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            ASH

          

        

      

    

    
      Clara spins through the apartment like a literal cyclone… except she’s cleaning instead of destroying everything in her path.

      “Stop it!” The apartment isn’t that messy and she should already be on the road. “You are going to be late!”

      “I’m not catching a flight. My family can deal with me getting there five minutes later than I would have. It’s Christmas! I’m not leaving you with socks on the living room floor.”

      Except it’s not just tidying. She mopped the kitchen floor and cleaned my bathroom. I have to physically get between her and the closet door. “You are not vacuuming right now.”

      “Fine.” She bites her tongue and glares at the white wood behind me. “Are you sure I can’t just get the baseboards?”

      “No!”

      She huffs, but finally turns for the door. “Alright. I’ll leave.”

      It’s already dark out, but she had three finals today and unlike me, she doesn’t have a problem driving at night.

      Astigmatism for the win.

      I smile at the absurdity of that thought, and she narrows her eyes. “Who’s got you smiling like that?”

      “I was just being a dork about my eyes.” And the glasses I never wear.

      “Yeah? You’re not trying to get me out of here so you can sneak someone in, are you?”

      “Of course not.” I haven’t had a date in months and she knows it.

      That one was bad enough I’d considered giving up on men entirely. Too bad my libido seems to have a mind of its own these days.

      “You need to get laid.”

      “I do.”

      The announcement is unnecessary.

      While she puts her shoes on, I pull the handle of her rolling suitcase up and hold it out to her. “But, barring a Christmas miracle, I’ll just have to settle for Santa’s little helper.”

      “Is that code for ‘I’m going to read Santa smut with a vibrator’?”

      “I already have three downloaded and ready to go.”

      She sticks her tongue out at me. “Don’t be a stick in the mud while I’m gone. I demand you have a Merry Christmas.”

      “I just told you I’d be fantasizing about Santa… that’s as merry as it gets.”

      “Okay, fine. Enjoy your presents!” She winks at me as she shuts the door, and all I can do is shake my head.

      The “presents”—the present—in question sits on our dining table, wrapped in purple paper with a white ribbon… with branding from the local adult shop.

      She’s incorrigible.

      I’m definitely going to open it early. But first… cookies. And maybe some spiked cocoa.

      The tube of sugar gluten-free cookie dough Clara left behind with a gift tag isn’t fancy—even with the candy canes printed through the center—but minimum effort and minimal clean up are the real gift.

      When I’ve cut them and popped them in the oven, I connect my phone to the bluetooth speaker and find the Rat Pack Christmas album that always reminds me of Christmas when I was a kid.

      Christmas when it felt magical.

      Now…

      Now, the holiday just feels like cold slush and screaming parents… with gifts that aren’t appreciated, and green bean casserole laced with revenge-level amounts of salt.

      Staying here might be lonely… but it keeps me out of the crossfire.

      “Why get divorced when you can spend the rest of your life torturing each other instead?” I mutter the question to the timer.

      I flinch when a knock sounds at my door. Three sharp raps, not urgent, but definitely wanting to be heard.

      It’s probably our neighbor coming by to complain about my barely there music. And of course I’m wearing my “Not Today Jesus” shirt.

      Grabbing my hoodie, I ignore the voice in my head that reminds me it makes me look even bigger than I am. That voice belongs to my mother. And she’s wrong about most things.

      But it’s not Mrs. Grumpypants in 4A outside when I look through the peephole.

      Two men wait patiently outside and I drop down off my tiptoes, trying to think of why they’re here.

      Their tattoos and leather jackets are the only things about Grayson and Theo that “match”…. That and the fantasies I’ve had while tutoring both of them.

      But what are they doing here?

      When I open the door, they turn to me with smiles that make me want to melt through the floor. Because what are they doing here?

      Grayson turns his dark gaze on me and I manage not to shiver when it drags down on me. There’s a faint shadow across his face. The beard he never lets actually grow makes him look older… in the best possible way, and it draws my gaze straight to his lips. And then my wandering mind dips lower.

      I can see the horns of the buck tattoo that covers his chest as they peek out from the torn neck of his shirt. I shouldn’t know what his chest looks like. I shouldn’t have the type of birds in those antlers memorized.

      He runs his hand through this dark hair, messing it up in that way that looks perfectly planned. And I catch my breath, but looking away from him doesn’t do me any good.

      Theo has more tattoos… though I’ve never seen him with his shirt off, the ones I can see, even now, would make my mother have a heart attack.

      His neck is completely covered, dark lines like a collar of sharply lined flowers, and his hands… I don’t know whose faces he wears there, but they cover the entire backs from knuckle to wrist and bleed into the sleeves that trail all the way up his arms.

      “Hey,” I say. I can’t think of anything better, and even that sounds shaky.

      “Hey, honey bun.” Theo says, leaning on the jamb.

      I feel the blush covering my cheeks and turning the tops of my ears red.

      I should have told him not to call me that months ago. Or, more than that, I should be used to it by now. It shouldn’t make me feel like I’m back in high school waiting to be kissed.

      “Hi.” It’s redundant, but what am I supposed to say?

      “Hi,” Theo says back. He laughs lowly and then licks his lips. “Mind if we come in?”

      “Come in?” My mind goes blank for half a second, and then it rushes through all the reasons they might want to come in and all the reasons they shouldn’t come in.

      And then a shrill alarm from the kitchen sounds, saving me from having to actually invite them in.

      I let out a little squeak and rush back to the kitchen, suddenly wishing I’d let Clara vacuum.
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            GRAYSON

          

        

      

    

    
      TWO - Grayson

      Ash’s hoodie is hooked on her pants in such a way that when she turns to run away, my focus goes straight to her ass.

      An ass I’ve wanted to grab a handful of since she first sat down next to me in a math class I was not prepared to take.

      We should probably wait for her to come back instead of letting ourselves in. But she left the door wide open and all of her heat is rushing out.

      We’re just saving her from an enormous bill.

      When I close the door behind us, I have to grab Theo by the arm and pull him back. “Shoes.”

      There are dozens of shoes lined up in tidy little rows beside the door, and Ash is wearing slippers.

      Theo mutters a “duh” under his breath and toes off his boots.

      I follow suit.

      “This is going to be fun,” Theo says as he nudges me toward the kitchen.

      Ash and Clara’s apartment is cozy. It looks like two women live here and have made it their home. Everything is soft, just like Ash.

      She’s pulled cookies out of the oven—the kind that comes from a tube with dyed images of candy canes that run through the middle, but she’s sprinkling red and green sugar on them for that little extra.

      I’m not surprised in the least.

      I almost make a joke about how she usually gives a little extra to everything she does… and how we’d like that particular attention turned on us.

      But I don’t, because my nerves flutter across my skin and my scalp has started to tingle.

      I stuff my hands in my pockets, just in case they’re shaking.

      I don’t want to check.

      Why am I nervous?

      Done with her sugaring, she shuts off the oven, exhales a long breath and then turns to face us, leaning back on the counter.

      “So,” she says, taking another deep breath. “What are you doing here?”

      We should probably ease into this, but… “Santa got your Christmas list and decided to deliver a few days early.”

      “What?” Her brows pinch and I ignore the question that pops into my head, because I refuse to believe her roommate—her best friend—would lie to us about this.

      I pull the piece of paper out of my pocket and read the words, both printed in black ink and penned in pink.

      “Dear Santa, This Christmas I would like ‘name of a guy you like’.” I look up and meet her wide-eyed stare. “And look at that, you said ‘Grayson slash Theo’… wrapped up under my tree.”

      “Oh my God.” The words hold a quiet terror that shouldn’t be cute, but somehow are. “Where did you get that?”

      Theo leans against the wall, watching her with a smile I’d almost call feral. “One of Santa’s elves gave it to us, now hush. He’s not done reading.”

      She presses her lips together, not arguing that she doesn’t want us to read it. That’s a very good sign. So, I keep going.

      “I’ve been nice all year. I think I deserve a little naughty. And Christmas is the perfect time for… ‘something a hooker would do’.”

      She flushes bright red.

      “You said ‘the Girlfriend Experience,’ but Santa’s elf has supplied some ideas for what that actually entails.”

      She reaches for the paper, but I pull it back. “I’m not done yet.”

      “I can’t believe Clara gave that to you.”

      Neither can I, but I’m very happy she did. I keep reading. “I’ll be on my best, naughtiest behavior if there’s a box with—color—black—clothing you’d wear for the guy you like—jewel butt plug.”

      “That was my favorite answer.” Theo says, softly.

      Her blush somehow gets deeper.

      “I’ll let him stuff my body opening—pussy—like a stocking, he can do me in sex position—doggy-style—, and come all over my body part—ass—, just like he’s icing a Christmas dessert—Bundt cake.” I fold the paper up and put it back in my pocket. “XOXO, your name—Ash.”

      “I can’t believe Clara gave that to you.” She repeats, but not quite as horrified as last time.

      “She told us to say ‘Merry Christmas’ and ‘You’re welcome’.”

      Ash crosses her arms in front of her and chews on her thumbnail, blushing even harder when she meets my eyes.

      God, I love that.

      “You were never supposed to see that. We were drinking and being ridiculous.”

      “Would you go back and change your first answer?” I lick my lips and pray she says no. “Because if Clara was wrong to send us to you, tell us and we’ll go.”

      “But we’d like to stay,” Theo says, giving her his puppy dog eyes. “You were on our Christmas list, too.”
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            THEO

          

        

      

    

    
      When Clara handed us that note and not-so-subtly asked us to fuck her roommate, my heart had stopped. Ash has been a dream—literally and figuratively—that was always just out of reach.

      Smart, gorgeous, and sweet as can be, she looks exactly like the sort of woman who’d take one look at us and tell us to grow up. But she’d put both our names on that slot in the word game.

      Clara had also mentioned she’d hung the bundle of mistletoe Ash is standing under right now.

      I don’t think she’s even noticed it.

      Or maybe she has, and that’s why she’s there now. Maybe she’s too shy to ask for it.

      That doesn’t mean we’re going to take it without being sure.

      “It’s Christmas, and you’re standing in the right spot….” I point up to it and when she looks, she definitely didn’t know it was there.

      If she says no, we’ll go, but damn, I want her to say yes.

      She swallows, looking back at me, looking at my lips, and I take a step forward. “You don’t have to say yes, honey bun. If you tell us to go, we’ll walk back out that door and go home and cry, but what if… what if you were just a little naughty for once?”

      She angles her head upward, but it’s because I’m too close. It’s not an invitation.

      Swallowing, she licks her lips again. “It’s a tradition, after all.”

      Pushing up on her toes, she gives me an achingly chaste kiss and I can’t stop myself from smiling down at her when she drops back onto her heels.

      “That was very sweet. But your answers to those questions weren’t sweet, were they? Would you like a real kiss, Ash? Your Christmas wish sounded like a lot more than a simple peck.”

      Her eyes narrow, just a little, and thank God, she takes it as a challenge.

      Reaching up, hand wrapping around my neck, she pulls me down to her, but I’m the one who takes her lips.

      She melts in my arms, molding against my body in a way that makes me even more curious about how she would feel beneath me… on top of me. I want to hold her close and let her snuggle against me while she’s sleeping. I want to know every little thing about her that I haven’t already figured out and I want to learn half of it while I’m inside her.

      Ash is so much better than any of my fantasies of her.

      Her lips open at the slightest prompting, and I take her mouth the way I’ve dreamed of.

      The thrill that rockets through me when her tongue strokes mine—an active participant in her own seduction—makes me hard enough, I know she can feel it where I’m pressed against her.

      But tonight isn’t about just me and her.

      Reluctantly, I draw back, tasting her on my lips and tongue. “I think I like traditions.”

      “Me too.” The words are a whisper, but her eyes sparkle as she looks up at me.

      I lean down to whisper in her ear. “If you liked that, you’ll want to give Gray a turn. I can vouch for how good a kisser he is.”

      Her eyes are a little wider when I step back. They flit from me to him and she lets out a shaky breath. “Is he just a good kisser? Or a better kisser?”

      “You’ll have to tell us.”

      She bites her lip and then nods. “Okay.”

      Gray crosses the short distance between them and kisses her like he’s been dying for it.

      I know how that feels and my hard on just turned painful.

      The man I love, kissing the woman we’ve both spent too many hours lusting over… there’s no way to wrap that up with a bow, but it’s a damned gift.
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            ASH

          

        

      

    

    
      Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God.

      I hope they can’t tell how panicked I am.

      Because this is better than any fantasy I’ve ever had lying in bed at night with a vibrator pressed to my clit. And they’ve only kissed me.

      Theo was soft and demanding all at once.

      Grayson… Grayson makes me want to give over every last bit of control I have.

      I’d once told Clara—whom I can no longer trust with my secrets, it seems—that I would let these two men do anything to me.

      But wanting and doing are two different things—miles apart.

      Wanting and asking aren’t even in the same hemisphere.

      Grayson kisses me with all that control I long for, and somehow, he still makes me take what I want, offering it in a way I can’t help but grab hold of it.

      When his hand coasts down my back and he squeezes my ass, I can’t stop from moaning into his mouth.

      I should be embarrassed—I should be mortified at the sound. Instead, I step into him, and take his other hand, guiding it down to join the first.

      Grayson smiles against my lips and uses that grip to hold me against him. I want him to pick me up, back me against the wall and get down to business.

      That would be a very bad idea.

      And maybe he feels that way too, because he pulls back from me, still smiling, and tucks a piece of my hair behind my ear.

      “Can I have a cookie?”

      I blink at him.

      Can he have a—

      I glance at the tray I’d kind of forgotten was there. “Oh. Yeah. Of course.”

      He steps into my kitchen and studies the cookies as if there’s a difference between them… as if he needs to pick the right one.

      I look back at Theo, who’s pulled out one of the dining room chairs and is sitting on it like he’s the most relaxed person in the world…. The bulge straining against his jeans tells me that’s probably not the case.

      It makes my mouth water and my mind wander.

      He hooks his finger, beckoning, and I go to him, almost without thinking. He holds out his hand and I take it.

      I want to be touched by them. I’m not going to give up any opportunity.

      “How drunk were you when you played that game with Clara?”

      Meaning, how much can they trust the words written there—how much can they trust I actually meant to say them?

      “Not drunk enough to tell you you should leave.”

      He smiles and shifts in the chair so he can pull papers from his back pocket. They’re folded into a little packet and he offers them to me.

      “Another game?” I ask. I have no idea where this night is actually headed.

      “Nope.”

      My brows fly high when I open it up. “You came prepared.”
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            THEO

          

        

      

    

    
      Ash’s brows rise as she reads the results. “You came prepared.”

      We’d have lied, stolen, and cheated to get those tests done in time. It had been right down to the wire, too. I’m a little surprised the paper isn’t still hot.

      But we needed to know, and more importantly, we needed her to know.

      “You’re not the only one who’s been dreaming of a honey bun sandwich.”

      She grimaces and I make a mental note to never say those words together again.

      Looking from me, to the tests, to the table behind me, she hands them back and goes to stand behind one of the other chairs, dragging the wrapped box from the center. She opens it like she’s mad at it. The ribbon comes off half untied, the wire stiffening it is definitely warped. She tears through the paper and doesn’t bother to clear it away before popping open the box.

      I expected the curse she lets loose, and even though I expected it, it’s cute coming from her.

      The second one’s cuter.

      Clara might be in trouble when she gets back from her trip. The first thing she pulls out is a handful of condoms.

      That’s the second thing she pulls out too. Then an enormous bottle of lube.

      Edible underwear, a novelty LED cock ring and a pamphlet that looks like it’s designed for middle school Sex-Ed follows after.

      Gray comes to stand between us with a plate piled high with cookies, chuckling when she turns the box upside down and even more condoms pour out.

      He offers one to me… which makes me wonder why Ash is buying pre-made gluten-free cookies… but I shake my head at him, and push that question out of my mind too.

      When he sets the plate down, he wraps his arm around her waist and pulls her back.

      “Clara went a little overboard. We did bring our own.” His lips graze her ear. “But I’ll still add it to the list of things I put in my thank you note.”

      Ash looks up at him, but her head snaps right back down when his hand spreads over her stomach and I catch the faint grimace.

      I hate the assumption that flickers in my mind. She’s self-conscious about her weight.

      The idea of that always makes me skin-tinglingly mad. I hope I’m wrong.

      I want to tell her how perfect she is, but I know she won’t believe me. Especially not right now. Right now, she’ll just assume it’s me trying to coax our way into her pants.

      When Gray’s head dips lower and his lips coast along her neck, she relaxes in his arms, and I relax too.

      Clara’s pointers are definitely cheating, but if we can help it, this won’t be a holiday fling. Christmas presents are meant to be kept… and just because we aren’t wearing bows doesn’t mean we’re anything less than gifts meant for her.

      We’ve been lusting after Ash since freshman year. When Gray needed a tutor and she was available… I signed up for the course I didn’t need, just so I had an excuse to spend a few hours a week with her, too.

      One of our friends had called it pathetic, but those random hours were eye-opening… and a little heart-breaking. We’d fallen for her harder each week. But I’d been certain she wasn’t interested.

      How wrong I was….

      Dating women together has never been something we were able to do from the start.

      Most relationships never got to the “hey listen, I come a package deal” conversation, and when they did, it was always the beginning of the end.

      This time… it feels like we have a chance.

      Because she’s it for us. I know it in my bones.
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            ASH

          

        

      

    

    
      Grayson picks through the box and pulls out a strand of colored condoms, brow quirking. “Clara either bought a mystery box, or she anticipated some blow jobs in your future.”

      He hands me a string of four condoms in brightly colored wrappers. They’re flavored, with cartoonish versions of the fruits they’re supposed to taste like… except the banana is clearly a dick, the cherries are definitely boobs, and the peach… that’s oddly just a peach.

      Theo takes the lube bottle from where I’d set it and starts reading the back of it. He sounds oddly absent when he says. “You don’t have to do anything you want to… but we’d like to be your Christmas treat.”

      “So, it’s just a tonight thing?”

      “It’s an anything you want, any time you want, thing.” Theo stands, brushes my hair back over my ear the way Grayson had minutes earlier, and leans close. “We’ve been dreaming of fucking you for so long, honey bun. Do you think we could possibly be satisfied with just one night?”

      My breath catches in my throat when he brushes his lips down the side of my neck.

      “I’ve imagined every single possible thing we could do to you. And I’ve imagined you cuddled between us in the afterglow.” He trails his fingers under my jaw, tipping my face up to him, but he doesn’t kiss me. “You’re so sweet, honey bun. But maybe you’re a little spicy too.”

      I’m not willing to admit to anything yet. “What else have you imagined?”

      His smile is wolfish. “I’ve imagined eating you out while Gray fucks me.”

      My mouth goes dry.

      “Would you like to do that? Watch me get fucked?”

      “I don’t know—” Watching them feels a little… voyeuristic.

      Grayson shifts, turning towards us, and suddenly I’m between them. Almost a honey bun sandwich, like Theo said. I don’t like the words, but standing between them….

      “Would you like Theo’s mouth on you?” Grayson asks, “Or do you want me to fuck him into you?”

      My pussy clenches like it’s demanding to be filled.

      “Yes.” I want both.

      “But,” Theo says, smoothing his hand up my jaw. “Is that what you want tonight? Or do you want to save that until we’re all a little more… comfortable with how we fit together?”

      “Honestly? I’m still having a hard time deciding whether I think this is really happening.”

      “Do you want me to pinch you to see if you wake up?” Theo asks.

      I nod, but when his fingers tweak my nipple, I don’t wake up. I gasp at the sensation and wish I wasn’t wearing three layers of fabric.

      Grayson hums, as though he’s thinking really hard. “I don’t think you get that tonight.”

      “No?” I ask while Theo ask “Why not?”

      “Because we aren’t going to be done tonight. You’ll get everything you want… but we’re going to make you wait for it.”

      I lick my lip and then bite it because I want to pout. “If you promise it’s not just tonight.”

      “That’s entirely up to you.”

      All because I picked their names—there was no one else I would have—and Clara decided to play Santa Claus for me.

      But that filled out slip of paper….

      What I want, and what I should want, are two very different things.

      “I know it says girlfriend experience….” I look at the pile of condoms, because they might have clean tests to show me, but I don’t have one for them.

      “Don’t worry, we’re not asking to raw dog you,” Grayson says, and Theo adds, “Yet.”

      It sounds so absurd I can’t stop myself from laughing, but Theo takes care of that. He kisses me so sweetly I can’t help but sag against him. 

      Jesus, we’re really about to do this.

      Grayson watches us with heavy-lidded eyes when I finally pull back from Theo’s intoxicating kiss.

      “Condoms, yes,” he says, “But girlfriend, also yes.”

      Theo nods. “We’re skipping ahead a little bit tonight, but it’s Christmas. It’s a time for special occasions.”

      “Christmas is still three days away.”

      “Is she arguing?” Theo looks at Grayson like he can’t quite believe it.

      “I think she’s just reminding you of the facts. She liked correcting us, remember?”

      “That was a turn on.”

      My cheeks heat at the idea of Theo’s hard-on—pressed firmly against me right now—under the table while we were walking through that math class’s trickier problems.

      Grayson chuckles and he kisses Theo.

      Oh fuck.

      I’d known, of course, that everything they said meant the three of us would be fucking each other tonight.

      Grayson bites Theo’s lip as he pulls back.

      “I have no qualms doing this right here on your dining room floor, but… I am the one least likely of us to be on my back.” Grayson looks down at our feet. “These tiles look kinda cold.”

      “Will you take us to your bedroom?” Theo takes my hand, brushing his thumb over my knuckles.

      I almost say yes on reflex. But a small panic floods through me. Three layers of fabric.

      I’m wearing my most reliable bra. It’s an ugly tan color that might have once matched my skin, but it’s definitely started to go gray. And my underwear are cute, but… there’s nothing sexy about the chubby unicorns.

      “Give me a second?”
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      Ash rushes from the room and Theo smiles up at me. His lips are pursed as he tries to bite that smile back.

      “Cleaning?” He guesses. “Or changing?”

      I kiss him and then nip his lip. “Behave.”

      “You know I’m no good at that,” he says.

      “Then be nice.”

      “Are you nervous?”

      “Of course I’m nervous. It’s her.”

      He pauses for a moment and then nods. “Me too.”

      If he planned to elaborate on that, he doesn’t get the chance. The door to her room opens—its hinges need some grease—and she takes a few steps out into the hall where we can see her.

      Ash looks sexy as fuck in a hoodie and some old jeans. I’m dying to see her out of them. I’m dying to feel her skin and taste every inch of her.

      And I know that Theo’s only holding it together right now because I am. He’s wanted her for so long.

      In an “I saw her first” situation, he’d win.

      Thank God our world doesn’t work like that.

      She licks her lips and looks at us both, a little sheepishly. “You can come back now.”

      We both shuck our coats—the condoms are in our pants pockets—and head toward her. She backs into her room, It might have seemed like fear, if her gaze hadn’t traveled all the way down me and back up him.

      She wants this, I’m sure of that. But I’m still going to make her tell us every step of the way.

      Her room is too clean to have been a mess before now. She might have come in to tidy, but my bet is on the other option Theo gave… God, I want to know what’s under that cozy looking sweatshirt.

      She stops beside her bed, hip leaned against a purple comforter. It’s a queen-size. Perfectly acceptable… if there weren’t three of us.

      It’s a good thing we can’t stay over… I’d hate to make Theo sleep on the floor.

      I don’t stop until I’m right in front of her. A gentle breeze would be all it took to push us together.

      “Still okay with this?” I ask.

      She nods.

      “That’s not how this works, honey bun. You use your words, or we walk back out that front door.”

      “Yes, I’m still okay with this.” She looks up at me, eyes just a little too wide.

      She looks like she might be as nervous as I am, so I do the only thing I can think of to distract her, I kiss her.

      And because I really like the feel of her against me.

      I’m going to like it more in a few minutes…. When we’re naked and she’s on her way to her first orgasm of the night.

      She’s all sweetness as I wrap my arms around her. But she pulls back for a second, taking a deep breath and cursing.

      “Cheese and rice!” she says it so low, the exclamation sounds wrong. Like it should have been shouted, or she should have used the real version.

      It makes both of us laugh, but I kind of love it.

      “Are you sure you want to be here?” she asks.

      Theo snorts behind me, and when he starts to talk, I don’t interrupt. He feels the same way I do.

      “We’re the ones who invaded your space. We came here with one woman in mind and if you think there’s anyone else we’d rather be here with… I’ve got news for you.” He drags his thumb along her lip. “You might as well be the only woman in the world right now.”

      He leans close enough to kiss her and then steps back again.

      We agreed that Theo would wait. He makes people self-conscious when he gets his clothes off. It’s not the tattoos, it’s the chronic exercise.

      If we can manage it, I’ll try to keep his clothes on until she’s had at least once orgasm and is a little hazy on the details of Theo’s musculature.

      But mine can come off any time. And I think they should start now.

      I shimmy my shirt up, breaking the kiss only long enough to get it over my head and toss it away.

      Still kissing her—trying to make her toes curl—I put her hands on my stomach, letting her explore me. No six pack in sight.

      Her gasp makes me release her. She hadn’t struggled against me, but something in the sound made me think she wanted to look.

      And I want her to see me… to see what she can have if she wants it.

      A little voice rattling around in the hollow cavity of my chest screams, “want me!”

      She looks down at my chest and her fingers trace over the dark lines there. Theo looks like he has more tattoos than me until we get our clothes off. Then, most people would say I have more coverage. And I’m glad that that makes her lick her lips too as her gaze follows her fingers down my stomach.

      I want to lie back on her bed and let her follow the lines with her tongue.

      Another time.

      But her hands explore all on their own, going lower and lower until her fingers coast over my waistband and she cups my cock through my pants. When her hand gently squeezes my bulge, I groan against her lips.

      “Christ, honey bun. I never want you to stop touching me.”

      “There are logistical problems with that.” She chuckles, but the sound dies when my mouth finds her again.

      I hook my hand under her knee, hiking it up to my hip and pulling her closer. If we weren’t wearing pants, all it would take is a tiny dip of my knees and I could take her like that. That’s going to fill my dreams tonight.

      We’re creeping up on the next part where she can get off the ride.

      If she tells us to walk away, we still will, but damn… it’s going to hurt.

      “Ash?” I ask, my palm skimming over the curves of her ass. “Are you ready to get naked?”

      “Oh,” she says. The sound is more surprised than I expected. “Sorry, I’m not used to that.”

      “To what?”

      “Partners who ask along the way.”

      “We’re like an à la carte menu. You can take or leave anything you want.” I lower her leg and lift my hands up to stroke her cheeks. “So… if you want us to stop questioning, you gotta order the whole meal right now.”

      The smile that gets me, the little chuckle that comes as she ducks her head and then looks back up with her lip between her teeth.

      “Do I get to actually see the menu? Or do I get to guess what you’re up for?”
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      A new kind of panic courses through me. It’s a “holy shit, this is actually happening,” kind of panic. And a “what if his ‘anything you want’ doesn’t actually mean ‘anything I want’?” kind of panic.

      I’m trying to think of the last time someone asked me what I wanted before they just started fumbling around.

      Most of them usually found what I needed, but it wasn’t always a fun journey to get to that end.

      But if they do everything the way they kiss, I’m going to enjoy the fuck out of this.

      Tracing the lines that trail across Grayson’s chest and stomach, darkly inked flowers and a wolf peeking out from behind sharply lined leaves on one side, a rabbit on the other. I want to lick them. I want to bite the cluster of blackberries beside his belly button.

      A little voice in the back of my mind tells me to take everything I can, because guys like them don’t come back for seconds with girls like me.

      But that’s not right. They’re not “guys like them.”

      I take a deep breath and I’m not sure where I find the courage but… I take off my top all on my own. Normally, I make the other person do that. But with these two, I don’t know if letting them take all the control is actually what I want.

      My hoodie is thin, and I drop it on the floor.

      I didn’t bother putting my shirt back on when I came in here earlier.

      I can’t imagine getting naked with these two men and not having something black and lacy on.

      And honestly, getting that hoodie off was kind of like ripping off a bandaid.

      No one has ever looked at my tits the way Grayson is right now. He looks like he wants to dive face first into them and never come back out.

      “That is a very pretty bra,” Theo says, leaning against my closed door. “Did you wear it just for us?”

      I blush, despite everything.

      “Christ. You blush all the way down!” He makes a groaning noise. “I’m going to need you to do that again later. I want to know if your nipples go rosy, too.”

      “Ignore him.” Grayson turns my face back up to him.

      But when I’m just looking into his face, with the cool air from my ceiling fan wafting down, it gives me time to remember those ugly things my mom has said.

      She’s wrong. I’m not fat, I’m average.

      Too bad that’s not a comforting reassurance when they look like freaking models.

      Grayson guides my hand down to his bulge. “I feel like that crease in your brow might have been doubt. It shouldn’t be there.”

      He squeezes my hand, tightening my grip on him. “Feel how hard we are for you. Feel how much we love the way you look.”

      Theo crowds close and when I turn to him, he captures my mouth. Grayson’s lips go to my neck and my eyes flutter closed as their hands trail along my skin.

      I lose track of which hands belong to who and honestly, it doesn’t matter. They’re both here and I’m so ready for this.

      Theo draws back, giving me a chance to breathe, letting me clear my mind. But that breath leaves me again when they kiss—so close to my face, it’s like I’m a part of it.

      I drop my head to Theo’s shoulder and find his pulse with my lips, exploring the skin with teeth and tongue.

      And he jerks once from my teeth, but the second one has nothing to do with me, when I leave Theo’s neck, I barely have the chance to see what’s happening before Grayson’s hand slides up into my hair and he kisses me so deeply, I almost forget that Theo’s unbuttoned and unzipped Grayson’s pants.

      And then his fingers go to mine. He leans close, whispering in my ear. “Is this okay, honey bun?”

      Grayson lets me go, but I don’t pull back anymore than I have to to say, “Yes.”

      When he pops the button and drags down that zipper, my brain shouts at me.

      Thank God, this is actually happening.
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      Grayson keeps her distracted while I go to my knees, easing her pants over her hips and down to her ankles. 

      Sweet soft skin, covered in fine hair.

      I lean close and kiss her, right where I’d guess her pussy starts. “Are these already damp for us?”

      “Yes.”

      Another breathless yes. I want more…

      I don’t want her to be timid or shy… I want her to be so at home with us, so into it, that she’d suck my cock in the science department parking lot before we left campus… or she’d let me finger her in the Econ foyer after hours.

      That’s why tonight is important. We need her coming back for more.

      Brushing fingers over the lace, I test the proverbial waters, watching for any sign she’s not here for it, but when I slide my finger along the line hidden by that lace, she rocks against me.

      That sweet motion of her hips makes my cock jump.

      “Can I lick your pussy, Ash? Can I taste how sweet you really are?”

      I lean in to kiss her again, but Gray catches me by the back of my neck and holds me there. “You wait until she says yes.”

      There’s just enough bite in his bark to make my cock even harder.

      Ash looks between us, licking her lips and I wonder if she’s already figured that out.

      In situations like this, Gray’s the one in charge. Because Gray has better control. I’d already have her panties torn off and my tongue buried deep in her pretty little cunt.

      “You can lick me.” She says, reaching down and tipping my chin up. “But if I’m sweet, we have a problem.”

      She bends down to kiss me and then Gray draws her back up. “Let’s get you on the bed and get you comfortable.

      I help her get her ankles out of her jeans and stand as Grayson leads her around.

      He holds her steady while she steps out.

      The way she moves with him, so easily, like she fits. It gives me hope.

      Folding her pants keeps my hands busy as I get a good look at the full picture of the two of them.

      They are so fucking sexy together… and if we play this right. They could be mine.

      Setting her pants to the side, I go to them. Grayson crawled up on the bed with her and he kisses her so sweetly it makes me ache.

      This would be easier in our bed. Tomorrow night, we’ll do this in our bed. I’ll make sure of it.

      Grayson has her laid down the wrong way on the bed. But it gives me a place to stand between her legs. I smooth my hands up them, loving the way it makes her shiver.

      And when I reach her hips and slip my fingers into the sides of her underwear….

      “Can I have these?”

      She lifts her hips and lets me slide them off.

      “You are better than a wet dream.” Gray looks from her to me. “This is better than anything I could have come up with.

      And he’s right. I stuff her underwear into my back pocket and lean down. I shaved again today before we left, in the hopes I’d get to do this….

      Sliding my hands under her thighs, I brush my cheek along the inside of her thigh. He skin is so soft, it makes me shiver.

      I’m going to love every minute of this.

      I bury my face between her legs and take my fill.

      She’s right.

      She doesn’t taste sweet. But I’ll be damned if it isn’t the most perfect Pussy I’ve ever gotten my mouth on.
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      Ash gasps, eyes flying wide and then screwing shut as she arches against the bed. Theo is amazing with his tongue.

      The lace covering over her nipples is a crisp black, and the patterning has big enough holes I can see where her skin turns to the deep, rosy color of her nipples.

      Nipples I want to expose.

      Instead, I suck her through that lace, letting it rasp against them while I soak the fabric.

      The sounds she makes are enough, I think my cock might punch straight through my boxer briefs.

      It’s already digging into her hip. I know it can’t be comfortable for her, but I don’t really have any other option unless I’m willing to roll away from her. And until she tells me I have to go, wild horses… as they say.

      “You look so sexy, Ash. Such a perfect wanton plaything. I’m already salivating to be the next one who tastes you. My tongue aches for it.”

      She licks her lips, but whatever she was about to say is snatched away by the next gasp.

      “We’re going to start drooling any time we see you. We’re going to remember how you sound as our tongues fuck you, how you taste. All you’ll have to do is snap your fingers and we’ll be on our knees for you.”

      Chuckling from his place between her thighs, Theo says, “Any place, any time.”

      “Is this all you want from us, honey bun? Do you want our mouths on you until you come and then for us to go on our way?”

      She shakes her head, but she doesn’t actually answer.

      “Or maybe….” I trail my hand across her stomach and she flinches. Ticklish? “Maybe you’ll let us take turns in your pretty pussy. Maybe you’ll come on my cock and then again on Theo’s.”

      This time, she manages the word “Yes.” It’s quiet, but it’s clear.

      “Do you want to know a secret?” I ask and then tell her before she can answer. “Theo’s always wanted to have his cock sucked while I’m fucking him in the ass.”

      And that’s the real reason I’m convinced she’s the one for us. Because I’ve pictured here in every part of our lives. From mundane Tuesday trips to the grocery store, to the most intimate position in our bed.

      “He’s always wanted to be the middle car of a little anal train, too. But we don’t have time for all that tonight, do we?”

      She shakes her head and her brows pinch, whether from disappointment or pleasure, I’m not sure….

      And then, I am.

      Ash comes, pulling a hand to her mouth to muffle the sweet little sound and I almost pull it away. I want to hear her. We’re alone in the apartment, the neighbors be damned….

      But they’re her neighbors, not ours. She has to live here when we go home.

      Tremors course through her and I follow them down her body to where Theo looks up at me. Mouth still buried in her pussy, he looks like he’d be happy to stay there forever.

      But we don’t have forever… not yet.

      Still breathing heavy, still twitching from the last dregs of that orgasm, Ash reaches out and spreads her fingers through my hair, clenching to a fist at the back of my head, and dragging my face down to hers so she can kiss me.

      It feels a little like I’m getting the reward for all of Theo’s hard work. But I’ll make sure he gets his reward.

      “Is that enough for you, honey bun? You ready for us to tuck you in and tell you a bedtime story?”

      “Not even a little bit.” She moans and arches again, and Theo pulls back from her. He doesn’t look sorry at all. 

      “What do you want from your boyfriends, Ash?”

      Her eyes flick to mine when I say the b-word.

      “Do you want us to fuck you?”

      She nods.

      “You’re going to have to tell us what you want. We’re not guessing tonight.

      “I want you to take turns.” She looks from me down to Theo. “Take your clothes off.”

      She shimmies up on her elbows to unhook her bra and gives my severely tented underwear a look. “You can wear a condom when you fuck me, but I draw the line at cotton.”

      I grin as I go for my waist band. I definitely like post orgasm Ash.
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      Theo stands and starts on his belt buckle. The way they look at me… it’s like they really don’t have any desire to be anywhere else or to be with anyone else tonight.

      Even if it’s a lie, it makes me feel sexy enough I can shove those insecurities up into the nosebleed seats where they can spectate, but I won’t hear them.

      That orgasm relaxed me and made me feel so powerful at the same time, not even the fact that Grayson looks like a freaking advertisement for a brand of cologne is going to make me drag my covers over me and shy away from this.

      Theo, though… Theo might.

      Jesus.

      He takes his pants and socks off first, and then, his boxer briefs go too. His cock peeks out from under the tattered him of his shirt. Why it’s last, I don’t—

      Fuck if he has racist tattoos or—

      But he isn’t hiding offensive ink. His chest and stomach are completely void of the dark lines that cover most of the rest of his body.

      He thought he’d scare me.

      And sure, he was right.

      Because Grayson is slender in a way that’s almost soft.

      Theo… Theo looks like he works out every day and then takes a chisel to himself at night.

      “It’s only a six-pack,” Grayson says quietly in my ear. “Nothing to be scared of.”

      No, it’s not anything to be scared of… but my brain runs off, following the thread of the time, energy, and diet he has to have to maintain that.

      It’s a lifestyle and one a woman like me doesn’t fit into.

      I shove those thoughts up in the nose bleed seats too. I don’t have to fit into his life. He just has to fit in me, and just for tonight.

      But his cock makes me wonder about that, too.

      Grayson’s, pressed against my hip, is a goldilocks cock. Not too big, not too small… it’s just big enough I know I’m going to feel a stretch, and just short enough I’m not worried he’s going to thrust too hard and hit too deep.

      But Theo… that might be something to be scared of.

      “Don’t worry,” Grayson says, pressing a kiss behind my ear. “He knows how to use it. And he knows that if her hurts you, I take away all his privileges.”

      “And I’m not going to do anything that gets me grounded from your pussy.”

      He licks his lips and his eyes fucking devour me.

      Turn about’s fair play.

      Ignoring his biggest distraction, I let my eyes wander over him and can’t help but compare them, just a little.

      Theo has more visible tattoos, but Grayson has more in general. The piercings though… Theo should avoid metal detectors.

      “Like what you see?”

      I nod, because how could I not? “I’ve been looking for a long time—at both of you—but getting the whole picture now….”

      I don’t know how to tell them they’re sexier than any version of them I’ve made up in my fantasies.

      “How do you like to be fucked, honey bun?” Grayson asks, “How do we make tonight the best night you’ve ever had?”

      Pretty sure that’s going to happen no matter what they do.

      “Usually… from behind.” I don’t tell them I like my hair pulled and my ass spanked.

      And I definitely don’t tell them I prefer not to see if the guy I’m with is trying not to look at the way my tummy rolls when I’m scrunched… or if he’s a little too into them.

      “But I want to see you.” I need to know which it is for them: a fetish or a flagellation.

      More than that… this is the first one-night stand in a long time where I won’t be thinking of someone else while they fuck me.

      “Come here.” Theo holds his hand out and I take it, sliding off the bed. Now that we’re naked, he seems taller somehow.

      He kisses me, lifting my arms up to cross behind his neck, and then…

      I squeak against his lips when his hands scoop up my thighs and he lifts me up to wrap my legs around him too.

      No one picks me up.

      No one’s even tried since high school.

      But Theo doesn’t let me pull back to tell him that he needs to put me down before he hurts himself… he doesn’t even struggle as he holds me there.

      Grayson’s lips graze my neck as he moves around us, going to my attached bathroom and pulling a clean towel from the rail.

      He spreads it on my counter and Theo sets me on top of it.

      “Which of us do you want first?”

      Oh God, I couldn’t—“Please don’t make me choose.”

      They share a glance, and then switch places, Grayson stepping between my thighs and—like a magic trick—he pulls a condom seemingly out of thin air, opening it and handing off the trash in a single motion.

      Theo throws away the wrapper while Grayson rolls it on and my mouth goes dry at the way he pumps his cock, easing it on as though it, too, is a sexual act.

      He presses his fingers to my lips and I open for him, sucking them the way I want to suck their cocks. He’s right. I am a wanton woman. Everything I am and everything I need… it’s all tangled up in this moment.

      Grayson draws his fingers from my mouth, sucking on them himself before he lowers his hand to my pussy.

      He didn’t need to wet them, I’m still dripping from the orgasm and Theo’s tongue.

      I’m so slick as he enters me, as his fingers open me and press inside, twisting and spreading… preparing me for his cock.

      I want to wiggle forward the few inches to reach it, but I don’t have to. He’s just as impatient as I am.

      “I hope this pretty little cunt is hungry.” He looks up at me with a twinkle in his dark eyes. “Because we’re going to stuff her full.”

      He takes the step forward that places him perfectly in line with me and hold my breath as his cock opens me, as he slides into me and fulfills one of the fantasies that’s simmered under my skin for too long.

      “Holy shit.” He groans the word against my skin, head dropped to my shoulder. “Holly shit you feel like heaven, honey bun. I knew finally getting inside you would be amazing. But I didn’t know…”

      He exhales sharply as he draws back from me. And my eyes nearly roll back in my head when he pushes forward again.

      “How do you feel, honey bun?” The question is a whisper, pleading sound that tells me I could break his heart with a single lie.

      But the truth is so much easier to say. “Divine.”

      Divinity isn’t right, but it’s as close as I can get. He holds my legs and I lean back, hands on the counter, rocking against each of his thrusts, wanting more.

      I bite my tongue to keep myself from begging.

      There are a dozen things I want to do tonight that we won’t get to. Half of them just wouldn’t be safe. And asking them to try to fuck me at the same time… that’s definitely on the second list.

      Too bad.

      My fluttering gaze falls on Theo, standing back, leaned against the wall, stroking his cock. It would be so easy for them to wreck me… and I’d thank them for it.

      “Ready to switch?” he asks, and then glances over his shoulder at Theo. “Do you think we should give him his turn?”

      He’s barely taken his turn, but I nod as Grayson kisses me again, hips shifting with a few final pulses before he steps back, leaving me feeling utterly empty… and so cold.

      But only for a moment.

      Theo already has a condom on, and he steps between my legs, cock notching in place like it has a freaking guidance system, and he presses into me with a slow stretch that makes my eyes want to roll back in my head.

      And when his thumb strokes my clit, I think I might weep.

      “Doing okay?” He leans close, lips brushing my throat. “You’re such a good girl, swallowing my cock like this.”

      I clench around him at those two simple words.

      “Oh…” he chuckles and looks back at Grayson. “Our good girl likes being reminded that she is.”

      “I’ll remember that.”

      “Let’s see how good of a girl you can be.” He kisses me before I can level the teasing challenge that lingers on my tongue… his swipes it away and it isn’t even a memory anymore.

      The mirror is cold on my back and Theo is all warmth against my front.

      He fucks me slow. Like he really is scared he might hurt me and lose those privileges Grayson joked about.

      And I don’t hate it.

      Rough and fast might be my normal desire, but this is something different, something new.

      His cock is gentle. His lips are not.

      The disparity between the way he fucks me and the way he kisses me makes me dizzy, and I love it. It’s distracting in a way I can’t fully comprehend and I am so close.

      Which is, of course when he leaves me.

      I don’t know if he meant to edge me or not, but I would curse if I had any breath to spare. And Grayson steps back between my thighs, relieving some of that loss, immediately.

      I’m so wet, he slides into me like he never left.

      The fingers of one hand are sharp points against my thighs, the others work my clit in a brutal motion.

      “Good girls come on their bad boy’s cocks. Isn’t that right? Don’t you want to be a good girl?”

      I nod. Because yes. Fuck, I want to be the best girl.

      “Do you know what bad boys do? We find a way to get our good girl naked on her bathroom counter so we can make her come again.” He chuckles and his gaze falls to my lips. “Do you want that? Do you want to come on your boyfriend’s cocks?”

      “Please, I’ve been so good.”

      Grayson’s mouth finds mine, then moves to my neck, my breasts….

      His teeth rake my nipple and I arch into that bite.

      Theo left me so high, it only takes a minute of Grayson’s attentions and then, I shatter.

      My sharp gasp seems to echo off every corner of the room and I sob out his name. But it’s not enough. My whole body shakes with the need for even more and I reach for them, kissing Theo like it’s a lifeline and dragging Grayson close so I can turn to him next.
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      Her eyes are heavy lidded when we switch again, and Gray was right, she feels like heaven when I slide into her again.

      I wish we had time to make her come on my cock, but… I don’t need to look at the clock to know we’re running out of time before Gray turns into a pumpkin.

      She wraps her hand around the back of my neck, holding on to me as she works her hips, but her eyes are locked on my cock as it pushes into her, as it spreads her open. The way she licks her lips and presses her teeth to the skin.

      I feel completely out of control.

      Something about this feels like she’s still convinced this is a one-night thing. But it’s not.

      That game said girlfriend experience and I want that and more.

      I want her to be ours, I want her to trust us enough we can ditch the condoms. I want to come so deep inside her that a piece of me stays with her forever. I want to fuck Gray’s come into her and….

      Gray’s fingers trail down my spine and a moment later, I feel the cool press of a lube-slicked condom, pulsing at my ass.

      He’s not playing fair.

      Locking eyes with him in the mirror, he knows it’s not fair… and that’s exactly why he’s doing it.

      Bastard.

      He mouths the words, “Love you,” and then pushes just a little bit harder, just enough that he actually enters me and I grit my teeth. Each time we’ve swapped it was like I was edging myself with Ash’s pussy. Getting myself right to the point where another thrust or two would have sent me spilling into the condom.

      There’s no swapping this time. Gray made sure of that.

      He’s fucked me a hundred times, it’s not the feeling of him getting that finger all the way inside me… it’s that combined with her.

      I clench on Gray while she clenches on me, pistoning back and forth between them until I can’t hold it anymore.

      I come, jerking between them and drop my head, chin to chest… fuck.

      Nothing compares to that. Grayson pulls his finger from me, and I hear the condom hit the bag in her trash can.

      My eyes are still closed when the sink turns on beside us and I hear the squelch of soap as he washes his hands.

      “You okay?” Ash asks, hand cupping my cheek before she kisses me.

      “Yeah… I’m not sure I’m going to stay upright if I step back, but… I’m fucking fantastic.”

      She chuckles and I take a wobbly step back. Grayson’s hand around my bicep keeps me upright.

      Ash slides to the floor, going down to her knees, and she strips the condom from him, getting her mouth on him before my mind can catch up.

      Fuck she looks amazing on her knees.

      I’m not even sad she’s going to suck his cock first. I just want to see her lips wrapped around him, her eyes locked on his.

      God, I could probably get hard again if I tried. But I don’t stroke my cock. I strip off my condom, taking his from her hand and toss them in her trash too before I come back to them, and pull her hair back from her face.

      Little curls stick to the sweat on her brow, and her gaze flicks to me for a moment, a smile on her lips as a sort of thank you.

      But I don’t have a hair tie, and right now isn’t the time for pulling hair.

      Grayson doesn’t feel the same.

      He reaches into her hair, wrapping it around his fist and pulls her back. “You’re not allowed to swallow.”

      She blinks at him. “What?”

      “You aren’t allowed to swallow. When I’ve filled your pretty little mouth the way I want to fill your pretty little cunt, you’re going to open your mouth for me and show me that throat pie. Do you understand?”

      She blinks at him and he says. “If you can’t agree to that, Theo gets to finish me tonight.”

      Getting on my knees beside her, blowing him with her. It makes my cock twitch, even if there is no way it could get hard right now.

      But Ash isn’t willing to give up her prize and I don’t blame her. “I promise. I won’t swallow.”

      The smile he wears when he hooks his finger between her lips and eases her mouth open again is one I know all too well.

      She’s good at this. I can’t wait to feel her mouth for myself.

      Gray’s face contorts, his brows pinching and his mouth dropping open just enough to make my cock ache.

      And like a good girl, she stays perfectly still as he pours into her mouth. He makes her wait longer than he needs to.

      “Were you a good girl?” He asks, looking down.

      Ash opens her mouth, and sure enough, it’s filled with his cum.

      “That’s a very good girl.” He takes hold of her chin, turning her head this way and that, inspecting it. “But you haven’t earned my cum yet. Give it back.”

      He kisses her and—wide eyed—she complies.
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      Ash snuggles between us, lids heavy as all three of us exchange lazy kisses. I don’t want to leave. Theo doesn’t either, but my phone lights up with my “go to bed, Gremlin” alarm.

      I roll off the bed, snatching it from where we’d both left them on the dresser and silence it.

      When I turn back….

      Theo is thoroughly distracting her.

      We both put our underwear back on and got her into pajamas—a sweet little gray shorts and tank top set that is patterned with bees.

      It was a precaution. Getting caught up in just being with her would be so easy, and it would be ridiculous to admit that I never want to leave.

      “We’re going to have to figure something out if you want to stay.” She lets out a sweet little sigh as she trails her fingers down my chest. “My bed is too narrow for all three of us.”

      “We can’t stay.” I hate the way her brow pinches when I say it… but a selfish part of me loves it, too. “We’d love to, but… work in the morning.”

      It’s true, but it still feels like a bullshit excuse. And Theo doesn’t say a word. Because he doesn’t have to work, but he made it very clear that he wasn’t sleeping over alone. Maybe someday, but not tonight. 

      “Right, jobs.” She says it with a strange sort of laugh and I wonder if she’s remembering that we used to be a part of hers. “Is it ridiculous that I forget people work on Saturdays?”

      “Only a little.” Theo leans in to kiss her on the cheek. “But that doesn’t mean this is over, honey bun.”

      “Isn’t it?” She swallows and glances back and forth between us.

      “Not by a long shot. Remember? You’re our girlfriend now.” I slip my fingers through hers and bring her wrist to my lips. “Let us take you to dinner tomorrow. A real date.”

      Her lips part, but she hesitates.

      Theo has never been one to play fair. He kisses her neck, and her eyes flutter closed.

      “Please,” he says. “You didn’t get everything you wanted tonight. Neither did we.”

      Her eyes open, meeting mine. “But--”

      “No buts,” Theo says. “There are two more days til Christmas. Those are ours, honey bun. Don’t take them away from us.”

      I shove aside the unhappy feeling in my gut. Just because he’s only asking her to agree to two days doesn’t mean there can’t be more.

      Her lips curve and she finally says “Yes. I’ll go to dinner with you tomorrow.”

      Oh, thank God. The relief that his me feels like a weight on my bones. “And you’re ours through Christmas Day.”

      “What if I had plans?”

      “Clara says you don’t.”

      “I can’t tell if she’s the best friend, or the worst.”

      But she says it with a smile, so I’m willing to believe it’s the former.

      I grab my pants, getting them on before I can think too much about how wrong it feels to be leaving. Because we have to go. But we get to come back.

      She sits on her bed, legs crossed, watching us get dressed—a process that would have gone much faster if we hadn’t gotten distracted by her multiple times.

      But eventually, there are no more clothes to put on—after I asked her to put on socks—and all that’s left is for us to leave.

      She walks us to the door and I kiss her one more time before she opens it. She melts against me, as if it’s the first time again, and I know that if we don’t leave now, we’re going to be in trouble.

      When Theo tugs her to him for his goodbye kiss, I’m certain we’re skating on thin ice.

      “Lock the door behind us.”

      She nods and lingers with the door open, watching us like she thinks we’re going to bail tomorrow and she’s never going to see us again.

      I wish there was a way I could make her believe us… but that’s going to take time. I want to lean back inside and kiss her one more time, but she has neighbors, and I know what this already looks like—exactly what it is.

      “See you tomorrow, honey bun.” Theo says. “We’ll dream of you.”

      She blushes and mumbles a good night as she closes the door.

      It isn’t until the lock clicks into place that I finally feel the chill of the night.

      Theo lets out a long breath that mists in the air and we head for the car, our pace telling me he’s just as reluctant as I am.

      “Step one in our dastardly plan is done.” He says to me over the roof of the car before we both open our doors and get in.

      A twist of my keys in the ignition and the car rumbles to life, the heater kicks on.

      I stare at her door for a long moment before I turn to Theo and drag him across the bench seat to me. Kissing him so fiercely it makes me ache.

      “We’ve got her,” he says, pulling back, the reassurance helping a little. “Now all we have to do is convince her to keep us.
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      The Colt is an Americanized attempt at a British pub. Most nights, it’s full to bursting, but tonight, with the college cleared out for the holiday, it’s basically dead.

      The people who are here are definitely looking at us, though. It’s more than just the lingering glance at the people who’ve come in. 

      Didn’t their mothers teach them not to stare?

      I don’t think Ash is oblivious to it, but she’s ignoring them, so I will, too.

      That doesn’t mean I have to like it.

      I catch her hand, fingers slipping between hers. She looks back at me with a quick smile and then slides into the middle of the c-shaped booth when Grayson stops at it.

      I like that. Her in the middle, us on both sides. A little part of me likes that she can’t run away… not that we wouldn’t move in a second if she asked.

      A slow night means the waitress pounces almost immediately and something about this service with a smile sets me on edge right away.

      “Hi guys, I’m Jenny, I’ll be your server today.”

      Maybe it’s because that smile skips straight over Ash, like she’s not even there. Maybe I’m imagining it.

      “What can I get you to drink, sugar?” She leans on the table, looking down at me like we know each other. I’m certain we don’t. She doesn’t even look like she’s old enough to work here.

      “Just water for me. Thanks.”

      Her lips purse a little in disappointment, but she turns to Grayson next…. Ladies first might be seen as sexist by some, but it feels weird that she’d hop straight to him instead of going around the table.

      Weirder still when she shifts her hips and actually places her hand on his on the table. “And what about you, sexy?”

      Grayson pulls his hand away from her, and she doesn’t look disturbed in the slightest. Maybe laying the flirtation on thick is just her shtick.

      “I’ll take a Coke.”

      “Just a coke? Nothing fun? I can add a lime or—”

      “Just the coke.”

      “Sure thing.” She gives him another smile that I’d classify as “Inviting” and then she finally turns to Ash… still smiling, but watching her like she’s looking straight through her.

      “And for your sister?” She glances at me like she and I are sharing a joke. “Maybe a diet Coke?”

      I tense, but Ash grips my hand under the table. “Not their sister, and I’ll have the strawberry lemonade, actually.”

      The waitress raises her eyebrows and mutters “hostile much,” under her breath as she writes it down.

      Looking up again, she winks at Grayson. “I’ll be right back, don’t you go anywhere.”

      “What the fuck?” Grayson says what I was thinking.

      “You can’t tell me you guys don’t get that everywhere you go?”

      “It’s not what she said to us.”

      “Oh, I do get that most places.” She chuckles, but it feels hollow. “That’s why I usually sit at the bar. I don’t know why bartenders are less judgemental than waitstaff.”

      And then she grabs the menu, a sure sign she’s done talking about that.

      I’m not done thinking about it, and I already know what I’m eating, so I don’t have the menu to distract me.

      The waitress has stopped at another table on her way to get our drinks. And that flirtation isn’t her normal deal.

      Great. Our first date with Ash and someone else is going to ruin it.

      “Not hungry,” she asks.

      “I happen to get the same thing every time I’m here.”

      “Me too… but I always look at the menu, anyway.”

      “Gray always says he’s going to get one thing and by the time he orders it’s something else entirely.”

      “You guys have known each other for a really long time, haven’t you?”

      I love the way she smiles when she says it.

      “Gray moved to town when we were seventeen. I haven’t been able to shake him since.”

      “As if you’ve even tried.” Gray looks at me over his menu, brow raised, daring me to contradict him.

      “I haven’t,” I lean over to whisper, “The sex is too good.”

      She snorts and takes a sip of her water.

      “Ten years later, I think it’s more than just the sex.” Gray stares me down.

      “True.” But we don’t have the chance to get into that.

      The waitress comes back with two glasses… of coke.

      “We’re out of lemonade, so I just got you that diet.”

      Ash’s eyes narrow at the glass in front of her.

      “Alright!” She says before any of us can point out how not-okay we are with the assumption. “Have you had a chance to look over the menu?”

      She looks at Gray and Gray, jaw set looks at Ash.

      “Are you ready?”

      “Sure.”

      Her eyes flick over Ash, it’s barely there, but if I noticed it, I know Ash did too.

      “We have great salads.”

      They do, but the way she says it… I don’t care if Ash is used to it, I’m not. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

      She draws back, blinking at me, and then her brows pinch. “Excuse me for being concerned for her health.”

      “Bullshit.” Gray says. “You’re being a bitch just to be a bitch.”

      Ash squeezes my hand and says Gray’s name, trying to pull his attention away from her. It doesn’t work.

      Another woman, only barely older than our server hurries over, and Ash deflates a little. “What’s going on?”

      “It’s nothing, Meg.”

      Ash knows the manager by name…. If they’re friends, she’d better do something about this. 

      “It’s not nothing. Your waitress was incredibly rude to Ash.”

      “This has all just been a misunderstanding,” Jenny says, glaring at Ash.

      “You brought her the wrong drink and have been making veiled comments about her weight.”

      And Ash is still trying to play peace maker, “She said you were out of lemonade, I was going to have her take it back when we were done ordering.”

      Meg looks down at the table brows pinching. “We’re not out of lemonade.” She looks completely flabbergasted when she turns to her employee. “Why would you say we are?”

      “I was just trying to be helpful.”

      Gray actually snorts and glares at the waitress. “Just give us the check for our drinks. I don’t trust you not to spit in our girlfriend’s food.”

      Both the waitress and the manager’s brows rise at that. For the first time, I notice the other patrons have been listening in too. Several eyes go wide.

      He wasn’t supposed to say that, but now the cat’s out of the bag….

      Meg gives Ash a look that makes me think the woman is going to ask for an explanation, soon.

      “You know what, Jenny, go deal with your other tables.” Meg rubs at her eyes as the woman leaves, muttering about her tip. “Freshman are the worst employees.”

      “I’m sure they’re not all bad,” Ash says, offering her friend an apologetic smile.

      “Don’t worry about the check. If you want, I can get your food, on the house.”

      “I think I’d rather just go… it kind of killed the atmosphere.” Ash glances to the booth on the other side of the room and they all look away… not quickly enough.

      “I’ll definitely have a talk with her. I’m really sorry Ash.”

      “You learn to live with it.”

      “You shouldn’t have to,” I say, trying to keep from clenching my jaw, again.

      Meg looks at me, sizing me up. “I think I like you two… not that my opinion matters, but…” she shrugs and apologizes again before walking away.

      I get out of the booth first, helping Ash and I wrap my arm over her shoulder as we leave, ignoring the spectators.

      “Okay,” Gray says, as we cross the parking lot. “Worst start to a sort-of first date ever. But I know how to make it up to you.”

      “How?” she asks.

      “That’s a surprise.” He pops open the driver’s side door. “I’m sure you two can find a way to entertain yourselves while I drive.”

      “I think we can manage.” I plan to make her forget all about the last twenty minutes.

      She slides into the middle of the bench seat and I get in beside her, putting my arm over her shoulder and drawing her against me.

      I kiss her and I don’t stop kissing her.

      When the car stops, I finally let her draw back from me. She presses her fingers to my lips. “You don’t have to protect me from something I’ve been dealing with my whole life.”

      “And just because we don’t have to doesn’t mean that we aren’t going to try.”

      She gives me a look that makes me think she wants to argue but she looks out the windshield confusion creasing her brow.

      “I kind of expected another restaurant, not the grocery store.”

      “And I like to subvert expectations.” Gray leans over, kissing her throat. “Come on. We’re going to eat someplace where the waitstaff aren’t total assholes.”

      He means our place.

      “If that’s okay,” I say, quickly. “We’d planned to invite you back after dinner. But we aren’t going to make any assumptions.” I look sharply at Gray. “Are we?”

      He has the decency to look sheepish.

      Ash chuckles, shaking her head. “I’d planned to go back to your place, too. If you’re willing to cook, I’m willing to watch.”

      “Perfect.” Grayson gets out of the car and I follow, leaning back down as she scoots out. “He loves to cook, and I don’t give him enough chances.”

      “Any allergies?” Gray asks, walking backward through the sliding doors.

      “Nope. I got lucky that way.”

      “Awesome. I know how to work around Theo’s, so I’ve already got a plan.” He pulls out a cart and pushes it forward, hopping up to ride it a few feet before jumping back down… right before he might have run into a pyramid stack of canned pumpkin puree.

      “As long as that plan doesn’t include paying for property damages,” I say, “I’m down.
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      They live on the opposite side of town from my apartment. It’s further from the complexes that are filled by students… but that’s because this place isn’t something I’d even consider trying to afford.

      It’s not quite an apartment. More of a townhouse, but they rent it, so I’m not going to mince words.

      Theo opens the door to an oddly… traditional space and I wonder… “Did it come furnished?”

      “Mostly.”

      That makes more sense. There’s a leather jacket slung over a wingback chair in the living room, and a big ornamental vase in the corner with puffy white feathers and sticks poking out of it. The dining table looks antique but the barstools at the island are contemporary and made of a pretty caramel leather.

      They’re the only thing that looks like them.

      “Our room and a bathroom are upstairs, the guest bathroom is right here.” Theo opens the door and then shuts it again, before turning me toward the kitchen and pulling out one of those bar stools. “Sit.”

      Grayson has already started unloading the groceries from their bags, and Theo joins him, pulling out a pitcher and going straight to the cupboard to pull out a container of sugar and a bottle of lemon juice.

      I almost tell him he doesn’t have to do that, but I bite my tongue instead. He looks… happy.

      “I know it’s better when it’s fresh, but we’ll have to make do for now.” He looks at Grayson with a scowl. “One to one to six?”

      “Yep.”

      And then he pulls out a one cup measuring cup and scoops sugar straight into the pitcher. Another full cup of lemon juice and then he glugs the water in.

      A wooden spoon clatters against the glass. “One more thing.”

      There’s a bullet-style blender on the counter and he washes strawberries before putting them in and pulsing until they’re liquid.

      Pulling a strainer out of a drawer without looking, he dumps the liquid through it, straight into the lemonade and squishes around the leftover pulp until all that’s left is a little smoosh among the seeds.

      And when he hands me a glass, I take a sip, not sure how well that version worked.

      It’s lovely.

      “Not going to lie. I almost told you you didn’t have to do this… but I’m really glad I didn’t.”

      Theo winks at me. “I mean, I would have made it, anyway.”

      “I know.”

      Grayson chuckles from the counter where he’s slicing a pork loin.

      They move around each other like they’ve done this a hundred times before. Because they have.

      It feels… easy.

      “How was work?” I ask, wanting to break the silence somehow.

      “I didn’t get peed on.”

      I choke on my lemonade.

      Grayson looks back at me with a wicked smile. “Which is great, because I’m not into watersports.”

      “What?” I gasp out the words. “What do you do?”

      “I work at a nursing home.”

      Theo gives me a look. “The little old ladies love him. And some of the little old men, too. But they won’t admit it.”

      “They love him too.” Grayson says, not looking up. “He stops by to play the piano for them sometimes.”

      “When I’m waiting to pick him up after a shift.” He nods over to a tiny piano tucked into a small alcove. “Most of the time I’m relegated to my little spinet height guy. It’s rare that I get to play a grand.”

      He leans close. “It’s only a medium grand, you’d think the old biddies would be able to pitch in for a full concert.”

      “The living room isn’t big enough for that.” Grayson says, like it’s an argument they’ve had a dozen times before. “And you’d bust too many hearing aides.”

      “He’s such a spoilsport.” Theo nods toward that alcove with the piano. “There’s a picture of him at the nursing home over there.”

      I slide from the stool and go to look at it while they bustle with pots and pans.

      The picture of Grayson with a group of five old ladies is there, along with a dozen others, crammed on top of the piano.

      Most of the photos are of them together—they look like a couple. I look like I’m intruding. There are some family photos mixed in with them. Old photos.

      I vaguely remember someone saying that Theo’s parents died right before he started college. Spoiled little rich boy, they’d called him. But looking at these photos, I’m pretty sure he’d rather have them back than whatever the insurance payout gave him.

      There aren’t any of Grayson’s family. Odd.

      “I hope you’re hungry.” Grayson says as a small chime tones and then a clattering of bowls echoes through the room.

      Theo sets the bowl on the table and pulls out my chair. “Dinner awaits.”

      The bowl in front of me is filled with rice and a saucy pork and it smells so delicious my mouth starts watering before I finish inhaling.

      “Even if I wasn’t hungry, I don’t think I could resist this.”

      Grayson hands another bowl to Theo and they sit too. “I left out all the hot stuff. I figured no one would thank me for spicy oral later.”

      Theo snorts, hand going to his mouth and when he starts laughing, I do too.

      This is so much better than dinner at the Colt would have been.
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      “So,” Ash asks, handing me the bowl I refused to let her wash. “Do you have to work in the morning?”

      “Nope. My schedule has swapped over to evenings until Tuesday.”

      “Good.”

      I like the way she smiles when she says it.

      “I know we already talked about me coming over being the plan, but… can I spend the night?”

      “Of course.”

      Theo finishes putting away the leftovers and goes to her, kissing her neck before he spins away to work on cleaning off the table.

      “In that case. I want something I knew you wouldn’t give me last night.”

      I glance at her over my shoulder as I put the bowls in the dishwasher.

      If she says anal, I am going to have to break it to her gently that that isn’t going to happen yet. We’ve got a few stops to make on this particular road trip before we get there.

      “I want you to both fuck me at the same time.”

      “Pretty sure you got that last night.”

      “No.” She shakes her head and little wisps of hair fall from her ponytail. “You both fucked me last night, separately. I want both of you filling me up until I’m stuffed so full I’m barely able to breathe.”

      Not anal… “Do you want a DVP, honey bun?”

      “Yes.” Her nod is a single jerk of her head, and then… she waits.

      Theo just stares at her and I dry my hands. I know I look far more composed than I actually am.

      “You were pretty tight for us last night. What makes you think we’ll fit without hurting you.”

      “I brought lube.”

      That makes Theo break. He blows out a laugh that is a huff of breath and shakes his head. “Believe me. We’ve got plenty of that.”

      “We’ll try.”

      Theo turns to me sharply. “We will?”

      I’m glad he’s concerned. Honestly, I am too. But I don’t think Ash needs me looking freaked out right now. I think she needs me to look confident that I know exactly what we’re going to do and I’m going to make sure she’s fine through it all.

      And I am.

      I walk around to stand behind Theo, resting my chin on his shoulder and we both look at her. “Don’t you want to know how it feels to have your cock rubbing against mine inside her?”

      I reach into Theo’s pants, fingers finding the soft skin of his cock. He’s already got a semi—I’m a little past that—and when I stroke him, he gets harder.

      Ash comes to us, licking her lips and then sinking down to her knees. Her fingers go to the button I didn’t bother with, and she draws down the zipper that had held him in.

      I expect her to take Theo’s cock from me, but she doesn’t. Of course she doesn’t.

      As soon as Theo’s pants are on the floor, she moves to my belt, unbuckling me and making fast work of my pants too. Then she take’s Theo’s cock from me… and her other hand wraps around mine.

      I kick my pants away, moving out from behind him and Ash looks up at me, licking her lips. I know what’s about to happen, and all I can do is watch as wraps them around Theo’s cock.

      He groans, and a shiver wracks through him. I know the feeling—how could I forget?

      But I don’t have to rely on my memory for long. She bobs on Theo for a few moments more before she pulls away from him with a slurping pop and a gasped breath. And then, she draws her tongue along my shaft.

      Her eyes are dark when she smiles up at me, never breaking that gaze as she slides her lips over the tip of me and strokes me with her mouth.

      God her mouth is a pleasure I’ll never get tired of.

      She gives me one hard suck and I nearly buck out of her hand. It shouldn’t feel that good.

      But it does.

      I wrap my hand in her hair when she goes to back to Theo’s cock and I take control of her head, using her mouth to fuck him. Giving him just enough time that sweat starts to bead on his forehead, and then I draw her back fucking her throat with my own cock. 

      She doesn’t fight me at all. She just relaxes her jaw and meets my gaze, hands braced against my hips. And when I let her go, she’s the one who takes me so deeply she almost gags.

      A line of spit and precum trails from my cock to her lips and it’s one of the sexiest fucking things I’ve ever seen.

      She wipes her lips with the back of her hand before she goes back to Theo, still stroking me as she draws his orgasm from him. He curses, his whole body flinching, and she chuckles around him, drinking him down… but not all of him.

      She keeps just enough to dribble out onto my cock, so she can lick it from me. And when her mouth covers me again, hot and sweet, I have to grit my teeth, because I’m close too.

      Fuck me. I want to step back and come all over her pretty face. I want to soak her tits and suck my cum off her nipples.

      I want—

      Fuck.

      I drag Theo’s mouth to mine, kissing him with all the desperation I feel as I come in her mouth for the second time in less than twenty-four hours.

      Ash is a dangerous little addiction, and I’m so far beyond hooked.

      It’s my turn to shiver as she gently rakes her nails along the underside of my balls.

      She’s so good at this.

      But my head clears just enough that I look down at her.

      “Open your mouth, honey bun.”

      She sticks her tongue out at me—it’s clean.

      “Looks like our good girl can be bad too.” But I didn’t tell her not to swallow this time, so I can’t exactly punish her for it. “Do you think you earned that?”

      “Yes.” She lets me help her up to standing and I kiss her, tongue stroking hers.

      Theo pulls her away from me a moment later.

      “Why,” he asks, taking a deep breath. “Did you jump the gun…”

      “Figured I’d get the first one out of the way quick. I want to fight you for the second one.”

      I’m not sure she’s going to have to do that.

      She turns away from us, taking off her shirt as she goes and heads upstairs, grabbing her purse as she goes.

      There’s nothing on this Earth that could stop us from following.
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      Ash doesn’t go straight to our bed—a monstrosity we made by bolting two king beds together. Instead, she sets her purse down on our dresser and plucks out a familiar piece of paper.

      “If you don’t want to use condoms, you don’t have to.”

      The idea makes my cock throb, but, “You’re on birth control?”

      She nods and shimmies down her pants. “I get the injections. My last one was three weeks ago. We’re good. And besides, you called me your girlfriend… I said I wanted the girlfriend experience. This is part of that.”

      “That’s a lot of trust, honey bun.”

      Stepping out of her pants she looks at us sheepishly, and toys with the waistband of her panties. They’re black again, soft mesh instead of lace this time.

      “I know… but I trust you.”

      I want to ask her why. There’s so much we haven’t talked about, so much we haven’t done… but I don’t get the chance.

      Her gaze flicks to Grayson. “Maybe I haven’t earned swallowing your cum. But I think I deserve some cream pies, don’t you?”

      There’s no way I’m ready again, but my cock tightens at the idea. I didn’t dream that we’d get this yet… I didn’t know if we’d ever get it. But now that she’s giving it to us… I could learn to love Christmas.

      I pull my shirt off over my head, and go to her, picking her up and tipping her back onto our bed. But I don’t join her right away. Ash laying in our bed, hands cupping her breasts, is a picture too pretty to spoil.

      She’s perfect… and coming inside her is going to be even more perfect.

      Grayson gives me a shove, and I don’t need any other incentive.

      I flop onto the bed beside her, my weight making her roll into me. “See, even gravity knows we go together.”

      “You’re such a dork.” But she smiles, so it’s a win.

      My lips trail over her skin, my fingers too.

      She giggles, and it’s my favorite sound, until she gasps as I slip my fingers between her legs to the warmth along the seam of her.

      It’s ridiculous that a little thrill goes through me at the sound… at knowing that I am the reason she made it.

      “I think you made a mistake,” I say, kissing her, so she doesn’t have the chance to ask what. So I can tell her. “You can’t pretend you’re our girlfriend. You are our girlfriend. And girlfriends get all the orgasms we can manage.”

      She sucks in a breath as I slip my finger into the fabric of her underwear, stroking the soft line of her pussy and slicking my finger with the dampness there.

      It takes me no time at all to find her clit, and this time, she’s the one kissing me, her hands a sharp grip in my hair.

      Grayson goes to his nightstand, pulling out lube and a pack of batteries, and the tiny bullet vibrator we bought just for her.

      He watches us as he cuts open the packaging and I try to put on a show for him, pulling the cups of her bra down until her breasts spill over them. Her nipples are hard little buds when I suck them into my mouth.

      I hear the sound of scissors on plastic, and Ash looks, but I know he’s cutting into the packaging. I’ve got her to myself for a few more minutes.

      Each movement he makes feels like it hits my ears with a heightened awareness. The plastic hitting the trash can, the click of the batteries put into place, the twist of the vibe and the buzz that comes after.

      A few moments later, the distant sound of the sink as he cleans it. God, I can’t wait to see how she writhes when that hits her clit. She moves so beautifully beneath my fingers, I can only imagine what she’ll do.

      Grayson’s weight dips the mattress as he joins us, and I release her so that she can fall onto her back. With her between us, she looks like a goddess, and we’ll gladly worship.

      “Feeling good?” Gray asks as he flicks the bullet on and draws a circle around her nipple.

      “How could I not?”

      “You’re going to tell us the second you don’t feel good, okay?” He asks.

      She nods, and arches her back, unhooking her bra and letting me help her out of it. “I don’t plan to be quiet, either way.”

      “No?” I ask, arching a brow at her. “So your neighbors don’t get to hear you scream, but ours do?”

      “You get to brag about fucking me, I have to be sweet and demure and pretend that I haven’t spent all day wanting you to fuck me so hard I can’t decide if I want to combust, or float away.”

      “We can make that happen.” Gray says, trailing the vibe down her sternum and stomach.

      “Happily.” I slip her underwear down her legs as he gets there and my cock feels fully resurrected when she lets out her burbled little sigh and then jerks as the bullet hits her clit.

      I’m going to find a way to make her fall in love with us.
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      “Are you ready to get what you asked for?” Theo’s words are low in my ear, and I hear the laughter in them.

      Of course not. And he knows it.

      I might want them to fuck me at the same time, but I’m not delusional.

      “We’ve got all night. I don’t plan to rush.” That’s how you get hurt.

      “Good girl.” Theo gets on his knees and pulls me up to sitting. “Even if you begged for it right now, we’d make you wait.”

      “But you could try.” Grayson looks up at me with a smile that makes me want to lean down and kiss him. “I think I’d like to hear you beg.”

      “Next time,” Theo says, turning my face and kissing me… too sweetly. “Right now, I want to see how well you ride. Ever been on a horse?”

      I snort and immediately press my hand to my mouth to stop a second one.

      “You’re impressive, but neither of you have ‘horse’ status. Thank God.”

      That gets me a swat, and my ass stings a little from where Theo spanked me.

      “That’s the last thing that’s going to get me to behave.” I kiss him, and then, I sling my leg over Grayson’s waist… unable to think of anything other than the word “mounting.”

      “Welcome back,” he says, hands smoothing up my thighs. “My cock has missed you. Almost as much as we have.”

      “Feels like it might have missed me more.”

      Theo guides him into me and I bite my lips. It’s ridiculous to think he’s thicker than he was last night, but my mind questions the possibility, anyway.

      Because it is a little bit of a stretch again.

      I mentally roll my eyes at myself and shift my hips working my way onto him.

      I brace my hands on his chest, rocking and rising, watching his eyes flutter closed and then open again.

      Theo leans down and kisses him and I can’t help but clench on his cock.

      “Not going to lie,” Grayson brushes his lips across Theo’s before he looks up at me. “I kind of love how much you love that.”

      “What’s not to love?” They both look up at me and for a moment, the answer takes on a second meaning. What’s not to love about them?

      But I’m not a silly little girl who falls in love with any boy who’s nice to me… fake boyfriends or not.

      When Clara had called last night to see how “it” went, she’d reminded me that they’re not the “forever” type… to have my fun, get down and dirty before they’re done and leave before they can be the ones to tell you it’s over.

      Pretty sure I’ve already fucked that up.

      Her little Christmas present started with handing them that sheet of paper. It’s going to end with me weeping into a pint of ice cream when this is over—no matter what promises they make.

      But it’s not over yet.

      Tonight, I’m their girlfriend and I’m going to fuck them both.

      Kissing Grayson once more, and then me, Theo crawls around behind me. His hands go to my hips and he lifts. “Up.”

      What he really means is “off”, because as soon as I’m high enough that Grayson’s cock slides from me, Theo pushes in.

      Not hung like a horse, but he’s big enough I feel every single inch.

      And I’m wet enough, he doesn’t have to pause.

      He fucks me like he’s testing me. Like he’s worried his cock will be too much, or he’ll go too deep, too soon.

      And his grip on my hips makes it so I can’t set the pace for him.

      Each stroke guides me along Grayson’s cock, rocking my clit against him.

      And Grayson kisses me, hands buried in my hair.

      I hear the cracking sound before the sharp pain blossoms over my ass and in the time it takes me to realize Theo just spanked me, I’ve born down on his cock so hard….

      “Holy. Fuck.” Theo spanks me again and groans when it gets him the same reaction. “Our good girl, likes that.”

      “I bet.” Grayson smooths his hands over my face, pushing my hair back out of my eyes. “What else do you like?”

      “Lots of things.”

      “Spanking, yes. Your boyfriends making out, yes.” He pauses, looking like he’s deep in thought. “Do you like being called a slut?”

      I shake my head, unable to answer as Theo’s hand comes down again.

      “That’s probably a good thing. Theo’s enough of a slut for the three of us.”

      Behind me, he just laughs.

      “Don’t worry,” Grayson kisses me and nips at my lip. “You don’t have to tell us all your secrets yet, honey bun. We plan on having a long time to learn them.”

      But Theo pulls away then—like some sort of punishment—leaving me feeling so empty.

      “Are you ready to get what you asked for?” Theo repeats the question he asked me nearly twenty minutes ago.

      “Yes.” Because this time… I think I am.

      Grayson presses the bullet back against my clit and I manage—somehow—to stop myself from grinding into his hand.

      I’m going to get what I want, if I’m just patient.

      Usually, that isn’t a problem, tonight….

      I watch the bottle of lube as Grayson snatches it off his nightstand and hands it to Theo. Theo who snaps open the cap and—when I look between us I see his hand—he takes hold of Grayson’s cock, stroking it and slicking it with lube.

      When his other hand presses my hips down, I slide onto Grayson like it’s nothing.

      “Lean down for me, honey bun.” Theo eases his hand up my spine, pressing me toward Grayson’s chest. “It will be easier, and I bet you won’t even have to ask Gray to keep your mouth distracted.

      I don’t. Grayson kisses me before Theo finishes his sentence.

      It’s delightful, yes. Distracting… not quite as much as I think he expected.

      But Theo doesn’t try to push in alongside Grayson. Not with his cock.

      One lube slicked finger eases in and then a second. Even that’s a lot.

      He plays and stretches and teases, and then he finally gives me what I asked for.

      He presses in against Grayson’s cock, a slow pressure that builds and builds, and then it ebbs when he draws back. The next time he moves forward, he stops with a little chuckle that might have been to hide his pained breath.

      “That’s as far as I’m going to get.”

      “Okay.” The word is muffled against Grayson’s chest, but they both hear it.

      Four hands pet at my back, trailing soothing lines over my skin.

      “Doing okay?” Grayson asks and I nod into his chest.

      Of course I’m doing okay. I’m better than fantastic… I just need my brain to communicate with my mouth because all I can do is open it and nothing comes out.

      Grayson tips my head up, making me meet his eyes. “Blink twice if you’re good.”

      It’s ridiculous enough, it makes me laugh and I’m able to say, “I’m great.”

      And then, they move… and the groan of pleasure that falls from my lips doesn’t sound like me. It doesn’t sound human.

      Theo shifts behind me and something in the angle makes me clench down even tighter.

      And then, Grayson moves his lips to my ear.

      “Each time he fucks you and his cock slides against mine, his balls drag against me and I think I’m about to come. Are you ready for that? Are you ready to be filled up with our cum like a good little girl?”

      “Yes.”

      He does something with his hips and the change of that angle makes me see stars.

      Theo presses close on top of me, his teeth raking my shoulder blade. “A good girl would come for us first. She’d come so hard her pretty little pussy would milk our cocks until we had no choice but to explode inside her.

      I want that.

      Fuck I want that so badly. And when Theo bites the place where my neck and shoulder meet, Gray flicks the bullet back on.

      I come apart on them and my whole being seems to focus down to a single point of light. There’s no room for thought or worries… just us and this moment of ecstasy.
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      I honestly think I’d find a way to fuck her like this every day if it meant I got to see her come like that again and again.

      Tiny tremors pulse through her body and I bet Theo’s gritting his teeth just as hard as I am.

      Thank God Ash had the foresight to blow us beforehand, I probably would have come the moment Theo pressed in against me the first time.

      Now….

      Ash breathes heavily against me and I meet Theo’s gaze, raising an eyebrow. “Your turn?”

      Theo grins at me, “I thought you’d never ask.”

      When he eases out of her, it’s with a groan and fluttering eyelids.

      She murmurs something that sounds like disappointment, but she lets Theo help her to the top of the bed where he proceeds to fluff all the pillows and set her against them before he spreads her legs and settles between them, his mouth covering her pretty, sloppy pussy.

      He doesn’t waste a second before he starts to torture her clit.

      A small thought skitters through my mind and leaves me chuckling… if she likes watching us kiss, she’s going to love this.

      And I bite back the smile that my immediate response brings bubbling to the surface. I don’t want her to love this. I want her to love us.

      I grab a condom for easier clean-up and so I can stop looking at them for two seconds, but they’re imprinted on my mind… on my soul.

      Squeezing the bottle over him, I catch the lube with a finger and start to work on him. One of the many wonderful things about Theo, is that I have known him forever. I know where his sweet spot is. I know how much prep he needs, and how little he can take.

      And when I press my cock into his ass, he moans into Ash’s pussy and it sends a shiver from my cock, all the way up my spine.

      Fucking Theo is always amazing. I’ve never had any complaints… fucking Theo while Ash watches me with heavy-lidded eyes and rolls her nipples between her fingers.

      It’s like that school kid attempt to be better than infinity, but infinity plus one is still infinity.

      Perfection plus one…. Perfection again.

      I slide my hand down Theo’s side, coasting over the hard planes of his stomach and finally catch his cock in my hand.

      A string of precum trails from him down to the sheets.

      “See, Ash, he’s a slut for us.” I stroke him and he whimpers. “And his slutty little cock is already leaking for us.”

      Theo lifts his head, shoulders sharp angles. “I’m leaking because I need my cock inside her, or I need you to fuck me the way I like it.”

      Theo’s face is a crumpled twist of agony and pleasure and I know… I could make him ride that out for another hour if I was feeling wicked. But it’s almost Christmas and I’m in a giving mood.

      “Do you want to come, little slut?”

      “God yes.”

      I look up his body, to Ash. “You were supposed to get a double-stuffed cream pie tonight, honey bun. Want us to try to make it up to you?”

      “How?”

      Taking hold of Theo’s elbows, I pull him up so his back is to my chest… his cock pointing straight at her.

      “Scooch down.”

      Her eyes dart from his cock, up to us, and a wicked smile curves her lips.

      “You’re going to have to resuscitate me in a minute,” Theo says, turning his face to me. “Because I’m going to die if I get to be inside her while you’re fucking me.”

      “But I’m not going to be fucking you.” When he pouts, I kiss him. “You get to do all the work.”

      He gasps against my lips and we both look down to where Ash has taken his cock and drags it along her pussy.

      “Are you ready?” She asks, her voice full of teasing.

      “Are you?”

      She adjusts her hips and the tip of Theo’s cock disappears inside her. He groans and I feel the strain in his arms. He wants to drop down to her, and I let him go.

      It’s a controlled fall, and I know he’s slid right back into her from the soft exhale that leaves her lips… moments before Theo takes them again.

      Theo whimpers as he works, rocking back onto me and forward into her…. Forcing him to make the pace and set the speed, means I get to watch the muscles along his spine tense. It means I get to hold myself steady on his hips as I think about the way his cock is sinking into her.

      As I wonder if the way he tightens on me is a response to the way she tightens on him.

      The very thought of that makes me grit my teeth. Ash braces her foot on my chest, looking up at me over his shoulder, her eyes swimming with passion and I know it won’t take much—

      With a knowing grin, she kisses Theo, her hand skimming down between them and all of a sudden, he clenches down on my cock so hard.

      It drags my orgasm out of me and I don’t stop coming for what feels like a full minute before his grip releases me.

      Ash’s smile tells me she’d like to laugh, but she winks at me instead, threading her hands through Theo’s short hair and dragging him down for another long kiss.

      “Look at us,” she says, smoothing her palms down his back. “You and I both took… and Grayson didn’t get any cum.”

      I don’t correct her that Theo didn’t get any either. “I’ll get mine later.”

      Her lips twist, but she doesn’t manage to keep her laugh in this time. “I bet you will.”

      I walk backward on my knees and when I’m out of him, Theo drops, curling around her like a shell.

      He looks… exhausted, and I’d be willing to bet he loves it.

      “Come on,” I say, standing up and thanking God my knees don’t give out when the floor is sturdier than I expect. “Let’s get cleaned up so we can snuggle.”

      I throw the condom away before I turn back to them and Theo looks wrecked.

      He’s the one who wobbles the most and Ash hooks his arm over her shoulder, helping me get him to the bathroom to clean up.

      It’s the tiniest gesture, but it’s part of a partnership I crave to have with her.

      More than anything from the past two nights… the smile she gives me as I start the water and grab washcloths… that smile gives me hope this could work.
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      Waking up snuggled against a warm body was just what I hoped for… except.

      “Where’s Theo?” I ask, looking groggily toward the dark bathroom.

      Grayson’s response is sung, sleepily. “He’s a runner, he’s a track star.” His laugh is heavy, and he rolls over bracing himself overtop of me. “But I’m more than okay with getting some alone time.”

      “Yeah?”

      He nods and then he crawls backward until he can settle down between my open thighs. “I think I’ll have a little snack before breakfast. What do you say?”

      “Yes, please.”

      “We’re on the way to making this a perfect Sunday.”

      “I guess that depends on what Theo’s taught you.”

      “He taught me…” Grayson draws a finger along me, like he’s learning that particular curve. “That the best way to taste something is with your whole tongue.”

      He hooks his hands around my thighs and drags me down a little, angling me against him and using his whole tongue… along with his lips and teeth.

      He takes his time, and when I finally open my eyes, Theo’s back.

      A very sweaty Theo.

      He freezes when I let out a tiny whimper of pleasure, blinking at us like we’re a couple of aliens here to abduct him, and then he starts to move all at once. “Okay. No fair. Don’t you dare move.”

      Grayson laughs between my legs as Theo rushes into the bathroom and the sound of water echoes out to us.

      “We are both very sad right now, that this place doesn’t have a bigger shower.”

      “We’ll go to Vegas,” I say, “and get a hotel room with a shower meant for a party.”

      “I am holding you to that.” He holds his hand up to me, pinky out. “Pinky swear it?”

      I do, chuckling, “But only if you make me come before Theo gets back out here.”

      “I’d do that even without the reward.”

      Grayson doesn’t disappoint. It doesn’t feel like they’re… competing. There’s no one-ups-man-ship, but somehow, they’ve managed to make me feel like a fucking prize. And one they’re determined to win.

      I muffle my cries with a pillow and Grayson doesn’t stop me. But a very specific absence of sound hits me then, and I turn to look at the bathroom, as the lights flick off.

      Theo jumps over us, bouncing when he hits the mattress. “Tag me in.”
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      Grayson catches me by the throat and pulls me in for a long kiss that tastes like her.

      “I’ll get breakfast going.” He releases me and rolls out of bed, grabbing a pair of sweats from the dresser and leaving before he’s even got them on.

      Maybe he thinks it’s only fair.

      After all, I’d taken what he jokingly called a protein shot before I’d left this morning. And he got to drink in Ash’s latest orgasm all on his own.

      It’s “my turn.”

      I’d rather he stuck around, but I know him well enough that chasing him down isn’t going to do us any good.

      “Good morning,” she says with a lazy smile. “Did you have a nice run?”

      “It was cold.”

      She nods. “But it’s nice and warm here with me.”

      “Yes it is.” I crawl over her. “You’re warm too. And soft, and—”

      I leave the next word unsaid, kissing her and letting that warmth seep into my skin.

      Part of me just wants to snuggle up and cuddle with her. To hold her close and explore her body with my lips and fingers, while she does the same to mine.

      But that will definitely end in the two of us falling asleep. And when Gray says he’s making breakfast, he’s actually making breakfast.

      Which doesn’t mean we need to rush, but it does mean that we shouldn’t waste the day away up here.

      Morning light filters through the room and little dust motes flicker in the stream from the window that bounces off the mirror….

      I look at it for a long moment, looking at her for a long moment. She said she likes it from behind.

      “Come here.” I hold my hand out to her and she quirks a brow as she sets hers in mine without moving. “On your knees.”

      She smiles as she shifts, and it widens when her gaze lands on the mirror.

      And like a cat, she slides her hands forward until her ass is in the air, perfectly lined up with my throbbing cock, and her shoulders are on the mattress, hands as far in front of her as they’ll go.

      “Can I make a request that you’re always naked here?” I ask.

      “In this bed? Sure.”

      Her smile is wicked in that mirror and the way her ass looks in the glass…

      I smooth my hands over her ass and slide into the warmth of her pussy with a sigh.

      “God, you are so fucking sexy, honey bun. I dreamed about you. Because I can’t get enough of you when I’m awake, I have to drag you into my dreams with me too.”

      “Does that mean I can use any morning wood I find?”

      “Yes.” The idea of waking up to her sliding down on my cock…. I shiver at the thought and my next thrust is just a little harder than the last.

      “I don’t know if I’ve ever felt a pussy so sweet.” I grit my teeth and lace my fingers in her hair, pulling her head back and up, forcing her onto her hands. “I’ve wanted to flood your pussy with cum even before I’d felt it.”

      Her face is a picture of bliss in the mirror. “Spank me, please.”

      “So polite… why would I need to spank such a good girl?”

      “Because she likes it. Because you like the way it makes her sweet pussy squeeze on your cock.”

      Chuckling, I smooth my hand over the skin I plan to turn red in a moment. “Good girls should get what they want, shouldn’t they?”

      I spank her and her clenched pussy pulls a breath from me that is almost a bark.

      She loves that.

      I do to.

      Another sharp sound of my hand on her ass, another tight squeeze on my cock, and she moves, fucking herself on my cock the way I had done with Gray’s last night.

      “Did you like last night?” I ask. It’s a question that tumbled through my mind all through the night. “Did you like watching Gray fuck me?”

      There have been women before who liked being with both of us… but didn’t like us being together.

      “I did.” Her words are breathy and she bumps back into me again, gasping when she takes me just a little too deep and adjusting. “I liked being a part of it even more.”

      I pull her fully upright, one arm wrapped around her chest, my hand cupping her breast, the other skates down her stomach until I find the point where my cock impales her.

      “Look at us, honey bun.” I meet her gaze in the mirror as I slick my fingers in her wetness and start to work on her clit. “Look how sexy you are with my cock buried in you, just waiting to be full of my cum….”

      I almost say more. But it’s not the time for promises she won’t accept.

      Instead, I kiss her neck and watch her face as I brutalize her clit. It twists and contorts and for a moment I think I may have gone too far… and then, she breaks.

      The pain and frustration on her face twists to pleasure and her body clenches on mine so tightly I have to curse against her skin.

      Her orgasm pulls mine from me, and I bury my face in her neck as I keep my cock buried in her pussy.

      Everything I want is so close to being real.

      She lets out a wistful sigh and reaches over her shoulder to pet my hair. But she doesn’t say anything as I jerk and flinch, and the last of my cum spills into her.

      And then she laughs and I watch her face in the mirror, unable to think of what prompted it.

      She meets my eyes. “It’s Christmas… and I want the two of you to fill me up like a Ho Ho.”

      That makes me laugh too, and I untangle myself from her.

      I kiss her and she lets out a long sigh as she falls to the bed and rolls onto her back. “Merry Christmas to me.”

      “I can wrap it and stick a bow on it the next time, if you want.”

      Her laugh comes out as a snort this time and she smacks my chest with her open palm. “Don’t tempt me. I’ll have Grayson wrap you up completely.”

      “If you want to get Gray a Christmas present, get him a tutu and roller skates.”

      “Really? He doesn’t seem like the tutu type.”

      “He isn’t.” I dip down to nip at her lip. “I’d be the one wearing them. He just isn’t brave enough to buy them for me.”

      She dissolves into giggles and when the room falls back to silence, it’s because she’s kissed me.

      But I can already smell breakfast, and Grayson has been alone for too long, so I reluctantly pull back from him.

      “I’ll give you some time to do… anything you want or need to without one or the other of us drooling over you.”

      “Okay.”

      “See you downstairs?” I ask.

      “I’m certainly not going to climb out the window.”
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      I put the pan in the oven when I hear Theo coming down the stairs. And when I close the door to turn around, he’s right there. Looking at me.

      “You didn’t have to leave.”

      “I know. But we aren’t always going to be together. I figured it was a good time to make sure the two of you didn’t feel weird alone.”

      “No weirdness… at least on my end.”

      “Good.”

      I hold out my hand and he takes it, letting me pull him to me and kiss him.

      “How was the run?”

      “Deserted. Campus has cleared out and anyone who’s still here had the good sense to stay snug in their beds.”

      “Is that you saying you don’t have good sense?”

      “We both know I don’t.”

      The stairs creak and we look at them together as Ash joins us. She’s wearing my hoodie and her legs are bare….

      Theo exhales slowly and then leans close and whispers, “This is going to be the best Christmas ever.”

      He’s not wrong.

      He skims past her, kissing her cheek before he disappears into the living room.

      Ash gives him a questioning glance and then shakes her head at him, walking straight to me and pulling her arms around my neck. “Did you run away because you didn’t want to be there? Or because you did?”

      I coast my hands down her back until I reach the end of the hoodie—pulled up by her raised arms—and my palms slide over bare skin and I squeeze her ass cheeks.

      “You seem to have lost your underwear.”

      “I didn’t lose them. I just didn’t see the point.”

      Tightening my grip, I pull her to me, letting her feel the remnants of what listening to them has done to me.

      “I came down to start breakfast because I was worried we’d get trapped in a vicious cycle and starve to death.” I kiss the tip of her nose. “One cannot live on cum alone.”

      “I certainly don’t want to try.” She looks at the oven behind me. “What’s cookin’.”

      “Eggs are scrambled, turkey bacon is baking and--” The toaster dings as if I planned it that way.

      A strange clatter comes from the other room and I finally know what Theo’s been doing as the record player—that he hasn’t used in months—starts pumping out the same Rat Pack era Christmas songs she had on Friday night.

      Ash winces, and then he corrects the volume.

      “Don’t worry, he hasn’t destroyed my ear drums yet.” I untangle from her and grab the plates from the cupboard and the two bowls of eggs out of the warming drawer in our too-fancy oven.

      Theo comes back and distracts her while I dish them up.

      He only stops kissing her when I hand him his plate with his egg whites.

      Pulling out the chair for her, Theo glances down at her legs. “Don’t get splinters.”

      “I’m sure the wood is polished up real nice.”

      He chuckles and pushes her chair in while I set her food in front of her.

      “Sorry if the bread is a little weird.” Theo says with an apologetic nose wrinkle.

      “We’re a gluten-free house.” I explain, when he doesn’t.

      “Celiac.” He adds, that nose wrinkle turning into a full-on face scrunch. “Honestly, sliced bread is the only thing I haven’t found a good replacement option for. But we keep trying. Everything else, we can make work.

      “That’s fine.”

      “Do we need to get you cleaned up and on your way to church?” Theo asks.

      She laughs before I even have the chance to say, “I prefer her on her knees for another reason.”

      “What’s so funny about church?” I ask.

      “Aside from the fact that nothing we’ve done could be considered ‘holy’? I wish I’d shown you the shirt I was wearing under my hoodie on Friday.”

      “I don’t recall there being a shirt.”

      She looks at me with a sweet glare, not about to admit that she definitely changed her underwear before she let us undress her.

      “What did it say?”

      “Not today, Jesus.”

      Theo nearly spits out his coffee.

      “I have a collection of shirts that say that on them. My favorite is all rainbow colored and has a cartoon Baphomet on it. Looks like it should be a promo for a kids show.”

      “I knew I liked you.” Theo points his fork at her and she giggles.

      Let’s hope she likes us too.
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      I don’t know what other people want from their Sunday mornings, but this was pretty wonderful.

      All three of us are half naked, and snuggled down in their bed, but it’s just been cuddling and kissing.

      Theo admitted that he was only auditing the math class last term so that he could be tutored too. I tell him that’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard. To which he said “bet” and then proceeded to tell me about the time Grayson drove across three states to break a gerbil out of jail.

      Grayson sighs—heavily—and rolls out of bed. “That is an exaggeration. And it wasn’t a jail break. It was rescuing a kidnapee.”

      Theo leans close. “My sister’s middle school boyfriend broke up with her right before he moved and stole Mr. Bo Jangles.”

      “So you’re a hero?”

      Grayson pulls on a pair of boxer briefs and then a pair of teal blue pants and shakes his head.

      “Just an ordinary guy who’s boyfriends little sister wouldn’t stop crying. It was self-preservation, not selflessness.”

      He grabs a long sleeve black shirt from a hangar and turns back to me. “He would have gotten his comeuppance, eventually. Us having a hand in it just felt right.”

      “Why?” I ask, pointing at him with my foot, “Are you getting dressed.”

      He catches my foot and kisses the top of it. “I’ve gotta go to work.”

      When he goes into the bathroom, I drop back into the pillows and pout.

      “Don’t worry.” Theo turns my face to him and kisses my cheek, my nose, my chin… everywhere but my lips. “He always comes back when the old biddies are done with him.”

      “I didn’t realize he performed those kinds of services.”

      Snorting, Theo looks toward the bathroom and his distraction leaves me enough of a gap to sit upright.

      But free from his grip, I twist on the bed, and when I look at Grayson in the bathroom doorway too….

      All of his tattoos are gone.

      Fine, they’re just hidden, but still… “Who are you and where is the man that wouldn’t let me swallow his cum?”

      He chuckles as he pulls his scrub shirt over the long sleeve, and then… AND THEN he puts on glasses.

      “Okay. I am not okay with the fact you may have just awoken some kind of Clark Kent fetish in me.”

      “I can wear contacts when I’m working, but there was a resident two years ago who threw his catheter bag at me—”

      “I told him we should use the code word: pea soup.”

      “--and even though he’s gone… I don’t want to spend any more time in the eyewash station if I don’t have to.”

      “Well, it is sexy. And you look like a total nerd right now.” I say.

      “Cleans up nice enough you could take him home to mom and pop.” It sounds like Theo’s joking, but he’s definitely eye fucking Grayson right now.

      “You could too.”

      He looks down at his hands and then sweeps it over the shaved side of his hair. “Sure, get me a pair of gloves, a few months to grow this out and we’ll just pretend the holes in my face are from some sort of accident.”

      I hit him in the face with a pillow and he falls backward onto the bed, laughing.

      But seeing “real world” Grayson reminds me that we are in a sort of bubble here.

      “I should go home.”

      Theo makes a disapproving noise, but Grayson says, “If that’s what you want.”

      “There are a few things I need to get out of the way, but… I wouldn’t mind hanging out when you’re done with work?”

      “Yeah?” He smiles and the sweetness of it makes me want to melt into the bed.

      Getting dressed is an exercise in distraction, but when we’re in the car, Grayson barely even looks at me. I’d feel self conscious about that if I hadn’t noticed the same thing last night.

      “When were you in the car crash?” I ask as he pulls into Clara’s parking spot in front of my apartment.

      “I wasn’t.” He turns off the car before he looks at me. “But it’s how Theo’s parents died. I don’t know… ever since then, I don’t want to be the reason anyone loses someone else.”

      “That’s a very good reason.”

      “If I didn’t care…” He unbuckles my belt and drags me across to him. “Then I’d have driven with you half in my lap. Have I mentioned how much I like touching you?”

      “No. But I can guess.”

      He kisses me, and I squeeze close, losing myself in the caress of his tongue. Until, like a struck match, a thought stabs at my mind and I pull back. “Crap, is this okay?”

      “What?” Grayson watches me… confused, and then it seems to dawn on him. “Oh, you mean, you and me, making out in the car while he’s not here?”

      “The location doesn’t really matter.”

      He smiles at me, but he’s not laughing when he shakes his head. “It’s fine if we do things together. The problem is if we purposely exclude him, or try to hide something. It’s fine if you two do things together… just like it wouldn’t be weird to you if I went back home and made out with him.”

      “No, but you’re together.”

      “So are we.” He smooths my hair back over my ear. “You wrote down: girlfriend experience. You’re our girlfriend. Those are the rules.”

      “It was just a game.”

      “Maybe. But it’s not anymore.” He kisses me one more time. “We can talk about it tonight.”

      “Okay.” But I’m not feeling steady enough to kiss him again, so I pull my keys from my purse and pop open the door. Shivering at the pre-noon chill. “I’ll see you soon.”

      “You’d better.”

      I blow him a kiss and hurry for my door, only glancing back when I have the door open.

      He waves at me, over his steering wheel, and I wave back, closing myself in when he finally starts the car.

      I watch through the peep hole until he leaves.

      And then… I’m alone.

      It’s a strange feeling—one I used to be perfectly used to… content with, even.

      Flicking the lights on, the Christmas lights Clara hung weeks ago greet me.

      Tomorrow’s Christmas and there are two men on my wishlist that Santa has delivered early….

      It feels like the perfect time for a bath.
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      “Can I bring her with me tonight?” I tweak the last branch of the tree and step back, trying to decide if it’s too much.

      I mean… it’s a basically blank tree, just lights, no ornaments, but it’s a whole ass tree that wasn’t here when they left four hours ago.

      It’s definitely too much.

      “You can,” Grayson says, quickly adding, “But only if you explain that you’re signing her up as a volunteer.”

      “Of course. I wouldn’t bring her into a war zone without preparing her.”

      “They’re not that bad.”

      “They will be when they figure out she’s your girlfriend. And they will.”

      “Then you have to prepare her for that too.”

      “Okay. I’ll invite her.”

      He sighs on the other end of the call.

      “And all the other stuff you just said.”

      “Thank you. I’ll see you in a little bit.” He hangs up as I hear someone call his name with a paper thin, old voice.

      I shove away the two rolls of wrapping paper that are almost gone and sit on the sofa that is almost wrecked—I need to clean that up before I go—and dial her number.

      She picks up after two rings.

      “Hey gorgeous, what are you doing?”

      “I’m painting my toes.”

      “Fun colors?”

      “Festive ones.”

      “Tis the season.” I fidget with a scrap of ribbon. “Did you have plans for before you came back to our place?”

      “Just hanging out, cleaning… answering emails. Fun stuff.”

      “I’m heading over to the home early. It’s Christmas Eve, they have a dinner, I’m going to go help carry food and then pound out some Christmas carols. I thought I’d ask if you wanted to come too?” I pause for the barest of heartbeats, just enough time to swallow the weird worry in my throat. “But! Before you say anything, Gray made me promise to warn you.”

      “Warn me? About what? Are the senior citizens smuggling cocaine in the mashed potatoes?”

      “No, but it’s not a visiting situation, it’s a volunteering situation. You’d also be expected to play waitress—only for the residents with canes. The ones in wheelchairs will steal someone else’s cane and smack you with it if you imply they need any help.”

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?”

      “I’ll come dodge cane smacks and help wait tables.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Besides, it means you have to let me hear you play.”

      “I will play anything for you, any time.”

      “Okay, tonight, Christmas Carols, for the old folks.”

      “I’ll swing by and pick you up around six thirty?”

      “They eat that late?”

      “And they dress for dinner.” Only on special occasions, but that’s not important right now.

      “Does that mean I get to see you in a tux?”

      “They dress for dinner. We don’t. Wear whatever you like. I’ll look exactly like I always do… just with some light up reindeer antlers.”

      She laughs, and the sound sings through me, “If you aren’t wearing them when I come out to the car, I am not coming at all.”

      “Duly noted. See you soon.” When I hang up, I take a moment, take a deep breath, and look at the mess around me.

      I’ve got just enough time to clean this up, get ready and get to her. Plucking the antlers from the table, I snip off the price tag.

      Tonight is going to be fun.

      When I knock on her door at six thirty on the dot, I’ve got them on, a fresh pair of batteries in the little pouch that sits squarely on the top of my head.

      She looks at me and then, she looks up and her smile is… incandescent.

      She looks sweet in a calf-length wool skirt and a sweater.

      “I’m so glad I don’t have to kick you to the curb.”

      “I’ll beg you to step on me later.” I dip my head, but I wait for her to kiss me.

      The twitch of her lips before she does tells me she knows I’m making her choose.

      Good. Choices are always worth more when you’re aware you’re making them.

      “I hope it’s not too presumptuous that I’m bringing a bag.”

      “Not at all.” I hold out my and she gives it to me.

      “I don’t own any roller skates—and they wouldn’t fit you if I did—but I do have a present for you in there.”

      “You’re joking?”

      “I never joke about the ballet.”

      She locks her apartment door and I go to my car’s passenger door, opening it for her. “No bench seat this time. We have to keep our hands to ourselves.”

      “I think I can manage a ten-minute drive.”

      “Yes,” I say, looking at her with eyes just a little too wide. “But can I?”

      Laughing, she takes her bag from me and tosses it into the back seat while I close her door and jog around to the other side.

      I left it running so the heater never shut off.

      But I have to take the antler headband off to get in and she gives me a long, severe glance. “Those better go right back on when we get there.”

      “Of course.”

      Pulling out of her apartment complex, I’m not surprised that the roads are fairly empty. Anything happening tonight will be happening closer to downtown.

      “I don’t know how to play piano,” Ash says, almost out of the blue. “So we can’t do duets tonight.”

      “Ah, well, if you can sing Rudolph in tune, you’ll be doing better than half the residents.” Half of them sing parody lyrics to the carols, anyway. “But, I’d be happy to teach you if you want. Give me a week and you’ll be Mary had a little lambing all over the place.”

      She laughs and drops her head to my shoulder. “I might take you up on that.”

      “The stories you might hear tonight…. Let’s just say, if one of the women casually mentions killing her sister’s abusive husband while sipping on hot cocoa, you shouldn’t be surprised.”

      “I’ll prepare myself not to look dumbfounded.”

      It’s dark when we get to the home—a single story building painted pale yellow that is an enormous figure eight. It sits on a little hill overlooking the back half of the town and is lit up with bright white Christmas lights.

      “Jesus,” Ash says, squinting at them. “Are they trying to guide in the three wise men?”

      “Maybe.”

      She gets out of the car before I can open the door for her, but I get the main entrance one open in time, felt antlers jingling.

      She looks at me askance, but she doesn’t tell me I don’t have to do it, and I don’t plan to stop.

      “Hey Theo, thanks for coming in.” Marcia—the evening reception staff—smiles up at us from where she’s watering a poinsettia.

      “Where else would I be?” I ask, knowing full well there are a dozen possible answers to that. “This is Ash, she’s come to help out too.”

      “Perfect. Many hands, light work, all that.” She smiles at us and then just walks away.

      One of the many reasons I like Marcia. She doesn’t care about social standards. If she’s done with a conversation, the conversation’s done.

      “Do I need to sign in or anything?” Ash asks.

      “Nope. We’re just here to be helpful if they need it. And you’re a pretty girl… they’re all going to ask for your help. Especially once they figure out you’re with Grayson.”

      “Why wouldn’t they think I’m with you?”

      “Because I’m too scary for a sweet thing like you.”

      “Funny sweet and sour go together so well.”

      That’s not going to change the way these old folks think. But that’s okay.

      I lead the way into the main room and as soon as we pass through the extra wide French doors, all heads swivel to us. They clock her immediately.
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      I knew they’d arrived, almost immediately.

      The rumor mill in this place works better than anything school kids could come up with.

      “Your little friend brought your girlfriend to visit,” Maude says, poking at me with a bony finger. “It’s the only reason I’m leaving my room tonight.”

      “Is that right?”

      “Darren says she’s pretty.” She clatters her fingers, each of them lined with at least three rings—she adores turquoise. “And Darren is never wrong about when women are pretty.”

      “She is very pretty. Yes.”

      “But so are you.” She pats my face, but it’s more of a slap.

      “Where are you going?”

      Hugh, my least favorite resident, stands in the doorway, hands on his hips, glaring at her.

      “Oh, leave me alone, you old spoil sport.” She throws her hands at the old man, as if shooing him away.

      “She’s determined to go get dessert and do some spying.” I say, hoping answers will bore him.

      Maud smacks me again. “It’s not spying to look at her if she’s in plain sight.”

      “Who’s in plain sight?” Hugh’s voice is a full-on whine now.

      “Grayson’s girlfriend is here. Have you been living under a rock?”

      “Oh, thank God.” Hugh looks like he’d like to spit. “I thought you and that drug addict were together.”

      And there it is. Hugh hates Theo, even though they’ve never said two words to each other.

      “That’s why he’d rather sit in wet diapers the whole time you’re here. Thought you’d be enticed by his shriveled up raisin dick.” Maude chuckles and turns back to Hugh. “No woman has ever wanted to put up with your shit, Hugh. What makes you think any man would either. Mr. Gray here has taste. And you’re three-day-old vomit.”

      Hugh walks away in a huff and I manage not to laugh.

      “Behave,” I say, quietly to her as I help her sit in her wheelchair.

      “Oh, he’s a miserable ol’ bag of skin. But that hide’s thick. He’ll act offended and then tomorrow night he’ll be knocking on my door asking if I want to play with that raisin.”

      I’ve asked her not to detail her sex life to me, but she never listens. The last time she fluttered a handkerchief at me and said “I’ll probably die tomorrow. If I don’t tell you, no one will know what a cougar I was.” And then, she’d proceed to tell me she didn’t care that that wasn’t what being a cougar was.

      She chuckles as I push her down the hall.

      I hear Theo’s playing before we get half way down the hall.

      He’s started in with Christmas carols and when I wheel Maude into the living room, I lock eyes on Ash immediately. Sh stands at the back watching Theo like she could love him. God, I want her to love him. I want her to love us both.

      Maude lets out a little harrumph and I look down to see her glaring at Ash and Theo, but she chuckles and I swear I hear her say, “A little competition never hurt anyone.”

      “What was that?” I raise both brows, daring her to say it again. 

      She doesn’t, but she doesn’t look chastened at all. “Be careful or that friend of yours might steal her away.”

      “Whatever you say, Maude.”

      Her laugh is a cackle that turns everyone’s head but Theo’s. “Wheel me over next to Janice. It’ll give me the best view of her.”

      “I’ve got a better idea.” I turn her chair and take her directly to Ash.

      “Oh, you devil.” She looks up at me with wide eyes.

      “You’re only getting what you deserve.”
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      The loud gonging of the clock over the mantle signals quiet time, and my fingers and cheeks both hurt, so I’m not upset I have to call an end to the caroling.

      A few of the residents are, but they slowly trickle away until there are only a few left chatting sleepily over mugs of hot cocoa laced with whipped cream.

      The one who stole my reindeer antlers is long gone. I’m never seeing them again.

      Maude has cornered Ash—not that she seems to mind—and I drop into the seat on the other side of the old woman’s wheelchair.

      “Well?” She looks at me. “Do you think your piano teacher would be proud of you?”

      “My piano teacher used to slap my hands with a ruler if I made mistakes. I hope she’s rotting in hell.”

      Anyone other than Maude, and I might have said something different, but the old woman is a demon in her own right.

      Which is why I’m not surprised when she laughs.

      She turns back to Ash. “And what have you gotten our Mr. Gray for Christmas?”

      Maude has called him “our Mr. Gray” ever since her granddaughter gave her a copy of fifty shades.

      “I demand to know.” She stamps her cane, even though her “demand” sounds like a joke. “I might die tonight, so I’ll probably take it to my grave.”

      Grayson comes back with a new mug of cocoa for Ash. “You don’t have to tell her anything,” he says as he hands it over to her. “She’s been threatening to die all year. Don’t believe her for a second. She’s just fishing for something to tell the knitting circle.”

      “I don’t knit.”

      But Ash leans close and whispers in the old woman’s ear.

      Her wrinkles deepen with something like disappointment. “That’s so boring. Christmas and birthdays are special occasions, dear. I thought you were at least going to let him fuck you in the ass.”

      Ash nearly chokes on air and I smile at the old woman. “Oh no, that’s what I’m getting him. We can’t give him the same thing.”

      The woman’s eyes go wide and then she smiles even wider. “I like you.”

      She turns to Ash and asks her about her major, about how she met us, because she has finally figured out our arrangement we have.

      And then, the clock chimes again, quieter this time and I stand up. “It’s time for us to go, and for you to go to sleep Maude.”

      “Spoil sport.” She says, but she does look tired. And Grayson’s replacement—a night nurse who looks like she could snap my neck with two fingers—wheels her away.

      We stop by the house to drop off my car, but I don’t let her go inside while Gray changes.

      “What now?” She asks. Snuggled against me in his car.

      “There are Christmas Eve fireworks to watch.”

      “If they weren’t caught yet this year.”

      “They haven’t been. I know the guys and they took all the precautions.”

      Gray hops back into the car and heads towards campus. He knows where we’re going, and I kiss Ash to distract her again… I love how easy that is to do.

      But when I pull her out of the car, her brows pinch and she looks around. “I don’t think we’re supposed to be on campus right now.”

      “We’re definitely supposed to be here.” I say, drawing the keys from my pocket. “Why else would I have these?”

      “Did you steal them?”

      “I’m not going to dignify that with an answer.”

      But Grayson says, “He’s got one of the Senior studios, so he gets keys to the building and access at any time for him and anyone he calls a model.”

      “Are you going to paint me like one of your French girls?”

      I laugh, and wonder what she’s going to think when she actually sees the studio.

      The lights turn on and flick off as we walk down the hall, and up the three flights of stairs. My studio is on the top floor and has a few perks.

      But when I unlock the door, opening it and switching on the lights, Ash says “whoa” and that makes me stop.

      The walls are covered in random photos I’ve taken, and she goes to the time-laps blurs of students on campus. “These are really cool.”

      “You might think these are cooler.” Gray pulls a case from where it’s “hidden” behind boxes and opens it for her.

      Her mouth forms a cute little o and then she looks up at me with a smile that is all wickedness, it flicks to Gray. “That’s not how you ride a horse.”

      The photo she’s pulled is of me with a bridle in my mouth, the reins gripped in Gray’s hands, his fingers digging into my ass. He’s clearly buried inside me to the hilt… not that you can see that.

      “There are some less… adventurous ones in there, but yeah, that was art over reality.”

      She sifts through them, biting her lip. “Did you bring me here to take pictures?”

      “No.” I shake my head. “That is a discussion-first activity… not that I wouldn’t love to. If you’re up for it some other time.”

      She pulls one from the pile and holds it up. “Can I have this one?”

      Gray’s mouth and teeth on my stomach, it’s almost abstract in its framing. “You can have any of them you want.”

      She looks down at the pile, but only puts that one in her purse. “If we’re not here for a photo shoot, what are we here for?”

      “This.” I move an easel out of the way and open the door behind it to a staircase that leads up to the roof. “Private viewing access.”

      My studio is the only access to this part of the roof.

      She follows Gray up, casting a suspicious glance back to me, but she doesn’t say anything.

      She doesn’t even shiver when we get outside. I light the heaters anyway.

      There are three of them clustered around an outdoor sofa Gray and I dragged up here a few months ago. But I don’t turn on the lights we trailed along the rooftop.

      Dark is better for watching the fireworks….

      Dark is better for what I want to do.

      Gray drops onto the sofa, pulling Ash down beside him, kissing her, and I don’t.

      I go to my knees in front of him and work on his pants. All I hear from him is a chuckle and then, he lift his hips, letting me drag his pants and underwear down, until they’re at his ankles, and I can wrap my whole hand around his cock.

      Ash looks down, her eyes dark and glittering as she watches me stroke Gray, and we both watch him harden in my hand….

      She licks her lips and I almost let her have the first taste, but I’m feeling greedy tonight. I lick the length of him and he groans, and when I wrap my lips around the head of his cock, he curses and his hands spear into ash’s hair, drawing her to him for a kiss that looks brutal, even though I know it isn’t.

      He’ll save that brutality for me, when I’ve teased him to the point that he takes my head in his hand and fucks my throat until I’m hoarse for three days.

      I can’t wait.
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      The roof has a four-foot wall around it, meaning that no one on the ground or in one of the other nearby buildings can see us, even if anyone was on campus…. And we’re definitely all alone up here.

      The heaters Theo turned on are doing their job, so when I shuck off my boots and wiggle my tights off, the chill is only spreads goosebumps over my legs, I don’t actually shiver. Gray says my name lowly, as a question, and Theo looks up, pulling off of his cock with a breathless pop.

      “Is someone’s pussy feeling lonely?”

      “It is.”

      “Well, I’ve got this cock all wet for you… want to show me how well you take it?”

      Nodding, I tug down the zipper at my hip and wiggle off my skirt too.

      I straddle Grayson, making sure I don’t accidentally kick Theo in the head when I do.

      Grayson’s hands slip up under my shirt and he squeezes my breasts. “I would love to see you completely naked under the stars, but this is more than enough of a risk.”

      High up on my knees, I can feel Theo behind me, his hair brushes my thighs and Grayson’s jaw tenses.

      I gasp a moment later when Theo’s tongue covers me, licking all of me.

      I was already wet from watching them—and imagining—but his tongue makes me even wetter.

      Leaned against Grayson, I grip the back of the sofa tightly while Theo fucks me with his tongue, and Grayson grazes his teeth along my neck.

      When I answered that silly prompt with both their names, I didn’t think this was a possibility. I didn’t think either of them were possible. And now I have them both… and a crazy idea that I might be able to keep them.

      It would be a Christmas miracle

      Theo guides me down onto Grayson’s cock. And his groan matches my own as my slick pussy consumes him.

      “God,” Theo mutters behind me. “You both wish you had my view right now.”

      “Bring your camera next time.” I say it as a joke… but when I rise up on Grayson, I do want Theo’s view.

      I want to see Grayson’s cock splitting me open. I want to see my pussy swallowing him down.

      They make me want to fuck with all the lights on, in front of mirrors and with cameras. They make me feel so sexy….

      Theo’s hands go to my hips and he moves me, controlling our pace.

      “Dear Santa,” Grayson says, gaze locked on my lips, a wicked smile on his. “Please put a beautiful woman under the tree for me and Theo this year. Make her smart and gorgeous, sweet and kind. And let her have a hungry little cunt that fits both our cocks perfectly.

      “Look at that,” He says, brushing my hair back. “Santa gave us what we want… and he didn’t even wrap you up.”

      “Get me a bag of those bows with the sticky backs and we can pretend they’re pasties.”

      “We’ll wrap you up next year next year.” Theo’s hands squeeze my ass cheeks and he pushes me up. “I want to suck you from his cock.”

      Up as high as I can get on my knees, I kiss Grayson while Theo sucks his cock with sloppy wet sounds.

      “I fucking love the taste of the two of you.”

      He licks me again before pressing me back down onto Grayson.

      Grayson who fits perfectly inside me.

      Our bodies meld together so well… but I want Theo too.

      And I know he’s not going to fuck my ass tonight, not here anyway.

      I lean close and whisper. “If you come in his mouth… could I share it this time? Do I deserve to drink your cum yet?”

      “Yes. You’ve been a very good girl, haven’t you?”

      “I have.”

      I lift myself off of him and try to shimmy back. I want to go to my knees, but he won’t let me. Shaking his head. “You need pants on for that.”

      I shift to the side, watching as Theo sucks his cock and my pussy clenches, wanting them to be inside me again.

      But I know I’ll get what I crave soon enough.

      Gray’s hands go to Theo’s head and he grips Theo’s hair, hips moving to fuck Theo’s throat. Somehow, even with his mouth stuffed full, Theo smiles. And then, Grayson’s face contorts and his stomach flinches.

      Theo’s eyes meet mine a moment before they flutter closed and Grayson’s back arches.

      Holy fuck.

      My mouth goes dry, every ounce of moisture in my body goes straight to my pussy.

      Theo looks at me with a smile that makes it clear his mouth is full. He opens it to show me and then gets to his feet, hand wrapped around my head and drawing me to him so he can kiss me. Grayson’s cum floods into my mouth and I can’t stop myself from giggling as it flows between us.

      I swallow and my eyes fly open when Theo’s fingers press into my still wet pussy. He doesn’t even bother starting with one. He works straight away with two and then a third. He draws back from me as I gasp, swallowing the last of Grayson’s cum and licking his lips.

      “You are so pretty when you’ve got something in your pussy, honey bun. I should have brought you one of those toys we could insert and then play with on our phones.”

      “There’s always my birthday.”

      The sky erupts with red and green flares as the fireworks Theo promised ignite.

      He grabs my leg, spinning me and pushing me onto my back before he buries his face in my pussy and his lips wrap around my clit, drawing sharply on that bundle of nerves.

      I screw my eyes shut and come on a cry that’s drown out by the crack and boom of those fireworks.

      My whole body flickers and shakes and when that orgasm passes, I stare up at the sky while the finale floods the sky with lights.

      Theo pets my hair and Grayson kisses the inside of my thighs.

      And when there’s only smoke left in the air—and sirens—Grayson draws me up to him, kissing me and when he draws back, he says, “You taste like me.”

      “Good.” I say with a smile and even that is difficult at this level of bliss.

      I feel a little drunk as they help me get my skirt and boots back on—I stuff the tights in my bag. I remember getting to the car and the drive back to their apartment. And I remember getting undressed and into bed, snuggled between them.

      Merry Christmas to me.
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      Ash is snuggled up between us, one hand on my chest, one tucked under her cheek, and Theo is wrapped around her. Her breath flutters across my chest, and I twist her hair between my fingers.

      I know Theo and I are both exhausted, but neither of us have closed our eyes long enough to do more than blink.

      “She fits,” he says, whispering over her and twining his fingers in mine.

      “What nonsense do you have planned for tomorrow?”

      I hadn’t said anything about the tree or the presents when I rejoined them outside after changing. But I had definitely noticed it.

      “Nonsense is a weird thing to call Christmas Magic.”

      “Theo.”

      “I promise that you won’t object to anything I have planned.”

      “Swear it?”

      He hesitates. “I’m pretty sure you won’t be mad.”

      “Just don’t scare her away by going too fast. Ok?”

      “I’m not going to do anything that might make her run.” He looks down at her and presses a kiss to her hair. “I want this too much.”

      Me too.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 29

          

          

      

    

    







            ASH

          

        

      

    

    
      I stretch, searching the sheets, but they aren’t there. Eyes popping open, I clutch the comforter to my chest.

      They left me alone, but tucked in and cozy.

      I don’t think I like that.

      I’m warm and toasty, and for a moment, I consider snuggling down until one of them comes up to get me, but there’s a bundle of black fabric at the foot of the bed, wrapped with a ribbon and bow.

      The wrapping falls away when I pick it up, and the bundle unfurls into a robe, just my size.

      My bag sits on a chair next to their dresser, but I don’t bother putting on any underwear before I slip that robe on and pad down the stairs.

      I stop about three steps from the bottom, because there’s a tree.

      Stuffed in the corner of the room, there’s a tree that scrapes the ceiling and is wrapped in purple lights. Beneath it, a dozen presents wrapped in black and silver paper with ribbons and bows.

      That definitely wasn’t here yesterday.

      “Good morning.” Grayson stops at the bottom of the stairs, holding a cup of coffee out to me. “We were trying to get everything done before you woke up.”

      “I see that.” I lift the coffee to my lips and pause to inhale the sweet and minty aroma of it.

      Peppermint mocha. Perfect for Christmas.

      Theo comes around the corner with a basket of what look like croissants and a sheepish grin.

      “I assume this was what you got up to yesterday when I was at home and he was at work.”

      “Guilty.”

      I follow them into the living room and sit on the couch in front of a coffee table with a dozen breakfast options on it.

      “Why purple lights?” I ask, pulling apart one of those croissants.

      He grins, nose wrinkling “Because they were out of Christmas lights, but the guy found a box of Halloween ones that had been forgotten in the back stock.

      “But I think you’re going to like what’s in the boxes.”

      “Theo.” I say, not sure how to tell him he shouldn’t have bought me anything without also assuming that too many of those boxes are for me.

      “Don’t worry, it’s Theo being a dick.”

      He grins at Grayson. “I am what I eat.” And then, he turns back to me. “I promise, I didn’t go overboard.”

      I look at the boxes stuffed under the tree. “You sure about that?”

      “Even if I’m lying, it’s Christmas, and I give because I want to, not because I expect something back.” He looks at me with his chin tucked and brows raised… like he’s scolding me, and all I can do is laugh.

      “But seriously, I lied to Maude last night. I don’t technically have anything for you. Well, there is the one thing.” I glance at Theo. “Do you want to go get that?”

      “Oh hell yes, and I am taking a bag, so that he can unwrap it.”

      “Should I be afraid?”

      “Of course not. You should be horny.”

      He laughs and steals a sip of my mocha. “That robe is very pretty on you.”

      I look down at the plain black fabric and just shake my head. “You’d say anything looked pretty on me.”

      “And I wouldn’t be lying.” He sets my mocha on the table and pulls me half into his lap, kissing me so sweetly, I almost don’t notice that his hand slips between the sides of the robe and he chuckles when I spread my legs for his fingers. “How did I know you wouldn’t be wearing any underwear?”

      “Clairvoyance?” I ask, whimpering as he strokes me. “Or maybe you’ve figured out I’m always ready to have one of you inside me.”

      “Let’s give Theo a Christmas present when he comes back, what do you think?”

      “I’d like that.” I don’t even need to know what it is.

      He pulls away from me and while I don’t like that, he pulls his shirt off next, and then shuffles his sweatpants down.

      “Take the robe off.”

      I do and he motions me over to him.

      He’s sitting on the one part of the couch that doesn’t have the coffee table in front of it and he scoots down just a little bit. “Let’s give him a buffet.”

      He maneuvers me so that I’m sitting on his stomach more than his hips, his cock right in front of my pussy, my legs spread wide over him. I know exactly what Theo is going to see when he comes back, but I don’t get to see his face when he joins us.

      Grayson’s hands are too intoxicating.

      I drop my head back to his shoulder while he swirls his fingers over my clit and dips into my pussy in a pattern designed to drive me crazy. My hips rock and my body knows his cock is right there.

      “Jesus Christ.”

      My eyes flutter open as Theo goes to his knees in front of us. The bag he’s grabbed dropping to the floor among the other presents.

      “You two are incorrigible.”

      “And delicious.” Grayson says, chuckling against my shoulder blade as his fingers spread, opening my pussy lips. “Why don’t you have a taste?”

      “I’ll never say no to an invitation like that.” He draws the flat of his tongue up Grayson’s cock, pressing it against my pussy.

      He sucks on the tip of him for just a moment, and then, he skims his fingers up the underside of it… moving it in to my pussy.

      I let out a shivering sigh and then my breath catches on a gasp when he drags his tongue over Grayson again, but he ends at my clit, tongue flicking and then his lips latch on and I almost buck straight off Grayson’s cock.

      I don’t know if they’ve done this a hundred times with a hundred other women, and I don’t care. I love it.

      I rock against his mouth and on Grayson’s cock.

      Cursing against my skin, Grayson’s hips start to move, his fingers pinch at my nipples, and he mutters words I can’t fully hear against my skin.

      “And, too quickly, he jerks beneath me, his cock twitching as he comes with his cock barely inside me.

      Theo takes full advantage, holding his cock in place just long enough that all of his come spills inside me… and when Grayson’s done, Theo’s tongue is inside me, licking it from my pussy like I’m a dish and he’s starving.

      “I told you,” Theo says, slurping up the last of the cum he’s stolen and drawing back. “This is going to be the best Christmas ever.”

      A thought springs into my mind and I say it before I can talk myself out of it. “Pick a number.”

       “Forty two.”

      I snort and then laugh, burying my face in his shoulder. “You sure you don’t want to go lower? Even between the two of you, forty-two is a lot.”

      “What’s a realistic number? Twelve?”

      “That’ll work.”

      “What did we just pick?”

      “That’s how many times you’re going to come in me today.”

      “We’re going to be skin and bones.”

      “Aren’t you glad I made you do less than forty-two?”

      “You’re a saint.” He kisses my sternum. “Are there any rules? Is it just your sweet little pussy? Or can we take your mouth?”

      “As long as it’s in me…. Maude was right though, Christmas is for anal.” And I know that I’m not going to have to worry about them not knowing what to do. “So, one of those boxes better have a bottle of lube in it.”

      Theo snorts. “You brought another bottle this time, even though you know we have a stash.”

      “There’s no such thing as being too prepared.”
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      If I wasn’t already in love with Ash, these last few days would have secured it.

      Tangled up on the living room floor, I know how easy it would be for her to think that Gray and I have had our brain fried by the sex, but it’s not that.

      Well, it’s not just that.

      And I need her to know.

      “All we really want for Christmas is you, honey bun. Be our girlfriend for real, not just because we were fulfilling that little list for Santa.” I stroke my hand over her thigh. “You wanted the girlfriend experience, and that only ends one way.”

      “When the cash runs out?” She says with a laugh that is weaker than I’d like.

      “It’s a fantasy, Ash. It’s the guy’s fantasy, which means, it’s our fantasy. And our girlfriend experience ends when there’s a ring on your finger.”

      She stares at me blankly and then, she looks at Grayson.

      “Oh, don’t worry, it only feels like he’s moving fast because you just joined the party. We’ve been in love with you since the day you got frustrated and told me not to be a say another word until I wrote down all fifty state capitals.”

      “I told you, we like when you’re boss,” Theo says.

      “But…” Gray looks sideways at me. “He was supposed to wait to make any declarations.”

      “Okay.”

      “Okay?” I try to shove down that hopeful feeling. I don’t know what okay means to her in this moment. I can’t jump ahead.

      “I don’t want this to be over. But,” she holds up a finger. “This is not me agreeing to marry you.”

      “Not yet.” I wink at her and then draw back. “But! Now that you are officially officially our girlfriend. That means I get to spoil you just as much as I do him.”

      I grab a box from the pile and hand it to her.

      She gives me a look like she’d like to argue, but she opens it anyway and she pauses. “A tooth brush?” She plucks it out and then the tube of toothpaste and a pack of hair ties.

      “I figured Gray would get mad at me if I’d wrapped an actual drawer.”

      “I would have wondered what was wrong with you.” Gray says, watching us with his arms behind his head.

      I kiss her cheek and whisper, “I want you around. A lot.”

      Gray gets up, grabbing his sweatpants and pulling them on before snatching up her robe. “We should eat breakfast before we get any more distracted.”

      “Speaking of distracted….” I grab the bag I brought down and hand it to him as soon as he’s got her robe back on.

      “I’m not opening this until you have pants on.”

      “Fine. but you may change your mind about that once you’ve opened it.” I pull my pants on and sloppily tie the laces. “It’s for me, but it’s for you. Ash was very kind in getting us something we’re both going to enjoy, but it’s definitely for me, even though it’s for you.”

      “Was I supposed to be able to follow that?”

      “Just open it!”

      He pulls off my hastily stuffed tissue paper and then pauses for a moment before he pulls the pink tulle from the bag.

      “It’s a tutu,” Ash says, though I don’t think he was confused about that.

      “For me.” I wait for Gray to meet my eyes and then, I wink at him. “Now I just need roller skates.”

      Gray curses and I definitely see his cock twitch in his sweat pants.

      “That’s his way of saying, ‘thank you I can’t wait to fuck him while he’s wearing this.’”

      I start for the tree.

      One of those boxes has a black plug for her, like her answer to the game said. But Gray doesn’t let me get there.

      Gray looks at her and then he looks at me. He points to the chair caddy corner to the sofa. “Sit.”

      I purse my lips in a pout, but I do as he says.

      “And you, there.”

      Ash sits on the couch.

      “We are going to eat breakfast like civilized people, and then you are going to put this on for me and I am going to fuck you the way you deserve.”

      I lick my lips and he glares. “After we’ve eaten.”

      “Yes sir.”

      Gray sits on the ground, pink tulle still crushed in his hand. He looks horny as fuck—not difficult given the company.

      “Merry Christmas.” Ash says, with a sly smile and he looks up at her as she leans forward to grab one of the cookies from the plate, her robe falling open again.

      “Merry fucking Christmas.”
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      FOUR MONTHS LATER

      The Colt is packed co-eds. It’s a Friday night and I could strangle Theo.

      But if it’s a fight, I’m out numbered.

      “Happy Birthday,” Ash whispers, her smile wicked as sin.

      Thank God we’re tucked into a booth in the corner.

      The photo I’m hiding in the card in my hand is salacious, my boner is painful, and Theo and Ash are looking at me with the sweetest smiles… as if they didn’t just hand me literal porn in public.

      If Ash actually was a porn star, she’d make a killing. She’s framed in the center of this photo, blissed out of her mind, hair framing her breasts, and her arms around my neck. I can barely tear my eyes away from the photo.

      I’m behind her, and I am definitely mid-orgasm.

      At this angle, I can’t see my cock, but I can remember the feeling of it buried in her tight ass. I remember the way it felt to have Theo’s cock filling her pussy—that is visible in the photo, her pussy spread and full of him.

      Theo’s hand is wrapped around her throat and his head is tipped back, too. 

      We’ve fucked in front of his camera so many times, but this…. “They should hang this in the Louvre.”

      Theo chuckles, “Happy Birthday.”

      “Did you have to show this to me in public?” I snap the card closed and stuff it into the inside pocket of my jacket.

      “Of course not, but it was a lot of fun.”

      “We love you,” Ash says. She’s said it a hundred times by now and it still makes me a little light-headed.

      Theo’s already gotten the check. Which means I have next to no time to deal with the tent I’ve pitched.

      “You two are the worst.”

      “I think you mean the best.” She leans close, breasts brushing my arm. “We’re both wearing plugs… the question is: which of us do you want to pop first?”

      “Jesus fucking Christ.”

      They chuckle and when she gets out of the booth, I snag her hand, making her hang back long enough that I can use her to block the view of my groin, and then I hold her close to me, hiding my cock against her back as we leave.

      “I’m not mad.” I say when we finally get in the car. Theo in the driver’s seat this time. “And that’s why I have an answer for that question.”

      “Is it me?” Theo asks and Ash asks it too, same words, same tone, same everything.

      “Yes.”

      “Okay,” Ash says, rolling her eyes. “That’s on us. But which one?”

      “I’m going to pop him, he’s going to pop you.”

      She smiles and whispers: I was hoping you’d say that.

      “It’s your birthday, not mine.” Theo says, his hand palming my cock through my jeans.

      “You’re right. And on my birthday, I get what I want. And I want you. Both of you.” Forever.
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