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​​CHAPTER 1
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The flight home should have been easy. I should have passed out immediately after such an invigorating, intense vacation. But I just couldn’t sleep. As soon as we’d lifted off, my mind turned away from the pleasure of the last two weeks, and toward the day-to-day responsibilities it had been so easy to forget.

Starting Monday, I needed to be on my A-game. My largest campaign to-date would be launched in a few days for a company I just knew was going to be my biggest client.

I had the utmost faith in my assistant, Olivia Bryant. She was completely competent, but the campaign was my baby, had been from day one. Trina Armand had entrusted her brain child, a revolutionary set of creams and cosmetics, to me. I knew, one way or the other, this woman’s product was going to be an instant success.

I turned on my side to face John, covetous of his peaceful slumber. His thick, dark blonde hair had lightened from the two weeks of sun. It was messy enough to be sexy and set off his strong jaw line. For a brief moment I considered jabbing him in the ribs. At least then I’d have company. But no, there was no way he deserved that kind of selfishness from me.

He was so damned sexy, even when he slept. I wondered how that was possible. More than that, I wondered what he saw in me and why he put up with all my baggage.

Closing my eyes in a desperate attempt for some sort of rest just brought more frustration as I began to picture him naked, pinning me against a wall. After the vacation we’d just had, I should have been exhausted. Instead I found myself missing my treadmill. I was twitching, and sitting still was not an option.

What the hell is wrong with me?

A glance at my watch told me we had about three hours left of the flight. Not long enough for a good, full rest, but a power nap plus would do the trick if only I...could...sleep...

Something cold touched my arm, making me flinch. I jerked my arm back and looked up. Janette had a cocktail in her hand, and was waving for me to follow. I slowly climbed over John, trying not to wake him, and followed her to an empty set of seats.

“Can’t sleep?” she shoved the cocktail at me.

“Janette, if I keep this up, I’m going to need A.A.”

“Oh relax, it’s just one to take the edge off. You looked like you were riding a bucking bronco over there instead of sleeping,” she teased. She tossed her long, dark hair over her shoulder. She gave me a teasing wink with her emerald eyes.

I took the drink from her as politely as I could. I was feeling less than sociable, wink or not.

“Where’s the other half?”

“James took one too many pills. He passed out in the bathroom. The flight attendant said just to leave him there until we start dropping altitude.” She rolled her eyes. “Poor bastard just can’t get through a flight in one piece without some help.”

It was hard to imagine a man like James struggling with something as simple as sitting on a plane. I could see Janette felt bad for him too, even if she tried hard not to let anyone else see her compassion. She could be a real ice queen if you didn’t know her.

“So, are we excited about the move?”

I sipped at the cocktail, which was a pleasant mixture of sweet and sour. “To be honest, there are so many things running through my mind, I haven’t really spent much time thinking about how I feel. I’m going to be putting in a lot of hours at work for the next few weeks.”

Her lips tightened. She wanted to say something, but quashed it. Instead, her left eyebrow shot toward her hairline as she took a large swallow of her drink.

“I know how you feel,” she shifted in her seat. “I have a horrendous trial waiting for me when I get back. The kind I detest. I may be the one who needs A.A. by the time I hand down a decision.” She shook her head. “I made the mistake of reading through the pleadings before we left on vacation. Wish to hell I hadn’t done that.”

“Murder?” I asked.

“Man killed his wife and kids. I know the prick is going to try to get off on a technicality.” She tightened her jaw and shook her head, trying to mask her own revulsion.

“Thanks for pulling me out of my fight with the blanket.” I smiled, trying to distract her. I couldn’t imagine what her job was like...dealing with the lowest of the low.

She smiled and turned her body to face me. “We need our little vacations. I know I keep preaching to you about balance, but we have to remember to keep the fun in our lives, especially when they’re filled with so much stress and monotony. We have to do it or we go crazy.”

We? Our?

“I know. I tend to take on too much. It’s nice to get out and have fun.” My smile was weaker than intended.

“Are you driving home from the airport?” Janette took my empty glass from my hands.

“No, but...”

She held up two fingers to the flight attendant before I could finish. But I don’t want to drink.

“So, once a month I have a little gathering at my house. It’s a vanilla party. Everyone dresses a little risqué but there is absolutely no sex. You two should come.” She winked. “The caterer is phenomenal.”

Janette wanted a girl chat. I wanted rest. While I adored her, the pushy side of Janette irritated me more and more. When would I draw the line?

“That sounds great.” Lie.

“Ma’am, your husband is making some noise in the lavatory. You may want to check in on him.” The lady handed over our drinks as she finished her sentence.

“Excuse me,” Janette groaned.

When I saw her helping James out of the restroom, I took the opportunity to return to my seat. Another look at my watch revealed two hours of flight time left. With two drinks in my belly, I felt warm and more relaxed. I leaned my chair back and closed my eyes.
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“Candy,” a soft, low voice whispered in my ear.

“Huh?” I rubbed my eyes.

John kissed my temple. “We’re getting ready to land. You have to put your belt on.” Before I could do anything, he was already fastening my seat belt.

“Thank you,” I mumbled as I forced myself to sit upright. “It’s going to be good to be home. I miss my bed.”

John’s brow tensed. I had forgotten again that I’d agreed to move in together.

“Guess we need to flip a coin on whose bed we keep,” I grinned.

“Not if you like yours that much. I can sleep on a floor, so the mattress choice is all yours.” Too easy. John was always too easy.

I popped a piece of gum in my mouth to ease the pressure in my ears as we dropped altitude. A cup of coffee had the synapses firing in my brain. My plate was going to be very full as soon as the plane landed.

The flight attendants collected the empty cups before locking their carts in place and belting themselves in. My heart gave a leap when the wheels touched. Home.

* * * * 
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John, obviously still groggy, collapsed on my couch as I started unpacking my clothes from the trip. I heard faint snoring sounds as I moved around my apartment. My home...was I ready to leave it?

Shaking my head to clear my thoughts, I turned on my phone to send a quick text to Olivia asking her to be in an hour early so we could catch up on any lingering product launch details. Before I could press the send button, my phone protested as numerous text messages and voice mails rang in.

Stacy had spent the last twelve hours assaulting my phone.

Damn. I quickly tried to call her back.

“Candy!” Stacy yelled before her voice cracked with emotion.

“Stacy? What in the hell is wrong?”

“What’s wrong? Didn’t you get any of my messages?” she cried.

“I just turned my phone on and it went crazy with all of your messages.” My heart broke, hearing her sobs.

“He’s been cheating...forever! He’s had a mistress for years. Fucking prick!” she sniffed.

My heart sank. “You’d better come over.”

“On my way,” she sniffed.

I rubbed my forehead. There was too much going on for this right now. But Stacy had held the pieces of me together during my divorce. I just couldn’t abandon her. She was going to need a drink, probably a lot of them, but damn, I just couldn’t do the drunken girlfriend bit. I had to be into work early.

Running my fingers through my hair, I found my resolve. It was a code of ethics among girlfriends. Some duties just could not be abandoned, not in a time of need anyway.

Stacy would only take a few more minutes to get to my apartment. 

Walking over to John, I sat on the edge of the couch and shook him lightly. “John,” I cooed in his ear.

“Huh?” He sat up. “I’m sorry, I just crashed.”

I chuckled. “You may want to go crash in your apartment. Stacy is on her way and, well, she’s a mess. It’s nothing you want to see.” I ran my fingers through his thick hair.

John grinned back. “I can handle it. If we’re living together, I won’t have another place to go. What’s the matter with her?”

I rolled my eyes. “She just found out her husband has had a mistress for years. She’s more than a little destroyed at the moment.”

I could see John wavering. “Right, I will just go unpack my things and get some laundry started.”

Giving him a quick kiss, I patted his knee. “Thought you might feel that way,” I teased.

“You’re going to be tied up for the rest of the day, aren’t you?”

I looked at my watch. “It’s two now and there will be drinking involved. I’m going to get her drunk as quickly as possible and try to be in bed by nine. If I last that long.”

He stood, slinging one bag over his shoulder and lifting the other. “I’ll be sure to slide in next to you by nine.”

Right. We’re roommates now. Damn.

I felt slightly guilty at my thought, but it was going to take some getting used to. I’d grown quite fond of my independence.

A banging on the door quickened John’s pace. “I’m out!”

When he opened the door, Stacy stood there, mascara running down her face.

“I’m sorry we’re all pigs,” he offered as he carefully scooted past her.

Stacy actually snickered, watching John’s discomfort.

“Come on in here, girl.” I pulled her to the couch. “Wine or something stronger?”

“Much stronger!” she sniffed.

I tossed a box of Kleenex on the couch beside her, then retreated to the kitchen. The thought of drinking nearly turned my stomach. I’d just had enough after vacation. I’d rather have a strong cup of coffee at this point.

What to make? I loved my espresso martinis, but I really wanted her to get drunk and pass out. Yeah, it was uncharitable to think, but “needy” had been Stacy’s middle name for years. I just wanted to make it through tonight, get some much-needed rest, and then I could help Stacy deal with her new reality. What I didn’t need was caffeine keeping me up all night. Alas, looking at my liquor cabinet, there wasn’t much to choose from. Double damn.

I had been so busy prior to vacation that I hadn’t had time to shop. Now what? Grabbing my phone, I sent a quick text to John...I needed his help.

My phone rang almost instantly. “Bring her up here. Get her in the hot tub. She’ll get drunker quicker,” he teased.

“I love you!” I shrieked.

“What?” Stacy called from the living room.

“I—er—don’t really have much here. John’s bar is fully stocked and he has a hot tub. He said we could use his place.” I spoke as I returned to the living room empty handed.

“That’s fine,” she wiped her nose on a tissue. “I could use the hot tub to relax. My neck is so stiff.”

“I’ll just grab a few suits,” I called as I ran to my bedroom. Stacy was about my size, which was helpful.

Suits in hand, I grabbed her by the hand as I made my way out the door. “Wait until you see his place!”

Stacy only let out a whimper.

Once inside John’s apartment, I led her to the bathroom to change. I slipped into the bedroom to put my suit on as quietly as I could, figuring John to be asleep.

“Bending over naked in front of me isn’t nice, Candy. How am I supposed to leave you alone now?” John teased from the bed.

Letting out a giggle, I forced myself to roll my eyes. “You just had two weeks of insane sex. How could you be horny?”

“The woman I love is naked before me. What do you expect?” He tossed a pillow at me.

“Guess you’ll have to rub one out!” I teased, tossing the pillow back, hitting him in the chest as he stood and walked toward me. “Since you’re awake, tie me up!” Before he could say a word, I stopped him. “The suit, tie the suit.”

“Good thing you clarified,” he cupped my breast before finally looping the ties in the back. “But I’d rather be taking this off.”

Giving him a quick kiss, I retreated to the bar to mix up pitcher of mango martinis. I hurried back with the pitcher in my hand. “Hot tub is this way.” I motioned with my head for her to follow.

“Holy shit! This is nice!” Stacy whistled as we made our way to the hot tub room. “Guy has some talent.”

“More than you know.” Guilt washed over me as soon as the words left my mouth. I shouldn’t be flaunting my happiness in Stacy’s face. “Sorry,” I uttered.

“Don’t be sorry for being happy.”

I didn’t know what words to offer. She was hurt, devastated and confused. I knew those feelings all too well. Setting the pitcher and glasses down on the ledge, I started the jets and lit a few candles, turning off the main lights.

“Romantic setting for just the two of us,” Stacy noted.

“I hate fluorescent lights. They bug my eyes. The candlelight will help you relax too. Just trust me.”

Stacy shrugged.

“Get in the tub,” I urged.

She obliged, sighing in relief when she eased into the water.

I poured the drinks, then slid in across from her. “Now, start from the beginning and tell me what happened.”

I listened to Stacy ramble on about finding receipts for rent and jewelry in her husband’s car. She tracked everything down, finding the woman in an apartment she shared with Stacy’s husband. They’d been together nearly five years. The betrayal had completely destroyed her.

“Stacy, look at me,” I urged.

“What?” she was crying now.

“Listen...he’s gone, it’s done. You are free. You are a free woman. You’re no longer trapped in a marriage with a man who doesn’t want you, who doesn’t want kids...” I slid in next to her. “You’re free to find yourself again. Find someone who wants to be with you every minute and doesn’t take fake trips to spend time with others.” I kissed her temple as I put my arm around her.

“I hate him,” she sobbed.

“I hate him too. He is, now and forevermore, your ex-douchebag. Don’t say his name ever again.”

“Like we did with what’s-his-face that you used to be married to?” She snickered. “Did it really help that much?”

“Yes, it took away the power he had in my head. He’s no one now.” I smiled. “Look at me. Look at my life...how much better I am now than before.”

“If it were even possible, I do like you more now and you’ve been my best friend forever.” She wiped her hands over her face. “You little minx.”

My friend was still in there, teasing me even in the midst of her suffering. I reached over and used my wet thumb to remove the remainder of her mascara.

By the third drink we were giggling and laughing, occasionally splashing at each other. John must have taken it as a safe sign to enter.

“You ladies need anything?” he asked peeking his head inside the door.

“Hello handsome!” Stacy waved. “Come on in, the water is just fine.”

“How about I mix another pitcher for you first. You’re all out.” He gave me a quick kiss as he scooped the pitcher off the ledge.

“That would be great. Don’t be too long,” Stacy teased.

I eyed her as John left the room. She was definitely checking him out. I called her on it.

“Oh, don’t be jealous, bitch. I haven’t had sex in nearly six months. Every time I see a hot guy or smell a good-smelling man it’s like I’m in heat.” She faked a pout. “I can’t even masturbate anymore. It does nothing for me.”

I felt a bit guilty, recalling that frustration. “I remember that...it’s horrible.”

“And I have to start dating again...yuk. But there’s no other way I’m going to get laid.” She rolled her neck, resting the back of her head on the ledge. “And I need sex!”

“Wow, did I interrupt something?” John said, laughing. He refilled our drinks while throwing a knowing glance my way.

“Just me whining. That’s all.”

“Needing sex is whine worthy.” John took the opportunity to stroke my thigh, nicking flicking his pinky finger between my legs.

When I tried to shoot him a look, he winked, instantly disarming me.

“You don’t understand, John. I can’t even have sex with myself anymore.” Stacy whimpered, tossing back half her martini.

“I do understand...I’ve been single before, you know.” John lit a smoke and wedged it between my lips.

“Oh, me too!” Stacy leaned over, putting a hand on my thigh to brace herself, grazing John’s fingers with her own. “Oh, someone’s copping a feel!” Stacy teased. “Me too,” she said reaching up and squeezing my boob.

“What the hell!” I laughed.

“C’mon, that’s the most action she’s had in a while.” He winked at me again. 

What was with all the winking? How disarmed did he think I needed to be, exactly?

Stacy pulled the string of her swimsuit top, letting it fall into the water. “Here, squeeze mine if it makes you feel better.”

John dug his fingers into my thigh. This was turning him on. I had a vague recollection of him telling me about a fantasy with Stacy and I...

“Don’t start something you don’t want to finish.” I looked Stacy in the eye, needing to be sure she knew what she was getting into.

I expected her to whine some more, or cry. She gave me a shock when she reached over and undid my bikini top.

I’d never thought of Stacy this way. We’d been friends for so long. Between the three of us, I seemed to be the only one in the water with any trepidation.

“Don’t worry. It won’t be weird between us. John’s so head over heels for you, he won’t be chasing me any time soon. Now...where do we start?”

“First, let’s chat while we have a smoke...” I had a freshly lit cig in my mouth and I wasn’t about to toss it out after three smoke-free martinis. It was roughly four o’clock in the afternoon on a Sunday and I had a buzz.

“John?” Stacy pouted. “Since you have a dry hand, would you light me a smoke too?”

John held back a chuckle and placed a lit smoke in her mouth.

“Now, there are some rules...” I started.

Stacy’s head snapped toward me. The thought of rules hadn’t crossed her mind, apparently.

“I don’t kiss any woman but Candy.” John started, taking the pressure off of me.

“That’s not a problem.”

“No one knows about this but us.” I said. “That’s about it, since this is a threesome.”

“Condoms!” Stacy interjected.

“Yeah, that’s just...yes, you’re right.” I smiled at John. “Do we have any left after vacation?”

“A whole drawer full,” he growled.

“Fine, before we get to that point, we’ll have to head to the bedroom. Sex in a hot tub isn’t nearly as sexy as it seems.” I teased. “Unless you want to drown, that is.”

A much-needed chuckle eased the tension.

“I’m going to want details of your little vacation at some point.” Stacy looked at me from the corner of her eye.

“I’m sure you will.”

I put my smoke out first, exiting the tub and drying off. Stacy followed and John watched basking in the glory of the two naked women before him. He finally joined us. When we were mostly dry, he put a hand on each of our bottoms and led us to the bedroom.
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Once in the bedroom, we moved to the bed. Stacy, nervous and excited, looked at us as if begging for direction.

“Lay back,” I ordered.

She scooted back, resting her head on a pillow. John and I took our spots on each side of her. We assaulted her body with our mouths, her nipples standing erect the moment we reached them.

Stacy moaned with pleasure as John’s hand invaded the space between her legs. Her hips bucked in appreciation.

I climbed up, straddling her mouth. She had to earn her time with me, I told myself.

She looked at me, slightly shocked for a moment, then commenced with pleasuring me while John dove in between her legs. Her moans of pleasure intensified the sensation her lips and tongue delivered. I grabbed the headboard to steady myself and not crush her.

I wished I had Janette’s box of tricks to blow Stacy’s mind. For now, we’d have to stick with what nature gave us.

Nearing orgasm, I hopped off of her. I wasn’t ready yet and I wanted it to be with John inside me, intensifying the sensational orgasm I was sure to have.

John crawled next to Stacy, who immediately crawled between his legs to repay the oral pleasure he’d given her.

“My face is totally yours,” he cooed in my ear.

Accepting the invitation, I assumed the 69 position, watching Stacy take as much of John’s massive cock in her mouth as she could manage. When she moved down to pay special attention to his balls, I took the opportunity to take him in my mouth, stroking the shaft with a free hand.

Fighting to catch my breath as John threatened to bring my release, I squeezed his cock in my hand. Stacy snickered at the face I made.

Biting my lip, I knew it was time to move or climax while on John’s face. When I tried to dismount him, he wrapped his forearm around my backside, firmly holding me in place while he continued to pleasure me.

“John!” I cried. It was too late. My arms and legs tightened as my orgasm took over. I collapsed with my face on his thigh, hearing chuckles of satisfaction coming from him.

He let go of me and helped roll me off of him. As soon as I was safely face down on the bed, he rolled over, reaching in his drawer.

I had to see this. Stacy was going to freak.

Once the condom was on, he moved around to the foot of the bed, manhandling Stacy into the doggie position. First he massaged her clit with his finger, and her eyes rolled back in her head.

I scooted down, placing my feet against the headboard, so her breasts were in my face. Licking and sucking each other’s breasts, while John teased her, I waited in anticipation for her to feel him enter her.

“Holy fuck!” she yelled, slapping the bed.

I giggled.

He started off slow at first, letting her get accustomed to him inside her. Pushing against the headboard, I scooted down a little further, massaging her hood as he invaded her from behind.

Stacy yelped and tried to catch her breath. John’s massive cock was now nearly buried inside her. I could feel her panting on my stomach as he moved in and out of her.

“Oh God!” she cried as she pushed back into him. Her hot breath on my stomach tickled as much as her hair swishing back and forth over my body.

He gave her a firm smack on the ass as he quickened the pace. From my vantage point I could see his balls tightening, knowing he was probably fighting his release.

Stacy was getting close to reaching her climax, crying out for more.

John flipped her over and mounted her like the stud he was, throwing her ankles up over his shoulders.

She shrieked as she reached her peak, clawing at the bed.

John gave a chuckle as he climbed off of Stacy. He gave Stacy a playful pat on the ass before stripping off the condom and attacking me. Sliding his hand down my thigh, he hitched my leg over his hip as he dove deep inside.

My heart raced as John’s excitement reached its peak. He nipped at my chin as he pushed into me with such fervor, I thought I might split in half.

I clawed at his back and fought to catch my breath as he rocked in and out of me. Adrenaline slammed through my veins and I fought back a scream. John filled my void completely, balls resting on the cheeks of my behind when he paused.

“Come for me, baby,” he groaned in my ear.

He made slight movements, grinding into my swollen clit.

“I can’t breathe!” I gasped for air.

He lightly bit my neck, sending shivers through my body. “You will come for me,” he demanded again.

I could vaguely hear Stacy gasp. When I opened my eyes I saw she’d spun around on the bed to get a better view. She looked like she wanted to applaud.

John slowly pulsed inside of me, moving so slightly, need rose in me like a well.

“John...please!” I cried out. “Fuck me!”

He continued to withhold, moving a mere inch or two. Bucking my hips toward him, I fought for movement, my body begging for release.

“You can do it,” he urged, his breath hot in my ear.

Squirming beneath him, my need grew and I moved as much as I could, feeling every inch of his stiff cock I could manage. Moans emanated from my throat and my heart raced.

“Good girl...” John gave me a little more movement, pushing hard into me.

Every part of me stiffened with my orgasm and I gasped in relief. My legs and arms quaked in the wake of my climax.

“My turn!” he growled before he quickened his pace, bringing my orgasm back to the forefront.

“Oh, John!” I yelled, trying to clutch the sheets with numb hands.

Within mere seconds, he collapsed next to me, fighting to reclaim his own breath.

“That was fucking intense!” Stacy blurted. “Is it always like that with you two?”

“Yeah,” I gasped, shooting her a grin.

“Fuck me. No wonder my marriage fell apart. That is what I’ve needed! Someone to ravage me.” She sat back on the bed, staring blankly.

“What?” I giggled.

“I need a smoke. I’ll be right back.” John excused himself.

“You’re a bad influence on him. We all need to quit smoking.” Stacy scolded.

“I know. But what were you thinking?” Wrapping the sheet around me, I sat up, scooting closer to her.

“Did you learn all of that in your little class?” she asked.

“What? No? Well, I learned the communication part. I also learned my own body a bit more. But the rest has really come with experimenting, some from the swing club.”

“Swing club!” Stacy’s mouth hung open. She sat like that as she thought. I could almost see the wheels turning before she spouted, “I can go as a single girl.”

I giggled. “I’m sure you’ll be quite popular.”

She smiled and shrugged. “Maybe divorce isn’t so bad after all.”

“Just take some time. Figure things out for yourself, then you can dip your toe in the pool. You’re going to be a bit emotional for a while.” I wrapped one arm around her naked shoulder.

She leaned into me. “Thanks for sharing your hunk with me tonight. You have no idea how much I needed that.”

Stacy hopped off the bed. “You guys are probably beat. I’m going to go find my clothes and excuse myself. Love you, girl!”

Without waiting for a response, she skipped out of the room.

A giggle escaped as I leaned back on the bed. I knew where Stacy was, halfway between devastated and excited. Her emotional roller coaster had just begun with a giant plummet. I wanted so badly to talk to my best friend about moving in with John, but she was in no shape to give any advice.

“Where’d your friend go?” John walked in the room with a towel wrapped around his waist. His torso was still gleaming with sweat from our encounter.

“Off to claim her sexual freedom, I presume.” I winked. “She’ll be fine. And if she’s not, I’ll be here for her.”

John flopped on the bed, bouncing me slightly. “Well, that was fun.”

Resting my head on his shoulder, I sighed. “I have to warn you, now that we’re back I have two very busy weeks ahead of me. I won’t be around much and when I am, I’ll be spent.” I ran my fingers over his pecs, feeling the warmth from him spreading through my fingertips.

John sighed. A quiet heavy energy fell on the room. “Are you wishing you hadn’t agreed to move in with me?”

Sitting up I looked at him, my mouth slack with shock. “No! I have a product launch for a major client. Since I’ve been gone for two weeks I have an enormous amount of work to catch up on. I’m telling you ahead of time so that you don’t think something is wrong.”

He shrugged. “Okay.”

I bit my lip. Why did he think I had doubts? “Seriously, don’t worry.” I couldn’t help but think I’d done something to make him think I wanted to back out.

John rolled over to face me. “I’m feeling like maybe I need a little reassurance.” His eyebrows bounced up and down.

I fought back a laugh, relieved that he was playing. “I think I can do that.” Leaping on top of him, I planted a punishing kiss to his lips.

Then I felt the sting as his hand slapped one ass cheek. I tensed and quickly relaxed.

“It’s like that, is it?” I asked.

“Uh-huh,” he growled back before spinning me over until my back was on the bed.

With his hand fisted in my hair, he kissed me wildly, nipping at my bottom lip. “Will my hunger for you ever ease?”

“I hope not.” I gasped as his punishing kisses and love bites made their way to my left nipple. His thumb



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
\ S

\ S
Ayt

S

Dirty WHITECANDY
TRADING PLACES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





