingness to give him the time off, she still felt guilty about him missing work so she’d made their reservations for nine, giving him an hour to get ready. When she heard he worked for his dad, that had raised some questions in her mind, ones she hoped to get an answer to that night. They didn’t have much of a chance to get to talk during the trivia game, but she had to admit, as far as first dates went, that one had been a stellar choice on his part. Hers, she wasn’t sure about. Simone loved the Japanese restaurant, but it was pricy and she knew it probably wasn’t within Harvey’s budget to go there. She didn’t want to lord her money over him but she did want to treat him to a nice time tonight without his ego getting in the way, if that was a problem for him.



Why not just call him and find out? They’d exchanged numbers at the Brook the night before. Feeling a bit silly, she dialed Harvey and he picked up on the second ring.



“Hey Simone, how goes it?”



His friendliness put her off-guard, left her dangling for a response. Why? It was just a hello. What was it about this guy that left her feeling so flustered?



“Hello?” he asked.



“Hey. Hi. Sorry, just… um… flustered, I suppose. What are you up to right now? Can we talk a minute?”



“Oh yeah, talk away. I am just shagging range balls.”



“Sounds dirty.”



“Oh, the dirtiest. I’m even doing it with a long pole. What’s up?”



She thought about her hands around his prick in the hospital room and shivered delightedly. “Oh, I’m just picking out my outfit for tonight, but I wanted to talk to you about dinner.”



“Shoot.”



“Well, I had in mind a Japanese steakhouse. I don’t want money to be an issue here. If it offends you, me picking up the tab, we can do something different. There’s a city park pretty close to my place that’s a gorgeous walk that time of night.”



“Hm. Well,” Harvey said, thinking it over. “If you’re comfortable paying, I don’t have any particular problem with it. A Japanese steakhouse, huh? I’ve never eaten at one of those.”



“So you’re okay?”



“Yeah. You know I’m trying to get to my feet. I’m not particularly ashamed of that. If you’d like to treat, the gesture is appreciated so long as you’re fine with my date nights being a bit more… creative.”



“I think that sounds like fun. Looking forward to seeing what you come up with. Thanks, Harvey.”



“Hey, no, thank you.”



“No, I mean it.” She settled backwards on the bed, her knees dangling off the edge. Her hand slipped down, tracing her stomach. “What you did for me… I don’t have a good track record of men standing up for me. You… you’re a good man.”



“Aw, hey…” Harvey said, his voice quiet. A short silence fell between them until he broke it again. “Just don’t ever let me be a mooch. I mean, I may say I need that new Bentley, but don’t let me have it. I guarantee I’d wreck it in, oh, two minutes.”



Her hand slid lower, found the waistband of her pants. Fingers slid inside. “You really have a gift for making me laugh out of the clear blue, you know that?”



“I try. See you in a bit?”



“Yes. I’m…” Her phone buzzed with another call and she glanced at it. “Crap.”



“What?”



“My ex-husband’s calling me. He’s… ugh, never mind. I should probably take this.”



“See you soon.”



They hung up, and Simone wasted no time unbuttoning her pants before she answered Edward’s call. As she stood up to shimmy out of her work outfit, she asked, “What do you want, Edward?”



“What the hell is this?” he screeched. “I have to hear about you getting attacked by your mother? By your freaking mother, Simone?”



“Relax, I’m fine.”



“Fine?” He was almost shrill. “Jesus Christ. I’m coming over. Pack a bag. You’re going to come stay with me at the hotel until this blows over.”



“Absolutely not,” she snapped. “And how dare you think you can order me around, Edward?”



“He could have raped you! Murdered you!”



“I’m well aware.”



Edward panted into the phone. “I’ll… I’ll… I’ll find wherever they’ve got him locked up and I’ll…”



“You’ll what?” she asked, curling her free hand so tight the fingernails dug into her skin. “You’ll hurt him? Kill him? Why would you think I’d want that? He’s in jail. Soon enough he’ll be in prison, probably until I’m good and old.”



“If you were with me, this wouldn’t happen. I’d-”



“You’d what?” she said, trying hard not to shout. “You’d stand up for me? How’d that work out in the past?”



Dead silence. Then, hurt, “That’s not fair.”



“Fucking right it’s fair. Goodbye, Edward. Stop. Calling. Me.”



She hung up. Any amorous feelings she might have had fell away, and she kicked her pile of clothes.



The time Simone had should have been enough to cool down, but it wasn’t. She was still fuming when she showed up at the steakhouse. Harvey had parked next to an empty space, so she pulled in next to him and got out as he did, putting away his cellphone. She stormed up to him, grabbed him around the neck, and kissed him hard, his eyes widening in surprise until she broke away from him.



“You okay?” he asked, holding her around the waist.



“Yes. No. I don’t know.”



“Talk to me,” he said as they started walking towards the steakhouse.



“Let’s get some drinks first. Maybe a lot of drinks.”



“All right.”



The exterior of the steakhouse was somewhat gaudy, with long beams of light playing up the length of the building. But the interior was subdued, classy. Dark wainscoting ran around the base of only slightly less dark walls. Instead of tables and chairs, a trio of long onyx-finished bar-like counters were joined by rows of stools, where they could watch the food being cooked right in front of them. Another bar, this one an actual watering hole, ran perpendicular to the rest, lined with sparklingly lit liquors and wines.



Harvey tugged at his long-sleeved shirt’s collar and said simply, “Wow.”



“Wait’ll you try the food,” Simone said.



A diminutive host led them to their spot at one of the long bars, and a waiter quickly hustled over to take their drink orders – a mojito for Simone, and at her recommendation, hot sake for him. Harvey tried it, and though he wasn’t a big wine drinker, he found it to his liking. A chef approached the table, smiling broadly.



“Ms. Lavolier!” the chef exclaimed. He turned to a waiter. “I’ll take their orders. I know this one.”



“Togo!” Simone said, real pleasure coursing through her. “They told me you were off tonight.”



“When I heard my beautiful, inimitable muse would be here tonight, I had to come.”



Simone laughed. “You really didn’t come in on my account, did you?”



The tall, thin man smiled. “If I said yes, would you leave this handsome gentleman behind for me?”



“Oh, certainly, but would you leave your wife?”



Togo leaned in conspiratorially, and said loud enough for the surrounding tables to hear, “Yes, but she might leave a cleaver in my backside for it.”







Another chef, a beautiful older woman with her hair in a pair of buns, snorted a laugh as she flipped a shrimp in the air. “I should be so lucky. Maybe I’ll run away with your man.”



“Hey, a chef at a steakhouse?” Harvey asked. “Simone, it’s been fun.”



She reached out and took his hand, finally feeling some of the tension from Edward’s call slip away. “Nah, you’re stuck with me.”



Since Harvey was largely unfamiliar with the food the steakhouse served, he let Simone order for him. She ran down a list quickly – miso and tom yum soups, a combination platter of tuna, salmon, and yellowtail sushi, and for the grill in front of them, steak, shrimp, and salmon. When Togo asked about what vegetables or rice they’d like, Simone just eyed him and shook her head.



“No filler, all thriller,” she said, and he laughed. He excused himself with their order, leaving Simone and Harvey to sip at their drinks.



“So you come here often?” Harvey asked, then winced. “Wow, that sounded like a line.”



Simone smiled. “I like to treat myself about once a month or so. I know with the two-week thing it must seem like I date a lot of guys, but the truth is, since my divorce, I only go out with someone every six months or so. That leaves me with a lot of free time to myself, so…” She shrugged, feeling self-conscious.



“So you find ways of making yourself happy.”



“Pretty much, yes.”



“It’s an interesting system,” Harvey said. “But it does sound lonely.”



Her walls rose back up and she took a long drink of her mojito. But she was tired and feeling strangely vulnerable after coming down off the high of telling off Edward. Besides, Harvey didn’t seem like he was being judgmental. Just curious.



“It can be,” she said hesitantly. “I don’t date anyone around the holidays because that complicates things and introduces obligations I just don’t want to deal with outside of my little inner circle. Same with my birthday.”



“I can see that. No guilt about presents, that sort of thing.”



“Right. And no messy family dinners, or that sort of thing. But… I don’t know. I used to love the holidays. Still do, I suppose, but not having someone there for them, it can really…” She shook her head, feeling her emotions tighten up and strangle the words.
 Don’t let anyone in. Never let anyone in. He’ll hurt you, just like Edward.



Harvey seemed to sense the change in her and turned his attention to the last of his hot sake before refilling it from a little pitcher. “So, you’re a technical writer?”



That was safe territory. Up until the soup arrived, Simone talked about her job, about the instruction manual she was working on at the moment for an oxygen company’s newest machines. Only later did Simone realize Harvey had effortlessly made the night about her. His questions weren’t probing, but gentle, friendly. Just like him. She felt selfish that night, laying in bed and thinking about it, but when was the last time someone was truly interested in who she was and not what was between her legs?



But in that moment, he made her feel safe and he pried her open without effort. Although the food was fantastic and Togo entertained them both with his antics, for the life of her, Simone never remembered anything from that evening but the man beside her. When they’d left and they stood between their cars, she kissed him again, this time without any of the frustration or anger. It was just a kiss, but it shook Simone to her core. The kiss deepened, turned into something more as his hands slid up and down her back, tracing her spine and sending little thrills all along her body. Her own hands searched his hair, found her fingers, pulled him tighter against her. Their bodies met, her breasts grazing his chest as she closed her eyes, shivering with the need of him.



Need.



Not want.



Need.



There had been a few great hookups in her years since Edward. Great foreplay. Great fucks. Great orgasms. And those had sated her body, but never her mind or soul. What she wanted from them was raw, physical. What she wanted from Harvey now was that, yes, but she wanted to connect with him, to let this charge between them come to a head, and he seemed to understand that, to need it too. As his tongue slipped against hers, his hands fell to her lower back, then her ass, lifting her, squeezing as she wrapped her legs around him. He set her up on her car’s hood, his hands still under her, and their kisses were frantic now as he pulled her towards him, her pelvis grinding him, grinding the thick bulge between his legs, and oh shit, Simone was already so wet, her eyes fluttering.



Harvey moved his lips to her neck and she tossed her head back, making love to him the best she could manage between their layers of clothes, her need making her panties damp, her pussy lips quiver. With the steel and his hands under her, Simone bucked against Harvey’s hard prick, repeatedly, and he kissed the junction of her neck, her skin tingling where his lips met her, heat sweeping through her as her toes curled. Her ass rose up off the hood and she gasped so loud it echoed across the parking lot. Her spine stiffened, her head rolled back as he traced her neck with his lips, breathing her name, and when she came, she clamped her jaw tight, whimpering as warmth and wetness ran down her thighs.



He held her as she came down, her head resting on Harvey’s shoulder. He brought his mouth back to hers, kissing her softly again. “That was…” A press of his lips. “…the sexiest thing…” Another nudge and her mouth parted for him as she whispered something incoherent. “I’ve ever seen,” Harvey said. He pulled away from her searching her eyes. “You okay?”



She nodded. Somewhere close to the building, someone flicked their car’s automatic locks and their headlights flashed on, making her jump. Simone eased off the hood, her legs shaky. “Jesus. I can’t believe I just came that hard. And that fast. I’ve never…” She stared down at his bulge, then at the opening doors of the steakhouse. Her gaze returned to Harvey and she murmured, “I left you kinda hanging, huh?”



“Anything but hanging.” He grinned at her. “It’s fine, really.”



“You could come home with me. If you want.”



He leaned down to kiss her again, this time briefly. “As much as I want to, I’m having fun with this relationship game.”



“You know, tomorrow’s our third date.”



“Oh yeah?” He tapped his chin as though thinking that over. “Huh. What does that mean, traditionally?”



“Guess we’ll have to find out.” She reached up and cupped his cheek. “This really is… um…” Simone couldn’t quite finish her sentence, but he nodded anyways, seeming to understand.



* * *



“You’ve gotta get your head in this, kid,” Sue snapped at Harvey. “I’m happy you’re happy, but it’s time for you to quit daydreaming and get back to work.”



He tried. He really did. But soon she took over his griddle and relegated him to dishwashing duties. Harvey barely noticed. It felt like he walked into the place then walked right out, so unimportant was his shift.



Simone. Simone. Simone.



Only twelve days left, but that felt like he had months. Years. Decades.



Later, his dad jabbed him in the ribs with the putter he was working on. “Hey, you there?”



“Yeah, Dad. Here. Sorry.”



Darryl arched an eyebrow. “You get laid?”



“Dad!”



“Huh. Well, either you did, or you’re in love with this woman.”



“Dad.”



“All right, fine, I won’t ask.” Darryl picked up the next putter and glanced at his son again. “You’re going to marry that one.”



“It’s not going to be like that, Dad. I told you. It’s a temporary thing. Don’t get your hopes up.”



“Right, right,” Darryl grunted. Then, a moment later, under his breath, “But you will.”



* * *



The improv actors floundered around on stage with all the skill of a bunch of rocks. Simone and Harvey were among a small group of people scattered through the audience laughing politely when one of them really tried to make a joke, but it was clear form the get-go this was a terrible idea.



After, as Harvey walked Simone up the aisle – and didn’t that just bring up the words his dad had spoken earlier – with his hand on her lower back, he murmured into her ear, “I’m so, so sorry.”



“Dear God,” she murmured back. “I feel like my brain’s been hit by a semi-truck.”



“Comedy is dead,” he agreed.



Outside the theater, a light rain was just beginning to fall, and fat, angry clouds in the distance promised more to come. “Crap,” he said. “I’m oh for two today. Dinner was going to be jerked chicken from Jamaica Mike’s while we walk-”



“-the pier!” Simone said, grinning widely.



“You’ve heard of it?”



“Jamaica Mike’s? Harvey, come on, you don’t live here a year without hitting up his food cart. Crap, we are definitely doing that sometime in the next two weeks.” Thunder emphasized their dilemma, and she sighed. “Well… not tonight, though.”



“I didn’t really think of an audible. Teaches me to not look at the forecast.”



Simone took his hands and brushed her thumbs along his palms. “My place then. We’ll call in something, watch a movie.”



“Yeah?”



“Yeah,” she said, cocking her head, her eyes twinkling.



It would be a long time though before they remembered dinner.



* * *



Simone’s place looked like a series of interlocking cubes of various sizes and shapes. Two big picture windows took up two of those irregular cubes, with a small patio area punching out in front of another. A fence surrounding the property gave her some privacy, and she had a larger patio out back. The roof angled down towards one side, and at the top were a couple of skylights. The lots it sat on were well kept, the grass and the hedges trimmed sometime recently. They pulled into her long driveway, their cars side by side.



Harvey got out and whistled. “Cool place.”



“Thanks. I practically stole it.” They fell into step together, him walking across the grass, her on the sidewalk leading to the front door. “It was on the market forever, and it needed some serious remodeling, but once I got a good contractor in, it… oh, screw it.”



Simone grabbed Harvey’s arm and he turned. How or when they made it to the door after that was a mystery. Their bodies didn’t so much meld as crash together, his arms wrapped around her back as he kissed her hard. She returned it, her touch everywhere – his neck, his back, his tiny, taut ass, his hips, pulling him hard against her again, trying not to hump him like she had the night before, not here in front of her neighbors. One of them pushed or pulled the other towards the front door and Simone had just enough sense to warn him about the steps up to her porch before their lips were together again, making soft smacking sounds every time they parted.



“Keys,” he grunted, one of his hands sliding up her shirt, across her soft skin.



“Keys are good,” she agreed fervently, her own hand working at his belt.



“You need them.”



“I need them.” She came out of it, foggy and dazed, and jerked the keys out of her purse, feeling for the doorknob behind him. None of the keys wanted to fit and she had to break her gaze and her lips away from him long enough to stare at the keys, suddenly not understanding how they worked. Finally she got the right ones in the right holes, and shoved the door open behind him as they spilled inside. Harvey lifted her shirt and tossed it aside before they even had a chance to close the door again.



And outside, in his car across the street, her ex-husband watched, his hands gripping the steering wheel tight before he started the ignition and tore down the street.



* * *



They fought for control, neither one of them seizing it until they were both completely nude. Simone shoved him first onto the bed, then jerked him to a sitting position so she could pull his shirt off. Harvey, in response, sat up even straighter and pulled the cups of her bra down, revealing her thick, dark nipples already achingly hard. He went to flick one of them with his tongue, but she had other plans and grabbed his mostly undone belt and worked it free, her breasts tantalizingly close but too far for his tongue to reach. A frantic race broke out to see whose pants could come off first, and then he saw the tiny red G-string doing nothing to hide the wet folds of her pussy, thick and throbbing with need. That stopped him long enough to swallow hard, and it gave her the advantage briefly as she managed to get his cock through the hole in the front of his boxers, stroking him hard, jerking him against the flat vee of muscle above her pussy.



But his delirium didn’t last long and soon Harvey lifted her and twirled so he could drop her back onto the bed. She tried to wiggle up to the pillows, but he wanted her right there like that, and fell between her knees to peel away her panties down her legs. They dropped to the floor along with his boxers, and he knelt to kiss her pussy greedily, to lick its length and taste her for the very first time.



Simone’s legs kicked out in a wide vee as Harvey’s lips and tongue met her, and she had no control as she began to kick the air weakly. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, Harvey.”



He slid his tongue around her hood, teasing her clit before sliding two of his fingers on each hand down her length, tracing her with tongue and digits alike. Her legs crossed behind his head and she slid up and down on the blanket, meeting his tongue with thrusts of her own body.



“Eat me, yes, just like that, you make me so hot.”



She tasted good, sweaty and sweet all at once, and he loved how responsive her body was, how wet Simone got. She was a firecracker ready to go off, and used her thighs on his shoulders to lift her ass up off the bed, humping his face furiously as her fingers crushed the material under her.



“Tongue’s… so good,” she moaned, then went wordless and yelped when two of his fingers sank deep inside her, working in and out smoothly and efficiently, not fast, but doing their business like a cock would. He built a rhythm, felt her out for what she liked, and kept it there, his tongue doing the work while his fingers tossed gasoline on her fire.



He began to alternate his thrusting fingers every fourth or fifth stroke with little upward curls against her slick walls, trying to find her g-spot. He was successful on the sixth or seventh one of these, flicking it and making her leap as best she could resting on her shoulder blades in bed.



“Oh right there, yes, that flick, that flick, oh fuck, Harvey, I’m… I’m…” Simone’s eyelids slammed shut and she squirmed, the orgasm hitting her fast and hard, wracking her whole body. She forgot to breathe, how to move, how to do anything but come on his fingers and his tongue. Harvey wasn’t just good at this. He was amazing.



His fingers slid out of her and he drove his hands under her back, tasting her orgasm, the wetness of her, taking his time and letting her recover before the muscles in her thighs finally relaxed and she fell back against the bed. He rose up to lean over her, his thick cock in his hand, but she murmured, “That’s my job.”



Simone rolled over onto her side and set one shaky foot on the ground. She turned Harvey around so his ass was facing the bed and pushed him down to a seated position before she climbed up on him, her slick, still tender pussy just inches away from that beautiful cock. This time she thrust her chest at his mouth, letting him lick, suck, flick with his tongue as he gripped her ass in his hands. His cockhead pulsed against her pussy, and she guided her length along it a few times before a thought hit her. “Shit, condom.”



“In my pants. Brought a few,” he grunted.



Simone hopped off and grabbed his pants, searching frantically until she came up with a fistful of condoms. “A few?” She tossed them onto her nightstand, and rejoined him, sitting on his lap again after she’d rolled out the condom onto his thick shaft. “What were we doing?” Simone reached down and grabbed him, guiding him to her entrance. “Oh right,” she murmured. “This.”



And then she settled down onto Harvey, her walls loving his protruding veins, the thickness of him. If she hadn’t been this wet, he might have even hurt her, as big as he was, but Harvey’s cock felt just the right size, fit just for her. She took him as deep as she could manage, a half inch of him still jutting out under her. Slowly, Simone began to rock on him, her hips making slow rolling motions as she tossed her hair back. Harvey stared up at her, his humor gone now, replaced by a focus she’d never seen before from him, an intensity. It made her cheeks run hot and she began to bounce a little, her nipples brushing his chest with every gentle thrust up and down.



“Feels so good, Harvey,” she whispered.



He leaned up and kissed her, traces of her juices still on his lips. She didn’t mind, and kissed him back, pumping his lungs with her short staccato breaths as she began to move faster now.



He took over, rising up buried in her cunt, and turned until her back was to the bed again. He laid her out, lifting one of her legs and resting the ankle on his shoulder, his cock still deep inside her. Then came the other one on that same shoulder, her legs crossed, and he was able to go even deeper, the last bit of his amazing prick finding its place within her, and Simone closed her eyes. Little whimpers escaped her now and then when her body shivered at his thrusts. His heavy balls slapped against her ass and she wondered how he was lasting so long, how it was possible she was running so fast towards a second orgasm.



He wet one of his thumbs with his tongue and reached down to slide it across her breast. Where he brushed, the skin went cool, and her nipples, already hard, ached to be touched. She guided his hands there, and kept her own in place over his lest he try to tease her again.



“I like that,” she moaned. “Keep pumping me, Harvey, please don’t stop.”



“Come for me again,” Harvey encouraged her. “Your face, it’s so goddamn beautiful, and sexy.”



“Feels so good.”



“You’re so tight,” he said.



“Like we fit together,” she agreed fervently. She squeezed his hands as his thumbs stroked her nipples, and she arched her back, thrusting them up and at him. Her eyes opened again and she gasped, “Oh Harvey, oh baby…”



Her ass quaked, and her pussy pushed up at him one more time before she exploded, her whole world going darker for seconds at a time. The pleasure was almost too much, but he was close too, she could feel it in the way he shuddered with every thrust. How Harvey had lasted this long, she had no earthly clue. It was goddamn near superhuman. He lifted her legs again, parting them, and drove into her just ordinary missionary style, his hand resting above her shoulder so he could lean down and kiss her again and again and again.



She gripped the back of his head and whispered, “You can take me however you need me.”



Harvey shook his head. “This is how I want it. So I can look into your eyes the first time.”



His head came down again seeking her lips, and he was still kissing her when he drove deep into Simone one last time, his cock throbbing as his warmth spilled into the condom. It seemed to go on forever, and Simone felt a surprising despondency that it wasn’t in her, that he wasn’t filling her up, maybe putting a child in her. Wherever the hell that thought came from, it disappeared fast as she cupped his cheeks, whimpering his name before he pulled out and nearly collapsed beside her.



They took just long enough for him to peel off the condom and drop it into the wastebasket and for her to pull back the covers. Though it was still early yet, Simone and Harvey fell beside each other in bed, his hand draped around her waist and clutching her ass, hers on his side.



“Simone, that was…”



“Yeah.” Her heaving chest caught his attention and she swatted his ass. “Perv.”



“It’d be a crime if I wasn’t staring.”



They talked a little, mostly of inconsequential things, just enjoying each other’s company completely unguarded for a change. He picked up a picture of her family from her nightstand, and she told him a bit about the generalities of who everybody was and what they did for work. If he noticed the stiffness in her body when he asked if she saw them often, Harvey was decent enough not to press the issue.



When Simone finally had the energy, she excused herself to clean up in the bathroom. Harvey got up and wandered the house. Not having had a chance to look around, he took his team, peering at the sparse pictures, the nice but subdued decorations. It was a great house but much of it felt sterile and unused. A spare bedroom existed largely to store boxes and big plastic totes. A guest bathroom’s accoutrements were all still in the packages and boxes.



The living room felt more lived in, with a cozy, well-loved couch topped with a battered old throw and an oversized pillow. A TV setup practically had him drooling. Tracks in the carpet from an exercise bike in the corner gave evidence as to a part of how Simone must stay in such great shape. The kitchen too felt comfortable and loved. It was there Simone found him as she tightened up a plush black robe.



“Hey,” she said, a little hesitantly.



“Hey yourself. Just scoping out the cereal situation. If we’re going to go through an entire relationship in just two weeks, it’s probably an imperative I know you like sane people cereal.”



He was still naked, and she openly admired his backside. Harvey had a good butt, sort of a nice apple shape, emphasized by sleek, understated muscles in his thighs and legs. “Well, do I pass?”



“I don’t see a thing up here that isn’t loaded with sugar, so absolutely.” Harvey turned and blasted her with a full, honest smile, his warm one, the one that made her a little weak.



“So where do we go from here, then? The no sex until the third date thing was cute, but what do you want to do next?” Simone laughed bitterly. “Get married?”



“Something like that,” Harvey said. “I’ll tell you tomorrow.”



“Day four,” she said, and shivered. He noticed, and stepped closer, his arms wrapping around her. “Harvey…”



“Hey,” he said. “Hey, it’s all right. If anything I do is too much, we take a step back, we have some fun, and I’m gone. Okay?”



No
 , her heart told her.
 No, that was definitely not okay.
 But Simone had once listened too hard to her heart, and now she was this shadow of her former self, this walled-off impostor. Harvey couldn’t get close to her. She couldn’t let him.



“Bathroom’s open,” she muttered. There was a flash of hurt in his eyes, but he swept it away fast and she glanced away. “If you want to brush your teeth, I’ve got a spare toothbrush. It’s still early yet. I was thinking maybe we’d order some delivery and get in a bath. If you’re up for that.”



“A bath, huh? The two of us going to fit?”



Simone permitted herself a tiny smile. “We’ll find a way.”



* * *



Day four found them taking a morning jog after they headed to Harvey’s house for fresh clothes. They decided on the city park Simone had talked about going to if they didn’t visit the steakhouse, and he was pleasantly surprised to discover it was one his father used to take him to when he was a kid.



“You’re a transplant, right?” he asked her as they pounded down a running trail that ran parallel to the sidewalk and the street beyond.



“Yeah, Tulsa girl. Why?”



“This place, it’s unrecognizable now. All these shops used to be closed up.”



“Really?”



“Oh yeah. Most the park for a long time was a big sandlot. I thought it still was. Haven’t been here in years.”



As they rounded a turn, she pointed out a chain coffeehouse. “That used to be my regular place until yours.”



He groaned. “Their coffee’s the worst.”



“Hey now, they’ve got amazing cookies. Besides, I was practically a coffee virgin until I met you.”



“Ah, I’ve ruined another beautiful woman for all other coffee shops.”



“You charmer.”



They both needed the exercise, needed the physicality. The park that early was nearly empty, save for a few other early morning joggers. Big elms, oaks, and sycamores bristled in a stiff, intermittent breeze. Batches of squirrels delighted in the human’s nonsense and watched or ran spirals around trees themselves. The streets weren’t as crammed as they would be in an hour with the morning work crowd, but they still crackled with lively energy, a steady stream of cars coming and going from the dozens of businesses lined up in the small shops surrounding the park.



They cooled down near a tall announcement board, stretching and checking out events in the area. The lake they’d talked about visiting promised weekly live music all the way through October, and they grabbed pictures of some of the other fliers hidden behind plastic. Simone knelt down to peer at one, and started chuckling.



“Come here,” she told Harvey, and he did, leaning down to look too.



There, in the lowest corner, was a flier for the improv show they’d seen the day before. His cell phone was on his jogger’s arm strap, and he unslung it to get a picture of Simone on one knee in front of it, blowing the camera a raspberry. Such a tiny moment, such a minute thing, but that single picture changed everything. Harvey just didn’t know it yet.



Simone had a previous engagement that night with friends for a weekly get-together, so they headed for a small bakery a few blocks away to grab bagels and cream cheese, and spent the rest of what little time they had left of the morning together leaning against his car, just talking as they ate. Simone had intended on them taking a break that night, but surprised herself – and him too, she thought – when she invited Harvey over after she got home, if it wasn’t too late for him.



“If we’re doing this whole relationship in two weeks thing,” Harvey said, “maybe I should bring over a bag. Or you could to my place. Or both. I…”



Simone grimaced and looked away from him, and Harvey’s heart sunk. Shit. Wrong thing to say. Back it up, his mind shouted at him. Make it a joke. Make it right again.



“Ah, hell, Simone,” he muttered. “I’m sorry. I just made this weird and awkward.”



“It’s fine.”



“No, I’m really sorry. I wasn’t serious about the relationship in two-week thing.”



Now she glanced back at him and her eyes, her whole face, had gone back to the guarded state he recognized from his earliest days getting to know her. “You weren’t?”



“I…”



“Be honest, Harvey.”



“Shit.” He rubbed one of his cheeks with the palm of a hand, and sighed. “All right. Yeah. I was hopeful you’d agree to it. I’m not just having fun here, Simone. I’m falling for you. Hard. But I’m not interested in pushing you into something you don’t want to do. I just thought maybe I could help you move on from some of your old wounds. Look, I won’t joke about it again. I won’t even bring it up. We’ll have some fun the next, what, ten days, and…” He trailed off, unable to complete the thought. And she’d be gone. Oh, maybe they’d still bump into each other, but Harvey knew the score. As soon as their two weeks were up, Simone would check out.



“I said it’s fine.” As he opened his mouth, Simone shook her head. “I think you’re misunderstanding. If you want to bring some clothes and stuff over, that’s fine.”



“Wait, you’re sure?”



She shrugged uncomfortably. “I haven’t invited a guy to stay over longer than a night at my place since Edward. It… it worries me, to be honest. To get that close to you. But I agreed and I want this too. I think it’ll be nice. And tomorrow night, maybe I’ll bring some stuff over to your place.”



“I’ll tell the strippers they’ll have to find somewhere else to shack up.”



“Now that we’re entering into the exclusive stage of our whirlwind romance, I suppose so.”



He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Have fun. See you tonight.”



“You can do so much better than a kiss on the cheek.”



* * *



“Harvey, right?”



Seated in one of the course’s golf carts in the garage, Harvey had been engrossed in his phone. Off and on all day he’d been staring at that damn picture. It was such a good one. Simone without her walls, being goofy, allowing herself to be vulnerable for a moment in time he’d caught. At least he’d managed to focus that morning at the diner, keeping himself from probably getting canned, but Harvey was next to useless at the golf course that afternoon, sliding in and out of deep fugue states as he thought about her.



The voice caught him by surprise, even if Harvey had been expecting him. He hadn’t heard any footfalls crunching on the gravel outside the garage door and didn’t realize it was that late in the afternoon. He punched the power button on his phone, blacking out the picture of Simone, and stood up hastily.



“Hey, hi, sorry, just a bit distracted.”



The man was handsome in a vaguely artificial sort of way. Tall and broad-shouldered, he was bigger than Harvey, and definitely better dressed. His deep brown hair was buzzed close to one side of his skull, the rest long and carefully styled to flop over the shaved part. Harvey was sure the value of the product on that man’s scalp right now probably equaled what he’d take home from his four hours at the diner earlier. His plaid shorts and multi-colored polo looked as though they belonged to another man, one less awkward in such a getup.



This guy had requested him out of the clear blue. Apparently he’d heard about Harvey through a newspaper article and wanted to meet the local hero for himself, so he called ahead that morning and asked if he couldn’t hire out Harvey to be his caddy. Jacques, the employee at the desk at the time, mentioned that Harvey usually worked groundskeeping and accounting, and wasn’t generally a caddy. What he left out was that no one who worked for the golf course usually caddied. It wasn’t that nice of a place. This stranger had offered twice the usual rate, and Jacques, thinking he was being put on, made up a number on the spot and said the usual price was a hundred bucks to which the man agreed. If the guy actually showed up, Harvey promised to split it fifty-fifty with Jacques, both of them thinking it was a prank. Turns out it wasn’t. Nice to be surprised sometimes.



Harvey reached a hand out to shake. “Mr. Kenrich, right?”



The man’s smile was strange, almost nasty, but his handshake was firm and enthusiastic. “That’s right. Do you prefer Harvey or…?”



“Harvey’s fine.” He noticed Mr. Kenrich didn’t offer him the luxury of calling him by his first name, but whatever, the guy was basically paying for a steak dinner for Harvey and Simone. “We’ve got a cart gassed up and ready to go if you are. Do you have your own clubs or did you rent some of ours?”



“My own. Bag’s outside.”



“Great. I’ll bring out the cart.”



Mr. Kenrich retreated outside, and after Harvey rolled out the cart, hopped into the passenger’s side while Harvey retrieved his bag and positioned it in the back. They jetted down the gravel towards the cart path. From the upper deck of the clubhouse, Darryl leaned over the railing and gave Harvey the thumbs-up. Harvey gave him a tight wave back. The man had paid – message received.



“Can I get you a beer before we head out?”



“No, thank you,” Mr. Kenrich said. “Just keep me pointed as best you can towards the holes.”



“That I can do.”



They didn’t talk much more the first three holes. Harvey offered some tips on what clubs to use, and Kenrich cursed the day’s breeze more than a few times as his shots wound up going wild. Apart from that, Harvey mostly just exchanged golf clubs for a man who seemed wildly overqualified to do that job himself, given the good shape he was in.



But that changed as Kenrich teed up at the third hole. As Harvey pulled out his driver, Kenrich said casually, “That was one hell of a pummeling you took from that man.”



“Just… trying to look out for a friend.”



“Ah.”



Kenrich shimmied his feet, drew back the driver, and swung. The ball arched and dropped about fifty yards down the fairway. The man cursed under his breath and handed over the driver again. On their short jaunt up the path, Kenrich said, “Some friend, you getting your ass kicked like that.”



“I suppose.” Talking about Simone brought out every kind of emotion. Thinking back on his ass-kicking didn’t help matters much.



“Given the way I golf, we might be out here for a while. If our conversation is going to be a series of grunts, it’s going to get boring pretty quickly.”



Harvey offered him a tight smile, one he hoped looked professional and not dickish. “It was a crazy moment. I just did what anyone else would do seeing a woman in trouble like that.”



“Very few people would do that,” Kenrich said, his voice gone flat. The rest of the third hole, he seemed sullen, angry, but that abated at the fourth when they picked back up the thread of the conversation again. “You were fired from the place where this happened, right?”



“I was,” Harvey said. This was safer territory. “We had to leave the building in a hurry and I didn’t get a chance to lock up. Carlos, that’s the guy that knocked me around, smashed up some of it, and some of the rest was stolen by people coming into the store before the cops arrived.”



“That’s some vile behavior.”



“Right?”



“Did you find work elsewhere?” Kenrich gestured with three fingers towards the golf course. “Apart from here.”



“Yeah, a diner downtown.” Harvey wondered why the guy had asked that. Was he trying to hit on Harvey? Now that’d be a story to tell Simone. “Why do you ask?”



“Oh, no reason. Just curious, I suppose. We hear about these stories happening to people but never the aftermath, do we?”



“No, I suppose not.”



Then, later, at the next hole, Harvey handed over a tee and a ball and asked, “So what do you do for work, Mr. Kenrich?”



“Shipping and importing.” He glanced over his shoulder. “And before you say it, yes, I realize it sounds like a mafioso thing.” He said it just like that – mafioso, and Harvey tried not to shake his head. Whoever this dude was, it was clear he’d probably gone to far stuffier schools than Harvey.



“Suppose so,” Harvey said. “Bit of advice on this one? Club up. It’s a long par three.” It wasn’t, but Kenrich never quite put all his muscles into it and had yet to hit a ball three-quarters as far as he should. The guy had the form down pat, though. Good coach, probably very casual player.



“Thanks. I’ll do that.” Kenrich selected a different iron, lined it up, and whooped when he hit the ball into the light rough surrounding the green about fifteen yards from the hole. It was, and would be, his best shot of the day. “Earning that payday, my man.”



“My dad’s the real expert. He’s the one you talked to back at the clubhouse. You get him out here, he’ll have you looking like a pro.”



“Ah, you work with your dad. Same here,” Kenrich said as he slid back into the passenger’s seat.



“Family business?”



“Yes.”



Their progress through the course was slow, sometimes painful, and hot enough that they took a detour back to the clubhouse at one point for bottled beer and pretzels. Normally Harvey wouldn’t drink on the job, but this was his client’s dime, not his. He even started to like the guy, despite the man’s propped-up vocabulary. But the strain of the game started to wear down at Kenrich, and with every bad drive, every overeager chip shot, every missed putt, darker clouds formed on the horizon. His smile came with gritted teeth, a clenched jaw. His friendly banter became more and more sparse. Harvey could relate. He liked playing golf with his dad one on one, but Harvey hated playing with him on a team. Darryl was ten times the golfer Harvey would ever be, and feeling like he was holding down the team always came with the added frustration that his dad was always their star player. Kenrich’s game reminded him of that, and he tried not to exacerbate things until the thirteenth hole.



By this point, anticipation for the evening ahead left him distracted again, and Harvey pulled out his cell phone as Kenrich stomped through the rough to get to his ball. The picture of Simone came up again, and Harvey’s chest immediately felt looser, his mind calmer. Kenrich took a swipe at his ball, chipping it halfway to the green. Not a bad shot, but Harvey didn’t notice it and Kenrich came back, his pitching wedge over one shoulder. As he settled into the cart, Harvey finally glanced up, the picture on his phone briefly visible.



“That the woman from the article?” Kenrich asked casually.



If Harvey was cleverer, he might have remembered the article never included a picture of Simone, or her name. It was the newspaper’s policy to never include information about female assault victims that could be used as fuel for other potential attackers or the vile subset of humanity who loved to jump online and crow about how she must have deserved it. Maybe it was his mellow mood or his trusting nature, but Harvey didn’t catch the slip-up on Kenrich’s part.



“Yeah, that’s her.”



“Beautiful,” Kenrich said.



Harvey couldn’t help a fond smile. “Yeah, she is.” He slipped the cell phone away. “Sorry, good to go?”



“When you’re done staring,” Kenrich said, his smile showing just a hint of teeth.



“Won’t happen again.”



They drove further down the path, and Kenrich finally managed to chip the ball onto the green. Still a long way off, Harvey hopped off the cart to hold the flag, should the golfer putt somewhere in the vicinity of the hole. Not that he was really sure it would happen.



“And how is she recovering? Well, I hope?”



Harvey shrugged. “Don’t think it’s really my business to get into the specifics, but yes, she seems to be doing okay.”



“Really? Something like that happens, it must be quite a shock to the system.” Kenrich putted and muttered under his breath when the ball stopped a full eight feet short. “I hope she’s got some friends close to her. Someone to help her through all this.”



“She’s tough. I think she’s pretty capable by herself.”



Kenrich said nothing to that, and appeared to let it drop. Their conversation switched back towards Harvey and his life as Kenrich kept golfing. Getting to know you questions, the kind a person might ask to a new colleague the first week on the job. How did he like his work at the diner? Where else might he have worked? Had he gone to college? What were his plans for the future?



Harvey bore them all with a growing sense of confusion. If Kenrich had touched him or given any sign at all of being flirtatious, it might have explained things nicely, but the guy gave no signs he was interested physically, and his questions started to feel more and more barbed, like he was growing contemptuous of Harvey’s answers.



On the fifteenth hole, Kenrich did something Harvey detested in the game of golf, even played casually. When he hooked a ball right into a grove of trees, dropping it into the high rough, Kenrich stomped over to it, a pitching wedge in hand. Staring right at Harvey, he hefted one loafered foot and kicked the ball out of the rough. His grin was challenging, but Harvey had no clue why. Maybe the guy expected more help from him out there. Maybe less. But whatever the reason, Kenrich looked at him like he wanted to piss on Harvey’s shoes. Weird fuckin’ guy.



When he finished out that hole, Kenrich settled into the cart and swiped the sweat out of his eyes. The product in his hair was mixing with his sweat and dripping into his eyes, leaving them red and irritated. “I think that was par, don’t you?”



“Triple-bogey,” Harvey said mildly.



“Really? I counted five.”



“I didn’t.” Harvey handed over the scorecard. “If that’s what you want to write down, do it. I don’t cheat, Mr. Kenrich.”



Kenrich took the stubby pencil and the scorecard. He filled in a number and passed it back. Triple bogey. The man didn’t say anything as they pulled away towards the next hole.



Kenrich wrapped up the eighteenth hole well into the evening. The last two on the course to come in, they headed up to the clubhouse to find Darryl with his boots up on a chair, a glass of ice water in front of him. He raised an eyebrow, and asked, “Eighteen holes, or thirty-six?”



Kenrich’s smile was tight-lipped and nowhere near jovial. “Nice guy, your son. Straight as an arrow.” He dug out his wallet and riffled through a stack of bills. The feeling that this guy was trying to piss in his face returned to Harvey as the man pulled out a pair of fifties and handed them over. “Good luck to you and your… ah… friend, Harvey. Take her out to a nice dinner. On me.”



Harvey was taken aback, both by the extra hundred and by Kenrich’s comment. Had he said anything about seeing Simone to this guy? Maybe he’d mentioned it offhanded or the guy picked it up somehow. In any case, Kenrich obviously had money to burn so he accepted the fifties and shook Kenrich’s hand. His dad joined him as they walked their guest out to his rented BMW, and slapped Harvey’s back when the guy backed out and honked.



“How was it?” he asked, turning with his son back towards the clubhouse.



Harvey glanced over his shoulder. “Excuse the language, Dad, but really fuckin’ weird. You see the way he showed off what was in his wallet to me?”



“Couldn’t miss it.”



“Whole last nine holes were like that. Guy had the little rooster syndrome, and I have no idea why.” Harvey shook his head. “Ah, whatever. Split the money with you, if you want.”



“Nah. But you can buy me breakfast tomorrow. How’s that?”



“Sounds like a plan.”



* * *



One of Simone’s friends, a chipper middle-aged woman twenty years her elder named Rhea, was the group’s designated driver for the evening and dropped her off just after ten. After a few martinis and a glass of wine, Simone was feeling delightfully loopy and was ecstatic Harvey beat her to her place by a few minutes after she called and told him she was heading home.



Once they were inside, Simone grabbed him by his waistband and zig-zagged with him across her living room. “I have been thinking about this thing all day.”



“Aw, just my penis and not the rest of me?”



“Hush, hunk of meat.”



He laughed and kissed her, nearly sending her spilling over backwards. “Are you okay? You’re pretty tipsy. I don’t want you to wake up-”



“Harvey,” she said, staring intently down at his belt as she tried to figure out the complexities of working it free.



“Hm?”



“There’s a time for being a nice guy. That was before we slept together. Now, if I’m a little tipsy and I want to lick every inch of you until you pop all over my face, then it’s okay. I’m a grown-up and I’m not that drunk.”



His pants dropped to the floor and his cock tested the strength of the fibers in his boxers. “Well… that’s a pretty convincing argument.”



Simone grasped his dick through the fabric and guided him towards the bedroom. “Knew you’d see it my way.”



Her khaki shorts rode high on her hips but low on her ass, leaving Harvey with an absolutely staggering view of a thing disappearing into her barely hidden bottom when she knelt on all fours in front of him, Simone jerked his boxers down just far enough to give herself enough room to work, and she wasted no time engulfing him with her wet, greedy mouth.



“Fuck, Simone, that feels so good,” he moaned.



She grinned around him and slurped on his first few inches, her tongue attacking him from every angle as she twisted her head side to side. He reached down to stroke her ass through her shorts, squeezing the soft flesh there. She liked that and squirmed as she sucked, thrusting her whole body back and forth with every inch she took and gave back.



Simone grabbed his free hand and rested it on the back of her head. He glanced down at her questioningly and she nodded as much as she could with inches of him in her face. Slowly, so he didn’t hurt her, Harvey began bucking his hips, his cock sliding deeper, knocking against her throat. It was hard to decide whether to watch his shaft disappear and reappear or that perfect little ass and that thong. She was so hot like that, on all fours, taking him as deep as she could.



His balls began to tingle and he wanted to come so badly, but Harvey didn’t want to finish like this. “Get up on the bed,” he growled at her.



She slid off him, glaring. “I want to suck your cock.”



“You can, baby. But I want to eat you too.”



“Oooh, I like that idea. More ideas like that, Harvey.”



She used his knees for balance and stood upright. He unbuttoned her shorts for her and slid them down her legs, revealing her barely covered sex. “I’m so wet,” she whispered.



“I’ll help you with that.”



Still clad in her thong, Simone got up on the bed on all fours again while he stood up and dropped his boxers. He knelt on the bed behind her and pulled her thong to the side, revealing her wet, thick folds to him. She squirmed when he licked her, and glanced back over her shoulder. “Har-vey,” she whined.



“Okay, okay.”



He flopped onto his back, his head resting on a pillow as she turned around and spread her legs over his face. Best view in the house, he reckoned as Simone lowered her lace-clad pussy down. He reached up and jerked he panties to the side, his tongue eager to begin its work. Just the little taste of her moments ago had been enough to stoke a fire in him, and now he wanted nothing more than to make Simone scream his name. She wiggled the last few inches down, her lips drawing close, teasing him before she settled her weight down.



When Harvey jammed his tongue up into her, her back arched and she wailed, “Oh fuck, Harvey!” Her hips began to reflexively work back and forth across his skilled mouth and Simone very nearly forgot she wanted to suck his cock. But her gaze flicked down along his lean body to the rigid treat in front of her, and she leaned forward, her knees planted on either side of his head as she aimed to finish what she started.



Theirs was a furious race of slurping, sucking, and licking. Keeping her panties to the side with one hand, Harvey stroked her ass and lower back with the other. Her moans around his cock were nearly as much of a turn-on as her actual mouth, and that was doing just fine on its own. For once, he was the one on the verge of coming first, though it was a bit of an unfair advantage seeing as how she’d been blowing him for a few minutes now.



He pinched her butt to let her know, but she didn’t rise up to let him speak, so he twisted his head as best he could and into her thigh said, “I’m close.”



“Good. Shut up. Keep licking.”



Snickering, Harvey returned his attention to her pussy, his thighs clenching with the effort of not coming. Male pride being what it was, he wanted to hold out for her first but it was futile. Her mouth was too good, too skilled, her tongue slathering him as the thrum of her moans pulsed against his flesh. His balls churned, and he had just enough time to tap her ass twice before he came. Simone plunged down hard onto him, devouring his cock one last time before he began to fire jets of salty cream into her mouth. There was too much and she gagged on it before she came up off him, gasping for air and coughing before she grabbed his softening shaft and pumped what was left against her face, her neck.



Her job finished, Simone eased back until she rested on her knees above Harvey’s head, rocking her hips back and forth on his face. His nose pressed against her tiny asshole, his hot exhalations exciting her sensitive bits of exposed flesh there. She slid her hands behind her back and down to her bottom, rubbing it as she rocked, his tongue propelling along her length before teasing her clit. He pushed her up enough to get his breath back and slip his free hand under her thighs, joining his other one so Harvey could pull her lips wide, exposing her more sensitive walls. Simone loved it. She rocking on her knees and slid her own hands along her body, from her thighs to her tight little tummy to the underside of her full tits. Her nipples craved attention so she gave it to them, wetting her thumbs and sliding them gently across the nubs even as she rocked harder and harder on Harvey’s face. By now he had to be drenched down there by her need. She smiled thinking about it. Poor guy. Oh well.



With the last of the alcohol in her system and the lust both burning her cheeks, she raised her hands towards the ceiling, stretching, dancing a little as Harvey ate her out so well. Never in years had she felt this satisfied, this happy, and gone at least for a little while was her fear, her regrets. Her body stiffened but her hands clasped at the light above as Simone came, her warmth dousing his face as he brought her up to heights she hadn’t seen for far too long.



* * *



They sat together across from Darryl, three coffees and plates of pancakes, bacon, sausage, and two different types of potatoes between them. Harvey nudged Simone in the ribs and said, “Feeling less awkward yet?”



She elbowed him in return and glared. “I told you that in private!” Turning to Darryl, Simone said hastily, “Not that it’s you. I just… we’re only going to be together another week and change, and… meeting family’s a…” She rubbed her face and shook her head. “Ugh, I’m terrible.”



Darryl’s laugh was smoky and pleasant. “Relax. I understand. Well, not really the two-week thing, but I didn’t meet my wife’s family for a month.”



“Is she around?” Simone asked. “I’d love to meet her sometime.”



The piece of bacon bound for Harvey’s mouth stopped halfway. “Mom, ah, passed away a long time ago.”



“Oh. Oh God, I’m sorry. I’m just going to put my foot up here and eat that because obviously it’s the only thing that belongs in my mouth today.”



Darryl smiled. “It’s okay. Though I should say for Harvey’s sake if you are that flexible, I suspect he’s the happiest man on earth right now.”



“Dad,” Harvey groaned.



“I’ll have to work on that,” Simone said.



“How about your own family?” Darryl asked.



“Ah, well…” Simone took a bite of pancakes to give herself time to compose the words. Tell him the truth, she decided. Or a version of it. “My mom and dad and most my brothers and sisters live in Tulsa. That’s where I’m from originally.”



“Big family?” Harvey asked, spearing a chunk of sausage and swirling it in syrup.



“Oh yeah, huge. And my dad had kids from a previous marriage, and we’re all close, so it gets even more complicated. But I really like it that way. Christmas and Thanksgiving as a kid, they were nuts, but I loved it.”



“What do your folks do?” Darryl asked.



“Dad’s a supervisor at a bottling plant and shows houses part-time, mostly because he likes architecture, Mom works mostly as a clerk at a grocery store, but during tax season, she helps out an accounting firm.”



“Well, hey, that’s convenient for your taxes,” Darryl said.



Simone laughed, hoping it didn’t sound too brittle and thinking of the last conversation she’d had with her mom after learning she’d been the one to give Edward her address. That had been an ugly fight. “Yeah. How about you? Have you both worked for the golf course long?”



“Dad’s been there over forty years,” Harvey said.



That drew a long, low whistle from Simone. “Wow, that’s incredible. Forty years? Wow.”



“Aw, it’s nothing,” Darryl said, but the way his back straightened and his chest puffed out, both of them knew he was pleased. “Walked in there the week they opened and asked the owner for a job. Been there ever since.” He picked up a piece of bacon and pointed an end at Harvey. “He’s been there… seven? Eight?”



Harvey thought about that and nodded. “Officially, anyways. Dad used to pay me under the table to help out.”



Darryl turned his attention back to her. “And you’re a writer, right?”



“Mm hm. A technical one.” Simone expected to have to explain that, but Darryl’s eyes lit up.



“Ah, so you’re the one responsible for my TV’s manual missing three pages.”



“Dad, you got rid of that thing a decade ago.”



“So?” Darryl asked as Simone grinned.



“So I think the statute of limitations on complaining ended about the same time.”



“Faaagh,” Darryl said.



Harvey glanced at Simone as she took another bite of pancake. “Judge’s ruling?”



She swallowed, and said, “Mm, which one of you is willing to bribe me by passing me the creamer over there?”



They finished the rest of the meal bullshitting like that. The back and forth between Harvey and his dad flowed effortlessly, and Simone wished she had that with her own father. But her dad had always been a distant man, almost cold. Not outwardly mean or cruel, but with so many kids, Simone had always fallen somewhere into the rear of the pack and he barely noticed her. Well, right up until she caught the eye of the son of one of Tulsa’s richer families, that was. Then she was everyone’s favorite, suddenly loved, suddenly at the front of the pack with her beloved soldier brother Emmanuel.



When the check came, she tried to make a play for it, but Harvey insisted on paying. “I owe Dad for a hookup on a big spender yesterday at the golf course,” he explained as he handed over a fifty to the waitress. “Guy actually wanted a caddy. I’ll tell you about it tonight. You’ll be utterly thrilled, I’m sure.”



Outside, Darryl asked Harvey, “You coming by after you’re done this morning? I got everything packed up for the surprise and-”



Harvey cleared his throat loudly and jerked his head at Simone. Through gritted teeth and a pained smile, he said, “She’s standing right here.”



“Oh?” Simone asked. “A surprise? Tell me. Tell me tell me tell me.”



Harvey laughed. “It’s something… fun I’ve got planned for tomorrow. Maybe awkward. Maybe not. But I think you’ll like it?” That last bit was definitely a question and not a statement. He had her intrigued but would say nothing more.



Darryl and Simone hugged, and he patted Harvey on the back. “Simone, it was a pleasure. A real pleasure.”



“Aw, same here. We’ll get together again sometime.”



Darryl gave her an almost pleading look. “I hope so.”



“I’ll see you later, Dad,” Harvey said pointedly.



“Oh, why not just tell me to piss off?” Darryl grumbled, drawing a laugh from Simone. That seemed to cheer him right back up and he took off, humming to himself.



* * *



Work for both of them was a blur, and they were so eager to meet back up, they decided to forego running back to her place to change. By this point they’d ditched the “his turn her turn” of the dates now that they were comfortable with each other, with the caveat that Harvey had a few surprises in store for her throughout the time they had together.



Bags of popcorn in hand as they strolled around the downtown district window shopping, Simone said, “Your dad’s great.”



Harvey grinned. “He really is. Won the lottery a bit with him. Mom too, from what I remember.”



“Do you mind if I ask…?”



“No, it’s fine. She got sick. Something to do with her lungs, but they never diagnosed it in time. She had these lumps and lesions. Not cancer, but sorta similar. After about six months… well…” He shrugged. “I can hardly remember her most days. That makes me sad, but Dad, it kinda saved him, in a weird way. I don’t mean that in a cruel way to my mom, but he became Super Dad, you know? He was crazy about making sure I got to school, had good meals even when we didn’t have money for cable or much anything else, that sort of thing. And every day he was working I’d come out to the golf course with him. I grew up there with him in a lot of ways. He’s my best friend.”



“That’s so sweet,” Simone said. And it was. She wasn’t anywhere near tears, but her chest definitely tightened at the story.



“I wasn’t always the best kid. Got into some trouble here and there. Didn’t make good enough grades for college and loans were out of the question. But by the time I was eighteen, I saw all the hard work Dad put in for me and realized I really needed to quite being a little shit and buckle down. He was hiring at the golf course and didn’t realize I wanted the job, so I got dressed up, walked in like I was applying anywhere else, gave him my resume, and told him I’d work whatever jobs he needed me to for as long as he wanted me there.”



“And you’ve been there ever since.”



He smiled and nodded. “This morning at the diner…” He stopped himself.



“What?” Simone asked.



“When you talked about your family, you went… kinda emotionless.”



They had arrived at the last business on that side of the road, so they headed for the crosswalk. Simone shifted her bag of popcorn to the hand furthest from Harvey and slipped her arm through his. The gesture surprised him, but she was somewhere else mentally and not even looking at him.



“We weren’t a poor family. Not the way you see in movies and TV. We rented a pretty good house out in the suburbs and us kids, we went to a good public school. For a mixed-race family in Tulsa, we had it pretty okay. Still a lot of racist assholes in the city, but we lived on one of those streets where everyone talked a good game about not seeing color.



“Thing was, though, my mother and father had a lot of mouths to feed. It wasn’t just us kids, but the extended family, too. My aunts and uncles are… ugh. Less said about them, the better. No one else was going to do it, so my mom and dad tried to make sure everyone had three meals, okay clothes, bus passes, that sort of thing. It was the good Christian thing to do, they said. I think a healthy dose of teaching the man to fish instead of feeding him salmon would’ve also been Christian, but I know they meant well. That’s the problem with everybody in this story. Everybody meant well.”



They stopped in front of a bookstore with tables of used paperbacks out front. Simone pulled her arm free to pick a few up at random, not really looking at them. “I met Edward in high school. We both went to the same birthday party. His cousin, my friend. It was the dorkiest thing ever, this disco party theme, and neither of us were dressed up. We started talking, and ditched early. He was so charming and handsome, and I was this gullible, naïve girl who thought from the first ten minutes I’d met my soul mate.



“Turns out, Edward was rich. Or his dad was, really. He was their golden child, the one they wanted to take over the family business and he was all for it. When his parents found out he was dating me, they weren’t just irate. They were furious. Like ‘burn it all to the ground’ furious. They thought I was a gold digger, that I would steal away the family fortune. My own family, they were ecstatic. At first I thought it was because I was happy.” She smiled bitterly and they moved on from the books. “Not the case.”



Harvey wrapped an arm around her waist and said nothing, just listening as she went at the story at her own pace.



“At first, Edward laughed his parents off. He was in love with me, I was in love with him, and that was all there was to it in our simple teenage minds. We got married when we were just eighteen. I was so, so stupid. I know his family poisoned him every chance they could but I still thought we were in love. The first year was amazing. I was in college, and he supported both of us working for his dad. The second year, his family’s claws really started to hurt me. His mom tried to convince me to get my tubes tied because of my family’s history of Down syndrome.” The bag in her hand tore under her fingernails as her fist tightened. “Shit. Anyways… the third year, things stopped being cordial. His parents gave him an ultimatum. Me, or the family business and their love. I think you can figure out which one he picked. And my family, well… they got mad. Not at him. At me. They thought I was the one who screwed things up. They got used to the nice things Edward brought around, the fancy dinners, moving up in the world. They’re still pissed.”



“Jesus, Simone, I’m sorry.”



“It’s okay. Or it was, until the asshole showed up here. Here I am, trying to have a great two weeks with a guy I really care about, the bravest, sweetest man I’ve ever known, and Edward has to show up because his family’s buying warehouses here.” She tiled her head back and gave herself an exaggerated full-body shiver. “Ugh. Anyways.”



“Buying warehouses? What the heck kind of a business is he in?”



She snorted. “You’d think he was a gangster if I told you, but importing.”



“No shit? The guy who came by the golf course yesterday was into importing and shipping too. Bet they’re working together on the same project.”



Simone stopped cold. “What?”



“Yeah. Really well-put together guy. A bit taller than me, wide-shouldered, had this really funky haircut, kinda shaved-”



She cut him off. “What was his name?”



“Kenrich. Why?”



Without warning, Simone threw the remains of her bag of popcorn against the wall of an Irish bar. “Son of a fucking…”



Harvey reached out and grabbed her shoulder. “What is it?”



Gritting her teeth, Simone said, “Kenrich is Edward’s middle name.”



* * *



He met her outside the hotel, dressed a simple light blue button down and slacks. She stormed across the parking lot as Edward gave her his best grin. “Glad you came to your senses. The bed’s pretty uncomfy but we’ll make-”



Simone hit him. It wasn’t the first time she’d ever hit someone – growing up in a household as big as hers, it happened a lot – but it was the first time she’d ever hit someone outside of family in anger and it nearly dislocated her shoulder. Given his size and the square meatiness of his face, he should’ve eaten the punch like a boxer, but instead, Edward’s eyes almost immediately welled up.



“Simmy, what the hell?” he shouted.



“Don’t you ever, ever do something like that again, you fucking asshole.”



Despite his shimmery eyes, Edward tried to grin at her. “I came by your place to talk again. Saw you two… together,” he nearly spat the word out, “and I knew I had to check this guy out. And I’m glad I did, too. That Harvey’s a wreck. In his, what, mid-twenties and he’s working at a diner and a golf course?”



“He’s stable. He earns his way. He lives within his means. He’s a better man than you ever were, Edward.”



Edward reached out to grab her arm and she hated herself a tiny bit for the thrill the brief contact gave her from the man she’d once loved so much. “Come on. We’re making a scene. We’ll go upstairs, we’ll get room service, and we’ll talk this out.”



“Listen to me,” Simone said, jerking her arm free. “I am never coming back to you. You were the one that walked out on us and that’s never going to change. I’m living my life and I’m happy, Edward. If there was ever a part of you that actually loved me, then let me go.”



As she started to walk away, Edward called after her casually, “Happy, huh? And how’s the two-week dating thing going?”



That stopped Simone. She turned halfway, staring at him. “Harvey told you about that?”



“I could lie and tell you yes, but I’m not out to set your house on fire, Simone. I really do want you back, so I’ll tell you the truth. I went to the county jail the other day to look that asshole up, the one who threatened you. I wanted to look him in the eye and spit in his face.” A smug, self-satisfied smile crossed his face. “And I did it.”



“Good for you,” she said sarcastically. “Behind bars. He must have been terrifying.”



“They don’t have bars anymore,” Edward said primly. “This was in a conference room. I paid a cop to let me talk to him.”



“Edward,” Simone said.



“Yes?”



“Fuck. Off.”



She started walking again and thought that was it, but as she dug out the keys for her car, his footfalls rang out behind her and Edward caught up. She turned, reaching for the pepper spray in her purse, wondering if she could do that to him, even now, even as angry as she was. But Edward stopped ten feet away and it was a moot question.



“Life isn’t about fair choices,” Edward said. “I was a stupid kid who didn’t realize what he had. I love you. You’re hurting and I caused that. I’m sorry. I’ve told you that a hundred times. But this whole two-week dating thing, it’s not healthy for you. Neither is he. You’re going to see that. When you do, I’ll help you pick up the pieces.”



Wishing her heart didn’t thrill to those words, Simone got in her car and left.



* * *



Harvey held her while she cried. There was no sex that night, not many words. She fought the echoes of her past, and he fought to hold onto the days left to him. When he was confident Simone had fallen asleep, he whispered his love to her and drifted away.



And in the darkness, Simone’s eyes opened, and she thought.



* * *



PUT ME ON.



Wrapped in simple blue paper with a ribbon around it, the box was on her coffee table, the note written in Harvey’s handwriting. She shook her head, grinning. Whatever he had planned, he’d been awfully excited about and it was infectious.



She worried, though. Harvey’s words to her last night needed to be addressed at some point. He claimed he wouldn’t try to hold onto her at the end of the two weeks, but if he was already saying “I love you” to her then she needed to nip it in the bud.



Didn’t she?



The box contained a sweater, an old one a size or two too big for her. It was red, and on the front was a fugly Christmas pattern. She held it to her face and laughed into it.



Music. Someone outside was playing music. Christmas music. She ran to the window and peeked out. There in her driveway was Harvey’s car, complete with pipe cleaner antlers duct-taped to the front. Her laughter came even harder, and she quickly hurried the sweater on.



In a Santa hat, Harvey stepped out of the car to greet her. “You are insane,” she said, hurtling down the sidewalk to kiss him.



“Oh, we’re just getting started,” Harvey said. “Hop in. Oops, wait.” He opened her door for her, and gestured inside. Bits of tinsel and ornaments had been taped everywhere. “Santa’s sleigh awaits.”



“Santa’s sleigh had better wait a minute, because I need pictures of this nonsense.”



After she got her pictures, even joining in for a few selfies of the two of them together, they drove to his apartment. A familiar car was in the parking lot. “Lizzie and Theo are here too?”



“I think you mean Santa’s little elves.”



“They helped you do this?”



“Oh yeah. I was just going to tape up the antlers and put a little tinsel in the back window, but Theo ended up going kinda nuts on the interior.” Harvey leaned over and kissed her. “Hope you like it.”



“This is… it’s hilarious. It’s perfect.”



“That’s not what I’m talking about,” Harvey said, and though he was smiling, his eyes were serious.



They headed up to his apartment. As though a Christmas miracle was actually happening, his building’s elevator had been fixed and they rode up together. She said hesitantly, “Listen, Harvey, I… I heard you last night.”



“What do you mean?” he asked as the elevator slowed to meet his floor.



“What you said.”



They got off the elevator, and Harvey glanced at her quizzically. “What I said? Come on, don’t be coy.”



“That you love me,” she said quietly. A wave of rich smells struck her but she didn’t place them at first. Her brain wasn’t thinking about eating and it certainly didn’t expect to smell a turkey cooking in the middle of summer.



Harvey sighed. “Shit.”



“Yeah. Look, this whole thing… I’ve been…” She floundered for words and couldn’t come up with anything.



“Can we do this later? I wanted this to be something silly and fun.”



“Yeah. I guess.” It was the sort of I-guess every guy dreaded, the “you’re going to pay for it later” kind of I-guess.



The door to his apartment opened, and Lizzie poked her head out. “I did hear them!” she hollered back inside. “Merry Thanksmas!”



“Thanksmas?” Simone asked.



Lizzie clapped a hand over her mouth. “Oh shit,” she said between fingers. “You didn’t tell her yet?”



“Merry Thanksmas,” Harvey said weakly, trying to smile and gesturing at the door.



The whole place was decorated much like the car. A tiny Christmas tree in a corner lorded over a dozen or so wrapped presents. A speaker spilled out soft carols, and the windows had been covered in white sheets of paper cut into snowflakes. Simone’s hand rose to her mouth. His furniture was gone – moved to his bedroom, she found out later – and replaced with a pair of card tables surrounded by folding chairs. On the tables was a feast – a turkey breast, stuffing, mashed potatoes, yams, rolls, and a green bean bake. Seated around the table munching on appetizers were Theo and Darryl.



“Hey, there she is!” Theo shouted happily. “Merry Thanksmas!”



“Merry Thanksmas!” Darryl agreed, raising a half-full bottle of beer.



Harvey ushered Simone in as she held a hand to her heart. “What is… why… what did you…?” she asked him.



“I got the idea when you said you got lonely over the holidays,” Harvey said quietly. “I thought maybe you deserved one good holiday memory with someone you dated. Maybe… I don’t know, maybe it’ll help.”



She gave him a kiss, a brief one, considering the company, and Theo, who was already pretty buzzed, whooped. Harvey returned it hesitantly before pulling away, his eyes sliding away from hers.



The food was homey and as rich as it promised to be, and they spent a solid hour around the tables, picking at leftovers, bullshitting and laughing. Harvey hid away the pain for a while from Simone and she didn’t pursue what needed to be said. It wasn’t the time or place, he’d been right about that. He didn’t give her a chance to be alone with him either, asking Lizzie to help him grab the pecan pie from the kitchen or grabbing beer with his dad.



Afterward, when the leftovers had been packaged up in plastic containers and doled out among the guests, they gathered up the presents and settled them on the table. “It’s sort of a white elephant gift exchange. Everybody chipped in and I bought all the presents,” Lizzie said. “Well, except for one. But each of them has a tag on it with a number. We’ll all draw two numbers and go nuts. You go first, hon.”



From a sandwich bag, Simone drew a number – three. They found the corresponding present and passed it to her. Excited despite the cold shoulder from Harvey, she opened it up to discover… a pair of giant sandals in the shape of men’s feet covered in hair.



“I didn’t say they were great presents,” Lizzie said, and Simone laughed.



“I love them. Thank you all.”



They went through the rest of the gifts like that. Darryl put on his new “don’t be a dumb bass” fishing hat right away. Theo kissed his wife’s cheek for the toilet mug. Harvey wound up with poop-shaped soap, and so it went until the last of the big presents had been given out.



“Okay, okay, Harvey, give her the last one.”



“I was thinking I’d do that later,” Harvey said, trying to smile.



Lizzie glanced between Harvey and Simone, frowning. Theo had picked up on something too, but he was blitzed and didn’t get the subtle message. “What’s with you two?” he asked. “You’ve been kinda on edge.”



“It’s nothing,” Simone said.



“Right,” Harvey agreed. “Nothing.” He stood up. “I’m gonna grab another beer. Get anybody anything?”



“Maybe I should help you,” Simone said, and rose to join him.



“Help him get beer?” Theo asked Darryl, who just shrugged.



In the kitchen, Simone hissed, “What is this?”



“It’s nothing,” Harvey parroted her. “Right? That’s all this is. Pretend. It’s nothing.”



“Harvey, I told you-”



“I know. I know. Two weeks.”



“Do you?”



“Do I what?”



“What you said last night.”



He jerked the fridge open, rattling the glass jars in the door. “It’s all over in a week or so, right? What does it matter?”



“Do you love me?” Neither of them were bothering to whisper any more and hadn’t noticed the silence out in the living room.



He slammed the fridge door closed again, the beer still tucked away inside. “Yes! All right! Yes, I love you. I can’t help it. You’re the most intriguing woman I’ve ever met and I don’t know how the hell I’m going to handle having to say goodbye to you, okay? Yes! I love you, I love you, I love you. I’m sorry this fucks things up, but goddamn it, Simone, you deserve to hear that. That there’s someone out there who loves and desperately wants you in their life.”



I love you too
 , Simone thought but couldn’t say. She stood there, paralyzed, lost in the throes of a memory of a different man.



Harvey finally remembered the beer, turned around, and got it out. But when he turned, Simone was right there. Tears slipped down her face and she kissed him. He dropped the bottles to the floor. They didn’t break, but they rolled across the uneven surface as her lips desperately connected to his, needing him to actually mean it.



So little time left.



Lizzie cleared her throat and they finally broke apart. “We’re all… um… we’re all going to go. And leave you two to it.”



Simone felt like she should tell them to stay, to hang out a while longer, but there were things that needed to be said in private. So she nodded dumbly, and listened as everyone shuffled out of Harvey’s tiny apartment, leaving only the two of them and the sound of a creaky old fan blowing away the heat in the kitchen.



* * *



“I didn’t open up the last present,” Simone said hollowly.



Harvey finished folding up the card table, set it against a wall, and grabbed the package from under the tree. While he was at it, he pulled the plug on the tiny string of white lights strewn its branches.



“Would you leave them on? Please? Just for a little while?”



“Of course,” he said softly, and plugged them back in. He padded back to her, the present outstretched. “Nothing like emotional flare-ups to really drive home that holiday spirit, right?”



She laughed hoarsely. “Right. Can I…?” She gestured towards the present and he nodded. She ripped it open, and inside was a picture of the two of them, a selfie they’d taken in the park  after their jog. Her hand rose to her mouth as she set it on the table, looking at it.



“I saw a few pictures in your place of your friends and family,” Harvey said. “When the two weeks is up, I guess I wanted you to have something happy to remember from it. Simone, I don’t regret telling you I love you. Not for one second. I know it’s not fair given your rules. But these last few days, they’ve made me…” He smacked his lips, thinking. “Happy’s not the right word. I mean, I am, but it’s not big enough. What I am is… content. Filled, if that makes sense. I was waiting for you. I’ve always been, I think. And the truth is, it doesn’t matter if we have two weeks or two lifetimes. Two weeks of loving you is just as special to me. And at the end of it, if it’s what you want, I’ll let you go. Because I’ll love you. Here with me or somewhere else without, that’s not going to ever change.”



She closed her eyes and shuddered. After a while, realizing he wasn’t going to get anything out of her, Harvey rose up and began cleaning up after the party again. A few minutes later, she joined him, helping move furniture back into place, picking up decorations, trying to return the apartment to a livable state. But when there was a clear line to his bedroom, she took Harvey’s hand, and tugged him in there.



* * *



Simone stripped.



There was nothing sexy about it. She was bashful, looking away from his gaze as she slipped off every article slowly and piled them neatly on a dresser. After grabbing a condom, he joined her, now silent too, and they crawled on to the bed together, laying on their sides, facing each other. She stroked his cheek before he began to kiss her. They’d made love before, a few times, but this was far more tender than that, familiar. His hands slid along her body out of adoration and warmth rather than a sense of lust, though that would come too. She swirled her fingernails along his chest, his belly, his hips, his ass, his groin. They readied each other, their lips and eyes doing as much in their power to stay together as possible.



When she was wet and he was hard, she rolled over on her other side and scooted backwards, resting on his arm as his length slid along her lips. He stroked the back of her neck, kissing her hair, her ear, her shoulder. Slowly Harvey entered Simone, and they rocked, content and together. He didn’t pull back, he didn’t slam into her, he didn’t do much of anything except sway his hips, and she swayed with him. It was slow torture. It was a frozen moment of time, one they didn’t leave until the sun disappeared, replaced by the cool light of the moon filtering over their bodies.



“Tell it to me again,” she whispered, her body writhing harder against his.



“I love you.”



“You mean it?”



“Yes.”



She shuddered, and he realized she’d been playing with her clit. His hand joined hers, and Simone looked over her shoulder. “Harvey, I…”



“You don’t have to say it. I never expect it back.”



She shuddered again, her ass now firmly pushing aback against him, riding the waves. Her hand clasped his fingers, showing him where and how, and Harvey stroked around her hood, her upper lips.



“Mmm, good,” she whispered. “So good. I hurt, Harvey, I hurt so much.”



“I know,” he murmured, then kissed the side of her neck. “I know.”



“Say it to me, say it all the time, say it until I scream at you to shut up, then…” She gulped, “Fuck, Harvey, this is going to be a big one.”



“I love you.”



“Say it again.”



“I love you.”



“Harrrveyy,” she gasped one last time, and Simone came, the last syllable of his name turning into a high-pitched keen before she fell silent, tears streaming down her cheeks. When she could speak again, her voice was hoarse, exhausted. “You can take me. However you need to, just take me, use me, do whatever it is you want to me.”



“I want you like this,” he whispered. His cock stayed the course, still rolling in her, still making love to her, showing her with his body what his words meant. She came down on him, still so full, still needing him, and it wasn’t long before he brought her right back up again, her hands reaching back to grip at his thighs.



Harvey came minutes later, his own orgasm a blip compared to hers. When the condom had been dropped into the wastebasket near the bed, he came back to her, to hold her again, to whisper those words into her ear as she slipped away into sleep.



In the morning, he woke to her sitting on his side of the bed, stroking his face. She’d already showered, and had slipped into one of his shirts. It was several sizes too big for her and Harvey realized with a start it was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen.



“Did I sleep in?” he asked murkily. “It’s not time for the diner yet, is it?”



“No,” Simone whispered. “It’s time I told you I love you too.”



* * *



The days hurt.



They were content. They were happy. They made love. They fucked. They did everything in between. They moved in together – or rather, he just moved his clothes and personal items to her place. A beautiful evening was spent walking among the pigeons at the lake. They spent another evening with a bottle of rum beside them on the table as they snored their way through a comedy. They joined in on a 5k race, walking with a pair of pleasant senior citizens and their herd of grandchildren. They talked about politics, religion, their ambitions, their short-term goals. They got in trouble for being too loud in a museum, then were kicked out when someone walked in on Harvey finger-fucking Simone in the bathroom, her ass up on the vanity, her head resting on his shoulder in mid-gasp.



But there was a big question mark in the air. Yes, they’d admitted their feelings to one another, but the deadline still waited. Simone didn’t know what she wanted except that she wanted Harvey to fight for them. Harvey thought she needed to figure things out on her own and had no idea she wanted him to tell her to not move on. But before that happened, he wanted to do one thing, and that meant having to spend an evening away from her.



“I’ll be back late tonight,” Harvey promised.



“We have so little time,” Simone said, hands clutched together. But she walked him out anyways, kissing him hard before he pulled out of her driveway.



She planned on going out with a friend that night to catch up and have a much-needed glass of wine or ten, but as she was getting ready, someone knocked on her door. Edward, she thought, but Simone was pleasantly surprised to see Darryl standing there, his hands folded in front of him.



“Darryl, hi. You missed Harvey about an hour ago.”



“I know,” Darryl said. “I’m not here to visit him. I was hoping to talk to you.”



“Really?” Simone asked, confused. “Come on in, then. Can I get you a cup of coffee or something?”



He stepped in after her and she closed the door behind him. He had a hangdog look to him, almost sad, and she guided him to her chair. “I hope you don’t mind but I got your address from Harvey’s phone. I wouldn’t normally do that, but… it’s my boy. I had to.”



Simone settled down on a chair next to the couch and leaned forward. “What is it?”



“He’s a good man, Simone. A good son. He tries so hard. He may be working a couple jobs, but hell, who isn’t? And he loves you. You heard him. My boy found someone to love.”



“I know. And I care a great deal for him.”



“Then don’t leave him,” Darryl wheezed. “Please. I don’t know why you do this two-week thing and it’s not my business. But my son, he is my business, and you’re wonderful for him. He’s wonderful for you too, I can see that. Don’t let him go.”



“It’s all right, it’s all right,” she said, coming over to kneel in front of the old man, taking his hands in hers.



He stared at her through glossy eyes. Crying. Darryl was actually crying. “I know what it’s like to love someone and then have to wander the rest of your life knowing you can never have them back. Please don’t do this to my boy.”



She tried to calm him, to soften the torrent of emotions, but soon he fumbled to his feet and walked out of there, shoulders hunched, looking as haunted as she felt.



* * *



The night before the deadline, and Harvey was… Harvey.



He didn’t press her. He didn’t get angry, or plead with her, or do anything to show he wanted to stick around. He seemed… happy.



“If it’s all right by you, I want to pick where we go tomorrow night,” he said.



“You seem almost excited,” Simone said.



They were seated on a big, coarse blanket on top of a hill overlooking a movie being projected on a massive white sheet. They were too far away to hear anything coming from the speakers set up beside the screen, but neither of them cared. They wanted the distance so their making out couldn’t be interrupted. They’d mostly ignored the sandwiches and chips they’d packed in favor of holding onto each other. He was resting on his back, a jacket tucked under his head, while Simone sat cross-legged, her hand entwined with his.



“I’ve got something planned, yeah.”



“Harvey?”



“Hm?”



“What do you want?”



“A kiss would be nice.”



She let go of his hand and twisted around so she could lay down with her head on his chest. “Not what I meant.”



“I know.”



“So?”



His chest rose and fell with his deep breath, and it calmed her. Above them, the clouds were being merciful and she had a good view of the twinkling stars despite the soft glow from streetlamps nearby. She reached up and trailed them endlessly with her fingernail, wishing they could be out among them, just popping in, just saying hello.



“I’m afraid to answer that,” he said. “I already feel like I muddied the waters too much telling you I loved you.”



“I’m glad you did.”



“Yeah?”



“Yeah.”



He ran his fingers across her forehead and down across her hair. “Two point five kids. Chain link fence for our dog, Piddles.”



“What kind of dog?”



“Oh, a mutt, for sure. Lovable mangy old thing that spends most its time farting and barking at walls.” His hand trailed down to her breast and stayed there. “I want to have arguments about me taking out the trash. I want to claim I can fix our washing machine then have to call a plumber to fix all the dumb shit I did because I wanted to impress you. I want you to shout at me from the bathroom to run down to the store and buy you pads because you somehow forgot your period always happens once a month and you didn’t stock up.”



Simone laughed. It was good and unexpected. “Totally something I’d do.”



“And I’d want to yell at you from the bathroom about how I shouldn’t have eaten those fish sticks I thought had gone bad.”



“Definitely something you’d do.”



“I want a thousand moments like that, Simone. I want to come home and bore you about my day. I want to be bored about yours. More than anything else, though, I want you to be happy. Whatever that means. Whatever you need. If that’s… if it isn’t with me, okay. I can live with that. So long as I knew you weren’t with someone like Edward, someone who doesn’t realize how hot your fire really is.”



She sat up, glancing around. The nearest people were thirty or forty yards away, and she was pretty sure they were doing what she was about to. She pressed a finger to Harvey’s lips, then worked at the button on his jeans. When she had the zipper down too, he lifted his butt up and she pulled them down to his feet, the cool night air making him shiver. Simone would help with that.



She’d worn that stupid denim skirt, cursing herself for her bad fashion choice but kinda thinking maybe she was pulling it off, too. It was a pretty good thing she had, because it rode up easily, exposing her panties. She slid those to the side, and as she stroked Harvey to hardness, nuzzling his neck and whispering nothings to him, she played at her own entrance, thinking about all the people who might see, who might walk back this way. That made her pussy practically boogie in delight, and soon she was nice and wet.



His cock jutted up and she reached down to guide it into her as she slid down onto him. The denim skirt’s rough material felt good on her ass and she felt for Harvey’s hands in the darkness to put them there too. As she took him deep inside her, she leaned down to press her body against his, kissing his chest, his neck, his chin, his lips. Both of them hungered for the other, and she rode him quick and fast, her body sliding up and down to the rhythm of a beat playing from someone’s car half a block away. Closer, insects buzzed in the dark, an invisible audience to their dirty act in the park. Her ass slapped against his thighs with every thrust, and she was sure whoever was making love off to their side stopped to listen. Simone didn’t care. No one could see them, no one knew who they were. She rode Harvey, her breasts swaying against his chest, her nipples rubbing against the fabric of her shirt and bra. She gasped and he pulled her mouth to his, quieting her as the hands on her ass squeezed and pulled her even harder onto him. Soon she was bouncing, their bodies pumping hard at one another. She didn’t care if he finished first. All she wanted was to know he had finished, here in the darkness, in this beautiful, wretched night.



Her phone buzzed. And buzzed. And buzzed. And she knew without looking at it who it would be, because only Edward could ruin this night. But she wouldn’t let him, Harvey ran his hand across her ass, his mouth at her ear. “Mine for the night,” he growled. But try as she might, Simone’s mind drifted, and her heart cracked.



He took over the thrusting, his sizable cock machinelike. She slid down to meet his thrusts, building a hard and hot tempo that left her audibly whimpering. He tried to catch her lips again but had to give up when he realized he was fucking her hard enough to make her head bob.



It never occurred to Harvey that this might be their last time, that at that moment, Simone was thinking of the other man who’d called her, about what she intended to do. He came with joyous abandon, grunting, believing maybe the next night would be okay.



He was wrong.



* * *



Simone was silent most of the early morning. Both of them still had to work, still had to function like normal adults, despite the impending end. She ate the eggs and toast he made her with little fanfare, staring out the window. Her guts writhed with what needed to be done.



Harvey was oblivious, the poor, sweet man. His boss at the diner needed him in early, and he asked Simone twice if she wanted to meet up for lunch. His eager gaze nearly made Simone cry. She agreed, feeling like the world’s shittiest person.



Edward.



Come home with me, Simmy.



I’ll love you forever.



I was an idiot who didn’t know what he had.



Come home.



I still love you.



With Harvey gone, Simone raced to her bedroom, dug out the picture of her and Harvey he’d given her at their Thanksmas dinner, and cried over it, her tears blotching the glass.



Harvey found it there on the bed that night when Simone didn’t respond to his calls or his texts and he let himself into her house, fearing the worst. His stomach dropped when he saw the second photograph, an old, well-worn one of her and Edward when they couldn’t have been older than sixteen or seventeen.



He had to see. He had to find out. And he knew from their previous conversations where Edward was staying.



Harvey drove, fighting down the bile in his throat. It was a stupidly long drive across Beckfield, silent save for a buzz from his cell phone. His dad. Harvey turned the cell phone off and tossed it on the seat beside him. It slid around and fell onto the floormat, where he forgot about it.



Because in the hotel parking lot was Simone’s car.



* * *



“You unbelievable asshole,” Simone breathed. “Put your goddamn clothes on.”



“W-what?” Edward asked. It was delightful watching his cock actually shrink in the cold air-conditioned room.



“I didn’t come here to sleep with you. I came here to tell you goodbye.”



“Five times now in the last month you’ve told me that,” he growled, but at least he leaned over to collect his underwear and his slacks.



“I know. But it hit me hard last night. The life I want with Harvey, I want it to be a clean break from all this other shit. From you. I had to do this for me. To finally let you go.” She laughed. “My God. I can’t believe this. I’m free of you.”



“Was I that awful to you, Simone?”



“No. You weren’t. And that’s why it hurt so much to realize all this, Edward. If you’d been a dick, if you hadn’t been so… so… you, divorcing you would have felt like ripping off a band-aid. But you wormed your way into my head and I couldn’t let you go. I let you ruin every relationship I had since then, and you know what? I’m grateful. Because it all led to him. And he’s…” She smiled. “…he fills me.”



Sneering, he said, “I used to do that too.”



“Goodbye, Edward. Please, I believe you when you say you still care about me, so care about my happiness. Don’t call. Don’t text or write. Just let me be with him. You’ll find someone too. I know it. When you’re not acting like an ass, you’re a good man.”



He stepped closer, that magnificently handsome son of a bitch, but she felt no desire anymore for him. No attraction. All that had been yanked out of her with the pain of the realization she really was done with him last night and that morning. She thought he might try to get violent. To take her. Her eyes widened in fear.



Instead, Edward reached behind her for the door and opened it for her. “All right, then, Simone.” Her ex-husband kissed her cheek, and she let him, just a peck. “I’ll… talk to your parents. Tell them about what happened, try to smooth things over. And tell Harvey I was out of line and that… that he’s the luckiest man I know.”



“I will, Edward. Thank you.”



When the door closed behind her, Simone raced for the elevator, practically squealing with excitement. Her whole life felt new, fresh, washed. Ready for the next step, ready to go home to Harvey.



Except her stupid car wouldn’t start.



It flummoxed her. The damn thing had been making a pinging sound lately but she hadn’t ever had any trouble with it other than that. Even jumper cables and a boost from Edward (and wasn’t that awkward) couldn’t start it again. When she explained how desperately she needed to get home to Harvey, Edward gave her one last gift and promised to have the car towed to a mechanic’s. She handed the keys over happily and called up a ride.



By the time she got home, the house was silent. And Harvey’s things were gone.



* * *



“What are you doing, you dickhead?” Lizzie screamed at Harvey. “All she wanted was for you to fight for the two of you! And you leave her without saying a word?”



Sue shot into the kitchen. “Keep your voices down,” she hissed.



Harvey and Lizzie ignored her. “She was there, Liz. At that hotel. With him. Our last night together and she went to be with him. I promised her I wouldn’t stand in her way but I’m not going to pretend like that didn’t rip my guts out.”



“She’s called you half a dozen times to explain. She’s texted you, shit, I don’t know, twenty times.”



“What are you talking about?” Harvey snapped. “Simone hasn’t said a thing to me.”



“Yes, she has!” Lizzie shouted again.



Sue stepped in between them and snarled, “If you two can’t be civil then this is the last straw, Harvey. Take this shit outside.”



They stormed out back. Harvey dug out his cell phone. “Look. Look!” He passed over the phone and Lizzie tapped the power button. She waited expectantly, but nothing happened.



“You. Fucking. Idiot,” she breathed. “Oh Harvey, you are the dumbest man I’ve ever met.”



“What?”



She held down the power button until the pleasant greeting music chimed, and all of a sudden he remembered powering it off and tossing it aside. Immediately his phone began to buzz with missed messages. He stumbled backwards, bracing himself against the wall.



“Oh my God. Oh no.”



“She did go to see him. To ask him to give her his blessing, or barring that, to leave the both of you alone,” Lizzie said, her voice much gentler. “Then her car broke down. You’ll see the bumper. The towing company wasn’t great at their job and it got all-”



“She… to get his blessing for…”



“For the two of you. She meant to be back in time to explain it but everything blew up in her face.”



“I gotta go to her,” he rasped. “I gotta make this right.” He rubbed his eyes. Then an idea dawned on him. It couldn’t quite be the way he’d planned it the night before, but he thought maybe he could do even better. “I had this plan last night… I need your help. Go to her. Get her to this park. It’s where I first realized I loved her. Hang on.” He looked up the address on his phone, and fired it off to Lizzie while she wrote it into her own. “Give me…” Harvey did some quick mental calculations. “Give me about two hours.”



“I can do that.”



“And not a word to her.”



With Lizzie jogging for her car, Harvey headed inside. Loopy, angry at himself, and more than a little excited, he headed for the kitchen. Sue turned to glance at him, her eyes narrowing, and he said gleefully, “I need the rest of the morning off.”



“You can’t. We’re short on-”



“Then I quit. Thanks, Sue.”



“You can’t just-”



But he was already gone. Probably a mistake, but he’d work anywhere he could find. In his car, he made a call first to his dad. He explained quickly what he needed. Darryl agreed immediately, and bellowed cheerfully on the other end as Harvey pulled the phone away from his ear, laughing.



This was crazy. This was nuts. But he was fighting for Simone.



* * *



Simone blew wads of snot into a tissue and shook her head. “I don’t want to go anywhere. I just want to lay in bed until I’m all cried out again.”



“Come on, sweetie, ice cream therapy is just what you need.”



“No, Lizzie. I know you mean well but please just leave me be, okay?”



“No. Not okay.” Lizzie sighed and dialed Harvey. He picked up on the first ring. “I’m trying, Harvey-”



Simone glanced up, her red-rimmed eyes quavering. “Harvey?”



“-but she won’t come. Talk to her. She needs you.”



Simone shook her head. “I don’t want to.”



Lizzie knelt next to her friend. “Trust me. You want to hear what he has to say.”



She punched the speakerphone button, and Harvey’s voice came through. “Simone.”



“Why did you leave?” Simone cried. “I was coming home to you. I just…”



“I know.” Harvey drew in a deep, shaky breath. “I’m sorry. I was an idiot and an asshole. But I need one more day.”



“What?”



“The two weeks ended this morning, right? Then I need another day. Please. Just one. An hour, even. Just that.”



“I don’t understand.”



“You will. Go with Lizzie. Please.”



Then he was gone. Simone looked at the phone for a long moment, then at the picture on her nightstand. She rose shakily to her feet, and nodded at Lizzie. The other woman took in her rumpled tee shirt, her cargo shorts, and the flip-flops on her friend’s feet, and almost said something, almost told her to change. But she had a feeling it didn’t matter. Whatever was about to happen would go on regardless of if Simone wore her finest dress or her rattiest clothing.



They drove deep into the heart of the city, towards the park. It took Lizzie a long time to find the right parking area, and when they finally pulled in, Simone glanced around, confused.



“What is this?”



“Come on,” Lizzie said. She hopped out, and across the park, she spotted Harvey. He waved at both of them. Simone’s head dipped until she was staring at her shoes.
 Good
 , Lizzie thought. That way she wouldn’t notice the flowers Harvey had carefully arranged around the bench or his dad standing slightly apart, hidden by a pair of trees, a camera in hand.



When they drew close, Lizzie let go of Simone’s hand. “She’s all yours,” she told Harvey, and stepped away – but not so far that she couldn’t listen in.



Simone finally looked up. Looked at the cheap grocery store flowers. At the badly fitting clothes she’d learn later Darryl had run to grab his son. At the man she loved so much, smiling at her, a pain in his own eyes matching her own.



“I’m sorry,” he said. “I was a dumbass. I saw the picture of you and Edward next to ours and I thought… well, I drove out to see and found your car there-”



“I broke down,” Simone snapped. Or would have, if her voice hadn’t quavered so much. “I did go see him but it was to tell him goodbye, once and for all. Because I love you, you idiot. So what are we doing here?”



“I lied on the phone earlier,” Harvey said. “I don’t want one more day.”



Realization hit her, and Simone whispered, “Then… then what do you want?”



“I want two weeks,” he said, his hand slipping around his back.



“What?”



“I want another two weeks.” His hand came back around, holding a little felt box. She gasped, and Harvey knelt. “And then I want another two weeks. And another. Until it’s not just two weeks anymore, but a month. A year. A lifetime.”



He opened the box. Inside was a ring. Simone’s heart roared its approval, her hand fluttering up to her chest. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t say the words until she was kissing him, panting it out in between fervent brushes of their lips. “Yes,” she whispered. Kiss. “Yes!” she said, kissing him again. “Yes!”



Darryl and Lizzie cheered, and Harvey kissed Simone again, good and long, his hands wrapped around her waist and back, dipping her low. When they’d finally broken apart, Simone whispered, “Promise me one thing, though.”



“Anything.”



“That you’ll never, ever, be happy with just two weeks again.”



For an answer to that, Harvey pulled her in tight for one more kiss.











Epilogue



 



The foam of Simone’s beer flooded up and onto her hands when she twisted off the bottle cap. “You ass,” she said, giggling as she waved her hands dry.



“Hey, you gotta be more careful with those things,” Harvey said, grinning slyly.



They were on the deck of the clubhouse. Only a few people were golfing, giving the couple time to have lunch together. Harvey’s job search was still ongoing. At Simone’s behest he was taking his time about it, trying to find his way into a managerial position at a coffeehouse or something similar. They’d moved in together almost immediately after he proposed. She didn’t mind picking up the extra slack on his end for a while if it meant Harvey finding somewhere he was both appreciated and happy. In the meantime, he had the golf course, and the early free time gave Harvey the impetus to make every morning special for her – on their off-days from jogging together, he made love to Simone in the early hours, when she liked it slower and sweeter, and he always took the time to make her breakfast before she headed to work and he hit the pavement. It had only been a couple weeks since he proposed, but Harvey felt at home already, and Simone was blissfully content.



Filled.



“So,” Harvey said, folding his hands behind his head. “The Comstock Diner was a bust, but there was a farm supply store a block over, and they’re looking to hire pretty much all the time. It’s not bad pay, either.”



“I could see you in some coveralls and a cowboy hat,” Simone said.



“Right? Anyways, I put in an application. We’ll see how it goes.”



“I’m hoping I could convince you otherwise,” a man said behind them. Neither of them heard the big man approach, and Simone jumped. “Oh hell, I’m so sorry. Usually it’s my face that scares people off, not my voice.”



Simone turned in her chair. The guy was huge, maybe six five, six six. Not fat, but brimming in muscles. A white suit clung to his frame as though it had been tailored just for him, and she realized with a start that must have been exactly right. His face was, as he said, frightening in the right context – brutish, with a flat nose, angular forehead, and ears that looked like someone had beaten them with a mixer. But the smile on his face somehow lessened the effect.



“Stop insulting yourself,” a woman behind him said. The big man turned so she could get past him. She was beautiful, elfin and small-framed with a twinkle in her eyes. “I hate when you insult yourself.”



“Sorry, hon.” The big man leaned in and kissed the top of her head. “This is my wife Olivia. I’m Barrett Carney.” He stuck out a giant mitt of a hand while she did the same with her much smaller digits and Harvey and Simone rose uncertainly to shake.



“Interested in doing a little golfing?” Harvey asked.



“Not exactly,” Olivia said.



“Well, don’t rule it out,” Barrett said. “I wouldn’t mind. But no, that’s not our first business here.”



“Then I’m sorry, I’m a little confused,” Harvey said. “What can I help you with?”



“It’s the other way around, actually,” Olivia said. “It’s what we can help you with. It’s going to really help speed things up if you look up who my husband is on your phone. Otherwise you’re never going to believe what we tell you.”



“Got another beer?” Barrett asked Harvey.



“Uh, yeah, sure. Hang on, be right back.” Harvey darted inside as Olivia spelled out Barrett’s name for Simone.



As he dug out pair of cold bottles, his fiancé gasped audibly and said, “Holy crap!”



Harvey came back outside and handed over the bottles to Olivia and Barrett. “What is it?”



“Um. Um,” Simone said, and handed over her phone. The headline was from a year or two ago from the financial section of a national newspaper about the nation’s richest under forty. Halfway down the list was…



“Holy. Crap,” Harvey breathed.



“That’s just the trappings,” Barrett said. “My real business is good people. I saw your story and had to know more. A man defending a near stranger from a deranged stalker? That’s the sort of person I want in my corner.”



“I don’t understand,” Harvey said weakly. Simone grabbed his arm and leaned her head against his shoulder.



Barrett continued unchecked. “So I decided to send down an employee of mine, one of my talent scouts. She was there the morning you were fired from the Incandescent. When I heard about that horseshit, I decided to come down here and make things right myself.”



“I was just… she just needed help, and I…” Harvey said.



“He’s the best man I know,” Simone said firmly.



“Same with mine,” Olivia said, smiling up at Barrett fondly.



“It’s my understanding you make a mean cup of coffee,” Barrett said.



“Oh, he really does,” Simone said. “I’m so spoiled.”



With a gleam in his eye, Barrett said, “I’m hoping to have you show me in person.”



* * *



One of Barrett’s people watched the clubhouse while Simone and Harvey piled into the back of their rented SUV. More familiar with the city of Beckfield than her husband, Olivia drove, almost looking like a child in the gargantuan seat.



The Carneys kept up a stream of small talk, and Simone and Barrett warmed up to them easily. They were a likable couple, and as obviously in love as they were. Olivia was an optometrist, and relayed the cute story of how they’d met when she had a nasty fall in a park back home.



“She was terrified of me. Shouted something about ogres and trolls or something.”



Oliva smacked his hip and kept on. They apparently traveled a lot like this, usually together, sometimes Barrett by himself. It was harder for her now that they had a couple of little ones, but she still liked to meet the people Barrett was recruiting.



“So you do stuff like this a lot?” Simone asked.



“I try to,” Barrett said. “A friend of mine gave me an opportunity years ago to give back like this and ever since then, we’ve made good people our business. There’s a lot of darkness out there, so we like to celebrate the light.”



The GPS let them know to take a right, and Harvey frowned. This was the street near the Incandescent. Simone glanced at him questioningly and he shrugged. “Look, um, we’re headed for the Incandescent?”



“Yes,” Barrett said, giving his wife an amused look.



“I didn’t leave there on the best terms. My old boss isn’t going to be thrilled to have me back.”



“I wouldn’t worry about that.”



They found a parking spot half a block down from the coffee shop, and Olivia took Barrett’s arm when they got out. Simone liked their closeness. It was like they were always eager to be connected. Her own hand found Harvey’s and he glanced down, surprised. Simone couldn’t blame him. She generally wasn’t the hand-holding type. Maybe that would change after this.



The Incandescent was closed. This time of the day, this early in the week, that was bizarre. Harvey expected Barrett to turn around once he realized the door was locked, but instead he fished out a key and slid it home. As he opened it and flicked on the lights, Barrett said, “Now, the location’s negotiable. If you like the building, we’ll keep you here. But if there’s some good reason you don’t want to work out of here, we’ll take a day or three and explore some other possibilities.”



“I don’t understand,” Harvey said for what felt like the dozenth time.



“He does have a tendency towards dramatics when it comes to this sort of thing,” Oliva said, taking a seat on the long couch. “He bought the building.”



“I’ll own it on paper,” Barrett said, “but I want you totally in charge of the place. If it needs renovations, repairs, new equipment, anything like that, my people will help you out. You’ve gotta promise me, though, you’re going to take down these godawful posters.”



Simone laughed breathlessly and grabbed Harvey’s arm. “This would be perfect for you.”



Utterly astonished, Harvey stared at the big man. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”



Barrett settled in next to his wife and wrapped an arm around her. “I am. But first let’s see how good that cup of coffee really is.”



 



* * * * *



 



 
 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 or teacher 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.



 




Trio Trysts and Twists




 



When two just isn’t enough! Contains five steamy stories and novellas about threesomes, if that wasn’t readily apparent. Two beautiful women stumble across a cabin in the midst of a snowstorm and find that the stranger inside may be just what they’re looking for. A pop star looks for some after-show entertainment from her two newest bodyguards. Hard on his luck, a man calls upon the one who got away and her lovably silly sapphic partner for a place to stay. At the end of her rope, a woman cheats on her husband to free herself of the loveless marriage. And in the collection’s centerpiece, a beautiful young nanny comes to live with a couple looking for more than just care for their infant.



(Note – no crossing of the swords here or in any of my stories)



 




Trio Tales




 



Because my readers loved Trios Trysts and Twists, Trio Tales brings more of that threesome loving! A model fresh off a hard divorce and a long year of shoots and movie roles decides a vacation is in order, and falls head-over-heels for the friendly couple celebrating a much-belated anniversary. A wildly sexual woman celebrates her new implants by inviting a pair of smoking hot guys to spend an unforgettable night with her. A husband helps his wife fulfill a favorite fantasy by inviting his best friend to join them on her birthday. Two lovers take on a third roommate as they face down eviction. And in a unique take on the mobster story, a former criminal makes a cross-country trip with a woman he just met when the ex-wife of his cellmate asks him to come to his funeral.



 




Power




 



In the titular novel-length story, one man’s rise from rags to riches is detailed in all its debaucherous and sometimes tragic glory. A story about love, money, and regrets, it’s the bittersweet focus to this collection, and is joined by two more playful shorter stories about bosses and their sexy and handsome employees.



 




Summer Swells




 



For two best friends, one sweltering summer brings some big changes – and new opportunities for love and lust. Two intertwined novellas blend the heat and the sweet. Highly recommended if you liked Neighbors or The Wives!



 



* * * * *



 



Find me on Facebook!




https://www.facebook.com/writeriansnow/
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