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​
The Escape Room

Piper slammed the front door so hard the framed wedding photo on the entry table jumped. 

“You never let me have any fun anymore!” she’d shouted at Ethan, five minutes into yet another fight about nothing and seemingly everything. He’d called her outfit “too much” for a Thursday night. She’d called him too controlling. He’d said she was acting like she was still 18. She’d told him maybe she wished she still was.

So here she was, 23, barely four months into marriage, storming out in the pink poodle skirt she’d bought on a whim for tonight’s retro escape-room open house. The skirt bounced with every angry step toward her Uber, the cream cardigan tied tight over her cropped blouse, saddle shoes clicking on the pavement. Her long blonde hair was pulled into a high ponytail tied with a satin ribbon the exact shade of bubble gum. She looked like innocence wrapped in tulle and attitude.

By the time she reached the glowing neon sign that read “Time Warp Escape Rooms – 1950s Night!” the cocktails she’d stuffed in her purse and slammed in the rideshare were humming nicely in her bloodstream. Her three girlfriends were already inside, squealing over the checkered floors and chrome accents. Piper forced a smile, ordered a Rum-and-Coke at the little pop-up bar, and tried to shove Ethan’s disappointed face out of her mind.

That’s when she noticed the two guys.

One was tall, built like he actually used his gym membership, dark skin glowing under the pastel lights, blue eyes that looked almost unreal. A white T-shirt stretched across his chest, and a black leather jacket was slung over one shoulder like he’d just stepped off a movie set. 

The other one was leaner, chestnut hair slicked back, green eyes, cocky half-grin, same leather jacket vibe but worn like he was born in it. They were laughing with the bartender, easy and confident, and Piper felt her stomach flip in a way it definitely hadn’t in months.

Her friends noticed too. “Dibs on Blue Eyes,” whispered Megan. “Too late,” Piper muttered, surprised at herself.

The guys noticed her back. Blue Eyes – Theo, she’d learn later – lifted his glass in a lazy salute. Green Eyes – Julian – winked. Piper pretended to be very interested in her drink, but the rum made her bold, and the fight with Ethan made her reckless. She lifted her glass back.

An hour blurred by in a whirl of puzzles, Polaroid photos, and two more alcoholic drinks that made her forget what she was so mad about in the first place. Her friends started peeling off; Megan had early shift tomorrow, Brooke’s babysitter couldn’t stay late, and Katie ‘felt a headache coming on.’ Piper waved them all off with a bright “I just want to finish this next room...then I’m headed home too!” that sounded braver than she felt.

That next room was the 50s diner that was being so heavily promoted – chrome stools, pastel booths, and a working jukebox playing Elvis low and sultry. Theo and Julian were already in there, leaning against the counter like they owned the place. They did quick introductions; their hands were warm and strong.

“Thought we’d lost you to the sock-hop room,” Theo said, voice smooth as whiskey.

“Are you kidding, I’m a girl who can’t resist a good milkshake,” Piper joked, sliding onto a stool. Her skirt flared out around her thighs. She saw both sets of eyes track the movement and felt a hot little thrill low in her belly.

Julian produced a flask from his jacket. “Milkshakes are better with a splash of something stronger.”

She shouldn’t. She really shouldn’t. But Ethan’s voice echoed in her head, “You’re acting like a child” and she took a long pull. Bourbon. It burned sweet. She handed it back, but not before taking another fast swig.

They solved the diner puzzle together, laughing when the jukebox spat out a winning ticket for free plays. The staff made last-call announcements. People trickled out. 

Piper’s phone buzzed: Ethan. Where are you? She stared at the screen, thumb hovering, then shoved it back in her purse, fighting the urge to write back: What the fuck do you care?

“Everything okay?” Theo asked, suddenly close behind her.

“Just my husband being a buzzkill,” she said before she could stop herself.

Julian raised an eyebrow. “Trouble in paradise?”

“Something like that.” She forced a laugh. “Forget it. Let’s do one more room.” 

But when they stepped into the hallway, the lights dimmed to emergency neon. A metallic clunk echoed through the building. The front doors wouldn’t budge. A recorded voice came over the speakers: “Thank you for visiting Time Warp Escape Rooms. We are now closed.”

Piper’s heart dropped. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

Julian rattled the handle. Solid. Theo tried the side exit. Same.  

“What the fuck?” Piper stammered. “We’re locked in?”

They were locked in. Actually, genuinely, locked in.

For a second the rum threatened to turn sour in her stomach. She was trapped overnight with two strangers, miles from home, and her husband probably furious. Her phone had one flickering bar and a dangerously low battery level. She typed a quick text to Ethan “I’m fine, still mad. Talk tomorrow.” and hit send before it could fail.

“Hey.” Theo’s voice was soft, his big hand settling on her lower back. “It’s okay. I’m sure they’ll have security running through here anytime and they’ll let us out. In the meantime, we’ve got lights, music, vending machines and drinks...everything we need. We’ll be fine.”

Julian appeared on her other side, arm brushing hers. “You’re safe, Piper. Promise.”

The combination of bourbon, adrenaline, and their calm certainty did something to her. The fear receded a bit, pushed back by a bubbly yet powerful warmth. She let herself lean into Theo’s touch just a fraction.

Julian pulled a slim joint from his jacket pocket. “And best of all we’ve got party favors.”

Piper laughed, shaky. “You guys planned this?”

“Scout’s honor, no,” Theo said, but his smile was pure mischief. “But I’m not mad about it.”

She hadn’t smoked weed since college. Ethan hated the smell. But tonight Ethan wasn’t here, and the little voice in her head that usually said ‘be good, be careful’ was strangely and absolutely quiet.

“One hit,” she said, taking the joint from Julian’s fingers. “To calm my nerves.”

The first drag was harsh; she coughed, eyes watering. Theo rubbed slow circles between her shoulder blades. The second drag went down smoother. By the third, the neon seemed to pulse in time with the music, and every brush of their bodies felt electric.

They ended up in a diner booth, the three of them squeezed in tight. Piper in the middle, skirt riding high on her thighs, cardigan slipping off one shoulder. The joint made its way around the threesome again. The high rolled over her like a warm, soft wave – colors brighter, skin tingling, heartbeat loud in her ears.

Julian’s fingers toyed with the ribbon on her ponytail, tugging gently. “This is cute as hell. Why don’t women wear ribbons more often.” Piper pondered that question for the longest time before shrugging and going back for another hit.

Theo’s palm rested on her bare knee, thumb stroking lazy circles. “You okay, sweetheart?”

She should say no. She should move his hand. Instead, she heard herself whisper, but in a voice that wasn’t a whisper, “I’m...really...really high.”

They both chuckled, low and fond.

“Yeah, you are,” Julian murmured, lips close to her ear. “But you’re safe. We’re all safe...and high.”

Theo’s hand slid an inch higher on her thigh, testing. Piper’s breath caught, but she didn’t pull away. The weed made every nerve ending sing in a way they’d never sung before. And the fight with Ethan made her really want them to sing a new song...a song she’d never sang before. At least that’s what her fuzzy head kept telling her.

Her phone buzzed on the table. Ethan again: Please answer. I’m worried.

She stared at the screen until it went dark. Piper smirked and murmured, “Good he should worry. Serves him right for trying to put me on a leash.”

Julian’s fingers brushed a loose curl from her cheek, tucking it behind her ear. His touch lingered. Theo’s hand squeezed her knee gently, reassuring – and something more.

Piper’s heart hammered. The neon “Open 24 Hours” sign buzzed overhead, bathing them in pink and blue. The jukebox clicked to a slow, bluesy track.

She looked from one set of hungry eyes to the other, her wedding ring glinting in the corner of her eye like a tiny warning light.

“I should probably...try to find a way out,” she said, but her voice came out soft, almost amused.

Theo’s smile was slow, certain. “We’ve got all night to look. I think we all just need to chill and enjoy the moment.”

Julian passed her the joint one last time. “Relax,” he said, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “We’ve got you.”

Piper took the hit, held it, let it go in a long, shaky exhale. The fear was still there, fluttering at the edges, but underneath it was something hotter, wilder.

She leaned back against the vinyl booth, sandwiched between two beautiful strangers, high as hell, locked in probably until morning, and for the first time in months she felt dangerously, gloriously alive.

Her phone buzzed once more, then died.

She didn’t even flinch. 
––––––––
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The booth felt tiny now, vinyl warm and sticky against Piper’s thighs. Julian ghosted the last of the smoke across her lips; she inhaled greedily, eyes half-lidded, the high wrapping around her like a second skin. Everything glowed – the neon, their eyes, the wet warmth between her legs.
Theo’s hand never left her knee, thumb drawing slow, possessive circles that kept creeping higher. Julian played with the ribbon in her ponytail, tugging until her head tipped back against the seat.

“You’re shaking, baby girl. You okay?” Theo asked, voice low and velvet.

“Really high and...and really...really turned on,” she admitted on a breathy laugh.

Julian’s mouth brushed the corner of hers, testing. She turned into it, kissing him back like she was starving. He tasted like weed and rum, and she couldn’t get enough. Theo watched for two heartbeats, then cupped her face and took his turn: slower, deeper, tongue stroking hers until her toes curled in her saddle shoes.

She broke away gasping. “Oh fuck...guys...”

But then she locked eyes with Theo and those beautiful blue eyes pulled her back in like a tractor beam. Their lips met and she felt her stomach flip-flop. 

Her addled brain was warring with her amped up libido. Her brain won for about five seconds.  “Guys...I’m married. This is so crazy.”  

Julian grinned against her neck. “Crazy feels pretty fucking good right now, doesn’t it?”

Theo’s fingers finally slipped under her skirt, tracing the soaked lace between her legs. “Jesus, Piper. You’re drenched.”

A desperate little moan slipped out as he pressed the fabric against her clit. Julian popped the buttons on her cardigan one by one, spreading it open. Theo hooked her panties aside and slid two thick fingers through her folds, coating them, spreading her open. 

“Tell us to stop and we stop,” Theo said again, eyes locked on hers again.

Her brain surrendered and her libido took over.

“Don’t,” she whispered. “Please don’t stop.”

That was all they needed.

Julian shoved her blouse up, lace
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