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“Shut up,” I say as Kyle passes me the cheese and cracker plate full of those stuffed blue cheese olives. I could literally eat the whole jar of them in one sitting. His beyond-handsome face is overcome by a teasing look and reeking of a full-on impending taunt. Bring it on, you sexy fucker. I take an olive, then another, and both go right into my mouth with a saucy grin.

“What? Whatever do you mean? I bought these just for you, Karley,” Kyle says with a grin. His top lip flattens over his perfect top teeth yet still manages to stay full, a part of him I’ve always wanted to suck. He runs his hand through his dark thick hair as his wife, Miranda, stabs him in the ribs with her index finger as she walks past. “I know what you like by now.” His eyes follow his wife to her seat next to me.

“All for Karley, huh? I’m the second choice to offer those olives to, I see.” Her teasing grin turns into a full bite of her lips together, her mouth clamped shut as she tries to smother a laugh.

“Oh, no, I didn’t mean ...” Kyle’s eyes flare open as his mouth goes from a wide circle to a snicker. “No, my dear lovely wife, have some.” He extends the plate to her, just grazing the tips of her long, painted fingernails.

“Thank you. Good to know I matter too.” Miranda gives me an intense look, full of her usual sass. Raising her arms shows off her slender, flat abdomen.

I grin at her as I allow my gaze to fall to her breasts, which look especially perky in her red tank top, her delicate silver chained necklace dangling a trio of silver teardrops barely into the spread of her little cleavage. A gift from her husband last Christmas, with each child’s name carved one per drop, her usual adornment ever since she received it. Her breasts are burgeoning into near-perfect erect tips, so either she’s deliciously not wearing a bra, or it’s paper-thin.

She glances back at me as she chews the olive and I avert my stare from her boobs, but I suppress a laugh inside my gut because I’m pretty sure she caught me tit-staring. Girl crush. My cheeks flush.

I eye up the olives in my hand. Somehow more of them made it there without my barely acknowledging it. Surely Kyle helped. I look beyond Kyle to my husband, working in the kitchen. “Dean, you need help yet?”

My husband is sprinkling a myriad of spices on the chicken breasts, and one large portabella mushroom for Miranda. His hands fly up in the air as he glances my way, his graying blond hair flops as he shakes his head.

He asks, “Where is the garlic salt? I thought I put that on the list. Did you buy more, Karley? And I’m all good, thanks. You sit. My day to play chef.”

“Um ... no. I don’t recall buying garlic salt. It wasn’t on the list.” I pop an olive in my mouth and watch Kyle’s ass as he walks to the fridge for more beer. A more grab-worthy man butt I’ve never seen before in all my life.

“It was on the list. I remember adding it. Damn it. Do we have garlic powder?” Dean digs in the spice cupboard, his clumsy hands knocking out at least ten spices, whereas mine would have probably knocked out only four. “Damn, you bring way too many spices home from work,” he mutters.

“Don’t complain. They are top-notch spices for free. But I think we should have garlic powder. Then you could just use regular salt.” I watch Kyle bend over to dig in the fridge just before I lock eyes with Miranda. Dammit! She caught my roaming eyes again. Glad to know I’m the only horny perv here. “I should give you a few spices, Miranda. I have so many duplicates now.”

She nods. “He has a killer ass, doesn’t he?” Miranda smirks as she swirls the last bit of beer at the bottom of her bottle and tips her head to drain it down her throat. “I’m switching to wine.”

I nod, meeting her eyes, and do a swipe of my upper lip with my tongue. “Mmm-hmmm.”

Watching her leaning back again for the last drop, her long graceful neck stirs something in me, a something that feels suddenly more like a credible want. Someday I will get my mouth on that neck, and those perky tits of hers.

My cheeks flush again at my perving on her, which is odd given I’m a bit drunk already. But perhaps it’s because I was more imagining my lips there than her catching my eyes on her husband’s butt.

“They are talking about your butt again, Kyle.” Dean shakes his hand dismissively.

“Easy over there on the saltshaker, Dean. We don’t all need higher blood pressure.” I unfold my arms, point both fingers at him, which makes my boobs bounce as I scold him. “You especially. His blood pressure was off the charts last time.” I raise an eyebrow at Miranda. “Don’t need me fucking you and giving you a damn heart attack from your BP being off the charts.”

“Get off my case. Losing all that weight reduced it.” He flexes his right bicep as he shakes his head while holding my gaze. “And really. Give me a fucking heart attack, please,” Dean jokes. “There are way worse ways to die than with your cock in a pussy.”

“Oh, my Gawd! Stop it,” I holler, trying not to laugh, matching the bite of my lip to Miranda’s, our usual pact to not laugh at my husband’s bad jokes failing.

She loses it and cracks up, so I just give up and laugh too.

“No fuck,” says Kyle. “Death by sex, what a way to go.” He shakes his head, making his hair fall in that sexy as fuck way before he pries off the bottle cap with his teeth.

“Kyle, you know where the can opener is!” I yell at him with wide eyes. “You bad boy.”

“Damn, that man will chip a tooth one of these days doing that. Then we will have another fake tooth to buy. We already need to buy Jackson two once he turns seventeen. Damn hockey puck.” Miranda takes a beer from Kyle and attempts to open it. “Aw, shit, right? Need an opener. Wait, I was gonna go for wine, but one more can’t hurt. Right? Thanks, babe.”

Kyle grabs for it across the table. “I got ya.”

Damn that reach. That man has some long, strong arms.

Miranda lunges back. “Oh no, you don’t. Just sit there and look pretty for Karley. Tell her she’s beautiful. Flash her that smile.” She jerks the bottle even further away from him. As she stands up, her tank top creeps up her abdomen as she spins, showing a sliver of perfect porcelain belly skin. If I envy anything, it’s that.

Kyle gives me the sassiest pair of fuck-me eyes, raising his eyebrows at me.

If only that were fucking real. Meow.

My eyes flicker to Miranda’s movement as her ass tick-tocks in those damn hot-as-fuck short denim shorts as she strolls into the kitchen. She stands alongside Dean, peering at his excessive spice sprinkling, their hips touching for a slight second before they both bounce apart. They are saying something, but it’s in a whisper that I can’t comprehend.

Kyle waves his hand in front of my face. “You the official ass watcher tonight?”

I scoff. “Not my fault y’all have asses that curve like sin.”

Kyle laughs, a naughty smirk sliding across his face. “I could say the same for you, lovely thick sweet cheeks.” He raises an eyebrow at me as his grin suggests everything I want and more.

“Yeah, yeah. I don’t have a small butt. I know. More butt talk is happening over here. You two are missing out,” I announce. “Who wants to get in on the butt talk? Mine’s big and round. Take a picture.” I playfully roll my eyes, leaning back in my chair, and point at my raised ass before I give it a slap.

Miranda shakes her ass at me from the kitchen before retrieving the bottle opener from the cabinet above the wine rack. She dances on her tippy toes and lowers her heels down as she flicks the bottle opener up. Her silence capped with a “Humpf.”

She will probably stay in the kitchen to avoid butt talk. My internal snicker turns into a real smirk.

“I’ll gladly talk butt talk with you, Karley. And you have a fine ass. It’s not too
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