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"I do have a lot of stuff in boxes." Wanda said, sighing.

The living room was piled high with shipping boxes. Surely they didn't all belong there, they should be in other rooms.

"I could make a bad joke about baggage." said the short woman beside her. "But I won't."

Zoe was a sexy pixie in her dungarees and crop top. Her short cut hair was particularly becoming. Wanda had dared to try a super short style herself, rather than the shoulder length bob she had sported all through her just ended relationship. Unconsciously, she reached a hand up to stroke the bristles on the back of her neck, raising a delicious tingle. "I should hope not. How did all the boxes end up in here?"

"That was me, I'm afraid." said a voice from the door. They turned to see Derek, Zoe's handsome, and well built, husband, standing there with a box cradled in his arms. He kicked the front door closed and stepped from the short hallway into the living room. "We just, sort of, put everything in here until you turned up and pointed out each box was labelled for a room."

"Ah, my husband, the logistics manager." Zoe lamented.

"Yes, well, er, this is the last of the boxes. It's almost time to take the van back."

Zoe took the clunky hire van's key from her dungarees' front pocket and twirled it around a finger. "Are Mark and Rick on the way with the bed?"

"They are. They shouldn't be long."

"And where's Andrew got to?"

"I'm in the kitchen, just putting everything away, and seeing what there is to make a meal." Came the answer, from the door on the other side of the living room.

"Good boy." Zoe turned to Wanda, taking both her hands and squeezing them. "So. You're in excellent hands. I'll take the van back, and I'll come back in the morning to pick up Derek. Do try to wear the Boys out, won't you."

Wanda's pale cheeks flushed. She wanted this so much, needed it, even, but she still couldn't believe she had let herself get this close to it. When Zoe left, and the bed arrived, she would be alone in her new house with four gorgeous men, who, she had been promised, would do everything she wanted. She wanted a lot of things, and her cheeks went a deeper red as she thought about them. Zoe gave Wanda a little kiss on the lips, and turned to Derek. "You take care of my girl now, okay?"

"Of course darling. We shall make sure everything is unpacked and that Wanda is bedded down properly at the end of the night." It was a terribly convoluted innuendo, and Zoe shook her head at its clumsiness. Nonetheless, she kissed her husband and headed out to the van.

Zoe was so short that she all but disappeared in the van's driver's seat. It looked as if it was driving off by itself. When it reached the end of the road and disappeared from view, Wanda turned to talk to Derek. But he had taken the box and gone upstairs. She was, for the moment, alone in the living room.

There was just enough space on the couch for Wanda to sit down. Her heart rate had just shot up, and she needed to spend a moment going through everything in her head.

She was single again, or would be, soon enough, when the papers went through and ended six years of marriage. The new house was rented, somewhere to stay now she had moved out from the one she still owned with her, soon to be ex, husband. She could have taken the house from him, but preferred to get out of the building he'd been sneaking his mistress into. He was going to buy her out of the mortgage, and then she might start looking for somewhere to buy.

For now, she was here, and all of her life was in boxes.

The Boys, as Zoe kept calling them, were here to help Wanda move house and unpack. Her ex- she tried not to even think his name any more- had seen the four hunks and their sexy driver turn up, and been suitably confused. He would have known Zoe- Wanda's cousin- and Derek, but the other three were strangers to him. Wanda hadn't let on that they were strangers to her as well.
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