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      I heard the thump of boxes against the shared hallway wall before I saw her. When I opened the door to take out the recycling, the new neighbor stood framed in the light, a coil of dark hair tumbling over one shoulder, her body bouncing with the kind of youthful energy I hadn’t felt in years. She wore cutoff shorts that hugged her hips and a tank top loose enough to reveal the lace of her bra when she leaned forward.

      “Hi,” she said brightly, balancing a box on her knee as she fished for her keys. Her eyes darted past me to James, who had followed me into the hall. The smile she gave him was different—lighter, more dangerous, the sort of smile that said she enjoyed being noticed.

      James offered the polite half-smile he gave strangers at the grocery store. His voice was even. “Moving in?”

      “Yeah,” she said, her breath quick but untroubled, as though hauling her life up the stairs was only a warm-up. “I’m Bonny.” She tucked a curl behind her ear, a small yet seductive movement.

      I told myself she was just being friendly, but I watched the way her gaze lingered on my husband. It wasn’t just friendliness. It was interest.

      James stepped forward before I could, sliding the box out of her arms with a quiet, “Let me help.” His forearms flexed under his T-shirt, veins standing out. I knew the strength in those arms, the way they could pin me to the mattress, but lately he hadn’t used them for that. I stared too long, looking for any flicker on his face that meant he enjoyed the attention.

      Bonny’s laugh rang in the hall when he carried the box inside. “Thanks. I didn’t realize how heavy that one was until I tried the stairs.”

      I followed them in, though the doorway was hers now, not mine. The condo next to ours mirrored ours exactly—same narrow kitchen window that looked onto the shared patio, same sliding glass doors at the back. She had plants out there already. I imagined what it would feel like to see her there, framed in glass, wearing those shorts, bending over a planter box with dirt on her hands.

      When James set the box down, he straightened and rubbed his palms on his jeans. Bonny’s eyes dipped to his waist before she looked up again. Subtle, but I saw it.

      “You two live next door?” she asked, like she didn’t already know.

      “Yes,” I answered quickly. “I’m Claire. That’s James.”

      She gave me a smile—sweet, not sharp—but it didn’t soothe the coil tightening low in my belly. If she was interested in James, what did that mean for me? Did he even notice her attention? Did he notice me anymore?

      James nodded, polite as ever, unreadable as stone. I searched for some crack in that calm surface, some spark of want directed at her, but there was nothing obvious. He might as well have been helping an elderly neighbor carry in groceries.

      Still, when Bonny stretched, her shirt riding up to reveal a flash of skin, I thought I saw his throat bob. I couldn’t be sure.

      The moment ended when she clapped her hands together, dusting them off. “I’ve got about a dozen more of those boxes, but I think I’ll manage.”

      “You’re sure?” James asked.

      Her lips curved again. “Positive. But thank you.”

      I stepped closer to him, close enough that my arm brushed his. My claim, subtle and deliberate. He didn’t pull away, but he didn’t lean in either. I wanted him to, but all he gave me was a glance, steady and neutral, before turning back toward our condo.

      As we walked down the hall, I caught Bonny’s reflection in her sliding glass door. She was watching us, head tilted, a sly glimmer in her eyes like she knew something I didn’t.

      I closed our door behind us, pressing my back against it for a moment. The air smelled faintly of cardboard and dust, but underneath that, there was something sharper. Temptation.

      James walked into the kitchen without a word, already distracted by his phone. I lingered in the entryway, the image of Bonny burned behind my eyelids. The sway of her hips. The bright laugh meant for him. The way I’d felt my heart stutter, not just with jealousy, but with something warmer. Something I didn’t fully understand.
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        * * *

      

      We ran into her in the hall a few days later, arms full of textbooks that looked too heavy for someone her size. Bonny had tied her hair up this time, a loose knot that left pieces falling against her neck, and she wore a faded T-shirt knotted at the waist, jeans low on her hips. She looked impossibly young, the kind of fresh-faced student who still believed anything was possible.

      James was with me, keys in hand, on his way out for groceries. He noticed the stack first. “That’s a lot of reading,” he said, stepping closer. His tone was easy, friendly, nothing unusual, but I caught the way Bonny’s lips parted in relief, like she’d been waiting for someone to say it.

      “It’s brutal,” she admitted, shifting the books against her chest. “I didn’t think this program would be so dense. I’m in the second-year track already, and…” She gave a helpless little shrug, her collar sliding just enough to reveal the pale line of her shoulder.

      James tilted his head. “Which program?”

      “Environmental engineering,” she said. “It overlaps with civil, but with all the extra calculus and water management stuff added in.”

      I blinked. James’s degree.

      His smile widened. Not flirty, not smug, but genuine. “That’s what I studied.”

      Her whole face brightened, and I felt the air between them shift in a way that brought them closer. She hugged her books tighter, as though grounding herself. “Seriously? Then you probably know what I’m up against. I don’t suppose you kept your notes?”

      James chuckled. “Not the notes, no. But if you ever need a hand, I’d be happy to look things over.”

      The words were casual, but something inside me clenched. I forced a smile, nodding along as though it were the most natural offer in the world. He wasn’t doing anything wrong. She wasn’t either. But the idea of them at our kitchen table, shoulders brushing over open textbooks, her wide eyes turned toward him—God, it made my stomach tighten.

      Bonny shook her head quickly, though the corners of her mouth stayed lifted. “That’s really kind, but I don’t want to bother you. I know you must be busy.”

      “You wouldn’t be,” James said, steady as always. “Sometimes it helps to have someone who’s been through it.”

      I swallowed, my throat dry. He was only being helpful. He was always helpful. That was the man I married. Still, the sight of Bonny shifting her weight from one foot to the other, her jeans pulling snug across her thighs, made me picture her standing in our kitchen, leaning over those books. I could almost hear her laugh, see her hair spilling forward as she bent closer to him. The images came unbidden, and the heat they left in my chest unsettled me.

      Bonny adjusted the stack of books against her ribs, exhaling a soft laugh. “If I get desperate, maybe I’ll take you up on it. For now, I’ll keep struggling through on my own.”

      Her eyes flicked to me then, earnest and almost shy. Not a challenge. Not a game. Just a student grateful for kindness. That should have soothed me, but instead, it tangled deeper. Because I couldn’t stop noticing the contrast. Her open, eager body language, the way she seemed to bloom under attention. And James, beside me, so calm he might have been carved from stone.

      I wanted him to look at me with that same brightness, to offer me something I hadn’t asked for, just because he knew I needed it. I wanted proof, right here in this echoing hallway, that his steadiness was more than neutrality. That he saw me.

      “Good luck with it,” I managed, my voice a little tighter than I wanted.

      She smiled at me warmly, and for a flicker of a second, I thought she meant it. That heat in her eyes wasn’t angled at James. It was angled at the offer, open and inviting. But I still carried the weight of jealousy back into our condo, the image of her lightness pressing against me, daring me to admit I’d felt something else beneath it.
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        * * *

      

      It didn’t take long for Bonny to take my husband up on his offer. Bonny sat at our kitchen table, a spread of books and loose pages fanned out in front of her like she was preparing for battle. James leaned over her shoulder, pointing to something on the page, his forearm braced against the wood. Their heads tilted toward each other, close enough that I could have slipped a piece of paper between them and not much more.

      I hovered by the counter with a dish towel in my hands, pretending to wipe something that didn’t need wiping. It wasn’t that either of them had done anything wrong. They hadn’t. Bonny was polite, focused, her brow furrowed as she listened. James was patient, steady, his voice low and even as he explained whatever concept had tripped her up. Still, watching them together made my stomach clench. The intimacy wasn’t physical, not really. It was subtler than that—two minds bent toward the same problem, two bodies unconsciously leaning closer as though drawn by the gravity of shared concentration.

      I told myself it was nothing. I told myself it was fine. But every time Bonny laughed at something James said, my pulse jumped. She had that kind of laugh, bright and breathless, the kind that made a room feel warmer.

      After nearly an hour, James sat back in his chair, stretching his arms over his head until his shirt rode up and revealed a line of skin above his waistband. My eyes snagged there before I caught myself. I wasn’t the only one. Bonny blinked and quickly looked down at her notes, biting the corner of her lip as though she hadn’t noticed. Maybe she hadn’t. Maybe I was imagining it.

      “Are you hungry?” James asked, raking a hand through his hair. “I could order something.”

      Bonny sighed, relieved. “That sounds amazing, actually. My brain feels fried.”

      He looked to me. “What do you think, Claire? Thai? Pizza?”

      “Thai,” I said quickly, because I needed the anchor of a decision. “Definitely Thai.”

      While James placed the order, I sat across from Bonny, who was gathering her papers into a neater pile. Without James leaning over her, the kitchen felt different, lighter somehow. She glanced up and gave me a small smile.

      “You’re lucky,” she said. “Having someone who is so helpful. I don’t even know how I’m going to get through midterms.”

      I forced a little laugh. “He does have a talent for breaking things down.”

      Her smile widened. “And you? Do you like this kind of thing too?”

      I shook my head. “Not really. I’d rather be outside with my plants. I like things I can do with my hands.”

      Her eyes lit up, the spark of recognition immediate. “You have plants? So do I! Well, a few. My place is too small to go overboard, but I’ve got a couple of succulents and a peace lily that I’m probably overwatering.”

      The towel slipped from my lap as I leaned in. “Yeah, I noticed a few on your patio that first day. I swear I kill succulents, but I’ve got a philodendron that’s been with me for years. And a couple of orchids that bloom when they feel like it.”

      “Oh my God, I love orchids,” she said, her whole body leaning forward now, her forearms resting on the table. “They’re so temperamental. It feels like winning a prize when they actually open up.”

      Her excitement was infectious, drawing me closer before I realized I’d mirrored her posture. We were only a few feet apart, trading plant stories as though they were secrets. James reentered the room, slipping his phone into his pocket, but it took me a moment to notice him.

      He stood in the doorway, watching us with a quiet smile, and something flickered in his eyes, something soft. Almost like pride.

      Bonny turned toward him, still animated. “Your wife has a whole jungle at home. She’s making me feel like a rookie.”

      James’s gaze shifted to me, warm and steady. “She does have a gift.”

      The words landed deep, low in my chest. It wasn’t just flattery; it was fact, spoken simply but with an affection that made my throat tighten. I smiled back, but I felt Bonny watching the exchange, her head tilted as though she were seeing something she hadn’t before.

      Dinner arrived not long after, cartons spread across the table in a messy feast. We ate shoulder to shoulder, passing containers back and forth. Bonny made faces when the spice hit her tongue, James laughed, and I found myself laughing too, the sound spilling out more easily than I expected.

      Somewhere between the noodles and the curry, I realized the air had shifted. It wasn’t just about James anymore. Bonny’s eyes lingered on me when I spoke, her lips quirking at my jokes, her posture turned toward me in a way that felt heated. She was still bright, still eager, but the warmth of her attention had spread.

      I shouldn’t have noticed. I shouldn’t have cared. But I did. And when I caught her gaze, my pulse leapt again, not only from jealousy this time, but from something hotter, darker, and far more dangerous.
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        * * *

      

      The condo was quiet when I pushed open the door. Too quiet. Usually James left a light on or music low in the background, something to make it feel less like an empty box. But this time the rooms felt still, the kind of stillness that made me acutely aware of my own breathing.

      I slipped off my shoes and set my bag down, waiting for the sound of him moving in the kitchen, waiting for the comfort of his voice. Nothing. I checked the bedroom, then the patio. No note, no text. Just absence.

      An hour ticked by with the clock on the wall marking every second. My mind filled the silence with images I didn’t want. Was he with her? Why hadn’t he told me, if so? The more I tried not to think about it, the clearer it became, until I could almost hear her voice through the wall, light and teasing, pulling him in.

      When the door finally opened and James stepped inside, relief hit me first, sharp and bright, followed by a rush of heat that wasn’t relief at all. He set his keys on the counter, casual, as if he hadn’t been gone long at all.

      “Hey,” he said, unbothered. “You’re home early.”

      I nodded, searching his face for something—guilt, surprise, even eagerness—but his expression was steady. “Where were you?” I asked, keeping my tone light. Maybe even too light.

      “Next door.” He shrugged out of his jacket, his movements unhurried. “Bonny was cooking something and needed help with a school problem. I stopped by for a minute, but we got talking.”

      The words struck me like a hand closing around my ribs. Cooking. Talking. It sounded innocent. It should have been innocent. But I pictured her stirring a pot on the stove while James leaned against her counter, close enough to smell the steam rising with whatever spice she’d used. I pictured her tilting her head toward him, smiling in that open, grateful way, and him answering in that calm, steady voice that always made people feel safe.

      “How long were you there?” I asked. My voice was softer than I meant, almost a whisper.

      He glanced at the clock. “I don’t know. An hour?”

      I forced a smile, my fingers curling into my palms where he couldn’t see. “She’s keeping you busy, huh?”

      “Not really. She just had a question. We lost track of time.” He looked at me then, more directly, the corner of his mouth lifting. “Why? You’re not jealous or something are you?”

      The word sent a jolt through me, hotter than I expected. I shook my head quickly, but it was too quick, too sharp. “I just didn’t know where you were.”

      His smile softened, the teasing gone. He stepped closer, brushing his hand against my arm in that easy way of his, a touch that always felt good even when I wanted to resist it. “Nothing happened, Claire. I promise.”

      I held his gaze, searching. His eyes were calm, steady as ever, and I wanted to believe him. Needed to. But the images wouldn’t leave me—the imaginary ones, the ones I’d painted myself. Her leaning in, his hand slipping against hers, that almost-kiss hovering in my mind like a bruise I couldn’t stop pressing.

      “Okay,” I said finally, though the word felt heavy on my tongue.

      He bent down to kiss my cheek before moving past me, already pulling his phone from his pocket as though the conversation were over. I stood in the center of the kitchen, heat coiled low in my belly, jealousy and desire tangled into something I couldn’t name. I hated that it aroused me, hated the way my body pulsed with it, but I couldn’t stop the images from unfurling.

      In the quiet that followed, I realized the wedge had already slipped in. Not because of anything James had done, but because of what I’d imagined him doing. And what terrified me most was how much I wanted to keep imagining it.
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        * * *

      

      The first thing I noticed when I came home was the mess. Textbooks, loose papers, a calculator, a pen uncapped and bleeding ink onto the corner of a worksheet—all of it spread across the kitchen table like an abandoned project. My pulse quickened before I even realized why.

      The condo was quiet otherwise, no footsteps, no voices. The silence prickled across my skin. I set my bag down softly, as though being too loud might expose me.

      Then I heard it. Low voices drifted in from the patio. Laughter, the scrape of a chair, James’s steady baritone underscored by Bonny’s lighter tone. I froze for a beat before moving toward the kitchen window, the one that faced the patio. My breath came shallow, my heart knocking against my ribs. I told myself I only wanted to confirm what I already knew. To confirm their interactions were still innocent, still harmless.

      I eased into the corner, keeping to the shadow so I wouldn’t be obvious. Through the glass, I saw them. James sat back in one of the patio chairs, long legs stretched out, an open posture I rarely saw outside the safety of our living room. Bonny perched sideways in her own chair, one bare leg tucked beneath her, her body angled toward him, every line of her posture tuned in his direction.

      She laughed at something he said, her hand brushing his arm as if to punctuate the moment. The touch was light, playful, but it lingered a breath too long. And James didn’t move away.

      Heat surged in my stomach, sharp at first, edged with jealousy. My nails dug into my palms as I watched, but the longer I looked, the stranger the sensation became. Because beneath the ache of envy was something else—something hotter, darker. My thighs pressed together without thinking.

      I told myself to look away, to go to the kitchen, to stop feeding the fire curling through me. But I stayed. I couldn’t do anything else.

      Bonny leaned in closer, her shoulder brushing his as she whispered something in his ear. The moment stretched, suspended, their heads almost touching. James’s throat bobbed as though he’d swallowed hard, his jaw tightening, his body caught between hesitation and pull. Their lips hovered so close I could almost feel the charge leap from one to the other.

      Every nerve in me screamed with jealousy, but it wasn’t clean, wasn’t simple. It was threaded with desire so thick it shocked me. I wanted to burst outside and drag him away, claim him, prove to myself that he was mine. But just as strong, just as undeniable, was the hunger to see what would happen if she didn’t stop.

      I wanted them to kiss. I didn’t know why, but I craved it.

      My breath stuttered out, fogging the glass for a moment. The sound must have given me away, because Bonny’s gaze flicked sideways, her lashes lifting, her eyes locking directly where I stood half-hidden.

      And then she smiled. Not the sweet, grateful smile she wore for James, but a sharp, knowing smirk that made my skin burn. She knew I was there. She knew I was watching.

      I ducked back into the shadow, pressing my spine against the wall, my chest heaving. My heart raced so violently I thought it might give me away again, pounding loud enough for them both to hear. Heat pooled between my thighs, shameful and impossible to ignore.

      I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the wall. Jealousy had led me to the window, but arousal kept me there. What terrified me most wasn’t that Bonny had touched my husband, or that James hadn’t stopped her. It was that I wanted more of it. That part of me wanted to see just how far she’d go.
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        * * *

      

      The stairwell was warm, the afternoon light spilling in through the high window, when I heard the jangle of keys just behind me. I turned and there she was. Bonny, was climbing the last step with her bag slung over her shoulder, her cheeks flushed from the heat. She smiled when she saw me, easy and unguarded, like she hadn’t nearly undone me the other day without even touching me.

      “Hey, neighbor,” she said, shifting her bag higher.

      My throat tightened. I should have smiled back, kept things polite, but the question burned in me, and before I could stop it, it slipped out. “Have you… have you done anything with James?”

      The words hung there, heavier than I meant them to, but she didn’t look shocked. She didn’t frown or bristle. Instead, her lips curved in the faintest smile, her eyes glinting like she’d been waiting for me to ask.

      “No,” she said softly. “I haven’t touched him. Not the way you’re imagining.”

      Relief should have come, but instead I felt my stomach coil tighter. “Then what about the other day?” I asked, my voice unsteady. “On the patio. Were you about to…”

      “About to what?” she challenged.

      I sighed. “I don’t know.”

      Her smile deepened, playful now, but not cruel. “I knew you were watching,” she admitted. “Your shadow gave you away. I saw movement through the glass. I was just toying with you.”

      My breath caught. Heat spread across my chest, shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

      She shifted her weight, leaning against the railing, her body angled just enough toward mine that I could smell the faint sweetness of her shampoo. “Maybe I was teasing a little,” she said. “But not just him. You too.”

      My pulse hammered in my ears. “Me?”

      Her gaze swept over me, deliberate and slow, leaving a trail of heat wherever it landed. “I’ve noticed the way you look at me, Claire. The way your eyes linger.” She tilted her head, her voice dropping lower. “Have you ever been with a woman? Or had a threesome? Because I have, and it’s one of the most liberating things I’ve ever done as a woman. That jealousy you’re feeling? It can all vanish in a heartbeat if you let it.”

      I froze, the questions slamming into me like a rush of heat. My lips parted but nothing came out. Every part of me screamed to deny it, to laugh it off, but the images from the patio came flooding back—her lips so close to James’s, the smirk she’d given me through the glass—and I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe.

      “I—” The sound died in my throat.

      Her smile widened at my silence. It was knowing, almost tender. She straightened, brushing past me with the faintest graze of her shoulder against mine, leaving warmth on my skin like a brand.

      I fumbled for my keys and rushed inside before she could say anything else, the door shutting too loudly behind me. My body shook as I leaned against it, my breath ragged, every nerve still alive with her words.

      I rushed into the bathroom and locked the door as if someone might burst in, though I knew I was alone. James wasn’t home yet, and I needed a release. My pulse throbbed in my ears, my body still humming from the hallway. I leaned against the sink, gripping the edge until my knuckles ached, staring at my reflection. My face was flushed, my lips parted, and my eyes looked wild—like I’d already done something forbidden.

      The memory rushed back the moment I let it. Bonny leaning toward James on the patio, her hand brushing his arm, her lips so close to his. His throat working as if he were fighting it, fighting her, fighting himself. I squeezed my thighs together, a spark jumping low in my belly. I’d been furious watching them, burning with jealousy… but beneath it had been something else. Something sharper, darker. I wanted her to kiss him. I wanted to watch them lose control.

      My hand slid down the front of my skirt before I realized I’d moved. My breath hitched when my fingertips pressed against the damp fabric of my panties. Heat pulsed through me, a raw ache that made my knees weak. I closed my eyes, let the scene replay, let it change.

      In my mind Bonny didn’t just lean in to whisper. She pressed her mouth to his, soft at first, then deeper. His hands cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek as their lips opened against each other. I saw her tongue slipping between his, saw the wet slide of mouths, the hunger building until they couldn’t stop. My fingers pushed past the fabric, finding slickness, circling until I gasped.

      I should have stopped. I should have pulled back from the images, but instead they sharpened. Bonny wasn’t only kissing him, she was kissing me. Her lips were just as soft, her breath just as hot. I felt her hand on my cheek, the way she had almost touched me in the hallway, only now she was pulling me in. Her mouth tasted like citrus and heat, her tongue teasing mine as if she’d been waiting for me.

      A moan slipped from my throat before I could bite it back. My fingers moved faster, chasing the sensation as I imagined Bonny on her knees, her hair falling forward, her hands parting my thighs. James stood behind her, watching, his eyes heavy and possessive. He didn’t stop her. He wanted it as much as I did.

      The thought made me tremble. My body arched against my hand, hips grinding against my own fingers, every nerve alight. I wasn’t ashamed. I was hungry. So hungry.

      Bonny’s tongue on me, James’s breath on my neck, his hands gripping my hips while she tasted me. I pictured the two of them trading places, her mouth wet with me as he pushed inside her, all of us tangled together in heat and sweat. The image detonated in my chest, my release surging so quickly I barely had time to brace myself.

      I came with a muffled cry, my free hand clamped over my mouth, thighs shaking as I rode the wave until I was limp against the counter. My reflection swam in the mirror, blurred by the fog of my breath, my skin glowing with sweat.

      I slumped down onto the closed toilet lid, heart racing, chest heaving. I should have felt shame. I should have felt fear. But what filled me instead was relief. Relief at finally admitting what I wanted, even if only to myself.

      I wanted her. I wanted him. I wanted them both.

      And now that I’d admitted it, there was no turning back.
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        * * *

      

      I told myself it was harmless when I knocked on Bonny’s door that evening. Just neighbors, just drinks. Nothing more. My heart knew better, thudding in my chest like I was about to confess a secret instead of extend an invitation.

      She answered with that easy, unbothered smile, her hair loose down her back, her skin dewy from the shower. “I’d love to,” she said when I asked, flashing me a knowing smile. “Let me grab my sweater.”

      Minutes later, she was on our couch with James and me, sipping from a glass, her legs tucked under her, casual and warm. The TV played low in the background, something forgettable, while the three of us talked about school, about work, about little things that meant nothing and yet carried a weight that pressed against my ribs.

      Every time she laughed, I felt it in my chest. Every time James glanced her way, my stomach twisted. I told myself I wanted to prove nothing was happening between them, but the truth was more complicated. I wanted her attention too. Maybe more than his.

      When her glass was nearly empty, I blurted it out. “I was cleaning earlier, and I found a dress I don’t wear anymore. It might fit you. Do you want to try it on?”

      Bonny’s brows lifted, her mouth curving. “Oh? What kind of dress?”

      “Just something simple,” I said quickly, already standing. My palms were damp, my pulse thrumming. “Come, I’ll show you.”

      I glanced at James as I led her toward the bedroom. He watched us go, his expression unreadable, though his eyes lingered a beat too long on Bonny’s back before dropping to the glass in his hand.

      Inside the bedroom, I opened the closet and pulled out the dress. It wasn’t anything special—soft fabric, sleeveless, fitted at the waist—but I held it up as though it were worth more than it was.

      The dress hung limp in my hand, fabric spilling between my fingers. I turned back toward her, ready to offer it, only to stop short.

      Bonny wasn’t wearing her jeans anymore. Or her camisole. She stood in nothing but her bra and panties, the pale straps against her skin drawing my eyes to places I shouldn’t look but couldn’t help staring. Her stomach was smooth and taut, her hips soft curves leading into the little scraps of fabric that hid almost nothing.

      My breath caught. “You—what are you doing?”

      She smiled, unbothered. “Trying on the dress. Isn’t that why we came in here?”

      Her tone was light, teasing, but her gaze was steady, daring. The dress suddenly felt ridiculous in my hands, flimsy cover for what was really happening.

      I stepped closer, holding it out, desperate to anchor myself. “Okay, here.”

      She didn’t take it. Instead, she reached out and caught my wrist. Her fingers were warm, firm, sending a spark racing up my arm. She tugged me closer until I stood right in front of her, so close I could smell her skin—sweet, faintly floral, tinged with the salt of heat.

      Her hand rose, brushing my cheek with a tenderness that unraveled me. “Claire,” she whispered, my name soft in her mouth. And then she leaned in, her lips brushing mine in the gentlest kiss.

      I froze, every muscle locked, but the moment her lips pressed more fully against mine, a sound slipped from my throat. A soft, startled moan. The heat of it rushed down my body, and instead of pulling away, I melted forward.

      Her mouth was warm, insistent, tasting faintly of the drink she’d sipped earlier. Her tongue teased against mine, coaxing rather than demanding, and my knees trembled. I clutched the dress like a shield against my chest, but she slipped it easily from my hands, letting it fall to the floor.

      When she pulled back, her smile was a wicked curve. “Let me make you feel good.”

      Before I could speak, she was already lowering herself to her knees, graceful and unhurried, until she was crouched in front of me, her eyes level with my hips. My heart slammed against my ribs.

      Her hands smoothed up my thighs, catching the hem of my skirt and rolling it higher. I gasped as the air hit my bare skin. “Bonny—” I tried to protest, but the word came out breathless, not convincing.

      She looked up at me, her eyes bright, asking without words. My silence must have been enough, because she hooked her fingers in the edge of my panties and tugged them aside.

      The first brush of her tongue made me shudder. Heat flooded me so fast I had to grab the edge of the dresser for balance. Her mouth was soft, exploring, her tongue stroking slowly at first, then with more pressure as my breath grew ragged.

      “God,” I whispered, my voice shaking. My thighs trembled, my body trying to close, to resist, even as I pressed closer.

      Her hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady, her mouth working with steady rhythm, every stroke of her tongue pulling me tighter, higher. My head tipped back, my eyes fluttering shut as the sound of my own moans filled the room, shockingly loud in my ears.

      I should have stopped her. I should have said no. But every nerve in me screamed yes, yes, yes.

      The tension coiled low in my belly, sharp and relentless. She flicked her tongue just right, circling, pressing, until I couldn’t hold back. My body arched, my hips rocking against her mouth, and the climax tore through me, hot and shattering.

      I cried out, muffling the sound with my hand against my lips, my thighs trembling against her shoulders as wave after wave rolled over me.

      When I finally opened my eyes, she was still on her knees, looking up at me with that smirk again, her lips glistening. My chest heaved, my body weak, and yet I felt more alive than I had in years.

      I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t think. All I knew was that I’d just crossed a line I could never uncross. But that thought didn’t seem to bother me as much as it should have.
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        * * *

      

      I was still trembling when I heard the sound. The faintest creak of the floorboard in the hall. My eyes shot open, panic flooding me even as Bonny’s mouth still moved against me. I wanted to push her away, to fix myself before it was too late, but I was already undone. My thighs trembled against her shoulders, my body arching, and then the door opened.

      James stood there.

      The sight of him in the doorway hit me harder than any climax. His eyes widened, his throat bobbing as he froze on the threshold. His gaze took in the scene—Bonny kneeling before me, her mouth pressed between my thighs, my skirt hiked high, my panties pulled aside. The sound of my own desperate breathing filled the silence.

      Bonny stilled but didn’t pull back. She lifted her head slowly, her lips glistening, a sly smile curving at the corners of her mouth. She looked at him directly, utterly unashamed.

      “Well,” she said softly, her voice smooth as silk. “Look who’s here.”

      My stomach flipped, shame colliding with heat so fierce it nearly buckled my knees. I should have screamed, should have scrambled to cover myself, but I couldn’t move. The only thing I could do was watch the way James’s jaw flexed, the way his hands curled into fists at his sides, as if he didn’t know whether to walk away or step inside.

      Bonny tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Get in here. Join us.”

      Her tone wasn’t a request. It was a command dressed in honey.

      James’s gaze flicked to mine, searching, asking without words. My heart hammered, my breath coming shallow, and I knew he wouldn’t move until I gave him something. Anything.

      I didn’t trust my voice, so I only swallowed hard, my lips parting, my body still trembling against the dresser.

      That was enough.

      He stepped inside and closed the door, the soft click of the lock reverberating through the room. My knees nearly buckled.

      Bonny rose from the floor with deliberate grace, standing tall before him in nothing but her bra and panties. Her skin was flushed, her lips swollen from me, her hair spilling wild around her shoulders. She unhooked the clasp of her bra without breaking his gaze. The straps slipped down her arms, the cups falling away until her breasts were bare, high and full, her nipples already peaked.

      James’s throat worked again, his chest rising as though he’d forgotten how to breathe. He glanced at me once more, his eyes dark, conflicted, and I couldn’t look away.

      Bonny smiled, slow and knowing, and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. She pushed them down over her hips, letting the fabric fall to the floor, leaving her completely naked under the lamplight.

      I’d never seen another woman like this before. Not up close, not unveiled. My breath caught at the sight of her, her body soft and lithe, all smooth curves and taut lines, so natural it felt almost indecent to stare. And yet I couldn’t stop.

      James’s gaze dropped, lingering low, and then snapped back up to me as though ashamed of himself. He was waiting for me to tell him to stop, to break this before it went any further. But I couldn’t. My body still hummed with the taste of her mouth, my skin alive with it, and the thought of him seeing her, touching her, made heat coil deep inside me again.

      Bonny stepped closer to him, closing the gap between them until her bare skin brushed his clothes. She reached for his hands, curling her fingers around his wrists, and guided them up to her chest.

      I watched as his palms cupped her breasts, large and careful, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. The sight made my knees weaken. The way his hands dwarfed her, the way she arched into his touch with a soft hum that made my stomach clench.

      I pressed my thighs together, desperate, ashamed of the way the heat rushed through me.

      Bonny turned her head, looking over her shoulder at me, her hair falling like a curtain over one cheek. Her expression was sly, almost tender, as though she knew exactly what I was feeling.

      “I think your wife wants to watch,” she said, her voice low, sultry. Her lips curved as she looked back at James. “I caught her spying on us before.”

      The words landed like a strike of lightning. My chest rose and fell too quickly, the truth of it laid bare in the open air. James’s hands stilled against her breasts, his gaze whipping back to me, his eyes burning with questions.

      I couldn’t speak. My throat closed, my lips parted but no sound came. I could only stand there, flushed and trembling, my skirt still rumpled around my hips, my skin still tingling from Bonny’s mouth.

      Speechless.

      James’s eyes found mine again, searching. His hands were still cupping Bonny’s breasts, his thumbs grazing her nipples, but his focus was all on me. The question was written across his face: Is this okay? Do you want me to stop?

      My throat was dry, my chest rising too quickly. I should have said no. I should have broken whatever spell we had conjured in this room. But the words refused to come. My mouth opened, and all that came out was a shallow breath.

      So I nodded. Just once. Small, reluctant, but enough.

      James swallowed hard, his jaw flexing, and then he turned back to Bonny. He cupped her face, his fingers threading into her hair, and kissed her. Not tentative, not testing—ravenous. The sound of it hit me like a pulse, wet and urgent, their mouths meeting with a hunger that stole the air from my lungs.

      Bonny moaned into him, her body arching against his, her hands sliding down the buttons of his shirt. She popped them open one by one, the fabric peeling back to reveal his chest. I’d seen that chest a thousand times, pressed against me in the dark, but it looked different now, lit by lamplight, pressed against a younger woman’s naked body.

      She slid the shirt down his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. His skin was flushed, his chest rising with each deep breath. I pressed a hand against my own stomach, trying to steady myself, but the sight of them together only made the heat coil tighter.

      Their kiss deepened, all tongue and teeth, her soft sounds swallowed by him. And then his hand drifted lower, sliding between her thighs. I saw her jolt, her back bowing as his fingers pressed against her.

      The moan that escaped her was sharp, needy, and it made my insides clench so hard I nearly gasped. His thumb circled, his hand working with the same practiced steadiness he used on me, and watching him touch her that way—touching her the way I knew so well—made my knees weak.

      I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My eyes were wide, drinking in every detail: her parted lips, the flush blooming across her chest, the way her hips tilted into his hand like she couldn’t get enough.

      Their mouths never broke, even as he stroked her. She clutched at his belt, fingers fumbling with the buckle until she tugged it free. His pants sagged low on his hips before she shoved them down, boxers with them, baring him completely.

      My breath caught at the sight, a soundless hitch in my throat. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Bonny broke their kiss with a soft laugh, breathless and wicked. She slid down his body slowly, trailing kisses along his stomach, her hands skimming his sides, until she was kneeling again.

      I gripped the edge of the corner chair, nails digging into the wood. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, couldn’t believe I was letting it happen. But my body burned with it, hotter than I’d ever known.

      Bonny’s eyes flicked up at him, then—just for a second—at me. Her lips curved into a knowing smile before she wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, twice. James groaned, his head tipping back, his hand buried in her hair.

      She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

      The sight hit me like a physical blow. The wet sound of her lips sliding over him filled the room, obscene and intimate, and James’s groan echoed it, deep and guttural. My thighs pressed together, desperate for friction, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

      Bonny’s head bobbed, her mouth working him with unhurried precision, her tongue curling along the underside. She made soft noises as she went, humming like she savored the weight of him, and each sound shot straight to the center of me.

      James’s hand tightened in her hair, his hips rocking gently into her mouth. His eyes closed, his chest heaving, and I recognized the rhythm, the tension in his body, the way he always looked right before he lost control.

      I should have stopped them. I should have said something. But the sight of him unraveling under her mouth was too much. My hand slipped between my thighs before I could stop it, pressing against the wet heat through my skirt. My breath shuddered, my pulse hammering as I rubbed small circles, my eyes never leaving them.

      Bonny moaned around him, and his whole body jolted. He cursed under his breath, his hips thrusting deeper, his face contorted with pleasure. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, only feel.

      Her hand pumped the base of him as her lips slid lower, her throat working to take more. The sounds grew wetter, his groans rougher, and I rocked against my own hand, biting my lip to keep from crying out.

      “Bonny—” he gasped, his voice thick. “I’m close.”

      She only moaned in response, her pace quickening, her mouth sliding fast and hungry. His body tensed, his muscles straining, and then he shuddered violently.

      With a ragged groan, he spilled into her mouth, his hips jerking as she swallowed him down. My own climax hit at the same moment, sharp and hot, tearing through me as I muffled a cry against my hand. My body convulsed, my thighs clamped tight, every nerve alight.

      When the wave passed, I slumped back in the chair, trembling, my breath ragged.

      Bonny eased back, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes shining with triumph. He staggered, his chest heaving, his hand still tangled in her hair.

      And I sat there in the corner, flushed and undone, unable to believe what I’d just witnessed—or how much I wanted more.

      James’s body was still trembling from release when he pulled Bonny up off her knees. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and let him guide her toward the bed. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might rattle out of my chest.

      He pressed her gently against the mattress, his hands firm at her hips, and in one smooth motion he flipped her onto her stomach. Bonny gave a startled little squeal, muffled by the sheets, then giggled, breathless and wicked. Her legs bent instinctively, spreading just enough, her hips rising into the air like she’d been waiting for it.

      I sat frozen in the chair, every muscle taut, unable to look away.

      James knelt behind her, his hands gliding up the backs of her thighs before cupping her hips. He leaned down, his mouth grazing her skin, kissing lower and lower until his lips parted against her wet pussy. The sight made me gasp, a soundless rush of air that I barely caught in my throat.

      Bonny jolted forward, clutching the sheets in both fists. “Oh God,” she moaned, her voice muffled but raw, her hips bucking as his tongue worked her.

      I knew that sound. I knew that rhythm—the slow, steady drag of his tongue, the way he could hold you there, building and building until the tension coiled so tight it was unbearable. I had been on the receiving end of that mouth countless times, but seeing it now, on her, was a different kind of undoing.

      My body responded instantly, heat flooding low in my belly, my thighs pressing together. I gripped the arm of the chair hard, torn between wanting to stop them and wanting to crawl closer just to see every detail.

      James’s hands spread her wider, his thumbs parting her as his mouth moved more insistently. Bonny cried out, her voice rising, her hips rocking back against his face with wild abandon. Her hair spilled over her shoulders, her back arching as she pressed her cheek to the sheets.

      I had never seen a woman like that before—open, raw, completely given over. It was beautiful. Terrifying. And so hot my whole body shivered.

      Her moans filled the room, sharp and rhythmic, blending with the wet sounds of his mouth working her. Every one of them sank into me, each one winding me tighter. I slipped a hand back down beneath the soaked fabric between my legs. My fingers danced over my swollen clit. The friction jolted through me, sharp and hungry.

      “James—” she gasped, her voice breaking on his name. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

      He didn’t. His tongue moved faster, firmer, his hands holding her steady as she writhed under him. Her body trembled, her fists clenching the sheets so tight the fabric bunched beneath her.

      I pressed harder against myself, my breath catching with every sound she made. My husband’s mouth was on her, pleasuring her in the way I knew so well, and instead of hating it, I felt my second climax already beginning to crest.

      Bonny’s back arched sharply, her cry piercing the air as the orgasm hit her. Her hips bucked, her body shuddering with wave after wave while James held her steady, his mouth relentless until she collapsed against the mattress.

      The sight of it unraveled me. I pressed against myself, muffling my own cry with my hand, my body shaking as the climax ripped through me, just as hers had.

      When it was over, I slumped back, dizzy and trembling. Bonny lay sprawled on the bed, her skin slick with sweat, her breath coming in ragged bursts. James rose behind her, his face glistening, his chest heaving.

      Bonny was still sprawled across the bed, catching her breath, her back rising and falling in ragged waves. James stayed crouched behind her, his chest heaving, his face wet from her release. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and then slid his palms down her thighs again, coaxing her to move.

      “Up,” he murmured, voice rough with need. He tugged at her hips, dragging her toward the edge of the mattress until her torso was flat against the sheets and her hips tilted over the side. Her legs dangled, toes grazing the floor, her back arched in a curve that left her open and waiting.

      I bit my lip so hard it hurt. My body screamed at me to stop this, to tear them apart, but the ache between my legs only deepened.

      James rose behind her, tall and intimidating. His cock was still hard, thick and flushed, glistening with the remnants of her mouth and his own release. My eyes locked there, my pulse hammering, even as my cheeks burned with shame.

      He stroked himself once, then pressed the head against her slick folds, sliding along her wetness with slow thrusts. Bonny moaned into the sheets, her hips pressing back against him.

      The sound of it made me shiver.

      He pushed forward, slowly, burying himself inside her in one smooth thrust. Bonny cried out, clutching the bedding in both fists, her voice breaking as her body stretched around him.

      The sight undid me. I sank two fingers inside me, rocking against my hand as I watched him sink deep into her. My stomach knotted with jealousy so fierce it hurt—but beneath it, hunger blazed hotter than I’d ever felt.

      He began to move, thrusting into her with steady, powerful strokes, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. The wet slap of their bodies meeting filled the room, each sound like a hammer blow against my chest.

      Bonny’s moans turned frantic, high and breathless, her face buried in the sheets as she pushed back against him, taking him deeper. Her hair spilled wild around her, her skin glistening with sweat, her body trembling under the force of his rhythm.

      I should have looked away. I couldn’t. My hand worked faster, circling, pressing, every nerve alive. Watching them together was torture, and yet it was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

      Then James slowed, pulling out almost completely. He spread her wider with his hands, guiding his cock along her folds again, slick with her arousal. But instead of pushing back inside, he angled higher, pressing against the tight ring of her ass.

      Bonny gasped, lifting her head. “James—”

      “Shh,” he murmured, leaning over her back, his hand soothing along her spine. “I promise I’ll be gentle.”

      My breath caught. I knew exactly what he was doing—avoiding the risk of pregnancy, claiming her in a way that was primal, forbidden.

      He pressed again, and slowly, inexorably, the head of him pushed inside. Bonny’s cry was sharp, half pain, half pleasure, her knuckles white as she gripped the sheets.

      The sight of it made me whimper out loud.

      James gritted his teeth, his face tight with concentration, sliding deeper until his hips met hers. Then he began to move, shallow thrusts at first, careful, deliberate. Bonny writhed beneath him, gasping, then moaning louder, her voice breaking into cries that shook through me.

      The sound, the sight—the raw possession of it—lit me on fire. My next climax built fast, unstoppable, as I watched my husband fuck another woman in a way he’d never taken me.

      His pace quickened, thrusts deeper, harder, his hands gripping her waist as though she might slip away. Bonny’s voice rose to a near scream, her body rocking back into him, wild and uncontrolled.

      My own body mirrored hers, my hand frantic, my breath coming in ragged sobs. Jealousy and arousal twisted together, impossible to separate, until I realized the truth: I didn’t just hate it. I wanted it. I wanted to see him consume her, wanted to see her surrender to him, wanted to watch until I broke apart.

      James groaned, his body tensing, his movements turning erratic. His climax ripped through him with a guttural cry, his hips slamming into hers as he spilled deep inside.

      The moment I saw him shudder, saw his release take him, I shattered too. My climax crashed over me in violent waves, tearing a strangled moan from my lips. My thighs clamped tight, my body convulsing against my own hand as I came undone watching them.

      When the last tremor faded, I collapsed back into the chair, trembling, breathless, my skin damp with sweat.

      On the bed, Bonny lay limp, her hair tangled across the sheets, her body still quivering. James slumped behind her, chest heaving, his hand trailing down her back in slow, soothing strokes.

      Bonny was still trembling when James rolled her onto her back. Her hair fanned out across the sheets, her chest rising and falling, her lips swollen and glistening. He dragged his hand down her body, slow and reverent, from the curve of her throat to the dip of her belly, and the look on his face made my pulse stutter. Admiration. Hunger. A quiet awe I wasn’t used to seeing in him.

      Then his eyes lifted to mine.

      “Come here,” he said, his voice low, commanding without force.

      My breath caught. I sat frozen in the chair, my thighs pressed together, every nerve buzzing. He was asking me to join them. No, not asking—inviting. Calling me into the fire I’d been circling all night.

      My legs moved before my mind caught up. I rose shakily and crossed the room, my skin hot, my heart pounding so hard it hurt. When I reached the edge of the bed, James’s hands were already on me, strong and sure. He gripped my hips and turned me, guiding me gently until I stood between Bonny’s spread legs.

      “Down,” he murmured in my ear. “Taste her.”

      The words made my body quake. I looked down at Bonny, her eyes wide, flaring with heat as she propped herself on her elbows. Her thighs parted further in silent invitation, the soft glisten of her arousal catching the lamplight.

      I hesitated, trembling, torn between fear and hunger. But when Bonny licked her lips and whispered, “Please,” the sound of it pushed me over the edge.

      I lowered myself onto the mattress, then slipped to my knees between her legs. The scent of her washed over me—sweet, musky, intoxicating. My pulse roared in my ears as I leaned closer, my lips brushing the inside of her thigh. She shivered, her breath catching.

      I kissed her once, tentative, a soft press of my mouth against the heat of her. The taste was sharp, startling, but not unpleasant. Intimate, raw, unbearably real. A sound slipped from my throat, half-moan, half-whimper, and then I did it again.

      Bonny gasped, her head tipping back, her hand flying to my hair. The feel of her fingers tangled there made my heart race faster, urging me forward. I parted her with my tongue, finding the slick center of her, and the shudder that tore through her body nearly undid me.

      “God, Claire,” she moaned, her hips arching up into my mouth. “Yes. Just like that.”

      Her words lit me on fire. I pressed harder, my tongue circling, stroking, exploring with growing confidence. The taste of her coated my lips, hot and wet, and the sound of her pleasure spurred me on.

      She writhed beneath me, clutching the sheets with one hand, tugging at my hair with the other, her thighs trembling around my shoulders. I glanced up once, and the sight of her face—flushed, mouth open in abandon—made a sharp ache bloom low in my belly.

      James stood above us, watching. His hand rested on my back, not guiding but grounding, his touch steady as though to remind me I wasn’t alone. That he wanted this as much as I did.

      I moaned into her, the vibration making Bonny cry out. Her hips lifted, her body chasing every stroke of my tongue. The sound of her pleasure filled the room, sharp and raw, until it wound so tight I could feel her ready to break.

      Then it happened. Her thighs clenched around me, her body jolted, and a strangled cry tore from her lips. She came hard, arching against my mouth, her whole body trembling as I licked her through it, drinking in every shiver, every moan.

      When she finally collapsed back against the sheets, boneless and breathless, I pulled away slowly, my lips wet, my chest heaving. My hands shook as I wiped my mouth, but my heart was steady in a way it hadn’t been all night.

      I’d wanted her. And now I knew exactly what it meant to have her.
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        * * *

      

      The room was thick with the scent of sweat and skin, the sheets tangled around us like proof of everything we had just done. Bonny lay on her side, her hair mussed, her lips swollen, her body glowing in the lamplight. James stretched out behind her, his arm draped lazily over her waist, his eyes heavy with the satisfied exhaustion I knew so well.

      And me—I curled against them both, my head pillowed on Bonny’s shoulder, my hand resting lightly on James’s chest. My body hummed, sore and sweet, the ache of pleasure still thrumming through every nerve.

      I was naked now, joined with the three of them. We hadn’t stopped after that first time. We couldn’t. Every time I thought we were finished, one of us shifted, touched, kissed, and it started all over again. Sometimes James’s hands guided me. Sometimes Bonny’s laughter pulled me in. Sometimes it was all of us tangled together, desperate and shameless until we were too weak to move.

      I remembered Bonny’s fingers laced with mine, her lips brushing mine in soft kisses between louder cries. I remembered James whispering encouragement against my ear, the heat of his voice feeding my hunger. I remembered the way Bonny teased me, playful even as her body trembled, urging me to take more, to want more, until I gave in completely.

      The details blurred, but the feeling stayed sharp, etched into me like something permanent. A rhythm of touch, breath, and surrender that repeated again and again until time didn’t matter anymore.

      At last, silence settled, heavy but tender. Bonny stayed pressed close, her body radiating warmth against mine. James’s breathing slowed into the steady pattern of sleep, his chest rising beneath my palm.

      I lay there awake a little longer, my smile soft and impossible to hide. My world had shifted in ways I couldn’t yet name, but I knew this much: I didn’t regret it. Not one moment.

      Sleep pulled at me, and I let it, sinking into the weight of tangled limbs, the warmth of two bodies beside me, the strange, thrilling certainty that this was only the beginning.
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        * * *

      

      The morning light slanted through the blinds in pale gold stripes, spilling across the bed and over the tangle of bodies we’d left behind. I slipped out carefully, easing from between James’s heavy arm and Bonny’s soft warmth, and padded barefoot into the kitchen. My thighs still ached, deliciously sore, and every shift of my body reminded me of what we had done. Of what we had become.

      The kitchen felt different. Brighter, charged, as though the air itself carried the echo of last night. I whisked eggs, sliced fruit, put toast in the pan, all the while smiling to myself. I had woken expecting shame, regret, maybe even fear. But what filled me instead was something startling in its simplicity—joy.

      By the time the toast browned, I heard them. The shuffle of feet, the soft laugh that was already unmistakable. Bonny appeared first, wearing nothing but one of James’s T-shirts, her bare legs glowing in the sunlight. James trailed behind her, hair mussed, eyes still heavy with sleep, looking younger than I’d seen him in years.

      “Smells good,” Bonny said, sliding onto a stool at the counter. She propped her chin on her hand, watching me with a mischievous grin. “Though I’m not sure food’s what I’m craving.”

      James smirked, dropping a kiss on the back of my neck as he passed. His hand lingered at my hip, his voice low in my ear. “She’s insatiable, you know.”

      I laughed, the sound light and unguarded. “And you’re complaining?”

      He nipped at my shoulder in answer, and Bonny’s laugh joined mine, a bright sound that filled the kitchen.

      We ate together at the counter, our knees brushing, the easy rhythm of a family and something far more daring. Bonny stole fruit from my plate, popping grapes into her mouth and moaning dramatically, her eyes sparkling. James rolled his eyes, but his hand found mine under the counter, squeezing gently, grounding me.

      Between bites, we teased. About who had been loudest. About who had fallen asleep first. About whether the neighbors had heard. Each joke was laced with heat, every glance charged, every brush of fingers a promise.

      At one point, Bonny leaned closer, her lips stained with berry juice. “So,” she murmured, her gaze flicking between us, “is this a one-time thing? Or should I start leaving a toothbrush here?”

      The question should have startled me. Instead, I felt a laugh bubble up, breathless and bright. “I think you should.”

      Her hand brushed mine, eliciting a smile from me. Silence settled for a moment, but it wasn’t awkward. It was thick with possibility, the kind that made my chest ache with want.

      I glanced between them, at my husband’s steady eyes and Bonny’s playful grin, and I felt something loosen inside me. Last night had cracked me open. This morning, I realized it wasn’t just lust. It was connection. A strange, thrilling closeness that made me feel bound to James more deeply than I had in years, and drawn to Bonny in a way that felt impossible to resist.

      I poured more juice, smiling to myself. I wanted her around. Not just for another night, but for as long as she wanted to stay.

      And by the way her hand lingered on my thigh, her eyes daring and bright, I knew she wasn’t planning on leaving anytime soon.
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