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  Chapter One


Susan's bike skids into the grove and she's off it before it stops, legs giving out as she hits the cool moss, the wet earth giving under her palms. The world tilts, spins, settles into the thud of her heart and the burn in her lungs. She's on her back before she knows it, staring up at the canopy where light breaks through in long golden shafts, each one a blade cutting through the green. 
Tommy crashes beside her, his bike clattering against a root, and then he's down too, chest heaving, jersey soaked through so dark it's almost black against his skin. His arm lands across her stomach, heavy, accidental, then not. Kenny's bike goes wide, hits a patch of ferns, and he's off it in a controlled stumble that ends with him on his knees, head down, hands flat on the moss.
For a long moment there's nothing but breathing. Three pairs of lungs hauling air through raw throats. Insects humming in the distance. The creak of a branch settling overhead.
Then Tommy's fingers curl against her hip, and the air changes.
Susan's eyes are still closed when she feels him shift, feels the heat of his body rolling toward her. His hand slides up her thigh, palm flat, fingers pressing into the sweat-slick fabric of her cycling shorts. The pressure is deliberate, claiming, and her breath catches on the exhale.
"Fuck," she hears Kenny breathe, and when she opens her eyes he's watching them, still on his knees, his dark hair plastered to his forehead, his hazel eyes fixed on Tommy's hand on her thigh.
Kenny's fingers hook into the waistband of her shorts, the elastic digging into her hip. He doesn't pull — just holds, thumb tracing the edge of the fabric, asking a question without words.
She answers with her hand.
Susan's fingers find Tommy's thigh, then higher, and there it is — hard, thick, straining against the fabric of his shorts. She palms him through the material and he groans, a low sound that vibrates through his chest and into her arm. Her nipples ache against the sports bra, tight and sensitive, and she arches slightly into the pressure of Kenny's thumb on her hip.
"About time," she says, and her voice comes out rough, exhausted, hungry. "About fucking time, guys."
Tommy laughs, a short breathy sound, and then he's on his knees beside her, his hands finding the hem of her jersey. "You have no idea," he says, "how long I've been watching your ass on that bike seat."
Kenny grins, slow and wolfish. "We both have."
He pulls at her shorts and she lifts her hips, lets him drag the damp fabric down her thighs, over her knees, off her feet. The air hits her skin, cool against the heat of exertion, and she shivers. Her legs are bare now, still trembling from the ride, and she feels exposed in a way that makes her pulse skip.
Tommy's hands are on her sports bra, finding the clasp, fumbling with it. His fingers are clumsy — from exhaustion, from want — and she reaches up to help him, pushes the straps off her shoulders, lets him pull the fabric down. Her breasts spill free, slick with sweat, and the air against her nipples makes her gasp.
Kenny makes a sound low in his throat. "Jesus, Susan."
She looks down at herself — at Tommy's hands on her ribs, at Kenny's eyes on her chest — and feels a surge of power in the middle of all that weakness. "One of you," she says, "is wearing too many clothes."
Tommy's jersey comes off in one motion, wet fabric peeling away from his shoulders, his broad chest heaving. His skin is flushed, glistening, and the muscles in his arms flex as he tosses the jersey aside. He's beautiful like this — ragged and raw and desperate.
Kenny is slower, deliberate. He stands, unclips his cycling shoes, kicks them off. His shorts come next, pushed down over his hips, and his cock springs free — thick, hard, curving slightly upward. He's already leaking, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip, and he doesn't bother to hide it. He stands there, arms loose at his sides, letting them look.
Susan's mouth goes dry.
Tommy is staring too, his hands frozen on her stomach, his breath coming shallow. She watches his throat move as he swallows, watches the way his eyes trace the lines of Kenny's body — the sculpted arms, the flat stomach, the hard cock.
"You want to touch him," Susan says. It's not a question.
Tommy's jaw tightens. He doesn't answer, but he doesn't look away from Kenny either.
Kenny steps closer, into the space between them, and drops to his knees again. His hand finds Susan's thigh, slides up, and then he's leaning in, his mouth close to her ear. "I've been thinking about this for weeks," he murmurs. "Watching you run. Watching him watch me. The three of us, all that tension." His lips brush her earlobe. "I knew it'd break eventually."
Susan's hand finds Tommy's cock, still trapped in his shorts. She palms him through the fabric, feels the heat of him, the hardness. "Get these off," she says, and he does, fumbling with the waistband, pushing the shorts down his thighs until his cock springs free, huge and thick, jutting upward.
She wraps her fingers around him and he hisses, his hips bucking into her grip. He's velvet over steel, hot and smooth, and she feels the pulse in his shaft against her palm.
Kenny's hand cups her cunt, his fingers pressing into the slick heat of her through the thin fabric of her underwear. She's soaked — from the ride, from the exhaustion, from the weight of their bodies pressing in — and his fingers slide easily against the wet cotton.
"She's ready," Kenny says, and his voice is lower now, rougher. "Been ready for a while, I think."
Tommy looks at her, blue eyes dark, pupils blown. "You want this?"
She laughs, short and sharp. "I want you both inside me. I want to feel you both. I want—" She breaks off as Kenny's fingers hook into her underwear, pulling it aside, and his thumb finds her clit, circles it once. Her hips jerk. "Fuck."
"Tell me," Tommy says, and his hand cups her jaw, turns her face toward him. His thumb traces her lower lip. "Tell me what you want."
She bites his thumb, just hard enough to make his eyes flare. "I want your mouth on me. I want Kenny's fingers inside me. I want to taste you both before I let either of you fuck me."
Tommy's hand slides into her hair, grips the damp strands. "That's specific."
"I've had time to think." She pulls his thumb into her mouth, sucks it, watches his eyes flutter closed. "A lot of time."
Kenny's fingers slide into her, two at once, and she gasps around Tommy's thumb. The intrusion is sudden, welcome, and she clenches around him as he curls his fingers, finding the spot that makes her see stars. "Fuck, Kenny—"
"That's it," he murmurs, pumping slowly. "Let us take care of you. You've been running for hours. Let us do the work now."
Tommy pulls his thumb from her mouth and drops his head to her chest, lips finding her nipple. He takes it in his mouth, suckles gently at first, then harder, and she arches into him, one hand gripping his hair, the other reaching for Kenny's cock.
Kenny hisses when her fingers wrap around him. He's thick, not as long as Tommy but girthy, and her hand barely fits. She strokes him in time with his fingers inside her, their rhythms syncing, and the triple sensation — Tommy's mouth on her breast, Kenny's fingers in her cunt, the weight of his cock in her hand — makes her gasp, makes her hips rock, makes her forget where she ends and they begin.
Tommy switches to her other breast, his hand sliding down her stomach to where Kenny's fingers are moving. He finds Kenny's wrist, holds it, and Susan feels the way his fingers press harder, deeper, guided by Tommy's grip.
"Like that," she breathes. "Right there. Don't stop."
The afternoon light paints them gold, the moss cool beneath her back, the sound of their breathing and the wet slide of fingers the only music. She feels the tension building in her gut, the slow coil of an orgasm that's been waiting for weeks, for months, for years of running together and never touching.
"I'm close," she says, and her voice cracks. "I'm—fuck, I'm gonna—"
"Not yet," Kenny says, and he pulls his fingers out.
She whimpers at the loss, and Tommy laughs softly, pressing a kiss to her sternum. "Patience."
"I've been patient," she growls, and she grabs Tommy's cock, stroking him hard, fast, watching his eyes roll back. "I've been patient for months, watching you two—"
Kenny's hand catches her wrist, stills her motion. "And now you get to have us." He brings her hand to his mouth, licks her fingers clean, and she tastes herself on his tongue. "On your hands and knees."
The command hits her like a slap, sharp and welcome. She moves before she thinks, rolling onto her stomach, pushing up onto her hands and knees, the moss cool against her palms. She hears them shift behind her, feels the heat of their bodies closing in.
Kenny's hands find her hips, guiding her, positioning her. She feels the head of his cock pressing against her entrance, not pushing in, just resting there, teasing. "Tommy," he says. "Get in front of her."
Tommy moves, his body passing hers, and then he's there, on his knees in front of her, his cock inches from her face. She leans forward, takes him in her mouth without hesitation, and he groans, his hands finding her hair, gripping tight.
"Fuck, Susan—"
She works him with her tongue and lips, tasting salt and skin, feeling him pulse against her tongue. He's thick in her mouth, filling her, and she takes him deeper, lets him feel the back of her throat, feels him twitch.
Behind her, Kenny presses forward, just the head of his cock sliding into her, and she moans around Tommy's shaft. The sensation is overwhelming — Kenny's thickness stretching her, Tommy's taste on her tongue, the weight of both of them, the heat, the sweat, the exhaustion that makes every nerve ending raw







