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    A Tale of Embracing the Unknown... Literally


    Lea didn’t usually masturbate in airplane bathrooms, because, after all, they’re bathrooms. On airplanes.


    But half of the way through the long flight across the country to Atlanta, she found herself in the tiny, tinny cubicle with one foot up on the wall and the other in the sink, with her fingers buried to the second knuckle in her pussy.


    Thinking of Sean, her best friend’s older brother.


    Sean the firefighter of the broad shoulders and the narrow hips. Sean of the gentle Southern drawl, the polite tone, the blue eyes, and the wicked, square-jawed smile.


    Sean, who she had always wanted to wrap her arms and legs around, but never managed to do more than flirt with a bit.


    Sean. Who had found out that she was interviewing for the job in Atlanta and had, with smooth, apparently subtext-less Southern hospitality, invited her to save the cost of a hotel room and stay with him. Well, on the sofa of the apartment he shared. But still. Just a door away... Oooo, Sean.


    She wanted him. She had always wanted him, since she was a college sophomore and his sister Kirsten’s roomie. She wanted his strong arms around her. Wanted his big hands pulling her pelvis tight against his. Wanted to feel what she knew would be his big, thick cock spreading… Ooo...!


    With a shudder of pleasure and relief that she knew was only temporary, she came, swallowing as best she could the groan that wanted to explode from her gut.


    Carefully, quickly, Lea lowered her legs, pulled up her panties, pulled down her skirt and smoothed it as best she could, washed her hands, and opened the bathroom door.


    A woman just a few years older than Lea stood in the narrow galley glaring daggers at her. Her elbow-high child was doing a dance that made unmistakably clear just how long they’d had to wait.


    “Sorry,” Lea murmured. “Thanks.”


    “Yaw’re welcome,” the mother grumbled in a thick-as-honey accent that made Lea feel anything but welcome as the woman and her child pushed past.


    Even so, hearing that Southern sound got Lea thinking of Sean again, of his arms and chest and ass and mouth… and got her wondering just how long the mom and kid were going to take, because, oh, she could have started all over, airplane bathroom or no.

    


    The plane finally landed and Lea picked up the beat-up old Civic she’d rented. Sean had told her that he’d have loved to pick her up, but he wasn’t going to be getting off duty until about the time Lea landed, and since she was going to need a car the next day anyway to get to the interview, she drove herself north from the airport — around the city and into Cobb County, where Sean and the other firefighter shared a place, where she’d be sleeping on their couch.


    Well, she thought let’s not lie: Lea hoped that she wouldn’t be sleeping on their couch. She hoped very much that she would at last be sharing Sean’s bed. She knew that she should have been thinking about the interview, but hey — there are lots of jobs. There was only one Sean, and she’d lusted after him for far too long.


    Well. She was thinking about the job interview. It was for the position of assistant business manager of a mid-sized professional theater — her chance finally to work somewhere other than the glorified community theaters she’d been slaving at since graduation. She was excited by the opportunity.


    But Sean….


    Her thoughts less on the road than they should have been, she followed her phone’s directions around the city, past dozens of malls, hotels, and office buildings mostly bearing the name Peachtree Whatever, and out into the gently rolling hills and lush greenery of the Atlanta suburbs. “Exit the highway,” said her phone, and she exited. “Turn left,” it intoned, and she turned left.


    She wondered if she could give her GPS voice a Southern accent. Tuhn leyeft, honey. That thought made Lea smile.


    She reached the complex, parked, and followed Sean’s very clear directions to his second-floor apartment. Fighting down the images of Sean’s broad chest — and narrow hips — that had driven her to the airplane lavatory, she knocked on the door.


    A muffled voice called out, “C’me in! It’s unlocked.”


    She opened the door and was assaulted simultaneously by the delicious smells of something sweet baking and something frying, as well as by the vision of the tall, tapered figure at the stove.


    Him. Cooking. Looking like every masturbatory fantasy Lea had ever had about him, only better. Except fully dressed, but food. Shit.


    “Sorry I couldn’t come to the door,” he said in that sweet Georgia drawl. He finished flipping something in the pan. “I’m up to my elbows in fried chicken. Hope you like —”


    Lea threw her arms around him from behind and took joy in squeezing his chest hard. “I love it! Thank you so much for having me.”


    “Uh. Welcome.” He stiffened before relaxing and turning in her grasp. “Nice to meet you, too, miss.”


    Lea looked up at the eyes smiling down at her. Brown. At the dimpled chin. Not Sean. Oh, SHIT. She released the man — he had to be Sean’s roomie — and stammered, “I’m so, so… I, uh…”


    “Naw, miss, don’t be sorry, that was a nice hello, no doubt!” The roommate put down his tongs and smiled at her. He held out his enormous hand. “I’m Andrew. You must be Lea.”


    She shook his hand and nodded, still speechless.


    His grin grew. “Really, don’t feel bad. It happens more often than you’d think — the captain mixes us up so much he’s taken to just calling us the Twins.”


    “Huh,” Lea grunted. She was feeling the ghost of that muscled chest on her fingers.


    “There you are, Lea!” Another Southern voice called from the other side of the apartment. She turned: it was Sean, no doubt this time. Blue eyes. Square jaw. Nothing on but a towel around his waist. Oh. Shitty shit-shit. He ran his hand through his short, wet hair. “Sorry, I was just taking a shower, I didn’t want you to have to smell me like the hog I am.”


    “Huh,” Lea repeated.


    Sean smiled warmly. “I see you met Andy. I hope, Andy,” he said, his voice lowering in mock threat, “that you’ve conducted yourself like a gentleman toward this young lady.”


    “I wasn’t the one came out half-naked,” joked Andy.


    Lea found her voice. “Besides, I was the one molesting him.”


    Sean raised his eyebrow, that supremely wicked grin on display.


    “Yeah,” laughed Andy, “lucky me! She thought I was you. Couldn’t see your ugly face ‘cause I was dealing with supper.”


    “My ugly face!”


    “Anyhow,” Andy laughed, “why didn’t you tell me our visitor was such a bombshell? Begging your pardon, Miss Lea.”


    Lea felt Sean’s eyes flash to hers, saw the smile turn from wicked to evil. “Didn’t want you getting ideas, Andy.”


    Lea couldn’t think of anything to say to that.


    “Ideas, huh?” Andy snorted and turned back to the stove. “You go get some pants on, boy, and we’ll have some supper and then we can talk about who’s getting ideas.”


    Now Sean’s grin turned sunny again; he waved and turned, and Lea was treated to the sight of his retreating, naked, rippling back and his tight, towel-clad ass as they made their way down the hall.


    I’m getting ideas, Lea thought, and then tried very hard not to think any more.

    


    Dinner — supper — was of course fried chicken, with, of course, corn on the cob and amazing peach pie. “You’ve now hit all of the high points of Georgia cuisine,” Sean joked.


    “Hey!” said Andy, “we haven’t even got to grits and boiled peanuts!”


    Making a face, Sean said, “What a shame.”


    “You call yourself a Georgia boy?” said Andy. “You’re all city, Sean, admit it.”


    “You have to be from the country to be a Georgian?” Sean raised an eyebrow.


    “Naturally,” Andy replied. “Q.E.D.”


    Trying not to get totally lost in enjoying their banter (flirtation?), Lea said, “Sounds like something my mom always used to say: if you live in New York, you’re Jewish. If you’re Jewish living outside New York, you’re goyisch. Um, gentile.”


    “Me,” said Sean, “I have always considered myself a citizen of the world.”


    Andy laughed, “Yeah, listen to the cosmopolitan here. Visit’s his sister off in California, and he comes back talking about artichokes and pizza with all kinds of fancy stuff on it, and sushi.”


    “I didn’t know you liked sushi, Sean!” To be honest, Lea couldn’t remember Sean ever eating a meal that he didn’t seem to enjoy.


    “Oh,” Sean said, he eyes holding hers once more, “I love sushi.” His tone barely changed, and his expression seemed to hold exactly the same open, welcoming grin, but there was something about the way he said it that made Lea’s middle flutter as she imagined him kneeling between her legs. Imagined the feeling of his tongue… He winked.


    He’s flirting with me, Lea reveled. Oh, god, yes, he’s flirting with me.


    Andy laughed again and popped open another beer for Lea. “Now see, me, I like my fish too, but I like it as the first course, not the main dish.”


    Lea’s eyes snapped to Andy’s and she saw that he too had a lazy, sexy smile on, and that — yes — she hadn’t imagined the sexual undertones this time either. Playing games, gentlemen? She took a swig of her cold beer and twirled the drumstick bone she’d been fiddling with. “Well,” she said, letting her voice grow raspy, “I like my meat red, generally. Love to chew on a rib, for instance. Nice, long, hard rib, dripping juices down my chin…” She ran her tongue up the length of the bone. “Mmm.” When both men’s jaws dropped, she couldn’t help it: she laughed.


    Sean and Andy were both turning bright red, but they too laughed, long and hard.


    “Mind,” Lea finally managed to say, waving the bone, “this chicken really was fabulous.”


    “Thank you,” Andy said with a smile and mock bow.


    They proceeded to drink and talk. And drink some more. Beer. And then some bourbon. And then some more.


    And Lea was flirting with two fantastically hot firemen, and they were both flirting back, and she felt absolutely fucking fabulous.


    And just at the point that Lea was ready to pull her shirt off and yell, COME TO MAMA! to them both, Sean — or maybe it was Andy — stood up and reminded Lea that she had an interview in the morning. And then Andy — or maybe it was Sean — walked remarkably steadily over to the couch, pulled it out, and began to make up Lea’s bed.


    And the other helped.


    For a brief moment, watching the two burly boys arranging her pillows and smoothing her sheets with an almost military precision, Lea indulged in an image of both of them stripping off their t-shirts, dropping their jeans and joining her….


    But then both stepped away, wished her a good night, and sauntered together back toward where their bedrooms were. Each seemed to be trying to make sure that the other was leaving the room first, but eventually they left side by side, their shoulders barely clearing the hallway walls.


    Well, shit.


    As Lea slipped off her skirt, her shirt, her bra, and the panties that she’d been wanting to shed since she entered the apartment, she stood there, horny, naked, and more than a little drunk. I could sneak into Sean’s bed, she thought. He wouldn’t kick me out, I know it. Or Andy’s. Or…


    She shook her head. No. They’d made the sensible choice. She sat down and started to look for her pajamas….


    But the air was warm and thick.


    And she was tired. And light-headed.


    And so she slipped, pajama-less, under the covers in the foldout bed, dreaming that the fingers stroking her clit and teasing her nipples belonged to two very large, very strong, very different sets of hands.

    


    Lea’s dream was very, very pleasant. In it, someone… Or perhaps more than one someone… Well. In either case, licking of her foot was involved, by a tongue or tongues unknown. Mmm.


    Her eyes fluttered open.


    It wasn’t a dream.


    A tongue was in fact running up Lea’s instep, sending a flare to her crotch that caused her to writhe on her belly and groan. Mmm.


    “Hey, Lea.” The voice was soft and male and Southern. “Thought you might want some company.”


    Between the pleasant suddenness of her wakening and the alcohol that was still in her system, Lea could only manage a throaty “Uh-huh.” She spread her legs wide, her foot pulling the sheet aside and uncovering her lower body.


    “Mmm,” whispered the voice. “I like peach pie just fine, but this was what I wanted for dessert.”


    “Uh… huh!”


    Without warning the tongue had slid all of the way up her inner thigh and licked the entire length of her pussy, sending Lea’s smoldering arousal into full flame.


    “Shh.” He chuckled. “Don’t want to wake no one. ‘Cept you, ‘course.”


    Lea wanted to say something smart, but a whimper was the best she could do. Her pelvis arched up of its own accord.


    Whichever of the men he was, he was clearly a gentleman. He took the invitation graciously and dove in. His tongue and lips began to tease and pleasure her lips and clit. His nose tickled her asshole, the hot breath sending what was already an indescribable sensation truly transcendent.


    “Hnnnh!”


    “Shh,” he said again, this time against her clit.


    Trembling, Lea stuffed her face into the pillow, screaming into it as he pleasured her with his tongue, his lips, his nose. When his fingers slid up under her belly and began to massage her breasts, she lost all sense of what was happening and where — her body was one nerve, pulsing, now.


    Usually, Lea liked long, slow bouts of foreplay, liked kissing and touching and feeling a man slowly meander his way to going down on her. There was something wonderfully romantic about watching a head wandering down her belly and between her thighs. Nose bobbing as he lapped at her. Eyes open and smoldering or closed and abandoned as he pleasured her.


    But this? Having her face shoved into the pillow, her ass up in the air, and that mouth…. Even if Lea had been on her back, even if it had been less than pitch black, she didn’t think that she’d have been able to see straight anyway.


    Thick, strong fingers pulled and teased remarkably gently at her nipples, causing her to scream on into the pillow as wide, fine lips sucked her sizzling clit against a fluttering tongue. Cleft chin, or square? she found herself wondering for a moment, though of course his chin was down between her spread thighs where she couldn’t tell. But then an electric spark began to shoot from her clit up her spine, joining with the arcs of pleasure fired by those amazing fingers in flaring up to her brain and shutting down all thought quite effectively.


    Thunder rumbled. At first, Lea thought it was her imagination, part of the monumental orgasm that set her aflame. Then, as the explosion subsided, she realized that not all of the lightning was inside of her. There was a storm outside, the kind that rarely visited Lea’s home state.


    Her visitor was kissing his way from her right cheek of her ass across the dimple at the base of her spine to the left cheek.


    “Fuck me,” moaned Lea into the pillow. “Fuckmefuckme.”


    “Yes, ma’am,” said the deep voice. “Always give a lady what she asks for, that’s what I was always taught.” She heard him fishing for something, heard the distinctive crinkle of a foil condom package being opened, a rubber being rolled down over a hard cock. A wide hand ran over her ass, her back, sending a tremor through Lea. . “Like this, or — ?”


    “Fuck. Me.” She reached back between her legs, found a hard, long, latex-encased penis, and pulled it toward her.


    “Yes, ma’am,” he said, a quaver of desire in his voice that made Lea feel incredibly sexy and incredibly hot and that made her want him inside of her right now.


    Again: Lea usually preferred to face her lover — whether in straight missionary position or with a leg or two over his shoulders — for a couple of reasons. First of all, she liked being able to see the affect she had on a man, could be in itself an incredible turn on. Second, she liked the feeling of the cock plowing the front wall of her pussy. Lea had discovered her G-spot long before she’d ever heard the term, had discovered that, unlike most of her girlfriends, she could have a very satisfying orgasm just from being fucked (so long as her lover was big enough and lasted long enough).


    Just now, however, she didn’t mind being banged from behind, her face still stuffed into her pillow.


    As this cock head pressed into Lea’s pussy, however, she gasped in surprise, feeling it surge along the front wall of her vagina: this cock, unlike any she’d ever had inside of her, curved down.


    It was perfect.


    It made her scream. If there was thunder and lightning rolling on, Lea couldn’t have seen or heard, because the cock that was now pounding hard into her sent her nerves roaring, her blood screaming.


    Orgasm, which hadn’t ever quite left her, came howling back, playing hide-and-seek with her consciousness as her visitor slammed into her, one massive paw pulling her hips back against him as the other reached around and found…


    Found her clit, and…


    Oh, FUCK.

    


    Was she dreaming again? Was it all just one enormous, wet blurry wet….


    Lea’s fingers reached down her belly between her legs. No cock.


    No cock, but fabulously tender. Wet.


    Had she hallucinated it? Or had she passed out, drunk and spent on whiskey and sex?


    Blearily she turned over, looking for…


    Lightning flashed, revealing a broad-shouldered silhouette. “Fuck,” he said. “You are so fucking beautiful.”


    So are you, Lea tried to say, but couldn’t be sure that any intelligible sound had passed her lips. She reached up, her slick fingers finding a muscled chest, caressing a tiny, jewel-hard nipple.


    “Shit.” He hissed, and leaned forward, his lips finding hers as the retreating storm finally rumbled its own approval.


    The flame inside of Lea, barely banked, flared back to light. Not quite so urgent as before, but no less strong, and so she pulled his body to hers, burying herself in him, running her finger along his ribs, the muscles of his back, feeling that hard cock, un-rubbered now, straining and leaking against the outside of her thigh.


    Yet he seemed in no hurry this time, and so Lea was able to indulge and kiss and explore.


    Her fingers counted the vertebrae down to the taut swell of his ass, the concave plane of his hips.


    His fingers flowed slowly, reverentially over her flesh: her hips, her belly.


    Down? Please?


    Well, no: as they kissed, as their tongues danced, those amazing, enormous, shockingly delicate fingers explored upward, skirting the outside of one aching breast, defining the line of her collar bone, of her throat, her earlobe….


    How was it that a light touch against her ear could make goose pimples erupt all of the way down to her knees? She moaned into his mouth; desire clutched her again, throbbing through her. She wanted him inside of her — wanted him so much — and yet…


    And yet the passion of their last fuck and the languor of this session had left her without will, without a muscle in her body. She was his, to take at whatever pace it pleased him, and oooohhh, it pleased him to take his sweet, sweet, Georgia-peach time, and it pleased her to be taken so.


    Lea had lost her virginity during the summer before her senior year of high school. She and Sam had been dating for two years at that point, and had done just about everything that could be done with fingers and mouths, and so Lea hadn’t been shocked at Sam’s urgency or his hair trigger. Not shocked, but disappointed. They’d eventually worked out how to make sure that she got her fair share out of their sessions: it had usually involved lots of kissing and caressing, ending with his head between her thighs. He hadn’t been exactly patient, but he had at least tried, the sweetie. Of the dozen or so lovers she’d had since, the more successful had usually followed a similar formula: petting her until she was worked up, getting her off with their tongues, then pumping into her until they got off. When she was really lucky, the man lasted long enough and was properly endowed — neither too well nor not well enough — so that the pressure of his cock against her G-spot and his pelvis against her clit got her off again before he exploded.


    None of them had ever managed to set her alight without actually touching her crotch.


    Her new lover was getting dangerously close. All with a slow, gentle touch that spread over her like honey on fire.


    He broke their kiss, and Lea whimpered. And yet when the lips began a voyage along her chin to her ear, tongue flowing lightly around the lobe and in before continuing down her neck even as those amazing fingers began to outline the curves of her breasts, she found that she couldn’t complain.


    He kissed on down, licking at the hollow of her throat and at her chest, at the top of one swelling, aching breast, even as his fingers traced the bottom of her rib cage, the lines of the abs she never thought she had, the tightly trimmed bush of her pubes.


    And at the same bright, shining moment, his lips closed around her right nipple as one of his hands caressed the other and the other hand slid over her pussy lips, stroking her vibrating clit.


    Even in the moment, Lea was disappointed that she couldn’t have enjoyed that slow, fabulous journey for longer. Even in the moment, Lea knew that she felt so fucking good.


    Clenching her jaw, pressing her mouth against the top of his head, she screamed once again, her thighs clamping around his hand as a slow-motion tidal wave of an orgasm sloshed up through her and back down, leaving her limp and quivering.


    She collapsed, her head flopping back, her legs falling apart, her eyes falling closed and her mouth falling wide open.


    Holy fucking shit. Fuck. Oh, fuck.


    How long had they been at it? Ten minutes? An hour? Long enough for the storm to have wandered away. Long enough for her to have come three times, each as hard as she could ever remember coming. And I don’t even know which…


    He kissed her breast lightly, his fingers still on the other nipple, his other hand still gently cupping her pussy. “God,” he groaned, “you’re so fucking wet.”


    “For you,” she rasped. “You… fuck? Please.”


    “Oh, God, yes,” he hissed, and Lea once again heard the sound of a hand fumbling in a pocket, of a foil packet being ripped.


    This time she wanted to help roll the latex down over that magnificent erection, but her arms were boneless. She heard him grunt as he finished putting on the condom — next time, she’d have to invest in an IUD or a diaphragm or get back on The Pill — any fucking thing so they wouldn’t have to wait….


    Lea started to roll on her belly again, but he stopped her. “Naw,” he sighed. “Wanna see you.”


    And so, half-conscious, she lay back as he slid between her legs, placing himself at her entrance. “Ready?” he grunted.


    Lea nodded, or thought she did.


    Whichever, he pressed himself in, filling Lea with airless, dark flame. “Fuck!” he moaned.


    “Yup.” Lea grinned. Felt her entire body grin.


    As he slowly pressed in, stretching her wide once again, he leaned down and kissed her — no teasing this time, just lips on lips. Closing the circuit.


    In close embrace, in full contact from nose to knee, they began to fuck. Fuck indeed!


    Well, to be completely honest, she was still as limp as a rag doll. He was doing the fucking, slowly, with agonizing tenderness that was just as intoxicating as the wild abandon from earlier. She could feel flare of his cock pressing along the ripples of her vaginal walls, could feel…


    Fuck.


    As they fucked — as he fucked her — his hands continued to explore, to enrapture. She could feel him stoking the flickering flame of her arousal, could feel it building, but so, so slowly that it made her want to weep, even as it made her want to sing.


    John, with whom she’d lived for almost a year before moving back in with Kirsten, had gotten off on tying Lea up, teasing her. Edging, he called it: keeping her on the verge of coming for as long as he could before finally giving her release — but only when she was begging for it. She’d gone along with this game because it felt fucking good, but it had turned out to be one of a number of clues that he was a controlling asshole. A pleasant clue, but still...


    This slow, slow fuck didn’t feel like Lea’s lover was trying to control her. It simply felt as if he was in control, savoring the delight with her, as if they were sharing a particularly fabulous meal.


    “You… feel so fucking… good,” he moaned into Lea’s mouth.


    Once again, “Yup” was all that Lea could reply. Or possibly “Yum.”


    She could feel a slick layer of sweat beginning to form between them, could feel his nipples, small and tight, dragging against hers, could feel the blood build up around her G-spot as the fabulous, wonderful, unbelievable cock massaged it, gently but mercilessly. Could feel arousal expanding her infinitely outward.


    “Legs,” she panted, “up….”


    He understood, apparently, because he slid his hands down under her knees and lifted them as he arched backward and pressed her calves up over his square shoulders. Opening her to him. All without stopping his thrusts.


    The change in angle absolutely scrambled what was left of Lea’s brain, as her body clearly had clearly known that it would. The fuck was the only thing that existed in the world. It was a universal fuck. A metaphysical fuck.


    He was speeding up — minutely, but noticeably, he pistoned into her more quickly, more forcefully. Lea wanted to beg him not to come too soon, to wait for the avalanche that was bearing down on her to sweep her away.


    But her lips wouldn’t form words.


    His thrusts began to become less and less measured, more and more frantic, and Lea almost wept, because it felt so fucking good, but she was so close and…


    And as her demon lover gave one last gigantic, spastic thrust, he reached between them and pushed his wide thumb firmly but gently against her clit, pressing it against the base of his cock, and…


    And the avalanche carried her off in a flood of white pleasure, and if she were never to wake again, she considered it a fair trade. Aloha. Shalom. Arrivaderci. Sayonara.


    To her surprise, however, she didn’t die.


    “Oh, gawd, oh, gawd,” her lover gasped, his chest heaving against hers. Her legs were bent nearly flat against her torso, a level of flexibility she’d never quite managed in yoga, but was reveling in now, because she could feel his cock still within her, still pulsing. Which caused her to contract around him. Which made them both call out to a higher power.


    Carefully, still buried in her, he released her legs. With as much regret as relief, she lowered them, squeezing his softening erection out of her body, which made both of them moan at the loss.


    Lea became aware that her back, her ass, her legs — they were all burning. She was going to be sore as all fuck the next day.


    But it was worth it.


    They lay there, still entangled, as their breaths and pulses slowed. They kissed again. No frenzy. Just touching.


    She must have fallen asleep at some point, because she startled to find him tucking her under the covers.


    “Shh,” he said, and placed a feather-light kiss on her forehead. “You get some sleep, now, you hear?”


    “‘Night,” she rasped.


    But he was gone.


    One last distant rumble of thunder shook the night.


    And all was darkness.

    


    When Lea’s phone started crowing at her to wake up and greet the bright new day while the sky was still dark — while it was still the middle of the night back on the West Coast — she slapped at it with a groan. Fucking…


    Fucking.


    Thunder. And a mouth on my foot. And a nose against my asshole. And a cock screwing me into the pillow. Fingers like feathers of fire. A slow, full-body fuck for the ages.


    Fucking…


    Must have been a dream, right?


    Lea shifted, trying to shake the cobwebs from her brain, and her body screamed at her that it had been no dream. She was sore from knees to nose, but it was a fabulous sore, better than anything she’d ever endured after a run or a yoga class.


    Trying to sort out just what had happened from the swirling mass of over-amped sensory impressions, Lea rolled (somewhat tenderly) to the side of the pull-out mattress. Amazing you’re still standing. She patted the sofa-sleeper on the arm-rest. Well done!


    Grabbing toiletries and her bathrobe, she made her way to the bathroom.


    Which was right between the two firemen’s bedrooms.


    Which one was it? She couldn’t decide whether she wanted her phantom lover to have been the man she’d had a crush on since she was nineteen or the stranger she’d just met.


    Either way, they were both snoring, clearly sound asleep.


    One of them had truly earned it, that was for sure.


    Smiling — still moving gingerly — she went into the bathroom, closed the door somewhat regretfully, and took a long, hot shower that almost returned her body to her.


    When she wrapped herself in her light silk robe and stepped out of the steamy bathroom, she was greeted by two very solemn looking, bare-chested boys.


    “Morning, Miss Lea,” Andy said, while Sean simply turned “Lea” into an eight-syllable twelve-bar-blues of a mumble.


    “Good morning, gentlemen!” she chirped, thinking, One of you was the best fuck I have ever had in my life, and I have no idea which of you it was.


    “What do y’all want for breakfast?” mumbled Andy.


    Sean muttered back, “You made supper, Andy. I’ll take care of this one.”


    Each of them had his eyes on her, but even so, both of them seemed more aware of each other than of her.


    Oh, god, she groaned inwardly, they’re both trying to mark their territory. And while the idea held a certain amount of abstract fascination, she had absolutely no interest in being fought over or peed on. “It seems to me, gentlemen,” she said, aiming for sweet-and-unassailable, “that it’s your day off, and you’ve already provided me with a lovely meal and a lovely bed.” She looked to see if either of them took that any way but literally, but their expressions remained stony. “It would be my pleasure to cook breakfast. Y’all go sit, and I’ll cook.”


    When they tried to object, she reached out and grabbed each by the chest hair, twisting just enough to get their attention.


    Their eyes bugged out and their jaws dropped, but they consented to sit together at the table.


    Lea chatted away, pulling eggs and sausages out of the fridge — remarkably clean for a pair of guys, but hey, firemen know about hygiene, right? She had the sausages frying and was whipping the eggs when the sun broke through the clouds that were the only evidence of the previous night’s storm. “Man,” she sighed, taking in the golden light that washed over the small woods behind the apartment, feeling the warmth on her gloriously weary body, “will you look at that. Just gorgeous.”


    She hadn’t really said it for their benefit, and so she hadn’t really expected them to answer, but still, she was surprised when all she heard from behind her was a quiet choking sound.


    Both of them were staring at her, jaws dropped, eyes wide.


    Oh. Fuck. Silk robe. She started to try to make her silhouette a bit more modest, but then thought, What the fuck, why not? Standing there, knowing that they could see the outline of her body very clearly, she repeated. “Gorgeous. Don’t you think?”


    “Yes, ma’am,” they both answered, making Lea laugh.


    As the sausage sizzled away in the pan and the eggs cooked, she thought, Look as much as you want, gentlemen. One of you owns all of this already. And then a thought occurred to her that made her blush and grin: And if I can figure out who it was, maybe I’ll give all of it to the other one tonight!


    When she brought the breakfast to the table, both men kept their eyes glued to their food.


    More’s the pity, sighed Lea, as they ate in silence.


    When they were done, Lea started to clear, but Sean stopped her. “Naw, you cooked, we’ll clean.”


    “You should get ready for your interview,” said Andy, very seriously.


    And so Lea left them to it, grabbing her garment bag and retreating back to the bathroom.


    In the bathroom, she took stock. No more thinking about hunky firefighters, she scolded herself. Time to go get yourself a job.


    When she came out, hair tamed (more or less), makeup sparingly applied, battle armor on, ready to take on the world, the two men were still in the kitchen, which was indeed now clean. They still didn’t seem to have anything to say to each other. They were standing, arms crossed, leaning against the counter.


    “You look lovely, Lea,” said Sean, which made her middle go soft.


    “Gorgeous,” added Andy, making it go warm.


    “Thanks, boys.” She took a deep breath, trying to focus on the interview, and not on their muscular torsos. “Wish me luck.”


    “Good luck,” they said in unison, and away she went.

    


    The interview went far better than Lea had even hoped. She hit it off immediately with the business manager, a sardonic, middle-aged Canadian with the unlikely name of Sassy (“It’s Sally actually, but they started calling me Saskatchewan, which they then shortened, and it’s kind of stuck.”) By late morning, they were swapping war stories, and Sassy dragged Lea out of her office to show her through the entire building, introducing Lea to staff as they went — an army of fundraisers, marketers, and box office staff, then backstage to meet technicians and the wardrobe department, and finally into a rehearsal — a set designer was showing the cast what the stage was going to look like, so it must have been a read-through. When the cast took an Equity break, Sassy buttonholed Bob, the artistic director of the theater, and asked him to join her and Lea for a late lunch at the barbecue joint across the street.


    Trying not to think too much about the fact that she was now having lunch with the senior management of a theater that Lea would kill to work at, she gnawed away at her pork ribs.


    “I think this is how we keep Sassy here,” said Bob with a broad smile.


    “It’s true,” said Sassy, smirking. “Every time I want to head back to the great white north, someone drops a take-out bag of ribs on my desk, and I know I can’t leave.”


    “We have our ways,” Bob chuckled.


    As they bantered on, Lea felt the sauce from the rib she was chewing on dribbling onto her chin, and she couldn’t help but remember teasing Sean and Andy with just that image the previous night, couldn’t help but remember their stunned expressions. Couldn’t help but remember what happened after the lights went out.


    “Well, something’s got you smiling,” Sassy said.


    “It’s the barbecue,” said Lea as she dabbed at her chin. “I can see why you can’t leave it behind.”


    They all laughed.


    They offered her the job before she’d even finished eating, and she accepted on the spot. The pay wasn’t great, and she’d have to leave California and her best friend, but the opportunity was too good to pass up.


    “Are you going to need help finding a place to stay?” asked Sassy, clearing their sauce-soaked baskets.


    “I… think I may have one lined up.” This brought an even broader grin to Lea’s face than before.


    She called back to the apartment. One of them — she thought it was Andy — picked up, and before he could say more than “Hello,” she shouted, “I got the job! Dinner tonight’s on me!”


    “Well, congratulations!” said whichever of the men was on the phone.


    And before he could say anything more, she hung up and did a dance, right there in the restaurant.


    When she walked back up the stairs to the apartment a couple of hours later, she had in one hand an enormous bag full of barbecue chicken from the same joint she’d had lunch at, with orders of fried okra and corn bread. In the other hand, she swung a bottle of Maker’s Mark, with which she knocked against the door.


    Just like the day before, a muffled voice called out, “C’me in! It’s unlocked.”


    “Can’t!” she called back. “Hands full!”


    “Hold on,” said a slightly closer voice, and the door swung open, revealing Sean, who was still wearing nothing but low-slung pajama bottoms.


    Andy was sitting at the kitchen table, identically dressed.


    “Haven’t you guys even gotten dressed all day?” Lea laughed and gave Sean a sound kiss on the lips.


    He looked astonished, but Andy scowled.


    “None of that!” burbled Lea, dancing into the kitchen and giving him an equally sound smooch. That seemed to cheer him up. “Tonight, we’re celebrating!” She held up the barbecue and the bourbon.


    They were happy to go along with this plan, and were soon all stuffed and pleasantly buzzed. Between the warmth, the Southern humidity, the food, and the alcohol, Lea was getting sweaty, but she couldn’t have cared less. She was hoping to get a whole lot sweatier. Now which of you was my mystery man last night? she found herself wondering as she took off her jacket and tossed it in the general direction of the pullout. And am I going to get him to fuck me again, or am I going to try out the other one. Or…


    She looked back at the two men, whiskey-wild thoughts bouncing through her head.


    They were both staring at her. At her chest. Both licking their lips.


    When she looked down, she saw that sweat had made her white silk blouse all but translucent. The lace bra showed clearly through. She grinned at them. “Well, gentlemen, like what you see?”


    They both looked back up at her, hunger and shock plain on their faces.


    Lea stood and walked around to their side of the table, unbuttoning her blouse as she went. “I have a confession to make, guys.”


    “Oh?” said Sean with a gulp, his eyes following her fingers’ journey down from button to button.


    Andy’s eyes were still on Lea’s tits.


    “Uh-huh. I had a visitor in my bed last night.”


    Both men turned bright red and looked down at their feet.


    Aha! Gotcha! “I got fucked good. And hard. And long.”


    They both gulped.


    “Now, it was dark last night, and so I couldn’t see just who this mystery lover was, and so all today, I’ve been trying to figure out.” She knelt between them. “Was it you, Andy?” She touched him on the knee and tried not to laugh when he jumped. “Or you, Sean?” She ran her fingers up the inside of his thigh and he let out a choking sound.


    “And as we were eating that wonderful barbecue tonight, I’ve remembered something. Do you want me to tell you what it was?” She slid her hand slowly up their thighs, so that all they could do was nod. “Well, I’m sure as firefighters you must have to study a lot about anatomy and such.”


    They nodded again.


    She trailed her fingertips up onto their bellies. That stopped them. “Know what a G-spot is, boys?”


    Again they both nodded.


    “What good boys you are. Well, the G-spot is located at the front wall of a woman’s puuuuusssssy.” She drew the word out, trailing her fingers down the tops of their outside legs. “Now last night, I was sleeping on my belly when my lover woke me and, oooh, that was how he fucked me, and, oooooo, that long. Hard. Cock.” Her fingers circled back up the insides of their legs. Sweat dripped from Sean’s nose and Andy’s cleft chin. “It stimmmm-ulated my G-spot — remember, on the front of my body, and — “ She gave a low moan. “It felt soooo good. It made me come soooo hard!”


    Her fingers reached their crotches; this time she pushed underneath, cupping their balls, which jumped in her hands, evoking gasps as they spread their legs to give her easier access. Such good boys.


    “And then,” she sighed, feeling her own crotch beginning to overflow at the bounty before her, “I got fucked again. On my back this time.” One of them gasped. “And it was slow. And sweet. And aaaaaagonizingly good, and he did it again, his cock making that little spot in my pussy feel… Mmm... I came again, so hard I passed out.”


    She looked up at them as she juggled their testicles. Their eyes were closed, their jaws slack. “Now, gentlemen, do you know what I’ve realized?”


    They shook their heads.


    “Oh, now, gentlemen, I think you have. I think you have figured out what it took me allllllll day to work out.” She began to run her hands up the fronts of the pajamas. Oh, yes. I got it. I win! “Open your eyes please.”


    They both did, each gazing at her hand pressing against his crotch.


    “Now, gentlemen, for this demonstration to work, you shouldn’t be looking at your own equipment. Look at your roommate’s.”


    Sean’s gaze shifted smoothly to Andy’s lap. Andy’s locked pleadingly onto Lea’s.


    “Now, now, Andy, if you’re a good boy, you know you’ll get a reward, don’t you?”


    “Uh-huh,” he gasped, sounding in fact very young. Very eager to please. And very horny. He pulled his eyes away from hers and looked down at where the tip of Sean’s cock was pushing above the waistband of his pants.


    “Here’s what I realized, gentlemen.” Now she stroked their growing erections, urging them on. “I realized that I came twice from having my G-spot stimulated.” She slid each hand up to where each cock had now pushed past the waist of the pajama bottoms; she circled the tips with her fingers. “Once on my belly. And once on my back. And what does this tell us, gentlemen?”


    “Both of us,” sighed Sean, eyes half lidded but still locked on Andy’s cock. “We both — aah!”


    She had wrapped her hand around that long cock, which was now poking him in the belly button, and begun to stroke it.


    He moaned and threw his head back, no longer able to watch.


    As she continued to stroke him, she teased the uncircumcised head of Andy’s, which was pushing away from his body as if desperate for more. “Do you see how good boys are rewarded, Andy?”


    “Uh-huh.” His eyes were still glued on the spectacle of Lea’s hand milking Sean’s long, freckled erection.


    “Now,” Lea pouted, “what I really want is one of these beautiful cocks in my mouth.” She let loose a sigh. “But then I wouldn’t be able to do as good a job with the other, and that wouldn’t be any fun, would it?”


    “Nuh-uh,” they both grunted.


    “I know! I’ll suck the first one of you that helps me jerk the other off!”


    Sean started to lift his hand, but — as Lea had guessed — Andy’s shot out faster, grabbing Sean’s erection at the base while she was at the head.


    Andy’s hand slid up to meet Lea’s, and then, together, they traveled down again. Well, fuck, good thing you’re so long, Sean! she thought as they began to stroke him.


    Sean screamed, and Lea felt a splash of pre-cum spill over her knuckles.


    “What a good boy you are, Andy! If you help me just a little more… Look, Sean! Look at both our hands on your beautiful, long cock.”


    Seemingly against his will, Sean’s eyes pushed themselves back open. “Aww… Fuck.”


    In unison, Lea and Andy sped up; Andy seemed to be as proficient and energetic at jacking off as he was at fucking, because Sean soon started thrusting into their hands. His cockhead was slick; it was dark, dark red.


    Sean stopped, held his breath, and then... “FUCK!” A rope of thick, white cum spewed over Lea’s hand, landing in a long rivulet that started at one of Sean’s nipples and ran down nearly to his navel.


    Grinning up at him, Lea ran a finger through the cum and brought it to her lips. She licked it off. “Mmm.”


    “Lea,” Andy whimpered.


    “Don’t worry, sweet boy. I’m going to give your reward now, don’t you worry.” Turning toward Andy, she worked to free his cock from the flannels that were holding it back; it was pushing out toward her like a dog pulling at its leash.


    The PJs didn’t want to let it go.


    Finally, he pushed the offending pants down to his knees.


    “Thanks, Andy,” purred Lea, grasping his cock in both hands and bending forward to kiss the head.


    “Damn,” he gasped. “Good gawd damn.”


    Slowly, carefully — trying to think through how having a cock that curved down your throat was going to be different — she slowly sucked him in, and he continued to cuss a blue streak.


    She discovered that actually, for such a big cock, Andy’s was relatively easy to take into her mouth, because of the reverse curve. She was just beginning to give herself over fully to giving him a blow job that would repay the mind-blowing fuck that he’d treated her to the night before when a hand began to slide up the inside of her thigh — from the back.


    “Aw, sweetheart,” whispered Sean into her ear. “You have no idea how fucking hot you look, that pretty mouth stretched around his big ol’ thang.”


    She moaned, mouth full of thang, incredibly nimble fingers exploring her crotch.


    “What reward’ll you give me, Lea,” Sean whispered on, his other hand gliding just over her belly, her breasts, “if I help you suck this country boy off.”


    Releasing the dick in question from her mouth but not her hands, she groaned, “Anything you fucking want.”


    “Anything?”


    “Yup.” Not wanting to lose herself in those blue eyes, in the feeling of those strong, gentle fingers on her flesh, or the thought of that cock… She went back to sucking on Andy’s equally lovely pound of flesh.


    “What I want, Lea,” said Sean, fingers scintillating as he leaned forward with her and gave one of Andy’s heavy balls a slow lick. “What I’ve wanted since I met you seven years ago…” He sucked the testicle into his mouth and released it, causing Andy to howl and a dollop of bitter pre-cum to splash into Lea’s mouth. “What I want, baby, is you.” He ran his tongue up the length of Andy’s erection until his mouth met hers; together they devoured Andy, whose fingers tangled in both heads of hair.


    And as they kissed around Andy’s cock — a kiss that Lea too had been dreaming about for seven years, though she’d never anticipated the swelling cock head pressing between and through their lips — Sean moved Lea’s panties smoothly to the side, slipped his once-more hard cock smoothly into her, and for a moment — just one endless, timeless moment — the whole fucking world was absolutely fucking perfect.

  


 The Visitor Comes Home
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Lea was back in an airplane bathroom; her legs were down this time, and her panties were up; she was done using the facilities, and masturbation was the last thing on her mind — and the last thing that her body could handle.

Sean and Andy had made very sure that she’d had all that she could handle over the last three days. And nights. 

Well, more than she could handle, which she wouldn’t have thought possible. She wouldn’t be walking straight for days. Probably wouldn’t be able to touch herself for weeks. Well. Till the next day, anyway. Well. Okay. Until that night. If she were careful.

Not that she would be complaining any time soon.

But what she wasn’t sure how to handle was how to explain any or all of this to her best friend and roommate, Kirsten — Sean’s sister. Lea couldn’t think of a good way to approach the fact that not only had Lea finally, finally bedded Kirsten’s older brother, whom Lea’d crushed on and lusted after since the two women were still in college, but that they’d frolicked with Sean’s roommate. Who, like Sean, was a tall, broad-shouldered, Southern firefighter. A wet dream on legs.

And that was quite outside the difficulty of letting Lea’s best friend know that she would be leaving San Francisco at the end of the month, leaving Kirsten without a roommate.

It was overwhelming to feel so excited and satisfied at the same time as Lea felt nervous and sore.

The bell rang and the captain’s voice rang out. “We’ve got some turbulence ahead. Please take your seats and buckle your seat belts. We’ll try to keep this as smooth and as entertaining as possible.”

Thanks, thought Lea. Will you come home with me?



When Lea texted Landed! from the airport and didn’t get a text back, she figured that Kirsten was at work; the Union Square store looked askance at pulling out your phone on the sales floor. Still, it would have been nice.

So Lea sent the same text to Sean and Andy and was gratified to receive great miss u from Andy and WHEN ARE YOU COMING BACK???? from Sean. She was grinning from her head to her aching hamstrings as she boarded the BART train and texted back Can’t wait to come back there and burn down the REST of Dixie!

Her two Georgia boys informed her that would never happen, not even if she brought Sherman and his whole army. 

She informed them — as her bus approached her stop — that the only army she planned on encountering when she came back to Atlanta was the two of them, and she had every hope that the South would rise again. And again.

Which they solemnly promised her it would.

Backpack on her back, Lea was giggling — giggling! — as she made her way up to her floor, fished out her keys, and threw open the door to the crowded one-bedroom that she shared with Kirsten.

The apartment was small. Lea and Kirsten had learned to deal with this. They’d lived together before, were (mostly) compatible and (mostly) in sync, and so they’d learned how to avoid being walked in on — or being the one who walked in.

Obviously, the lesson hadn’t stuck, because the sight that greeted Lea upon returning from her odyssey was her best friend, head thrown back in ecstasy, her blonde mane trailing along the length of the kitchen table, her legs wrapped over a pair of very fine, very feminine shoulders.

“SORRY!” shouted Lea before her brain could point out to her that she could simply have closed the door and come back later.

Kirsten’s blue eyes — the same ridiculous, washed-denim blue as her brother’s — flew open, as did Kirsten’s mouth. The woman who was pleasuring Kirsten looked up into Kirsten’s face, and then spun around on her knees and screamed, covering her body and bolting through the door to the apartment’s miniscule bathroom, which she shut with a bang.

Kirsten and Lea stared at each other.

“I… I…” spluttered Kirsten.

“Sorry, I’ll come back, oh, god, I’m so sorry!”

“No, Lea, wait,” soft, long, Georgia vowels called out.

Head whirling, Lea turned to the front door, took a breath and closed it. “You, um, want to put some clothes on?”

Behind Lea, Kirsten chuckled. “Kinda late for that.”

Lea turned and tried to return her friend’s grin. Given how awkward Kirsten’s smile looked and how brightly Kirsten was blushing from head to mid-thigh, Lea figured she was doing a pretty good job of approximating it.

“Um,” Kirsten began, then shook her head and chuckled. “Thought you were coming back tomorrow.”

“Nope.”

“Guess not.”

The friends both laughed, and Lea felt her heart begin to descend from her throat when she made out a quiet, sustained sniffle from the bathroom.

Kirsten grimaced and went over to the bathroom door. “Hey, Gianna, sweety? You want your clothes?”

“Please.” The voice from behind the door was very small and very moist.

Lea picked up the skirt, top, and undies at her feet that looked nothing like anything she'd ever seen Kirsten wear and raised an eyebrow at her friend.

Kirsten shrugged and took the clothes, turning to the bathroom door and knocking. “Here y’are, sweetie.” She passed the clothes through.

Lea found herself staring at her friend’s naked back, at the freckles that were so much like the ones she’d been staring at — licking — just that morning. She shook her head, trying to clear it.

The bathroom door opened. Gianna turned out to be a very petite woman. She shuffled out, her eyes downcast.

Kirsten turned to Lea, tits high, as if they were meeting at a formal ball. “Gianna, I’ve told you about my friend Lea. Lea…” Kirsten’s eyes widened slightly. “This is my… my girlfriend Gianna.”

Lea and Gianna both glanced at Kirsten before looking at each other.

“Nice to meet you,” said Lea.

“Pleasure,” said Gianna, almost managing a smile before her dark skin darkened several shades. “Call me, K. Bye,” she murmured to Kirsten, kissing the blonde on the lips very briefly before disappearing out the door.

Lea finally dropped her backpack to the floor.

“Welcome home?” Kirsten flashed a dazzling, off-center smile.

“Thanks. Kirsten? Girlfriend?”

“Uh, yeah.” The blush that had begun finally to recede on Kirsten’s fair skin came roaring back.

“I mean,” Lea said, “that’s great, but… Wow. Since when?”

“’Bout a month.” When she noticed Lea’s shocked expression, Kirsten shrugged. “Well, honey, you’ve been a bit pre-occupied with the whole job search. And… Anyway. Yeah.”

“So, girls?”

“Yup.”

“Did you just —?”

“Oh, gawd, no. She’s not the first or anything.”

“Really?”

Blushing fully now, Kirsten turned and walked into their kitchen. “Um, naw. Remember Billy?”

“The guy with the thing for handcuffs?”

“Yeah, but, see, um, more of a Billie-with-an-i-e than a Billy-with-a-y.” Kirsten grabbed a bottle of Pinot Gris out of the fridge and poured two large water glasses full. 

“Oh.” Fuck. That had been… Just after college! No wonder Kirsten had never brought him — her — over. “Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

Kirsten’s shoulder’s slumped. “Some of us don’t come from liberal San Fran families, sweetie.” She handed Lea one glass of wine and sipped at the other.

“Kirsten…”

“Yeah, well, see, also, see, I mean I’ve always liked guys too, but see, I’ve known I’ve liked girls a long time, only I didn’t actually think that was anything I could, you know, do something about until college.”

“So? You could have told me!”

Kirsten favored Lea with a miserable smirk. “Sweetie. You’re my best friend. And that’s why I couldn’t.”

Lea just stared at Kirsten.

“Gawd, Lea, don’t…” Kirsten looked away, took a drink, and put down the glass. “I couldn’t tell you, sweetie, ‘cause, you know, besides being my roommate and my BFF and all that shit, you have a cute fucking ass and I had a huge fucking crush on you that confused the shit out of me, okay?”

“Uh. Okay?” Lea tried to consider whether any of this upset her or weirded her out. Nope. Well, it did made Kirsten’s whole obsession with helping Lea choose her underwear seem a bit less benign. But other than that… nope.

“And I still love you, but no, not like that. I mean, I figured out real quick you were just about the straightest girl on God’s green earth, so I haven’t been lusting after you all these years, which I didn’t want you to have to think about, which is another reason why I didn’t tell you, okay?”

Lea clicked her glass to her friend’s. “Okay, K. I got it. I’m sorry.”

Kirsten laughed. “Sorry? What the hell for?”

“That you didn’t feel like you could just tell me.”

“Aw, honey, I probably should have long ago. I mean, I guess I knew you wouldn’t mind, I just…” She shrugged again.

“Hey, no prob.” Lea frowned. “I’d give you a hug, but that seems like it would be sending the wrong signal.”

Kirsten gave a sad smirk and shook her head. “Yeah. How ‘bout I get some clothes on?”

“If you think it would help.” A laugh fought its way up Lea’s throat. “Thought you said it was too late?”

“Yeah, well, your damn city is cold, and anyway, I’m feeling kinda stupid standing here butt-naked.” She walked around the table and picked up her dress.

“So. Gianna? Seems… nice.”

For the first time that Lea could remember, Kirsten turned away as she got dressed. “She is, a real sweetie.”

“Hope I didn’t scare her off.”

“Me too. Actually, that’s another thing I probably shoulda talked to you about before now.” Kirsten turned around, fully dressed but uncharacteristically timid.

Lea walked over and gave her a hug — fuck sending the wrong message. “Talked to me about what?”

“Well, see…” After a moment’s hesitation, Kirsten hugged her back. “See, we’ve gotten kinda serious, the last few weeks, and, see, she’s got this nice little place on Leavenworth, just a few blocks from the store, and, um…”

Lea backed up and looked at her friend, whose expression had gone from humiliated to thoroughly miserable. “What? You… You want to move in with her?”

“Um. Yeah?” Kirsten’s brows bowed down. “But see, I didn’t want to leave you having to pay for this place on your own, so — ”

Lea laughed and hugged her friend, so that some of the wine poured down Lea’s back. “And here I was worried about having to tell you!”

“Tell…?” Then Kirsten gasped. “Oh! Sweetie! You got the job?”

“Yup!”

“That’s so great! Hey! Congratulations!” Now Kirsten gave Lea a real hug. “Wow! Can’t wait to tell Sean!”

“Um. He already knows.”

Kirsten pulled back from her friend and peered into her face. “Oh?” Kristen began to grin.

Now it was Lea’s turn to blush.

Kirsten gave a whoop and hugged Lea again. “Are you telling me you and Big Bro finally got off y’all’s asses and got lucky?”

“Oh, boy, yeah.” Lea knew that she was turning bright red, but she too was laughing; it was hard not to laugh with Kirsten — or with her brother, for that matter.

“Thank gawd!” Kirsten gave Lea another squeeze and went to refill her wine, most of which she’d now spilled. “If I had to listen to the two of y’all lust after each other any more — ” Kirsten turned back and shot Lea a supremely wicked grin. “So? Was it good? Did y’all fuck each other’s brains out? I mean, I don’t want details, this is my brother and all, but still. Dish, girl!”

“Um. Yeah. God. Kirsten!” That morning, in the back of Andy’s Yukon, Sean licking Lea’s pussy while Andy suckled on her nipples… They had made her feel exactly as if she had just had not one but two amazing men pleasure her in every way imaginable for three whole days and nights. Which in fact she had. Lea could barely bend her own brain about what had happened. She couldn’t even begin to think how to tell her best friend, who happened to be one of her lovers’ sister. She figured that nothing that she could say would come anywhere near to the truth.

“Wow,” laughed Kirsten. “I always thought Big Bro was the mushy, romantic type. Didn’t figure he’d fuck you speechless!”

“Had help,” Lea muttered. 

She hadn’t meant to say it out loud, and so she was shocked when her friend blinked at her. “Say what?”

“Uh.” Lea hid behind her glass of wine.

“No, no, no, Miss Lea, you don’t get to drop a little bomb like that and then play peek-a-boo!” Kirsten squinted through Lea’s Pinot Gris. “Now, did you say what I thought you said?”

Lea sighed. She’d figured that — if the arrangement continued, as it showed every sign of doing — she was going to have to tell Kirsten eventually. She just hadn’t planned on blurting it out quite so soon. “What did you think I said?” 

Kirsten made a face that was even more contorted viewed through the glass. “Sounded like maybe you and Sean had some company.”

Lea just nodded.

“Well, damn! What did…?” Kirsten gasped, reached out, and moved Lea’s glass to the side. “Please tell me it was Andrew.”

Again, all that Lea could do was nod.

“Holy fuck.” Beyond that statement, Kirsten was speechless — a rare occurrence. After a moment she recovered. “I mean, those big country boys don’t usually do a thang for me, but he is a beautiful piece of man-flesh, sure enough.”

“Tell me about it,” sighed Lea.

“No, honey, you tell me!” Kirsten laughed, then shook her head and held up her hand. “I mean, naw, bleh, don’t. Don’t wanna hear about it if Sean was… I mean, are we talking, you know, both of them?”

“Uh-huh.”

“At the same time?”

“Well,” Lea said, fidgeting, “first night it was one, then the other.” She shivered, remembering the two mind-scrambling fucks, remembering the thunder. “But after I got the job…”

“Holy fuck,” Kirsten said again, looking properly stunned. She bit her lip. “Um. Did Sean and Andrew…?” She pointed her index fingers at each other, sloshing some more wine.

“I think I’m going to let Sean tell you about that.” Lea took a deep breath and a sip of wine. “And you can tell him about Gianna.”

“Wow. Uh. Yeah.” Kirsten drank from her glass, and shook her head again. “There’s a conversation our mama won’t ever want to hear about. And here I always thought Sean was the good one in the family.”

“Oh,” laughed Lea, “I think you’re both wonderful.”



As it turned out Lea hadn’t scared Gianna off. Though the petite brunette seemed very calm when she picked Kirsten up to go to dinner, however, Gianna still couldn’t look Lea in the face.

“You sure you don’t want to join us, Lea?” Kirsten asked for the third time.

“No, I think I’ve interrupted you two enough for today,” answered Lea, and after a moment all three women laughed. Even Gianna.

After they had left, Lea sighed and shuffled her way over to the fridge. Three heads of lettuce — the red leaf badly wilted, but the romaine and the butter lettuce still looking good — her choice of eight kinds of hummus, and a few leftover falafel. No pita, but some whole-grain tortilla — instant dinner.

As she pulled her plate together and moved over to the table — aware only after she already eaten most of her meal that she’d sat at the spot where Gianna had been dining on Kirsten earlier that day — she sighed, knowing she was going to miss California’s food. But Atlanta’s a big city, she reasoned, I’m sure I can get good food. Then she giggled as she thought, And I sure know I can find some great meat there!

After eating Lea retired to the bedroom she had shared with Kirsten since breaking up with John the Control Freak a bit over a year before. She started to watch 30 Rock, but found that she kept glancing over at her roomie’s bed. Would it be any different sharing a room with Kirsten now that Lea knew that her friend liked girls — had had a crush on Lea herself? Well, that had been years before. Kirsten was obviously fine with it. And they’d made (and so far kept) an agreement when they’d roomed together in college: no bringing anyone else into the bedroom without giving the other a chance to clear out. 

Lea had just started to wonder whether she should look for another place to spend the night so Kirsten and Gianna could have some privacy, when Lea’s phone chirped. A text from Kirsten read, Spending the night at G’s. OK?

Smiling, Lea texted back, Great. Have a nice sleepover. ;-)

LOL! ILU! came back the response almost instantly.

As she was putting her phone back down, ready to dive back into the ever-entertaining travails of Liz Lemon, Lea’s phone chirped again.

It was from Sean this time: Hey, miss you. Both of us do.

Lea’s chest filled with warmth. She answered, I miss you both too.

Wanna see us?

?

Video chat. On the computer. Andy wants to be able to see too, for some reason.

Lea laughed, imagining the two burly boys fighting over the little phone. She flipped open her laptop. Okay. Tell me when.

Now? And he gave a link.

Lea entered it into her browser. The feed loaded… “Holy shit.”

Two broad-chested, naked male bodies greeted her, visible from the neck down, so she wasn’t immediately sure which was which. They were sitting on the edge of the pullout, knees spread, each stroking the other’s cock. 

Yes. The one on the right had a cock that curved away from his body: Andy.

“Holy fuck,” she repeated.

“Nice to see you too,” one of them murmured – over the tiny laptop speakers, she thought it was Sean, but wasn’t certain.

“Guess you guys couldn’t wait.”

“Told you we missed you,” said the other one, accent a bit heavier, so that had to be Andy.

“Uh-huh.” Lea could feel warmth spread through her middle, could feel her still-sore pussy moistening and her nipples reaching out through her blouse toward the screen. “So… Tell me, boys, what part of me did you miss?” And before they could answer, she began to unbutton her top.

Stripping had always seemed like a silly exercise to Lea. She was a practical girl: the whole taking-clothes-off thing just got in the way on the way from foreplay to play. But men, she knew, were visual souls — and her boys, clearly, were men. As Lea slowly opened the front of her sensible blouse, their stroking slowed, and they visibly leaned forward. 

Besides, this was the best they could give each other until next month.

Once the last button was undone, she slid a finger all of the way back up her torso. “Did you miss my neck?”

“Yes, ma’am,” said one. “Uh-huh,” said the other.

Taking the collar, Lea pulled the blouse away from one side. “My shoulders?”

This time, they both just grunted their assent.

Lea pouted down at her own flesh. “Someone clearly misses it — they left teeth marks there.”

There was a hiss from the speakers.

Lea slid the other shoulder free. “No marks there though. Guess you don’t miss this one as much.”

“Nuh-uh,” groaned one of the boys.

“Miss that one too,” said the other. “Lots.”

“Mmm.” Lea slid the bra strap on that side down. “You sure?”

“Yes,” they groaned together. Their hands had begun moving minutely more quickly.

“You sure you miss my left as much as you miss my right?” Down slipped the other bra strap.

“Oh, fuck yes,” said one.

“Huh” was all the other could manage.

Lea let the blouse slide off of her, down to the bed. “What else have you missed?”

“Uh…”

She held the bra up with one hand and trailed the other downward. “My belly? I see some marks there too — you must miss that.”

“Damn.”

“Yeah.”

Grinning, she turned away from the screen. “Tell me, did you leave any marks on my back?” And before they could even grunt, she added, “Oh! But you can’t see the whole back. Here.” She popped her bra open and let it join the top on her comforter. “Miss my back?”

“You know we did.”

“Love… bites.”

Lea wriggled, pretending to try to look over her shoulder. “Ooo, really? I wonder whose?”

“Pro’lly both,” one of them grunted.

“I sure hope so,” she said. “But have you checked my whole back?”

“Uh….”

She got up on her knees. “How about… down here?” She pushed her jeans down an inch.

“Um.”

“Don’t… see nothing.”

“Oh, what a shame.” She popped the button on the jeans and slid them another inch down. “How about… here?”

“Um, maybe.”

“Can’t quite, um, see.”

“Well, we wouldn’t want to have that.” She bent forward, wriggling the jeans and panties down so that her whole ass was pointing at the screen.

“Sweet Jesus.”

“Fuck.”

Lea  couldn’t help it. She laughed. “Guess you do miss this part. Don’t think either of you took full… possession, though.”

Groans answered her, and the sound of each pounding the other’s cock.

Stepping out of the jeans, she bent all of the way forward. “This part, though?” She reached between her legs and gently stroked herself. “This part? Oh, guys, you sure as hell took possession of this part of me.”

Whimpering.

“This part of me? It misses you both too. Sooooo much…” Gingerly, she slid a finger in, and was amazed that it felt so good. “You guys fucked my lights out, but my poor little pussy is still weeping for more.” Another finger. Lea hissed; it stung a bit, but honestly, it was true. She wanted it. God help her: she wanted them. She peered back between her legs and saw them stroking each other on her little laptop screen — another wet dream come to life.

Andy was rocking his hips, thrusting into Sean’s hand. Lea could tell that he was close.

Apparently, so could Sean. Disengaging Andy’s hand from his own erection, Sean knelt to the floor, staring first at Lea — Lea’s bottom, spread for both of them to see, Lea’s fingers thrusting slowly in and out — and then staring up at Andy. Sean kissed Andy’s slick cockhead. “You can think about think about fucking that sweet poon there,” he rumbled, “an’ come in my mouth. If you’ll let me come in yours.” He gave Andy’s cock a lick, from balls to head.

Andy gasped. Though he’d seemed to be okay touching Sean’s rod, he’d been much less comfortable letting any part of his body other than his hand touch Sean anywhere — certainly not his mouth, and certainly not Sean’s cock.

Lea wanted to be patient and kind, wanted not to force Andy to do something he clearly wasn't totally comfortable doing. But the sight of Sean on his knees between their lover’s legs, licking his way up their lover’s cock — it left Lea with no patience. No kindness. “Oh, Andy,” she moaned, sliding her fingers in and out, arching her ass, “want you in me so bad…”

Sean’s mouth reached the top of that long prick, and stayed there.

“GAWD,” cried Andy, all restraint breaking, as he began to thrust into his friend’s mouth. “Gawd, fuck, fine, SHIT, you can stick that thang in my mouth, FUCK, just, just let…” 

Sean showed that he had been paying close attention when he’d been helping her suck Andy off. Smoothly, Sean took an astonishing amount of that long thang of Andy’s down his throat.

“God,” moaned Lea, “so fucking beautiful.” Her thumb was trembling as it stroked her clit. “Fuck me, Andy.”

And fuck her he did — fucking Sean’s face as he grimaced at her, her cunt, at the fingers stretching it….

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck me, Andy, fuck me…!”

Andy screamed and arched, thrusting hard. Once. Twice. Then he collapsed back onto the bed. “Aw, fuck. Fuck.”

Sean came coughing up, wiping his face. “Well, damn, boy, you just about broke my spine from the inside!”

“Aw, fuck…” Andy was still lying back, his cock leaning drunkenly down over his thigh.

Sean slid up next to Andy, and for a terrible, scintillating moment Lea was sure that Sean, the mushy romantic as Kirsten had said, was about to kiss his roommate. But after a second, Sean just reached down and gave Andy’s softening cock a squeeze. “Andy-boy, you don’t have to — ”

Andy’s hand shot out and grabbed Sean’s, which was still hard. 

Sean gulped, and Lea gasped in sympathy.

“Y’all both sucked me off how many times, last few days?” rasped Andy, stroking his friend’s prick. “I mean, mean, if you can take me in y’all’s mouths, shouldn’t ought to be no big deal to take this little ol’ thang in mine, right?”

“Little?” Sean scowled, and (upside down as she was) Lea couldn’t tell if he were kidding or not.

But Andy didn’t volley back. Instead he rolled on his stomach and held Sean’s cock steady before him. He stared at it as if it were a stick of dynamite, liable to go off at any second. He leaned forward, face stony, and gave the head a kiss.

Sean pushed up on his elbows; his eyes darted between Andy, who had backed up and was now licking his lips, and over Andy’s back at Lea, who was trying to assuage the fire in her loins as gingerly as she could.

Andy opened his mouth wide, as if he were about to begin a hot-dog eating competition — which, in a way, he was — but Lea had enough brain left to whimper, “Teeth.”

Andy blinked up at Lea, and then back down. “Oh. Right.” He carefully covered his teeth with his lips, closed his eyes, and took the tip of Sean’s cock in his mouth.

It wasn’t an expert blowjob, but Lea could remember her own first attempt, and gave Andy an A for diving right in.

Sean looked stunned. He still couldn’t seem to figure out where to look: at Lea’s open cunt on the computer screen, or at his friend’s open mouth, bobbing up and down on his cock. 

Lea decided that he deserved a bit of torture as well. “Feel good, Sean?”

His eyes flashed up to the webcam and locked on hers.

Lea flexed her ass, grinding on her own hand. “Looks so fucking hot, Andy sucking you off. Don’t you think so, Sean?”

Sean growled. Scowled. But his eyes flashed down.

Lea grinned, astonished to feel an orgasm beginning to build up in her tired pussy. “Wish I was there… Mmm… Wish I was there to help Andy… Or… Or I could… Mmmm… Could suck on him while he…. Hnh…! While he, um, sucked on you, and…. Is he, uh, god, is Andy getting hard again, Sean?” 

Eyes smoldering, Sean slipped his hand under Andy, grabbing something that made Andy lift his pelvis up, revealing that, yes, he was hard again, and yes, what Sean had grabbed hold of and was once more stroking was that gorgeous cock of Andy’s.

“Oh, fuck, Sean, god… And you could use that amazing mouth of yours on this…” She arched her pelvis again, opening herself to him, thrilled and terrified to find herself sliding another finger in; she could feel the muscles protest, could feel them exult. “God, Sean, Andy, want you so much, want…!” She began to buck against one hand as she sucked the other into her mouth, seeking fullness, seeking completion such as only those two had ever given her…

Sean screamed. Her name, maybe. Or maybe the Supreme Being’s. Or hell, maybe Andy’s. 

Lea couldn’t tell, because to her own great and wonderful shock, she came, hard, squeezing tight the three fingers in her snatch, screaming into the fingers in her mouth.

Once she had returned to her body, Lea curled her knees to her belly and rolled onto her side, staring at the screen.

Her two boys were there, slick with sweat. Andy had come still dribbling down his chin, but he was hard in Sean’s hand. Each was slack-jawed. Each was staring back at her.

Lea felt tears overflow — something she’d promised herself she wouldn’t let happen. “Miss you both so much.”

“Love you,” they both murmured to her together, and Lea surrendered herself to the tears.



That night, they could barely say anything else to each other than to agree to talk again the next night. “Can’t do it like this,” mumbled Andy.

Sean added, “We’re at the firehouse the next three nights.”

“Oh,” sighed Lea — sorry, even as her body was relieved.

The next night, they chatted briefly, both men looking very businesslike in their Atlanta FD t-shirts. The laptop was on Andy’s knees, and so it felt as if Lea were looking up at them. It made her feel oddly small. It made her feel… oddly safe.

“Anyone else there with you guys?” Lea asked.

Andy’s eyes flashed up, over the top of the computer, while Sean simply nodded.

“Oh, shoot,” Lea pouted.

They both grinned sadly at her.

“Hey,” said Sean, “Sis and I had… a really interesting conversation earlier tonight.”

Kirsten was once again over at Gianna’s. Lea grinned, relieved that the siblings had in fact not made her bring it up. “Did she tell you who she’s moving in with?”

Sean scratched his head. “Uh. Yeah.”

Andy looked at him quizzically.

Lea laughed. “Put it to you this way, Andy, their mama is going to have lot easier time swallowing her boy sharing a girl with you than her girl being with a — ”

“ — with a, yeah,” Sean broke in, and whispered into Andy’s ear. 

Andy’s eyes got very wide.

Lea laughed. “Yup! Kirsten told me that conversation was one your mother would probably be better off never hearing about.”

“Well, she had that just about right.”

“Hey.” Lea felt her mischievous side rising. “I know there’s other guys there, but they can’t see the screen, can they?”

Both boys shook their heads. 

“Good,” said Lea, and lifted her shirt over her head.

Their twin stunned expressions was all the payment she wished for… that night.



Two nights before it was time for Lea to fly back to them, Lea got on their now-nightly chat full of excitement. She’d shipped boxes of belongings to their place — her place soon — had put in her last day at the tiny theater she’d managed to keep from folding, and had helped Kirsten finish moving into Gianna’s. She had the bare apartment to herself, had nothing to do tomorrow but pack and see a few friends, and tonight her boys were home — the next night they were on duty.

She looked forward to a long, leisurely video threeway, their last, thank god, for a long time, because, really, she was ready to have them both take her again. And again.

She anticipated them being naked, as they had been every other night when they were at their apartment. Had anticipated watching them sucking each other off. Maybe, a secret, very adolescent part of her hoped, she could encourage one of them to let the other fuck him if she offered her own ass as a reward. The thought of taking one of those very sizable cocks up her backside was more than a little terrifying, but….

When she got online at the appointed time, however, both boys were sitting, still fully clothed in their fire department duds. Both very serious. Each holding a piece of paper.

“Guys?” Lea asked, nervous at their unaccounted solemnity. “Everything okay?”

They nodded, still grim-faced. Andy held up his piece of paper. “Got the results of our physicals back.”

“Oh?” What the hell?

“Look in your inbox,” said Sean, and that serious face suddenly had a spark of something smoldering beneath it.

Nervous, Lea opened her email. There was a message from Sean with two PDFs attached. She double-clicked on them.

At the bottom of each was the blood screening. Sean was O+. Andy was A+. Both had good cholesterol; Andy’s HDL was marginally higher. Neither tested positive for any of several cancer markers.

Each had tested negative for HIV, HPV, genital herpes, syphilis, gonorrhea, and any one of a number of other communicable diseases.

They were clean.

Not certain why they were sharing this with her, she looked up at them. “Guys?”

They were both staring back at her. Andy’s gaze too was full of banked flame now. “Wanted you to know,” he said, “that you didn’t need to worry.”

“We’ll still wear rubbers and all when we're, you know,” Sean’s face darkened, “fucking. But…”

“You don’t need to worry,” repeated Andy.

A thick gobbet of emotion stopped Lea’s throat for a moment. “What about… you guys… worrying about me?”

“We trust you,” said Andy.

“Also,” added Sean, that wicked smile of his creeping in, “I know from Sis that you hadn’t had, uh, intimate contact before us with anyone over the last two years except for John the Controlling Asshole. And he always wore rubbers ‘cause — ”

“ — because he didn’t want any Little Johns running around without his permission,” finished Lea, trying but failing to match his smile. “Uh, guys?”

“Darlin’?” 

“Baby?”

“I renewed my prescription for, um, The Pill.” 

Sean’s eyebrows raised. “So…”

Andy licked his lips. “So…”

Love and desire swept through Lea. “So. Gentlemen. Next time I see you in the flesh, I am soo going to be able to feel both of you go off inside me. At the same time.”

“Well…” Sean murmured.

“Golly,” gulped Andy.

And each began to pull his t-shirt over his head as Lea unzipped the hoodie that was all that she was wearing tonight.

I’m going home! she sighed to herself, and then groaned as her two gorgeous, sweet men each pulled the other’s pants off and began to stroke the other hard.


 The Visitor Comes Again
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Lea had just lowered her skirt and stood up when the captain came on the intercom and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, they’ve cleared the runway, and so we are now descending into Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport. Please take your seats.”

Out in the cabin, there was cheering — there had been threats of diverting to Miami.

In the bathroom, Lea was having a panic attack.

Fuckity-fuck-fuck. What was she doing?

Well, she thought, as she made her way back to her seat, she was moving to Atlanta for her new job, which started in just a week’s time. The job she’d been dreaming of, at a theater she was overjoyed to be working at. She was going to have a staff, for fuck’s sake! She wasn’t going to be the whole staff — and the janitor, and the concessions-stand dishwasher, and…

And she was moving into her new apartment. Moving in with Sean. And Andy. Sean and Andy.

Thinking of Sean and Andy — her two boys, her two men — who, damn it, wouldn’t be able to see her until tomorrow because they were, damn it, working — got her middle moving again, but this time it wasn’t anxiety. She was thinking of the feeling of two cocks in her hands. Of one of them in her cunt while the other filled her mouth. Of Sean helping her suck Andy dry. Of the two of them whispering, “Love you,” over the video chats that had been her life-line to them over the past few weeks. 

Of the fact that she was moving in with two men whom she’d only really gotten to know over three days of bacchanalian orgy — well, and two weeks of passionate (if wistful) video-fucking.

She’d lived with men before. Roommates. Boyfriends. 

But two of them at once? One she’d known for years, but how well? He was her best friend’s brother, but really? What did she know about Sean?

And Andy? What did she know about him at all?

Well. That he came from Smoky Mountains. That he liked boiled peanuts. 

That his cock bent away from his body, and he could make her come so hard….

That he made really good fried chicken.

It wasn’t a whole hell of a lot.

She had her key in her purse. They’d made up the big sofa-sleeper for her use — and theirs, once they were off duty.

They were good guys. Good boys.

But she was going to have to make her way through — of all things — a snow-bound Atlanta, and then she was going to spend her first night in the apartment alone. Which shouldn’t feel shitty — Lea liked being alone — but it did. Feel shitty.

The downside of living with two firefighters was definitely going to be that they had twenty-four hour shifts.

The upside, she knew, was that they only had two of them a week. Which left them the rest of the week to make Lea feel like a very, very natural woman indeed, thank you, Carole King. 

Still, thought Lea with an internal pout, couldn’t they have managed to have today off?

“Your boyfriend meeting you in Atlanta?” asked the grey-haired black woman in the floral print dress sitting in the window seat. 

Not feeling like it was worth the trouble of explaining the complicated mess she was walking into, Lea just nodded.

“Thought so,” tittered the woman. “I’ve seen that look before!” She graced Lea with a a self-satisfied smile. And before Lea could say anything, she turned back to her copy of Fifty Shades.

Fuckity-fuck-fuck.



 As they descended into Atlanta, Lea found that fifty shades of grey was about right: the city, which had been verdant the last time she’d flown in just a few weeks before, was now monochromatic. Flat.

The lady next to Lea seemed to be just as disconcerted. “Why, will you look at that? If it’s global warming what the hell is Atlanta doing looking like that?”

Lea decided not to get into a debate about climate change — it didn’t seem like anything good would come from that. “Do you have someone picking you up?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, bless you, my oldest boy will be there. He’s got a big ol’ four-by-four pickup.” She patted Lea on the knee with a mahogany hand. “He’s a fireman.”

Lea fought back a wave of irrational panic. She knew this lady wasn’t one of the ladies she’d one day have to explain just how she’d contributed to her beautiful, upstanding son’s downfall. She’d met Sean’s mother, who was as fair and freckled as her children, and Andy was if anything paler. It seemed unlikely that he would have an African American mom. Still…  “I… I’m seeing a fireman.” I am, thought Lea with a guilty, swallowed giggle, TWO of them! “Midtown.”

“Oh, how nice! My boy’s down in East Point.” The woman’s hand flapped against Lea’s knee again. “I’m sure they know each other!” 

Lea tried to keep the nascent panic out of her smile. “I’m sure they do.” Oh, God, Lea thought once more, what am I doing?

The plane touched down smoothly, though Lea’s stomach still lurched — more from the fact that she was already close to throwing up than anything. The other passengers cheered. 

Lea sat back and closed her eyes. 

“Well, honey,” burbled Lea’s seatmate, “here we are!”

“Here we are,” Lea agreed, voice thin even to her own ears.



As they shuffled up the big metal tube to the terminal, Lea could see her breath. Weird, she thought, and How the fuck I’m I going to get to the apartment? She had a rental car waiting for her, but there was sure to be ice, the car was almost certainly not going to have chains, and Lea wasn’t exactly used to driving in winter conditions. For the four hundred and thirty-second time, Lea found herself wishing that even one of her boys had been able to pick her up. They both drove four-wheel drive cars, but beside that, Lea just wanted to see them. She felt pathetic.

“Well, now,” said Lea’s former neighbor, “you’ll have someone to warm you right up soon enough.” The woman laughed. “You give that fireman of yours a big squeeze for me, you hear?” 

Lea nodded, trying to smile. She found herself trembling, and the cold had almost nothing to do with it.

As they entered the terminal, the woman patted Lea on the shoulder and strode off through the sea of disgruntled passengers, her copy of 50 Shades of Grey held proudly to her chest.

Lea stepped out of the flow of traffic and closed her eyes, leaning against one of the glass walls that looked out at the plane she had just left. It will be all right. I’ll get to the apartment okay. I’ll survive one more night with no one to keep me warm. And then tomorrow…

“Excuse me, miss,” said a low, gruff voice. A heavy hand touched Lea’s forearm, which was clutching her purse to her chest. “Would you mind coming with us?”

Lea’s eyes flew open. The hand on her arm was gloved — heavy, industrial gloves — and attached to an arm clad in a heavy, buff-colored coat marked Atlanta Fire & Rescue. Blinking, she followed the arm…

It was attached to Andy. Andy, in his full turnout gear — coat, overalls, helmet. 

And behind him, Sean. 

Both of them somber-faced, but each with a joyously evil glint in his eye.

Lea started to squeal, to leap at them both, to see if she could rap her arms and legs around both of them at once — to hell with people watching — but Andy’s hand held her fast. “I… I thought you were working!”

“We are,” answered Sean. His posture said On duty, but his eyes promised pleasure, a promise that Lea’s body immediately began urging her to collect on. “Obviously.”

“We managed to volunteer for an extra shift out here at the airport,” Andy added quietly, and then said more loudly. “We just need you to identify something for us, miss, if you’d just follow us.”

“Identify?”

“Yes, miss.” Andy winked, and gestured down the terminal — not in the direction of baggage claim, but toward one of the thousands of non-descript doors that you never notice as you wander through an airport. 

Andy led and Lea followed; she could hear Sean taking up the rear — an image that set all sorts of nasty thoughts going in Lea’s nasty, nasty mind. Andy used a key to open the door and waved the other two through into a small stairwell.

As soon as the door clicked shut, Lea turned and leapt, grabbing both men’s collars, wrapped her legs around both of them — as best she could, since even without these heavy coats on they were not exactly small guys — and proceeded to kiss them both soundly. Two big hands reached under her butt, each holding up one cheek, each pulling her tight.

After a few minutes — not long enough, never long enough — Andy backed away from her neck and Sean backed away from her ear. “Guess you did miss us,” chuckled Sean.

She glared at him and then grinned. “What do you think?”

“I think,” Sean murmured, “that we missed the fuck out of you too, begging your pardon.”

Her grin grew. She pushed her hand down between the two men, feeling their erections pressing together through the heavy overalls. “So, gentlemen. You had something you wanted me to identify.”

Sean hissed.

Andy grunted through gritted teeth, “Not here. Security cameras all over.”

“Oh?” Lea pushed her hand down again and wriggled against them. “You don’t think the TSA would want to watch me take both of you in my mouth at the same — ?”

Sean stopped that mouth with a hair-curling kiss. He turned and pressed her up against the cold concrete wall, and Lea was just as happy that it was cold, because she wasn’t sure that that Sean’s heat wouldn’t have vaporized her.

She heard a loud thwack! Sean broke the kiss and snarled at Andy, “Hey! Keep your hands to yourself!”

Andy smirked at them both, panting steam into the stairwell. “Come on, you two. Let’s take this somewhere a bit more private.”



Somewhere a bit more private turned out to be a ready room for the AFRD’s airport battalion. “There’s one in each terminal,” Sean said as they made their way through an endless maze of corridors. “This one happens to be assigned just for us for today.”

“How… convenient.” Lea was walking between the two men, her arms hooked through their arms. She’d never been more conscious of just how much bigger than she they were. “A nice coincidence that you happened to be housed in the terminal where my flight landed.”

“Isn’t it?” Andy chuckled. “We may owe a few favors.”

“Oh.” Lea looked from one to the other. “Well, I hope that it was worth the trouble. I mean, doing all of that just so that you could see me when I got in…” She was teasing them, but in all honesty she truly was deeply touched.

“It was our pleasure,” said Sean.

“We  couldn’t wait to see you,” said Andy.

Two maintenance workers sauntered past in the opposite direction, paying them no notice.

“Well, then,” Lea sighed, “I suppose I’ll just have to do my best to make sure that it was all worth your while.”

“Er,” said Andy.

“Huh,” said Sean.

Lea just smiled and pulled their arms closer.

After what seemed like hours of meandering aimlessly through a labyrinth of anonymous corridors, they stopped at a door that looked exactly like several hundred other doors that they’d passed, except that this one bore a placard reading AFRD BATT 7.

As Andy pulled out the key, Lea asked, “BATT 7?” 

“Battalion 7. That’s the airport battalion,” Sean answered.

“Wow. A whole other battalion. You guys do owe some favors.” Lea grinned at him in a way that she hoped promised just how much she was going to make it worth their while.

Such good boys!

Sean grinned back, and it was his most wicked, pulse-quickening grin. “You have no idea.”

A not-very-nice thought occurred to Lea. “You didn’t promise anyone… me, did you?”

Sean’s face fell, and Andy, who had just opened the door, turned around looking if anything even more abashed. “Lea! We wouldn’t!”

She shivered, suddenly feeling the cold of the concrete floor flood up through her.

Sean led her through the open door; Andy closed the door.

Lea found suddenly that she couldn’t look them in the face. She was staring at the battered, red industrial carpet. 

Sean knelt so that he was looking up into her eyes. “Lea. It isn’t like that. Honest.”

“You think we’d share you?” Andy knelt beside Sean. “Like we’d share a truck or a hound?”

“You’re pretty comfortable sharing me with each other,” Lea joked — though it was a pathetic attempt even to her own ears.

“It ain’t like that at all,” said Andy, looking deadly serious. “It’s not sharing, it’s… I mean…” He reached a hand to her hip.

Sean took her other hip and, in fact, it felt as if they had rooted her back to the ground. “This is how we get to be with you, Lea-honey. And all,” he added quietly, blinking at Andy, who blinked back.

“Lucky me.” She was smiling, but she could feel that she was on the edge of tears. Why? “Sorry.” She reached out and ran fingers through two heads of fine, blond hair. She was glad that they'd hung up their helmets — she could see them hanging on hooks by the door. Her boys in their gear, looking incredibly sexy… It was wonderful, but she was glad to be able to see their faces.

“What’ve you got to be sorry about?” Andy’s hand drifted up to her ribs, sending predictable but unpredicted sparks to her nipples.

Sean leaned forward and kissed the point of Lea’s hipbone, and that sent sparks further south.

Astonished to find the cold vacuum that had threatened to consume her filling with heat, Lea gasped, blinking at them both. 

Their matching serious expressions of earnestness melted to smiles. Andy let his hand slide up along the bottom of her breast to where the nipple was now threatening to burst through the fabric, while Sean went back to kissing her hip, his eyes still raised to hers, his hand drifting up the inside of her knee….

“Lock… door?” Lea managed to splutter.

“Already locked,” Andy said as his fingers began lightly to tease her nipple through the damned bra and the damned sweater and…

“And nobody else’s coming in here until midnight,” mumbled Sean into her skirt as his fingers slid up beneath the hem, blazing a path of glory up the inside of her thigh.

“Oh,” sighed Lea, feeling as if it were a miracle that she was still standing, “Great…”

At that moment, Sean’s fingers brushed along the length of her pussy through her panties, Andy pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and — not coincidentally — brought Lea herself to her knees.

Sean gave her a lazy smirk. “Nice of you to join us, Miss Lea.”

She couldn’t think of any response in that moment other than to stroke their coat-clad chests.

“I think we might be a mite overdressed for this next bit,” Andy chuckled.

“Let me undress you both. I’ve always wanted…” Running her hands down to their crotches, she felt suddenly shy. Overwhelmed.

“Wanted to jump a fireman in his gear?” asked Andy, a smirk still coloring his voice. His fingers continued to tantalize her breasts.

Lea nodded, pushing their coats off their near shoulders.

“Sorry we can’t do this with you on a truck,” said Sean.

“Fuck the truck,” panted Lea, pulling the heavy coats down so that they slid off of the men’s arms and onto the floor behind them. She pulled the near suspenders off, then pushed the far ones. Her fingers trailed down their chests — both vibrating at her her touch — and came to rest on waistbands of their thick trousers. She couldn’t see any fly or buttons. “Huh. Am I supposed to tear these off?”

“Uh,” gasped Andy.

“Velcro,” grunted Sean.

“Oohhh.” Letting her fingers slide across the fronts of the pants — which were growing visibly tighter — Lea found the closed-away flaps. “Don’t want to let go of either of you,” Lea sighed. “So how am I going to open these pants? Stop.” 

Each of the boys had begun to reach for his own fly, but Lea wanted no help. Grinning at them both, she leaned forward and gave the lump at the front of Sean’s pants a gentle bite. 

Sean sounded as if he might be choking.

But Andy was the less patient of her two men, Lea knew that, and so she turned toward his crotch, grabbed the waistband, and ripped the Velcro flap loose with her teeth.  Gazing up into his eyes, she found his zipper with her teeth and pulled it slowly down over her lover’s burgeoning erection.

All the while, she kept a firm grasp on the tented front of Sean’s trousers.

“Fuck. Lea.” Andy’s molasses-dark eyes were half-lidded, smoldering.

Her gaze still locked on Andy’s, Lea bit his boxers — being careful not to bite him (not too hard, at least) — and pulled them and the pants down to his knees on the floor. She kissed her way back up, grabbed his cock, and gave the head a long lick and a kiss.

Andy groaned gratifyingly.

Sean whimpered, and so Lea gave Andy’s cock another quick lick, and then turned to her other lover and repeated the entire procedure, her hand stroking Andy’s cock to keep it from feeling jealous.

“You want me to suck you?” Lea felt incredibly hot, incredibly powerful — two beautiful hard-ons in her hands, two beautiful mean nodding eagerly at her. “But who first?” she said with a pout — and then a thought came back to her — an incredibly nasty thought from earlier — and she went with it, not wanting to give them or her the room to get nervous: she pulled the two of them so that their balls were pressed together, their cocks a single spear of flesh in her hands. “Mmm,” she said, and opened wide, taking both of them into her mouth at once.

Both men began to swear, and that heat, that power, flared even brighter inside of Lea.

She was amazed at how well their cocks fit together — Andy’s reverse curve matching Sean’s more typical one perfectly. The feeling of those two thick cock pressing over her tongue and into her throat was intoxicating — but almost too much. She backed off of them, just to make sure could still breathe.

Each of her men had grasped the other. Their heads were on each other’s shoulder, their eyes closed. It was, Lea thought, the most sublime thing she had ever seen.

As Lea readied herself to take them back into her mouth, Sean began to rock his hips, pressing his cock through her grasp and along Andy’s erection.

Andy gasped, “Damn!” He began to rock in opposition to Sean’s thrusts.

If Lea had thought that her excitement couldn’t grow any further, she’d been wrong. “That… feel good, guys?”

“Fuck, yes,” murmured Sean. Pre-cum was spilling from the tip of his cock onto Andy’s and onto Lea’s hands.

“It’s called —” She licked to the two erections into her mouth again. “— frotting.”

“Huh,” grunted Sean.

“Say what?” muttered Andy, one hand in Lea’s hair, the other pulling Sean closer.

“Frotting.” A term she’d learned from fanfiction. All those years of reading Gundam Wing and Harry Potter slash had paid off after all! “Two girls rubbing their pussies together, it’s called tribbing.”

Sean just repeated, “Huh.”

Andy, however, opened his eyes again. “T-tribbing?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Damn.”

Lea took them both into her mouth again, evoking a pair of deep moans before she pulled off again and looked up. “You guys happy? ‘Cause I’m pretty fucking happy.”

Sean sighed, “Happy, yeah, but…”

“But… we’d kinda like to both wanna be…” Andy hissed as Lea sucked them both in again.

Sean continued, “Inside. You. Please.”

“Well,” she laughed, “since you ask so politely, how can I refuse!” Letting go of Andy, she moved Sean back a bit, bent down and took him into her mouth.

Andy did as she knew he would: he moved behind her, flipped her skirt up, and gave her pussy a searing kiss.

Lea groaned around Sean’s cock, and both men laughed. “Yeah,” Andy said, kissing his way up her bottom, “she’s got a lot to say when it’s her at the receiving end!”

Lea was about to pull off Sean, turn around, and give Andy a piece of what was left her mind when Andy thrust into her, and she didn’t have any pieces to spare.

Perfect. There was something about being with Sean and Andy that was just perfect. Didn’t matter who was filling her mouth and who her pussy, or how well she knew them, or if both were in her hands or between her breasts or…

Sean reached down and cupped Lea’s still-covered breasts, which were swaying wildly to Andy’s thrusts. His fingers closed around her nipples and…

Mr. Sanderson, her senior-year Composition teacher had spent an entire class period once talking about how some adjectives can’t be modified. A bit pregnant. Really unique.

More perfect — Mr. Sanderson had pointed up at the poster with the preamble of the US Constitution when he said that.

But Lea now felt she had reason to disagree. Before had been perfect. Now was more perfect. And then Andy’s hands slipped around her hip and closed and her clit and…

Most perfect.



Sean and Andy were lying on the floor, each with his head at the other’s knees. Lea was draped across them, her top and bra up under her armpits, her skirt around her waist. Take that, 50 Shades Lady! Bet you didn’t see this coming!

Lea giggled moistly and then blinked. “Oh. Fuck. My luggage.”

Both men laughed, literally rocking Lea’s world. Andy snorted, “Knew we forgot something!”

Before Lea could jump up, Sean slid his hand — which had been resting on her thigh — up to her snatch, stilling her quite effectively. “Told you, Lea. We needed you to identify something.”

Blinking, Lea looked at Sean and then at Andy, who laughed again and pointed over by the door. Her well-traveled back-pack and duffel bag were right there. “Oh. Thanks.” She grabbed two semi-hard cocks and squeezed them, getting two rumbling groans for her trouble. “And thanks for meeting me.”

“We couldn’t stay away,” said Andy.

Sean added, “And we didn’t want you to have to drive with the roads like this.” He stroked her hair. “If you don’t mind, we get off shift at midnight.”

“Mind? Hell, no!”

“Lea,” said Sean, his fingertip running along her earlobe, the line of her chin, “You seemed a mite antsy. Is this really okay?”

She was going to answer Are you fucking kidding? But she recognized that it was a real question and deserved a real answer. “Yeah. Yeah. It’s just…” She kissed Sean’s hand and then turned and pulled Andy’s to her lips. “I think this all scares me a bit. I mean, I barely know you guys, but this just feels so… right. You know?”

“Yeah,” Andy said, as both men let their fingers explore her collarbones, her ribs. “Yeah, I reckon we sure as hell know.”

“Indeed we do,” said Sean. His fingers grazed the bottom of Lea’s right breast so that she could just feel it. “And we know that worrying about it won’t get us nowhere. Now what do y’all both say,” he continued in his low, rolling drawl, “about seeing just how right we can keep this feeling before Andy and me have to get back out there in the cold?”

Andy and Lea both concurred that Sean’s was a mighty good plan.

Perfect, even.


  The Visitor Goes to Work
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  Lea’s phone went off, crooning U2 at her.


  First day of work.


  Meeting with her boss, Sassy.


  Meeting with Bob, the theater’s artistic director.


  Meeting with the box office staff and training on the ticket software with Zach, the theater’s resident computer guy.


  Tour with Gus, the tech director.


  Lea needed to pee.


  Heart racing, adrenaline singing through her veins, Lea leapt out of bed to go to the bathroom.


  Well. She tried to leap.


  Something heavy was holding her down.


  Two somethings, in fact: Sean and Andy, whose legs and massive arms wrapped Lea in a cocoon that would have been incredibly sweet if she didn’t need to get up and get ready for her first day on the job.


  Also, she still needed to pee. “Guys?”


  As Bono continued his ode to the glory of the day, Lea’s boys snored on.


  “Sean? Andy?” Wriggling, Lea realized that her hands were at each of their crotches. What a surprise. She squeezed two well-worn, well-earned morning hard-ons evoking two somnolent groans. “Boys. Get off of me or I’ll fry these up for breakfast.”


  Andy’s head shot up. “Uh. ‘Morning.”


  Sean’s face rolled off of Lea’s right tit. “Hey.”


  Anxious as she was, Lea couldn’t help but smile down at the shit-ton of male gorgeousness that she had somehow managed to snag for herself. “Hey, yourself. I need to get up.”


  Now Sean sat up. “Right. First day at the theater.” He pronounced it as a three-syllable word: the-AY-tuh.


  “Uh-huh. And as much as I’d love to stay and play — ”


  “No,” both men said, and like the firemen they were sprang out of the bed, treating her to the sight of her shit-ton of pulchritude standing naked and cum-stained on either side of her bed, and making Lea briefly wonder if she really needed to be on time for her first day of work….


  “We’ll start some breakfast,” Sean said, pulling on the pajama pants they somehow always put on but somehow never kept on.


  Andy reached out to Lea. “You take a shower.” When he pulled her up out of bed, momentum carried her body against his, and the feeling tempted Lea to stay…. He gently propelled her toward the bathroom. “You go. I’d say make yourself prettier, but t’ain’t possible.”


  She beamed at him. “Flatterer.”


  From the kitchen, Sean called, “No, ma’am. Just the facts, ma’am.”


  “Uh-huh,” said Lea with a very non-Southern smirk. “I’ve got my eye on you two. Don’t think I don’t.”


  “No, ma’am,” answered Sean, his smile very Southern, and very wicked.

  


  Standing under the spray, Lea contemplated the fact that tonight would be her first night alone in the apartment. Both of her boys would be back to the firehouse tonight, and that knowledge filled her with anticipated ache, even as it filled her with a bit of relief. Since Andy and Sean had met her at the airport three nights before, it felt as if most of her waking time had been spent in a fog of sexual satiation. One, the other, or both of the boys always seemed to be ready and raring to go, and that was hardly something Lea was going to complain about. Even so, Lea had lost count of the orgasms they’d brought her too, and she hadn’t even tried to count the number of times they’d come on or inside of her. Her pussy. Her mouth. Between her tits…


  The previous night, when she’d needed to catch her breath, on each other: frotting — grinding their cocks together, each grabbing the other’s ass, pulling the other close, Sean on top, Andy with his head pressed against Sean’s sweaty shoulder, his eyes locked on Lea’s as he bucked against his friend and spurted up against Sean’s flat stomach, setting Sean off….


  It was just about the sexiest thing that Lea had ever seen, and was the closest she’d ever come to understanding her friend Kirsten’s fascination with gay porn.


  As the shower poured down on her, Lea felt her nipples hardening, felt the hot water streaming between her labia. Oh, god….


  Sliding into the corner of the shower stall, trying not to think about time, Lea rubbed her hands over her wet body. She let her fingers trail down between her legs, and hissed as they encountered her pussy — satiated, yes; tired, perhaps; but still ready for more….


  “You need a hand there, Miss Lea?”


  Through the steam-fogged glass door, Lea could see that Andy and Sean were standing at the door of the bathroom. “Huh,” grunted Lea. Bulges in their low-slung pajama pants made it obvious that they were having as hard a time as Lea was not thinking about about the last few days. “Uh-huh,” she groaned. “Please.”


  They dropped trou — why did they ever bother putting them on? — and stepped into the shower. The brief flash of cool air that they’d let in was immediately replaced by the heat of their bodies pressing against hers. “Rolls in the oven,” mumbled Andy, huge hands flowing over Lea’s belly and hips. He leaned down and sucked Lea’s right nipple into his mouth, eliciting a spark of pleasure and a small scream.


  Sean stopped her mouth — gently, always gently — and began to slowly kiss his way across her cheek to her chin. Up her chin tortuously to her ear. He pulled on her earlobe with his lips, let it slide by the smallest possible degrees out of his mouth, and then whispered, “What you thinking about, Lea? What got you all hot and — ” He let his fingers join Andy’s sliding along the slick out lips of her pussy. ” — ready for us?”


  Whimpering, Lea tried to spread her legs, to open to them, but their massive thighs pressed against hers, and so she settled for letting each run his hand in the crease between either thigh and her pussy. It made Lea wonder why she hadn’t ever tried masturbating two-handed.


  Would she ever need to masturbate ever again? “Thinking… of you,” she groaned as Sean began to apply his amazingly talented, slow mouth to her free breast. She reached down, taking two wet hardons into fingers that she could barely control. “Rubbing… ‘gainst each other. Fuck!”


  Sean had finally sucked her left nipple between his teeth.


  Into right breast, Andy murmured, “Wouldn’t you rather have us rubbin’ ‘gainst you?”


  “Um…” Honestly, Lea had no ability to say what she’d rather have, but yes: that sounded very nice indeed. “Uh-huh….”


  Grinning, Sean slid up Lea’s body and turned her toward him. Andy pressed up against her back and reached around her, pulling Sean’s ass, so that Sean’s cock slid up along Lea’s belly.


  Sean pulled Andy close as well, and his cock slid against the length of her spine, his balls spreading her butt cheeks. Both men began to kiss and nibble at her neck, her cheeks, and to grind aganist her.


  Fuckity-fuck-fuck.


  They were fucking through Lea. Lea was the fuck. Her entire body felt like one enormous erogenous zone.


  Each began to grunt ferally into one of Lea’s ears.


  FUCK….


  But…


  But as exciting as it was — and it was — Lea was aware of her own pussy weeping with need, the greedy thing, adding more moisture to the wet shower. “Um…” She found one leg sliding up onto Sean’s hip.


  Without any further prompting, Sean’s hands slid to Lea’s ass and lifted her, so that his cock was grinding against her clit and Andy’s was sliding up the crack of her ass. “Damn,” he grunted.


  “Uh-huh,” Lea sighed as the two erections sparked all sorts of fascinating sensations in her lower body.


  “Damn,” echoed Andy.


  The two of them continued their steady rhythm. Lea hardly had do a thing other than enjoy herself and try not to pass out.


  After a few minutes she felt the rhythm shift, speeding up. “Uh, Lea, honey?” moaned Sean. “Can I… inside you?”


  “Please!”


  In rhythm, he lifted her, then lowered her onto his cock.


  Lea and Sean both swore in some Stone Age language that bore no particular resemblance to English. The feeling of Sean’s sweet erection stroking her g-spot as Andy pushed against her pelvis, made her clit grind into Sean’s pubic bone…


  “Um, Lea? Baby?” Andy whined.


  Lea threw back her head and kissed him. “Huh?”


  Andy slowed, his expression pained. “Could I maybe…?”


  “Oh. Sure. After Sean. I’d… HNGH… love… that.” Sean had latched onto one of Lea’s nipples again.


  “Um, yeah, me too, um…” Andy panted, grinding against Lea's ass as Sean thrust up into her cunt. “Uh, maybe...?” He slipped one hand free and steadied his cock, lining it up with Lea’s backside.


  “Woah!” gasped Lea, her buttocks clenching around his head, her body stiffening, her cunt contracting so that Sean screamed his orgasm into her chest, and they all nearly toppled over.


  “Sorry!” moaned Andy as Sean slid slowly to the shower floor, Lea on top of him. “I didn’t — !”


  “No, no, no, it’s okay, I mean,” panted Lea as she felt Sean pulsing inside of her as she lay on his chest, “I mean maybe we can do that, can talk about that, but, um, not right now, okay?”


  “Okay.” Andy sounded about five years old.


  Sean slid his cock out of Lea, making her gasp again. “Don’t worry, Andy. I think sweet Miss Lea here still needs some help gettin’ off, and seems to me she’s got a very sweet, very hot hole to file.”


  Lea tilted her pelvis so that Andy could see her pussy, washed by the shower spray, dripping Sean’s spray, open to him.


  “O-okay.” Andy knelt behind Lea, between Sean’s thighs, and buried his reverse-curved cock in her, and it was his turn to join her in screaming that Paleolithic war cry.


  As Andy began to pound her from behind (and from his whimpers, he was clearly close, which was probably why he’d been so eager to stick his thang up her ass, the poor dear, and oooo, she was sooo close too), Sean’s fingers slipped down Lea’s belly and through her bush, finding her clit, and...


  And...

  


  As the mist cleared, Lea was first aware of wet. Wet Sean against her belly. Wet Andy gushing wet inside of her. Wet her. Wet air. Wet tile.


  Tears. Water.


  Wet.


  “Think those rolls are done, Andy-boy?” asked Sean, reaching beneath Lea’s overflowing pussy and squeezing his friend’s balls, releasing more wet inside of Lea.


  “Aw, fuck yeah,” groaned Andy.


  “Then let’s go get this girl fed and off to her new job.”


  “Fuck yeah,” panted Lea with a slack grin. “I’m definitely ready now.”

  


  Lea’s first day was a whirlwind. Sassy, Lea’s sardonic, Canada-born boss, was overjoyed to have a fulltime assistant for the first time in years, and showed Lea off around the office like a new baby. The theater was in the middle of producing one season and mounting its subscription drive for the next one, and so between the main office, the shop, and the box office, there were well over a hundred new faces and new names for Lea to learn. After her last job, where she and the artistic director had comprised the entire fulltime staff, the flood of new people and energy overwhelmed Lea, even as it thrilled her.


  Everyone seemed incredibly friendly. She got five different offers of places to stay, and was asked out on three dates — two very different men and one woman ­— the office manager, Jaimie, who reminded Lea strongly of Sean’s sister, Kirsten. It was quite nice to be able to say that she was all taken care of in both regards.


  Nicer to be able to say it while she could still feel the remnants of Andy and Sean’s passion inside of her.


  After watching a few rounds of this, Sassy got an incredibly knowing, wicked look on her face. As they ate lunch in Lea’s tiny new office (barbecued ribs, of course, which Sassy claimed was her main reason for staying in Atlanta), Sassy waited until Lea’s mouth was full and shot her a sly grin. “So. Boyfriend? Girlfriend?”


  “Um,” said Lea, trying to swallow, trying to think how to answer. “It’s... complicated.”


  Sassy’s eyebrows shot up. “Is it, really? Well, well, well. It’s always the quiet ones.”


  Lea knew she was turning the color of the barbecue sauce, so she didn’t even try to answer, letting Sassy chuckle to her heart’s content.


  As they finished up their lunch, Sassy said, “Complicated is what we do best, of course, but if it becomes too complicated, don’t feel shy about letting me know, eh?”


  “Thanks,” said Lea, trying to match Sassy’s no-nonsense tone. “I think for now it’s just complicated enough.”


  “Lucky you.” Sassy’s grin widened. “So, after your last meeting, I’d love to take you out to dinner with Bob.” The artistic director of the theater. “Won’t be stepping on any plans?”


  “No,” said Lea. “I’m on my own this evening anyway.”


  “Oh?” Sassy raised her eyebrow again, but apparently decided to move on. “Well, you’ve got a training session in the box office with Zach. He’s sweet, but watch his hands.”


  “Okay,” said Lea, thinking, I’d rather watch Sean and Andy’s hands, stroking each other... Smiling, she shook her head, and then remembered her last meeting of the day. “No problem. Do I need to worry about Gus?”


  “Oh, no.” Sassy gave what was for her a soft, warm smile. “Gus is a sweetheart. You won’t have any trouble with him.”


  “Great.” Lea gathered up the napkins and sauce-soaked bags. “Well, let me strap on my armor and go get trained by Zach.”

  


  Zach turned out to be no problem. Lea short-circuited any potential ass-grabbing when she breezed into the box office and asked if he knew where Sean and Andy’s firehouse was. “My boyfriend works there,” she sighed, “and I’d love to drop in by surprise when I get off work tonight.”


  Politely Southern as most of the staff, Zach pulled up a map and showed Lea that the firehouse was only a half mile from the theater ­— which Lea already knew. After Lea had gone on about how wonderful her boyfriend was ­— and he was, whichever of them she happened to mean ­— she thanked Zach fulsomely.


  He smiled back, a nervous, thin-lipped smile, and proceeded to teach Lea the intricacies of the box-office software.


  Zach never touched her.

  


  As Lea walked through the door that led backstage to the domain of Gus, the theater’s tech director and senior designer, Lea texted the boys: Miss me?


  Like crazy, came back Andy’s immediate answer.


  Think we’re both addicted, added Sean.


  Lea shivered and smiled. Me too. Hey, I’m having dinner with my bosses tonight. Any chance I can swing by and visit after?


  After a minute or so, Sean’s answer came back: Afraid that’s probably not a good idea. We kind of pushed our luck swapping shifts to meet you out at the airport. Another time?


  With a sigh, Lea sent them a frownie face, and then texted, I’ll be so lonely in that big pullout without both of you.


  She got two frownie faces in return. See you tomorrow, they both answered.


  “Ah, Lea, how nice to meet you.” Gus was grey-haired and small — pixyish, even — and though he was easily the oldest person working at the theater, his eyes and smile were bright and he was bouncing on the balls of his feet as he approached. “Sally’s said such wonderful things about you.”


  “Glad to hear it!” Lea laughed. “You’re the first person I’ve met here who doesn’t call her Sassy.”


  “Oh, well...” He blinked at Lea. “My wife was named Sally, you know. My late wife.”


  “Oh.” Lea felt all of the heat that had flooded into her middle as she texted Sean and Andy turn cold. “I’m so sorry.”


  “Oh, no need,” Gus said with a bright, sad smile. “It’s been four years, though there are days when it feels as if it was only yesterday. But we had a wonderful life together. Here. I’ll show you.” He led her into the bowels of the shop area behind the main stage; a group of artists were painting an elaborate starscape on what looked like an old barn door. “Look’s gorgeous,” said Gus, and the crew looked up. “Everyone, this is our new assistant business manager, Lea.”


  Lea waved. “The box office staff have already dubbed me Mini-Sassy,” she laughed


  The painters waved and introduced themselves; Lea despaired of remembering any more names, and then Gus tugged on her sleeve. “Come on,” he said, “let me bring you up to my aerie.” He led Lea up a steep staircase — almost more of a ladder — up to a room that was easily sixty feet above the shop floor.


  “Whew!” Lea said when they reached the top. “No wonder you have so much energy! You climb that all of the time?”


  “Oh, yes,” Gus said, blinking, as if it had never occurred to him that it might be a difficult climb. “I suppose that’s why I don’t get too many visitors.” He flashed his bright smile and ushered Lea in.


  The office was easily three times the size of Lea’s, but it didn’t feel it. It was crammed with set models, blue prints, a wide-format printer, three work tables overflowing with sketches, swatches, paint chips and random pieces of hardware. And the walls were invisible, covered by dozens of brightly colored paintings. A number were of dogs and sailboats, but a number were amazing, impressionistic portraits of actors and...


  “Here’s my Sally,” said Gus, that sad smile resurfacing. Behind what seemed to be his desk — it was difficult to tell, given the glaciers of beautiful bric-a-brac piled on top — hung eight different paintings that featured a beautiful redheaded woman. Well, it was difficult to tell what she looked like, but the paintings made it very clear how the painter had felt about her. “We were married over forty years,” Gus sighed, “and she was as beautiful when I lost her — ” He pointed to the portrait furthest to the right, which showed her red hair shot with white. “ — as she was when I met her.” He pointed at the painting at the opposite end, where her hair seemed to be almost a fire.


  “Wow,” said Lea, breath truly taken away. She gazed at the other paintings, each stunning, and noticed in three or four another figure: a tall, dark-haired man. “That’s not you, is it? Do you have a son?”


  “Hmm?” Gus followed Lea’s gaze. “Oh. No. We didn’t have children. That’s Frank.” Gus’s eyebrows bunched, which looked almost unnatural on his face. “He was our friend. Good friend. Well, he was our boarder.”


  “Boarder?”


  “Yes. He lived with us for nearly a quarter century, if you can believe that.” Gus sighed. “We lost him nearly a decade ago.”


  “Oh, Gus, I’m so sorry.” Lea felt as if she were walking through a minefield and tripping every last one.


  “No, no, don’t be, my dear.” Gus’s eyes were sparkling again, and his mouth was back in its usual bright smile. “One of the things about reaching my age ­— I’m seventy-eight — is that one loses people. Careless, I know, but it can’t be helped! And in the mean time, I’ve known more than my share of love and laughter, and I’ve still got work that I enjoy, and a building full of young, creative people keeping me alive. I haven’t any complaints!”

  


  When Lea met up with Bob and Sassy, she was still laughing. “You told me Gus was a sweetheart, Sassy, but wow!”


  “He’s something, eh?” said Sassy with a wink. “I’m convinced he’ll be here, running up and down to his office and giggling like a little gnome long after I’m dead and gone.”


  “Yeah,” laughed Bob. “His crew believes he lives on paint fumes. They call him the Painter of Dorian Grey.”


  They all laughed at that, and the artistic director continued, “Mind, he’s a brilliant designer. As much the reason this theater is still standing as anyone. I don’t know how the heck we’d ever get by without him. Which, I hope and trust, we won’t have to any time soon!”


  “Here, here,” Sassy agreed. “Now, Lea, let’s get out of this building so we can show you that there is in fact food in Atlanta aside from fried chicken and barbecue. I know we’re a little further away from the ocean than you’re used to, but there’s a seafood place just a few blocks away that makes some of the best sushi you’ll find in the South. And while we ply you with seafood and sake, you can give us your impressions of the theater.”


  The meal was long. The conversation was fascinating. The sake flowed freely.


  And the sushi was definitely fabulous.


  I know Sean would love this place; wonder if I could get Andy here? Lea imagined their hulking forms in the beautiful, quiet restaurant. She imagined them nibbling at the sushi.


  She imagined them under the table, nibbling at her, and she blushed.

  


  When she arrived back at the apartment, it was almost eleven, and she was dead on her feet. Happy, but exhausted. She was almost glad that she would be able to fall into bed alone and simply go to sleep.


  Almost.


  There was a package in front of the door. Addressed to her.


  Intrigued, Lea picked it up and let herself in.


  The apartment was neat as a proverbial pin. There were roses on the table. A note that read We can’t keep you warm with our bodies tonight, but we hope our love can help at least a little. They’d both signed it.


  It made Lea’s middle go soft and her eyes overflow, and she felt like such a girl, but what the fuck: she was a girl, proud to be one, and she had more than her share of masculinity at her beck and call (if not tonight) — and they’d been incredibly sweet.


  Suddenly, she missed them terribly, even though she knew their purpose in leaving the flowers and the note had been quite the opposite.


  She threw herself down into one of the chairs — usually Andy’s chair — only then remembering the package.


  It was from a store that sounded vaguely familiar, one in San Francisco, but not one that Kirsten had ever worked at, Lea was pretty sure. She couldn’t think why it seemed familiar.


  Using her keys to cut the packing tape (and trying to ignore the voice of her father telling her not to use her keys that way), Lea opened the box and pulled out the invoice, which included a note from Kirsten: A housewarming present for my best friend, K.


  Intrigued, she pulled out the newsprint that had been used as packing material — reminding herself to ask the boys where to find a recycling center. In the box were three smaller boxes and a tangle of nylon, plastic, and fabric that, as Lea pulled it out, looked like some bizarre combination of sports gear and lingerie. What the fuck, Kirsten?


  She lay aside the whatever-it-was, and pulled out the smallest of the three boxes. It contained what looked like nothing more than a plastic plumb bob, about three inches long, with a strawberry-shaped head. It was colored bright purple.


  Alarmed now, Lea grabbed the largest box, having some sense of what it would contain — and it did.


  A penis. Not quite as long as Sean’s or Andy’s, but a very nice size, to Lea’s eye. Made out of silicone.


  It too was bright purple. And had what looked like a handle at the back end.


  Lea had her phone out and had hit her friend’s number before she could even think to breathe.
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