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Previously in the Puck & Pen Series...
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This series is best enjoyed when read in order.

In Light the Lamp, Pietr and Harper met at the Mounting Bison. After kissing Harper in the bar’s bathroom, Pietr and Harper began dating in mid-September. Harper moved in with Pietr prior to Thanksgiving. The couple spent the Christmas holiday with Harper’s parents (who operate a resort in West-Central WI). In a game against the MN Northern Lights, immediately following the break, Pietr was injured when a group of opposing players specifically targeted him. He left the game with an ACL tear that kept him benched for a month to recuperate. 

During his recovery time, Pietr introduced Harper to his best friend, Isaac Parker. Isaac is a former LA Scorch player, forced into early retirement after a string of injuries, who now streams playing video games with other hockey folks. 

Harper and Isaac became friendly with each other. When he visited the couple during All-Star Week in February, Harper laid aside their initial apprehensions and agreed to a threesome (although Pietr’s contribution was limited, due to having had a vasectomy earlier in the week). 

At the end of the book, Pietr and Harper have a conversation about opening their relationship. We pick up with them sometime in June, after the Osprey have been booted out of 2nd round of the play-offs. 

––––––––
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A Note About Pronoun Use

Harper’s pronouns are they/she. Often, Harper uses They/Them pronouns in public, and she/her pronouns while with Pietr. Harper may also use she/her specifically in sexual situations, when around their biological family, and with other close friends (like Tanner, Bex, and Tobey). However, Harper is not offended by “misuse” of pronouns and any “mistakes” can generally be ignored. Exceptions to this would be people who are misgendering Harper purposefully (or obtusely), “just to be assholes”. These situations are typically noted within the text. 

I hope this clarifies some of the usage and saves anyone some grief when pronouns seem to switch at random. Harper (like this author) does not reflect all nonbinary or gender-nonconforming folx. If you’re unsure about a person’s preferred pronouns, asking is usually welcome. Sharing your own is also a great way to help with normalizing sharing your pronouns and being an ally to the trans community. 
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Chapter One   
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“Why am I only hearing now that these team get-togethers are an actual thing?” Harper Wyatt called from the depths of the closet she shared with her fiancé, Pietr Ivanov.

“Hockey is like family,” Pietr answered. His thick Russian accent was a warm blanket when he spoke. He came behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist before pressing a kiss to her temple. “You know some of the family already, from the Mounting Bison. Before we started dating. Now you also know McKinley. And Gregor.”

“We didn’t go to anything like this during the season. Or did you? By yourself?”

“Uh, team dinners during away games? Little things, like the bar after home games. There was a barbeque that weekend in April when you went to that health fair with Bex.”

“Is there a reason I haven’t been invited to one of these before? Am I even invited now?”

“Of course, you are invited. All the partners and family will be there. We’re celebrating the end of the season.” He spun her around to place a kiss on her lips this time. “We will be headed out of the city in a few days. A week in LA with Isaac. A month with our families in Wisconsin. Then, we are going to spend a week in the UK, for our first romantic out-of-country getaway. This is the last chance I have to see the guys before we’re gone for weeks.”

“I get why but it feels weird. What if the other player’s partners think I’ve been avoiding them? Apparently, there’s a section they usually sit in together?”

“That is only for play-offs. Regular season is whatever is open when you pick up tickets.”

“Uh huh. There isn’t a meeting area after the games?”

“Well...”

“Pietr!”

“It’s fine! Don’t get worked up about it. It wasn’t intentional. We were new. I didn’t want to make you anxious with expectations. Now, you are fiancé. We’ve been together the better part of a year. Is very serious between us, yah?”

“Yes, it is,” Harper agreed. “You’re sure I’m not going to stick out? Or embarrass you?”

“Embarrass me? Never. Stick out? ...Babe, I don’t think you can help that. You’re always the most beautiful person in the room.”

Harper’s expression flattened.

“Don’t tell me to stop,” he said. “You’re going to be hearing it all summer and for the rest of our lives.”

Harper heaved a feigned sigh. “In that case, you can keep the ring. I’ll start moving my stuff—”

“Don’t even joke,” Pietr cut her off. “Life, you are stuck with me now.” He kissed her again before letting her go. He turned to his side of the closet. “Are you almost ready to go?”

“Almost. I need shoes.” Harper picked up a pair of moderately worn, comfortable looking Chuck Taylors in bright green.

“Will you be mad if we match?” He held up his own pair in high-tops.

“We’re already both wearing Osprey tees, so I guess not.”

“To be fair, most people there will be wearing Osprey gear.”

“True enough.”

––––––––
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Pietr drove a sensible coup, never one to throw his money around. The barbeque was being held by one of the Defensemen, Carter Smythe, at a larger-than average suburban home, about forty-five minutes out of Manhattan. Harper’s nerves swirled in their stomach the closer they got. The street looked full and Pietr had to circle twice to find a decent parking spot.

“You are ready?” He reached over to squeeze Harper’s fingers.

“As I’ll ever be. You’re sure that this Ramen salad was the okay choice to bring?”

“Yes. I know there will be at least one thing worth eating that doesn’t come off the grill.”

“Right.”

“You will be asked by at least six people for recipe. It is very good.”

Harper blew out another breath. “Okay. Let’s do this.” 

“Harper! I’m so glad you’re here!” Seth Hale, husband of the Osprey’s captain Adam Hale, appeared immediately upon their entering the foyer. “You have no idea how happy I am to not be the only queer person at these things anymore. You know, besides Adam. And Pietr. And McKinley. And Ben and Quinton if they come, but they’re not actually obligated.”

“You don’t have to feel alone anymore.” Harper patted him on the head with an amused smile. “Where should I put this?” They held up their salad.

“This way.” Seth linked arms with them, looking up at Pietr. “Everyone else is out on the deck, Pietr. We’ll join you in a few minutes.”

“Don’t be too long,” Pietr requested. He made his way toward the deck, leaving Harper in Seth’s capable hands.

The kitchen was filled with WAGs (Wives and Girlfriends). Seth was technically the only otherly-designated partner as Harper didn’t object to Pietr referring to them as his girlfriend. Or even using she/her pronouns when they were among close friends. Pietr was the one to insist everyone use they/them when referring to Harper. Which was sweet, in his own way.

“Everyone, this is Harper. Pietr’s fiancé. Harper, everyone. Or almost everyone.” Seth introduced the dozen women assembled, rattling off names Harper was one hundred percent sure they were not going to remember later.

“Pietr got engaged? When did that happen?” Harper thought it was a woman named Debbie, wife of their back-up goalie, who spoke. “When did you two meet?”

The sudden attention made Harper want to put down the salad and go latch onto Pietr for the rest of the event. Instead, they holstered their anxiety to answer a few questions. After all, they were going to be around some of these women in the future. Pietr was already filling the calendar with public appearances, starting with the NHL awards. 

“Last September. Before the regular season started.”

“And you’re already engaged? You must be something special! Or are you in a family way?” Debbie’s voice was conspiratorial.

“Debs, haven’t you seen Pietr’s Instagram? These two are my total OTP.” Another, Becca, girlfriend of defensemen Matt Greer, spoke up.

Harper didn’t even know where to start. They could correct Debs that they and Pietr wouldn’t ever be having kids or Becca that they weren’t sure someone could claim real people as a One-True-Pairing. They didn’t decide before there was a loud squeal. Two other women had pulled out their phones to open Pietr’s Instagram and a cluster oohed and aahed over the photos.

“Ignore them.” A redhead rolled her eyes, holding out her hands for the salad bowl. Harper gratefully relinquished it. “I’m Marie. Carter’s wife. Welcome to our home. Sorry we haven’t met before this. It wasn’t that we were excluding you. We only knew you existed in theory.”

“In theory?”

“We saw the bullshit those network guys said, after Pietr gave you that shout out. Obviously, the Instagram stuff. We knew you were around, but not how to contact you. Well, okay, one of us did.” She slid a look at Seth who looked appropriately chastised. “Pietr didn’t come to much of the pre-season stuff. We figured it was first season settling in. We generally get together to watch games, shop, and help each other out. When you need something, you only have to ask.”

Harper realized that Marie was likely as nervous as they felt.

“I didn’t know these kinds of get-togethers were real. I only put them in my books because other authors did. Plot device.”

From the counter, Debbie laughed. “Oh right, your books.”

Harper felt their chest tighten. They were aware that gay hockey romance was not everyone’s cup of tea. Which was perfectly fine. But, having someone laugh at your passion, the thing you were good at, never felt good. They slid a look at Seth who was still looking sheepish.

“I’m sorry,” Harper began in an even tone, “you’re going to have to finish that thought. Is there something wrong with my job?”

“Is being a writer a job?” She continued, already bored with the pictures. “Anyone can write, right?”

There was tittering between some of the ladies, except Marie’s face hardened.

“Hardly,” she replied. “Definitely not while being as thoughtful as Harper’s skill.” She turned back. “I liked them a lot. Or, the first two. I’m a little behind.” She leaned in, lowering her voice, “Please tell me there is a Nathan and Hiro book coming? The underlying tension there is so obvious.”

“No spoilers,” Harper quipped. They let themself relax. “But, I have three more books planned and approved so...maybe.”

“That’s fantastic. Good for you.” Marie smiled. “I’ll put your dish out on the buffet. Everyone else is out on the deck. Carter is manning the grill. Seth knows where the drinks are. I hope you have a good time. If you need anything, come find me.”

Harper nodded.

“Come on.” Seth tugged her gently away. He leaned in as they put distance between themselves and the ladies. “Debbie is a total airhead. I should have warned you in advance.”
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Chapter Two   
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“Quinton and I miss you at the bar.” Seth sighed as they got further away from the kitchen. “You haven’t been in since Isaac Parker visited.”

“I miss the bar too,” Harper admitted.

The Mounting Bison was their and their friend’s favorite bar. Unfortunately, it was also the favorite of Adam Hale, who had made some disparaging comments toward Harper and their work. The word “fetish” had been used, which Harper didn’t appreciate. They were all too aware of the kind of authors that Adam was talking about. As an openly queer and nonbinary person, the idea of their writing being equated to cishet women’s fetishistic writing of gay men turned their stomach. Harper felt their books were for anyone who enjoyed romance, regardless of their gender or sexual orientation.

“There are plenty of times to come in when it’s only the regular cliental,” Seth reminded them. “Not a hockey bro to be seen for miles.”

“Aren’t most of the patrons of the Mounting Bison hockey bros in some form?” Harper teased, then continued. “I’ll think about it. In the fall. Pietr and I are going to be out of the city for most of the summer.”

“Oh yeah? What do you have going on?”

Harper filled him in on their plans as they made their way through the house to the back yard. The deck they stepped onto was huge. Most of the seating was already taken by other players and their family members. A group of kids were running around in the grass, away from the group of men clustered around the grill, with a large golden retriever. Two big coolers were set near the steps to the yard.

“Left is soda, right is beer,” Seth told them.

“Finally. You were gone forever.” Harper felt Pietr’s fingers slide into the belt loops of their jeans pulling them closer.

“You know, we’re going to spend over a month together. You will get sick of me,” Harper warned.

“Never,” he replied. “I am going to enjoy every single minute with you.” He smiled, pressing a kiss to their lips. “Are you hungry? I think I heard Carter say that burgers and hot dogs will be off soon. A little longer if you want chicken or steak. He didn’t time it right. All the guys are making fun of him.”

“Poor guy. I wouldn’t say no to a hot dog. I’m still too nervous to eat much of anything else.”

“I’ll see what I can do. Grab me a beer?”

“Just one,” they reminded him. “You’re driving.”

“Da,” he nodded, “but you can drink whatever you want.”

“I’ll stick to coke.”

“You two...” Seth shook his head as Pietr walked away. He opened the cooler, fishing out two beers; one for himself and one for Pietr, while Harper went to the other for a coke. He straightened, looking at them. “I know Debbie was being crude, but ah, you and Pietr aren’t expecting, right?”

Harper blew out a breath. “No. And we won’t be. Ever.”

“Ever? Can you really say that?”

“Considering that I have a health condition and Pietr got a vasectomy, yes. I can say with the utmost certainty that we are never having kids. But that isn’t anyone’s business but ours, is it?” Harper raised an eyebrow at him.

“You’re right.” Seth frowned. “Forget I asked. The two of you seem to be jumping down the rabbit hole quickly. That’s all.”

“Everyone moves at their own pace,” Harper replied. “Ours is faster than others. It works for us and we’re happy.”

“That’s what matters.” Seth bumped elbows with them as the pair took the steps into the yard. They found open spots at one of the picnic tables next to McKinley West. He was sitting across from two of the other players, Gregor Ciklovich and Guy Matlock. Both had also been new players to the team that past season. Harper hadn’t met Matlock before, but he frequently roomed with Pietr on away games, so they felt as though they had.

“Hey.” Harper squeezed McKinley’s shoulder as they passed to an empty seat. “You didn’t invite Tanner?”

“We both know this is not his idea of a good time,” McKinley answered. “You can help me convince him to come to the next one? If we make it to the next one.”

“Oh no,” Harper sighed, “do I sense trouble in paradise?”

“No,” McKinley smiled, “things are fine. He’s been working a lot. Which I know is pot-kettle-black, considering my schedule.”

“I’ll text him and see what he’s got going on before Pietr and I leave for our vacation. We can do dinner? You guys could join us to stream with Parker on Thursday? We’re playing some new game set in feudal Japan. It will be a learning experience for sure.”

“Dinner for sure, but I’ll pass on the gaming. If it’s not Pokemon, Animal Crossing, or chel, I have no attention span for it.”

“Good to know.”

Harper took the seat across from Seth and let McKinley and the other two men resume their conversation.

“Does Adam know you’re here talking to me?” Harper asked, realizing they hadn’t seen the captain since entering the Smythe house.

“Adam is not my keeper,” Seth retorted. “He’s probably one of the guys over there giving Carter grief. Like he’s a grill master.” He rolled his eyes. “He barely cooks, unless scrambled eggs and toast count.”

Harper gave him an amused sniff as they cracked open the can of coke. “Sorry. Wasn’t starting shit. Just curious.”

“The two of us can agree to disagree on some things. I don’t understand what his problem is in general. He doesn’t need to like my friends, just like I don’t need to like his. Honestly, I’m glad you and Pietr found each other. It makes events like these far less boring. The more of us there are, the less out of place I feel.”

“You’ve never struck me as a person who ever feels out of place, Seth.”

“I’m excellent at hiding it. Like you are.”

“True enough.”

“Here you go, Harper darling.” Pietr set a paper plate in front of them with a hot dog and potato chips on it. He stopped, realizing that Seth was still there. “Shit. I didn’t think to ask if you wanted me to grab you anything.”

“Don’t worry about it. Maybe my husband will take an interest in whether I’m enjoying myself and come make an offer of food. Or I’ll get hungry enough to go get it myself. Sit down.”

Pietr took a seat, his own plate filled with a bratwurst, some of Harper’s salad, a potato salad, coleslaw, and handful of chips to round it out.

“So,” Seth began, “Harper said you two are going to spend some time in LA with Isaac Parker. Big plans?”

Pietr and Harper both paused for a moment. Yes, there were big plans during their week in LA with Isaac. Not the kind of plans you shared with people. Or, most people anyway.

“Should I not have asked?” Seth laughed

“Harper has never been to LA,” Pietr offered. “Playing the week by ear, to see what happens.”

“You’re going straight to Wisconsin afterwards?”

“No, we’ll be at the awards. Then, we fly to Minneapolis. From there, we drive to Harper’s family’s resort. We’re thinking about buying property. That will probably take up most of our time. I’m excited to get our families together in the same place.”

“I finally get to meet his parents in person,” Harper spoke up. “We’ve had Skype dinners, but it’s not the same.”

“When is your European exploration?”

“Beginning of August. A mini tour of the UK,” Pietr said.

“We’re already thinking Portugal and Spain for next year,” Harper added.

“Spain is a good time,” Seth replied. “Adam and I have gone a few times. This year, we’re going to spend a few weeks in Canada. Misha Levin asked him to come do some coaching for his and Cecil Spitz’s camp for kids.”

“He agreed?” Pietr sounded surprised.

Seth nodded. “He did.”

“They hate each other. Quite a lot.”

“Levin seems to think they can set it aside for the good of the kids. Adam likes Spitz. He’s a good guy.”

“Levin isn’t bad,” Harper replied, “he was very sweet when I met him.”

“Da,” Pietr nodded. “He has heart of gold for those he likes. When you piss him off, that is when he shows his asshole side.”

“Didn’t he offer like a thousand dollars for that rookie poster I have in my room at home? –Oh god, I should probably call Mom and ask her to take it down before we get there, huh? You’ll be lecturing me every night before we go to bed.”

Pietr held back a grin. “Don’t. It will mean more to see you take it down yourself.”

“I’m not selling it.”

“You do not have to,” Pietr answered. “It probably should come down though. It is very old. Like he is very old.”

“He’s only two years older than you, Pietr,” Seth retorted.

“In hockey years, that is ancient. He should be thinking about retiring, any day now.”

“You know there are plenty of people who are saying the same thing about you,” Harper teased.

“I am fine. Top of my game.”

“Hockey players.” Seth and Harper shared a look.

“What about hockey players?” Pietr pressed.

“You’re ridiculous,” Harper replied.

“Hot, but ridiculous,” Seth backed them up.

“At least we are still hot.” Pietr shrugged.
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Chapter Three   
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Harper laughed, sliding a hand up Pietr’s thigh, under the table. They picked at the chips and the hot dog while the conversation continued. There was a brief interruption by Adam appearing at Seth’s shoulder with a plate of food. He sat for a few minutes to make strained conversation before letting himself get called away to go play a game of touch football on the other side of the lawn.

A while later, Pietr and Harper were invited inside for a Smash Brothers tournament. The word had spread about their joining Isaac Parker’s Twitch streams as guests. Particularly Harper, who played about twice a week with Isaac and other retired hockey players in Smash tournaments for the stream. They often came out on top.

“You can’t play as Peach or Daisy.” Carter handed over one of the controllers. “Prove you’ve got skills, not just an overpowered character.”

“Okay, but Hammer tried that argument two weeks ago. I kicked their asses with Jigglypuff. They are very bad at Smash.”

“I found a website that ranked all the characters,” McKinley offered. He rattled off a few names from the bottom of the list

“I’ll play Isabelle,” Harper offered. “This is a friendly game though, right?”

“Do you want it to be less friendly?” Defenseman, Von Jebsen, spoke up, waving his controller.

“I’m willing to play by your rules, but you can’t lord winning over me when you’re literally making me play with one of the worst characters in the game.”

“Yes, it’s friendly,” Carter replied. “We only want a chance at winning. If we feel you can’t play at your best, we’ll let you go back to Peach.”

“Uh huh. We’ll see how this goes...” Harper took the seat between Carter and Von. Gregor took the fourth controller, on the end of the couch next to Mattie.

Two minutes later, it was Von playing as Wario and Harper’s Isabelle left on the platform. Harper bit their lip. They recognized quickly they had more playtime than the other three guys, and mostly staying out of the way and letting them take each other out worked well. The truth was, while they were familiar with Isabelle’s move set, they weren’t quite comfortable with it.

“Damn it, Wyatt.” Von grit his teeth. “Stop jumping around and hit me already.”

“Okay.” Harper said. She dropped a Lloid bomb and backed out of the way.

“What the fuck is that?” Von asked. A moment later the bomb carried Wario up the screen. Before he could right himself, Isabelle smacked him with her hammer and pushed him off the side of the platform.

“What the hell?” Von resisted throwing down the controller but threw himself back against the sofa cushions.

“Lucky shot?” Harper suggested.

Von swore under his breath. In the second and third rounds, he was taken out easily by the other two –as was Harper in Round 3, but in the fourth, it was the two of them again. Harper didn’t hold back this time, making use of all Isabelle’s tricks. Von’s inexperience didn’t help him out and he lost a fourth time.

“Okay, I’m done,” he held up his controller. “Who’s taking over?”

“Don’t be like that,” Pietr chided, patting his shoulder. “Harper is playing too much lately. Izzy is a bad influence. If you don’t want to play though, I will take your spot. If no one else wants to?”

There was a murmur of dissent around the room.

“This was supposed to be friendly. I don’t have to play!” Harper held up their controller too. “You asked me to!”

“No, no. This has been a humbling experience for me.” Von patted their knee. “Pietr, you got yourself a good one here. Which, reminds me, I better go check on mine.”

“I think she’s in the kitchen,” Carter offered.

Von nodded, handing the controller to Pietr. They swapped places and a fifth round began. Gregor, the first to get bumped off in the previous rounds, came from behind against Harper this time.

“Shit, I did not think this through,” Gregor grumbled.

“Sorry, Gregor.” Harper used Isabelle’s pocket move to grab a projectile, then flung it back at him. “Good job though!” The victory screen popped up declaring them winner once again.

“Okay guys,” Carter spoke up, “this isn’t boding well for us. Harper’s won four out of five rounds. I’m pretty sure that third one was a total fluke.”

“If this is the start of three of you ganging up on me, I’ll ask that we switch to Tournament Style instead of Battle Royale,” Harper retorted. “I will also offer again to relinquish the controller.”

Carter shook his head. “As Von said, this is a humbling experience for us all. I appreciate that you’re not going easy on us.”

“Oh, shit,” Harper blinked, “am I supposed to be playing competitively? This was friendly.”

“Okay.” Pietr reached over, plucking the controller out of their hand. “You are done, now. Thank you, Harper darling.”

“I can pull back more if you want—” Harper continued.

“You have done enough to prove that you are very skilled at the game.” Pietr handed their controller over his shoulder. One of the other guys took it, coming around to sit in a recliner. “Perhaps you can take on role of coach?”

Harper crossed their arms over their chest, leaning back to watch quietly.

“You hate this, don’t you?” Pietr leaned over a few rounds later, after he’d been deftly knocked out of the competition.

“I don’t hate anything,” Harper retorted.

“Do you want to go? Pietr offered. “People are starting to filter out anyway.”

“Only if you’re ready,” Harper answered.

“One more round, then we’ll go. It’s a long drive back to the city.”

Harper nodded. “I’ll go track down my salad bowl.” They tapped Pietr’s knee before pushing up from the couch. They ducked out of the living room toward the kitchen.

“I think it’s weird that they’re treating her like one of the guys.” Harper didn’t recognize the voice as she paused at the kitchen door. 

“What are you even talking about? And Harper isn’t a she. This is an inclusive house. We respect people’s identities here.” Marie sounded annoyed.

“None of us have ever been invited into the living room to play video games.”

“Have you ever asked to play?” Another voice spoke up.

“She didn’t ask –and yet, there she is.”

“They!” Multiple voices corrected loudly.

“Right, right, whatever. They. We all know they have a vagina, like the rest of us in here, so what does it fuckin’ matter?”

Harper bit their lip, feeling the tightness in their chest again. Earlier that day, hearing this conversation was exactly what they’d been afraid of. It wasn’t the pronouns that bothered them. It was the combativeness against their labels. Like they were crazy for not fitting into the same boxes as everyone else. They took in a deep breath, not listening to Marie’s heated response that clipped to an end as they entered the kitchen.

“Hi Marie,” Harper addressed her directly. “I’m picking up my bowl. Pietr and I are almost ready to go.”

“It was white with a rainbow pattern, right?” Marie wiped her hands on a dish towel to approach the counter of clean dishes. She picked up the right one, bringing it over to them. “Your salad was delicious. I had at least three people ask me who brought it and where to find the recipe. You might be getting some messages.”

“I’m glad people liked it. Thanks for inviting me. This was...” they looked up across the women in the room, “enlightening.”

Marie winced. “We were happy to have you. You and Pietr are total life goals.” She smiled, then lowered her voice. “Can I send you a message on Instagram later?”

Harper gave a slight nod. “Sure.”

“We’ll talk later then.” Marie reached up, squeezing their shoulder. “Have a safe drive home.”

“We will.” Harper tucked the bowl under their arm before addressing the other ladies with a forced smile. “It was nice meeting all of you. Sorry if my kicking your husband’s and boyfriend’s asses at a video game was untoward. I don’t back down from challenges. It’s one of my few flaws.” They gave them a short nod. “Thanks again, Marie. You have a lovely home.”

They stepped back out of the kitchen, not waiting to hear what the ladies had to say about them in their departure.
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Chapter Four   
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“The ladies were rude to you? Why didn’t you say something?” Pietr asked. He was stretched out across their bed watching Harper dry her hair after a quick shower. “Did Marie know?”

“Marie was one of the few who weren’t part of the problem. Her and I think Becca? Mattie’s girlfriend. Apparently, we’re her, and this is straight from her mouth, OTP.”

“OTP?” He repeated.

“One True Pairing.”

“Ah! I can see this. We are great couple.” He gave her his best cheeky grin which made her roll her eyes. Despite herself, a smile tugged at Harper’s lips. 

“Pietr, that’s not the point.”

“Ladies were rude to you. Marie and Becca were nice though. You maybe could be making friends with them, yah?”

“I’m already friends with Seth. Isn’t that enough?”

“Seth is a good guy. Even if things are weird with Adam right now.” Pietr waved them over to the bed. “You have lots of friends, which is great. Maybe you also need a few that understand what it is like to be part of the Hockey Family. We got lucky with this last season. But there will be more, which may not be so easy. I am gone a lot. I don’t want you to be here, in this big apartment, all alone.”

“I’m not alone. Like you said, I have friends. I have a life, outside of you.” Harper tossed the towel aside and straightened the hem of their tank before joining Pietr on the bed. “I love you so much. I miss you when you’re gone, but I know you’ll always come back to me.” She pressed a kiss to his lips before settling against his side, in the pillows.

“Besides the ladies being catty, did you have a good time, lyubov moya?” Pietr asked, leaning into her.

“I did,” she admitted. “I’m glad you took me along.”

“Me too. I used to hate going to those things alone. When Isaac and I were fooling around, we had to be careful.”

“What about your girlfriend in Florida?”

“She was never interested in that part of my life,” he answered. “We saw so little of each other. Lots of texting, but it’s not the same. She was very independent. She didn’t need me, which felt like she didn’t want me.”

“I hope I’ve never made you feel that way...”

“No,” Pietr shook his head, “it’s different with you. It isn’t that you don’t need me, though you don’t. You are very independent too, and I love that. But you let me help you. You make me feel needed –even if it’s not true.”

“It is true. I do need you.” She reached up, rubbing at the light scruff on his cheeks. She sucked in a breath, twisting slightly to hook a leg over his hips. “In fact, right now, I need you quite badly.”

“Oh?” He raised an eyebrow. “What is it you need?”

Harper hummed, finishing the twist to settle on top of him, straddling his hips between her knees. She kissed him, drawing him closer. He groaned into her mouth, his hands finding her waist and rocking her forward into him.

“Fuck me?” She finally murmured.

“You just got dressed,” he teased. “If that was what you wanted, why did you bother?”

“I thought I was too mad about the barbeque,” she admitted. “Then you started talking...” She rubbed her fingers against his rough cheeks again. “Plus, I like this five o’clock shadow you’ve got going.”

“It’s not too rough and prickly?”

“No.” She assured him with another kiss. “So? Fuck me?”

“I will do this. But first,” he pulled her close before rocking her back into the pillows. He pressed his face into her neck, kissing and nipping at the skin, “I have to make sure you’re ready for my big—”

Harper moaned as he slipped down, hooking his fingers into the shorts she’d put on after her shower. He backed away to slide the fabric from her knees, then past her ankles and toes to toss it to the end of the bed. He listened for the subtle sharp intake of breath as his tongue found her clit.

“Damn,” he swore when he was ready to take a breath. His fingers replaced his tongue, stroking in small, short thrusts. “So wet...” He leaned forward, his tongue finding her center again.

“Oh –fuck!” Harper’s knees flexed inward.

“Fuck is right. You’re so close.” Pietr leaned back, continuing his thrusting with one hand, his other taking over the work of stimulating her clit. “You’re def—fuuuuck.” He refocused as a still unfamiliar, intense moan sounded and his arms were coated with clear fluid. “Yes, baby.”

“Stop, stop,” she begged. “Please.”

Pietr removed his hands immediately, pressing them to her thighs, holding her splayed open. “I knew we could do it again.” He stroked her skin, watching her chest heave trying to catch her breath. “Are you okay?”

“Y-yes.”

“You’re sure?”

“Uh-huh.”

He laughed. “Don’t move.” He made his way to the bathroom. He rinsed off his arms and chest before wetting a washcloth and grabbing a towel. Harper had adjusted slightly, sitting up against the pillows.

“I said to not move,” he retorted, settling back between her thighs. He tucked the towel beneath her. “We’re going to have to swap the quilt. You made a huge mess.”

“I made a mess?” Harper gasped. “You’re the one—”

Pietr laughed again, taking her mouth against his. “Is my favorite mess. I am happy to clean it up. Are you ready to go again?” He wiped the wet cloth down her thighs.

“Yes,” she agreed.

“Good. Watching you do that got me hard as fuck.” He leaned forward again to press a kiss to her cheek. He slid slightly aside to yank open the side table and pull out a box of condoms.

Even though Harper was on birth control for her PCOS and he’d had a vasectomy, they still used condoms. The vasectomy had been cleared as effective a few months prior, and they’d had a deep discussion about condoms. Ultimately, they decided that if they were going to have an open relationship, they would keep using them when together just as they would if they were with other partners. So far, their only other possible partner was Isaac Parker, but that didn’t mean someone else wouldn’t come along.

“Here,” he tore off one of the plastic foils and handed it over, “you do it. My hands are still wet.”

Harper took it from him. A moment later, she’d unrolled the sheath over his cock.

“Is this good? Do you want to be on top?” He asked.

“This is good,” she answered. “You can take your time.”

He hummed, making a few adjustments to their positions before he leaned forward, sliding into her warmth. He did as she suggested, taking his time to enjoy being together and close. Savoring the feeling of skin to skin, though he had to push his fingers under her tank to stroke the softness underneath.

“You know,” he settled deep inside to rest for a minute, “now that it is off-season, we can spend as much time as we want in bed the next few days. Are you looking forward to seeing Isaac again?”

“I don’t want to talk about Isaac right now.” Harper reached up, tugging her fingers through the ends of his hair. “Focus on here, right now.”

He hummed, catching her mouth with his again. He reached down, pulling one of her legs up around his waist, as he shifted them both onto their sides. Harper gave an unhappy nasal whine as Pietr slid free, but a moment later he filled her again. Their touches and kisses were lazy but loving. 

Time ticked by until Pietr’s arousal was finally at an edge he couldn’t back away from. He eased Harper onto her back once more. He kissed her soundly before backing off slightly. His hands pushed the backs of her thighs up and out, giving himself the space to thrust into her. Harper moaned again, flexing her fingers before dragging her nails down his chest. He leaned into the scratch.

“Harder,” he huffed.

“Isn’t that my line?” She asked.

“Da,” he agreed, “I can go harder too. You should leave marks.”

Her fingers flexed again and he watched her bite her bottom lip. Harper pulled him forward by the biceps. Pietr let go of her thighs to catch himself on his palms. Her fingers rubbed the back of his neck as she sank her teeth into his shoulder.

“Harder,” he urged. He was still steady, thrusting into her. Her teeth tightened their grip and then he groaned as she gave his ass a hard swat. She released the bite long enough to find another spot, near his clavicle. He shuddered, pressing his face into her neck, pressing deeper into her as his orgasm ebbed. 

“Damn.” He laughed, easing onto his knees. He reached up, touching his shoulder before he tried to look. “You really did leave marks, didn’t you?”

“You sai—”

“I love you so fucking much, Harper.” He cut her off with a kiss. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

Harper smiled, reaching up to touch the bite marks. “I may have gone overboard.”

“Is okay. Reminders of how carried away we can get.”

“You can do whatever you want to me too, you know.” She licked her lips. “Especially with all this free time we’re going to have.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You don’t mind if I try to get you to squirt all over me again?”

“I know how you like to try,” she answered. “Give me a break though.”

“Too rough?”

“It was perfect,” she assured him. “We both got good orgasms, right? I don’t need another one.”

“I like giving them to you...” Pietr hummed. He was spent. More than spent. Part of him wanted to clean up and cuddle as they drifted off. But there was also this little voice that insisted he still had something left. That wanted him to bury his face into her wet folds again and eek out one more thigh-shuddering orgasm from his lover.

“You’re good at it too,” Harper assured him. “...Let’s go rinse off and go to bed. We can start again in the morning.”

Pietr released a sigh as he pulled free from her. He reached for the washcloth and the towel as he rose from the bed. He disappeared into the bathroom again. Harper stretched before getting up to strip the quilt from the bed. It was one of hers. Too small for the big Alaskan King bed, but enough for the two of them when they cuddled in the middle. She carried it over to the laundry basket before going into the closet to grab another. She tossed it on the bed before joining Pietr in the bathroom. He was stepping out of the shower as she pulled off her tank top. 

“Hurry back to bed,” Pietr requested.

Harper grinned, stepping into the already steamy shower. By the time she’d finished, pulled her tank back on and retrieved a clean pair of shorts, Pietr had spread the quilt on the bed and was snuggled between the sheets.

“You made it back before I passed out.” Pietr slid his fingers between hers as she settled next to him. He rested his head against hers, between their pillows. “Good night, lyubov moya.”

“Good night, Pietr.”
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Chapter Five   
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“Isaac!” Harper wrapped their arms around Isaac Parker’s shoulders. He had met them at the LA airport despite Pietr insisting he didn’t have to.

“Harper.” Isaac returned the hug, adding a kiss to their cheek. He turned to Pietr, giving him a publicly acceptable bump to the shoulder. “Ivy. Good to see you too.”

“I’ll give you a proper hello when we get to your place,” Pietr promised in a low, husky voice. “I trust you have prepared for what spending a full week with the two of us, fully functional, will be like?”

Isaac laughed at fully functional. When he had visited the pair during All-Star Week back in February, Pietr had been in recovery from the vasectomy. He had not made it the full seven days suggested by his doctor before orgasming. Isaac had not helped, accepting the offer of a blow job to end a dry spell. Eventually, it led to a discussion about a threesome and things had been set into motion.

“I have,” Isaac answered. “And I have a few surprises for the two of you. The first of which is lunch. I got us a reservation at Dashita. Have you heard of it?”

“Isn’t that a crazy expensive sushi place?” Harper asked.

“Of course they know the sushi places,” Pietr sighed.

“It is a sushi place but don’t worry about how expensive it is. Lunch is on me. I want you to eat and enjoy whatever you want.” Isaac replied. “Pietr, if you don’t want sushi, they have an extensive menu. You’ll find something else you like.”

“I’m sure I will,” Pietr answered. He put a hand on Harper’s back, ushering them forward. “I suppose these reservations are soon?”

“We have a little time, but yeah, we should get going,” Isaac agreed. He held out a hand to take Harper’s backpack. “Let me take that for you.”

Harper handed it over and allowed the two men to lead them out of the airport. Isaac’s car wasn’t far. Before long they were out of the airport car park and making their way through traffic. Harper could see right away that LA was nearly the complete polar opposite of Manhattan. It was green and fresh, lacking the industrial feel. It sprawled low while New York was compact and high rising.

“You prefer New York over this?” Harper asked Pietr.

“I liked LA,” Pietr shrugged, “but, New York has you.”

“They both have their perks,” Isaac interjected. “It’s basically always summer in this part of California. I miss the fall.”

“Isn’t it weird playing a winter sport in a city that doesn’t usually see snow?” Harper asked.

“Da.” Pietr nodded. “You’d think that there wouldn’t be much of a hockey fan base here. It is small, but mighty. Opinionated.”

“Tell me about it. I got chewed out in multiple fan blogs when I announced my retirement. Like I was a traitor for taking care of my health instead of continuing to play. I was shit that last season too.”

“Fans can be rabid,” Pietr agreed. “The split between factions since I was traded has been interesting. Osprey fans have been good to me though.”

Isaac let the valet park the car after they reached the restaurant. They were early but seated quickly.

“Don’t look at prices, Harp,” Isaac warned. “I mean it.”

“But they’re right there,” they whined.

“You forget you are engaged to a big hockey star now. You don’t have to worry about the prices of things anymore. Not really.” Pietr put his hand over theirs. “Izzy does well enough for himself too.”

“I’m comfortable, even without the streaming income,” Isaac agreed. “I can afford to buy my friends lunch. So seriously, order what you want.”

“I don’t know where to start. It all sounds so good,” Harper said.

They kept the conversation light over lunch. They each had a few things they wanted to do during their visit. Checking out the beaches, Knotts Berry Farm, or making the trip to Anaheim to go to Disney.

“No celebrity tours?” Isaac teased.

“I got enough celebrity sighting when I was working at the restaurant.” Harper shook their head. “I don’t need to ride around on a hot bus for a glorified real estate tour.”

“Besides, we came to see you,” Pietr reminded him. “While you don’t have to entertain us all week, by any means, we’re happy spending time with you doing anything.”

“You didn’t have to come all this way to see me.”

“It was only fair,” Harper told him. “Besides, last time was rather impromptu. Pietr and I have had time to...” They looked at their partner, trying to find the words.

“Figure out the ground rules?” Pietr offered.

“Are these complex ground rules?” Isaac asked.

“Not for your participation,” Pietr assured him. “It’s more a check-in system for us.” He squeezed Harper’s hand. “To make sure that we are communicating. So far, neither of us have done anything with anyone else. Except you.”

“I see.”

“No pressure,” Pietr assured him. “It doesn’t have to be anything other than friends having fun together at this point. Is that okay with you?”

“We can talk about it more at my place. I’m sure it’s fair.”

“Fair? Do I sense that there will be some negotiations?” Pietr asked.

Isaac smiled, shaking his head. “That won’t be necessary, will it?”

Pietr shrugged. “We shall see. Harper, are you almost done?”

“Yes. I couldn’t possibly eat any more. That was so good.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” Isaac said. “I’ll go take care of the check. Then we can get you settled in at my place.”

“That is code for let’s fuck already,” Pietr murmured against Harper’s ear. Harper gave a soft laugh, pushing him away.

“You two can do what you want. I need to lie down after all that sushi. Why on earth did you let me eat so much?” They pressed a hand to their stomach and blew out a breath. “We’ll go get some air while you take care of the bill.”
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Chapter Six   
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“I had no idea you lived in a fucking mansion.” Harper gasped as the door to the foyer closed behind them. Isaac smirked, dropping the bags that he carried for them.

“It’s not a mansion. It’s more of a...manor. It’s got privacy. Good neighbors. Quiet. In the grand scheme, it’s too big for just me though.”

“I miss having a house. Mine wasn’t this grand,” Pietr chimed in. 

“I miss your old place,” Isaac said. “It was cozy.” He held in a wistful sigh, watching Harper look around his foyer. 

“It was,” Pietr agreed. “I didn’t have the big bed then. Just a full. It was always a little small for the two of us.”

“Only because you sprawl,” Isaac argued. He turned his attention to his friend. Pietr grinned back at him, wrapping an arm around his shoulder. His lips brushed his neck as he nuzzled him softly. Isaac relaxed into him, relieved at the comfort at which they could fall back into their old habits. 

“Harper wants to lie down,” Pietr murmured. His breath was warm against his ear. “We should enjoy the one-on-one time, yah?”

Isaac nodded. “That would be nice. Let me show you to the guest room first. Follow me.” He lifted the bags again to lead the couple to the second floor.

“This door is mine,” he motioned to the first one at the top of the stairs. “You two can stay in this room. There’s an ensuite bathroom. That room there is my Streaming Room,” he motioned across the hall. “There’s a second guest room, and an office set up over there. The den is downstairs, along with the kitchen and another bathroom. There’s a weight room too, which either of you are welcome to use. I don’t spend nearly as much time in there lately, so don’t worry about resetting anything on me.”

He swung open the door to the guest room beside his and ushered them inside.

“Wow. Our guest room is shit compared to this luxury,” Pietr quipped.

“Don’t be dumb.” Isaac set the bags down for a final time at the end of the bed. “Your guest room was very nice. What little time I spent in it.”

“To be fair, we maybe won’t be spending much time in here either?” Pietr said. He approached, hooking a finger into the collar of Isaac’s shirt. “Why don’t we let Harper take their nap and you can show me your room.” A fizzle of arousal sparked upward. Isaac turned to look at Harper. She’d taken a seat on the bed to unlace her sneakers.

“You okay with that, Harp?” He asked. For whatever reason, he kept expecting this whole situation to turn into a dream he’d wake up from at any second.

“Please, take him,” Harper waved a hand dismissively. “If you’re still going at it in an hour or so, I’ll join you.”

Pietr laughed, tugging at Isaac’s shirt. “You heard them. Let’s go, Izzy.”

Isaac followed amiably, letting Pietr push open the door to his bedroom. It was simply furnished with an oak bedroom set. A few pieces of art hung on the walls to give a pop of personality. Otherwise, very utilitarian. 

“This is nice.” Pietr took a polite look around the room. “The four-poster bed is an interesting choice.”

“Why do you say that?” 

“Would be very handy for bondage play.”

“Are you still exploring kinks?”

“Harper won’t let me tie them up,” Pietr explained. “Which I understand, but how am I to find out if I like it, if I don’t try it?”

“I’m not sure I want to try it either. I guess you’ll have to keep looking,” Isaac said. 

Pietr laughed. He brought his hands to either side of Isaac’s face, pulling him forward for a lingering kiss. Isaac released a low moan, leaning into him. He hadn’t been kissed in months. Not since bidding the couple farewell, back in February, truth be told. He slid his hands around Pietr’s waist, inching his fingers under the hem of his t-shirt.

“Hello.” Pietr murmured against his lips as he broke for breath. “I am so very glad to be here.”

Isaac smiled. “I’m glad you’re here too.”

“What do you want to do?” Pietr’s hands went for the front of Isaac’s button-up shirt, slowly working it open. He looked mildly disappointed at the tank he wore underneath it. “Why are you wearing layers?”

“It’s a thin fabric,” Isaac explained. “It’s indecent—”

“Okay Mama.” Pietr tugged the tank out of his jeans. “You are only making it harder to get you naked.”

Isaac chuckled, pushing his hands away to tug the shirt out himself. He tossed it aside, followed by the tank. “Better?”

“No. You still have pants on.”

“Right, right. You planning on taking anything off?”

“Not yet,” Pietr explained. “I’m going to enjoy you first. Then you can enjoy me.”

Isaac felt a flush rise in his cheeks as the rest of his clothes hit the floor. Pietr didn’t spend too much time looking him over, instead pulling him to the bed. He got comfortable before using the tip of his index finger to lift Isaac’s member into his mouth. Isaac drew in a breath watching Pietr work it with only his mouth –then wrapping his hand around the base.

“You like that?” Isaac brushed his hand through Pietr’s hair.

“Da.” Pietr broke for air, leaning back and letting his hand take over. He looked up at Isaac, licking his lips. “I am out of practice. Harper’s cock doesn’t have the same...” he paused, considering the word, “texture?”

“I bet it doesn’t.” Isaac tugged at Pietr’s hair, tipping his head back further to kiss him. “Speaking of, did you two bring along Harper’s cock?”

“Not that I am aware, but they like to surprise.”

Isaac hummed. He reached down, tugging Pietr’s shirt over his head, tossing it aside. He turned his attention back to the Russian. Finding out what Harper could offer would be figured out later. 

“If you’re out of practice, then I definitely am.” He went for the front of Pietr’s jeans but Pietr diverted his hands back to his sides.

“I’m willing to be your practice dummy. First, let me taste you more. Please?” He lifted Isaac’s hand, kissing the inside of his wrist.

Isaac groaned but nodded. 

“Get comfortable.” Pietr cocked his head toward the bed. They swapped places; Isaac getting on the bed while Pietr stood to remove the last of his clothes. Soon he was settled between Isaac’s thighs, tasting once more.

They lazed away an hour, trading off blowjobs and kisses until Pietr sucked in a deep breath.

“Izzy, babe, if you keep doing that I am going to cum. Which is fine unless you wanted to save it and fool around with Harper when they get up.”

“I got enough in the tank for Harper later,” Isaac retorted. “Do you?”

“I always have enough.”

“Then cum for me.” Isaac shifted on top of him, pressing their cocks more firmly together in the pocket created between their bodies.

“Trakhni menya,” the Russian urged, digging his fingers to Isaac’s rear. He hauled him closer and tighter, biting his bottom lip.

“Missed this,” Isaac admitted, rocking faster. “Missed you.”

“Me too,” Pietr started, then groaned. “Fuck –harder.”

Isaac caught his mouth, obliging him. A moment later Pietr grunted, orgasm bursting forth. Isaac wasn’t far behind, adding to the mess that coated them both.

“Shit,” he chuckled, “maybe we should have thought that through.”

“Where is the fun in that?” Pietr asked. He wrapped an arm around Isaac’s waist, rolling him over and beneath him before sliding down his body to lick a streak of cum. Whose, neither could be sure, from his abs.

“No, don’t do that,” Isaac admonished.

“Why not? Is protein.” Pietr licked up more, letting it coat his tongue. He teased his partner, playing with it against his teeth before swallowing it.

“That’s so gross.”

“How so? It’s not great flavor, no, but I don’t mind.”

“It’s just one thing when it’s in your mouth and it’s warm. You can swallow it. It’s another when it’s going...cold.”

Pietr chuckled, he wiped his hand up his own chest smoothing the dampness to dry against his skin. “Okay, okay. You don’t want me to lick you clean.” He slid to Isaac’s side, kissing his bare shoulder. “That was fun.”

“I certainly hope so. Otherwise, you’re going to be real disappointed in the rest of the week’s activities.”

“Never.” There was a brief silence before Pietr cleared his throat. “I love Harper with all my heart. More than I thought I could ever possibly love anyone. But fuck, I have missed doing the cock-to-cock thing.”

“Frottage?” Isaac filled in.

“Da. That’s the word. It’s not the same with a strap-on. At all. The friction isn’t right. Lube helps, yah, but doesn’t have the same give as skin to skin.”

Isaac hummed. “I bet.”

Pietr kissed his shoulder again, then stretched to kiss his neck. “Later, how do you feel about fucking my fiancé while I fuck you?”

Isaac raised a curious eyebrow. “That could be fun.”

“Or you can fuck me. That’s good too. We can really switch it up if Harper packed some toys.”

Isaac’s chest rumbled. “There are a few good sex shops around if they didn’t.”

“That is true,” Pietr pondered. “We may have to revisit that...”
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Chapter Seven   
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“Harper, are you awake?”

“Hmm?”

“Izzy is making dinner before the livestream. Are you hungry?” Pietr nuzzled his face against Harper’s neck. “Also, we have a sex related question for you.”

“What kind of sex question?” They murmured.

“Did you pack toys?”

She hummed an affirmative. “The big wand. Our favorite plugs. The harness and the good cock.”

“The good cock?”

“The purple one.”

“Oh, that is the good cock.”

“Are you still horny?” Harper finally cracked open an eye to look at him. “You’ve had two hours to fool around.”

“We did. It was good. So good,” he groaned, remembering. “But we both got dick and now we want pussy,” he teased. He pressed his lips to their elbow, then up to their shoulder. “Yours, to be exact.”

“Why ask what I brought for toys?”

“Curiosity. Mostly I want to watch Isaac fuck you again. Then fuck him myself.” His lips brushed her collarbone. “Is that okay?”

“Before we do anymore fooling around, we should talk about those ground rules. Get Isaac on the same page with us.” She suggested.

“You’re right.” He sobered, leaning back. “Dinner. Livestream. Rules. Then fucking. So much fucking.”

“You’re going to tire yourself out.”

“Look at it as getting it out of our system so that we can do other things. Without getting sidetracked because we’re all too horny for one another.”

“I have great self-restraint,” Harper retorted.

Pietr grunted but didn’t disagree. He sat back up, scooting from the bed to offer a hand to her. “Come on. Isaac made a...how do you call it? Paella?”

“Doesn’t that take hours?”

“It is a quick version? Smells good either way. He did chicken. We figured you’d already had enough seafood for the day.”

“Probably true.” Harper took his hand and let him pull her upwards. She adjusted her shirt and ran fingers through her hair. She followed Pietr back out of the bedroom and downstairs to the kitchen.

“Hey.” Isaac grinned as they entered. He reached up to take down a trio of wine glasses. “I picked up a Roussanne to go with the paella. I hope that’s okay?”

“I have no idea what that means,” Harper admitted, “but the food smells delicious.”

“Do you need help with anything?” Pietr offered.

Isaac handed him the bottle of wine and the corkscrew. He carried the glasses to the table himself.

“I thought we’d eat traditional. Straight from the pan.” Isaac took the bottle and corkscrew back from a baffled Pietr. He easily slipped the automatic device over the neck of the bottle and a moment later poured Harper’s glass first. “Try it. If you don’t like it, I’ll get you something else.”

Harper took a small sip of the white wine. They considered it for a moment before shrugging. “It’s fine.”

“I don’t want it to be fine,” Isaac pushed. “I picked up some of those hard apple ciders you like too.”

“That was very sweet of you, but this isn’t completely revolting,” Harper teased. “I can be a grown up and drink the wine.”

“If you’re sure.” Isaac poured the other two glasses, handing one over to Pietr. He finally took a seat, the small paella pan in the center of the small table. “Go ahead. Dig in.”

Harper picked up their spoon and dipped it into a section closest to them.

“Did you have a good nap?” Isaac asked. “The bed was comfortable?”

Harper nodded. “Did the two of you have fun while I was sleeping?”

“We did, but it will be more fun later.”

“Don’t get too excited,” Pietr chided. “We have to be on our best behavior during the stream, da?”

“Da,” Isaac repeated with a sigh. “That will be extra tough, being in the same room.”

“We can handle it. Have you two always been so sex starved or is it because it’s been a couple months since we saw each other?” Harper asked. She took another sip of the wine. “I get Isaac being a little horny, but Pietr, you rarely go more than a couple of days without—” she paused. “No, I’m not going to finish that sentence.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Harper darling. I am very pleased to be fucking you as often as we can. But this is different. Exciting. A little tabu. Which makes it, not more fun, but another kind of
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