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synopsis

My life was perfect.

Perfect husband. Perfect house. Perfect marriage.

I was a Nancy Meyers mood board.

But you know how the saying goes…

“Everything perfect ends with your husband banging his assistant.”

Life wasn’t supposed to be like this. Male patterned sluttiness wasn’t in our vows.

But here I sit, with barely dry divorce papers, flying first class to the Bliss Babes Retreat—a women-only escape in Malibu run by my sister, Moonbeam. She promises it’ll help me reset, get grounded, and figure out what I actually want out of life.

I’ll give you one guess…it’s not yoga. But I figure at the very least I’ll get a margarita and some sunshine. And I could use a pocketful.

But then somewhere between the ocean breeze and a very steamy outdoor shower incident what flashes before my eyes isn’t my reconciled past…

It’s better.

Three devastatingly gorgeous twenty-eight-year-olds with sun-warmed skin, tattoos that make me drool, and smiles that have my pulse tripping over itself.

I may be a forty-year-old divorcée who’s never once stopped pretending in the bedroom, but something tells me that’s about to change.

Because this summer,

Brody

Brooks

and

Wells are comin’ in hot.


playlist

	Summer of ’69—Bryan Adams

	Three Little Birds—Bob Marley and the Wailers

	Wonderwall—Oasis

	Love Shack—The B-52s

	Blister in the Sun—Violent Femmes

	Cake by the Ocean—DNCE

	Like Animals—BTS

	FRI(END)S—V

	All Night Long (All Night)—Lionel Richie

	Dancing in the Moonlight—Toploader

	Honey I—Scout Willis

	California Love—2Pac

	Watermelon Sugar—Harry Styles




Orgasms don’t stop after forty. They only get better.


dear reader,

I wrote this book with the intention of giving an “every woman” experience. That means the heroine isn’t described. I did this on purpose. To allow anyone reading the chance to picture themselves or someone who looks like them. I strived to keep her as vague as possible. So enjoy, because this one’s for you and you and you and YOU!

Xoxoxo, Trilina


prologue
. . .

Jeffrey, fuck off.


“Hey, I’m signing right now,” I say, answering the call from my sister with all the pep I feel. And it’s a lot.

Do I have the kind of audacity that typically only comes with being a man?

Yes. Do I care one iota what my, in two more strokes of my pen, ex-husband and his band of loser lawyers think?

Absolutely fucking not.

Sure, taking a call in the midst of signing divorce papers is unorthodox. But I don’t have any shits to give. I gave them all away over the course of twenty years.

I glance up at all the shocked faces in the room just as Moonbeam chuckles on the other end.

“You’re an icon. He’s so mad, right?”

“Mmmhmm.”

Speaking of that devil, my soon-to-be ex, Jeffrey, levels my name as I look at the mediator and point to the next spot on our divorce papers.

“Here?” I whisper, and she nods, trying not to show her amusement.

“Margot…seriously?” Jeffrey presses, but I ignore him, choosing to speak only to my sister.

“Yeah, that’s him. I know, he’s still a bitch. Honestly, how did I do it for so long? Hindsight is crazy.” I hear his discontent, but it’s like glorious fuel to my inner fire. “But like I said, I’m signing now, so I should be wrapped up and on my way to you in about three hours. Give or take a long security line at the airport.”

She squeals. “I cannot wait. This is your discovery era, babe! You are a modern-day Aphrodite, a Calista. And you better have taken a million dollars for every inch he lacked. That’s what karma would want.”

With a swoop of the t at the end of my name, I say, “Well, he was about three inches under average, but that wasn’t enough, so I added time and suffering for never having enjoyed myself.”

The sound of my pen hitting the table mixes with Jeffrey’s grumble and someone coughing to hide their laugh.

Moon claps. “The power of twenty-three will set us free, baby.”

I laugh. She’s wild.

My sister, Moonbeam, formerly Sloane Campbell, is a yoga instructor and true bohemian hippie. A moon-howling free spirit to my practical, buttoned-up cliché.

She’s married to a pro surfer, occasionally lives on the beach in Hawaii, braids shells into my niece’s hair, eats more granola than any person should, and rarely showers outside of the ocean.

And she’s my best friend. Especially this year.

Jeffrey always tolerated her, but I knew he secretly disliked her. Probably because she saw him for who he was: selfish and insecure.

She laughs louder. “God, I bet his whole face is pinched up like the asshole he is.”

I push the papers toward the mediator, looking directly into his eyes as she passes them to him.

Two very opposite memories play out.

The first: our wedding day. The other: our breakup.  

God, we started out so happy, probably because we were twenty, and everything seemed like a good idea at that age. When the officiant declared us Mr. and Mrs., he dipped me back and kissed me. I thought my fairy tale had finally begun.

That’s the thing about fairy tales: The story ends before life really begins.

I’d love to read about Cinderella negotiating her taxes or Belle debating on whose turn it is to make dinner because you each have to work late. And forget about the big-ticket items, like when you decide as a couple to never have children, and then he knocks up his assistant. On purpose. Because they’re in love.

My eyes narrow, and he gulps.

For a split second, I wonder if he’s remembering that moment too, in the kitchen, when he told me. I’d spent my day in the garden, and when I came inside, sweating but smiling, he just blurted out, “I want a divorce,” followed by, “I’m in a relationship with Poppy.”

I can feel the deep breath I take as I stare at him, and the memory takes over.

“What? What are you talking about…Poppy, your assistant? You’re sleeping with her?”

“Don’t make this harder on yourself by asking silly questions.”

I shake my head, feeling as if up is down and down is sideways. The feeling of the floor falling out from under you isn’t easy to describe, but it’s as shocking as one could imagine.

“You’re having an affair? With…”

“Poppy.”

I hear myself laugh, but I don’t feel it.

“Don’t look at me like that,” he admonishes. “It’s not fair. You act as if I cheated on you.”

I grip the counter behind me, feeling my nails scrape over the concrete he insisted upon. Why do I suddenly feel out of breath?

“Jeffrey,” I level. “Sleeping with another person while married is the exact definition of cheating.”

His head draws back as if I’ve offended him.

“Unbelievable. You’re villainizing me because you can’t understand the nuance. This is why we were never going to work, Margot. We’ve wasted twenty years, and I deserve to be happy. I’m in love with Poppy, so I never cheated on you. How could I? You stopped being my person six months ago—”

I stopped…I stopped being his person. I didn’t stop anything. He’s still speaking, but I’m not really hearing anything until “—I went where my heart called. And honestly, I guess I’d rather you hear it from me, but…we’re pregnant.”

All I remember after that moment is the sound of the faucet and how it kept dripping. That night, after he left, I took the whole sink apart. We’d both complained about it for months and had been meaning to call someone to fix it.

But in that moment, I needed to do it. It had to be fixed.

Somewhere around 2:00 a.m., I dried myself off from the tears and the water before settling into what I now know was the third stage of grief—anger.

Because that’s what I was doing, grieving. Our marriage was dead. It had been murdered by the price of a partially balding, Porsche-driving, middle-aged man’s insecurities. Small men cheat, and that’s not a reference to dick size.

It’s funny, of all the tools lying around that kitchen floor, anger was the most helpful. Because it helped me go about dismantling his whole life.

After all, I deserved to be happy, to quote my husband.

Happy with half his money, assets, and retirement fund. At least that was the plan before the lawyers decided we needed most of his money, assets, and retirement fund.

He should really thank me because now Poppy can prove she loves him for his smile, not his money, like she swore in the first place.

I’ll never get over the fact that she’s named after a probiotic soda that makes you shit your pants if you have too many. On the upside, a few years together should feel like chronic IBS.

I grin, still staring into his eyes, finally answering my sister.

“Yes, pinched up is exactly what his face looks like.”

Jeffrey’s brows draw together before he gets to signing, but I lick my lips, letting his annoyance wash over me like I’m a pig in shit.

I will say, there was a voice inside my head this morning who told me to make room for the possibility of more grief, should I feel it. And still I’m prepared, but I don’t feel any.

We’ve spent a year nitpicking every piece of salt owned between us. I also spent six months in twice-weekly therapy sessions, which is why I’m at the seventh stage of grief—acceptance.

As in, I accept the joy of starting a new life as a woman in her prime. And my bank accepts wire transfers.

See, marrying Jeffrey wasn’t ever about me. It was always about doing what people do. I accepted the life handed to me. The lives too many women in society suffered before me.

Not once did I ever check in with myself and ask whether what people did was what I wanted to do.

He loved me, so we got married. And married people buy a house, so we did that too. Then we hosted dinners, joined country clubs, and looked like the perfect couple.

We even skirted the “kid” questions by allowing people to think it was my body betraying us. That was his idea. Even though we agreed we didn’t want them.

Regardless, we stayed perfect. The ideal couple aesthetic. And that’s all that mattered.

Fuck that.

Jeffrey lets a dramatic sigh, as if he’s feeling the weight of his decision before signing the last box. Chin up, Jeff. I left you with only the shirt on your back. You should be feeling light as a feather.

His pen hits the table, which makes my smile almost break my face.

“It’s done,” I level. “I’ll call you from the airport, Moon.”

She lets out a squeal of excitement. “Yes, bitch. I love you with my whole heart. Fuck the patriarchy.”

“Agreed.” I hang up and look around the room before I put my sunglasses on. “If we’re done here, I have a plane to catch to Malibu.”

Jeffrey shakes his head. “Can you pretend to be mature, please?”

My attorney gives me a wink as I stand and swipe up my Birkin, a divorce gift I splurged on. I lower my chin to look over the top of my shades at my ex-fucking-husband.

“Jeffrey, fuck off.” His face pales because I have never spoken to him that way. “Oh, and give Poppy my condolences. No woman should have to bear your child, the existence of your small dick, and your deep mastery of pleasure incompetence while also being broke.”

I’ve seen mic drop moments on television, but enacting one in real life is better than anything I could’ve ever experienced. My hips swish as I walk out of that goddamn room and into my new life.

My sister was right. This is my era. And whatever happens next will be on my terms because I’m not giving away another twenty years to any man without, at the very least, an epic goddamn orgasm.


chapter one
. . .

Face down. Hairy ass up.


“Okay, so you packed everything you own.”

My sister and I are standing in front of my suitcase, staring down at it, our heads slanted right.

She’s right; I packed too much. But I wasn’t sure what I’d need.  

I still can’t believe I agreed to a week of yoga and finding myself. It’s way outside of my comfort zone, but that was the point. Still, I had no idea if the day would call for leggings or a kaftan.

Not that I have either.

My brows furrow. “Everything I own is navy.”

“And striped.”

“Why’d I bring not one, but two blazers?”

“Let’s pretend it’s because you like to be thorough, and not because you clearly have stock in Ann Taylor.”

Maybe it’s the bright Malibu sunlight making everything look wrong. Or maybe it’s that the life I packed doesn’t fit me anymore, and the sun’s just making that point glaringly obvious. I turn to face my sister.

“Am I uptight? Have I become our mother?”

“Blasphemy,” she rushes out, but I cut in.

“I came to a retreat named Bliss Babes. In fucking Malibu, with, with…” I wave a hand in front of my suitcase. “I don’t want to be the girl on the beach in a blazer. That’s not blissful. It’s hot…in the bad way.”

Moon’s eyes lock on mine as she chuckles. “You’re not uptight. I mean, you were a little, but who wouldn’t be, married to a guy who makes everyone call him by his full name? Trust me, you are not our mother.”

I blow out a harsh enough breath that it makes my lips flap. “Regardless. There’s only one answer. I have to burn it all and start fresh.”

“Or…” To accent her point, she leans over my suitcase and closes the top. “We zip it up and go shopping. I’m free the rest of the afternoon since it’s just arrivals.”

Her hip bumps mine before she throws an arm over my shoulder. “How about we replace the stripes with polka dots? And ban everything navy. It’s time you got a little whimsy back. A whole new Margot.”

I’m nodding along because hell yeah. New era, new me.

“I’m in. But shopping and dinner. Because tonight, I’m gonna need a glass of wine, a call with my niece, and some shit-talking with my sister before I start the journey of becoming the best version of myself.”

“You’re already the best version,” Moon says with a smile.

She’s right. Especially now that I got rid of the piece of shit smudging my shine.

[image: ]


Four hours later and too many bags to count, I’m back in my room. This time with raised brows that feel permanently locked in place, mainly out of awe over my own audacity.

“What was I thinking?” I whisper to myself.

Apparently, whimsy meant buying a butter-yellow polka-dot bikini.

All I know is it’s the kind of bathing suit that proves whether or not you’re pro Brazilian wax.

I am, in fact, not. Something I tried to explain to my sister as she pushed the idea like a high-level coke dealer. I left the store afraid for my life and simultaneously excited for an experience she’d convinced me I needed.

But now, alone in my room, my decisions are beginning to haunt me.

See, I’m a full-bush kind of gal. I live on the East Coast for the love of god. My vagina’s made for cold weather. Our clits require insulation. And this bikini is cut for a Kardashian. I’ll need a full taper fade for my labia.

But that’s not even my biggest problem because apparently, now that I’m forty, that means there’s hair on my ass.

And not the peach fuzz kind. Actual hair.

It’s also surprisingly long.

A slight breeze can make the atrocity tickle.

Something I just discovered applying self-tanner. I bent over, gave a spray to rub in, and felt it say hi. The fact that I’m applying tanner on my ass is already ridiculous enough. But unlike the residents of Malibu, my ass has never seen the sun. Ever.

It stays inside my pants. Where it belongs. I’m a woman who owns full-back underwear.

And I love them.

Alas, that ideology has now brought me here to my current problem—can I wear a thong bikini with carpet ass?

Like, is it armpit hair at Lilith Fair? Or am I just a fucking Sasquatch with a future ad for L’Oréal billowing in the breeze as I walk?

On the upside, I suppose I should be filled with gratitude knowing that if I ever journey through thinning hair on top, I can grab it from the bottom.

I groan, staring at my ass in the mirror as I imagine walking out to the beach tomorrow morning to shocked faces and stares.

“Is that a shadow? Is there enough back there to make a shadow? Jesus.”

There’s not. I know that, but…

I shake my head. Nope. I can’t do this. Even I’m being dramatic. Or am I? I squint, trying to force my eyes to focus more sharply.

I should’ve bought some Nair. Because I only have one razor, and from the feel of it, I’m going to need like ten.  

My eyes grow wide as I suddenly think about razor burn.

“Good god,” I rush out, turning away from the sight of my fuzzy peach, and start toward my suitcase to grab the other suit I brought with me. A much more sensible, albeit navy-striped, one-piece.

But I don’t get far because it’s like Moon can sense my mutiny. My cell rings.

I swipe my phone off the bed. “Perfect timing, Houston—”

She cuts me off. “Houston? Like Whitney? What are you talking about?”

“No. You know, because of the moon landing… ‘Houston, we have a problem.’” I chuckle. “But not with that moon, with mine.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? I’m Moon. Why are we having trouble?”

I rub my forehead. “Jesus Christ. Not you, Moon. Me. My moon.”

“Margot…” she says with force. “I am your Moon? Did you fall and hit your head? I’m so confused.”

I’m smiling as I put myself in front of the mirror again. I love her, but she’s never been good at sarcasm. Something that’s literally the air I breathe.

“I’m saying there’s a problem with my ass—”

“Oh.”

“So moon as a metaphor.”

She sighs. “Margot, what did I tell you at the store? You’re hot. You just need to believe it. Confidence is the sexiest thing a woman wears. Put the suit on and rock it.”

I roll my eyes, not at her, but at the ridiculousness of this situation. This conversation is insane. We’ve gone from moon landings to mistaken identity to self-esteem. And now we’re about to venture into hairy asses and the pitfalls of beauty standards.

“I don’t have low self-esteem,” I say, mixed with a laugh. “I like my body just fine. I already feel super confident. It’s just—”

She cuts me off.

“That being outside your comfort zone feels scary? Yeah, it’s supposed to. Comfort zoning your life left you miserable. So why repeat the process? This is more than a bikini, Margot…this is you taking yourself back.”

Oh my god. I’m in self-help hell.

“Moon,” I rush out. “This is less serious than a therapy session. I appreciate the hang-in-there, kitten-poster sentiment, but my problem isn’t me. It’s my actual kitty and its friend, ass hair.”

I know she’s not hearing me because she answers with, “Stop deflecting. You’re looking for an escape from trying on a version of yourself that feels scary.”

My head falls back as I look at the ceiling. “Or the idea of being some hairy-ass girl on the beach is fucking embarrassing.”

There’s a sudden beat of silence before she says, “Wait, what?” followed by a giggle of recognition. Now she hears me. “Ohhhh,” she breathes out. “Got it. You know what? Who cares. Body hair is natural.”

“No. I was born in the eighties. I’m too traumatized by Cosmopolitan magazine for that kind of self-acceptance.”

She laughs. “Well, as the saying goes, ‘your feelings are valid.’ Want me to send up some wax strips or some hair removal cream? I have both.”

The embarrassed smile grows on my face as I turn toward a window next to the mirror, staring out as I speak, the sunset capturing my attention.

“You’re a lifesaver. Thank you. Oh, PS, why’d you call?”

My fingers begin playing with the lock on the window.

“Just making sure you’re all good before I call it a night.”

“Roger that. All good now. Love you.”

“Love you. Breakfast at the pool tomorrow.”

“My ass wouldn’t miss it, literally.”

We hang up, but I stand in place for a moment, a half smile on my face, not really staring at anything but still looking out the window, when the sound of a deep laugh nabs my attention.

Two men are standing with their backs to me by what looks like an outdoor shower on the side of the house. They’re laughing as one pushes the other’s shoulder.

I lift my chin unashamedly, trying to get a better look. There are so many trees by the window that there’s no way they can see me.

Plus, they’re dressed as lifeguards; it’s like law that I stare. Who doesn’t like to stare at hot lifeguards?

They’re wearing white T-shirts with the signature red cross and red board shorts.

Hello, every fantasy I had when I was sick at home with chickenpox and watched reruns of Baywatch.

Plus, I can do that now. I can stare to my heart’s content.

Stare. Stare. Stare.

And apparently, as a reward for my new independence, the universe decides to give me a congratulatory gift. Because one of the guys drags his shirt over his head with one hand.

“Ooh,” I whisper, only slightly pervy, as I step even closer to the window.

God, I love when men do slutty things. Jeffrey never did anything slutty except fuck other people. But this drag motion is the kind of slutty I stand behind. Sadly, I’ve only ever seen it on TV.

That sounds as unbelievable in my head as it does in reality. But it’s my truth.

It’s been a lifetime of men who think stock indexes make them hot. I’ve been robbed of abs but fed securities. I’m rich, just not rich in life.

I’m like some kind of villager from an ancient civilization that lived sans modern society, left to discover only bits and pieces from discarded remnants of magazines that wash ashore.

David Attenborough could voice my life story.

In a world of bare-ass bikinis and slutty shirt removals, Margot, our repressed puritanical, is enjoying her first moments of freedom. Let’s watch as she ogles the wildlife.

God, I was married to a man who lay on top of me with his soft, pasty body and grunted a few times before he rolled off, satisfied with the lackluster and abominable job he did.

He’d always say, “Great job, babe,” while I literally waited out, the twice a month we had sex, to scurry away and get myself off.

The fact that we remained married for twenty years is a testament to my faithfulness to keep a promise. And my ability to hide the bevy of sexual pleasure toys I left behind in the divorce. Yes, I left them…in a box with Poppy’s name on them.

I’m a girl’s girl.

And, after all, she doesn’t mind sloppy seconds.

But screw all that… I have lifeguards.

I sigh, staring because they’re a hot variety too. Like Love Island age. When life is all about making bad decisions, but doing so while sexy.  

One of them epitomizes a blond surfer type. Perfect body, kissed by the sun, with the kind of tousled hair that probably always just stays perfectly styled because all he does is run his hand through it.  

The other has light brown hair and a young Keanu look, but add tattoos. Yummy.

And by Keanu, I mean from that surfing movie where his abs were so perfectly sculpted that you could see the lines through his T-shirt when he was in the ocean.

I smile, my mouth only kind of watering as he turns toward me.

“Yep. Hello, Point Break. Guess I have to drown myself now.”

The thing about being in your prime is that your sex drive feels much like eating with a tapeworm. You’re never full and always hungry.

Shirtless Blondie runs his hand through the water as he says something that makes the other laugh.

Big hands. I lick my bottom lip.

They’re speaking loudly enough that I can hear the baritone but not make out what they’re saying. No matter, this is my new favorite show. I’m happy to watch it on mute.

Point Break sluttily takes off his shirt too, and I’m frozen in horny place. Because are they both getting into the shower together?

There’s only one showerhead.

To say my stomach gets warm is an understatement, because the idea of these two men sharing a spout just made me tingly in all the deepest places.

I should look away. No, I shouldn’t. It’s not like they’re getting naked. They’re just bros, who might, just possibly, or are maybe about to wash each other’s backs. It’s actually super wholesome.

More men should create friendships like this.

But as I gaslight my depravity, my eyes grow wide because Blondie dips his thumbs just inside the waistband of his red board shorts.

“Oh my god…are you taking those off…sir, we are in public.”

I know my mouth is open because I momentarily notice the fog on the glass. As if it’s Christmas, Point Break follows his lead, slipping his thumbs beneath his band.

Holy shit.

This is karma for being a good person. I’m reaping the cosmic rewards for being a decent human.

I love me. I’m so proud of myself.

Oh god. Hip is exposed. I’m blinking a mile a minute. Fast enough that they look like those drawings on paper that only move when you flip through them quickly.

Blondie turns around, exposing the top of his ass as he dips his head under the water.

Holy shit. I can’t watch this. I shouldn’t. This is weirdo behavior.

Then again, it’s not like I’m looking through their bedroom window. Just mine. Plus, anyone could see them. They’re doing this in public. I’ve basically been invited.

Although this is the side of the house, maybe they assume privacy? They did come from the beach.

A thousand more points and counterpoints go through my head, but my body stays glued to the spot where I’m standing. Except for the small step I take to bring my legs closer together so I can squeeze them.

Oh god, it’s settled, I’m a criminal. A lech. A pervert.

I accept me.

So I don’t move. Instead, I draw my bottom lip between my teeth, letting it drag out slowly as I watch six-packs flex and move with each tug of the shorts.

Why are they taking so long to de-pants? It’s like they’re teasing me.

I’m waiting with bated breath, my chest rising and falling with depraved intention as that red fabric dips right, then left, then right, then left.

I hum out a breathy chuckle because I realize my shoulders are wiggling along with the movement. But my wide-eyed expression slowly drifts into a frown. Because joke’s on me.

Both men drop trou only to reveal little red Speedos.

My head draws back as goddammit draws out inside my mind.  

I look away, half-annoyed because I got what I deserved. I’m objectifying two hot, sculpted men.

Who do I think I am? A man?

No, I’m a starving woman who’s desperate for sausage, that’s who. I’m horny with a capital H. Ever since the separation, it’s felt like seeing color for the first time.

I’m shaking my head as I glance back, narrowing my eyes at the cock teases.

Blondie, who I’m going to name Rocky Balboner because he has amazing arms and a well-filled-out Speedo, splashes water at his friend.  

He’s smiling, his perfectly white teeth on display. It makes me smile too. I’m definitely not smiling because his whole body is now facing me, and all I’m actually thinking is off with the smugglers.

I’m a girl with a bone or the very real need for one. Jesus, I need to walk away.

And that’s exactly what I begin to do when I gasp.

Because Balboner has his hands on the sides of his Speedo.

“No way…”

I’m back at the window. This time, my hand is gripping the fake wood trunk of the olive tree next to me. It makes the leaves rustle like plastic. My teeth carve into my bottom lip as I blink quickly, watching the wet red fabric begin to slowly shimmy down over his hips.

“Go faster.”

This is naughty. I’m naughty. I’m also one inch away from a visual jackpot until his friend, Point Break, who I shall now call Cock Blockhead, stands in the damn way.

“Nooo,” I groan, immediately strangling the tree with my grip.

Now my only view is a very hot back. It’s not bad, just not what I ordered.

Give me porn.

“Move,” I whine. “I want to see a real one.”

Another sad reality of the past me was that all I had was porn or Jeffrey’s micro penis.

And porn dick is unruly. They’re like a cautionary tale.

I’m just a girl looking for moderation.

Regular women can’t be out here doing either breathing exercises and keeping lube on subscription or getting fucked by a belly button.

There has to be a happy middle ground between blowing out your pelvis and holding on to the condom the first time you fuck. I wish that weren’t a true story.

I’m honestly surprised Poppy’s knocked up. I didn’t think semen lived that long, given the distance between his dick and her ovaries.

“Come on” falls from my lips as well as “I’m waiting.”

But I’m too loud, not nearly quiet enough, because my impatience masks the sound of my bedroom door opening. And the deep throat clearing behind me.

All of which I hear on a delay because I’m mid-“Show me the goods” when my eyes almost pop out of my head, and I swing my body around, taking the tree with me, as a very deep voice says, “Whatcha doin’?”

“I’m not a perv!” I scream as the tree slaps me in the face, and I tumble to the floor.

In what can only be described as a Chris Farley through a table kind of fall, I hurl myself, my leg lifting and wrapping around the fake olive tree for some unknown reason as I hit the floor with the loudest thud, looking like a deranged koala.

Face down. Hairy ass up.

Fuck. My. Life.


chapter two
. . .

Nair, for sensitive areas.


“You okay?”

Why? Why me? I don’t answer, not because I can’t, but because I’m going to pretend it’s rhetorical. I have never been so embarrassed by life. So instead, I nod my head and exorcise the mouthful of plastic leaves I managed to inhale.

Because let’s be real. What should I say?

That I’m wrapped around a plastic tree in a yellow polka-dot bikini after pervily voyeuring on two guys in a shower?

No. I should be jailed. Immediately.

And as if to add insult to injury, the moment I place my palms on the ground to push myself up to sitting, the plastic crunches and crackles, highlighting the fact that I’m on top of a fucking tree.

“Here, let me help you,” the very deep voice that’s coming closer rushes out.

Noooo. But before I can speak, I feel him reach for me, so I shriek in too high a pitch, “I’m fine,” as I cough out the last bit of leaf and brush off my lap.

Just let me die here.

The last part was supposed to stay in my head. But I guess the moment wanted to be worse because I said it out loud.

I groan.

There’s a beat of silence before the man chuckles.

“Sorry, can’t do that. If something happened to you, Moonbeam would kill me. Plus, you’re a cutie—”

Cutie? My eyes pop open. What the? Again, my mouth gets the best of me because I repeat the word with a heavy question mark. Only because I’m my worst enemy.

Another chuckle. “I said VIP.”

Of course that’s what he said. This has to be rock bottom. Please let this be the floor of hell.

But then another thought hits: He knows my sister.

Of course he does. He clearly works here.

Why else would he be in your room?

Then that last part strikes like lightning, making my head finally shoot up, brows drawn together.

“Hold on,” I snap. “Why are you letting yourself into my room? Who does that? Regardless of whether you know my sister.”

I’m so filled with fake vindication, as if my perversion is canceled out by his lack of manners, that it takes a second to hit me—he’s fucking hot.  

Like hot, hot. Capital H. Oh goodness.

All my bravado instantly goes out the window. How could it not?

This man is a work of art. And shirtless.

What is it with these Malibu twenty-something men refusing to wear clothes?

I love it. Stop it.

His bright green eyes fill with amusement as he smirks. It makes me blush. I’m too old to blush. Get it together, Margot.

“In my defense,” he offers in a raspy baritone, “you said, ‘Come in, I’m waiting.’”

I scoff-laugh, half-embarrassed, half at a loss for words. He’s just so…so…and muscular too. Which is exactly why I speak without thinking.  

“No, I didn’t,” I level as my eyes accidentally drop to the deep-set lines on each side of his lower stomach.

I heard someone call them “cum gutters” once, and now I can’t stop thinking about that.

Which is why I add, “I said cum…” I shake my head and snap my fingers to correct myself, even though my new answer sounds the same. “Cooome on… I said, ‘Come on,’ as in ‘Hurry up.’ I wanted to see—”

Jesus Christ.

I stop mid-sentence, suddenly remembering why I was begging for expediency. And he heard me. Oh god.

I’m hemorrhaging pride, and there’s no end to this assassination.

My eyes grow wide as I lift my finger like there’s a point to make, but I don’t say anything. Because the panic is real.

And he just keeps smiling at me.

An embarrassed laugh leaves my chest as he tilts his head and licks his goddamn lips.

Perfect lips.

What is wrong with me? I’ve literally turned into a man. First, I sexualize beach first responders, Hasselhoff heroes. And now this poor man, who probably thinks I’m insane.

I am.

But that’s not what he says. He says, “What exactly were you hoping to see, Margot?”

He knows my name. Hot stranger knows my name. And the way it rolls off his tongue completely throws me off.

“I mean, ummm…” I swallow. “I actually…um…who are you?”

He squats down in front of me. Wow, those are thighs. Oof.

I have a sickness. I need professional help.

“Wells,” he offers along with a handshake, and I can’t help but notice how thick his fingers are.

“Nice to meet you,” I say too breathily, adding quickly, “And why are you here?”

He stands again, not answering, but that makes my brain shift into gear before my feet scramble to get me back onto them.

My eyes are on his perfectly sculpted back as I try to fix my hair without a mirror. That is, until I realize he’s walking toward the window.

The one I was basically licking like a dog.

Shit. Shit. Shit. I’m panicked as he speaks, not looking at me.

“I could’ve sworn I heard you say, ‘Show me the goods,’” he says in an almost teasing way, but I overreact. Of course I do.

“No, nope.” I shake my head vigorously. “I’ve never actually said anything in this room until now. This is the first time I’ve spoken today.”

Again, I say, what the fuck is wrong with me? That’s not even a good lie.

But here’s the thing…if he looks out that window, Moon will have to quit her job and go into hiding with me.

Sometimes in situations like this, I speak in very unhelpful ways. As if whatever hole I’ve dug for myself just isn’t deep enough.

It’s like my brain goes, “Wow, you’re really embarrassing yourself.”

And my mouth goes, “Hold my beer.”

I can already tell this will be one of those moments. Because instead of letting our misunderstanding die a much-needed death, I do the opposite.

“Why would I say, ‘Show me the goods’?”

I laugh three huffed laughs. I know it’s three because each time they get emptier. He glances at me but doesn’t stop craning his neck, so I shoot out, “What goods? Nothing good out that window. That’s for sure.”

Fuckity fuck. He’s going to see. In a desperate move, I clap my hands together, rewarded with his attention. So I jump on the reprieve.

“’Cause like, who am I? Cuba Gooding Jr.?” If cringe wasn’t in the building, it moves in the moment I exuberantly say, ‘Show me the monaayyy.’”

His brows draw together, and I begin to think I’d be less obvious if I just hurled myself through the damn window.

He’s staring at me, and I’m not sure how to not look like an idiot, so I top it off with a whispered “Hated that movie.”

Somebody punch me in the face.

On the upside, his back is to the possible X-rated view outside. On the downside, we’re just standing here, and I really need him four feet to the right.

I swear to god I’m sweating. Suspense in movies is unbearable, so in real life it’s vomit producing.

A branch cracks under his flip-flop, and my heart races. This is my own personal horror movie. Just move, one-two-three-four feet. Come on.

Just as it looks like he might be abandoning his mission, he starts to turn around.

“I’ve got it!”

Did I just scream that? Yes. Yes, I did.

His shoulders jump, but he faces me, taking two of those feet away from the window. I almost whoosh out a breath as he turns his mouthwateringly broad back to it too, his eyes locked to mine.

“Got what?”

“The answer to the mystery…of who you heard. Since I haven’t spoken.”

He crosses his arms with a chuckle, so I keep speaking.

“It must’ve been somebody’s television.”

I smile, but I can feel my head ever so slightly tilting right over and over like I’m trying to influence his subconscious to walk away further.

“There aren’t any TVs on the property,” he levels, still armed with that smirk.

Fuck. Just let me have this, dude.

I shrug. “Maybe it was a laptop?”

“Okay.”

He says it so easily that it throws me off. Or maybe I’m unsteady because he’s closing the distance between us, making my breath hitch before he picks an olive out of my hair.

Am I breathing? Maybe.

Honestly, who cares. Being this close to him has me dizzy. Because his eyes aren’t just green. There’s a blue ring around the outside that gives them a dreamy effect. And even worse, his lips are equipped with the perfect fullness.

They look so soft too.

God, I gave up so much of my youth to Jeffrey when I could’ve been doing this.

I bet he’s so good in bed. Attentive. He probably makes women come first. And takes his time. Big bucks says he does the deed until sweat drips down his abs.

The man in my thoughts clears his throat, and that’s when I realize I am, in fact, staring down at his stomach.

My head snaps up. “I wasn’t looking at you. I…um…my toe is bleeding.”

I immediately tuck one foot behind the other. I’m going to have to literally drive it through a wall now. Lying either becomes a skill, or I sew my mouth shut. Those are my only options.

He smiles wider before giving me another “Okay.”

Okay…okay…what does that mean?

I thought my life was at its worst when I went through my divorce, but I’d like to go back now. Good grief, the world has cars that drive themselves. There’s got to be a way to erase my memory.

Wells bites his bottom lip, and I frown. Only because it’s the singular way I can mask the horny.  

“To answer your previous question,” he says, his eyes on mine. “I’m here to bring you this.”

I’m lost in his gaze before I realize he’s holding something between us.

“Thank you,” I whisper before looking down to see what he’s holding.

My hand jerks back like I’ve touched something hot as I rush out, “That’s not mine.” He laughs, but I double down on my lie. “I don’t know why someone would send me this. I asked for conditioner.” I squint as if I can’t read the writing on the box. But it clearly says Nair: for sensitive areas. “I actually don’t know what that is?”

Wells shakes his head and puts the box firmly in my hand.   

“How about I leave it? And you can find out who it belongs to later? Maybe it’s for the person watching Jerry Maguire.”

I stand stoically but wish I were on fire as he heads to the door before looking over his shoulder.

“And, Margot.” He motions his head toward the window. “I hear they put on a hell of a show every night. Not that you’re a perv or anything. See ya around.”

My mouth drops open. Oh. My. God.

The door opens and closes behind him, but I stand, over the fucking olive tree, with my jaw nearly on the floor.

I wonder if it’s too late to get a refund on this life rebranding because I’d really like a do-over.


chapter three
. . .

I’ve been living Dickshank Redemption.


“What do you mean you humped a tree?”

My sister and I are out by the pool, breakfast done and dusted, as I recount all the ways I’m having a hard reentry to life.

“You heard me, Sloane. There’s no misunderstanding that.”

Moon gasps because I only call her by her real name when I’m mad at her.

“Okay.” She holds up her tiger’s eye. “That’s a lot of hateful energy. I said I was sorry for sending Wells. Sheesh. It’s just a little hair. And ‘sensitive areas’ could mean your armpits or a mustache.”

I turn to look at my sister’s face, keeping a deadpan expression on mine. “Neither of those options is any better, Suhloannn.”

“Oh, my god. You’re so—”

I cut her off before she adds uptight. “Don’t say it.”

She lifts her hands in surrender. “I wasn’t going to. I was going to say you’re grumpy because you’re in pain.”

As she mentions the pain, I adjust the makeshift ice packs that are currently under each of my ass cheeks.

I thought sleeping off my humiliation would mean it was left in the past, but apparently, that sentiment decided to reinvent itself as well and follow me into today.

If I could blame my sister for this, I would, but neither of us knew that salt water after hair removal would make me feel like a thousand bees had stung me.

We were also unaware that chlorine would make it worse, which is why I ran straight from the beach to the pool for relief, only to now be dry and seated on ice.

I should’ve done it last night instead of hiding under my blanket, painfully reliving Wells finding me.

I groan and roll my eyes. “It’s just, and not to be mean, but he couldn’t have been less attractive? You had to send the David, for the love of god, to give me hair cream for my ass.”

She laughs. “Oh, so you’re mad because you made a fool of yourself in front of a hottie. Not because I sent someone other than myself.”

“Uh, yes. And worse, he knows that I was staring at those two beach lifeguards and has probably put together that I was hoping to see their…” I emphasize my meaning by dipping my head and opening my eyes wide.

“Dicks?” Moon fills in.

“Shhh,” I hiss, looking around. “People could hear.”

By people, I mean other women. Some are lying on pool chairs, enjoying the late morning, and others are playing in the pool.

They were all smart enough to handle the grooming pre-trip.

“What are you shushing me for?” she tosses back. “You think anyone here is worried about the word dick? Babes, your chakras are so repressed.”

“What?”

“You need motherwort. It helps tap into the power of the pussy. Gives you courage and heals inner wounds.”

“Please never say those words again. I don’t want any kind of wort.” My chuckle turns to a wince as I twist on the ice. “I just need to get to the good parts of reinvention, stat.”

Moon narrows her eyes on me like she’s pondering something, and it makes me nervous.

“What? Why are you looking at me like that?”

Her smile grows. “Nothing. I’m just thinking about how funny your affliction is.”

“My affliction?”

“Yeah.” She reaches out and pokes my side. “Sex. How long has it been? A year?”

“Stop,” I laugh and roll my eyes. “I don’t have a sex affliction.”

“Lies. You’re basically prepubescent hormones. How long?”

I scowl. “I don’t know. I’ve been busy. I’m not counting.”

“Worst liar on the planet.”

“Shut up,” I throw out while lowering my sunglasses and staring straight ahead.

Her eyes haven’t left my profile as she replies, “Interesting… PS: What you haven’t said is that I’m wrong.”

That’s because she’s not wrong.

Silence bleeds out between us like a standoff as goose bumps crawl up my neck. Because her stare is piercing. But I’m not answering. She can’t make me.

More silence.

God, she’s so obnoxious. This won’t work. She can’t just stare me into submission.

I swallow, while frowning, and I can feel her smile. She’s not going to break me. She can’t break me.

“Fine,” I groan and look at her. “You’re wrong. Happy? Now, stop staring at me, creepo.”

But all she does is raise a brow. My shoulders sag defeatedly before I motion with my head for her to come closer. Sisters just have a way of getting what they want.

Moon darts up, her hands gripping the side of my lounge chair as she leans in.

“So it’s been a little bit more than a year,” I whisper.

There’s a sharp intake of breath from her, but I give her one hard blink that she returns a nod to before I continue. “We hadn’t actually done it for like six months prior to Jeffrey telling me about Poppy. So eighteen months, two weeks, and three days. Not that I’m counting. But I could give you hours, minutes, seconds.”

Moon’s hand comes to her chest like she’s having a heart attack, and I nod.

“Yeah, imagine how I feel. It’s been torture. This is the worst part about my divorce. I’m in my prime, but Jeffrey was all ‘I deserve to be happy.’ Fuckwit, I deserve to be in a sex coma, so I guess we’re all miserable.”

She finger snaps praise like I’m on an open mic, spitting spoken word.

“Moon, I hit forty, and it was like my body went into overdrive. But I was married to the fuddiest of duddies, and now that I’m free, all I want is sex. All the sex. Any kind as long as it’s the opposite of what I had. I want to go wild. I saw a photo of the ocean the other day, and the caption said, ‘This and getting your back blown out.’ I don’t even know what that means, but my body immediately said yes. I want that. Blow out my back. God, I just want a man to devour me until I don’t know my name. I’ve been deprived my whole life.”

Moon shrieks, making me smack her shoulder as she speaks, “I thought you had sex before Jeff?”

I shake my head. “I lied. You were cooler than me, and I wanted to be the big sister who gave you advice. I was checking out medical books from the library to answer your questions. You’re the whole reason I know about tantric sex. I never experienced it.”

“Oh my god.” She covers her mouth with her hand as she laughs and mumbles, “I’m not laughing at you. I swear. You’ve just been in a prison of your own making.”

“Yeah. I’ve been living Dickshank Redemption, and now I’m free. To be honest, I’d happily let Tim Robbins and Morgan Freeman run a train on me at their current ages.”

We start to laugh, the kind of maniacal, hands on each other, falling over kind that refreshes your soul and lets it all out. Because it feels good to unload my truth.

Hi, I’m Margot, and I’ve never had good sex.

“Whoo,” I let out on a heavy exhale, shaking out my hands, my smile beaming. “That felt good.”

Moon takes my hands and holds them gently. “Of course it did. You needed the release. Also, now I get why you humped an olive tree.”

I jerk my hands away, fake-annoyed by her. “I wasn’t humping the tree. I fell on it in a humping motion.”

Moon laughs. “Either way, your path is clear to me. We have ten days to get you laid. Like a lot.”

I chuckle. “I’m Ocean’s Eleven kind of in, but I feel like I need to get laid before I get laid…you know what I mean? I’m basically a forty-year-old virgin. I’ve never even given a…”

“A what?”

Blow job, I mouth.  

“Never?”

I shake my head.

“Wait. Did he?” She points to her crotch.

I shake my head again. “No, he said it wasn’t something he was interested in. Described it as dirty. So I wasn’t doing it if he wasn’t doing it.”

“You know, women used to kill their husbands. You could’ve been free years ago.”

Another laugh erupts from my chest as I swat at her. “Stop it. Regardless, I don’t think any guy I pick up at a bar is going to want to take it slow and teach me what I don’t know. Even if they did, it’s so embarrassing.”

Her brows shoot up. “What if you start with a woman? That’s something you’ve never done. And I know this chick who does Reiki. Gorgeous. Women are incredible lovers. I highly recommend. Scottie and I often welcome a third. She really loves to peg him. It’s a very erotic experience.”

My sister is an ethereal creature. And I’m reminded that she’ll always be cooler than me in this moment because no part of me could possibly go from never having oral sex to finding a third to peg on the first date. I want it all, but maybe in small doses first.

“You know, I’ve never wanted to know less about Scottie. Also, as you know, sexuality is not a choice. If it were, I would cut off all my nails so every finger would be useful.” She gives me a proud look, but only because I’m regurgitating something I learned from my nail lady. “Sadly, I am attracted only to men. It’s a real bummer.”

She lies back in the lounge chair again, pulling her sunglasses down from the top of her purple hair.

“You know what? Divorced you is funnier than the married you.”

I grin. “Silver linings.”

A comfortable silence bleeds out between us as I let the vitamin D absorb into my skin. These ice packs are actually nice. They’re keeping me cool in the heat. But before the mood gets too quiet, Moon interjects.

“What about a sex worker? You could hire someone to teach you the ropes.”

I’m about to dismiss—no, consider—the idea when music begins to play around the pool deck and a tray of champagne is suddenly by my side.

“What is happening?” I smile, looking at my sister.

She giggles. “It’s time for mimosas. I gave you an itinerary.”

Do I tell her I haven’t even looked at it? No.

There’s a smile on my face as I accept a bubbly flute, cheersing with my sister. Until just as I find myself mid-sip, my eyes lock on a sexy mirage. It has to be, or my eyes are betraying me.

“Holy shit,” I choke out because three hot, muscle-filled, red-trunk-wearing mirages are coming straight for us.


chapter four
. . .

I burned my ass


My face snaps to my sister’s. “Ohhh my god. Moon. That’s them. Moon—”

“Who’s them?”

It’s as if they know I’m talking about them because Wells waves in our direction. This is not happening.

“The guys from the shower,” I hiss, trying to keep my face neutral. “They’re with hot guy.”

“Who guy?”

I glance over again to see them getting closer, and my pulse quickens to a hummingbird’s pace.

“The two guys I watched when I was impersonating Joe from You are with Wells. The guy you sent to my room.”

She finally follows my line of sight before choking on her champagne.  

“Wait a minute…” She coughs, patting her mouth with the back of her hand. “You were spying on Brody and Brooks?”

My brows shoot up. “Why are you saying their names like you know them?”

“Because I do know them.”

What is she talking about? I can feel my head shaking, but nothing comes out. Jesus Christ, they’re getting closer.

Moon’s name is called out, and it makes me wince.

“Why are you freaking out?” she asks, staring at me, confused. “What’s the big deal?”

“Have you forgotten?” I whisper sharply, trying to gather my things. “Wells knows I’m a perv, and now he’s walking up with the objects of my perversion.” I drop my room key, picking it up again. “I have to go. I’m leaving.”

I don’t give her time to answer because they’re now about twenty feet away. So I need to scurry, to jet, to get the hell out of Dodge. Because I cannot look these men in their eyes. I can’t do it.

“Margot, wait—” she rushes out, but I’m already on my feet, tying my sarong around my waist until she adds, “Shit. Ice packs!”

I swing back around, my eyes landing on the two mostly melted ice packs still sitting on the lounge chair where my ass was.

Without hesitation, we both scramble to grab them. Hers is tossed into a hedge, but mine stays in my hand as my face swings around, looking for a spot.

“Moon” is yelled again, and for a brief moment, I consider hiding under my lounger.

“Hey, guys,” she calls out, waving, and thankfully taking any attention away from me.

Still, dropping to the ground would be too obvious, so I do the next best thing since she’s bought me about two seconds. But it’s one more than I need because I toss my ass bag into some random woman’s purse.

Dear stranger, I am sorry for your things. But sacrifices needed to be made.

“Bye,” I hiss, not bothering to look up or at my sister.

I begin to make my getaway, but it’s the worst possible decision I could make because the long tie dangling down from my silk sarong catches the arm of the lounge chair. It only takes two steps before that fabric tears straight off my body, leaving my blushed derrière exposed.

Oh god. Noooooo.

My heart is in my throat, my breath frozen still before I squeal, and my hands shoot behind me to cover my bright red cheeks.

This could not get any worse.

But it does, because two awful things happen at the same time.

I hear, “That’s Margot” and “Damn, girl, what are you into?”

What am I into? What am I into? Apparently humiliation.

My sister laughs, but I’m stuck in place, my back to them, my eyes squeezed closed as the same thought plays on repeat: Please let this be a fever dream.

“Margot,” Moon whispers, coaxing me to turn around, but my name’s drowned out by a familiar chuckle.

“We have to stop meeting this way,” Wells teases.

He means me showing my ass.

Fuck.

A small whine leaves me before I relax my face and blow out a deep breath, and slowly turn around to face the music.

Music is a generous term. It’s really the same song.

I think it’s called “This day can go to hell.” By: My pride.

My hands stay in place as I bravely lift my eyes to the three formidably sized lookers smiling back at me. Why do they have to be so good-looking? Whyyyy?

“Guys, this is my sister, Margot…but you already know that.”

Yes, they know who I am because Wells has already warned them about the predator on the property.

I don’t know if I frown, or smile, or what, because I’m trying like hell to disassociate.

Wells crosses his arms, accentuating his muscles. I like it, but I’m trying not to stare at him until he says, “How was your movie?”

Now I smile, but not the bright, full-of-life kind. It’s more goofy and sheepish. Because I’m mortified.

I’m standing here with my hands behind my back, sans cover-up, in front of three men half my age, who I’ve either been a Peeping Tom to or made a complete fool of myself in front of.

This is rock bottom. This is hell.

“Nice suit,” he adds.

What? My eyes lock with Wells’ before his eyes dip down my frame, then back up.

Oh. My brain feels scrambled. He just checked me out. Or maybe he’s checking for wounds since the last time we met, when I was tangled up in a fucking tree.

Still, it’s enough to impair all my functioning brain cells because heat starts to crawl up my neck.

My sister’s right. I do have an affliction.

“I…um…” I whisper, unable to string anything coherent together.

Not that I get a real chance because the blond from the shower duo steps forward, nabbing my attention. The one I called Balboner. He’s got a smirk that’s oscillating between on and dirty.

God, he’s even hotter up close.

Blondie glances at Wells as he speaks. “You didn’t do her justice.”

My eyes spring open. How was I described? Wait, they talked about me?

The smile trying to grow on my face only gets to smirk level before it dies as the reality of my thought sinks in.

Duh, they talked about you. He told them your dirty little secret. And probably about the hair cream.

“Brooks,” Blondie says as an introduction of himself, but I say nothing, just stare wide-eyed back into his libido-enhancing blue eyes.

He knows I watched him. And that I have a hairy ass.

Brooks steps in closer. That’s when I notice he’s holding his hand out for me to shake. But before I can redirect, he reaches out, his fingertips dragging from my elbow to my wrist in one quick motion, and tugs my arm out from behind me.

“Don’t make me beg for your attention…or do,” he teases with a wink.

To say I have goose bumps from my hips to my thighs is an understatement because when he grabbed my wrist, he brushed my bare bottom. Coupled with the fact that he just told me to make him beg. I will now die if anyone ever finds out how warm that made my stomach.

My eyes dart to where he’s touching me, but it leads my gaze right back to his because he’s lifting my hand to his lips before he presses a kiss to it, then says, “Wells said you’re pretty. But you’re a stunner. I’m gonna call you mine, ’kay?”

I have no idea what my face is doing, but I do know that my mouth is still not working.

All I make out is “Thank…”

What the hell is thank? Thank god? Thanksgiving? What is wrong with me?

Before I can linger on that thought, another catches up—Did he just say, “I’m gonna call you mine?”

I give my head a little shake. I’m acting like I’ve never seen an attractive man before. I need to snap out of it. I also need to be more specific when asking the universe for favors because this is not what I meant by getting fucked.

I meant sex, not the ability to transform into the most preposterous woman in front of hot men.

I huff out a breath, trying to catch up with my pulse until my shoulders jump again because we suddenly collectively hear, “What the hell?”

All our faces turn to see a woman holding a water-filled Ziploc bag, or mostly water-filled because as she’s pulling it out of her purse, the water is spilling out.

My eyes meet Moon’s as we stare at each other with equal amounts of panic. Well, maybe I’m the only one panicking because she’s quietly laughing as she looks down.

Oh god. Am I sweating? If I had a blood pressure problem, I’d be dead because my heart is racing faster than Lando Norris, and butterflies knock around in my stomach like they’re at a punk rock concert.

Moon looks up at me, but my gaze volleys between her and the guys. Because it suddenly feels like everyone is looking at me.

I swear it’s like everyone around knows what I did, and I can feel the words bubbling just under the surface of my tongue.

Oh, I’m about to make a fool of myself.

Again.

There’s no stopping it. This crazy train is solidly off its track.

Everything happens in slow motion. The woman with my ass bag says, “Who did this?” as all the guys look at me, and my brows shoot to my hairline as Moon shakes her head at me, seeing disaster ahead.

But that’s when I go full life sabotage. It’s not enough to live a life of cringe. My mouth truly wants a gold medal for loose lips sinking life’s ships.

Because I blurt out, “I burned my ass.”

I hear it. I do. It’s heard.

Brooks’ mouth drops open with a single chuckle as Wells tries to hide his smile. As for my sister, she drops back on the lounger with her hands over her face.

I shake my head. “It’s, um…it was an accident, but I needed the ice… It must’ve fallen into that woman’s…”

My words trail off. The silence is killing me. Dead. I can feel my mind becoming that Homer Simpson meme, slowly stepping back from reality into the hedges of denial.

Of all the things in the world to say, that’s what I chose?

But just before it feels unbearable, Brooks tilts his head, and I’m snapped back into reality. “The sun’s a real killer. But if you need someone to kiss it better—”

A shocked giggle escapes me, and then my shoulders jump because a strong hand on Brooks’ shoulder yanks him backward.

Brooks just laughs, and so does Wells, as the Keanu dupe from earlier steps forward in front of them.

I’m, yet again, faced with the kind of perfection that leaves my body tingling.

Jesus, it should be illegal for them to travel in a pack. Isn’t every friend group supposed to have an ugly friend? Please, god, let me meet that guy because I can’t take this.

“Sorry about him,” he growls out.

I blink momentarily, noticing that the person I’m thinking is Brody has two different-colored eyes. One blue, one green.

“Oh, let him flirt, Brody,” my sister drawls out. “She could use it.”

I was correct. Still, I level a scowl at her, but she wags her brows at me and shrugs. “What? You could.”

I’ll kill her. However, the one silver lining is that her bullshit pulls me back into my body, and I stop acting so socially awkward.

“Sorry about her,” I offer, looking back at Brody. “She always makes everything weird.”

“Do not,” Moon pipes up. “You could. You’re out of practice—”

I wave her off, almost smacking her as I cut in, “Let’s start again. I’m Margot. The older…more responsible member of our family. It’s nice to meet you guys.”

I don’t know why I put emphasis on older. But I do.

Brody’s eyes dip to my lips, then back to my eyes. “We’ve heard all about you. Your sister loves to yap.”

The way he says “yap” makes me chuckle and not dwell on the fact that he said “all about you.” Because let’s hope not all. Moon actually never shuts up, so that’s a real possibility.

However, I do note that he didn’t say he knew me from Wells. So maybe my little secret will stay a secret.

“She lies a lot, so…” I offer a smile at the end, but he doesn’t reciprocate.

He just stares into my eyes. Like a coward, I glance at my sister, who’s watching us with rapt attention. When I look back at him, I bite my bottom lip because the way Brody’s staring at me makes me self-conscious. He’s a little intense.

Nobody says anything for a beat, so I’m about to interject and say I need to head up to my room, but Brody beats me to the punch.

It’s only two words, but they’re said as a direction, not a request.

“Come on.”

I don’t even realize he’s speaking to me until my hand is grabbed and I’m spun around, pulled behind this hulk of a man.

What is happening? My free hand shoots behind me again.

“Wait…what…where are we—” I blurt, looking back over my shoulder at my sister, who looks totally amused by my kidnapping, as do the other two.

“Hi. Excuse me,” I say louder, turning my attention back to him as I’m dragged behind him.

But I’m unprepared for Brody’s full attention because my feet stumble when he stops abruptly by a set of glass French doors that lead into the house.

I swallow, trying not to fixate on the fact that he’s beautiful.

“Where…” I trail off, losing the battle of speech with my mind.

He finishes for me. “To the kitchen.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“I’m not feeding you… I have aloe.”

My eyes pop open because I realize he’s taking me inside to treat my sunburn. The lie of my sunburn.

“Oh, I’m fine… I can take care of it myself—”

“No.”

That’s all he says. One word before we’re walking inside.

On the upside, after this, I can put my behind behind me.


chapter five
. . .

I could dry hump a newel post.


The cool air from inside the house hits my warm body, making goose bumps break out on my skin, and I gasp. Brody glances over his shoulder at me, still not saying anything as he guides me into the kitchen.

Somehow, inside, I feel more naked than I did outside.

I’m on the balls of my feet, scurrying behind him as he walks with purpose, but all I can focus on is trying to escape.

“You really don’t have to do this. I can totally take care of this myself.”

Again, he says nothing.

I’d say it’s annoying, but I’m distracted by how broad and muscular his back is because his shoulders just tensed before he rolled them back.

We walk into the expansive kitchen, and I look around, a little bit like a tourist. I haven’t been in here yet.

The ornate detail on the backsplash behind the stove has my attention as Brody lets my hand go, leaving me to stand next to the sink.

“Wait here.”

A man of few words. Got it.

I’ll just take the aloe, say thanks, and make my way to my room. Easy.

Which set of stairs should I take, I think to myself, because we passed one coming in, but I see another off the side of the kitchen.

I’m knee-deep in planning an escape route when I hear a crack. My eyes find Brody, who has walked a few feet away to a potted plant on a windowsill. He’s broken off one of the thick stalks.

That’s not a bottle of aloe…

He turns and grabs a knife off the counter before making his way back to where I’m standing.

That’s not a bottle…

I watch as he places the green plant on the counter and uses the knife’s tip to slice it open from end to end. The inside glistens and oozes as he peels it open.

His thick fingers work swiftly, and I’m mesmerized.

We may be standing in silence, but a lot is going on here. A lot of indecent thoughts on my part. Because I have, in fact, fully committed to being indecent.

He runs his two fingers up the middle of the stalk, opening the center wider, and I shiver.

I have to get out of here…

I open my mouth to say just that, but I don’t get a chance, because Brody yet again beats me to the punch.

“Turn around.”

My eyes spring wide open.  

“What?”

He looks at me like he doesn’t plan to repeat himself. But he should because there’s no way. He is not putting that on me himself.

My thought is cut off as he spins his finger, directing me to turn around.

I shake my head, then reach out to take the plant from him. But Brody pulls it back and looks at me like I’m crazy.

“You can’t see where you’re putting it.”

He looks annoyed to have said it, and that makes me uncharacteristically argumentative.

“I’m pretty sure I can spread it around just fine without looking.”

His finger circles again. “Around.”

“No.”

His jaw tenses before he slowly crowds my space, forcing my hands to grip the counter behind me as he looks down at me.

Holy shit.

“Are you always this stubborn when someone’s offering you help? Or do you just want me to say please?”

I swallow hard because a minute ago, I would’ve snapped back, stating that offering help doesn’t require me actually needing it. But the please part is doing something to me. Something wet and warm, because he doesn’t strike me as someone who says that. I blink up at him and try to sound braver than I feel, considering I’m trapped by his massive frame.

“I don’t even know you.”

“You know I like to take outdoor showers.”

I bite my lip as my eyes almost pop out of my head. Dear god, he knows.

Brody smirks. “Stop making this weird. Just let me help you. Turn around.” He leans in closer and whispers in my ear, “Please.”

How I manage to keep my whole body from shuddering, I couldn’t say, but I do it. He barely steps back, giving me room to obey, and despite being a reasonable and rational person, I do just that, slowly glancing over my shoulder as my body shifts.  

But if I needed a reason to validate this insanity, the satisfied look on his face would do it.

Brody takes a step closer to me, bringing the spliced plant leaves down to my backside.

“This might be cold.”

I barely get out a nod before I feel the slimy texture against my rump. More goose bumps bloom, so I look at him over my shoulder again. Our eyes meet.

I’m fully aware I’ve entered the hypersexual part of desperation, but I swear, even under normal circumstances, this would feel erotic.

He slowly runs the gel-like slime up and down my ass, each swipe slow and methodical. His Adam’s apple bobs, and I blink. The room feels smaller somehow too. Like we’re in a bubble.

He licks his bottom lip before he glances down at what he’s doing.

“You’ll need to let it dry before you put clothes over it.”

His voice is deeper, more husky.

I nod, briefly letting my mind wander over the idea of him squatting down and blowing over my skin to dry it.

I’m sure the tension I’m feeling is only felt on my side, but it’s still overwhelming, so I try to relieve it as I look away.

“I’m scared to ask…but what did my sister say about me?” I bite the inside of my cheek before I add, “You said she never stopped yapping.”

He switches sides with the aloe as he speaks. “She told us how great you were. All about you guys as kids. In her defense, there was a lot of downtime in Hawaii. Opening a new retreat always leaves room for long, tired nights after setup.”

I’m momentarily pulled from my more illicit thoughts.

“So you guys met in Hawaii?”

“Yeah. She and Scottie are pretty well-known for their tantric yoga sessions, so it was a no-brainer to bring them on board when we expanded out onto the islands.”

I cock my head, glazing over the tantric yoga part.

“Oh. So you guys own these retreats?” I suddenly remember my sister telling me how it was a global company. They’re so young. “You’re a baby. How old are you?”

He’s silent, so I look over my shoulder to see him still staring down at my ass before he glances up with a deadpan expression.

“How old are you?”

I smile sheepishly, realizing what I just said. Great. I’m really going out of my way to literally make an ass of myself today.

“Sorry. That was rude of me. Age doesn’t dictate success. And you’re not a baby… I mean, look at you…”

I do look. My body even shifts, ever so slightly, so I can have a better view still keeping most of backside to him. Which is a problem because now there’s depravity in my head again.

Except it doesn’t stay in my head.

“You’re so built and like smooth…” The moment I say it, my eyes spring open, my head immediately lifting. “I mean.” Fuck. My mouth’s dry. “What I mean is, you’re in great shape. But I’m not interested…because I’m a woman.” I shake my head quickly. “Not that you date girls or children. Jesus,” I rush out. “I’m just saying I’m old. Well, not old-old, but like too old for you.”

My hand slaps over my mouth. It’s my last-ditch attempt to shut the fuck up.

I feel the slickness leave my ass as he sighs and says in a deep baritone, “You’re done.”

Brody places the plant on the counter before reaching up and tugging my hand away from my face.

And it’s like a dam breaks. “Not that I think you’re interested.”

He raises his brows, so I add, “Sorry.”

The hole I’m digging is getting so deep that I may actually never see the light of day again. Time to go.

Full of nervous energy, I spin around, but my backside almost smushes against the counter. Almost because Brody’s palm lands at the small of my back, stopping that from happening.

He holds me in place, looking down into my eyes.

“I said to let it dry.”

Our bodies are so close I can feel heat emanating off him.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to…”

Even after I say it, he doesn’t let me go. We just stare at each other in silence, and my heart rate begins jumping to an unreasonable pace. This can’t be heart-healthy.

Regardless, I’m frozen, my chest inches from his perfectly built body. The body I called smooth. Moron.

“I should go,” I whisper. “But thank you for the assist. And sorry again…”

I mean to slide away, but Brody holds me in place, his fingers pressing dominantly into my waist.

“Stop apologizing and let me answer your question.”

What question? I can’t remember anything that I said other than “built” and “smooth,” but I nod anyway.

“Twenty-eight. That’s how old I am.” My lips part, but he doesn’t let me speak. “And you’re forty.”

He only pauses for a beat, as if he’s debating what to say next, the muscles in his jaw working, before he floors me.  

“You’re divorced. Your ex is a dick. And you’re from the East Coast.”

I frown, not because I disagree but because I can’t believe Moon told him my life story. Yes, I can, actually. She dies later.

He smirks, and it looks good on him. “She didn’t tell us you were quirky and funny. Or really fucking beautiful. Kind of a perv and a bad liar.”

What the fuck. My head is spinning. But he’s not done.

“Margot, let’s get one thing straight. I like older women…and yes, I’m flirting with you.”

He’s flirting with me? No way. I was in middle school with braces playing the saxophone when he was born. Bitch, that doesn’t matter. He likes older women.

Holy shit.

Brody steps back, giving me space to try and collect myself before he grips the side of his tatted neck.

“You can breathe now.”

Nothing but a whoosh of air comes out of my mouth. Because my lungs have emptied out of pure shock. But I’m nodding as I blink a bit quicker. Heat spreads over my cheeks, and I bite my lip.

This is unexpected. What do I say? There’s no playbook for this. I’m out of my depth. Unprepared.

I’ll need three to five business days to process and plan.

I clear my throat. “Um… Thank you for that information shared within this kitchen—”

Oh my god, I’m saying words, but I’m not sure what they mean or if I’m even saying them correctly.

I sound like Kristen Wiig in Bridesmaids when she was trying to speak Spanish, saying “Gracias, para vivar en la casa.”

“—I am going to think about that with my brain…as I go…”

Granted, it’s not the coolest thing to say, but a twenty-eight-year-old man just told me he’s into me after rubbing fresh aloe on my ass. This is all I got.

“See ya later, Margot.”

I know my feet are moving backward because I’m staring at his grin as he watches me walk away, but I don’t feel like I’m present in my body.

“Yep,” I answer immediately, adding, “See me later.”

Wait, did I just invite him up for tonight? Was that a booty call? I don’t know what the kids do.  

“I mean around,” I toss out, trying to casually fix my blunder. “See me around. Or not. Whatever you’re comfortable with…”

He’s still grinning as he crosses his arms, watching me flounder. So I give him a little salute before I spin around to power walk away. But before I make it out of the room, Brody’s voice hits me in all the right places.

“And burn the suit.”

My face whips over my shoulder to see him staring at my ass, that damn jaw working overtime again, before he adds, “I don’t give a fuck if Wells likes it. That ass stays out of sight.”

I come on the spot. No, I don’t.

But the sensation that takes over makes me understand why the ladies I used to lunch with were obsessed with sentient-object romance novels. Because as I pass my sister, who definitely saw and heard everything, all I can think is that if I could dry hump a newel post, I would.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” I rush out, almost taking two steps at a time before she realizes what I said.

“It’s 11:00 a.m.,” she yells up at my back.

But there’s no way I’m showing my face again until I can guarantee it won’t be beet red.


chapter six
. . .

What is a chaturanga?


This is ridiculous.

Quietly, I land at the bottom step, my feet cautious and my head on a swivel in an attempt to mitigate running into them.

Thankfully, the guys disappeared into town today. So unlike yesterday, when Moon had to work her magic to get me a spa day just so I’d come out of my room, I should be safe today.

Should being the operative word.

So just in case, I’m sneaking down the stairs like some kind of cartoon character. But it’s fair because even my dreams were a journey between reliving humiliation and being horny.

And to be real, they were mostly horny, thanks to all the boys’ indecent flirting. Indecently delicious flirting. Still, all the humiliation is present and accounted for, so I’d very much like my pussy to shut the fuck up.

She’s getting me into too much of a mess.

In my opinion, the fatal flaw in restarting your life is experiencing embarrassing new moments that keep you awake as they replay over and over in your mind. I’d just made peace with my old ones, now I get a new crop? This is bullshit.

I’m not emotionally equipped to handle this. Never have I ever felt more empathetic toward Steve Carell in The 40-Year-Old Virgin.

The kind of awkwardness that keeps emanating from me is wild. And I can’t stop it. Every time I’m around them, “I don’t know what to do with my hands,” to quote Ricky Bobby, keeps happening.

Again, my mind betrays me and says, How about you put them around their dicks?

I guess I lost my hymen twenty-some-odd years ago, but now it’s time I lose my mind. Without permission, Brody’s voice plays in my head. “I like older women. This is me flirting with you.”

Fuck.

The most obscene part of all this is that I should be ecstatic. I’m living the dream. Some hot, younger guys want to make eyes at me. This is a gift from the universe.

Until it happens in real life. Because what I know about myself is that I’m in no way prepared to take that on.

He’s…he’s…he’s just so…

“Hot,” I hear from next to me, making me jump and shriek.

“Fuck!”

“Jesus, Margot,” my sister says, staring at me like I’m crazy.

“Sorry. Sorry.” I look exactly as she described while I try to unscramble my brain, looking around. “Wait. Where did you come from?”

Her expression is deadpan. “Babes.”

I clear my throat. “What? I’m good. You just startled me.”

“By telling you it’s hot outside? Okay. Look, weirdo, we both know why you’re so skittish, but rest assured, you’re fine. They aren’t here today.”

If I was trying for incognito or nonchalant, the sigh that relaxes my shoulders is a dead giveaway that I’m the opposite.

“I’m that obvious?”

She nods. “Yeah. But it’s understandable. It’s not every day three hot guys all want your body.”

“Shhhh,” I hiss.

I never should’ve confirmed what she saw happen in the kitchen with Brody. Because once I did, she came up with this ridiculous theory that they’re all interested. I literally had to block her number last night when she started texting about how I should have a foursome with them.

She’s crazy. People don’t do that.

Unless they’re in my dreams. Because apparently, once she planted the seed, my mind went about watering it.

I grin to myself, pulling from the memories with a tiny shake of my head.

“Stop saying that. Brooks wasn’t flirting for real, and I’m sure Wells is just entertained by my embarrassment. They’re just being nice because I’m your sister. And doing this is making my affliction worse. So shut up.”

This time, she laughs before linking arms with me to lead me outside.

“First off, the way you say affliction makes it sound like you’re a nineteenth-century Victorian child. Second, if you hadn’t blocked me, I would’ve told you that they are most certainly, verifiably interested in you.”

I jerk her to a stop. “What? What?” The second what is louder than the first.

She’s smiling maniacally. Well, maybe she’s smiling normally, but I’m still categorizing it as a horror movie.  

“Try and be cool,” she says calmly.

Ironic because I feel my chest get hot. I narrow my eyes at her as she continues.

“I had a little chat with them in the kitchen last night. I can confirm they think you’re hot…”

“You spoke to them? You asked them if they thought I was hot? Why would you do that? I’m never speaking to you again.”

But in the middle of my rant, she chews her bottom lip. Just like when we were kids. She’s hiding something.

“What else? Spill it. What did you say?”

With an innocent shrug, she says, “I may have told them you felt the same.”

“Sloane—” My eyes bugging out of my head serve as my what the fuck! Not that it deters her from continuing.

“You do… This is good, Margot. You need a lifetime of catch-up, and they’re all in. Trust me, teaching might be their love language.”

“Teaching!” I burst out before looking around.

I can barely form words, but the ones that come out sound something like, “They know about micro penis? And everything else?”

She nods as if I asked her if she likes sunshine. It’s so casual. Which makes me irate. I actually visualize screaming before drop-kicking her.

“How could you do this to me?” I grit out. “I came here to relax. To get Zen. Not to—”

“Gimme a break,” she cuts in. “You don’t even do yoga, Margot. And the wellness you need is—”

“Regardless,” I snap. “I did not come here for my sister to set me up with three children for sexcapades.”

At that very moment, a woman walks by, the same one whose purse I ruined. She stares at us, making Moonbeam try and hide her smile and me vigorously shake my head.

“No, no, no…not children. Grown men, just younger than me. I’m not having sex with children. I’m not having sex period, actually.”

The woman looks between us before walking away a little faster. And that’s fair.

My face whips back to Moon’s. “I’m gonna kill you. Right after the FBI comes to investigate me.”

“You’re being so dramatic—” She rolls her eyes like I’m spoiling the mood. “—and ungrateful. This is exactly what you need. What happened to, ‘I want someone to break my back.’ Well, I found you three grown men to do it. You’re welcome.”

I smack her shoulder quickly.

“Ow,” she complains.

“And I’m supposed to what? Choose between friends? Rotate them? Like, I’m on the Pornhub version of The Bachelorette? Or have a foursome like you joked last night. I’ll have you know I had insane dreams because of your smutty brain. So no, Sloane. Hard pass. This is awful.”

Her expression shifts. It’s not a wince or a grimace, but there’s a change. It’s enough to make my head draw back and for silence to suddenly fall between us.

She does the lip thing again, and I scowl.

“What?”

She takes my hands in hers and stares me directly in my eyes.

“Margot. They like you. They want you.”

“But I—”

She cuts me off. “They is the operative word. You don’t have to choose because Brody, Brooks, and Wells are a team sport, baby. It’s three for the price of one orgasm.”

There are no words and no breath in my body. Not even a thought exists other than holy fucking shit.

She was serious last night.

Three. A team sport.

I’m frozen in place, unable to define how I’m feeling. Just staring at Moonbeam as I wonder what words are and how they can make my brain malfunction like this.  

“Are you okay?” she urges. “Say something.”

“I’m wondering if someone can be fucked to death? What do they put on a death certificate? Jizzafication? You told them I was interested in joining the team? You better be fucking kidding. How…oh my god. Why?”

Moon laughs. “How is the easy part.”

“Doubtful,” I grind out, still spiraling.

They want to fuck me. At the same time. And she told them I was in.

My dream comes to mind, but I dismiss it with a wave of my hand.

But my sister locks eyes with me. “FYI, Margot, you still haven’t said no…”

Shut up is all I think as I stare back. “I am very aware that I haven’t said no, but I’m also well outside my comfort zone. And obviously, it’s a no… I mean, yeah, because how… That’s not something I would ever do.”

I couldn’t. I shouldn’t.

“And sometimes what the body wants, the mind should reject. Because three? At the same time?”

That damn dream flits in again, warming my cheeks.

I can’t.

“You said you wanted to do it all as long as it’s nothing you’ve done before. Be careful what you secretly wish for,” Moon chuckles. “Because dreams really do come true.”
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I’m twenty minutes into Moon’s half-hour yoga class but still existing back in the hall when she told me three guys want to fuck me…at the same time.

Now that the shock’s worn off, it’s still almost too unbelievable. Not the part where they’d want to fuck me. I’m very fuckable. But three men with distinct sexual tastes saw me and said, “Give us that one.”

Technically, I suppose I was offered up by my Rated X for e(x)ceptionally annoying sister, but still, they all want me.

Despite that fact, I have zero plans to accept any and all offers for a party line of sex. And yet, I can’t stop thinking about the logistics and what she repeated back to me.

I did say I wanted to exist outside my comfort zone. I did.

But this feels like a different universe.

It’s not like I live under a rock. I know in the sixties, orgies were all the rage, but this feels way too cool for current times.

Nobody’s this free. Especially not a bunch of Gen Zers.

Come on, in today’s world, you fuck the wrong group, and the next thing you know, they’ve made an eight-part social media series about it. Like, get ready with us to have a foursome at a luxury estate in Malibu.

Or would it be more like a “What’s in my bag?”

Because definitely lube, lots of lube. And condoms. But what if people like it dirty? Like getting spanked…would they need a roller bag to go to the fucking? Because where would people store all the paddles? Then again, they could just use their hands.

Why am I thinking about spankings?

Immediately, Brooks strolling up to my red ass at the pool comes to mind when he said, “What are you into?”

Dick, my mind populates in answer, making me bite the inside of my cheek.

And now I’m just thinking about how someone gives three blow jobs in a row. Or maybe I’d be expected to do them at the same time?

Feels like that would cause TMJ.

But if I were doing it one at a time, do the others just stand in the corner and watch? Like creeps in a corner just stroking off?  

That’s off-putting. And messy—there’d be wet spots everywhere.

Who cleans up?

I can’t help but chuckle, feeling ridiculous because this throuple…

No, foursome? Or would it be a quartet like the singers at Disney?

Now I’m suddenly imagining a very risqué scene that gives a whole new spin on Toy Story.  

Moon’s voice intrudes on my thoughts before I can finish it as she guides the group to the next pose.

“Now walk yourself out into downward-facing dog and really let your body settle into the stretch, remembering to breathe, filling your lungs before letting it out slowly.”

I do breathe, but only as I wonder how everyone decides where all the parts go. Surely, they don’t just play dibs. Is the ass guy always the ass guy, or is sex an equitable venture?

Do they fuck each other too?

A small breath tickles my lips as I exhale. That last thought made me shiver because, hot.

This is getting out of control. My mind is a terrible place. A terribly dirty place that I used to celebrate in the past (yesterday), but now it’s time to admit my problems and fix them. I can’t live this way.

“Open up your arm for triangle pose and reach to the—”

Whatever else Moon says is lost on me because the moment I twist my upper body and reach my arm to the sky, my eyes connect with a familiar pair of blue eyes.

Brooks.

“Jesus,” I gasp and almost fall onto my back, but I’m cradled by strong arms—Wells, who looks down at me.  

“Are you falling for me, Margot?”

Goose bumps. All over my body. He winks as my mouth opens, then closes.

Brooks chuckles. “Technically, she fell for me. You just made the catch. Guess we have to share now.”

“What? Sorry,” I finally say, breathlessly, before he rights me, allowing me to stand.

“Your love…we have to share your love,” Brooks teases, but my heart is racing.

I think I’m more unsteady on my feet than when I was on my back. I look left to Wells, then right at Brooks, then straight in front of me at the guy who likes older women, Brody.

Two sides of my brain begin working simultaneously.

One side is thinking rationally with “Where did they come from?”

The other serves up, “They want to fuck you.”

And apparently, while I was busy imagining social posts about orgies, these three were surrounding me, unrolling their mats, and setting up shop.

I’d like them to set up shop in my… Stop it, brain.

I really need to work on my spatial awareness because I can’t keep getting caught off guard. But even as that thought hits, the hornier part of me takes over again, and my eyes peruse three naked chests.

God bless the first person who went shirtless and started a trend, because I hope these three never put on clothes.

There are too many abs to count and perfectly sculpted pecs. Brody’s tattoos shine under the sun and feel naughty. They make me think about outrageous shit like licking them.

I exhale softly, feeling too warm as the guys stare at me.

They want me. And I want…no, nope. Don’t even think it.

My heart begins beating faster as I stand there surrounded by them. I’m so dizzy that it never even occurs to me whether or not I look like an idiot or if they’re even checking me out.

Because, and I repeat, they want to fuck me. There’s no unknowing this information.

A deep voice cuts into my thoughts. “Bend over.”

“Here?”

Oh my god. I shut my mouth instantly.

Brody smirks, and it feels like he knows what I’m thinking. But I know he doesn’t because if he did, I’d have to explain why I thought he was asking to fuck me on a cliff in front of a whole yoga class.

There’s a glint in Brody’s eyes. “Everyone’s back in down dog, sooo…”

“Oh.” I catch on. And because I’m now desensitized to being the object of embarrassment, I just keep it moving with, “Right.”

He lowers himself down conspicuously, facing me rather than away. And I can’t help that my tongue glides over my bottom lip because watching every muscle in his body move really does something to me.  

Maybe two somethings, actually. The latter being that I’m still standing. He’s left me paralyzed by my horny-ass thoughts, so I’m not moving.

“Psst…” Brooks calls, nabbing my attention. “Need me to show you how to do yoga doggy-style?”

I blink, then giggle, realizing he’s renamed downward dog, before he winks and bends down, walking his hands out into position. Damn, the way his golden-tanned thigh muscles strain makes me swallow. They’re so powerful. But if I’m being truthful, I’m actually only staring at his ass, which is perfectly perfect.

I should do more squats.

An indentation in my bottom lip is definitely forming from the pressure of my teeth as I turn my face away from Brooks’ ass, only to hear, “Your turn.”

It’s Wells, who is now touching me. It makes me blink too quickly as I gulp, feeling his big hands on my waist.

“You’re good. I got you. Just relax.”

Relax? My eyes feel like they’re going to roll back into my head.

But I follow his direction and the urging from his palm that’s pressing to the small of my back as I’m bent all the way over.

“There you go,” he says loud enough for just us to hear.

My fingertips touch the mat before I crawl my hands out, getting into position. Or at least I think that’s what I’m doing because my mind is currently being held hostage by the fact that I can feel Wells’ fingers and his upper thighs pressing against my hip.

“Keep your back straight,” he says, running his palm up my back, and I swear I almost whimper.

I do as I’m told, swallowing hard, then almost choking because he says, “Good girl,” with a tap on my hip before leaving me.

Oh fuck.

I’m wet. Like, actually wet. And I can feel my clit throb.  

Perhaps I’ve even forgotten how to breathe. Which is probably why my mouth is hanging open. I figure if I just hold it open, air might fill my lungs without my participation.

Or maybe if there’s a god, I’ll pass out. Because then I’ll knock out all my teeth, and that’ll solve the problem of three guys wanting to fuck me. Because this is a problem. A huge problem for me.

I think—no, I know—I want something not meant for me. Like a kid choosing a porterhouse off a menu. This meal is too big for my stomach.

So I’m going to keep praying for toothless because it isn’t part of the male gaze. Only women fall for that; otherwise, hockey players would be the originators of the male loneliness epidemic.

Thankfully, Moon’s voice intrudes again.

“Let’s flow now into plank pose by jumping our feet out, then lowering into chaturanga dandasana before pressing into lower downward dog.”

Instinctively, I look up, because what is she talking about? What is a chaturanga? But when I lift my head, I’m hit with Brody, Brooks, and Wells all pressing their crotches into the floor as their faces rise to the sun.

Good god. Why is this happening to me?

They might as well be in slow motion with “Unholy” by Sam Smith playing because I’m catching every single goddamn movement.

The way Wells parts his lips, his arms strained under the weight of him. Brody’s jaw muscles rippling before he licks his lips. And the extra press Brooks does as he lets out a quiet groan.

I’m a goner. So fucking turned on that I feel feral.

That’s when a thought makes my eyes pop open before I face down at my pink yoga mat.

I want to fuck them. At the same time. Just like in my dream. And I want it bad.

“Hold for one second,” Moon calls out, “before you reverse back to downward dog, bringing yourself to uttanasana, and then ultimately bring that breath into our upward salute.”

I couldn’t care less about a salute because all I can think is that I could fuck them if I want to. I could.

All I can picture is the three of them surrounding me and my clothes falling off as their lips descend over my body. It’s very Harlequin grocery store novel meets porn. But my body likes it.

So much so that my eyes have to briefly close.

Thank god we’re all in the same position because it would be mortifying for anyone to see the way my backside just contracted so I could feel a little more friction between me and the ground.

“You gonna hold that all day?”

My eyes spring back open. My head lifts.

Brody’s squatting in front of me, eyes locked to mine.

Oh my god, I’m still in the fucking junk press. Shit. I give an embarrassed giggle before scurrying back onto my knees as he stands.

“I really should familiarize myself with the vocabulary,” I whisper.

Nerd.

His jaw tenses as he looks down at me, but before I can figure out why, Brooks sidles up next to him, throwing his elbow onto Brody’s shoulder.

“Fuck, Margot. Tell me this is you flirting so I can take back what I said.”

“What you said?” I ask honestly, blinking up, feeling Wells close in on my other side.

Brooks lifts my chin with two fingers. “Instead of mine, maybe I’ll call you ours.”

I never doubted that what Moon said was the truth. Because even an idiot (me) can feel the chemistry between us, no matter what lie I told. But I’m not cool enough for this. Not free enough. I’m a repressed, newly single woman who’s never seen a real dick.

I’m basically Amish.  

I swallow, staring up, only having to glance to look at Wells too.

The way they’re above me, with me on my knees, it’s all too 365 DNI. Next, I’ll be sucking someone off, followed by a half-hour montage of full-frontal penetration.

I need to get out of here.

“I have to pee,” I blurt out, instantly regretting it.

Eyebrows minutely rise, and one head cocks as they all suddenly grow matching smirks and grins.

Brooks smiles widely. “What are you into, gorgeous?”

Oh god. Kill me.

I push onto my feet, bunching up my mat, which makes me stumble around and do a three-sixty because I’m caught up in the shit in my arms.

“Sorry,” I rush out, feeling their eyes on me.

But what’s there to say other than to apologize for my insanity? I just announced my body functions like a toddler.

Wells reaches out, taking the mat from me, freeing me from my physical spiral. I let out a whoosh of an exhale and swipe an errant hair from my face.  

“Thank you. I just…” Again, the full sentence meant to come out doesn’t.

But Wells just chuckles and hits me with, “Okay.”

How does he make that fucking word sexy?

I clear my throat, walking backward a few steps, lifting my hand to wave.

Brody says nothing and doesn’t wave, but he looks like he would eat me alive.

Wells gives me a wave back and also looks devoury.

But Brooks mouths fuck as his eyes rake over my body.

Oh, these three are definitely coming in hot. And I’m so unprepared.

I rip around, hightailing it back into the house and straight up the stairs to my room. Because there’s only one solution for this triple threat.

A little afternoon delight.

Because the only way I’m making it through this week is with a little “D,” as in double D batteries.


chapter seven
. . .

I hit him with my dick.


“What are you doing?” I whisper as I watch my meddling sister talk to the guys. “Haven’t you caused enough trouble? Stop talking.”

I squint because her fingers are crossed behind her back, so I can only imagine what total baloney she’s spewing. She’s probably telling them I’d like to be blindfolded for a human (them) taste test.

She’s not totally wrong.

The curtains snap closed before I let out a long exhale and lean back against the covered window.

“That’s better,” I say to myself.  

I just need to close out the world and, well, take the edge off. Get back to thinking with a clear mind because it’s too fogged up with sex.

Honestly, this is on Moonbeam. This is all her fault.

How could she tell them I’m attracted to them? I mean, I am, but that’s beside the point. Because realistically, it’s a maybe that I could build enough bravery to take on one of them. But all three? At the same time?

I can barely remember my name when they look at me. I turn into a bumbling idiot, saying things like, “I have to pee.”

A foursome… I pause, cocking my head, still considering quartet or maybe cocktet? Anyway, a foursome is walking-on-the-moon kind of courage. I am not the Neil Armstrong of dick. There will be no planting of my flag on their moons.

Brooks’ ass filters into my mind.

And because I’m not completely unself-aware, it doesn’t get past me that just thinking about them makes my body warm with excitement.

My pussy is clearly off her rocker. I’m suffering from vaginal delusions of grandeur, or simply valusions. If that’s not a clinical term, it should be.

No, I suddenly think to myself, this is the remnants of my dream.

I’m all hot and bothered because when I was surrounded by them, it reminded me of…oof, I can’t even think about it again without feeling my cheeks blush. The things I did while slumbering last night are enough to get me put in the porn hall of fame.

Someone give me my golden cock.  

My head’s nodding along with all my thoughts because a plan is forming. I grin, whispering conspiratorially. To whom? I have no idea, probably to the traitor downstairs.

“I just need to get them out of my system. Maybe a little quiet time. Just to myself.”

Thankfully, I’ve become quite a pro at working through a horny problem. So I push off the window and start the preparations.

A box of matches rattles as I swipe them off the dresser before opening the lid and striking one. I light the coconut-scented candle beside the bed before waving the scorched match, watching the smoke waft through the air.

Here we go.

It may seem silly, but self-care has become sacred to me, and I like treating myself. So I’ve developed an entire ritual.

There’s the candle, which romanticizes the vibe. No pun intended.

Next is my dirty little treasure trove.

I discard the match and make my way over to my suitcase. Truth is, I may have left a box full of toys at my old house for Poppy, but I kept my top three. The only helpers that ever got me where I needed to go—orgasmville.

I stare down before plucking all three out of my bag and gingerly taking them back to the bed, where I lay them out in order of importance. 

There’s a tiny yellow thing called a lemon that’s for my clit; it resembles its name. As well as the almighty standard: a bright neon pink dildo equipped with a thrusting motion. I paid extra for that. And my newest purchase, vibrating anal beads for when I want something friskier.

Like I said, I take my self-care very seriously.

My shoulders do a little shimmy before I pivot and head over to the door, dimming the lights. This is step three—setting the mood. I head to the nightstand next, where my phone is, to play some music.

There’s a lot that goes on to get me to a place where I can relax enough to let myself go. It’s like having a ten-step skincare system that delivers a very healthy glow at the end.

I scroll through my playlists until I see “Afternoon Delight.” It’s not full of classic fuck-tunes as would be expected. In fact, it’s a lot more like elevator music for the mind, something to play in the background to let me wander into my own fantasyland.

With one tap, “Blister in the Sun” by the Violent Femmes flows from the speaker before I place my phone back on the nightstand and head to the bathroom to get the lube.

Lube is essential. I never leave home without it. Figuratively. There are plenty of places I go without it, like the grocery store, for example, but some girls are slip and slides and others the Tin Man. And there’s nothing worse than dry fucking yourself.

I grab it and head back to the bed before I slip into my sheets, scooting down until the blanket is under my chin. A quiet exhale leaves me before I reach for the appetizer of the meal, my lemon.

But first, lube. It goes on everything.

The cool liquid gives me a shiver as it spreads over my clit. I swallow, trying to let my brain quiet and my body grow heavy. But the buzz makes me smile wider before I put it in place and close my eyes.

To help me relax, I go over the order. First, I use the lemon to get me revved up. Then come the big guns. And if I need more because my orgasm is stubborn, the beads bring it home.

Is it a lot? Maybe? Am I uptight? Probably.

But coming has always been hard for me. Pleasure never comes easy. So having a plan makes me feel better.

I think I spent so many years hearing that my body was broken that, somehow, even though I knew deep down that it wasn’t true, the idea became so internalized that I couldn’t relax enough to concentrate. Or maybe I concentrate too hard, which makes it hard to relax.

Either way, without my ritual, I end up screwed and not in a good way.

Currently, however, the song is doing its job and helping me zone out as I let my mind wander. One deep, calming breath follows another as I try to replace my thoughts with more lustful ones.

And let’s be honest, after yoga, it shouldn’t be too difficult.

I squeeze my eyes closed a little tighter, trying to focus on the feelings that stirred inside me as I picture the gleam of sunshine on Brody’s pecs as his arm muscles strained and rippled.

My clit pulses to life, and I smile.

“There it is.”

But as quickly as it begins, it wanes.

I grimace and press my lips together as I try to visualize something even more sexy, like Wells kissing my neck as I run my hands down his abs.

My body warms again as I let out a breathy exhale, but just when I want to move my hips, my body cools again.

What the hell?

I spread my legs a bit, getting serious. A vision of me on my stomach comes to life in my mind. Brooks is taking me from behind. He ruts into me, cupping my breast as his cock fills me.

But again, the sensations stir, all the nerves in my clit begging for more contact until a wall comes down, leaving me frustrated.

“What do you want?” I snap, my eyes springing open.

But no sooner do I say it than the answer presents itself as clear as day, like a dirty Pinterest board of sex. I’m staring straight at a framed banner on the wall that reads: Bliss Babes Wellness.

BBW…Brody, Brooks, and Wells.

My eyes slowly close again because I get it, and I’m not arguing with myself. I said I needed them out of my system. So I might as well fuck them right out.

I lick my lips as my chest begins to rise faster because my imagination goes wild. I’m back in the fantasy from my dream.

“I’m gonna make you come so hard you’ll forget your name,” Brody growls.

“Please,” I beg as his hand closes around my throat.

My billowing white nightgown falls as their lips descend upon me, their hands roaming, before someone touches me between my legs.

“Do you want that, Margot?” Wells presses.

I nod, but Wells tsks, “Use your words.”

“Yes,” I breathe heavily. “I want Brooks to put his fingers inside me.”

Brooks slips two fingers inside my pussy. “Let’s get you ready for us.”

“Oh god…” I moan.

The build is already brimming. It never happens this fast. My hips move as the lemon pulses and sucks my clit. Fuck. I can almost feel Brooks fingering me.

“Yes.” I breathe out harder. “I want more.”

“Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Brody groans. “I want my cock inside you. So I can fill you with my cum.”

“Yes. I want that too,” I say inside my mind before “Come inside, Wells” falls from my lips with a whispered “me” at the end.

Oh fuck, it’s time. I need the big guns.

My free hand shoots out from underneath the blanket as I blindly search for the pink dildo. I’m panting as I feel around.

Vividly, the fantasy gets filthier as a whine pulls from me. I’m getting so close.

Brooks is suddenly inside me as Brody fills me from behind. And Wells? He’s looking down at me, ready to feed me his cock.

Where is that dildo! I’m smacking my hand on the bed, waving it around, trying like hell to find it because I’ll never come without that neon cock.

My body shudders like it’s begging to be sent over the edge, but it’s a tease because I’m dangerously close to skipping it.

Ugh. No. My orgasm’s right there.

Where the fuck is it?

I squeeze my eyes closed tighter because I feel my body starting to pull away. Even though my fantasy feels so real. They’re fucking me faster and faster as Wells teases the tip of his cock over my lips.

“Where do you want my cum, Margot?”

I’m panting, my body growing rigid. Even my toes are curled as I begin to hold on to hope and chant, “Inside, inside, inside…” Oh god, please happen. “Wells…come inside—”

“Margot?”

The sound of the door closing precedes me saying, “—my mouth!”

Two things happen almost simultaneously: my eyes spring open, and I scream bloody murder.

Because the actual Wells is standing in my room. Staring back at me.

Time stops.

Full fucking stops.

Only the shattering of my dignity and Oasis fill the room.

Actually, not true. The sound of buzzing is also bouncing off the walls.

Because the lemon is still on.

I’m sure we only stare at each other for about three seconds, but it feels like a fucking eternity as the deep realization sets in that not only has this man caught me masturbating, begging for someone to come inside my mouth, but his gaze is now slowly drifting over the bed and locking on the bright pink dildo that’s right next to the anal beads.

A guttural generational trauma-forming burst of “Noooooooo” draws from my lungs in long form, before I whip the blanket to try and cover what’s exposed.

Except that’s not what happens.

Nothing gets covered. What happens is that the motion of the blanket propels the dildo off the bed and into the air. It bends and wiggles, cutting through space like a goddamn crotch missile as my face morphs into sheer tragedy, and I shoot my free hand out to stop it.

But it’s to no avail because my neon pink, eight-inch thrusting dick collides directly with Wells’ right eye, making a smack sound before hitting the ground with a thud.

“Fuck,” he growls as his head flies back.

Oh. My. God.

My mouth is agape, my eyebrows hitting the top of my forehead as I shake my head.

This isn’t happening. I did not just hit this man with my dick.

You know what? There’s no such thing as dignity. I take it back. I refuse to believe it’s a real word. Because I’ll never come back from this.

He rubs his eye as he looks down. So I do what any normal person would do in this circumstance—I wrap myself in the blanket like a burrito from head to toe and hope to suffocate.

Which, in hindsight, isn’t the greatest plan because somehow, I’ve lost the goddamn lemon. So I’m just a whole ass dickslinger in a blanket burrito who’s still buzzing.

I hit him with a dick. Why, god? Why, Violent Femmes? Whyyyyy?

There are tons of sounds outside of my self-imposed prison, but the lack of his voice makes it feel silent. And that’s deafening. I’m literally waiting on bated breath for him to say goodbye and leave. But really, what’s there to say?

I swear to god, every single time I think things can’t get worse, they do. Also, why is he always letting himself into my room?

“Margot,” his deep voice rumbles, but there’s no way I’m coming out.

Still, I can’t force myself to be rude, so I answer, “Please let yourself out.”

Except all my words are muffled. It is actually hard to breathe in here. God willing, I’ll fall into a coma.

“Margot,” he says in a much more teasing way, but I refuse to leave my blanket jail. I deserve life here.

“Hey.” His voice is softer and closer. Too close for my comfort.

I feel the tug of the blanket, but I’m not budging. My fingers curl into the fabric to protect myself. Honestly, if I could fight him off, I would, but I can’t move my arms.

Wells says, “Hey,” one more time before the dim light from outside my little tunnel peeks in because he’s peeled the blanket back from around my face.

My expression morphs into a wince as I blink like a cat sees daylight.

I know my cheeks are a shade of crimson they’ve never been because I’ve never been this embarrassed in all my life.

Wells is squatting down next to my bed, staring at me with amusement coating his expression. But I’m staring back with sheer dread because his eye is red, and I think there’s a bruise already forming.

Slowly, he lifts the dildo between us and smiles. “You dropped something.”

I squeal, wiggling my whole body. It’s a cross between a high-pitched growl and a frustrated shriek due to my inability to free myself from these blanket chains.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he laughs. “I couldn’t help myself.” There’s a beat of silence before he adds, “Was this your way of trying to give me pink eye?”

“Wells,” I shriek. “Please just close the door behind you. Thank you so much.”

He’s still smiling. It’s awful.

“Margot.” He leans closer like he’s got a secret. “Don’t worry, it’s not the first time I’ve had a dick hit my face.”

My mouth opens, then closes. I don’t know what to say to that.

“Never a neon pink one though,” he adds with a wink. “It’s also not the first time I’ve seen a woman masturbate…although—”  

I cut him off, eking out, “Please just ignore me for the rest of your life, okay?”

He licks his lips, still grinning. “I would, but you keep buzzing.”

Jesus Christ. I watch in horror as his eyes peruse down my roll-up-shaped body, stopping somewhere near…

Oh god. “It’s nothing,” I groan. “I was using an electronic nail file.”

What the fuck am I saying?

“Kinky,” he tosses out and does exactly what I knew he would.

Wells begins patting around the blanket to find the culprit before I feel him get it in his grip, and then suddenly, it’s silent.  

“That’s better.” He winks, but I try to scoot further down under the blanket so my face is covered again.

“Quit,” he complains way too cutely, staring into my eyes.

“You quit. This is humiliating enough without you making fun of me.”

He boops my nose. “I’m not making fun. I’m just glad to see we had an effect on you this morning. Unless it was the sunrise that got you going?”

I can’t help how my body responds to what he just said, coupled with the way he’s looking at me. So I do what feels natural and scowl at him.

He chuckles. “Listen, I came up here to ask you a question, but—”

I cut him off. “I won’t be taking any questions at this time. Thank you. Please close the door as you leave. And speak of this to no one.”

His head tilts, but he doesn’t move. It’s as if he’s debating what I just said. Except, why? He just needs to leave.

“You’re not really in a position to give demands,” he says, but as if it’s almost to himself. My eyes grow wide as he finishes, “I think we should trade my silence for your answer to my question.”

I scoff, briefly realizing that I probably look like one of those Russian dolls. “You’re setting conditions?”

He holds up my fucking dick. “Uh, yeah, because I was assaulted. There’s a billboard a mile down the road for a personal injury attorney. Maybe I should take a hot girl walk and find out how to protect my rights.”

“Oh my god,” I grind out, just wanting this to be over. “Fine. Ask your question.”

The smile on his face grows wider. “Well, now I have two.”

I shake my head, but really, there’s no way out of this but through, so I spit out, “Go. Ask. Hurry up.”

Wells stands, his gaze angled down at me as he crosses his arms.

“First, is your sister full of shit, or are you interested?”

Oh fuck. His candor takes me by surprise and sobers me up from my master-embarrassment. It’s also suddenly scorching in this blanket burrito.

What did she say to them downstairs?

All I know is that I can’t answer this. I’m not ready to answer this. Shit.

“What do you mean, interested?” pops out from my lips before he cuts even closer to the boning.

“We want to fuck you, Margot. I know you know that.” I’m nodding but kind of feeling like I’m floating as he continues. “We’d like to show you everything you’ve missed out on for the last twenty years. Starting tonight. So what I’m asking is, are you down?”

I can feel my chest rising and falling, but the words aren’t ready. Because am I down? I am. But am I brave enough to say that?

Time feels like it’s suspended as he stares at me. But there are a million thoughts ticker-taping through my mind.

This is exactly what I want—experience. I want a wild and untamed time. Something my sister would say I was doing for the plot. But that feels so scary.

Something I always say hits me square in the jaw. Everything worth living feels scary as hell to begin.

Don’t be a chicken, Margot. Jump into the deep end. The worst that can happen is you can tell a story about how you fucked three hot twenty-eight-year-old guys on a beach in Malibu.

Nobody turns that down.

I wiggle to break free from the blanket so I can at least sit up as Wells smirks, taking a step closer to me, then adds, “And second, who did you ask to come down your throat just now?”

I suck in a quiet breath before a smile tries to peek out.

He heard every word I said. And that means he heard his name and just wants me to say it.

If this were a television show, this would be the moment the episode ended because the audience would be screaming as the main characters just stared at each other.  

But it’s not. It’s my freakier Friday life. Because I’ve clearly switched bodies with someone braver and cooler than me.

I hear the words come out of my mouth, even though I don’t remember deciding them.

“What time tonight?”


chapter eight
. . .

The boys kiss too.


Moon: Hey! Where are you? I’m done teaching until later.




Me: In my room.




Moon: Breakfast. Pool. Come down.




Me: Nope.




Moon: Why?




Me: I just hit Wells with a dick.




Moon: I’m coming up.




Five minutes later, I’m pacing back and forth in front of the scene of the crime, my bed, when Moon lets herself in.

“What is going on? Explain ‘hit Wells with a dick.’”

I stare at her, hoping my looks can kill because all of this, and I do mean all of this, is her fault. That’s the one thing I’ve become the most sure about.

“Well, where would you like me to start?” I snap.

She begins to answer, but I cut her off because my question is rhetorical.

“Should I start at the beginning when I became newly divorced, and my sister decided to lie to a group of men and tell them I wanted to play musical dicks?”

“Lie?” She raises her brows, but I keep going and wave my hand to shut her up.

“Or should I skip forward to the part where I keep making a fool of myself in front of them, regardless of my attraction?”

She shrugs and tries to butt in again, but I zip my fingers in front of my lips.

“Maybe the best spot to start is when I tell that group of men I have to pee just so I can run upstairs to self-care. Only to get caught because I hit one of them in the face with my dildo.”

Her hand shoots over her face as she starts to laugh, but I ignore her, lethally drawing out my next word.

“Orrr,” I emphasize. “How about we fast-forward all the way to ten minutes ago, when I got officially invited to be the subject of a gang bang. Tonight. Then was asked, maybe for future planning purposes, ‘who’ I was using as my masturbation material?”

I’m out of breath as we stand in complete and utter silence, staring back at each other. Frankly, there is no part in any of what I said that should ever be discussed again, and yet I can see her mind circulating through the choices before she finally lands on, “Wait. Who was your muse?”

I could throw my shoe at her, but I’m not wearing any.  

“Sloane,” I shriek, making her shoulders jump. “I’m gonna need all hands on deck right now. The shit has hit the proverbial fan. And I’m spiraling.”

She rolls her eyes with that look on her face like she thinks I’m being dramatic. So I help connect the dots.

“I said yes, Moon.”

She blinks three times, neither of us saying a word because I can’t believe I said yes, and neither can she. But the way we’re both staring at each other as matching smiles begin to morph shock to holy fucking shit says it all.

A squeal accompanied by her attacking me makes me laugh before we’re jumping up and down.

“Okay,” she breathes out, as flustered as I am, before letting me go. “That is a baddie plot twist I didn’t see coming at this stage in the game.”

“Yeah.” I nod what feels like a hundred times. “But what the fuck do I do now? I can’t actually do this. I have to take it back. It’s not like there’s a tutorial online…I looked. There’s nary a Reddit post. How the fuck do I completely change my personality in the next eight hours and do something I had no business agreeing to?”

“I can’t believe you actually said yes.”

“Me either.”

“I honestly thought maybe they’d flirt with you enough to get you revved up for some stockbroker you’d meet at a bar next week. But wow…this far exceeds my expectations.”

“Fuck.” I shake my head as I squeeze my eyes closed because panic just hit me square in the eyes. “You’re the one who said I needed a new me for this era. Why did I listen? Why did I say yes? What was I thinking?” 

She makes her way to my bed and jumps on it, making herself comfy. “Hell no. Stop it. No buyer’s remorse. I’m so proud of you, Margot.”

“Yeah, but…” I fan my armpits because I feel like I’m sweating. “I had a momentary out-of-body experience and spoke without thinking. I can’t do this. Not for real.”

“Bullshit. You spoke your truth. You can do this.”

“Don’t make this a crystals-and-quotes moment. I can’t take it.”

“All I’m saying is, yes, you might have been disassociating when you agreed. But really it just allowed the part of you, who has been dying to get out, to finally show up.”

I hate to admit that I actually understood that.

“Yeah, well, that version is gone again because I’m just me. The me who doesn’t know how to do this. And it’s not like I can phone a friend.” I throw my arms up. “Why couldn’t you have been sluttier in life? All your hippie-pegging sex isn’t helping me. I need a sister who specializes in a group discount.”

She laughs, then shoots to her feet, her eyes the size of saucers.

“Wait. Hold on.” Her laugh makes me nervous. “You can phone a friend.”

I frown, totally confused. “What?”

Her phone is in her hand as she types quickly over the keys. Before I can press her, my own phone vibrates.

“What are you doing?” is all I get out before I read the message.

Moon: My loves! Let me introduce my sister…Margot. She needs some very particular advice, and I knew just who to come to.




She looks up at me. “Say hi.”

I don’t even question it, just type.

Me: Hi.




Bubbles populate before dings sound one right after another. Moon beelines for me, stealing my phone.

“Let me add everyone so you know who’s who.”

She hands my phone back to me, and I look down.

Millie: Moon!!! Where have you been, La Vida Loca? And hi, Margot! Welcome to the Gang-Banger Sisters group chat.




Eleanor: And still hate the name. “Two girls, one cup of Chad” was a missed opportunity. And hi, Margot!




Samantha: Elle, why…like, seriously! That’s disgusting. Even if Chad is a piece of shit. P.S. Hi, Margot. I’m so sorry for everyone else, but we’ve heard so much about you. And it’s awesome to have another older sister here.




I laugh. “Who are these people?”

“These are some of my best friends in the world.” She glances up at me. “We met under precarious circumstances when I moved to Hawaii. We bonded over revenge and girlhood before I orchestrated a Dirty Dancing moment. It was epic. I thought I told you.”

She didn’t. This is so on brand for her.

“They’re the reason I met Scottie.” She smiles. “Millie is your niece’s second spiritual godmother. You being her first, obvi.”

I can’t decide if I’m trying to catch up or keep up, so I say, “Amazing, but why am I in a group chat with them?”

She winks and gets back to typing.

Moon: Margot has been invited to a group sitch… and since you girlies are living the dream, she needs the kind of advice only you can give.




“They all do…men, plural?” I say, surprised. She nods, still typing while ignoring my commentary.

Moon: Obvi you all know her history. Sad face.




“Really?” I huff, looking up at her profile. “It somehow feels worse that you wrote it and didn’t use the emoji. And does everyone you’ve ever known know my life story?”

Moon: But… The universe is smiling on her. The boys made their big move and invited her over tonight. I knew all they needed was a little push in the right direction. So glad I set this up.




My head tips back so I face the ceiling. “This is so embarrassing. And you’re a manipulative personality with narcissistic tendencies.”

“Puhleasse,” she counters, still mainly ignoring me. “You’re welcome.”

Moon: So tips and tricks are much appreciated. You girls are goddesses. Teach my big sister the ropes, please, because god knows she needs so much dick to replace the stick up her ass.




“Thanks. Thanks a lot for that,” I grumble as she grins.

But even though my sarcasm is dripping, I’m still watching the screen like I’m playing lotto numbers.

Despite the panic that I know was in that moment when Wells laid it out, I’ve never wanted something more. It’s more than the sex; it’s doing something so outside the idea of who I am that I get a rebirth.

I want to have a week of incredible sex and learn everything I’ve never known so when I leave here, I know myself in a way I was never introduced to.

“Where’d they go?” I rush out, because there aren’t any bubbles.

Nobody’s saying anything.

But before either of us can speak, our phones begin ringing—they’re FaceTiming.

We answer at the same time, from across the room, to a cluster of excited voices and squeals. And I laugh. I actually laugh.

A bubbly girl claps her hands. “This is incredible. I’m so happy for you. Trust me, it’s going to feel overwhelming, but you just need to lean in. When I met Nate and TJ, nobody could’ve convinced me that two was better than one. But it was.”

Another girl with a rock the size of a small country laughs. “I mean…it depends on the one.” She waves. “Technically, I don’t have brother-husbands like my sister and Millie. Crew, my ball and chain, is way too territorial. But I know my way around multiple dicks. And glory be, bitch. It’s a legit time to be had. Word to the wise though: Ibuprofen. You’re not gonna walk for a week.”

My eyes pop open, and Moon laughs. “Don’t scare her, Elle. This is way outside Margot’s comfort zone. I told you she’s basically a virgin.” I scowl, but she blows me a kiss over the phone. “But I’m proud of her because she’s finally saying yes to herself.”

Is this a cult? Because it all seems to make sense to them, but I feel like I’m having an out-of-body experience.

The last woman, who smiles into the camera before she’s handed a cup of coffee from a man off-screen, says, “I bet you’re wondering if your sister’s initiating you into a cult?”

“Yes,” I breathe out, happy someone seems to get it.

“Well, if we are one,” she laughs, “then that makes me the matriarch.”

“The OG, for non-nerds,” Eleanor adds with a chuckle.

“Yep,” Samantha continues. “I was the Lewis and Clark of the gang bang. So whatever questions you have, throw them at me. Because trust me, there’s absolutely no judgment here. I’ve been where you are, and it’s daunting. And overwhelming.”

My shoulders relax for the first time as I smile back at these women.

I cannot believe that in the last forty-eight hours, I’ve gone from being someone who lived inside her comfort zone and felt like it was the only way I could thrive to suddenly owning ass-baring bikinis, embarrassing myself in new and undiscovered ways, while entertaining the idea of bedding three twenty-eight-year-old men.  

But like Moon says, “New era, new me.”

So now here I stand, ready to take a big, giant leap into the most unconventional, radical, deliciously slutty pond to ever be swum in.

“First things first,” Samantha says. “Do the boys kiss, or is this a spotlight on your adventure?”

I grin because the memory of Wells, just in my room, jumps to the forefront of my mind.

“What time tonight?” I breathe out, staring back at him, totally confused by my clarity and bravery.

“Nine.”

I swallow. “I don’t know how to do this.”

He’s walking toward me, eyes locked to mine.

“We’ll show you.”

“Are there rules?”

The way he’s looking at me is sending a hot flame through my body, and it’s pooling in all the right places. Even though I’m staring up at him, Wells puts his fingers under my chin to keep my eyes on his.

“There’s only one rule…” His voice is husky as he says it. “Whatever feels good, we do more of it.”

I suck in a deep inhale because he puts my dildo between his lips, taking it slowly into his mouth, like he’s sucking it before he pulls it out with a pop.

“Sometimes I like doing that,” he adds. “Now here, go on and think about me again. Because it’s nice and wet for you.”

I clear my throat, bringing me back from the memory, as I smile back at the expectant faces.

“Yeah,” I giggle. “The boys kiss too.”


chapter nine
. . .

Your aura smells like sex.


I’ve been standing in front of their door for the last fifteen minutes. Knocking feels ridiculous and impossible. It doesn’t help that I’m in a fucking trench coat with only my cutest pair of bra and panties on.

Which isn’t saying much because I’m at a women’s retreat, so full-bottomed chartreuse cotton undies and an old black bra were the best I had.

And yet, despite that, here I stand, believing in myself more than I’ve ever believed in anything else. Because I keep trying to knock.

Even though I haven’t pulled the trigger.  

“I’ve got this,” I breathe out.  

Thank god they live a short walk from the main house because if anybody witnessed this, I’d die.

Hesitantly, I lift my hand, only to drop it again with a groan before I turn around. Really just pivoting so I’m right back where I left off.

Dammit. Just knock on the damn door.

Courage. I could use a shot of it.

I reach into the pocket of my trench coat (I’m so glad I packed everything I owned) and pull out my phone, scrolling through the group chat.

Mille: You’ve got this.




Eleanor: Main character vibes.




Samantha: Just breathe and remind yourself it’s okay to want this.




Moon: Your aura smells like sex. Get it in.




I don’t even want to know how someone’s aura smells like sex, but I’ll take it. The phone goes back in my pocket before I stare at the door again. I’m going to knock. Right now. Here I go.

Two more seconds of nothing, and I drop my head.

Fuck. What is wrong with me? I want this. I do.

I like them, they’re hot. They want me, I want them.

Although I don’t really know them… They could be completely illiterate or listen to Joe Rogan. Which is kind of the same thing.

With a frown, I drag my phone back, opening my Notes app. The thing Samantha suggested to me so that I could keep all my questions organized once my brain gets fried by lust.

I purse my lips, wiggling them back and forth as I try to word my question.

“Mmm,” I hum before whispering to myself, “Fan of any podcasts? Specifically ones by short guys with tiny dicks?”

“No,” a deep voice levels.

I scream and almost drop my phone before I clutch it to my chest. Jesus.

Wells is smiling at me.

“You,” I say breathlessly, “are always doing that to me. I didn’t even hear the door open.”

He leans out of the doorway, clutching each side of the jamb.

“And you are always in your own world, not paying attention. But I’m glad I have it now. You’re right on time.”

I blink back into his green eyes as I lick my lips, not knowing what to say until I frown. “I was going to knock. I meant to…”

“Okay.”

That damn word. But before I can say anything, he shuts the door in my face. I blink, startled, then laugh. He’s crazy. I like it. Especially since now all the nervous energy I felt a second ago is gone.

I knock.

He opens the door again and smiles at me. “Oh, hey. I was just thinking about you.”

I grin back. “Funny, I was just passing by…”

Wells grips the back of his neck, making me notice a small tear on the collar of his shirt. It’s a weird thing to find attractive, but it feels carefree and easy. I like that about him.

“Then I guess this is fate,” he teases.

Why is my heart beating out of my chest like this? Be cool, Margot.

I’m waiting for him to invite me in, but he keeps standing in the doorway, so I raise my brows.

He glances at the phone in my hand. “I’m waiting for the rest of your questions.”

“Oh…ummm…” is all I say as my words trail off.

I mean, I meant for this moment to happen, for me to ask them important questions before we…

But I pictured doing this seated on the couch or somewhere less strange than their front door.

A tiny breath escapes past my lips as I turn my face down toward my phone when “Wells” is yelled from somewhere in their bungalow.

He looks over his shoulder, letting his voice carry. “Margot has questions.”

The next thing I know, Brody and Brooks are flanking him.

Oh my goodness. The T-shirt-plus-board-shorts combo is strong with these three, and they look delectable. Brooks is wearing the same lifeguard tee I saw him in on the first day. I make a mental note to ask if they’re really lifeguards on the side.

“Ask away, gorgeous,” Brooks coaxes, making me smile before I lock eyes with Brody.

He’s impossible to disconnect from, and it scrambles my brain.

There are so many thoughts swirling. Like, I can’t believe I’m doing this to I got here two days ago to the question that pops out first. One that wasn’t on my list.

I delicately clear my throat more for strength than because I need it.

There’s a beat of silence before I say, “Can I watch one of you give a blow job so I can learn how? Or is that rude?”

“Fuck,” “Jesus,” and “Inside” all ring out at the same time before the belt in front of my trench is grabbed, and I’m jerked inside.

I squeal, falling into Brody’s arms before he steadies me, then takes a step back.

Wells laughs. “I thought you had more questions about our entertainment tastes, not…”

“Oh,” I cut in, my expression matching the sentiment. “I only have awkward questions.”

“Your cheeks are cute that color,” Brooks throws out, making the color deepen.

We stand there in the cringiest silence before Brody claps his hands together. “Who wants a drink?”

Our collective hands shoot up.

This is going to be a long night.
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Instead of one drink, we’ve had two.

But at least all of my sex questions got asked and answered, from STD checks and condoms to the length of service—one naughty week, and then I never see them again—and everything in between.

It kind of feels like negotiating the terms and conditions on a coupon: Fuck two dicks, suck one free.

Which explains why now, despite the alcohol, we’re back knee-deep in the same awkward silence from before.

Or maybe it’s just me, since I can’t stop thinking of all the naughtier questions I have.

I glance up, fiddling with my trench, before I grin at Wells, who’s sitting on the couch to my left, before I switch to Brooks, who’s on my right.

A quiet chuckle falls from my lips before I reach for my beer, taking a sip, definitely avoiding eye contact with Brody where he’s sitting opposite me.

“So,” I breathe out with zero plan for what to say next. But I need to say something, or I’ll die. God, this is awful.

My lips roll over each other like I’m spreading lip gloss. Because I swear to god I almost just said, “The weather’s really great here.” But thankfully, I stopped myself.  

The weather, really? Because everyone knows there’s nothing sexier than a cold front.

Why is this so hard? Shouldn’t they just be hard? I hear how stupid that sounds as I weave my fingers between each other.

God, I’m too tense.

Okay, maybe I thought that when I showed up, we’d all just strip and start boning. Kind of like in my dream. Which is insane because I also knew we had to be adults and talk about grown-up things like STD checks.

But I don’t see how this turns sexy anytime soon.

Fuck. Adulting is a mood killer. I bet they’re regretting asking me here.

Brooks stretches his arm behind me on the couch as Wells and Brody both take swigs of their beer. I’m still in my head, having a full-on conversation with myself.

Maybe I should just stand up and take off my coat? Be seductive. Or say something badass, like “come and get it.” That’s not badass. That’s what people say when they’re serving chili. Chili isn’t sexy. I chew the side of my cheek. Maybe I should ask them about themselves? No, that looks clingy, and we’re just fuck buddies.

But buddies still talk…

My forehead wrinkles as I consider that idea.

What do I even ask them? Maybe where they went to college? A grin slowly grows on my face. Maybe I should ask to see their dicks, for educational purposes.

When I look up, they’re all staring at me. And I know they’ve been watching me think. Shit.

“I’ve always been very expressive,” I say as an apology before biting my lip for the millionth time.

Silence stays between us, and I’m on the verge of saying something to surely embarrass myself just to fill the void when Brody’s deep baritone does that for me.

“Margot,” Brody says with all that gravel. I lift my face, our eyes locking. He smirks before continuing. “Expressive doesn’t cut it. I’d give you all my pennies for those thoughts.”

I adjust my collar, feeling hot, before I tear my eyes away from his, but Brooks doesn’t let me get far because he reaches up and guides my face to his.

“I think we’d all like to know what you were thinking, Stunner.”

Wells uncurls my hands from around my knees, so I turn my face to his and watch him press our palms together like he’s measuring how small my hand is against his.

“Were you thinking about your first question? Because we never answered it.”

It takes less than a second for me to remember—“Can I watch one of you give a blow job so I can learn how? Or is that rude?”

“Kind of,” I answer quietly, feeling like it’s honest since I was thinking about sex in general. I’m also not admitting that I was thinking about fucking chili or asking to see their dicks.

Brooks’ fingers begin methodically stroking the nape of my neck before traveling just inside the collar of my coat.

Goose bumps bloom, and I know he feels them.

Are we starting? Is this happening? My chest begins rising taller because I’m nervous. I glance at Brody, who’s watching intently, hunger behind his eyes.

Fuck. Wells raises my hand and presses a gentle kiss to my fingertip. It makes me blink. This is overwhelming.

Everyone’s attention is on me all at once.

Another kiss is pressed to a new finger as Brooks explores the dip of my shoulder. Jesus Christ. A man’s hand is on my flesh. Two men, actually. And another’s eyes haven’t left me.  

As I think it, Brody’s voice makes me shiver and steals my attention.

“You said you wanted to learn. So why don’t you give us a list of what you want to know.”

I can’t even process what he’s said because my breath is still caught in my lungs, so the words won’t come out.

Because the way he’s looking at me is so intense. He’s so intense.

“Yeah,” Wells whispers, moving his kisses onto my knuckles. “We can’t make all your dreams come true if we don’t know what they are.”

I should’ve written those down too…because right now, not even sounds exist to me.

“And use all the dirty words,” Brooks agrees, making my eyes momentarily close as he traces his fingers up into my hair just behind my ear.

Brody sighs deeply, and it calls my eyes. I watch him adjust on his chair, spreading his muscular thighs open further. It’s sexy and dominant. His left hand is resting on his chest as his tongue darts out over his bottom lip.  

He’s really beautiful.

I can’t help but wonder what he looks like nude. Because I bet it’s like a work of art. My eyes dip to his crotch, and no sooner does my thought roll right off my tongue.  

“Can I see them?”

There’s an instant pause felt in the room. Brody’s eyebrows rise, and I feel the other two halt what they’re doing. Why did I say that? I swallow the lump in my throat, trying not to blush or laugh. Because I really said that.

“See…what, Stunner?” Brooks presses, and I feel beyond shy when he adds, “Be specific. Pretty, pretty please.”

Jesus Christ. I lose the battle with my laugh and giggle before catching myself. My hands cover my face for a second before I just own it.

I raise my shoulders a bit, embarrassed. “Your penises. I would like to see them. Up close and personal.”

Half a chuckle comes from my left and my right, making me squeeze my eyes shut before Wells forces my face to his.

“You’re asking to see our dicks?”

I press my lips together and nod, feeling my face squished between his palms.

This is the strangest conversation I’ve ever had. Then again, I’m about to fuck three dudes, so nothing is normal anymore.

“How are you so wholesome and filthy at the same time?” he teases, but gets cut off as he looks over me at Brooks, who finishes with, “We’re living the dream.”

“I’ve only ever seen Jeffrey’s or porn,” I throw out, compelled to explain myself, “and he was sooo tiny. And porn dick is gigantic. Like who wants that coming at you? So I guess I was hoping to see a regular penis. They look so pretty.”

There’s silence as Wells releases my face. I take a deep breath and volley between all three of them before I suddenly realize my choice of words.

Oh god. Did I just insult them? Men have a thing about their size. Regular was a bad choice.

“Sorry,” I rush out. “I didn’t mean regular as average. I’m just saying—” I look at Brody, but I’m stopped in my tracks because he’s grinning at me as he shakes his head.

“Stop apologizing. If you wanna see pretty dick, we’ll show you.”

I glance between Wells and Brooks, who smirk. My head nods before I say, “Yes, please.”

Something in the air crackles. There’s a kind of heat, an energy that pours out as these men stare at me and I look back at them. Maybe it’s the anticipation coursing through me, but my body feels like it’s taken over by hot liquid. I lick my lips, wondering who’s going first.

Brooks takes my hand as he guides it into his lap.

“Hey,” he whispers as if we’re completely alone. “You keep your eyes on Brody for me, Stunner. But I’m gonna use your hand. Okay?”

I gasp quietly as he places my hand on himself over his shorts. I watch, enraptured, as he rubs my hand slowly against his dick, massaging himself to life. But before he gets too much of my attention, Brooks whispers, “Eyes forward.”

My head turns as my eyes immediately lock with Brody.

I feel like I’m already trembling. But no matter how erotic it feels to touch Brooks, the view directly in front of me is what’s making all my thoughts scatter.

Brody’s hand slowly drags down his chest before it pauses at the top of his board shorts. His two-toned eyes are boring into mine.

And the expression on his face is cocky as fuck. He knows exactly what kind of power he has over me right now.

His fingers dip just inside the waistband of his shorts, and my lips part. We sit like that for what feels like minutes as Brooks presses my hand against himself a little harder, a groan leaving his lips.

And if that wasn’t enough to fry every nerve in my body, Brody winks at me just as I hear Wells in my ear.

“Do you want him to touch himself?”

I nod.

Brody’s gaze never leaves my face, even as his strong hand crowds his pants, shoving inside. I know he’s touching himself because of his intake of breath. Something I mirror.

“What would you do with that pretty cock, Margot? Would you kiss it because it was so beautiful?”

Brooks presses into my hand, his length rock hard and long. I curl my fingers around him as much as I can over his shorts, wanting to feel how big he is.

“Fuck,” he groans. “She’s eager.”

Wells kisses my jaw, making my eyes close momentarily. “Is that what you are? Eager to learn, baby?”

There are no words. I don’t have any as I watch Brody. His black shorts bunch before he draws them down enough to expose himself.

A sharp intake of breath intrudes on the silence.

“Pretty enough?” Wells teases as I stare.

Brody’s cock is thick and heavy with angry veins along his shaft. But the tip glistens like I should lick it.

And I want to.

My clit throbs, and I swear I almost feel dizzy because my attention whiplashes, taken as Brooks lifts my hand, licking my palm.

Wells is in my ear again. “Touch him, Margot. Feel what a real cock feels like.”

Brooks puts my hand inside his shorts, guiding my hand, his over top of mine, before we stroke him together.

I let out a quiet exhale. He’s so hard, but his skin is soft. It glides through my hand. He squeezes our hands, twisting them, not just moving them straight up and down.

But I can barely concentrate on Brooks because Wells kisses my neck gently as he speaks against my flesh, “You’re doing so well, stroking Brooks off. But I think Brody’s getting jealous. Let him see you. It’s only fair since you can see him.”

My lips part, but words don’t come out because Wells slides a hand down my leg before he stops at my knee. He folds one side of my coat open, and I’m trying to look at Brody, but I can barely focus. They’re scrambling my brain.

I’m so turned on, and it’s overwhelming. I’ve never felt like this.

Brody moans as he bites his bottom lip. I see Wells grin out of the corner of my eye before he dips his hand between my knees and separates my legs.

I watch Brody’s eyes dip to my pussy.

“More,” he grunts out, so Wells spreads my legs further apart.

Brody stares between my legs, so I stare at his cock, watching it in his hand. It’s shining like he wet his hand, too, when I wasn’t looking.

“You’re such a good girl for us.” My head drops back as Wells kneads the inside of my thigh. “Do you like watching Brody fuck himself? Why don’t you see what it looks like closer up?”

“Eyes on me, Stunner,” Brooks grits out, his voice so husky and full of gravel.

I do as I’m told, but I’m unprepared because as Brooks pulls our hands out of his shorts, he abandons mine, leaving it around his cock.

I don’t know how other women feel about dicks, but I think they’re beautiful. And seeing my hand wrapped around his cock is so fucking hot.

“Whoa,” I whisper, taking in his size and girth.

He’s perfect.

Before I realize what I’m doing, my mouth opens, and I start to lean forward as if I know how to suck him before I catch myself.  

Holy shit, I wanted him in my mouth. I whip my head over my shoulder to Wells, feeling insecure about what I almost did, but he winks at me.

“You’re perfect, Cherry. But you’ve got one more to see.”

My legs are still spread. My hand is still on Brooks. But my eyes are on Wells.

He moves my palm to his bulge.

“Show me what you learned,” Wells coaxes in the most sinfully dominant way.

My pulse races, and Brooks’ dick jumps in my hand. Everything they’ve been doing was meant to teach me how to touch them.

My tongue darts out over my dry lips before I reach out, hesitant at first, until I touch Wells’ waistband. Because when he exhales, I feel his need through my whole body.

I reach inside his shorts, first feeling his wet tip, so I swirl it around the head like I saw Brody do to himself.

“Fuck, she’s a quick learner,” Wells groans, his head falling back against the couch. “Keep going, Cherry.”

Brody’s hand begins moving again as Brooks takes over mine as well.

Oh god. My senses feel overloaded. It’s like I’m hyperaware of everything but unable to actually focus on anything.

My fingers begin tracing down Wells’ shaft before I can take him in my hand. But as I do, I feel a bump. Then another.

Because my thoughts are on a delay, it’s not until I feel it a third time that my eyes spring open. What the fuck?  

If I were playing a game of hot potato, I would be the champion because the speed at which I draw my hand back from both guys could set a record.

“Whoa, um…” What the serious fuck. “There’s something…uh, you have bumps on your penis.” I point in the direction of his crotch as if he doesn’t know where it’s located.

This is why people don’t have orgies. I saw one screenshot saying they’re clear, and I believed it. But I could’ve caught bumps.

My voice drops to a whisper as he stares up at me. “I thought you said you’ve been checked and cleared.”

He looks at me like I’m crazy before exchanging a look with the guys. Which then makes my brain pivot in another wrong direction. I’m about to apologize because maybe bumpy dick is a thing. Like maybe it comes that way in some people, but laughter begins to grow before it carries around the room.  

I volley between them, confused, until Wells grins up at me with a gleam in his eye.

“Cherry, I’m pierced.”

Pierced? What does pierced mean…oh. He’s pierced.

Wells takes himself out of his shorts as I watch, feeling Brooks brush his fingers against my neck again.

“It’s called a Jacob’s ladder,” Brody explains as Wells shows me his cock. “Five barbells that go all the way up.”

I glance at Brody, and he’s staring at Wells’ cock too. And that makes me look at Brooks. He looks up from the same thing before he winks at me and says, “He’s ribbed for our pleasure.”

Wells gently takes my hand, pausing as if he’s asking permission, so I nod, mesmerized as he guides my fingers over each ridge up and down his shaft.

I lean down, looking at him closer, suddenly so curious how his veins would feel against the softness of my cheeks. Or how those bars would feel on my tongue.

“Cherry, you get any closer, and I might bust one too early.”

“It’s just so…” I breathe out, letting my fingers brush over the jewelry. “I want…”

My words stay hidden again, but Wells grunts. “Say it, Cherry.”

I want to, but I don’t really know how to ask for what I want because I’m not sure what that is. I want them to fuck me. I want to suck Wells off. I want Brooks to jerk Brody off while Wells fingers me…I want it all.

“Eyes,” Brody commands. So I look at him. “Good girls get rewarded. Tell us what you want, baby.”

My face snaps to Wells, remembering our last conversation in my room before I take his hand and bring his middle finger to my mouth. My eyes drop before I suck it slowly.

I’m not sure if I’m doing a good job or not. But what I know is that I want to learn.  

I feel Wells’ smile before his deep voice rings out.

“On your knees, Brooks.”


chapter ten
. . .

Blow job class is now in session.


Brooks has my hand in his as he leads me to their bedroom. I walk quietly beside him, glancing at the other guys as they smile back at me.

Everything feels surreal. Like I’m having an out-of-body experience.

Brody’s in the lead, pausing at the door before he glances at Wells, then back at me.

“Are you ready for this, Margot?”

Am I? I blink a few times, looking between their handsome faces, before I nod.

The sound of the handle clicking and turning arms me with a shy smile because holy shit. I’m really doing this.

Brody walks inside, followed by Wells, then us. But the moment I cross the threshold, the first thing I notice is a giant bed.

Not just giant but bigger than any king bed I’ve ever seen.

My finger lifts, pointing. “How big—”

“It’s an Alaskan king. We’re big boys,” Brody jokes.

And Wells adds, “And we like to cuddle.”

The last part makes me smile. The idea of them with their limbs all entangled, sleeping, nude…it makes me feel flushed.

I’d like to be directly in the middle, please and thank you.

Brooks releases my hand, then grabs my waist, turning me to look at him as the others make their way to that big-ass bed.

“You’re gonna follow my lead,” he whispers. “You’ll do what I do. So watch how I…”

“Okay,” I rush out, cutting him off.

To say I’m eager is an understatement. I’m so excited that there’s a part of me that wishes I could text the group chat right now. Because somebody needs to know this is going down.

It feels epic in a way that I think warriors must’ve felt when they ran out into battle. I want to yell, “For Scotland,” like I’m William Wallace in Braveheart.

Brooks takes my hand again before we close the distance to Wells and Brody.

“First things first,” Wells says, reaching for the belt of my trench. “You should take off your coat and stay awhile.”

I grin, then immediately frown.

Suddenly, the underwear set I thought was sufficient feels ugly as hell. Embarrassing even. There’s nothing sexy about it. And this is a very sexy situation.

Shit.

“Or…” I toss out. “It could be hot to leave it on.” Telling by the looks on their faces, nobody agrees. So I pivot. “Okay, look…what’s underneath is all I had. I was coming to a women’s retreat. I didn’t need cute panties. And now—”

Wells presses his hand over my mouth, shutting me up. I stare back, surprised by the move.

“We literally don’t give a shit,” he grits out with a smirk.

Brody chuckles. “Baby, we like pussy…not panties.”

I lick my lips behind Wells’ hand, making him hum a moan. But I honestly didn’t think before I did it.

His hand drops, but before I can focus on him, Brooks leans in.

“Eyes over here, Stunner. Just focus and follow my lead.”

Okay. Yep. I got this. Stop overthinking.

After a breath, I do as I’m told and look at Brooks. He winks, then turns his attention to the fucking god standing in front of him.

Brody’s boring into him. They’re staring at each other so intensely that I can’t help but watch. I also can’t help but be slightly oblivious to the fact that Wells is untying the belt of my trench.

Brooks’ tongue darts out, licking his bottom lip slowly before he leans in closer to Brody. I can feel the tickle of my breath drift out. Their mouths hover, like it’s a standoff over who caves first.

Damn.

My back arches as Wells tugs each button of my coat, opening it slowly.

I’ve always found watching people kiss to be one of the most erotic experiences out there. I love it so much I think it’s kind of a kink for me.

It’s so sexy, the way two people connect and meld in endless passion.

But this moment beats them all. I have goose bumps down my arms watching them tease each other, standing so close that I’m sure Brody can feel Brooks’ breath.

But neither of them moves. Until Brody lifts Brooks’ shirt off.

It’s done at the same time I feel Wells sweep my trench off my shoulders.

Without a thought, I glance at Wells, and he holds my eyes before his gaze rakes over my body, taking me all in.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” Brody whispers reverently, like he’s admitting a secret. It immediately nabs my attention, but he wasn’t talking to me.

Damn. Swoon.

Brooks closes the distance between them and presses the softest, most delicate kiss to Brody’s mouth. An exchange that feels so intimate that a part of me feels like I’m intruding on something private.

I let out a sigh, rocked by their connection, until Wells puts two fingers under my chin, guiding my face back to his.

“Our turn.”

Before I can think, his lips touch mine, his bottom one sliding between my own.

Holy shit. This is my new “first” kiss.

A small smile graces my lips as my hands come to his chest, and I press further up on my tiptoes, deepening our kiss. Because if this is the new first, the new standard, I don’t want gentle or soft. I want to be impassioned.

I want something that makes my knees so weak that I have no choice but to drop to them and suck him off.

And apparently, that’s not something I need to explain to Wells because the minute I give him an inch, he takes a mile.

His palm presses to the middle of my back, pulling my body flush to his as his other hand cradles the side of my head. Our heads shift, tongues dipping inside each other’s mouths as we tease them.

This is a fucking kiss.  

I feel him moan, the vibration tickling my throat as my fingers curl around his T-shirt, and I grip the fabric, trying to pull him even closer.

Our mouths are sealed, tongues in full exploration as we kiss and kiss. My whole body tingles, and the only thought is more.

Wells weaves his fingers into my hair, forcing my head to tilt the other way, but we never break contact. Fuck, he’s a good kisser.

I feel like I’m being devoured. Owned. This kiss is scratching itches I’ve never been able to reach. I don’t even know where my breath starts and his ends.

The kiss grows fevered, and Wells reaches over his back, our mouths only breaking as he drags his shirt over his head before we meld again.

“Fuck” is said from next to us before, “Wells…” then “Wells. Wells…” The last time his name is said, it is the loudest.

I feel Wells put his hands on my shoulders and push me away.

“Cherry,” he breathes out heavily.

His chest is heaving, as is mine. His mouth agape, just like mine.

But we don’t stop staring at each other.

“We gotta slow down,” he directs. I frown, but he smirks. “Or I swear to god, I’ll bend you over this bed and fuck you while they watch. Blow job lesson be damned.”

Silence fills the room, but it’s not something I notice because I’m about to say, “Yes, please,” until Brody shoves Wells shoulder. “We’re gonna kick your ass for that.”

Wells chuckles, but I bite my lip, looking between them. I know it’s not real jealousy, but I like it.

Brooks crosses his arms, narrowing in on me. “Yeah. And as for you…”

“Me?” My brows shoot up as I look shocked. “What did I do?”

“What did I do?” he teases. “Stop giving Wells all the firsts…” He counts on his fingers. “Wells met you first. He kissed you first. And now he’s about to get the first blowie.”

Brody squares his shoulders at me. “Are you trying to hurt our feelings?”

Oh my god. I almost giggle. Instead, I become a brat.

I don’t know where I find the nerve, but what comes out of my mouth must be in part fueled by some kind of leftover euphoria from that kiss because it’s bold and a version of me I’ve never met.

My middle finger lifts to my lips as I look at Brooks first. “Wells got these, but you can have this pair.” I drop my hand to my pussy as I watch Brooks shudder, blinking quickly for a moment like a hungry animal.

Then I look at Brody, prepared to be just as sassy as I was to Brooks, but Brody speaks first. “And what do I get?”

I shrug, flirtatiously. “I dunno. Just make sure you rub it on my ass again.”

“Get her a pillow,” thunders out from Wells, as the other two stand still staring at me with a mix of awe and lust. “I need her on her knees.”

“Yup,” Brooks agrees, immediately walking away to fulfill the wish.

But Brody lets out a quiet breath before he says, “Your dumb-as-fuck ex-husband hella fumbled the bag. Because, baby, I think you’re a natural at this.”

Just like that, all my bravado falls away, and suddenly, I’m shy again. Because what do I even say to that compliment? What could I say when he’s looking at me the way he is?

Brooks tosses the retrieved pillow down at my feet, then runs both his hands down his face before clapping them together once.

“Okay. All the dicks in the room need to focus. And you,” he says with a wink in my direction. “Blow job class is now in session. So be a good teacher’s pet and only open your mouth to suck.”

I smile. I can’t even hide it as I nod.

Brooks turns his attention back to Brody, but my breath picks up because even though we’re getting back to business, nobody’s eyes are staying on their exact partner.

We’re all distracted by each other, half-naked as we steal glances, and Brooks and I play follow the leader. Brooks’ strong hands run over Brody’s six-pack, then up and over his shoulders, pulling a long exhale from Brody’s lungs before Brooks retraces his steps.

The air starts to crackle again, and the room feels smaller, like we’re in our own bubble. I watch as Brooks lets his fingers trace down over Brody’s abs until he gets to the waistband of his shorts.

That’s when he glances at me, jutting his chin as if to say, “Get started.”

So I turn my eyes to Wells, as his greet mine.

Slowly, and somewhat nervously, I let my hands explore his body, starting at his chest. My light touches feather over his nipples before I press my whole palm over his shoulders and down his arms.

His chest rises higher, and our eyes stay connected as my hands glide over his skin. It’s crazy to think that I’ve lived my whole sexual life with a man, but this is the first time I’ve explored one’s body.

My fingertips find their way down over each ridge of his abs, even over his belly button, until I move further down the dark line of hair that leads into his shorts.

Wells’ stomach contracts as his eyes close.

It makes me think I did a good job. My thoughts are proven when he says, “Student of the fucking year.”

Brooks matches my smile before silently motioning for me to run my finger back and forth under the band.

So I do, my shoulders only jumping slightly when both men groan and drop their heads back. Brooks and I smile at each other again.

Who knew blow jobs aren’t just erotic but kind of fun too.

I feel so powerful.

Brooks nods, and I understand it to mean that it’s time for their pants to come off. And I think because I know it’s coming, the surprise Wells has in store for me, it feels like Christmas morning.

The boys still have their heads back, their eyes closed, so with a devilish grin, Brooks motions to come closer to him. But when I lean in, I don’t get new instructions, as I expected.

I get a kiss.

It’s chaste, but it makes me blush because then he comes up to my ear and says, “Thanks for saying yes.”

I’m kissed again, this time his lips lingering against mine before he pulls away and scrapes his bottom one with his teeth.

That whole saying, “made my heart skip a beat,” makes complete sense now because, man, he’s charming and easy on the eyes.

Brooks stares into my eyes for one more beat before he turns back to Brody, and I do the same to Wells while keeping an eye out for my next move.

My eyes are on Brooks as he reaches inside Brody’s shorts, and I can tell he’s touching Brody. And not just because of the pained groan that falls from Brody’s lips, but because I recognize the motion Brooks did with our hands earlier.

He’s stroking Brody’s cock.

But before it goes too far, he tugs Brody’s shorts, pulling them down on one side before Brody helps with the rest.

I do the same, but add in letting my fingers feel over the Jacob’s ladder again before I wrap my palm around Wells.

“Damn, it’s so good,” Wells breathes out seriously, but stops my hand. “Not wet enough.”

I must look confused because Brooks chimes in, “You can’t just start jerking a guy off until you get it wet. It’s more painful than pleasurable.”

There’s an “oh” look on my face, which grows even more surprised when Brooks looks down and spits on Brody’s cock.

Brody grips the back of Brooks’ head, their eyes locked. My pulse begins racing as I stare at Brody’s incredibly tense jaw before Brooks begins slowly stroking that beautiful cock between them.

“Whoa,” I whisper.

My clit surges to life, throbbing. But I try to stay on target, looking back at Wells, not exactly at him, more like at it.

His thick cock bobs heavily against his stomach, the tip shining up at me.

My mouth is too dry for this level of kink. I’ve been too awed all night. How do I even make enough spit? He’s so big. Fuck me.

I’m deep in another batch of spiraling thoughts when I feel Wells lift my hand from around his dick before he licks my palm.

It’s animalistic and filthy. His whole tongue flattens over my palm, making me swallow hard.

Just as he stops, my body jumps because I feel a rush of warmth between my legs. I’m wet. Like actually.

I know what to do. I’m supposed to run my hand down his shaft…to follow the leader. But that’s not what happens.

Instead, I drop to my knees and look up, saying, “You get it wet,” before I open my mouth.

“Fuck” is deeply and gutturally drawn out at the same time by every man.

It’s appropriate because that’s exactly what I want. To get my mouth fucked.


chapter eleven
. . .

You ate mine. I eat yours.


“Down,” Brody growls, and Brooks joins me.

The minute his knees hit the ground, Brooks forces me to look at him. But I can see all of them. Wells and Brody stare down at me like ticking time bombs, and Brooks directly back at me with so much fire in his eyes that they’ve gone from ocean blue to molten lava.

“I’m only gonna ask this once,” Brooks rasps. “Do you want to swallow?”

His words pull me out of my horny stupor, and I shrug. “I don’t know. Do I? What does it taste like?”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Wells and Brody stroking their cocks as Brooks speaks. But still, the sounds make me close my eyes because it’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever heard.

“Everyone’s cum is different,” Brooks breathes out. “But mainly salty and warm. Precum…the stuff before the actual cum. That’s more grapefruity. And sometimes it can have an astringent aftertaste.”

“What’s the texture?”

Brooks grins, glancing up at the guys before his eyes drop while he thinks of his next words. “It’s like…” He looks up and grins. “Egg yolk.”

I scrunch my nose, but then it occurs to me I should ask Wells’ preference.

So from my knees, I look up at his handsome face, almost losing my train of thought as he jerks himself off in front of my face.

The jewelry peeks out with each stroke, and I find myself so mesmerized by the way the veins in his cock become more pronounced when he tugs downward.

My eyes lift to his.

“Do you want me to swallow?” I whisper.

An intense whoosh of breath rips from his lungs before he says, “Fuck. Make her stop, Brooks.”

My face whips to Brooks, who hides a laugh, then winks. “The answer’s always yes, Stunner. We all want you to swallow, but you’re dangerously close to Wells coming on your face if you keep doing that cherry shit. It’s too fucking hot.”

“Oh” is all I say before I add, “Then, yeah, I want to swallow. Show me.”

“Okay.”

Brooks smacks Brody’s hand away before he wraps his hand around his cock and slowly takes it into his mouth. I pay attention to how his cheeks cave in as he descends, and I crane my neck to see the way they stay the same as he draws back.

His head makes a similar motion, like the twisty one his hand did, but it’s slower and seems to get deeper and deeper.

“Fuck, Brooks,” Brody grunts, pressing his hand on the back of Brooks’ head.

“Cherry,” Wells grits out. “I’m dying over here.”

I snap back to attention.

Right. My bad.

Brooks breaks away from Brody, a little breathless, before he says, “Let your lips naturally tuck over your teeth as you suck—”

Brody’s pulling him back, but Brooks just smiles as he keeps him at bay by pushing Brody’s hips.

“—no teeth.”

I nod enthusiastically as Brooks is pulled back to business. Nervously, I replace Wells’ hand with mine.

He’s breathing so hard, staring down at me, that I can’t help but match his pace.

“Tell me if I do something wrong, okay?” I whisper, and he nods.

I lick my lips, leaning in until I kiss the tip of his cock, smiling to myself as he shivers.

Here goes nothing.

My mouth opens as I draw him inside slowly, letting my tongue flatten as his piercings ride over. My hand drifts away to only a few fingers as I go deeper, then closes in again as I draw back.

Holy shit.

He’s so hard but also soft. The way he fills my mouth makes my body come alive as if there’s a charge running through me. I can feel the hairs on the back of my neck prick up, and even though I’m on my knees, they feel weak. So I put my other hand on his hip for security.

A moan rumbles from Wells’ chest, but it’s cut off, making me lift my eyes. Brody seals his mouth over Wells’.

They’re kissing while we suck.

Fuck.

The view fuels my desire. I lower my head again, taking him into my mouth as far as I can before I feel my gag reflex tickle. So I draw back, careful not to bite.

I do it again. And again. Faster.

Jesus. I love this. The feel of him inside my mouth. The power I hold each time he moans. I want him to beg me to do this every day.

I don’t even realize that my hips are moving in a small circle as I suck. That’s how turned on I am.

A whimper vibrates over his cock, and I immediately feel Wells begin to move his hips. He weaves his fingers through my hair, the grip tightening each time I suck him deeper. Until each time I descend, he presses forward, his cock hitting the back of my throat.

“Goddamn. Your mouth’s so fucking perfect. Suck it, baby.”

The room’s a symphony of sex, moaning, and panting, and we’re the instruments.

Brody groans, and out of my periphery, I see Brooks dig his fingers into Brody’s hips. It’s almost like Brody can’t take it, but Brooks wants to devour him.

I’m feeling wild. And I’m trembling.

I can hear the urgency in what Brooks is doing, and I swear it’s making me do the same. The slick sounds of slurping and sucking are debased and hedonistic. As I lift my eyes to Wells, I’m rewarded with a “yes.”

Wells stares down at me, all his attention on me, even as Brody kisses his neck.

It’s overwhelming, and I don’t know why I do it, but I drop my hand from Wells’ hip and reach for Brooks.  

His hand finds mine before he joins it with the one jerking Brody’s cock while he blows him.

My brain almost short-circuits because this feels a lot like patting your head and rubbing your stomach. I’m blinking too quickly, trying to stay on rhythm. But I don’t have to worry because Wells takes over, saying, “Just suck. I got the rest.”

Oh my god. He’s fucking my mouth.

Wells begins thrusting in and out of my mouth, so I do as I’m told and suck. All the while, I’m hyperaware of the fact that I’m jerking off Brody while Brooks sucks his dick.

I don’t know what’s happening to my body, but it feels a lot like when I’m about to come. And I can’t help myself; I whimper again.

Fuck. I want someone to fuck me. I need it.

What is this? I’ve literally never felt this crazed before in my life.

Wells moves even faster, and it makes me gag, but Brody growls, “Relax your throat. Like when you swallow.”

I try, but I don’t understand what he means. It doesn’t matter, though, because I might explode and die before anyone comes. I think I could spontaneously combust watching the way Wells’ hips undulate in front of me as I hollow my cheeks.

Another moan hums out, and it’s in company with Brody.

My hand’s robbed of him because he’s fallen back onto the bed, barely seated as Brooks’ body engulfs his lap. He’s almost on top of him, sucking him down over and over, his mouth going all the way down to the base.

Brody smacks his palm down on Brooks’ back once with a grunt. “Fuck, Brookie baby. I’m gonna come. I’m…oh god, oh my fucking god.”

But Brooks pulls away, his lips shining. “Not yet,” he says, adding a barked “Wells.”

“I’m there,” Wells grunts before gripping my hair, forcing me to stay in place and not descend.

Both men grow rigid, deep groans rumbling from deep within. And that’s when I feel it—Wells comes in my mouth.

It comes in spurts, and I taste the saltiness right away.

His moan is strained as I stay frozen on my knees, waiting for when I’m supposed to swallow. Until he suddenly pulls out, and Brooks’ mouth seals over mine. His tongue pushes inside my mouth.

A sweeter taste mixes with what’s already in my mouth, so I instinctively swallow while Brooks kisses the fuck out of me.  

My arms wrap around his neck as my bra-covered breasts press against his chest. We feel depraved, cum mixed in our mouths as we feverishly kiss, on our knees, in front of Wells and Brody. But something about it calls to every hidden desire I possess.

Brooks pulls away and smiles at me before he runs his thumb over my bottom lip.

“Good girl.”

Before I know what’s happening, I’m hauled to my feet and into Brody’s arms. A squeal erupts from me before I laugh.

I just gave my first blow job. And I swallowed.

So many thoughts are hitting me that I can barely keep them straight, but I do register someone saying, “Your turn, Margot.”

Oh…it’s my turn.

I’m tossed directly onto the bed this time, making me scream-laugh, before they descend.

My ankles are grabbed, pulling me down their giant ass bed, before Brooks spreads my legs and starts crawling up between them.

At the same time, Wells grabs my jaw, turning my head, making room for him to kiss my neck.

I exhale harshly, feeling like I’m right back in serious sensory overload.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” Brody says, rubbing his palm over my stomach before he drags his hand roughly up between the cleavage in my bra, then hooks his finger around the material and yanks.

My breasts are exposed, nipples hard.  

I gasp, arching off the bed. But the sound’s eaten because Wells kisses me, stealing my breath, just as Brody takes my nipple between his teeth.

Oh my god.

I feel like I can’t catch my breath. I’m like a person who doesn’t know how to swim, who’s been thrown into the deep end of a pool. Because I don’t know where to turn or what to do.

I’m mentally flailing.

Brooks nips the inside of my knee, making me jump until I shiver when Brody kneads the breast he’s not laving his tongue over.

My hand lifts as I try to bring it to touch Wells’ face as he kisses me deeply, but there’s a body in the way, so I drop my arm, opening one eye to try and get my bearings.

Jesus, I’m so turned on and around and…underwater.

Brooks runs his tongue higher and higher up my thigh, and I want to moan, but Wells is owning my thoughts and mouth. That is until Brody flicks his tongue over my impossibly hard bud, making my breast ache with lust.

It’s as if the sensation is linked all the way to my pussy.

Fuck. I’m drowning in need.

Everything’s just happening all at once. Lips press to the crease between my thigh and pussy, teeth graze my skin, fingers press into my flesh, and I think…

I think every single thought I’ve ever had.

Which is why my body reacts before my mind knows what I’m doing.

“Stop. Hold on…pause, pause, pause…” I rush out with a sharp intake of breath. I sit up, breaking lips and hands off me. “I’m sorry…I just. I’m sorry…”

They’re staring at me, unmoving, as my chest rises and falls too quickly.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. You’re good. We’re stopped,” Wells breathes out quickly before brushing my hair out of my face.

“No. It’s just—” My eyes travel from his green ones to Brooks’ baby blues to Brody’s perfect mixture before I say what’s in my head. “I’ve never done this or that before…the thing Brooks was heading for. And too many thoughts started happening all at once.”

Brooks gently touches my foot. “It’s okay. We can take it slower or stop altogether. It’s always your call.”

I sigh before awkwardly putting my boobs back in my bra. They all scoot in closer on the bed toward me.

Brooks smiles. “Let me guess. You were worried you wouldn’t taste as amazing as grapefruit mixed with cleaner?”

I chuckle but shrug. “Maybe.”

That was definitely a thought.

Wells takes my hand gently. “Were you thinking about what your part was in all this? Like what to do?”

I nod. “Yeah, I don’t really know what to do if you’re not just humping me for five seconds, then rolling off.”

Wells looks physically ill before he shakes his head. “What a fucking loser.”

I laugh, agreeing with him. Okay. It’s crazy, but this is making me feel better. 

Brody locks eyes with me. “Was that it? Or were there another one, two, three thousand more thoughts happening as well?”

I wince, then admit the truth. “Yes. Times ten.”

They’re smiling. And not judging. Which is helpful, but I still feel dumb. Because I’m cockblocking myself.

“I have this routine…” I offer quietly, seeing Wells grin. “It’s kind of a ritual I do when I’m on my own. It helps me relax.”

The interested looks of “ah” on their faces prod me on. “I turn down the lights…”

Unexpectedly, Brooks rolls off the bed and walks to the wall before the lights in the room dim. It makes the windows more see-through, and I realize that from their bedroom, we can see the ocean.

I swallow my nerves, continuing this new game. “I always light a candle.”

Wells winks, then jumps off the bed before heading to the seating area in their room. He strikes a match and lights a candle before putting it back on the coffee table.

Who are these guys? Because this feels like I’m in an alternate universe. How are they this nice?

“There’s also music.”

Brody stands, but I quickly add, “I have a playlist on my phone. It’s in the living room.”

He nods and jogs out and back in seconds, handing over my phone.

“What else?” Brooks coaxes.

But I bite my lip before I say, “Then I get my toys.”

“Plural,” he tosses out before Wells lowers back down to the bed and kisses my lips, adding, “She’s got the three she needs right here. Plus, I don’t wanna get hit again.”

“Hit?” Brody counters, but Wells laughs.

“I’ll tell you later.”

My face immediately finds my lap as Wells keeps laughing, but when he drags me up, I narrow my eyes at him. But he grins at me.

“How about we just chill?”

I raise my brows, wanting more explanation. So he provides it.

“Let’s slow everything down, get more comfortable with each other, and just see where it goes?”

I like the idea. A lot. But I’m me, so my lips part to apologize. Except I don’t get it out because Brody stops me.

“Don’t say it. Ever again.” He brings his face closer to mine. “If I hear you apologize again for having a basic need, I’ll put you over my knee, Margot.”

I know my cheeks are red. Bright fucking red. But the thought of my ass that color is too tempting to pass up. I have always wanted to try it.

So with a giggle, I blurt out, “Sorry.”

When he frowns, I say it again, then again, then again until they catch on to what I’m doing, and I get tickled.

Instead of moaning, the room is filled with my laughter and curses before we find ourselves snuggled around each other, asking silly questions, in between them asking hotter ones, like, “Have you ever done anal?” and “What’s a switch?”

It’s not until hours have passed and we’ve shared another beer each that Brooks looks over at Brody and motions with his head. They wordlessly slide off the bed as I watch from where my head’s lying on Wells’ chest.

“What are they doing?” I whisper as Wells runs his fingertips up and down my arm.

“Remember what I told you? They put on a helluva shower show.”

I lick my lips, my eyes not leaving the glass shower. It can’t be a coincidence that we have a perfect view. I’m fixated as the steam rises, and both men remove their shorts and step in nude.

The water washes over their sculpted bodies, dripping over taut pecs and down their defined abs as they take turns wetting each other’s hair.

The world around me feels hazy as I admire them.

A song from my playlist begins to play, and I smile because I didn’t even realize Wells was choosing one.

“Honey, I” begins to play soulfully as another kiss is pressed to my temple before Wells’ deep voice ignites every fucking nerve in my body.

“This is for you as much as it is for them. Brooks is gonna fuck him so you can watch, Cherry.” I suck in a breath as he adds, “So touch yourself.”

I breathe back out heavily, thinking back to the way they first stared at each other tonight. How intense and sexy it was. Then back to the first time I saw them.

All those feelings, all the lust builds, as my eyes stay locked in place.

“Spread your legs,” Wells whispers, shifting in closer to my body.

I do, slowly, as Brody runs his hands over the sides of Brooks’ face, wiping away water. Their lips meet, their wet bodies flush against each other as they kiss deeply.

There’s the click of a bottle cap before Wells says, “Fingers.”

He pours lube on the two I offer, then slides a finger under my panties, lifting them for me as he adds, “Go on. Show me how you like it.”

He wants me to fuck myself.

While I watch them and he watches me.

But instead of second-guessing anything, I just do it. I tuck my hand inside my underwear, gliding my wet fingers through the soft tuft of hair on my pussy and over my clit before I start to massage.

The music’s on loop, building and cresting, as my arm moves up and down.

Somehow, this act feels the right kind of dirty. With my legs spread, watching two people fuck as I get off, hidden under my panties.

I’m panting; I can hear myself. Wells coaxes my head to the side as he trails kisses behind my ear and down my neck.  

“I wish I were inside you,” Wells whispers, making me whimper. “I wish my cock could feel every contraction your pussy makes and wear it out raw. I’d fuck you so good, baby.”

As he says it, my clit throbs, and I feel myself contract. Wells reaches down and lifts my right leg, draping it over his so that his cock presses against my hip.

He’s rubbing himself against me like a fucking animal.

My mouth falls open as I breathe even heavier, watching as Brooks turns Brody around. His tattooed arm presses against the glass before his palm hits, his fingers spreading, making streaks in the fogged-up glass.

Fuck.

“Would you let me come inside you?” Wells grits out, and I can feel him getting harder.

My eyes want to close, but I can’t take them off the shower.

Wells kisses me again before I feel him pull himself from his shorts.

He’s jerking himself off with me.

Brody’s mouth begs for Brooks’, his head turned, trying like hell not to break their kiss.

“Yes,” I breathe out, feeling Wells’ and my bodies moving together.

I’m rubbing myself faster and harder. I want to come.

“I’m gonna come on your clit and make Brooks lick it off, Margot.”

I shudder.

Brooks kicks Brody’s legs open before grabbing a small bottle from a ledge. We watch as he drips it over his hard cock. Oh god.

“Do you want us to fuck you like that?” Wells grits out as his hand covers my throat. “To fill you up until you beg to come?”

My body is more awake than it’s ever been. But I don’t feel overwhelmed. I feel alive.

“Yes,” I answer immediately. “I want that. Please.”

As I say it, Brody groans, his fingers closing into fists. They’re fucking. Brooks grips his shoulder, biting his neck, before pulling Brody’s hair, forcing his throat to be exposed.

It’s sexual and passionate. And the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Fuck me like that, Wells,” I breathe out. “Right now.”

He growls deeply against my skin before he shakes his head.

“You can’t have one of us until you have all of us.”

There’s a beat of silence before he rocks me with his dirty mouth.

“I want my cock inside you, stretching that needy pussy, while Brody fucks your ass and Brooks is down your throat.”

My eyes momentarily roll back into my head, and I hear him grunt. But my body’s taken over. It’s climbing and climbing as fantasy and reality join forces.

“That’s it,” he coaxes, suddenly touching me everywhere. “Oh fuck,” he breathes out heavily, sounding out of breath.

My lashes flutter open, realizing he’s rubbing himself over me. Wells came from watching us. His cum smears over my tits and my stomach, even mixing with my own fingers as I fuck myself faster and faster.

“That’s me, Cherry,” he growls, cupping his hand over mine, letting just his fingertip dip inside my cunt.

I moan, but it’s more like a whine.

“Oh god,” I cry quietly, moving my hips, feeling as if I can’t move my hand fast enough.

Wells props himself up and locks eyes with me. “Keep your eyes on them, baby. Stay with them. Let me take care of you.”

I do.

I watch Brooks and Brody as my clit pulses, and Wells finger fucks me.

My body climbs higher than it’s ever been. And it feels like it’ll never end, but a part of me never wants it to.

I hear Wells whispering in my ear, but I don’t know what he says because my eyes are locked on Brooks’.

Because the moment Wells took over, Brooks didn’t take his eyes off me.  

He’s staring into my goddamn soul as he fucks Brody faster and faster. We’re all so connected it feels like he’s fucking me. But I guess in a way he is.

I lie legs spread, tits out, facing Brooks. Wanting him to watch. Needing him to.

He keeps his eyes on mine as he takes Brody’s mouth, kissing him between grunts. I’m so locked in, I don’t even move when Brody starts jerking himself off.

Because without a doubt, in this moment, we’re a we.

I get it. I understand why we chilled. The connection was the way to sex.

“Let that pussy come. Soak my hand, Margot,” Wells rasps as I feel it happening.

It almost burns. My face morphs, my mouth unable to close, as I feel like I’m curling up inside myself.

Brooks tips his head back as Brody viciously tugs his cock.

And then, like a miracle, my body explodes into a white light.

My orgasm is guttural and deep, with my hands curled around the fabric of their blanket. Everything goes black because I squeeze my eyes shut so hard that when I open them, breathless, with sore hands, I see stars.

And see Brody and Brooks coming together.

I’m trembling, breathless, and spent. My pussy still throbs and contracts as I blink, coming down from the high.

“You’re beautiful this way,” Wells whispers, kissing me endlessly over my cheeks and neck.

The slick sounds of his fingers leaving me make me shiver before I follow the path of his soiled hand. I have to lift my head and look behind myself. But it’s worth it because I get to see Wells lick his fingers clean.

“You ate mine.” He grins. “So I eat yours.”

I don’t have any words. Especially when he adds, “And never worry about what you taste like, Margot. It’s fucking delicious.”

That’s when he kisses me.

I hear the shower cut off as he pulls away.

“We should take one,” I say.

But Wells wraps his arms around me, this time pulling the blanket over us.

“You sleep with me on you.”

I don’t get to argue because I’m held hostage by the way he says it, like it’s totally normal. And the way he snuggles me so that his arm cross-bodies my chest makes me let out a very relaxed breath.

Wells nuzzles my neck. “I’m so glad you said yes.”

Me too, I think.  

The bed dips as two damp men join. Nobody says anything. They each just get close to me.

Brody’s arm slings over my waist as he rolls onto his stomach.

“Night, gorgeous.”

I open my mouth to say the same, but I’m dumbstruck. Which is probably why the smile peeking out feels permanent.

Brooks yawns out a “sweet dreams” before he crawls over Wells and kisses my lips, then adds, “You did well tonight, Stunner.”

He lies next to Wells before I feel him weave his fingers between mine, holding my hand.

It’s funny. For twenty years, I’ve heard jokes about how I hate cuddling because I run too hot. How I’d probably be happier in my own bed.  

But right here, right now…this feels like heaven.


chapter twelve
. . .

You already zoomed in, didn’t you? Perv.


You know the opening sequence in Legally Blonde? When that song plays, singing about how it’s the perfect day.

That’s how I feel opening my eyes this morning.

Somehow, the sky is bluer, and the sun is brighter than it’s ever been. This is my perfect day. And I’m even coincidentally waking up after twelve.

I throw back the blanket and stretch, thinking back to last night. Which isn’t hard to recall, especially since I’m still in their giant bed.

“You sleep with me on you.”

The smile on my face might never fade. Even when my stomach grumbles. I pat it, but then my face drops as I suddenly say, “Shit.”

I ghosted my sister for breakfast. So I roll over and grab my phone off the nightstand before my eyes grow bigger.

“Oof, looks like I missed a few messages,” I whisper to myself, seeing all the red dots on my phone.

Looks like the Gang-Banger Sisters’ chat’s been awake since early this morning. But as I sit up, I text Moon first.

Me: Good morning. I’m a terrible sister. I was all bros before my favorite hoes. And then I was wiped. Can you grab lunch today? I need to shower first but then I’m all yours.




I place my phone next to me, scooting back down in their comfy sheets, stretching again. On second thought, maybe I’ll stay here all day and wait for them to come back and devour me.

My eyes tick down to the bra I slept in. I need to go shopping again.

But my self-scrutiny is short-lived because a vision of the boys coming back home makes me grin wider. If I thought what we did last night was going to satiate the horny, I was dead wrong.

I distinctly remember being kissed this a.m., in multiple places, before they abandoned me. My eyes close as I bite my lip, letting my imagination run away for a second.

Until my phone dings.

I slap my hand down on it, lifting the screen to my face. An immediate chuckle bubbles out of me because instead of texting me back, Moon went straight to the group chat.

Moon: She’s alive and well…and not in her room I might add.




Moon: Who had money on waking up at their place + noon because you won twenty bucks?




Eleanor: Yeah, baby! Winner winner! I know good dick timeline.




Millie: Dammit. I was so close. I just needed one more hour.




Samantha: I think I speak for everyone, Margot, when I say, “Sooooo????? How was it?”




I glance out of the bedroom windows. They really do have the best view of the property. It’s a straight shot to the beach from the bed. I let out a very relaxed exhale, still smiling, before my fingers fly over the keys, knowing that once I say what I’m going to say, this chat will never shut up.

But that means I finally get to do something I’ve never been able to do—tell my friends about all the good sex I’ve had.

Me: Where do I even start? I’m still overwhelmed by just the memory.




Millie: Are they huge? Good? Are you sore? Was it what you wanted?




Eleanor: Who was the best kisser? Who’s the top? Are they all switches?




I laugh at all the questions for me to answer. This life timeline I’m on is wild. I went from lame and boring to having “temporary” boyfriends who have boyfriends. I’m living the dream. Literally the dream.  

Me: They’re perfectly sized. Incredible kissers. But there was a standout dick…




I see bubbles because I know they’re waiting for me to finish that sentence.

Me: Wells is pierced.




More bubbles as I squeeze my eyes shut, kicking my feet for a second, celebrating the greatness of this moment. “Oh my god,” I breathe out as my phone erupts with text after text.

Eleanor: STFU. Can you feel it?




Eleanor: Was it better than normal dick?




Eleanor: I’m making Crew get it done.




Millie: How does this just keep getting better?




Millie: You have impeccable karma.




Millie: What’s your rising sign? What’s your sign?




Moon: Wells? No way. Wells! What kind?




Moon: Did you think he had a disease at first?




I laugh loudly because she knows me far too well.

Samantha: We’re dying for details…go! I have a meeting in like thirty minutes. I beg you. Feed us.




They’re going to have to wait because I have to pee, so I put my phone down, hearing it ding some more, before I handle my business, wash my hands, then snuggle back into bed.

I’m about to go on about the whole night, but I’m frozen as I stare down at my phone because the incoming messages weren’t from the girls.

It’s from a different group chat.

Wells: Morning, Cherry.




Brooks: You better have dreamt about me, Stunner.




Brody: Breakfast comes to you this morning. Because you have homework.




Homework? I frown. What is he talking about? No sooner do I think it than there’s a knock at the bedroom door. Well, I know it’s not them because Wells would never knock. Or he would, and I wouldn’t hear it.

“Come in,” I call out, not wanting to get out of bed.

The door opens, and I recognize one of the staff.

“Brody sent you breakfast in bed,” she says with a smile. I return her sentiment as she places a tray on the bed, adding, “Enjoy,” before she lets herself out.

I’m beaming as I type back quickly.

Me: Brody’s setting the bar high. You others are slacking.




Me: PS is my homework to eat myself into a coma? Because, okay.




The moment I send the text, three photos populate. I wish I weren’t mid-bacon-bite because I almost choke.

Staring back at me in full disclosure are three photos of the boys, all nude from the waist down.

“Oh. Mygawd.”

My face is the depiction of my words because I just got my very first dick pics.

Hell yeah.

I don’t even know what to type. Not that I plan to text anything. Because my head’s already shifting around the room as if I’m about to get caught doing something I shouldn’t. The smile on my face beams before I tap the first photo and zoom in.

“Hello, Brooks.”

But I’m usurped because more messages come in.

Brody: For your “pretty” regular dick memory bank.




Brooks: You can favorite mine. I won’t tell.




Wells: You already zoomed in, didn’t you? Perv.




Brody: Your homework is to study what’s coming your way tonight.




My fingers lift to my lips as Wells texts again.

Wells: And slacking? Okay.




What does that mean? What do they have planned? I don’t know, but I already like it.

I switch over to the Gang-Banger Sisters and hit FaceTime. Everyone answers within seconds, all with smiles on their faces.

“Girls, you’re gonna need to buckle in, because the tale I have to tell starts with me asking them to show me how to give a blow job and ends with breakfast in bed, accompanied by dick pics.”

Eleanor laughs from the passenger seat of a car. “This is my new favorite podcast.”

“I can’t say it enough. I’m loving this journey for you,” Millie agrees as she floats on something pink in a pool.

My sister answers from where she teaches yoga outside. She’s seated on her mat, clearly teaching, because she points and taps the AirPod in her ear.

And Samantha’s in an office, but there’s a man in a perfectly fitted suit a few feet behind her who everyone looks nervous to hand paperwork to. “But did you come? That’s what we all want to know.”

I take back every complaint about my sister’s big mouth. It’s very convenient for everyone to always be kept up to date on the details of my life.

The suit behind Samantha smirks before Eleanor and Millie yell, “Cole, get out.”

Samantha laughs before he winks at her and leaves.

A whoosh of breath leaves me as they all turn their full attention back to me, and I raise my brows. “I feel like I’m making a documentary. All I need is that Netflix music and mic.” I chuckle and continue. “So yeah, we all came. But…I haven’t had sex yet. And they haven’t even seen me naked.”

“What!” is jointly screamed by Millie, Eleanor, and Moon. I even hear it on the phone and outside from my sister.

My hand covers my mouth to contain my laughter, Eleanor apologizing to her husband for scaring him to death and almost making them crash.

Millie almost drowns after falling off what looks like a flamingo floatie, but still manages to keep her phone above water. And my sister does namaste over and over, probably trying to re-relax her class.

It’s pandemonium, except for Samantha, who’s just staring back at me with a smile.

“I told you it’s overwhelming. I fell asleep the first time because I was so rocked.”

I nod. “Yeah. It’s a lot. But what do they say? Practice makes perfect? So I’m really looking forward to what today has to bring. Because, ladies, my calendar’s officially booked with dick for the rest of the week.”


chapter thirteen
. . .

You don’t get one of us until you get all of us.


brody

What time is it? That thought’s been repeating in my head all morning. Because I’ve been counting down the minutes.

After last night, the boys and I decided over eggs that Margot needs a longer sex runway. It’s clear to us that she needs to get really revved up before she takes off.

Everyone all at once was too much.

We gotta ease her in. But quickly, because there’s an expiration date. And it’s four days from now.

It makes sense. A shitty marriage with no intimacy for twenty years left her with too much unfamiliar ground to cover. She got overwhelmed by everything she’d never experienced.

So today, we start ticking shit off that list.  

The plan’s simple: We edge the fuck out of her, all day, until she’s so feral that she can’t focus on anything else but us. Then we make her come harder than she ever has.

That should be enough motivation to cure her nerves.

My mind drifts back to her on her knees in front of Wells.

It didn’t matter that it wasn’t me. Seeing her and Brooks side by side made me think I’d never last long enough to finish her lesson. It was fucking molten.

Before I can get too ensconced in the memory, I pull my phone out of my pocket to make sure I’m at the right shopping center.

Because also, over eggs, we bribed Moon with some of her favorite vegan cookies to give us Margot’s schedule for today.

I glance down at the message she sent me.

Moon: Here you go. This better be for sexy fun and not because you’re a freak ass stalker.




Me: Well, now you’ve ruined my surprise.




Moon: Ha Ha. She’s heading down to the village around 2 to do some shopping (Lingerie, I think.) 😉 whiskey ice cream beach social at 4. Sound bath at 6:30 on the cliffs. Dinner with me at 8. Then she’s all yours (plural).




Me: I’d say you’re the best, but I’ve met your sister.




Moon: 😑




I shove my phone back in my pocket, smiling to myself because the minute I saw the schedule, I knew exactly what my line of attack would be.

Last night, Margot freaked out about taking off her coat. And she never fully undressed either, even though Brooks and I were both nude when we slept.

So today, she’s going to do some modeling for me.

I pull the door open of the store that I know she has to be inside. Mainly because it’s the only place that sells lingerie.

There’s a ding from a bell above as I walk through. It makes me wince and look around to make sure I haven’t already been caught.

I mean, it wouldn’t be the end of the world if I did, but I’m a guy who likes a surprise.

Sue me. She might after I metaphorically blue-ball her.

The store’s empty, which is perfect. So I make my way to the counter, where a single female employee stands.  

The moment she lays eyes on me, she smiles.

“Hi. Do you need some help?”

“Hey,” I greet, keeping my voice low. “I am looking for my girlfriend. I think she just walked in here a little bit ago.”

The girl looks disappointed but hides it well as she says, “Is her name Margot?”

“Bingo.”

With a smile, she motions her hand toward the dressing rooms. “You can have a seat on the couch. She has a pretty big haul to try on.”

When she starts out from behind the counter, as if she’s headed to tell Margot I’m here, I stop her.

“No, no. You don’t have to tell her I’m here. I’ll surprise her.”

She doesn’t say anything, just kind of shrugs and nods dismissively at the same time, before turning around. So I push my luck.

“In fact,” I add with all the charm I have, making her look over her shoulder, “I was supposed to bring her coffee from that cute little shop four stores down.”

The girl glances at the dressing rooms, then back at me as I continue. “I’d pay good money if you’d be awesome enough to run down and grab two lattes.”

Her head draws back, and she looks me up and down.

Shit. She’s either about to say no or call the cops. So I pull out a Hail Mary. I reach into my back pocket and grab my wallet.

“Sorry, that was rude.” I start counting off hundred-dollar bills. “But she’ll kill me if I forget her caffeine.” I glance up to see her brows raised, so I stop at three. “You can keep the change. Just take your time, there’s no rush.”

The frown she wore turns into a megawatt smile before she faces me.

“Coincidentally, I’m due for a fifteen-minute break,” she offers. “But I’ll have to lock you in. You know, so you don’t steal anything.”

I give a nod as she slyly takes the cash from my hand.

“Of course. Not a problem.”

With a sigh, she starts past me, but just when I think I’m in the clear, the store girl beelines for the dressing rooms, raising her voice. “Hey, your boyfriend’s here.”

She turns and looks at me, shoving the three hundred dollars in her pocket before she shrugs. “You could be a weirdo.”

I roll my eyes and mouth Scram as Margot walks out of the dressing room, sadly fully clothed, with a confused look on her face.

“My what?” she says before she lays eyes on me and smiles. “Oh. Boyfriend…right.”

The little bell on the door dings again as the girl leaves. Margot cranes her neck to look over my shoulder just as I hear the lock click.

She looks back at me. “What are you doing, fake boyfriend? What’s going on?”

I look around as if the answer is obvious. “I’m shopping.”

She chuckles, then points to a black lace bra on a hanger. “You’d look great in that.” Then she presses again, “Come on. Come clean. What are you doing here? And why are we locked in?”

I close the distance as I speak.

“Well, a little birdie told me you were shopping for lingerie. So I thought you could use my assistance.”

She crosses her arms. “And how exactly do you plan to help?”

“I have a very discerning eye,” I tease as I sit on the couch, spreading my legs before my arms span the width of the back.

“Right,” she says with a grin. “Come to think of it, I’ve always heard that about chefs. Incredible in the kitchen and quite the underwear fashionistas.”

We’re staring at each other, and it’s like the heat in the room cranked up a notch.

“Look at it this way. Who better to choose the lingerie than the person who’s gonna take it off?”

Margot stands with her arms crossed as our eyes stay locked on each other for a few seconds longer, until she finally takes a step backward.

She points at me. “Stay.”

I smirk because that’s what she thinks. My eyes narrow as I play along.

“Be quick. Or no fucking promises.”

She rolls her eyes before walking into her dressing room and closing the door. Goddamn, this woman’s attractive.

One minute, then two more go by, and I’m already getting antsy.

“Come out. I want to see.”

“Hold your horses,” she yells, but I’m grumbling to myself before I hear her door open.

My head lifts, ready for sex on a stick, but instead, I get white lace undies over leggings and the matching bra over her T-shirt.

“So?” she says, putting her hands on her hips and turning around on her tiptoes. “Do you like it?”

“What the fuck…”

I shake my head and stand, making her jump. But this is what she gets. I’m stalking toward her with a smile as she starts to giggle.

The moment I get to her, my hands land on her waist before I spin her around and start walking her back into her dressing room.

“Oh, you think you’re funny,” I grind out.

Her feet move quickly as she rushes out her protest.

“Wait…what are you doing? Brody…” She’s laughing the whole way before I close the door behind us, locking it.

We freeze, her a bit breathless, me with a tensed jaw. Margot’s staring at me through the mirror, and I’m doing the same to her.

I lean down, speaking into her ear.

My voice is low and laced with gravel. “I want what I didn’t get last night. Which is you…” My eyes trail down her frame. “Nude.”

She blinks with a tiny shake of her head. “Here? But—”

“Yeah. Here.” I take a step away before sitting on the bench in the room.

The war that’s going on inside her head is evident on her face. But all she gets from me is a smirk.

“Last night, you were on overthinking overload,” I offer, gripping the back of my neck. “Today, we fix that.”

She narrows her eyes as if she’s considering what I’m saying before she counters, “I’m not nervous to be nude in front of you, if that’s what you think. I just had on ugly underwear, and I wanted to look…better than laundry day.”

“That’s not what I think,” I breathe out. “What I think is that you’ve probably never undressed with a man’s eyes on you, let alone three at the same time. So I thought a little practice might quell any nervous —”

“Thoughts?” she finishes.

“Yeah,” I offer in return. “Because trust me. We’re gonna watch.”

She laughs before unhooking the lace bra and tossing it at me. “So you want me to put on a show?” The panties follow.

I catch them before tossing the set aside as I relax my back against the wall, making myself more comfortable.

My tongue darts out over my bottom lip before I answer, “No. No show. Just undress for me.”

The way I level my words at her makes her shiver as she stares back into my eyes. All the bravado she just had melts away until she cocks her head and whispers, “How?”

Damn, the way this woman journeys through innocence to find filth makes my dick hard.

“Just go slow. Show off. Be admired.”

Margot takes a deep breath before reaching for her T-shirt. She runs her hands under the hem and lifts the fabric, revealing her stomach first, before I see the underside of her breasts.

Fuck. She’s not wearing a bra.

I thought the one she was playing with was fitted over all her clothes. Suddenly, the idea of her walking around these shops without anything underneath that T-shirt makes me want to do very dirty shit to her.

Dammit.

I’m locked on her, watching as she lifts the shirt the rest of the way over her head before discarding it to the ground.

My eyes drift greedily over her body, taking in every curve and dip of her breasts, appreciating the slope and how her nipples pebble, begging for my attention.

She bites her bottom lip, just as affected as I feel.

“You’re not done,” I direct.

Her lips part as she lets out a quiet laugh. “So bossy.”

“You have no idea.”

Her fingers drag below the surface of her leggings as she sticks her hands inside them before she torturously tugs them down far too slowly.

Wells said she was a fast learner last night, and I definitely believe him. Because the way she’s staring at me, enjoying my attention, makes me want to stand up and pin her against a wall.

I lean forward, bringing my forearms to my knees. Because I want to get closer. She’s got her pants hovering just above her pussy. Her chin lifts as she teases, exposing only a few hairs.

Goddammit. No underwear either?

“Am I doing this right?” she says huskily.

Oh, she’s fucking doing it right. She’s also testing all the willpower I have in my body.

My plan was for me to say dirty shit to her while she undressed, until she attacked me. Then I’d back her against a wall and let her grind her greedy little pussy on my leg.

That’s the plan… It’s a good plan…

I can almost hear Wells and Brooks in my ear saying, “Brody, don’t.”

“Fuck it,” I growl, standing up, closing the distance between us, before my mouth seals over hers.

She gasps, but there’s no stopping this kiss. Her arms wrap around my neck as I lift her off her feet.

Without instruction, her legs wrap around my waist before my palm hits the wall, softening the blow to her back as I press her to it.

There’s no softness to our kiss. It’s urgent and desperate.

Because that’s what I am—desperate to be inside her.

The hand I’m holding her up with kneads her ass as I grind my hard cock against her pussy. I want to fuck her until we pass out. Until we’re sweaty and the cops are coming because the whole fucking street hears her scream.

I’m not gentle as I break away from the kiss and shove her jaw up to expose her neck, immediately sucking hard enough to leave a mark.

I mean to mark her.

She moans, “Brody,” while she claws at my back.

I grind against her harder, feeling her meet the rhythm. We’re animals dry fucking each other, her tearing at my shirt as I kiss all the exposed skin I can reach.

Her tits press against my body as she pants, tightening her legs around me.

I know that clit is fucking throbbing, begging for more. So I give it to her.

My fingers weave through her hair, my other hand viciously gripping her ass as I rub against her, fucking without being inside her.

“Yes. Oh fuck,” she breathes out. “I’m gonna come.”

We move faster and faster, clinging to each other, my mouth sealed to her neck before I squeeze my eyes closed and growl.

“Fuck.”

I drop her to her feet.

She stumbles, but I hold her up by her waist. My chest is heaving, jaw slack as I stare down at her flustered face.

“What…” she pants. “Don’t stop.” She reaches for me, but I grab her wrist. “Brody…oh my god.”

Her head falls back, making me grin because she is adorned with two small reddish bruises left by my mouth.

I’m silent, still looking at her until I catch my breath. “Take off the rest.”

Without hesitation, she shoves her leggings off before looking up at me. I smile because damn, I love when a plan comes together.

It takes every ounce of self-control I have to take my hands off her, but I do and step back to the bench before retaking my seat. I think it helps that I fucking lost my load in my goddamn pants like a fucking teenager.

She’s standing in front of me, nude, eyes wild.

I swallow before I say, “Show me the red set.”

“But—”

“You don’t get one of us until you get all of us.”

Margot bites her bottom lip but doesn’t protest. She just turns and takes a very sexy red bra and panties set off a hanger and does what she’s told.

“Good girl.”
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brooks

“Hey.”

“Hi.” Margot grins up at me, surprised, stopping in her tracks. “What are you doing here?”

People mingle behind us on the beach. I know she’s here in her little jean shorts and bikini for the ice cream social, but I’m here for her cream. 

“Treats…and I own the joint. Duh.”

I take another lick of my ice cream cone, smirking as her eyes drop to my tongue.

Her hands dip into her back pockets. “Yeah, I just mean Moon said that you guys don’t usually come to these things.”

She looks nervous, like someone would who’s thinking the dirtiest thoughts. But it’s fair because I’ve got my own happening. I spy two hickeys on her neck.

It makes me run my tongue slower over my dessert before I say, “Are you trying to avoid me?”

She bites her bottom lip as she shakes her head. “No. I’m just surprised.”

We stand with our feet in the sand, and I can already see the goose bumps spreading across her skin. Her cheeks flush.

Damn. Brody really got her going.

But unlike my caveman counterpart, the art of the tease happens to be my favorite subject. So she’s definitely in for it.

I stare back into her eyes, only able to hide my smile by the grace of this ice cream cone, because if she knew what I have in store for her right now, she’d probably take off running.

“You wanna see something cool?” I say, giving in to my impulsive thoughts rather than stretching out our fake serendipitous meeting.

God, I’m glad I drew this task. Because we did draw straws for our duties today. Or at least Wells and I did. Brody was a bear about getting the lingerie mission.

He definitely didn’t trust himself for my mission.

See, once we made a plan of attack to help her relax, we mapped out the three things that seemed to fuck with her.

The first one being her feeling so vulnerable nude. Which I know Brody handled because I tracked him down for a full report. And laughed for ten minutes that he blew his load in his pants.

My task is her pussy.

I still can’t believe her ex lay next to her every night for twenty years and didn’t want to fucking feast. Could never be me, my guy. Could never be me.

She looks around, probably for her sister, but my eyes stay on her as she speaks.

“Are you about to lure me into the back of your truck or your basement with puppies or candy?”

“If I were gonna kidnap you, Stunner, you’d have woken up tied to our bed.”

Making her blush is quickly becoming one of my favorite things to do.

“Fair,” she breathes out, then points to the truck we have parked on the beach. “Let me get my cone, and then you can show me something cool.”

Cute. But I’m not waiting.

I grab her hand. “Get it after.”

I’m already walking, leading her away from the beach.

“Where are we going?” she laughs, but I’m not telling.

I guide her up a set of steps and down around a brick path until we pass the main house. But the moment we turn another corner, she gasps.

We’re in a garden. It’s tucked away but still has an incredible view of the ocean. And I happen to know that nobody can see from the beach what’s happening from the waist down.

“Holy shit, this is beautiful. You weren’t lying when you said you wanted to show me something cool.”

“This wasn’t all I wanted to show you,” I tease, cleaning my bottom lip with my tongue.

She raises her manicured brows, waiting for me to explain, but I just lick my cone again, letting our joined hands swing lightly between us.

Margot glances at the garden of hydrangeas. “If this isn’t it, then what are you showing me?”

I lean down closer to her face. “I’ll tell you if you let me kiss you.”

She lets out a quiet laugh, looking shy, before her hand drifts from mine and her palms find their place on my chest. I stand to my regular height as she lifts up on her tiptoes.

But I don’t make a move, just stare down at her.

Her chin tilts up, giving me access to her mouth, but when I still don’t move, she drops back down to her heels.

“Are you gonna kiss me or what?”

“Yeah,” I rasp.

I lift a hand to the button of her shorts before I pop them open. Margot’s mouth falls open as she stares back at me for a second, then whips her face to the beach and back.

“What do you think you’re doing?”

The sound of her zipper moving downward makes her gasp, but she doesn’t stop me.

“You look hot.”

“I feel fine.”

I smirk and tug her shorts over her hips with my free hand. They fall to the ground, leaving her in only her polka-dot bikini.

“I thought Brody told you to burn that suit,” I tease as she looks at me stupefied.

Her cheeks are bright red. “Did he? I don’t recall that…”

“Cool.” I lift my finger, pressing it to my lips. “Now. You’re gonna need to be quiet, Stunner. Unless you want people to see.”

“See what?” is all she gets out before the ice cream I’m holding finds itself dripped onto her cleavage.

“Whoops.”

“Brooks,” she hisses, but also giggles.

“That’s my bad. Let me clean you up.”

My lips descend onto her chest, making her shudder before she pushes me away. But I growl, swiping more of my ice cream to her stomach.

“Shit,” I say, looking up at her with false sincerity. “I did it again.”

“Brooks,” she grinds out more seriously.

But I bend down, running my tongue over her stomach, kissing and licking up my mess. A deep sigh pulls from her body. And I know she doesn’t even realize that her fingers have woven into my hair as I squat.

I glance up, dipping my tongue into her belly button, watching her head fall back before suddenly and almost violently, she comes to her senses.

“Jesus,” she shrieks, pulling my hair as her arms shoot up. “I’m losing it.”

“Ow, fuck,” I whine, rubbing my head.

Margot covers her mouth, laughing as she stares down at me. “I’m sorry.” She looks around again, whispering to me, “But you can’t do that… Somebody could catch us.”

I stay where I am, now on my knees, looking up at her.

“They could.” I wink. “Or maybe they won’t.”

Her eyes give away how that excites her. Fuck, I like how expressive she is because it makes it really easy to read her thoughts when they get dirty.

I bring a hand to her hip before bringing the last of my ice cream to right below her belly button as I speak.

“Do you know what I’ve been thinking about all day?”

She shakes her head, then says, “Ice cream?”

I grin, smearing it lower. “Nope.”

There’s a sharp intake of breath before I drag my hand down her hip and over to the front of her yellow bottoms. My middle finger dips inside as I slowly tug them down, letting the back of my finger part her lips and run over her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpers.

I look up at her as I glide sticky sweetness over her pussy. “I’ve been thinking about how you taste.”

The cone hits the ground just as my mouth presses to her cunt.

Her whole body contracts, hunched over my head, as I yank her bottoms down further and open-mouth kiss her cunt. She pushes at my shoulders, but I’m an animal with a fistful of her bottoms in one hand as I chase her pussy, wanting more.

“Oh my god,” she squeals before I wrap an arm around her, holding her still so I can eat.

My tongue flattens over her clit before I suck it gently. In turn, Margot hugs my head. She’s completely uninhibited, possessed by her need as I greedily lick and kiss her pussy.

“Please don’t stop,” she pants.

My head moves and tilts as I lick every inch of her clean. Fuck this ice cream. I’ve never tasted anything better than her.

I can’t help myself. I bring my hand to her cunt, gripping it the way I would her face if I were kissing her mouth as I eat and eat.

Her fucking clit pulses against my tongue, but I know that means she’s getting close. It’s time to stop.

Fuck. I can’t stop. I want her coming all over my goddamn face.

“Yes…oh god. Yes…”

Her hips are moving, and my mind is screaming at me. It doesn’t help that my dick is rock hard either.

“Brooks, don’t stop,” she pants.

But with a superhero amount of willpower, I do just that.

I stop.

“Noooo,” she growls.

My mouth leaves her clit with a popping sound as I breathe heavily only inches from her wet cunt. Margot pulls the fuck out of my hair, trying to bring my face back before I nab her wrist and rock back onto my feet to stand.

Oh, if looks could kill, I’d be dead.

Although I’m pretty sure I’m on a future hit list already.

“You…you…” she starts as I use my thumb to wipe my mouth. “Motherfucker.”

My hand hits my chest as I crowd her. “Don’t be mean.”

“Me mean? You’re the mean one. This is cruel and unusual punishment.”

I smirk. “All of us before one of us.”

“Bullshit,” she gripes. “Wells fingered me last night.”

Oh, she’s mean when she’s horny. Fuck getting hangry. This little firecracker gets horngry.

My hand cradles her face as I speak with our lips hovered.

“No, we all fucked you last night. Because you watching me crack the fuck out of Brody while Wells had his fingers in that tight pussy was all of us, just in a way you could handle. Let me ask you something.” Her chest rises taller as I touch our lips together, speaking in between the kiss. “You still overthinking shit? Or are you only thinking about us?”

There’s silence before I smile because I already know the answer. Her bottoms are put back in place, her shorts long forgotten, before I bend and toss her over my shoulder, chuckling as she squeals.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” I tease, slapping her ass.

I carry her back to the beach, her giggles floating around me. But all I can think is that it’s fitting that “Cake by the Ocean” is pumping from the speakers.

Because I definitely plan to have her for dessert again before this week is up.
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wells

I walk into the kitchen, a frown on my face.

“Hey,” I toss out to Brody, about to ask him a question, but he looks pissed as he throws away something charred to death. So I pivot from my initial thought and say, “You good?”

“No,” he grumbles before tossing the pan into the sink. “I’m scorching shit over here. Blue-balling her, apparently, has the same effect on the person giving it. All I can think about is her pussy.”

A chuckle starts, then stops as he glares at me. Before I can speak, Brooks walks into the kitchen from the opposite end. He runs his hands through his hair before dramatically flopping the whole top half of his body onto the counter, then humping it.

Now I laugh.

“Fuck.” He looks up at Brody and me. “Can we stop this dumbass plan? I wanna be knee-deep in her so bad.”

“Jesus,” I say, scrubbing my hands over my face. “Get it together.”

They’re about to protest and cuss at me when a shared thought simultaneously strikes them.

“Wait a minute,” Brooks says, standing, his eyes locked on me.

“Yeah,” Brody piggybacks. “Why aren’t you with her right now? It’s your turn, then we get to fuck her.”

I cross my arms. There’s no way I tell them I can’t find her. They’ll lose their minds.

“I’m doing exactly what I planned. Don’t worry about me. Go suck each other off.”

“Not enough recovery time,” Brody growls, still looking at me suspiciously.

But Brooks chuckles. “Plus, he joined the premature ejaculator club today.”

Brody levels a glare at him.

I laugh, thinking, This is a good time to make an exit, before I tap the counter and turn around to head out the way I came in, but Brooks says, “Hold up.”

I freeze, wincing.

“The sound bath is out this way.”

My feet pivot slowly because I’m a terrible liar, and they’re going to see it all over my face. I’m right because Brooks points at me, snapping his fingers before he looks at Brody.

“You don’t know where she is, do you?”

I shake my head, groaning, “No…”

They’re so fucking dramatic because their arms toss in the air, and they yell, “We’re screwed,” and “Goddammit.”

I roll my eyes. “Fuck off. This is your fault. You two took it too far. She’s probably upstairs, rubbing one out.”

Our eyes snap to each other before we break and race to the stairs, fighting with each other, pushing and shoving to be first all the way up to her room.
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margot

Moon: Is the lifeguard on the way?




Me: Yeah, a really nice couple called for help.




Moon: I can’t believe you.




Eleanor: I won’t tell you how hard I’m laughing, but I wish your life was a movie.




Mille: It would be my comfort show for real.




Samantha: Isn’t someone supposed to pee on you?




I look away from my phone when the last text comes up.

Leave it to me to decide the best idea I’ve ever had is to spontaneously become a fucking marathon jogger. All because I’m so horned up that if I don’t expend the energy, I might fuck a paddleboard. So I go for a jog along the beach, powering through for about a mile until my lungs feel like they may explode, until I stumble into the water, only to get stung by a fucking jellyfish.

Me: I’d rather eat a literal turd than ask the old man next to me to whip out his dick and strain his prostate like an SOS signal to piss on my foot.




Me: A literal fucking turd.




There are bubbles but no messages until nothing but laughing emojis come through. But I’m grumpy and hot. And even in my despair, only thinking about dick.

Moon: Definitely no pee. Depending on the species, it could make it worse.




“Okay, nerd,” I snap before looking apologetically at the helpful elderly couple next to me, then turn my attention back to my phone.

Me: I should hold out and never sleep with them because this is their fault.




I’ve been lying here waiting on Baywatch, so I’ve caught the girls up on today’s events.

Samantha: Edging is the best and the WORST.




Eleanor: Agreed. I refuse it. I told Crew that if he denies me an orgasm, I’d fuck his friends.




Millie: Hey!




Eleanor: He knows more people than Nate and TJ, Mills.




Millie: True, true. My bad.




My fingers hit the keys harder than necessary.

Me: Well, I’m pretty sure they only know each other, so fucking the friends won’t work. And honestly, I feel like I’m going to explode. I’ve never run a day in my life, and I easily did a mile. That’s what they’ve done to me.




Moon: You think that’s what marathon runners do before the big race? Everyone’s just dry humping and orgasm denying before they hear the gun?




I laugh despite being in the foulest mood of my life. But my happiness is short-lived because it suddenly makes a detour to surprise when I hear, “We’ve got to stop meeting like this.”

My head whips over my shoulder, and standing behind me in flip-flops, no shirts, just shorts, are Brody, Brooks, and Wells.

Wells squats down and pinches my chin between his fingers. “If you wanted a golden shower, you could’ve just asked.”

The elderly couple next to me gasps, making me laugh. Because I can’t believe they’re standing here.

“How’d you find me?”

Brooks chuckles. “Moon caught us breaking into your room.”

“And why were you breaking in?” I counter.

“To hide the toys.” Brody smirks. “Just in case.”

I scowl right back in the thick of my mood. “Oh…you…”

Wells raises his brows with a grin. “Be nice. You’ll catch more flies with sugar.”

“What do you guys keep saying? I can’t have one until I have all. Then I’d like to catch all three of you and watch you drown,” I hiss.

But he laughs at me. He fucking laughs before I’m scooped up like a bride into his arms, a kiss planted on my forehead.

“Come on, Cherry. Let’s get you some drugs and in the tub. Then we’ll let you drown us in your pussy.”

All I can do is hide my face against his chest because I could die. Although it sounds as if I’m about to go to heaven, so like Brody said, Fuck it.


chapter fourteen
. . .

Give it to me, Cherry.


I’ve been soaking in the bathtub for the last thirty minutes.

The moment we arrived back at their place, Brooks drew a bath for me, while Brody got me some meds.

And the whole time they did that, Wells kept me in his arms. They only left me alone to undress and get myself in.

Was it sweet? Sure. Whatever.

I’m sure plenty of women would die over it. But I’m not the kind of pussy they’re used to because all I can currently think about is scratching their eyes out.

Because all of this is their fault.

There’d be no jellyfish sting if they hadn’t tortured me all day. Never in my right mind have I ever thought about jogging.

I’m fairly positive that in a court of law, they’d be held liable for cruel and unusual punishment, and I’d be awarded damages.

The problem is I only want payment in the form of dick because I’m hornier than I’ve ever been in my life.

My hand slaps the water as if I wish it were one of their faces.

I’m mid-grumble, telling them off in my head, when there’s a knock at the door.

I narrow my eyes, staring at it, debating whether or not to let whoever’s on the outside come in.

Oh my god. What am I going to do? Live here?

“Come in,” I bark, rolling my eyes.

The door opens slowly before Wells peeks his face in. “Still mad?”

“Depends,” I throw back. “Are you still planning on edging me till the end of eternity?”

He chuckles, not fucking answering the question. “May I come in?”

Is he actually trying to be a gentleman? Don’t piss me off.

“Your fingers have been inside of me. I think it’s okay if you see me nude.”

Because I’ve really adopted “brat” as my full personality, as soon as he steps inside the bathroom, holding a towel, I stand up in the middle of the tub.

Water drips down my body as I glare at him.

He freezes in place, half a smile on his face. But like the ungentlemanly swine he is, he dares to keep his eyes on mine.

I give a little scream-growl, and it makes him laugh before I point a finger at him. “You don’t get to laugh at me.” My finger shoots to the counter. “Leave the towel right over there unless you’re planning on doing something with all of this.”

My hands wave up and down my body. I shift my weight to put a hand on my hip, but that puts pressure on my fish foot, so I wince.  

Wells reaches for me, closing the distance in a second. “Let me help you.”

I slap his hands away dramatically, making him laugh as I say, “I can take care of myself.”

But I suck in a breath when my foot hurts again.

It’s clear to me that whoever raised Wells didn’t have any manners because he’s a very poor listener. Instead of leaving me alone, he wraps the towel around my body, covering me completely.

“Oh yeah,” I breathe out. “Cover it up.”

“Cherry,” he says with way too much charm. “Let’s be friends again.”

I don’t say anything, just narrow my eyes.

Am I throwing a temper tantrum because I need to be fucked? I absolutely am.

And I’m unashamed.

Because I am not god’s strongest soldier.

I’ve been dry humped in a dressing room against a wall and eaten out in a damn garden like I was a fucking human ice cream cone.

My body isn’t used to this kind of attention. I’m on horny overload. And if somebody doesn’t start playing “just the tip” with my goddamn pussy, I’m going to lose my mind.

Wells offers his hand, and I take it with a scowl. He helps me step out of the tub, but I refuse to speak. I won’t even say thank you.  

Once I’m out and standing on a bath mat, he brings his hands to the towel, moving them around my body as he helps dry me off.

I wish I didn’t audibly inhale, but I do, because I’m immediately turned on.

Damn if I didn’t just lose my train of thought because I had something sassy to say. But I’m not as quick on my feet when he’s touching me.

He walks behind me, turning me toward the mirror so we’re looking at ourselves. When our eyes meet, he smirks.

“Why don’t you tell me about your day?”

My face pinches up before my lips part, ready to cuss him out until he adds, “Because friends tell each other things. So I’d like to hear all about what you did today.”

It’s not what he says. It’s how he says it that makes the anger immediately dissipate, and my tongue darts out over my bottom lip.

We’re staring at each other through the mirror as Wells slowly raises his hand and undoes my towel. He doesn’t let it drop on the floor, keeping it in his hand as he exposes my body.

“You’re wet.”

You bastard. He takes the towel and glides it over my ass before raising his brows for me to speak.

I swallow, then do as I’m told in a quiet, husky voice.

“I went shopping…”

He gives an appreciative look as the towel drags over my back.

“It was for lingerie. But I didn’t buy anything.”

The cotton swipes over my breast as he says, “Why not?”

“Because I got too distracted…” Like I am right now.

“Did you?” he teases because I’m positive he knows everything.

I just nod, staring back at him as he runs the towel down my stomach. “Is that all you did with Brody?”

I shake my head.

The towel’s discarded on the counter before he says, “Do you want to show me what you did with Brody?”

I don’t even blink as he stares at me, and there’s nothing but silence.

Slowly, I turn around, my palms gripping the counter before I lift myself up, my ass on the cold surface.  

It’s a bold move. But he said show him.

We’re locked on each other, so I decide to up the ante and spread my fucking legs.

Wells’ chest rises higher, and this time, his eyes don’t stay on mine. They rake over my body, like he’s entitled to it, before stopping at my pussy.

This is the first time that he’s seeing me, all of me. But in this moment, I remember the important part of what Brody said.

“Show off. Be admired.”

So I spread them a little further.

I swear to god it looks like Wells just took a hit by the way he closes his eyes for a second and his head rocks back.

A smile creeps out on his face as he comes back to me, stepping in between my thighs.

“You have a very pretty pussy.”

Never in my life. And shame on that.

His palms drag down my sides, coming to my ass, before he jerks me forward, flush to his cock.

I gasp but wrap my legs around his hips, hooking them at the ankles.

Our bare chests press, but I can feel how hard my nipples are. I’m staring up at him, my head tipped back as he looks down, his perfect mouth hovering over mine.

“Did he do this, Cherry?” he rasps.

With one arm wrapped around me, he grips my ass before grinding his cock over my center. I shudder and let out a whimper before I nod.

“Yes.”

Wells forces my body backward, his palm slapping onto the counter as he rocks his hips forward again and again.

I wrap my arms around him as my mouth falls open, and my eyes close. Because Wells is fucking my naked body through his slutty board shorts. His mouth is on my neck, and he’s dragging it over my collarbone as I fucking pant.

“Oh my god,” I breathe out as he grips my ass harder, forcing me against him.

His lips come to my ear. “You like that?”

“Yes,” I whine, moving my hips.

“Do you want to come all over my shorts, Cherry?”

“Fuck…please, yes, Wells.”

He sucks on my earlobe, but it’s only because he’s a bastard, before he says, “But are you allowed to come, Margot?”

I could scream. Instead, I grab his face and push it back until we’re eye to eye.

He can see that I’m mad, but Wells doesn’t care. He smiles and twists his head to nab my hand with his mouth before he sucks on my fingers, letting them go with a pop before he says, “Good girls get rewarded, remember?”

I will commit homicide if he doesn’t follow through.

Begrudgingly, I answer, “No. I don’t get to come until it’s with all of you. Right?”

Because I remember that stupid fuckboy motto too.

He grins and reaches behind him, unhooking my ankles and tapping my leg. So I release him and blow out a breath, making my lips flap.

Wells chuckles, stepping back, but as I begin to close my legs, he gently slaps his palm to the inside of my thigh. I jump, looking back at him wide-eyed.

“Uh-uh. That’s not all you did today.”

Oh. We’re not done. Well, shit.  

His fingertips creep up my thigh, and I suck in a breath because he reaches out and spreads my pussy open.

“Fuck,” I pant.  

His fingers have no sense of urgency as they play with me, running lazy figure eights over my clit, pressing hard enough to tease, but not enough to make me come.

Wells’ voice is so full of gravel it’s deadly as he watches what he’s doing. “Tell me how he did it?”

My eyes almost roll into the back of my head as I answer, “He had ice cream.”

Well smirks. “Did he eat it off your cunt?”

He applies more pressure, and I shiver. All I can do is nod.

There are no more words left. Because if their objective was to get me out of my head and make me feral enough to only think about sex, they’ve achieved the goal.

My singular thought is the need I have for someone to fuck me.

I feel Wells’ hand retreat before he leans in, staring me down before he kisses me. It’s rough and sloppy. But when he pulls away, he whispers his words into my lips.

“Do you wanna come by someone’s mouth or with a cock inside of you?”

“I want it all,” I rush out, not even considering if that’s plausible.

Because frankly, I just want.

His absence feels like torture as he steps away again.

“Come.”

“I’d love to,” I scoff.

He chuckles, holding out his hand, and I realize that he means for me to follow him.

“Oh, you mean…” I giggle and take his hand before he helps me down off the counter.

He stares down at my nude body with his hands on my hips. “Are you okay? Are you ready for this?”

Oh fuck. The same feeling of anticipation and fear I’ve ever had on a roller coaster is the exact emotion I’m experiencing right now.

I am so ready.

“Yes,” I whisper before he leads me out of the bathroom and directly into their bedroom.

As we enter the room, Brooks and Brody are standing by the edge of the bed, staring at me.

They watch as Wells leads me over before helping me onto it.

I think instinctively, as the meal, I scoot to the middle.

Jesus, I’ve never felt something so intense. Their eyes on me make me feel beautiful and like prey all at the same time.

I love it.

Nobody says anything. Their eyes just peruse as the sound of fabric rustling becomes shorts dropping to the floor.  

But fair’s fair. I get to admire them too.

And I do.

God, their bodies are incredible. Tan and toned, with impossibly defined abs and strong arm muscles. But it’s the freckles along Wells’ shoulders and the perfect sway of Brooks’ back that a man gets when he stands with big dick energy that’s really turning me on.  

Brody runs his hand up over his stomach to his chest, caressing his pec as he stares back at me. And I swear it makes me beg for his attention.  

Because there’s something intoxicating about the feeling of being wanted, let alone by three men at once.

“What comes next?” I breathe out, feathering my own touches over my breasts and stomach as they watch.  

Brody looks at Wells appreciatively, “She’s being so good.”

Pride blooms in my chest that I did the right thing. So I try and do more and bend my knees, spreading my legs again. But this time for everyone.

They look at my cunt like animals, their matching chests rising faster, their jaws slack.

Wells licks his lips like a hungry wolf before he speaks. “You want good…ask her how she wants to come.”

Brody spits on his hand first before he starts stroking his cock. “What did you say, Margot?”

Oh god. This is so fucking hot.

Brooks sighs, rubbing his palm over himself as I try to focus enough to answer.

“I said I wanted it all.”

Nobody fucking moves or speaks.

Because there’s nothing more to say. We’ve already talked about condoms and STDs. About how this will work and what everyone’s part is.

They’ve already teased the fuck out of me and shown me what’s in store.

There are two more beats of silence before I grin. “I think you fuck me now, in case you forgot what I was here for.”

Without hesitation, the three of them descend upon me. I’m engulfed and this time overwhelmed in the exact way I want to be.

“I don’t want to be gentle,” Wells growls as he climbs between my legs.

“Don’t be,” I hiss as he grips the inside of my thighs, pushing my legs open wider.

Brooks’ strong hand runs over my tits before he rolls my pebbled nipple between his fingers.

I moan, caught between the pinch of pain and the pleasure of Wells positioned at my entrance, teasing and rimming my cunt. My back arches off the bed as I grab onto the blankets around me. Everything feels so fucking good.

“More,” I unabashedly beg.

Good girls really are rewarded because as I say it, I feel not only Wells’ hard cock, but Brody’s finger too.

“Oh fuck. Baby. You’re so wet,” he grinds out.

Brooks brings his mouth to my tits, swirling his tongue over my nipple as Wells presses his cock against my hole, then pulls back.

“Please,” I mewl.

Brody drags his finger through my wetness, down to where it’s spread over my ass, before he glides his finger back the way it came, gathering my lust before he fingers me.

“Goddamn,” Wells grunts, because Brody’s palm rubs over the accessorized part of Wells’ shaft as he fingers me.

He turns his head to Brody, and they kiss. I stare, greedily watching them, contracting my cunt around Brody’s finger as it glides in and out before I’m left wanting.

Brody walks behind Wells as I suck in a breath, but Brooks lifts his face and seals his mouth over mine. He dips his tongue inside my mouth, just as I hear the sound of Brody jerking off using the wetness from my pussy.

Wells is still teasing me, pressing his tip inside further and further as Brooks breaks our kiss and begins licking down my jaw.

I’m whimpering and moaning, breathless, and at their disposal.

Brooks makes his way down my body, running his tongue over my nipple before he sucks and nips at it, then moves to the underside of my breast.

I’m squirming on the bed, feeling big hands on my body and Wells dipping the head of his rock-hard cock inside me. Brooks’ mouth travels further down over my stomach.

My head snaps up because I know what he’s doing. And I want it so bad.

I admire the filthy tableau in front of me: Wells between my legs, his cock half inside my cunt, Brody behind him, rubbing his shoulders as he drags his hands up and down Wells’ body, and Brooks moving closer and closer to heaven, until he stops right above the hood of my clit.

I’m panting as I stare at their beauty. All their heads simultaneously lift as they look back at me. But it’s Brody’s voice that makes me shiver.

“Are you ready, baby?”

I have never been more ready for anything.

“Yes,” I whisper, and that’s when it happens.

With a low growl, Wells pushes inside me, and I feel every piece of what he has to offer. But my sharp intake of breath is because when Wells pushes inside me, Brooks seals his mouth over my clit.

They’re giving me what I asked for—everything.

I hear the familiar sound of a lube cap before Brody forces Wells to bend. Not enough to crush Brooks, but enough so that he has leverage before he pushes into Wells’ ass.

“Fuck me, your ass is sweet, baby,” Brody groans before he grips one of Wells’ shoulders.

The look on Wells’ face is so erotic that it makes me catch my breath.

Brooks’ palm presses to my lower stomach as he sucks my clit, flicking his tongue quickly. I buck my body, and he lifts his head, my lust on his face.

“Your cunt tastes like heaven.”

I can already feel myself trembling as he dives back in.

“Oh my god… Fuck. I can’t…” is all I can get out because I’m already panting.

“Hold still,” Wells grinds out, thrusting his cock inside me while he uses my leg to hold me in place.

But I can’t. I want to see.

I try to prop myself on my elbows, but Brooks’ big hand presses to my chest, sending me back down onto my back. He kneads my breast before shoving his fingers into my mouth. So I suck.

We’re fevered, and there’s nothing gentle about what’s happening.

The four of us are need and desire, fueled by a desperation to come.

I can already feel my body climbing. But it’s different from when I do it myself. This feeling is much stronger and more urgent. I cock my head, trying to see what I can because I can’t not.

Brody’s broad shoulders are fixed behind Wells, his body rocking Wells forward as he pistons in and out of his ass. And Wells does the same into me.

They don’t have to move in sync, but they do share a rhythm.

I’m drinking them in, fixated on the way Brody stares down, knowing that he’s watching himself fuck Wells.

My body climbs higher as I part my lips, taken over by the ribbing effect of Wells’ piercing. It feels like it touches all the nerve endings inside my pussy, keeping me wet and needy.

But it’s the vision closest to me that makes the impossible happen.

Because as Brooks licks and suck my clit, he turns his face to flatten his tongue over Wells’ cock as it glides out of my pussy.

He’s eating both of us. That’s when I feel it.

There’s no music. No candle lit. There’s not even a song playing.

And I didn’t have to warm up to the idea of pleasure. They made me able to lose myself in it.

My stomach begins to contract, feeling hollow as my body grows rigid. Without permission, my legs squeeze around Brooks’ head as my hand weaves into his hair, trying to hold him in place as I grind my cunt against his mouth.

But he reaches up and uncurls my fingers from his head, bringing it to his cock.

I need no instruction. I use the precum that’s all over the head of his dick to make my hand slick before I wrap it around his hard cock. He closes his own around mine, making our grip tighter before he pumps his hips.

It’s so fucking erotic that it’s all I can do not to pass out.

I’m rocked, feral. I’ve never been more turned on.

He fucks me faster and faster as Brooks eats me like it’s his fucking job. Brody picks up speed as well, forcing Wells inside of me deeper.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. I’m coming. I’m fucking coming.”

My eyes roll into the back of my head, and my mouth opens as my body climbs so high I’m not sure I’ll ever come down.

“Give it to me, Cherry,” Wells growls, and I explode.

I scream, my back arching off the bed, trying to twist, but strong hands keep me in place.

It’s animalistic the way they hold on to me, growling and grunting as they keep fucking me while I crest.

They chase their release until I feel warm spurts of liquid cover my hand and leg.

“Fuck,” Brooks groans, contracting his body, his mouth on my stomach.

But no sooner does he come than Wells moans. Brooks makes way before Wells falls on top of me, planting his hand on the bed to keep his full weight off me as his cock pulses inside my cunt.

But my eyes are on Brody’s.

Because his body is glistening with sweat, his hips undulating as he holds Wells’ hips. His face looks almost violent before his eyes close, and a smile creeps out.

He’s still, filling Wells’ ass with his cum, as his chest heaves before he licks his lips and runs his hand up and down Wells’ spine.

Brooks reaches out and runs his hand through Wells’ hair as he smiles down at me and kisses me.

“Was it worth the wait?” Brooks teases.

I smile because the short answer is yes. The long answer is that it was worth the twenty years I waited. Because I feel fucking euphoric. Like the human equivalent of bubbles in a champagne glass.

I’m goddamn effervescent.

“Yeah,” I breathe out, still fairly breathless. “But…”

Their eyes are on me immediately when I say the last part, and it makes me giggle before I add, “How long does it take you to recover because I’d really like to do all of that again?”


chapter fifteen
. . .

ELOCIN 9 AVE


“Ithought it never rained here,” I say with a frown, staring out the windows of the bungalow as raindrops pelt the sand.  

Brody looks up from where he’s lounging on the couch in only boxer shorts and socks. “Rarely and never aren’t the same thing.”

My fingers run through Brooks’ hair as he reads a book from my lap. I shouldn’t complain; this is actually nice. We’re cozy, holed up with music softly playing in the background.

But still, they were taking me surfing today.

“We should play a game,” Wells tosses out, sitting up as he stretches from an oversized chair. “That’s a rainy-day activity.”

The idea hangs in the room for a second before I shrug. “I’m in.”

Brody closes his laptop. “What kind of game?”

Of course, I’m assuming it’s something sexual. Because since Friday, we’ve been fucking like rabbits, and it’s Sunday. There’s not a surface in this house we haven’t desecrated.

But Wells shrugs, taking a sip from his water bottle before he says, “How about Jenga?”

“Truth or dare Jenga?” Brooks adds, still staring at his book.

I have no idea what kind of game that is, but judging by the mischievous grins on Brody’s and Wells’ faces, I’m in for it.

Ten minutes later, we’ve got a giant tower built, full of questions and dares we’ve written on the blocks. But not the regular-size block. This is like life-size.

I smile to myself because I made all my dares and truths especially dirty.

“Who’s first?” I ask excitedly, putting my hands on my hips.

I’m only wearing Brody’s T-shirt, so I guess it’s a good thing nobody suggested Twister. Because then we’d be right-hand cock, left-hand pussy.  

On second thought, is it too late to suggest it?

“You first,” Brody directs me as he rubs a hand over Wells’ thigh.

I walk around the tower, choosing before I slide a block out. I recognize Brooks’ writing, so I look at him before I read what it says.

“Dare: Do an impersonation of everyone’s orgasm face.”

The last of my words come out as a laugh before my lips press together.

This is ridiculous. But I point at Wells first and give it my best shot.

By the time I get them all done, we’re all but rolling on the floor.

“Wait, wait,” Brooks rushes out. “I’ll do yours.”

I toss a pillow at him as he makes a face that’s a cross between torture, ecstasy, and constipation. Humiliating.

“I hate you,” I kid before he grabs my thigh and jerks me down to his lap so I’m straddling him.

He nuzzles my neck, biting at my skin as I squeal before he makes me look at him.

“Take it back.”

I do. Immediately.

“It’s back. Never to be seen again. I like you again.”

He smiles, our lips meet, and my body warms.

“We’ve created a monster,” Wells says, making me break the kiss and look over my shoulder as he adds, “You’re up, Brooks.”

My ass is slapped, and I’m lifted off the very comfortable lap I was straddling before Brooks is up on his feet, pulling out a block.

Why does everyone have to be down for games that don’t include my body? Wells is right—they have created a monster. A wildly horny monster.

Whatever it says elicits a smirk from him before he reads, “Truth: What’s something you have no business being as good at as you are?”

I smile because this is payback. I got his, so now he got mine.

He chuckles. “I mean, I have so many hidden talents.” He winks at Wells before crossing his arms, thinking, then says, “Math. I actually almost failed out in high school because I was so bored. But I can add, multiply, divide, and subtract any number, no matter how large, inside my head.”

My face whips to the guys because it would be like Brooks to lie just for shits and giggles. There’s no way.

They look just as shocked as me. So, he is lying?

“Wait, you guys didn’t know this…and how long have you been together?”

“Three years,” Wells answers with a grin. “But it makes sense. I’ve never seen you use a calculator.”

“Or a pencil and paper,” Brody adds.

So, he isn’t lying? I laugh. “Prove it.”

Brooks shrugs and goes about finding a calculator before he hands it over, then sits on the couch.

“Do your worst, Stunner.”

“Do I just say it to you?”

He nods, so I rattle off a bunch of numbers as I type them, first telling him to multiply, then divide by another number, before subtracting an even bigger one.

“Okay. What does that equal?” I breathe out with a smile on my face.

He closes one eye, his face scrunching up like he’s deep in thought before he says, “Three thousand, four hundred…and seventy-five, no seventy-seven. Sorry.”

The guys crowd around me on the floor to see if he’s right.

“Holy shit,” they both say as I smile even wider.

“I wanna do it again,” I squeal.

Brooks chuckles and nods. So that’s what we do for the next five minutes until he groans and throws a pillow at us.

“Enough. I’m getting a headache.”

“Fine,” I grumble. “But I vote we put him on America’s Got Talent and win some money.”

Wells nods as Brody laughs before he gets up because it’s his turn. He chooses quickly and reads, “Dare: Share your most embarrassing sexual moment.”

“Easy,” he says, looking straight at me. “Remember the dressing room? I came when I had you against the wall. There was a whole-ass mess in my pants. By the time I got home, my fucking shorts were stuck to my legs.”

The guys laugh, but I say, “Aw, but I don’t think that counts. Because it’s not embarrassing. It’s cute.”

Brooks shakes his head. “That’s how you know she likes you, Brod. She thinks premature ejaculation is cute.”

I roll my eyes as Brody stalks toward me, playfully menacing, before he picks me up easily, lifting me off the floor. Like a koala, I cling to him, enjoying his big hands on my ass.

He walks us over to the couch, next to Brooks, before we plop down. I slide off him, snuggling up close as I stretch his shirt over my bent knees.

Brooks sneaks his hand under the shirt, tickling the hair on my cunt, making me giggle.

“Quit,” I breathe out, but he pouts before laying his head on my shoulder.

Wells stays on the floor, stretching his body closer to the Jenga tower. God, he’s sexy. He takes a block from the bottom, pushing it out from the middle slowly. He holds it above his face as he reads.

“Truth: Confess a fantasy nobody knows about.”

“Oooo,” I say as I glance down, noticing how Brooks absent-mindedly plays with my anklet.

“Damn,” Brody tosses out. “That was mine. I was hoping Margot’d get it.”

I grin, but my gaze lands on Wells as he places the block on his stomach before linking his hands behind his head.

“Same,” he agrees with Brody. “Because I mean, I’ve done a lot of shit… There’s not a lot nobody knows about.”

I lick my top lip and call bullshit. “Not a lot doesn’t mean nothing. Are you too chicken to tell us?”

Wells is silent, but a shit-eating grin grows on his face. And that expression has the same effect on all three of us because we all look at each other before scooting to the edge of the couch and leaning over to stare at him a bit closer.

“What was it Wells said to me the first time—”

Brooks cuts me off. “We can’t make all your dreams come true if we don’t know what they are.”

Wells chuckles, not answering until Brody joins the hunt for this elusive fantasy.

“Baby.”

It’s one word. But the way Brody says it, so gently, but with heat attached as if there’s a promise in it, draws Wells’ eyes before he caves.  

“I used to have this dream that we’re all a tangled mess in bed.”

Brooks smirks. “So, our life?”

“Shut up and let me finish.” Wells laughs. “In the fantasy, we’ve been kissing for hours. The kind of kissing where your lips feel swollen and used—”

As he speaks, the room suddenly begins to feel smaller and more charged.  

“We’re exploring each other’s bodies without limits. But after a while, two of us start getting a little bit more serious—”

We’re listening on bated breath. I blink slowly, feeling my lips part.

Wells plays with the block on his stomach, turning it around and around in his hands. “—and the one of us we’re leaving out gets mad.”

Brody shifts his head to look at Brooks and me, whispering, “Who knew Wells had a baby-girl kink?”

“I heard that, dick.” Wells laughs, lifting his hand and flipping Brody off. “Anyway…you guys fight over me until you decide as my punishment that I’ll be denied any pleasure while you two fuck me front to back.”

The picture in my head has me wishing I had underwear on because if Brooks were to reach under this shirt again, he’d find a slick surprise.

I’m about to tell Wells how relatable his fantasy is, but Brody speaks first.

“That block said to confess something nobody knows. We’ve done that.”

Goddamn. Why’d they have to do all the fun stuff before me. So rude.

Wells ignores him for a second before he sighs. “I wasn’t done. You two are so impatient.” His eyes lock on mine. “You’re the only good one.”

I smile, then stick my tongue out at Brooks, who pokes my side.

Wells continues. “Lately, that dream’s been more crowded.”

Oh.

“Instead of Brody behind me,” Wells says huskier, “it’s you, Margot. You’re pegging me while Brody sucks me off. And I do the same to Brooks.”

Minus the music, you could hear a pin drop in the room.

I’m not sure what to say. My head volleys between Brody and Brooks, who seem as affected as I feel.

Brody spreads his legs, adjusting himself, and I can see that he’s hard. And his eyes haven’t left Wells.

My lips fold over my teeth as I press them together because I’m thinking back to the story my sister told me about her and Scottie. The idea seemed so far away from my reality that if someone had told me that a week later, I’d be almost nude in three guys’ living room, wondering if I could Amazon Prime a strap-on, I would’ve called them a liar.

When the silence doesn’t die out, Wells pushes up to his elbows, staring back at the three of us as if he’s just told us a story about eating corn.

I’d like to eat his corn. Jesus, even my thoughts are phallic and horny.

“Whose turn is it?” he says, completely unaffected by the fact that he kind of asked me to peg him.

When I look back at Brooks and Brody again, they look like they could kill him, and it makes me laugh.

A burst of a chuckle rips through me before I shake my head. “Sorry.”

Brody growls, tipping me over onto Brooks’ lap since I’m caught in my shirt before he slaps my ass and a bit of my exposed pussy.

I gasp, but he winks. “What’d I say about that word?”

“Brute” is all I offer, watching him lick the tip of his fingers.

Good god. Can we just fuck already?

It’s been half a day (two hours). But instead of complaining, I kick my legs off the couch and stand up. “It’s my turn again.”

I’m smiling at Wells because he’s very pleased with himself as I walk over and peruse, secretly trying to see if I can remember any scratches or bumps on the blocks that I wrote dirty dares on.

I’m not above cheating. But luck isn’t on my side because I can’t tell one block from the next. With a disappointed sigh, I just pick one, hoping it’ll have everybody stripping down.

But as I look down, my brows draw together. Who the fuck wrote this?

My head lifts, and I look between the three of them before I say, “Dare: Role-play a scene from your favorite movie.”

Brody laughs as he starts massaging the back of Brooks’ neck. Their eyes meet as Brody says, “That was you, right?”

“Yes,” Wells answers for him.

I drop my eyes to Wells, who’s looking up, his Adam’s apple protruding, making me think about how he swallows.

And I don’t mean water.

“So…” Wells draws out. “What’s your favorite movie, Cherry?”
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“Brooks,” I snap, staring straight at him. “You have to be serious.”

He’s the worst. We’ve been at this dare for fifteen minutes, and he still hasn’t admitted to writing it, but it was his handwriting.  

“I’m sorry,” he chuckles out before motioning his hand in front of his face like a professional actor.

I can’t with him right now. I bite my lip, trying not to laugh.  

He looks back at me with a more solemn expression. “Okay. I’m done. I’m in it.”

The fact that we’re all doing this might mean that we’ve developed a psychosis. But we’re in it now, so there’s no looking back.

My head whips to Wells, his green eyes popping open. “Don’t look at me like that.” He holds up his phone, showing me a video of my favorite movie. “I’m doing character research. I’m locked in.”

I glance at Brooks again. “You should be more like your boyfriend.”

But he counters with, “I’m the winner who’s seen Fear.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I whisper to myself before I turn my attention away from him.

“You know you could’ve lied about your favorite movie,” Brooks adds, making me slow turn my head to his profile again.

“I also could have made us really commit and drive an hour to the Santa Monica Pier.”

He lifts his hands as if to say, fair, before we all face the front door together.

“Okay, go,” I yell so Brody can hear us on the other side.

Suddenly, there’s banging as if someone’s trying to break down the door. It’s hard enough that my shoulders jump.

Brooks lifts his voice, trying to make himself sound like a woman. But his voice cracks, making Wells and me almost die laughing, but Brooks commits.

“Don’t open the door, Nicole. You can’t. We’ll be killed by the nice boy I kind of wanted to hump while he carried my plants.”

My hand slaps over my mouth before I smack his shoulder. It’s of no use. He’s having the time of his life, grinning down at me.

So I turn to Wells with a scared look on my face that keeps breaking into a smile.

He grabs my shoulders. “It’s okay, Nicole. Daddy will protect you.”

The minute he says it, I scrunch up my face and say, “Eww. So gross.” But Wells pulls me into his chest like he’s hugging me, only really just shutting me up.

“Don’t talk to your father that way. Even if I’m a fucking perv who stares at your underage friend’s ass. I’ll still protect you because your virginity’s inappropriately important to me. Just don’t open the door.”

They are ruining this movie for me. Mainly because I can’t stop laughing.

But I use it and pretend to cry. Brooks yanks me from Wells, wrapping me in his arms now.

“Oh, Nicole, I’m sorry I was a terrible stepmother,” he rushes out in an even more terrible version of a woman’s voice. “I take back calling you a slut because you wore lip gloss. I understand now that you were just in love with a psycho. It’s not your fault. That’s on girlhood.”

Jesus Christ. Tears are streaming down my face because I can’t stop laughing. This is the silliest shit I’ve ever done.

Wells’ voice thunders as he smacks the front door. “You’re not getting in this house, David. It’ll be over my dead body.”

The guys don’t have a traditional peephole. They have a speakeasy grate. So as we all get closer to the door, I open the latch to a view of Brody.

His eyes lock to mine, and for two seconds, I’m suddenly in the movie.

He rushes the door and yells, “Lemme in the fuckin’ house.”

I scream, jump scared, followed by Brooks. But Wells swipes me up with one arm, carrying me backward.

“So you’re just gonna let me die?” Brooks dramatizes as I giggle. “You’re on the couch for life, hubby.”

In the middle of his ad lib, the front door bursts open, and Brody walks in.

He stands in the doorway, breathing heavily in a pair of jeans, white Calvin Klein underwear, and a backward cap.

It was his idea after I showed them clips of the movie. But I still can’t believe he owned it all. And I’m simultaneously grateful because hot.

He charges forward like he’s coming for me, and I shriek as Brooks throws up his arms, speaking in an even higher voice and also Southern for some reason.

“Leave my baby alone.”

I’m laughing too hard watching him run in circles, pretending to panic, as Wells is trying to protect me, but he’s basically just swinging my legs at Brody, who keeps yelling, “Nicole,” like he’s Marlon Brando in A Streetcar Named Desire.  

Brody finally gives up and walks over to the coffee table, grabbing a black marker and tossing the cap across the room.

“No,” I rush out, fairly certain I’ve pulled a muscle from laughing too hard. “It’s a permanent marker.”

He looks up at me, keeping his voice that soft nineties bad-boy vibe as he says, “Like our love.”

Then I watch as he pretends to scratch NICOLE 4 EVA across his stomach. He even grunts like it’s painful.

Except he can’t see what he’s doing. So it reads more like ELOCIN 9 AVE.

Wells finally breaks, and Brooks follows. They join me in a fit of laughter that won’t stop. But Brody stays in character. Or maybe he switches movies because he sounds more like Joe Pesci than Mark Wahlberg.

“Oh, I’m funny? My love amuses you?”

He’s stalking toward us. But instead of protecting me, Wells holds me in place by my waist. Brody closes the last few feet of distance with a little jog before he sweeps me up in his arms and tosses me right over his shoulder.

My hands hit the small of his back as I look up to see Brooks and Wells trailing behind. They’re stripping down, sluttily taking off shirts and basketball shorts.  

I’m carried straight to the bedroom and tossed on the bed.

Breathless and turned on, I stare back at them. The three of them stand at the edge, each individually fucking gorgeous, but as a unit—godlike.

I sit up with my feet on the bed before I slowly spread my legs open, stretching the shirt between my legs as I arch my back and lift my chin.

“This isn’t the way the movie ends. The bad guy doesn’t win.”

My gaze lands on Wells, who’s looking at me with so much hunger in his eyes that it makes me shiver.

“But since we’re doing a rewrite,” I add, “why don’t one of you show me how to fuck someone…” I pull back the shirt, exposing my pussy. “And, guys, I’m a visual learner. So go slow.”


chapter sixteen
. . .

Don’t leave…Stay here.


Only the sounds of our shared lust fill the air. We’ve been making love for an hour in the stateroom of the sailboat they surprised me with.

I’m on a sunset cruise. At least I will be right after we fuck our brains out.

“Yes, don’t stop,” I whine, gliding my hands over slick flesh as we lie together with entangled limbs, chasing bliss.

I lick my lips, my eyes held by Brody’s. We’re facing each other on the bed, his cock deep inside me, while Well and Brooks take us, respectively, from behind.

Warm huffs of breath mingle between Brody and me, our faces inches apart, as I grip his shoulders, my fingers digging into his flesh before our foreheads touch.

“I’ll never get enough,” he breathes out.

Brooks grips my thigh, moving my leg further up over Brody’s hip as his fingers weave through my hair right at the nape of my neck.

“Your ass is heaven, Stunner. Fuck.”

Jesus. My body’s covered in goose bumps, and I’m already trembling because we’re hedonists, undulating and rubbing our bodies on each other, owned by our desires.

And oblivious to anything outside our bubble.

“Goddammit, it’s so good,” Wells grunts, holding Brody’s hip, then grabs his ass as he runs his tongue over Brody’s defined shoulder.

With each thrust, Wells forces Brody’s cock deeper inside me, and it takes my breath away. Because I want more. It’s as if Wells reads my thoughts because I feel his hand cradle my jaw before his thumb dips inside my mouth.

There’s something divine about being completely full.

I close my eyes and suck.

“That’s our girl,” Brooks praises from behind me. “Suck it.”

Wells moves his thumb in and out of my mouth, and it must make Brody jealous because he kisses Wells’ palm, pushing his way in, until he’s replaced Wells’ thumb with his tongue.

I happily accept what’s given, darting my own out as we sloppily kiss before I whimper because I’m so close.

“God, that fucking sound makes my dick hard,” Wells grinds out, wrapping his hand around Brody’s throat.

Cocks compete for space, stretching me in the best way as the sides of Wells’ ass indent with each thrust into Brody. It feels too good. Like nothing could ever be better. And I know it’s just as good for Brody because Brooks groans out, “Do that again, baby.”

I don’t know what he means until I feel Brody pull almost all the way out, rimming my cunt, teasing, before pushing himself back in until Brooks and I collectively moan.

They’re rubbing against each other inside me.

Fuck.

My clit’s throbbing as my hips rock and circle, begging for what they’re giving.

Wells moves his hand up Brody’s body, switching his touch between us before he grabs Brody’s chest, then mine. My nipples are hard against his palm, so I arch my back.

Which Brooks takes advantage of as he dives his hand down my sweaty spine all the way to the small of my back. I feel him press, forcing my pelvis forward, allowing Brody to go deeper.

“Oh fuck,” I grit out.

“Yeah,” he growls. “Brody needs more of this sweet cunt.”

Brody’s arms wrap around me, pulling me flush to him as beads of sweat drip down between my cleavage.

Our bodies collectively move closer, skin flush, before Wells and Brooks reach across Brody and me.

They hug us, gripping each other’s forearms.

There’s no space between any of us. Not even an inch. And it’s exactly the way we want it.

Brody’s pushing in and out of me as Wells moves faster, nipping at Brody’s neck.

I want to come so badly. So I roll my hips, pressing down onto each one of their cocks, almost the same way I would if I were riding one of them. My clit grazes Brody’s lower stomach, giving me just the hint of friction.

My eyelashes flutter, enjoying the feel of his hard stomach.

Brooks licks the back of my neck, flattening his tongue against my salty skin before sealing his mouth to it, marking me.

All there is, is this moment.

The sounds of our bodies and my wet cunt serve as the soundtrack for our depravity, and I’d like to listen to it on a loop.

We fuck and fuck, Brody and I staring into each other’s eyes, refusing to look away as our jaws slacken and my body climbs.

“I love you,” I hear Wells whisper into Brody’s ear, and it almost makes me come on the spot.

“Baby,” Brooks whines behind me, his hand grabbing any and every part of my body. “You’re perfect.”

We’re all there at the precipice of heaven.

Brody shoves his hand down between us, letting his fingers press to my clit, playing with it.

My stomach caves as I plead to him with my eyes.

I’m moving faster, but the guys stay in constant rhythm, just fucking every hole.

Brody and I are locked on each other, and I know Brooks and Wells are the same. I can feel it.

“Fuck.” Brooks grunts. “I’m coming in this sweet ass.”

He moans, burying his face in the back of my head.

I can’t catch my breath. It’s happening. My eyes begin to close, but Brody’s deep voice commands my attention.

“Don’t leave. Stay here.”

My lashes flutter open, staying with him as the first wave hits me. I suck in a breath as I go rigid, holding on to them for dear life.

Then I come. My body explodes.

Brooks’ cock is still pulsing in my ass as my mouth opens to scream. But Brody steals my breath and kisses me, muffling my release with his own as I cover Brody’s cock with my lust. He groans into my mouth, viciously digging into my hip as his cock releases warm cum into my pussy.

I’m trembling, tears running down my face as Wells whispers, “Oh fuck,” and lets go just as he forces Brody’s face over his shoulder. Their lips press together, and Wells comes hard, hugging me as well.

We lie there, silent, our bodies still contracting as we come down from the highest of highs, breathless and euphoric.

Nobody keeps track of who’s kissing who as lips touch skin and hands brush hair from sweaty foreheads.

I lick my lips. “That was incredible.”

As I say it, Brooks pulls out, and I gasp over what he says.

“It was better than incredible.”

Brody growls out a sigh as Wells says, “Sorry, baby,” pulling out of him too.

Brooks and Wells roll off the bed, but they’re back within seconds, armed with warm washcloths.

Brody and I haven’t moved. We’re still staring into each other’s eyes, sharing gentle kisses as he grows soft inside of me.

We should do this every day sits at the tip of my tongue.

A week ago, I wouldn’t have thought twice about saying it, knowing that we had time in front of us.

But I leave tomorrow.

And I think I mean it.

Which is currently really fucking with my head as I stare back into his beautiful mismatched eyes.

“You’re beautiful,” I whisper, feeling a wave of melancholy hit.

Fuck. 

Wells and Brooks gently clean our bodies before Brody pulls out of me and puts a new washcloth between my legs.

“Thank you,” I say, watching them drag their shirts over their heads before they offer me my own.

Brooks cages me in on the bed, keeping me flat on my back as he kisses each of my nipples. “Get dressed. We’ve got a sunset to watch.”

I nod, still just watching them—the way Brooks walks over to Wells, who puts his hands on Brooks’ waist before he kisses his neck, then slaps his ass. And I watch Brody stretch before he drapes his arms over Wells, hanging on him.

“Get a move on, Cherry,” Wells throws out as they smile at me.

I return the gesture, but it feels a little forced because I’m fucking leaving tomorrow. But I don’t say any of that. I just say, “Yep. I’ll be right there,” and watch them leave before I get dressed and try to act like I haven’t entered the biggest spiral of my life.
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The wind whips, sending my hair across my face. I laugh, brushing it away before Brooks pulls me into his arms. He’s warm and too familiar.

But still, I snuggle against his warm body as Brody passes more of the blanket we’re all sharing.

“Thank you,” I breathe out, feeling Brooks kiss my temple.

“Anything for you,” Brody teases, then winks.

Wells motions with his head for Brody to move before he lowers down between us, lying over me and putting his head in Brooks’ lap.

The four of us are nestled on the bow of the sailboat, ready for the sun to set.

And it is. Spectacularly.

We made it just in time.

Light reflects off the water like tiny sparkling diamonds as pinks and purples bleed across the ocean like watercolors.

It’s the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. My face shifts as I take in the guys as they stare out. Well, maybe not the most beautiful.

The boat dips, slapping against the waves as we sail. Brody scoots closer to Wells, his palm caressing Wells’ hip before he runs it up and down his leg.

I’ve come to love watching these tender moments between them.

Nobody speaks. Maybe because there’s nothing to say…or maybe there’s too much. The words Brody whispered to me in bed revisit my heart, making it feel like it might stop all over again.

“Don’t leave…Stay here.”

I know he meant that for my eyeline. He meant for me to stay trained on him. But try telling that to the part of me that’s warring with the fact that, while I know I’m just a guest in this beautiful destination, right now on the bow of this boat, I can’t tell where one of us starts and the other ends.

And the worst part about that is the feeling that I just fit.

I know I’m being crazy. And I keep telling myself that this feeling of belonging is one-sided. I’m probably desperate to hold on to something that finally feels good after spending twenty years of my life constantly conforming.

But my brain might as well be reasoning with a professional gaslighter. Because that’s what my heart is doing—making me believe a delusion.

Wells wiggles his arm between my legs so he can hug my thigh as he snuggles even closer.

“Better,” he breathes out.

Brooks smiles, then glances at me, calling my lips to his. And I oblige.

We watch the sunset again, and I feel myself retreating, closing parts of myself off that I spent the week opening, until I suddenly feel a bit of panic. As if I just need to leave.

But because he’s too observant and I’m too expressive, Brody turns my face to his.

He says nothing, but neither of us breaks. We just hold there as the sailboat chases the sun, and I wish for it to never go down.

But it does. And Brody kisses me.

I can’t help but feel like it’s goodbye.

There are moments in life that define you. And some do more.

They soak into your skin, grafting onto your bones and changing the essence of who you are. Brody, Brooks, and Wells are that moment for me.

And I hope one day, when I think about this sunset and that kiss, I’m so happy the memory exists instead of feeling validated that nothing can ever live up to it.


chapter seventeen
. . .

If they wanted me, they can come and get me.


Izip my carry-on and let out a deep exhale just as Moon peeks her head into my bedroom. “Hey, your car’s here.”

With the best smile I’ve got, I turn around, opening my arms for one last hug.

“Get in here.”

She chuckles and walks to me before we squeeze each other tightly. I am really going to miss my sister. Our yoga sessions, which were really just us gossiping as we fake-stretched, were one of the top four highlights of my day.

“I’m gonna miss you,” I breathe out.

She squeezes me harder. “I’m gonna miss you.” She pulls away and wipes her eyes. “But I’ll see you in Hawaii in two months, right?”

I scoff. “As if I’d miss my niece’s birthday. Yeah, right. I love that little monster.”

Goodbyes are the worst.

I start to turn around to grab my bag, but she holds my waist and looks at me.

“What?” I question.

She’s debating her words. I can tell. Moon’s chewing on whether or not to say something I don’t want to hear.

Let’s be real, her mouth always wins out, so I press, “What?”

“Are you sure you don’t want to say goodbye to them?”

I think back to the group chat last night when I had to defend my decision to the Gang-Banger Sisters grand jury. It was as annoying then as it is now.   

“As stated last night, we said all the goodbyes we needed to.” I shake my head and grin. “Plus, I’m pretty sure I wore them out, so they’ll need their beauty sleep.”

She lets me go and rolls her eyes. “Right. Because it couldn’t be that you like them and don’t want what’s going on to end.”

I stare at her as if I’m hooked up to a professional lie detector. And then I fib.

“Nope. Couldn’t be.”

Now she knows I’m lying, and I know that she knows I’m lying. But the truth is saying goodbye feels hard and inappropriately emotional on my part.

Which is not something I’m debating again with myself or her.

I’m putting my heart first. And that means they got a damn goodbye letter before I snuck out of their bedroom and slept in my own.

The memory of them asleep rocks me under the surface of my cool façade: Brooks starfished out with his hand down his pants, Wells curled around a pillow with one leg under the blanket and one out, and Brody, whose arm stayed outstretched even after I left an empty spot where he was hugging me.

It’s the empty spot that’s really fucking with me.

Because I stood there for ten minutes, and they never filled it. They existed around it, as if I was meant to be there.

Moon frowns before she begrudgingly kisses my cheek. “Fine. But let me say one more thing.”

“My car’s waiting,” I say, trying to cut her off.

But she ignores me. “All I’m saying is that if the new Margot wanted to make a fool of herself for love, I think that Brody, Brooks, and Wells wouldn’t be the worst guys to do that with.”

I let out a heavy exhale before I say, “Noted.”

It’s so stupid, but my eyes start to well up. The thing is…I’m not in love with them. We barely know each other. But the idea that I could be, or that I wish they wanted to see if they could fall for me, hits me in the gut.

But I get it together and swat her hip. “Help me with my bag. You’re young and yoga strong.”

She chuckles and grabs my carry-on. “You’re young too. Just lazy.”

I ignore her as I hold the door open, letting her go through first. I’m about to close it behind me, but I glance back.

My eyes shift to the window where I first saw Brody and Brooks. Then to the olive tree where I made a fool of myself in front of Wells.

I pass over the bed where I was caught in a delicate position before I stare straight out the windows.

There’s a tightness in my chest as I look at that damn beach. The one that will always hold our sunset.

“Thanks for the best week of my life,” I whisper to myself before I turn and close the door behind me.

New Margot never overstays her welcome. It was fun while it lasted, and to paraphrase Wells… “If they wanted me, they can come and get me.”


chapter eighteen
. . .

Cinder-fucking-rella.


moon

“What the fuck,” Brooks barks, tossing Margot’s note on the kitchen table as the three of them file in. “She left us a fucking note. That’s too coldhearted.”

I freeze inside the pantry, where I came to eat my feelings after Margot left. But apparently, I’m not the only one here. So I peek through the crack in the door.

Wells looks at Brooks, motioning a hand for him to chill before running it through his hair. Brody leans against the counter, not saying anything or looking up. He looks glued to the spot.

Wells looks between them before he stares at Brody. “Call her.”

Brody’s head snaps up before he shakes his head. “No. Fuck that.”

Wells’ brows draw together as he crosses his arms. “What the fuck do you mean, no?”

Ooh, this is getting heated.

Wells reaches into his pocket, pulling out his own phone. “Fine. I’ll call.”

“I said no,” Brody growls and pushes off the counter, stalking toward Wells.

“Don’t fight,” Brooks groans. “Can we please just deal with this heartbreak like normal people and get drunk?”

Brody waves Brooks off. “I’m not heartbroken. I don’t give a shit.”

Okay, Brody, way to commit to emotional immaturity.

Wells throws up his arms. “Lies. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“Yeah,” Brooks agrees. “Why are you bullshitting?”

Brody’s jaw is so tense he could break all his teeth as he looks between them, shaking his head. “Fine. So call her…what are you gonna say?”

The boys are silent, staring back at him, so he presses, “Huh? What? You gonna beg her to come back?”

It would definitely work.

Brooks grips the back of his neck, kicking at the floor.

But Wells is locked on Brody as he levels his words like a dagger to the heart, “Yeah. And we tell her we want her to fucking stay, you asshole.”

When Brody grimaces and tries to look away, Wells closes the distance between them and forces Brody’s face back to his.

God, it’s like a CW show.

But Brody doubles down. “Stop acting like we’re new to this, Wells. We’ve shared women before. She’s just someone we—”

Brooks’ voice rises, cutting Brody off. “Nooooo. Nope. Don’t fucking do that. She’s not just some woman we shared, and you know it.”

I know they heard Brooks, but Wells and Brody are still staring at each other in a standoff.

Shit. I know they’re mad at each other, but this is hot. No wonder my sister lost her mind.  

They’re like two Titans. One too stubborn to admit his feelings are hurt, and the other too indignant not to push for what he wants.

Wells narrows his eyes. “She’s special, Brody. This week felt special. Like we’d found our very own dirty little Cinderella.”

My shoulders sag in sympathy for Brody as I watch his face grow heavier in Wells’ hand. He’s sad. I’m about to pull out my phone and text Margot, but the misery in Brody’s voice holds my attention.

He pulls away from Wells and shrugs. “Even if that were true, we weren’t special enough to make her wanna stay with us.”

Their faces are killing me. Brooks sits down at the counter, his head in his hands as he stares at the granite. Wells reaches out, cupping a hand around the back of Brody’s head before he pulls him into a hug.

Jesus. Twenty-eight was only a few years ago for me, but I don’t remember being this dramatic.

With a shake of my head, I push the pantry door open. “Do you want her?”

They look at me, surprised, their eyes shifting back and forth between the pantry and me.

“Wha the fuck—” Brooks breathes out.

“Yes,” I hiss, “I was in there the whole time. Let me ask again…do you want my sister?”

Wells nods with sad puppy dog eyes, and Brooks looks at me and slaps the counter with both palms, saying, “Daddy, I want her.”

But Brody doesn’t answer. When my eyes meet his, I raise my brows.

“The truth?” Brody challenges.

“Yeah,” I answer just as strong.

“I asked her to stay when we were on the boat. I stared into her eyes and said, ‘Don’t leave. Stay here.’”

Silence spreads out. It’s solemn and so fucking “cue the music for a commercial break.”

“Oh my god,” I rush out, making their shoulders jump. “You’re all idiots. And surprisingly emo for your age.”

Scowls and grumbles begin a protest around me, but I wave my hand, cutting them off.

“No, you don’t get to speak anymore. If you haven’t heard, we’re in the middle of a climate crisis. There’s enough hot air in the world. Zip it.”

Brooks chuckles, then follows directions, so I continue. “How about instead of running your traps in this kitchen and feeling sorry for yourselves, you maybe, I dunno, put those big feelings into action?”

They look appropriately embarrassed, but I’m not done.  

“The woman just got out of the worst two decades of her life and promptly entered a quad. Of course she’s your Cinder-fucking-rella. But stop being a bunch of Dick Geres and give the girl a little fanfare. Women love a moment, and my sister’s no exception.”

“Nice,” Brooks draws out as the two others look at him. So he adds, “That was a Pretty Woman reference.”

Brody and Wells shake their heads, but I watch my little wake-up call take effect.

Each in their own way mulls over what I said before Brooks stands. His smirk grows into a shit-eating grin.

He walks over to me and wraps me in his arms, picking me up off the ground, making me laugh before he plants a kiss on my cheek.

“Moon pie, you’re a fucking genius.”

I’m placed back on my feet, a little confused, but Brooks turns to look at the guys as he says, “Okay. Hear me out…”


chapter nineteen
. . .

Thanks for inducting me into the motion of the ocean club.


“May I get you anything?”

I smile at the flight attendant and shake my head. “No. No, thank you.” She then asks the gentleman next to me, who orders a soda before she walks away.

Truth is, I should’ve asked for something and made it a double because there’s nothing worse than five hours alone with your thoughts.

Especially when every single one keeps ending the same.

Which is why I’m watching the plane door like I’m in a rom-com, just waiting for three familiar faces to race onto my flight and tell me they’re coming with me.

I know how ridiculous the thought is.

I know that I’m wishing for something that will never happen and that I’m living in a fantasy world. But still, I can’t take my eyes off the fucking door.

Because maybe they woke up and saw my note, then read between the lines when I said in the middle, “Thanks for inducting me into the motion of the ocean club. I’ll never forget it. Beats the mile-high club every day of the week,” and understood that I meant I don’t ever want to leave. So they bought tickets and rushed through security.

I stare, chewing the inside of my cheek, watching person after person load onto the flight.

The flight attendant materializes in the line, handing the soda to my seatmate, blocking my view for a second.

But the moment she moves, I blink and see there’s nobody left.

I sigh. Damn.

The last person passes me by as I drop my eyes to my hands. Two more seconds…that’s all you give yourself to mourn this.

The pilot comes over the intercom, telling the flight attendants to prepare for takeoff. I take a deep breath, grabbing my seat belt to put it on.

But I hear, “Oh! We have three more.”

My head whips up as my pulse kicks up a notch. But a woman with two small kids rushes onto the plane.

“We made it,” she says, smiling at her kids.

I’m so fucked. I have to look away because two more seconds might need to extend a little longer, like maybe the whole flight.

The sound of the cabin door closing is the nail in the coffin of my hope, so I turn my phone off and close my eyes because maybe if I sleep through the flight, this’ll all feel like it was just a dream.
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I yawn, covering my mouth with the back of my hand as I hold my phone. I’m waiting for my messages to populate now that it’s turned on again. A man pushes in front of me, making me draw back before I file onto the escalator.

The flight was long, not that I noticed since I slept through all of it. Which sucks because I bought five hours of reprieve so that now I’ll be up all night thinking the thoughts I want to avoid.

I adjust the bag in my hand as I look at my phone before I glance to my right at the adjoining escalator. A sweet couple hugs; the woman who’s up a step stares down at the man before she leans down and sweetly kisses the tip of his nose.

Fantastic. Looks like I’m at that part of feeling sorry for myself where I notice every happy person in the fucking world.

Gross.

I stare back down at my feet, feeling my phone start to vibrate, so I look at the screen.

“Jesus,” I whisper to myself, seeing a few dozen missed messages.

Did the world catch on fire?

I swipe them open as I lift my head. But the man in front of me has pushed past more people, giving me a clear view of the top.

And that’s when I freeze, my phone just hanging in the air, my brows drawing together. Because, as if I’m moving in slow motion, three familiar faces come into view.  

Butterflies rage in my stomach, and I suddenly feel a lump in my throat.

I can’t even blink or breathe.

People in front of me begin to file off the escalator, but all I can feel is my heart skip a beat because Brody, Brooks, and Wells are standing at the top, smiling at me.

I almost knock the two people in front of me down as I rush off, my voice breathless.

“What are you doing here?”

Brooks immediately takes my bag. I hold up my phone to connect the dots between my fragmented thoughts and my mouth.

“Did something happen? There’s a lot of messages.”

Wells grins, shaking his head. “No. But you left us a note, Cherry.”

Brooks chuckles, calling my eyes to his. “Yeah, did you think you were gonna get away with that?”

Get away with it? What is happening? I shake my head, trying to make sense of them standing here. Because how are they here?

“So you came to say goodbye to me in person?”

Brody hooks a finger in the belt loop of my jeans, tugging me out of the way so I don’t get toppled by all the people getting off the escalator behind me.

“No,” he says, his eyes on mine. “I said, ‘Don’t leave,’ Margot. And I meant it.”

His words on the boat stand front and center in my mind. I can hear it as if he’s saying them again and again. But I thought that was for…

“Don’t leave. Stay right here.”

Brody swallows, and I watch his Adam’s apple bob before he really makes it hard not to fold when he whispers, “We figured maybe you’d stay if you knew we’d follow.”

I’m trying to process. To catch up and understand. But this feels too unbelievable. They’re here, standing in front of me, asking me to stay with them.

Brooks cocks his head to the side and nabs my attention. I must look unnerved by what’s happening because with that charming grin of his, he says, “This isn’t some kind of declaration of love…”

Wells piggybacks on what Brooks said, “We’re not crazy. Just crazy about you.”

Brody smirks. “And that means we’re not ready for this to end yet.”

I’m surrounded, my eyes volleying between them.

“So what exactly are you asking me?” I say as my heart beats faster because I think I already know.

Wells chuckles. “Give us another week.”

I blink.

“Or two,” Brooks adds.

My lips turn up.

But Brody dips his eyes to find mine again, holding them as he says, “Or three.”

I giggle, the smile on my face unmistakable.

And even though I have no idea what I’m doing or if we’ll even like each other after another week, I bite my bottom lip before I say, “Wanna come back to my place?”

Because at the end of the day, I want to see where this goes.

They look at each other before releasing a collective breath.

Brooks chucks my bag over his shoulder as Wells takes my hand, and we turn to walk in the same direction. Brody fixes his hand behind my neck, saying, “If we’re gonna move in, there needs to be some rules.”

“Move in,” I choke out.

Brooks smirks. “Rule number one. We buy a bigger bed.”

I raise my brows, hiding my smile as I nod as if they aren’t the wildest menaces.

Wells clears his throat. “And forgive me, this is intrusive, but what’s in your fridge? Because rule number two is always keep the chef happy so we stay fed.”

“My fridge?” I laugh. “Nothing currently. Because I was on vacation fucking a bunch of stage-five clingers.”

The side of my palm is nipped by Wells as Brody presses a growly kiss to my temple, and Brooks says, “You love us.”

I definitely might in time.

Holy shit.

“But for real,” he adds, not talking to me, “we’re gonna need to hit up some food. I’m fucking starving.”

To say I’m in awe of my own happiness is an understatement because all I can do is smile as they fight over how Wells was too cheap when he chartered the jet because there weren’t even snacks, and over who’s sitting next to me in the car they apparently ordered.

But as the car doors close and the seat belts click, I let out a breath.

“Everybody ready?” the driver says, and I can’t help but think, Hell yeah.

Wells reaches across our seats and tips my chin to him.

“So? Where’s home, Cherry?”

I smile over the word home before I rattle off my address. And as we pull out of the airport, from under the cover of concrete, we’re hit with a sunset.

“Whoa,” Brooks whispers as we all stare out the front window.

Yesterday, I wished for us to chase this forever. And Moon was right: be careful what you wish for because dreams do come true.
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Three hours ago

Moon: Holy shit. They chartered a plane.




Millie: WHAT!!!!




Eleanor: STFU




Samantha: Moon—wrong chat!




Moon: No…my sister never buys the WIFI. She’ll never see this. She’s always droning on about unplugging which is more my lane but convenient today.




Moon: You guys, when I say they were all licking their wounds. It was so sad face… but now the boys are gonna literally land fifteen minutes before her and declare their undying love.




Eleanor: Hold up. Are we worried that they’re already in love? Red flag.




Millie: Isn’t one of them a Gemini? Because that’s a fuck-ass sign for men and he’s probably love bombing. I take it back. I don’t like this.




Samantha: Moon’s being hyperbolic dumbasses.




Moon: Thank god one of you understands me. I just mean they’re gonna ask her to like keep fucking but mark my words…They’re falling in love.




Eleanor: Crew wants to know what the over/under is on “I love you.”




Millie: TJ and Nate got a thousand on “I love yous” happening in under sixty days.




Samantha: Cole says a thousand on thirty days. Alec says same amount for over six months. And Jace and Reed agree the guys are never moving out.




Moon: What am I? A casino? There’re programs for this. But by all means put your bets in ya bunch of degenerates. I’ll keep everyone up to date. xoxo





epilogue
. . .



one year later

“The orgasm is misunderstood. It’s treated like some unattainable prize that only a few get to have. But the reality is the more you know about your body, the faster you realize there are a thousand different ways to the right idea, and part of the fun is taking your time to find the path that’s right for you…” I smile, my eyes connecting with Brody, who’s standing in the back of the room, before I add, “And spoiler, they all lead to the clit.”

Everyone in the room laughs. Even my guys.

They always stay and watch the intro to my class. A class I teach at our newest retreat in New England. Once they came to stay with me, they never left.

What can I say, they’re proud of their resident orgasm expert.

Some days, I still can’t believe this is where life led me.

But here I am, about to introduce the art of clitoral massage. Something I have Wells to thank for. Because without him, I’d never understood how powerful it is to connect with your own body.

Then I’ll explain the perks of cunnilingus, Brooks’ specialty. My thoughts briefly drift back to this morning and him waking me up as he ate me out. It’s my favorite kind of alarm clock.

But the grand finale is internal stimulation from penetration both in the vagina and the rectum—thank you, Brody.

Still the most important lesson I’ll teach today is the art of trusting yourself. Because a year ago, I was a “cherry” to life, not just sex. I was searching for a new version of myself until three hot not-lifeguard-lifeguards saved me from drowning in the misery of not appreciating who I already was.

Now I understand what it is to be loved and cherished. But most importantly, I learned to trust myself. I didn’t even overthink anything when they said I love you to me a month after they raced me to the airport.

People say in your twenties you learn, in your thirties you earn. And life begins at forty. And I agree—at least that’s what it feels like for me.

I stare back into the eyes of the three men who love me and who I love right back.

Brooks blows a kiss at me before they turn and file out, leaving me to my class. Life’s just getting started, and I’m enthusiastically along for the ride.

All three of them.

Thank you for reading! For more spicy humor and some stabby fun, check out:

One Killer Night

Love is patient

Love is kind

Love will STAB you from behind…
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I just loved stories.

Connect with Trilina and stay up to date.
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Comin’ in Hot
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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including by photocopying, recording, or by any information storage or retrieval system without written permission from the author, except for inclusions or brief quotations in a review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Sarah Plocher of All-Encompassing Books, and Sandra of One Love Editing
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