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Printed in the United States of America

Nous ne voyons pas les choses comme elles sont,

nous les voyons comme nous sommes.

— Anaïs Nin

(We don’t see things as they are, we see them as we are.)

🜁  Air   –  Intellect, communication, breath, and liberation

🜄  Water  –  Emotion, fluidity, intuition, and healing

🜂  Fire  –   Passion, transformation, energy, and desire

🜃  Earth  –  Stability, grounding, sensuality, and physicality

Addison frequented her coffee shop, The Gilded Bean, not necessarily to manage it, but because it was a place to work outside the house. Always at the same table, with her laptop, headphones, and favorite caffeine fix. Some days she sat for hours, working intently, barely noticing anyone coming or going—just the faint sounds of people moving about, coffee grinding, and the occasional clink of ceramic cups. Other days she lingered just long enough to finish what she was working on, more attuned to her surroundings. On those days, she people-watched, pretending to be oblivious to everything around her.

It was the end of September—a typical autumn day with a cool, welcoming breeze after a sweltering summer that had seemed endless. On this particular day, as she settled in for her caffeine fix, she noticed an attractive woman of medium height, short dark hair, and stylish glasses reading a book without its dust cover. The woman would read a bit, turn a page, take a sip of coffee. Whatever she was reading must have been riveting; she flipped through the pages at an impressive speed.

It made Addison curious. Without the dust cover, she couldn’t read the title on the book’s spine. Now overly intrigued, she wondered what to do. Sitting there, sipping coffee that had long since gone lukewarm, she had an idea: she would get up, order another coffee, and casually wander close enough to catch a glimpse of the book’s binder while waiting for her drink.

Pushing back her chair, she formulated her plan. As she strolled to the counter and placed her order, the barista reminded her that refills were free. Lost in thought, she had completely forgotten.

The barista’s comment must have been loud enough to catch the book reader’s attention, because for the first time she paused and looked up. Their eyes met. Addison smiled. The woman returned the gesture.

Now standing there, feeling suddenly awkward, Addison hesitated. Should she say something—try to strike up a casual conversation in hopes the woman might reveal the book’s title or subject?

All the while, a voice in her head nagged, Why does this even matter so damn much?

Without waiting for an answer, she blurted, “Hi, that looks like a very interesting book.”

“Oh, it’s a great page-turner,” the book lady replied.

Thinking of herself as a ditz sometimes, Addison let a pregnant pause hang between them, missing the chance to ask the title. She glanced down as the woman laid the book open, pages down—and saw a familiar name: Nin.

“I hope you’re reading my favorite,” said Addison.

The woman looked down at the book, then back at her. “Are you familiar with the author?”

“I am.”

“Have you read other books by her?” she asked.

Addison replied, “Other books as well as a film adaptation of one of them.”

“A movie?”

“Yes—a nicely crafted cinematic film made in Paris,” Addison responded, suddenly feeling warm and tingling.

She sat silent, as if trying to formulate a sentence. Her pause stretched long enough that Addison felt she needed to rescue her.

“Wait—let me get my phone. I’ll show it to you.”

Just as Addison turned to walk away, the barista called her name.

“Addison, your cappuccino.”

“Thanks, Emily,” she said, turning to retrieve her drink.

Walking back to the table, she closed her laptop, set down her drink, and grabbed her phone. As she headed toward the woman’s table, Addison noticed she was already walking over, drink in hand. She sat opposite, and Addison resumed her seat. Pulling up the page on her phone, she handed it across. The woman’s eyes glistened; her grin was ear to ear.

“Oh my, this is the book I’m reading. Wow!”

“Yes, it’s a great read—with all the details the film only implies. Not explicit, but after reading and then watching, the implications are quite clear—and carnal,” Addison said.

“You don’t say,” replied the book lady, clearly preoccupied with the information on the phone.

“If you like, I can text the site to you.”

“Yes, that would be marvelous!” she said, extending her hand to return Addison’s phone.

Taking it, Addison quickly moved to text mode. “What’s your number?”

She called the number out slowly and precisely. The text came through immediately.

“Yes, there it is! Oh—by the way, my name is Barbara Ann. Everyone calls me B.A.”

While typing her name into the contact info, Addison said her own name, but B.A. interrupted, repeating what she’d heard the barista say. “Addison.”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“What a lovely name. Is it Irish?”

“No, it’s English. My grandmother used to spell it with a y—I prefer the i. My father, her son, is Adam.” She spoke quickly, thinking no one cared what her dad’s name was.

She took a few sips of coffee while B.A. was engrossed with the site. Watching people come and go, Addison noticed B.A. was no longer looking at the phone but at her—specifically, at her blouse. Addison looked down to discover that a strategic button had popped loose, exposing a deep line of cleavage and lace. She didn’t flinch or attempt to fix it. Addison liked the view—and B.A. was undoubtedly enjoying it.

B.A. continued her unvarnished glances. “Addison, are you married?”

“No. I’m divorced—and more recently widowed,” she replied.

“Oh no, I’m so sorry,” B.A. said quickly.

“Which one—the divorce or the passing?” Addison retorted.

B.A. was solemn for a moment, then smiled. “You’ve got jokes!”

They both laughed, the bonding between them easy and natural. There was no need to ask if she were married—the rock on her left hand said it all.

“I’m glad we’re sitting away from the window.”

“Why’s that?” B.A. asked.

“That rock—with all that glitter—is blinding.”

She seemed subdued by the mention of her wedding ring, which Addison later learned was a full three carats. Not sure how to bring the moment back to life, Addison decided to change the subject.

“B.A., are you from here? Or would I be correct in presuming you’re from someplace else?”

“Yes, you are correct, Addie—I’m not from here.”

“North?” Addison asked.

“Yes, from up north. And so is my husband. He’s Monty, by the way. I certainly hope you’ll consider meeting him.”

And somehow, that actually felt like a natural thing to take place.

The two ladies indulged in conversation for another hour. When Addison realized how time had slipped by, she needed to get back for a conference call. They embraced as they said their goodbyes, promising to have lunch soon—within the week, they each vowed.
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Over the next several weeks, B.A. met Addison regularly at the coffee shop. They sat at the same table, ordered their usuals, and talked about everything. As time went on, their conversations began to center more around carnal erotica. Addison held back on some topics, not wanting B.A. to get the wrong impression. They talked about blowjobs, men’s erogenous zones, and how each liked to turn their men on and tease them before coitus. Some days, it was as if they lived in their own cozy world. Secrets were shared by both—trials, tribulations, and happy memories.

During one of their earlier meetings, B.A. had shared a photo of Monty. He was a dashing man, dressed in what appeared to be a tailor-made suit, clean-shaven with mixed gray hair. B.A. explained that he was older by ten years, which by Addison’s calculations made Monty about three years older than she. Addison hadn’t given him much thought since her focus was on her new friend—someone she liked and, admiringly, wanted to be closer to. Closer as in kissing her, sucking her nice-sized breasts, and parting her vulva to lick her nub to ecstasy. And a few other things she would think about doing to B.A. while she masturbated before going to sleep.

One thing was certain: Addison was sleeping better after her nightly orgasms—awakening refreshed and rested. During her daydreams of B.A., she often wondered how to open the door without offending her.

One day, B.A. showed up wearing a turtleneck sweater that showcased the ampleness of her breasts. The white sweater was made of thin material, and her bra had no padding, allowing a hint of nipple and the hue of her areola to show. It was a challenge for Addison not to stare. It threw her timing off so much that she had trouble finishing a thought. B.A. did most of the talking that day.

To Addison’s surprise, her friend didn’t seem to notice her distraction. B.A. was on a roll, revealing much about Monty. Addison expected her to pop the question at any moment about having dinner with them. She noticed B.A. checking her phone frequently but thought nothing of it. They had been at the shop for almost thirty minutes when B.A.’s phone buzzed. She read the text and smiled, then immediately went back to talking about her husband and the things he enjoyed in his spare time.

B.A. sat with her back to the door. The shop was unusually busy that day. As she continued describing how great Monty was, Addison noticed through the glass door a striking, mature man approaching. He walked in, looking around, paused, and then joined the line forming at the counter. Addison didn’t give it much thought and turned her attention back to B.A., who was still talking about her husband’s success as an engineer.

Engrossed in her friend’s story, she forgot about the attractive man who had entered. When she glanced back toward the counter, he was gone. Switching her focus back to the table, Addison suddenly realized that the striking man was now pulling out the empty chair beside her, leaning in to kiss B.A. on the lips.

B.A. chuckled with delight, greeting her husband. Introductions were made—polite, civilized—but beneath it, Addison sensed an undercurrent swelling fast. She extended her hand as she was introduced. Monty graciously took it, holding it as he leaned in to kiss her cheeks in European fashion. She remained composed and continental on the exterior, but her insides were at a boil.

Was she being premature in her assessment? Her instincts were rarely off. She knew this man would, at some point in the future, have his hard cock inside her. Which also meant B.A.’s beautiful breasts would be in her mouth before it was all said and done.

Addison forced herself to think of abstract, meaningless things about her work as an editor to keep her pheromones in check. If she was wrong in her assumption, this could go very wrong. She decided to be acquiescent until intentions were clear—and even then, maybe a little submissive. She absolutely felt that vibe. Her senses told her it would all be carnally delicious and quite civilized. He had that kind of sexual magnetism—his voice, the way he carried himself.

They sat and became better acquainted. No discussion of sex or erotica—just harmless conversation about the lives of three people who shared many experiences.
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Dinner, after much discussion and texting back and forth between the three, was settled upon at the home of Monty and B.A. Then came the meshing of schedules that went on for several days, each trying to get a date sooner than two weeks away. After much consternation on Monty’s part—he was the one with business commitments—a date two weeks out was finally set, after a week and a half had already passed.

B.A., having mixed emotions, was ready to blurt out to Addie how excited she’d become about the prospect of sharing her husband with her—the three of them in carnal bliss. Yet she was happy for the time to critique the house, order fresh flowers, schedule grocery deliveries, and prepare for the big weekend. She made a note to find the perfect wine, an after-dinner apéritif, and to discuss with Monty what he wanted to cook.

Monty, as usual, was impatient. He liked what B.A. had found—the perfect person. She fit exactly as they had fantasized during lovemaking. It couldn’t have been more perfect for him: a wife who enjoyed sharing sex, visiting nude clubs when she traveled with him on business, taking trips to Vegas, and choosing their companions for the evening. To his surprise, she would often choose women, though once in a while he wanted her to select a man.

They had never invited anyone to the country house before. It had been their haven from the city, where they spent weekends unwinding. When B.A. suggested the country house, Monty was overjoyed. Her asking made it even more exciting, the endless possibilities spinning through his mind. With the house a little over an hour away, he told her he’d worry about Addison’s return trip after dark—and wanted her to be able to enjoy at least a glass of wine with dinner.

During a three-way call one evening to finalize dinner plans, B.A., at the country house, without hesitation—and more instructing than asking—told Addison she should bring some things and plan to sleep in one of the three guest rooms. “More than enough room,” she gushed. Monty eagerly agreed from his office desk while wrapping up a hectic day.
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When the call ended, Monty’s excitement got the best of him. The thought of her sleeping in their home—her bronzed body between the sheets or her nakedness in one of the showers—made him hard. When Addie agreed that it was a good idea, he felt his arousal throb. With B.A. at the country house and himself in the city for the next couple of nights, he got up, locked his office door, turned off the overhead lights, left the desk lamp on, and opened his trousers and briefs.

He began to imagine sliding his hard cock into her pussy while his wife watched. He could hear her moans of pleasure, feel her responding to his thrusts, see her cupping her breasts for him to suckle. The warmth of her, the wetness as he thrust deeper, her moans growing louder with every movement. He breathed heavily, lost in sensation. He wanted to taste her, imagined pulling out and penetrating her with his tongue while rubbing her clit with his thumb.

He pumped his cock faster, playing with the clear juice drooling from its head. The warmth built, the tension rising. He visualized making her cum, and as he pumped faster, he couldn’t hold back—nor did he want to. His orgasm hit, hot and intense, spilling everywhere. He didn’t care where it landed; all he wanted was to cum on her, cum in Addison, feel her warm wetness enveloping his hard cock.

When his orgasm subsided, Monty looked down—his release spattered on his trousers, his chair, the floor. He hadn’t cum like that since college.

He wondered if Addison could actually be that erotic in real life. He found her strikingly beautiful—elegant, poised—the day he met her at The Gilded Bean. He’d been pleasantly surprised to learn she was the owner of the famous coffee shop. Monty felt mesmerized by this woman his wife had brought into their lives. Sharing a meal and then sharing himself would be something special. He wanted to make it a weekend worthy of her time.

Finding a dry-cleaning bag in his closet along with a fresh shirt, Monty cleaned up in his private bathroom. Once dressed, he picked up his cell and sent a text to an old friend and business colleague. Grabbing his case and keys, turning off the desk lamp, Monty walked to his Benz wagon, deep in thought about the possibilities of the weekend at the country house.

His phone buzzed—an incoming text. He opened it before putting the car in drive.

A resounding yes was the response.
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Addie was a ball of erotic excitement. During the texting and phone calls with Monty and B.A., she could feel the moisture between her legs. She was so turned on one evening, when a text from Monty popped up, she closed her laptop, put her work aside, and began to masturbate—fingering her pussy, using her own juice to lubricate her clit while cupping her breast and pinching her nipple.

Where she usually thought about B.A., this particular evening she focused on Monty. She imagined he had a nice round cock with a prominent head and long shaft she could deep-throat to the back of her mouth. She saw herself licking the underside of his shaft, suckling his balls, then circling his cock’s head with her lips, slipping her tongue between the slit to taste his clear juice before thrusting his entire length into her mouth—up and down, plunging into the back of her throat.

It made her so wet. She loved sucking cock, making men throb, treating her mouth like a hot, wet, tight pussy. The thought made her ache to be taken doggie style. She got up, went to her bedroom, pulled out her male-likeness dildo, bent over the edge of the bed, and thrust it into her wet, throbbing pussy, taking no mercy—exactly as she wanted Monty to do to her. To pump her, thrust her, fill her with his hardness, making her moan with pleasure.

She imagined him grabbing her breasts as they swung from each thrust, pinching her nipples, forcing her to push back harder. She could feel the convulsion take over as she drove herself faster until she cried out, her orgasm tearing through her. She collapsed onto the bed, legs braced against the floor, the dildo slick from her cum, her vulva throbbing from the aftershocks.

She wanted both of them—wanted to lick and suck B.A. until she came, wanted to give Monty a blowjob while B.A. watched. Addie imagined tying B.A. to a chair or the bed so she could only watch as she slid her mouth over her husband’s cock.

If they were all on the same page, the weekend at the country house would be one to remember.
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The Saturday drive from the city took Addie over a span bridge with a toll on the other side of the water. Her Benz cruised smoothly through traffic. She had no music playing as she talked aloud to herself.

Her first admission was that she was nervous. Her anxiety then turned to her outfit. Jeans? What was I thinking? A crew-neck two-piece sweater set in soft beige. Do I look too prim and proper to be going to someone’s estate to have sex with a woman and her sexy husband?

Her hair was in an up-do, held together with a tortoiseshell bear claw. Peeking in the rearview mirror, she impulsively snatched it out, letting her hair cascade down her back and over one shoulder. Panicking for no apparent reason, she reached blindly over the console into her brown leather tote for a brush. Brushing only made it worse.

Balancing her attention between the bridge highway and the mirror made her want to turn around and go home. Her thoughts were all over the place. Was she ready for what would come next? Could she handle not being first string? After all, B.A. would always be first—as the wife. Right?

But the excitement took over. She’d spent a small fortune on matching thong panties and bra, a nightgown she probably wouldn’t wear—or maybe just to get coffee in the morning. Morning! Hell, this could all go wrong and she’d be heading back across this bridge in a couple of hours. Either one of them could back out—she was certainly thinking about it. But what if... what if this was exactly what she’d sensed at the coffee shop?

Her first impression of Monty—so much swag, confidence. How would she handle B.A. if she and Monty connected during those moments of erotica? She’d read about couples who experimented with having a third and then found what they thought was the perfect match—until it all went sideways because one of the spouses fell in love with the third person.

“Oh, good grief!” she yelled at seemingly nothing on the hood of her car.

As she emerged from the second tunnel and rose onto the final bridge—more than halfway across to Shore East—she could see the tall pines in the distance, the leaves changing color, the highway slithering between them like an endless serpent.

Traffic was heavier than she anticipated. She settled in, engaged cruise control for the remaining hour-and-fifty-minute drive. Still no music; her mind wandered over the possibilities of what could—or could not—happen. She knew if this was all in her imagination, she’d have to hightail it out if things went south.

Emerged in thought, her GPS began to prompt her for an exit. Snapping to alert, she followed the directions past a national-chain grocer, through a quaint town, then a small strip shopping center. The road became a two-lane highway. On the left stood a road marked by an elaborate sign:

Private Property — Cameras in Use.

The sign wasn’t painted but embossed in brass with a black background and a floodlight, she assumed, to illuminate it at night. This is the sign B.A. spoke of.

She turned onto the road, driving slowly for about a quarter mile until she reached tall wrought-iron gates anchored by two large brick pillars, fencing stretching outward as far as the eye could see.

As she slowed to a stop, she noticed a black pedestal with a speaker box level with her window. Pressing the red button, she heard a familiar voice sing out:

“Addie, you made it!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


⁂





[image: ]




The tall wrought-iron gates began to swing inward. She waited for them to fully open before proceeding. About a quarter mile in, Addison followed the winding road until she saw a large brick house with smaller buildings off to the left and, to the right, a cove with a dock jutting over a marsh and a boathouse at the end.

She continued on the asphalt drive to the front of the house, which was graveled. As she approached the large brick Georgian with its boxy shape and endless rows of windows, she saw B.A. standing beneath a portico, waiting to greet her.

When she pulled up, B.A. motioned for her to follow the path to the left side of the house toward the garage and parking. She drove around as instructed to a multi-car garage, parked, and got out. Opening the trunk, she pulled out her duffel. As she turned, she was met by Monty, who took her bag and gave her a quick embrace.

“Welcome to our humble abode,” he said.

“Thanks for having me. I’ve been looking forward to it.”

Right away, Addie noticed how immaculate the grounds were. They must have a dedicated grounds crew, she thought. Through the garage windows she could see B.A.’s red two-seater, Monty’s full-size SUV, and the rear of a white car she didn’t recognize. Two bays were empty.

The gravel turned into a brick pathway lined with ligustrums and low hedges. Beyond the hedges were small ornamental trees, their leaves turning from green to orange. The contrast of the fallen leaves against the grass painted a perfect autumn picture.

The sun hung low, casting long shadows from the roofline and chimneys. The sight slowed Addie’s pace until Monty asked if she was all right. Snapping out of her nature trance, she smiled and assured him she was fine, complimenting the house and the grounds.

They walked up the steps and entered through a mudroom. Stainless-steel, front-load washer and dryer units sat on a long surface with drawers beneath. One wall had hooks for coats; beneath it was a long bench for sitting while removing shoes. The house had a no-shoes rule, clearly stated on a custom-mounted mat and framed picture. She sat, and Monty sat beside her as they slipped off their shoes. An awkward silence fell between them—until suddenly, B.A. burst into the room, making a beeline for Addie, her arms open wide. She embraced Addie, who was still seated.

Addison greeted her warmly. Monty donned an apron and went to finish the meal while B.A. began a tour of the house.

Moving through the kitchen, Addison noticed the stonework where the recessed multi-burner range top looked familiar. The countertops were thick and lustrous, the double ovens and French-door refrigerator recessed neatly into the walls. The island was the main focal point, with triple sinks and massive counter space opposite the range. On the other side were six leather-upholstered seats perched on tall wooden legs with footrests. Chairs on stilts, she thought.

In the far corner sat a bistro set made of white wood with red gingham covers. The walls were lined with warm-toned cabinets that pulled gold and red flecks from the granite. Overhead lights hung from wooden beams that blended effortlessly with the cabinetry and hardwood floors. The windows were bare—large, bright, and welcoming—letting ample light fill the room.

In another corner, a three-pillow upholstered sofa in gold sat beside a high-back chair covered in red gingham, both facing a fireplace. The cozy corner included two wooden end tables with matching red lamps and cream-colored shades, adding warmth to the granite and high ceilings.

Moving on, they passed a wide doorway leading to a formal dining room. Three sections of glass-paned doors fronted a china cabinet that sat on a multi-drawer buffet. The glass gleamed, reflecting the polished dishes behind it. The table held a long, low floral centerpiece stretching across the eight-seater table. Everything was wood—except for a glass-and-brass, two-tier serving table on wheels.

A floor-to-ceiling window, bare of curtains, allowed sunlight to sparkle through the chandelier. The effect gave the room an open, almost airy elegance. As they walked through, the thick dining room rug gave way to hardwood, stepping down slightly into the living room at the front of the house.

The spaces were separated by a wide foyer with a massive round table centered beneath a carved wooden statue. On one side stood the formal living area—a traditional sofa with four matching upholstered chairs, glass-and-wood end tables, and a massive coffee table anchoring the room. A raised fireplace and mantel created a stately focal point.

The room itself was painted a bright yellow, with two floor-to-ceiling windows dressed in balloon valances that matched the furniture’s cream and navy hues. A patterned area rug centered the grouping of sofa and chairs.

Across the foyer stood a baby grand piano, gleaming black with its lid half-open. The room held two yellow settees trimmed in navy piping and three high-back chairs patterned with musical notes.

“Oh my, who’s the pianist?” Addison asked.

“I am,” B.A. replied. “I’ve played since I was nine. I used to hate piano practice, but once I got older, it helped me relax.”

“You’ll have to play something before I go. Would you?”

“Yes, of course. We’re hoping you’ll stay through Sunday, if that works for your schedule?”

“Sunday?”

“Yes—we’re taking the boat out tomorrow, and we hope you’ll join us...”

Before B.A. could finish, Monty popped his head in, wearing a red bibbed apron. From the hallway beside the stairs, he called out, “Addison, do you like Brussels sprouts? B.A. isn’t a fan, but I didn’t want to grill too many if it’s just me eating them.”

“Yes, Monty, I’m a fan of Brussels sprouts. Grill away!” she laughed.

Once Monty disappeared back down the hall, B.A. led Addison down a corridor opposite the staircase. A door opened into another large room with wood-paneled walls. One wall—opposite a large window—held a recessed bookcase. Both window and bookcase were floor-to-ceiling.

The room was unmistakably Monty’s. A large wooden desk with dual monitors, keyboard, and a familiar Apple laptop sat beside a gooseneck lamp. Near the massive window was a drafting table with a swing-arm lamp and tall wooden drawers topped with T-squares and rulers of every size.

The room’s rug anchored a four-pillow leather sofa and two leather wingback chairs with brass tacking. Beyond the sitting area was a private door. B.A. noted that this room had its own commode, shower, and small refrigerator.

As they ascended the front staircase, Monty appeared again at the bottom, calling up, “Dinner in twenty! I’ll not add the black truffles until I see your beautiful faces. And Addison, I put your duffel at the top of the rear stairs. B.A.—let Addison choose her room!”

With that, he vanished again.

At the top of the stairs, a wide landing opened into a great square space. The rear stairs began at the opposite end. A large round rug—though the area itself was square—left a border of hardwood showing, like lace trim, giving the space a cozy elegance.

Sconces lined the walls, sending light upward toward the high ceiling, while recessed lights above cast a gentle glow downward. Medium-sized oil paintings of various subjects hung along the hallway.

B.A. opened doors as she described the themes of the four ensuite bedrooms. At the rear, nearest the back stairs, a set of double doors marked what Addison assumed was the primary suite.

There was the Hunt Room, with a hunter-green motif and hound-dog prints, plaid comforter, and matching drapes. The bath carried the same green-and-white palette, with a separate water closet, twin basins, and a shower fitted with both rain and handheld heads.

Another bedroom followed the same color scheme—hunter green, but no hounds. Then came the Gingham Room, red and white, with a matching bath. Finally, across from the double doors, was a room done in French Blue Toile. The soft white walls and large double windows were dressed with valances and blackout drapes that matched the bedding: European shams, neck rolls, and square pillows in assorted sizes.

The high four-poster bed stood proudly at the center. The bath offered a larger shower with a stone seat, two basins on a long counter, and towel shelves stacked neatly with French-blue linens. The water closet was tucked separately behind its own door.

“This,” Addison said to B.A., “is the room.”

B.A. smiled. “Perfect choice.”

She left Addison to unpack and get settled. Addie unpacked a little—not wanting to unpack too much, just in case. She decided to leave her toiletries in the bag.
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She headed downstairs to the kitchen, where she found Monty and B.A., both with wine glasses in hand. An empty glass sat on the counter, waiting. As Addison entered, B.A. raised the bottle, eyebrows lifted in question. Addison nodded yes.

B.A. poured generously. Addie reminded herself to sip slowly, even though she wanted to drink as freely as the pour invited.

Monty announced the food was ready. The counter had been set for dinner.

“Addison, you’re in the middle,” he said with a grin.

She smiled back and took her seat in one of the comfortable tall chairs.

Pivoting from the stovetop to the counter, Monty began his presentation.

“Seared scallops, baked salmon with Brussels sprouts—French string beans for B.A.—risotto, and shaved black truffles.”

“Smells wonderful,” said Addison.

“Monty is an excellent cook,” B.A. added proudly.

“Thank you, my love. I can always count on you,” Monty replied with a wink.

The trio began their meal; a silence hung for several minutes before Monty broke it.

“Addison, do you cook?”

“Yes, but not as often as I used to. With it just being me, I’ve gotten away from cooking.”

Addison, feeling a little more comfortable, sipped her wine, throwing caution to the wind. Sitting in a row at the bar, they took turns sharing likes and dislikes about foods as they came up. As it turned out, Monty and Addison had the same likes as well as the same dislikes. This became obvious, though no one said it aloud. B.A. noticed but made no mention.

Monty stood, circled the counter to clear the dinner plates, and moved to present dessert. The ladies, in unison, said they would wait. B.A. began loading the dishwasher. Addison offered to help, but B.A. insisted she head over to the fireplace—and topped off Addison’s almost-empty glass. B.A. poured the remainder of the bottle into Monty’s glass.

Monty and Addison headed to the fireplace area—Monty taking an oversized ottoman and Addison the sofa set catty-corner from him. Monty began to drink Addison in. Her features were soft, her brown eyes those of a woman of certainty. He liked that she wore jeans and a simple crew-neck sweater—nothing revealing, no outward signals of what he’d been fantasizing about for the past few weeks.
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One night, late, after he’d returned from a three-day business trip, he showered and slipped into bed. B.A. acknowledged him; he tested the temperature and found a yes. In the dark, he imagined he was stroking Addison, not his wife. It made him intense—feeling like he wouldn’t get enough before coming inside her. Only when B.A. pulled him out—as she often did to watch him masturbate to his ejaculation—did he register it wasn’t Addison.

B.A. handed him the KY, whispering in his ear, “Masturbate me with your cum, baby.” She sucked his nipple and bit softly as he poured lube over his cock, stroking up and down while she suckled one nipple and pinched the other. He came quickly—to B.A.’s surprise—spewing over his hand and thighs. She moaned with delight, rolled onto her back, and Monty lubed her with his cum-laced fingers. As he played, building a steady motion, B.A. tugged and pinched her nipples—harder as she neared climax—until she came. Monty got up, washed off, and returned with a hot washcloth for B.A.
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Returning to reality, Monty poured another glass of wine from a bottle on the side table. After a moment of silence, he took a sip and spoke just as B.A. came to sit at the end of the sofa opposite Addison.

“Addison, thanks for coming. May I speak candidly?”

“Sure,” she replied.

Monty continued. “It has been a fantasy of ours to bring a woman into our world—not for a one-night stand, but someone we’d consider a part of us. To travel with us, enjoy the arts, fine dining, and our bed—with both of us, and, when it happens, with either of us. I don’t mind telling you we actively searched for a while with no results. We hesitated with some we thought might be a good match, so we didn’t. We gave up. We stopped looking—but we kept fantasizing, which only heightened our libidos.

“Addison, hear me when I say: you are more than we could have fantasized about. You’re our hopes and dreams ten times over. I want to be with you. B.A. wants to be with you. We want to share you, and we want you to share us. Is that something you might be interested in?”

The kitchen lights were off; only the hood light glowed above the range, and a few ceiling lights barely illuminated their faces as they watched and waited for her response. Her mind raced; her heart thumped hard. She looked at Monty, then turned to B.A., sitting one cushion away. She leaned sideways and reached to set her wineglass on the far side table. She set it down, sat up, and in one smooth move slid toward B.A., touching her lips to B.A.’s until their tongues probed each other.

Addie slid closer, fondling B.A.’s breast with one hand while stroking between her legs, coaxing B.A. to open wider so Addie could rub her bare thigh. Sliding closer still, Addie pulled up B.A.’s blouse, exposing her braless breasts, then licked her nipples, making B.A. sink into the sofa. B.A. was breathing heavily. Addie sucked, inching her hand higher along B.A.’s thighs, now splayed so Monty could see the crotch of her panties. He began to swell, watching this woman make his wife squirm and pant.

They kissed again—tongues probing deeper. Addie bit B.A.’s lip as her hand slid into B.A.’s panties. B.A. let out a round moan. Addie felt the warmth and wet of B.A.’s pussy. Moving from B.A.’s mouth back to her nipples, Addie slipped two fingers beneath the panties, and B.A. arched and moaned louder. Monty was fully erect now, his cock bulging against his trousers, mesmerized by Addie’s fingers probing his wife.

Addie whispered in B.A.’s ear, “Take off your panties—I want to taste you.”

B.A.’s nipples tightened at the words. She reached down and slid off her panties, then walked to Monty and kissed him. Addie watched B.A.’s bare ass as she bent to kiss her husband. Addison pulled her sweater over her head and tossed it behind the sofa. She bent to caress B.A.’s ass, rubbing her breasts against her. The two women kissed and played with each other’s breasts. Addison reached behind and unhooked her bra, letting it fall away from her firm breasts with their dark areola.

Monty was entranced. He had never seen breasts so perky and round, dark peaks for nipples—rock hard. He wanted to touch them, rub them, fill his hands with them. He leaned to pick up the lace bra and cupped her left breast in his right hand. Her skin was warm, soft, and firm under his palm. Addie removed his hand, kissed his palm, and licked it gently. Without looking at him, she set his hand on his knee and turned back to B.A., who now lay flat on the sofa, head resting on the arm.

Addie leaned over; B.A. welcomed her tongue with hungry kisses. Addie slid a finger into B.A.’s wet pussy. B.A.’s moan rose. Addie began to stroke her clit in a slow rhythm, then moved her mouth to B.A.’s nipples. She withdrew her finger, kissed B.A., and slipped the finger into B.A.’s mouth so she could taste herself. Addie leaned to whisper, “Now I want to taste you.”

Before B.A. could answer, Addie tugged the panties fully away, handing them to Monty, who had unzipped and was holding his hard cock. B.A. parted her legs, exposing her shaven pussy with a neat strip. Addie’s tongue probed her labia—intentional strokes, one then the other—while her fingers parted them. Her tongue pressed in and out like she was fucking her with it. Addie tasted warm, creamy juice. B.A.’s moans grew louder with each thrust.

She heard Monty stand to strip off his trousers and shoes. The thought spurred Addie to move faster; she knew he was turned on watching his wife pleasured by a woman. Addie moved from B.A.’s vagina to a gentle lick of her clit. B.A. gyrated in sync. Addie reached up, grabbed her breasts, and pinched her nipples—lightly at first, then firmer—drawing a cry.

Addie lifted her right hand, licked B.A.’s vulva, then plunged two fingers into the wet heat while her tongue flicked B.A.’s now-swollen clit. B.A. moaned louder, hips rocking fiercely. Her juice ran down her crease.

“Oh yes, Monty—I’m going to cum,” she cried.

“Cum. Let go and cum,” he whispered.

He moved closer, breathing in his wife’s scent, feeling Addison’s sexual tension—but he didn’t touch either woman. Addie turned up the heat. Feeling B.A.’s orgasm cresting, she pulled her two fingers out, didn’t stop licking, and re-inserted three. A couple of strokes—and B.A. exploded, back arched, vulva throbbing, nipples hard, orgasm tearing through her.

“Fuck, yes—yes!” B.A. cried out.

When the tremors eased, B.A. lay limp and boneless. Monty sat, taking it all in.

Addie turned to him. His cock bobbed, a clear drop beaded at the tip. She licked it. He leaned to kiss her, but she pressed him gently back onto the ottoman. Seated, his cock and tight balls hung free over the edge. On her knees now, he paused to slide a fallen pillow beneath her—perfect angle. She was soaking; she often got wet giving blowjobs, and once or twice had come while doing it.

Her nipples tightened with anticipation. She licked his head lightly, watched it bob. She kissed the tip, teased the slit, coaxing more clear fluid. He moaned. She circled the ridge, drew out another bead. She licked up and down the underside; on the down stroke, his balls; on the up, just the tip between her lips—over and over until he began to pump toward her mouth each time she touched the head.

She stroked him with her tongue along the shaft—up and down—avoiding head and balls for a few passes. He pumped and moaned, almost begging. She licked his balls, ran back up the underside, then, without hesitation, plunged his full length deep until the head grazed the back of her throat. She held him there, withdrew, teased the slit, and plunged deeper again. As her gag reflex adjusted, she found a rhythm; he thrust into her wet, warm mouth. He grunted. Addie moaned—she was drenched.

She fucked him with her mouth, feeling him swell with each thrust. She slicked him thoroughly, and when she felt her own climax building, she upstroked him, stood, and lowered herself facing him onto his cock. He pumped deep, hands gripping her hips, seating her lower with every thrust. He suckled her hard nipple and bit gently, drawing a moan. She kissed him; he tasted his wife on her lips. He drove harder, deeper, his tongue in her mouth; she received him like they’d been doing this forever. Tight—urgent—he grunted as he came inside her, and she came all over him. They moaned together.

She stayed seated on him, facing him, cum running down his satisfied cock. From behind, B.A.’s voice:

“That was so great to watch, Addie. I loved watching you suck my husband’s cock.”

“I loved sucking him—and I hope you were okay with him fucking me.”

“Yes, Addie. You can have him anytime. I want to share him with you. Does that mean... yes, you’ll be part of our Throuple Entente?”

“Yes, B.A.—I’ll be part of your Throuple Entente.”

“I second that motion—Throuple Entente,” said Monty.

In that moment, sophisticated serenity wrapped itself around Addison like fine cashmere—memories, pleasure, control. All things familiar.
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The morning brought bright autumn sunshine to Addison’s sleeping quarters. She had forgotten to draw the drapes. Reaching for her phone on the nightstand, she saw it was just 6:15. Ugh, she moaned, feeling a slight headache from last night’s wine. Addison wasn’t much of a drinker, but the wine had given her a boost to enjoy herself without hesitation.

She rose—naked, as she liked to sleep—walked to the bathroom, turned on the rain shower head, and stepped in before the hot water kicked in. Something she liked to do when she’d had one too many drinks the night before. The cold water raised goosebumps, cleared her head, and heightened her senses. As the water turned tepid and then warm, she stepped out to retrieve her cloth and body gel.

For this trip, she’d chosen to bring Oud Bergamot and her signature Lime Basil Mandarin. The bergamot filled her nostrils, waking her fully. Hair wet, she shaved her legs, rinsed off, and turned off the water, now steamy and fogging the bathroom. She wrapped herself in a bath towel and used another to press out the excess water from her hair. The bathroom smelled of bergamot; soon the entire room wafted with it.

She slipped on silk two-piece shortie pajamas—long sleeves, black—and donned the matching long robe, then headed downstairs to figure out the coffee.
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