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      “Um, what?” I tilted my head to the side and wondered if I'd heard Giselle correctly. Because—I couldn't have. Or if I had—I must've misunderstood what she meant.

      “Will you,” she stared directly into my eyes, “look after Carlo for me? He really wants you. Badly.”

      I looked down at the table and took a breath. “What? I don't understand.”

      Eve called out from the kitchen, “She wants you to bang her husband so she can give her jaw and hand a rest.” Then Eve laughed.

      And laughed.

      And laughed.

      “What—what do you mean?” I asked her for clarification I didn't need.

      “I'm asking you to sleep with my husband. Please?” Giselle’s tone was full of desperation.

      I looked at Eve—who was still giggling as she chopped up the fruit. “But—Eve can do it.” I pointed at Eve for some reason. That just made her laugh even more.

      Good grief.

      “He doesn't want me, honey. He wants your—magic.” She cackled and turned toward the sink.

      “Carlo feels bad about leaving me alone to have fun with Eve. He still wants her—magical pussy!” Giselle said loud enough for her friend to hear. “But he's—maybe a little obsessed with yours right now.” She motioned to me. “And I think you're my only hope. He knows what you're doing with Nick and Eve. And that's making him even more hot and bothered than usual. And trust me—Carlo is always hot and bothered.”

      Eve agreed from the kitchen, “She speaks the truth!”

      Giselle laughed softly. “It's more than just sex, though. He's—” she shifted in her seat, “in love with you.”

      I did a weird laughing snort and shook my head. “I don't think so.” I frowned.

      Giselle nodded and smiled at me. “He told me. And he wouldn't lie about that. When I told him to approach you, he said he can't. Because he loves you already. And if you turned him down—he didn't think he could deal with it.”

      The water turned off in the kitchen, and Eve swiveled around to the island again. “That's so freaking cute. You wouldn't think a man that big and strong—and powerful—would have an ounce of insecurity in him. But he does. How are you going to get him to give in? And sleep with Francesca?”

      Giselle smiled at me. “I have an idea.”
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      This was a bad idea.

      Like—if there were an award for bad ideas—this one would definitely get the top prize. 

      “Okay, you're all packed. Now, we need to have—the talk. Giselle, are you ready?” Eve sat down on the bed with us.

      “Absolutely. You'll need as much information going in as possible. You've already seen how—gifted my husband is in the—”

      Eve let out an exasperated breath. “Yeah, she's seen his ginormous cock. She knows.”

      Giselle giggled nervously. “It's big. As in too big. And the first time with him is definitely—challenging. But not impossible. I mean, you'll definitely feel that there's no way that thing's going to fit. But it will. Trust me.” Then they both gave me plenty of advice on how to deal with Carlo's huge cock. They also gave me pointers on seducing him. Which I took note of. Because I'd never seduced anyone in my life. And I had zero confidence I'd be able to seduce anyone. But it was worth a try. Giselle seemed desperate. And if I could make her life any easier—I would.

      My husband was fully on board with this plan. He wanted Carlo fully in—the fold. Whatever that meant. Anyway, he and Nick had gone over the plan many times. Made phone calls. And then more phone calls.

      I'd been primped and prepped.

      And I felt like if I failed, I'd let the whole team down.

      Even so—it was worth a shot. Right?

      I couldn't do anything more than my best.

      “Okay, are you ready?” Giselle asked.

      I nodded and said, “I think so. But probably not.”

      Eve handed me the purse she'd packed for me. “We have full faith in your womanly powers. You'll have Carlo eating out of your hand.”

      Giselle giggled softly. “Well, let's hope he eats out something else instead.” She and Eve laughed. But I felt a small knot of nervousness in my belly. I mean, yes, I'd had sex with Nick several times. But during each encounter—someone else was always around.

      But this time—if I could get Carlo to sleep with me—I'd be alone with him. And that seemed daunting. 

      Not to mention the actual sex part. Carlo was huge. And even with all the coaching, I still wasn't sure I'd be able to handle all of him.

      Did I even want to try?

      Oh—yeah.

      A lot.

      Carlo exuded sex from every pore in his tall, muscular, broad-shouldered body.

      Stefan had been more than encouraging. He wanted me to close this deal so we could all be together.

      We'd also had a—talk. Where Stefan gave me his blessing to sleep with Carlo. And then he asked if it was okay for him to sleep with Giselle or Eve while I was gone.

      I didn't have to think about that too long before I gave him permission. Because really, what was good for the gander was good for the goose. Right?

      Besides, I'd feel pretty odd if I were enjoying myself with Carlo—if all went well—but expected Stefan to stay away from Eve and Giselle.

      I didn't think Giselle was an option. She didn't seem all that into the sexual part of her relationship with Carlo at the moment. And obviously, Stefan pointed that out. But he said he wanted to cover his bases “just in case” something came up. And then he reiterated the fact that nothing—absolutely nothing—would ever happen between him and the other women if he and I didn't talk about it ahead of time. And—that I was not allowed to cross that same line with the men, either. Unless he'd given his permission.

      The whole situation still seemed weird to me. But—it also seemed really, really, really freaking fantastic at the same time. The part that most surprised me was how well defined these people kept their main relationships. 

      Yes, Nick fucked me. Several times.

      But Eve was absolutely one hundred percent his wife. There was never any doubt about that in my mind. And the same with Eve. Yes, she'd fucked my husband, and Carlo—but Nick was her husband. Only Nick.

      There had never been a time in the last few days when I'd thought anything else.

      Nick worshipped the ground Eve walked on. No one would ever think he didn't. I couldn't explain it, really. There was just this feeling—this knowing—that their love was superior to anything either of them experienced with other partners.

      A few minutes later, the women ushered me out of the bedroom to go start my two-day, two-night holiday with Carlo.

      Although he didn't know that.

      Yet.

      I hurried down the stairs and looked around the foyer. Nothing.

      Nobody.

      So, I headed to the front door and opened it to find Carlo—dark sunglasses, hair blowing in the breeze, wearing a white button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up—sitting in a really hot convertible.

      Gosh.

      He was seriously smexy without even trying.

      He turned his head to me and stared. Even with his sunglasses on, I could tell he was definitely checking me out.

      I mean—even I checked myself out. Giselle and Eve had picked out what I should wear. And then Giselle did a few—emergency alterations on the dress I wore. Which included widening and deepening the V-neckline on my dress. Then, she also shortened the bottom hem by several inches.

      Eve picked out the bra and thong set that she figured Carlo would appreciate the most. And then Giselle found “the perfect” shoes—according to her—to go with this dress.

      Eve did my hair and makeup. She twirled my hair in a fabulous updo that she said, “accentuated my perfect bone structure and elegant neck.”

      I wasn't sure about any of that. But when I looked at myself in the mirror—even I got a little hot. Because I'd—never—looked this sexy before.

      When Giselle insisted I come out to show her my final look—she giggled and clapped her hands. “Carlo's going to go instantly hard the second he sees you.”

      Eve completely agreed with her best friend.

      I watched as Carlo swallowed and said, “Where's your husband?”

      I smiled to myself and walked to Carlo's smexy as heck convertible. “He went out to the stables with Dani. She was giving the nannies a hard time about seeing the bunnies, I guess.”

      He frowned at me. “She was just fine half an hour ago when I was at the house.”

      I shrugged and stood beside his door. Yeah, he was definitely checking me out. “Stefan texted Eve, and Eve came into my room and told me he couldn't make it.”

      His frown grew deeper. “And where's Eve?”

      “She told me that she,” I used air quotes, “Loved me to bits, but if she had to suffer through an entire day of art—she probably wouldn't love me anymore afterward.” I let out a tiny giggle and leaned my hands on the car. I made sure my arms squeezed my breasts—just right—so they looked even bigger than they normally did.

      And Carlo definitely looked.

      Right then, his phone buzzed. He took it out of his pocket and read the message. I could see it was from Eve. And it was the exact wording she and Giselle had come up with. “Sorry, I really don't want to go. I'm going to stay with the kids and look after your wife. Have fun looking at boring stuff all day.” She added in an “eye-rolling” emoji at the end.

      And since Nick had already informed everyone last night of his plans to get up early because he had a full morning of online meetings—Carlo didn't ask where he was.

      “We should postpone, then. Wait until Nick or Eve come along.”

      Giselle and Eve had prepared me for this. They both said he'd try to cancel. My face dropped dramatically, and I whined, “Carlo, none of them want to go. I'd drive myself, but I don't know the way. And my driver's license is halfway around the world at my dad's house. It's not like I could even attempt to drive by myself.” All of that was true. But I still tried to seem sadder about it than I actually was.   

      “It's one morning. For a few hours. Please?” I gave him my very best pleading look. “We'll be home in no time. And I really, really, really want to see these exhibits.” And that was the truth. For real. I totally wanted to go to the art show. That was no lie.

      But I would absolutely be fine with not going. Yeah, it would suck, but I'd understand.

      There were two reasons for going to this art show, though.

      Giving Giselle a break. And making that last connection between our tiny family complete.

      Carlo took one more gaze down my body and sighed. “Why do
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