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      The evening air wrapped around us like a soft blanket, warm enough to sit outside but cool enough to make Ava tuck her bare legs up underneath her. Tiny fairy lights strung around the patio bathed everything in a gentle gold, giving the whole backyard a dreamy, enchanted feeling.

      Eric stretched back in his chair, fingers laced behind his head, a lazy grin playing on his lips. His dark hair flopped perfectly over his forehead, the way Ava loved, like he wasn’t trying at all to look so damn good. Across from them, Callie tucked her legs under herself, a mischievous glint flashing in her big, sea-green eyes.

      Ava couldn’t help noticing — she always noticed — the way Callie’s body seemed to glow in the soft lighting. Her loose black tank clung to her small, perky breasts, and her bare arms moved with an effortless grace as she twirled a lock of honey-blonde hair between her fingers.

      “So,” Callie said, flashing a wicked little smile, “how lucky do you feel, Ava? Having a man like Eric all to yourself?”

      Ava laughed, feeling a slight twinge of nerves she couldn’t explain. “Pretty lucky,” she said, nudging Eric’s bare foot with hers under the table. “But I’m not the jealous type. Mostly.”

      Callie leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. Her lips parted in a slow, teasing smile. “Good. Because if you ever turn your back, I just might steal him.”

      The words floated in the air between them, landing with a surprising weight.

      Ava laughed — she had to laugh — but it came out a little too loud, a little too breathless. “Yeah, right,” she said, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. Her heart gave a little stutter.

      Eric chuckled too, shifting slightly in his chair, but Ava caught the way his eyes flickered — just for a second — over Callie’s bare legs, then back to Ava. His smile was easy, but there was a tension beneath it, something charged.

      “Well,” Eric said lightly, rubbing a hand along the scruff of his jaw, “I think I’ll stay right where I am, thanks.”

      Callie sat back with a slow, deliberate stretch, her tank riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of smooth skin. “For now,” she said in a sing-song voice, teasing but unmistakably bold.

      Ava sipped her tea, letting the warmth roll over her tongue, trying to drown out the heat that was building low in her belly. She should say something — change the subject, steer things back to normal — but a strange thrill prickled up her spine, keeping her silent.

      Eric was the one who finally laughed and steered the conversation back to safer ground, asking Callie about a recent hiking trip. Ava smiled and nodded along, but her mind was elsewhere.

      Her mind was stuck on the sight of Callie’s tongue darting out to wet her lips. On the image of Eric’s body leaning toward Callie’s just a little too much. On the wild, impossible idea that maybe — just maybe — Callie wasn’t really joking.

      Ava squeezed her thighs together under the table, feeling a slickness growing between them she hadn't expected. She smiled when she was supposed to, laughed at the right moments, but she wasn’t really there anymore.

      The joke wasn’t funny anymore.

      It wasn’t even a joke at all.

      It was an idea.

      And once it was there, Ava knew, there was no stuffing it back into the bottle.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet now. Moonlight streamed in through the sheer curtains, casting silver patterns across the hardwood floor and the rumpled sheets tangled around Ava's legs.

      Eric’s breathing was slow and steady beside her, the rise and fall of his bare chest a hypnotic rhythm. He had fallen asleep quickly, one arm thrown lazily across her waist, his hand resting just above the swell of her hip like he owned her.

      And he did. God, he did.

      But tonight, something restless twisted inside Ava, keeping her wide awake while Eric slept so peacefully.

      She couldn’t stop thinking about Callie.

      The way her blonde hair had caught the patio lights. The bold tilt of her chin when she teased about stealing Eric. The wicked glint in her sea-green eyes that said she was more serious than she let on.

      Ava squeezed her thighs together under the sheet, heat blooming low in her belly as her mind spun out the image. She pictured Callie leaning in, really kissing Eric this time — not a joke, not a dare. Really kissing him, her small hands curling into his dark hair, her body pressing against his, soft and eager.

      Jealousy stabbed at Ava’s ribs, sharp and hot.

      But even sharper was the pulse of arousal that followed it, a wet, throbbing ache that made her shift restlessly against the mattress. The idea of seeing Eric touched by someone else — seeing his hands roam another woman’s curves, his mouth trailing over her skin — sent a shameful, wicked thrill through her.

      And it wasn’t just the thought of Callie on him. It was the thought of watching. Of standing there, heart hammering, thighs slick, knowing that he still belonged to Ava... even as he took another woman at her silent command.

      Ava slid one hand up her stomach, tracing lazy circles just beneath the hem of her thin sleep shirt. Her nipples tightened against the fabric, aching for touch. She bit her bottom lip and pressed her thighs tighter together, feeling the desperate throb between them.

      "You’re thinking too much," Eric mumbled, his voice rough with sleep, a hint of a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

      Ava froze, her hand stilled mid-stroke.

      "I can feel it," he said, cracking one eye open to look at her. Even half-asleep, his dark gaze was heavy, full of knowing. He squeezed her hip gently. "You're over there cooking up some crazy scheme, aren't you?"

      Ava let out a shaky laugh, trying to bury the truth under the sound. "Maybe," she whispered.

      Eric rolled toward her, pressing his chest against her side, his hand wandering lower until his fingertips brushed the curve of her ass. He squeezed again, firmer this time, the pads of his fingers digging into her soft flesh like he didn’t want to let her go.

      "You know you can tell me anything, right?" he murmured against her neck, his breath warm and teasing.

      Ava closed her eyes, shivering at the feel of him. She wanted to tell him — wanted to spill every filthy, trembling thought she had about Callie and him and what could happen if she gave the tiniest nod of permission.

      But she wasn’t ready yet.

      Instead, she twisted in his arms and pressed a kiss to the corner of his mouth, lingering there just long enough to make him groan low in his chest.

      "Later," she whispered against his lips.

      Eric chuckled, a deep, satisfied sound. "Whatever you're plotting... I can't wait."

      He tucked her tighter against him, one heavy thigh sliding between hers, and within moments, his breathing evened out again.

      Ava lay awake a little longer, her heart pounding against his, her body aching with the weight of the secret she wasn’t ready to say out loud.
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        * * *

      

      The scent of toasted sourdough and fresh fruit filled the kitchen. Ava stood barefoot in a loose gray sleep shirt, slicing strawberries while sunlight painted golden stripes across the tile floor. Eric leaned against the counter across from her, shirtless, his flannel pajama pants slung low on his hips. His hair was messy in the way she loved—unruly, still warm from the pillow.

      They hadn’t talked about it yet—not really. But the air between them still buzzed, saturated with the leftover tension from the night before. Ava’s thighs still ached slightly from how tightly she’d pressed them together in the dark. And the images still swirled behind her eyes: Callie’s wicked smile, Eric’s hands on another body, the unholy pulse between curiosity and jealousy that hadn’t let her sleep.

      Ava took a breath and dared herself to push. “So,” she said, placing the knife down and licking a bead of strawberry juice from her fingertip, “you remember what Callie said last night?”

      Eric looked up from his mug. His expression flickered—just for a second—like he wasn’t sure which direction she was taking the question. Then he smirked, eyes narrowing. “You mean when she said she’d steal me if you looked away?”

      Ava hummed. “That.”

      Eric scratched the back of his neck, pretending to play it casual. “Bold of her,” he said. “She’s not exactly subtle.”

      “She was joking,” Ava said, tossing the words out like a test.

      Eric raised a brow. “Was she?”

      The room felt suddenly smaller. The sunlit kitchen closed in with heat and tension, and Ava's heart ticked faster.

      She turned to face him fully, leaning against the counter, arms crossed loosely beneath her chest. Her nipples peeked through the fabric of her shirt—soft, perked from the early chill and maybe from more than that. “Did it bother you?”

      Eric took a slow sip of his coffee. “Honestly?”

      Ava nodded.

      He shrugged one bare shoulder and gave her a crooked smile. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

      The admission hit her like a slow roll of thunder. She swallowed, heart pounding in her chest and lower. “Really.”

      “Mm-hmm.” He stepped closer, setting his mug down on the counter behind her. “She’s hot. And confident. And let’s be honest—every guy with a pulse would at least think about it.”

      Ava didn’t look away. “Even if you were mine?”

      Eric’s voice dropped, low and gravelly. “Especially because I’m yours.”

      His words wrapped around her spine and slithered down, making her ache in places still tender from last night’s dreams. He reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, letting his knuckles skim her jaw.

      Ava let her eyes flutter closed at the touch, then reopened them. “Would you do it?” she asked, barely a whisper. “If I let you?”

      Eric stepped closer until their bodies nearly touched. His voice was quiet but firm. “If you asked me to? Yeah. But only if you watched.”

      A sharp exhale left her lungs. “Why?”

      “Because,” he said, brushing his fingers along the hem of her shirt, lifting it just enough to touch bare skin, “there’s nothing hotter than knowing you want it. Knowing you’re in control of it.”

      Ava’s breath hitched. She tilted her head, inviting his kiss, and he gave it to her—slow and teasing at first, then deeper. His tongue met hers in a languid rhythm that made her knees weaken. She gripped the counter behind her for balance, her thighs parting instinctively to pull him closer.

      Eric’s hand slipped under her shirt, spreading wide over her hip and pulling her flush against him. He was already hard beneath the flannel, and she gasped when he pressed against her belly.

      Their kiss turned hungry, breathless, their hands searching skin beneath cotton and thread. Ava moaned into his mouth when his thumb brushed the underside of her breast, circling her nipple slowly. The contact shot a ripple straight between her legs.

      But just when she arched her body into his—ready to give in—Eric pulled back.

      His forehead rested against hers, both of them panting, still tangled in each other’s heat.

      “We should stop,” he murmured, his voice ragged.

      “I know,” she whispered, even as her hips refused to stop shifting forward. “I know.”

      They didn’t move for a long moment. Ava’s hands gripped the waistband of his pants, her fingers twitching with restraint.

      “I meant it,” Eric said finally, brushing his lips over her cheek. “If you ever actually wanted that... I’d do it. For you.”

      Ava nodded slowly, fingers still pressing into his skin. “If I ever wanted it... you’d be the one I’d want to watch.”

      She pulled back slightly and looked him in the eye. The moment lingered, full of heat and promise. But she didn’t know if she could really go through with it, no matter how much she wanted to.
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        * * *

      

      The text wasn’t long.

      Just casual. Harmless.

      “Game night? Just us three? :)”

      Ava stared at her phone after sending it, thumb hovering, heart fluttering like she’d hit send on something far more explicit.

      Callie replied almost immediately.

      “Always. What should I bring?”

      Ava chewed her lip, fingers tingling.

      “Just yourself. We’ve got everything.”

      She paused. Then added,

      “Eric’s looking forward to it.”

      She tossed the phone onto the couch and leaned against the doorframe, watching Eric in the kitchen as he cleaned up from lunch. He wasn’t wearing a shirt again. The man had this habit of walking around like it was nothing, all lean muscle and casual confidence, the faint trail of hair below his navel disappearing into drawstring sweatpants that hung low, just a little too low.

      He caught her staring and smirked. “You text her?”

      Ava nodded slowly. “She’s coming.”

      That simple statement made Eric’s throat bob. He rinsed his hands, dried them, then stepped around the counter. “Tonight?”

      Ava’s grin curled. “Mm-hmm. Just after eight.”

      He nodded, and she could already see it—the shift in his shoulders, the tension building beneath the surface. She could tell he was nervous, trying not to show it, but there was no hiding the way his eyes lingered on her a little longer than usual. Like he was imagining how this night might unfold.

      Good.

      She wanted him worked up.

      Later that evening, as the clock neared eight, Ava stood in front of the bedroom mirror adjusting the hem of her tank top. It was simple—white cotton, thin straps, and snug enough to show off her curves. She wore no bra beneath it, and her nipples were already faintly outlined beneath the fabric. Her shorts were soft and stretchy, cut high enough to reveal just a teasing slice of thigh and the subtle curve beneath her hips.

      Not obvious. But not subtle either.

      She tousled her dark hair, letting it fall naturally around her shoulders, then stepped back and examined the full effect. Her reflection looked…ready. Nervous. Excited. Beautiful.

      When she walked into the living room, Eric stood up a little straighter. His gaze dropped down her body, then slowly lifted back up to meet her eyes. He didn’t say anything at first—but his tongue darted out to wet his bottom lip, and that was enough.

      “You look…” he said.

      “Like I’m hosting a game night?”

      Eric swallowed. “Like you’re about to destroy me.”

      Ava laughed softly and walked to him, smoothing her palms over his chest. “I might,” she whispered. “But only if you let her help.”

      A knock at the door broke the tension.

      Eric stepped back. His voice cracked just a little. “That must be her.”

      Ava opened the door and there she was—Callie, radiant and relaxed in a fitted gray top with a plunging neckline and tight, high-waisted jeans that hugged her like second skin. Her blonde hair was swept over one shoulder in a lazy, perfect mess. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, lips already parted in a playful smile.

      “Game night,” Callie said, stepping inside. “I brought my competitive spirit and zero shame.”

      “Perfect,” Ava replied, reaching for her hand. “That’s exactly what we need.”

      Eric offered a polite hug, but Callie lingered in his arms just a second longer than necessary. He glanced at Ava as their friend slipped out of his embrace.

      She saw it then—his pulse jumping in his throat. His posture slightly stiffer. His cock, very faintly, beginning to swell beneath the loose fabric of his sweats.

      Ava’s insides fluttered.

      She gestured toward the couch. “Let’s get started.”

      The three of them settled onto the floor around the coffee table, a stack of cards between them, music humming low in the background. Ava positioned herself beside Eric, her thigh pressed lightly against his. Callie sat across from them, legs tucked beneath her, one foot swinging lazily, bare toes flexing every time she laughed.

      It was light at first. Casual. Callie teased Eric over his “terrible bluffing face,” and Ava leaned into his side like she was staking a claim… even as her gaze dipped to Callie’s chest more often than she meant it to.

      The cards were just a distraction. The real game simmered beneath the surface.

      Every time Ava caught Eric glancing at Callie’s mouth or noticed Callie leaning forward just enough to give him a view, she felt her heart beat harder—and her panties grow a little wetter.

      Tonight, Ava thought, was no longer about what-if. It was about when.

      The deck of cards lay mostly forgotten on the coffee table, casualties of a game nobody was actually playing. Callie leaned back against the couch cushions, legs curled beneath her, swirling her glass of water between long fingers. Ava sat on the floor at Eric’s feet, pretending to read her next card while her gaze kept drifting to the rise and fall of Callie’s chest, subtly outlined beneath the fitted stretch of her top.

      “You two are no fun,” Callie teased, nudging Ava’s knee with her toe. “You’re letting me win on purpose.”

      Ava smirked. “Or maybe we just enjoy watching you gloat.”

      Eric raised his brows. “Speak for yourself. I’m trying.”

      “Oh, honey, I know,” Callie purred, giving him a long, deliberate once-over that made Ava’s stomach flip. “But even when you try, I’m still the one on top.”

      Eric coughed, almost spilling his drink.

      Ava choked out a laugh, not missing the slight flush crawling up his neck. “Someone’s confident tonight.”

      Callie grinned. “Can you blame me?”

      Ava tilted her head, letting her fingers lazily trace the edge of a card. Her voice dropped a note lower. “If you’re so confident... why don’t you show me what you talked about last time? How you could steal my husband?”

      The room went still.

      Callie’s smile faltered for just a heartbeat, her gaze bouncing between Ava and Eric like she hadn’t quite heard right. Eric straightened on the couch, the muscles in his forearm tightening around the glass he held. His eyes found Ava’s—checking, questioning.

      She nodded once.

      Callie set her glass down with a quiet clink and leaned forward, slowly crawling across the rug with the ease of a cat circling its prey.

      “Are you sure?” she asked Ava, her voice low, lips parted. Her fingers landed gently on Eric’s knee.

      Ava’s breath caught, but she kept her gaze steady. “I want to see what you’ve got.”

      It was all the permission Callie needed.

      She shifted closer to Eric and leaned in, her hand sliding from his knee to his thigh. Eric didn’t move, but his eyes darkened with anticipation. When Callie finally brought her mouth to his, the kiss was slow—so slow it made Ava ache.

      It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a dare.

      Eric responded cautiously at first, one hand bracing on the couch beside him, the other twitching in his lap. But when Callie deepened the kiss, tilting her head and sliding her tongue just barely past his lips, something in him snapped loose.

      His hand found her waist, gripping gently but firmly, and pulled her closer. Their kiss grew deeper, hungrier, filled with soft gasps and little moans that filled the quiet room.

      Ava watched.

      Her pulse pounded in her throat, in her wrists, between her thighs. She didn’t feel like she’d been left out of anything—instead, she felt it all. Every second of it. Every shift of Callie’s hips. Every slow, deliberate stroke of Eric’s fingers across her back. She could almost taste their kiss from where she sat, watching it unfold.

      Callie climbed into Eric’s lap, straddling him as her arms looped around his neck. Her shirt rode up slightly, revealing a sliver of toned stomach. Eric’s hands gripped her hips, kneading softly as she rolled against him.

      Ava shifted where she sat, pressing her thighs together, her skin tingling with electric heat.

      Callie broke the kiss first, her cheeks flushed, breath shallow. Her eyes flicked to Ava, searching. “That enough for a show?”

      Ava exhaled slowly and smiled. “That was just the preview.”

      Eric looked like he’d forgotten how to breathe. Ava reached up and stroked his leg slowly, letting her touch trail upward, warm and possessive.

      “Think we should play another round?” she asked.

      “I don’t know the rules anymore,” Eric said hoarsely.

      Callie laughed and ran her thumb over his lower lip. “Then maybe we should make up our own.”

      Callie’s weight still rested in Eric’s lap, her thighs spread over his, her lips swollen from the kiss they’d just shared. But her eyes weren’t on him anymore.

      They were on Ava.

      The air between the two women buzzed with something electric, unspoken but undeniable. A current that hummed just beneath their skin.

      Ava rose from the floor in one fluid motion and crossed the space, kneeling beside them on the couch. Her fingers found the hem of Callie’s shirt and hovered there for a beat. “Take this off,” she said, her voice soft but steady.

      Callie obeyed without a word. She lifted the fitted top over her head, revealing a sleek, nude-colored bralette that hugged her small, perfect breasts like a second skin.

      Ava’s breath caught.

      She reached up and traced a finger along the curve of Callie’s collarbone, then down the swell of her chest. The fabric was thin enough that she could feel the heat of her skin beneath it, the faint pulse fluttering just beneath the surface.

      “You’re beautiful,” Ava whispered.

      Callie smiled. “So are you.”

      Ava leaned in, close enough to feel the brush of Callie’s breath against her lips. Her fingers slipped behind Callie’s neck, drawing her forward until their mouths met—not like before, not rushed or showy. This was slower. Intimate.

      Their lips molded together, soft and searching. Ava kissed her like she was savoring something she hadn’t realized she’d been starving for. Callie moaned faintly, her hands coming up to cup Ava’s jaw, thumbs brushing tenderly across her cheeks.

      Eric watched, silent and still beneath them, his chest rising and falling in sharp, uneven breaths.

      Ava broke the kiss first, just barely, her lips brushing against Callie’s as she spoke. “You can have him.”

      Callie’s lashes fluttered. “You’re sure?”

      Ava nodded, pressing her forehead to hers. “But not without me.”

      She turned her head, locking eyes with Eric—his pupils wide, lips parted, hands still frozen on Callie’s hips.

      “Take your shirt off,” Ava said, her voice low and commanding. “And show her how good you make me feel.”

      Eric pulled his shirt over his head in one smooth motion, baring the hard lines of his chest beneath the soft lamplight. The tension in his shoulders was impossible to miss, coiled and restrained like a spring that hadn’t yet been released. He was waiting—watching Ava’s face, his gaze flickering between her and Callie like he wasn’t sure which of them would take the lead.

      But Ava already had.

      She stepped back just enough to sink into the armchair opposite the couch, her thighs pressed together, her breath unsteady. Her skin tingled with the aftershock of that kiss with Callie, still tasting her on her tongue. But it was watching that truly sent the thrum of arousal into something deeper.

      “Touch her,” she said softly, her voice rough around the edges. “Start slow.”

      Eric blinked, like the permission needed to register twice before it could land. Then he brought a hand to Callie’s cheek, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear before pulling her into a kiss—gentle at first, hesitant. His mouth moved carefully over hers, testing boundaries.

      Callie melted into him. Her fingers curled into his hair, and the kiss deepened, stretching into something hungrier.

      Ava’s lips parted, her pulse thudding behind her ribs as she watched them fall into rhythm. Eric’s hands slid down Callie’s back, slow and reverent, cupping her just above the curve of her hips. He tugged her closer into his lap, until her body was fully flush with his.

      They moaned into each other’s mouths—soft, open sounds of want.

      Ava let her hand slide along her thigh, just enough to satisfy the ache building between them. Her tank top clung to her, nipples tight against the thin fabric, her body buzzing like she’d been lit from within.

      “Lift her shirt,” she whispered, though they could barely hear her from across the room. But Eric turned his head slightly, meeting Ava’s eyes.

      She nodded.

      Breathless.

      Eric’s hands moved beneath the hem of Callie’s bralette, fingers skimming up her ribs, thumbs grazing the sides of her breasts. Callie arched into him, mouth parting with a soft gasp as he lifted the garment up and over her head. Her breasts spilled free—small, high, perfect—and Eric took a moment just to look at her.

      “Now kiss her neck,” Ava instructed, her voice rough with desire. “Let her feel you want her.”

      Eric obeyed.

      His mouth found the base of Callie’s throat, kissing and tasting, his lips trailing heat along the column of her neck. One of his hands cupped her breast, thumb brushing softly over the nipple until it pebbled beneath his touch.

      Callie moaned again, her head falling back, exposing more skin to him. She ground her hips subtly against his lap, the movement slow but unmistakable.

      Ava watched it all—watched her husband kiss another woman’s bare chest, watched Callie’s nipples tighten under his fingers, watched their bodies begin to find the rhythm of something they hadn’t yet dared to finish.

      And she didn’t look away.

      Her hand moved slowly beneath her waistband, fingers slick with arousal. She kept her thighs close together, rocking gently in the chair, not touching herself fully—just enough to ride the edge of the pleasure building within her.

      “Don’t take her pants off yet,” she said, voice steadier now, more certain. “Let her ask for it.”

      Eric chuckled softly against Callie’s skin, still trailing kisses across her collarbone. Callie opened her eyes, dazed and dark with lust. She looked straight at Ava.

      “Please,” she said.

      Ava smiled. “Good girl.”

      Eric moved to the button of Callie’s jeans, fingers nimble, eyes locked on Ava’s face as he slowly peeled them open.

      Eric’s hands worked patiently as he peeled the bralette over Callie’s head and let it fall to the floor with a whisper of fabric. Her breasts rose into view—small, pert, the nipples flushed and tight with anticipation. He paused, like he was taking in a work of art, not rushing but seeing her.

      Ava’s breath caught.

      Watching him touch another woman with such deliberate care should’ve made her flinch. Instead, it thrilled her. She saw the way his fingers skimmed the curve beneath Callie’s breast, the way his mouth grazed her shoulder before lowering to press a kiss between her ribs.

      Callie let out a shaky breath, her head tipping forward as she helped him shed the rest of his clothes. Her hands explored the ridges of his abdomen, the sharp lines of his hips, the deep V that disappeared beneath his waistband. She kissed her way down his chest, murmuring something Ava couldn’t hear, but the look on Eric’s face told her it was filthy and flattering.

      When Callie pushed his sweatpants down, Eric’s cock sprang free, hard and heavy between them. He gasped when her fingers wrapped around it—just once, experimentally—and then let go, glancing over her shoulder toward Ava for permission.

      Ava didn’t speak. She simply nodded, slow and breathless, her hand gripping the arm of the chair like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

      “Touch her,” she said, finally finding her voice. It came out low, smoky, full of power. “Let her feel how badly you want this.”

      Eric reached for Callie again, sliding his hands down her back and pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him easily, skin to skin, her jeans still on but unbuttoned, the waistband dipping low. She rocked her hips against his length with a soft gasp, the thick ridge of him pressing perfectly between her legs.

      Ava’s thighs pressed together instinctively.

      She watched as Eric gripped Callie’s hips, guiding her into a slow, rhythmic grind against his cock. His head fell back against the couch for a moment, jaw tense with restraint, the muscles in his neck straining.

      Callie kissed his throat, his jaw, then took his mouth again—this time deeper, wetter. Her fingers threaded through his dark hair as she rocked against him, her body flush with heat and permission.

      Ava sat in the armchair across from them, her body humming, almost vibrating from the tension that had nowhere to go. Her hand, the one not buried in the cushion beside her, moved slowly across her inner thigh, tracing circles so lightly it made her ache more than it soothed.

      “Tell her what to do,” Ava whispered, unable to stop herself now. “Tell her what you want.”

      Eric’s voice was hoarse. “I want to taste you.”

      Callie whimpered and leaned back, sliding off his lap, her knees hitting the carpet in front of him. She pressed a kiss to his thigh, just above his knee, and Ava watched, entranced, as her fingers undid the rest of her jeans and peeled them down.

      No panties.

      Her slickness shimmered between her thighs in the warm lamplight, already glistening. Eric stared, open-mouthed, breath ragged.

      Ava couldn't look away. She was wet, trembling, and so painfully aroused it felt like a physical pressure behind her ribs. But more than that—she felt powerful. The way Eric followed her voice. The way Callie moved because Ava let her. The way her husband’s cock throbbed, not just because of the woman kneeling before him, but because his wife was watching.

      “Pull her close,” Ava said, her voice silk and smoke. “Make her straddle your face.”

      Eric groaned, reaching for Callie’s hips. She climbed back up, this time higher, until her knees pressed into the cushions on either side of his head. Eric guided her down slowly, his mouth already parting, tongue flicking once, twice, before he buried his face between her thighs.

      Callie cried out, her hands gripping the back of the couch, her head dropping forward as her hips rocked in shallow circles.

      Ava’s hand slipped between her own legs, finally giving in.

      And as she watched her husband devour her best friend—his fingers digging into Callie’s hips, his tongue moving with eager, rhythmic hunger—Ava felt something blossom inside her.

      Not just desire.

      Ownership.

      She had created this. Shaped it. Directed it.

      Ava rose from the chair on trembling legs, the soft lamplight wrapping her in gold as she moved across the room. Every step made her more aware of her body: the slick heat gathering between her thighs, the tight peaks of her nipples brushing against the thin fabric of her tank top, the wild pounding of her heart behind her ribs.

      Eric and Callie parted slightly as she approached, their eyes locking onto her like she was the sun itself. Their faces were flushed with desire, their bodies humming with the tension of being halfway to something and aching for permission to finish it.

      Ava could feel it in the air—their reverence, their hunger—not just for each other anymore, but for her too.

      She stopped in front of them, close enough to feel the heat radiating from their bare skin. Her hand hovered between them for a moment, choosing, before she reached for Callie first.

      She cupped Callie's jaw gently, brushing her thumb over the soft, flushed skin. For a moment, they simply looked at each other, breathing each other in.

      Then Ava leaned in and kissed her.

      It was an experiment, a question. Their lips brushed once, twice, a soft, seeking caress. But when Callie sighed into the kiss and opened her mouth just slightly, Ava deepened it, letting her tongue sweep tenderly against hers.

      The kiss was electric. It buzzed under Ava’s skin, making her shiver from the inside out. Callie’s lips were softer than she imagined, her kiss both sweet and aching, like she’d been waiting for this too.

      When Ava finally pulled away, Callie's eyes were glazed, her breath uneven.

      Still trembling, Ava turned her attention to Eric.

      His dark eyes blazed with need, but he didn’t move—he waited. For her. Always for her.

      Ava smiled faintly and reached for him, threading her fingers through his thick hair as she brought his mouth to hers.

      The kiss with Eric was different—deeper, rougher, full of claiming. She tasted herself on his tongue, the faint sweetness of Callie too, and the sharp, masculine flavor that was purely him. She kissed him fiercely, pouring every ounce of ownership, of trust, of desire into the way her mouth molded to his.

      Eric groaned low in his throat and gripped her waist, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. His cock, still hard and heavy, pressed urgently against her stomach through the thin barrier of her shorts.

      Ava broke the kiss first, panting softly against his lips. She looked between the two of them—Eric flushed and hungry, Callie wide-eyed and trembling—and felt a surge of satisfaction so sharp it almost made her ache.

      They were hers. Both of them.

      The couch was still warm beneath Ava’s knees as she slid between Eric and Callie, her body humming with heat, her mind deliciously hazy with need. She could still taste Callie on her lips, still feel the weight of Eric’s kiss bruising her mouth. They welcomed her like gravity—pulling her into their orbit.

      Eric kissed along the delicate slope of Ava’s neck, his mouth dragging slow, open-mouthed kisses over the sensitive skin just beneath her ear. Ava shuddered, her hand reaching blindly for Callie. Their fingers tangled, sliding over bare skin, soft and searching.

      Callie’s mouth found Ava’s shoulder first, brushing a kiss there, then lower, dragging her lips across the curve of Ava’s collarbone. Ava gasped softly and arched into them, caught between the two bodies she ached to feel more of. Her tank top was still clinging to her skin, damp with sweat and excitement, but Callie’s fingers found the hem and tugged it up slowly.

      Ava lifted her arms, letting them peel the cotton away. She was bare now, nipples tight in the open air, every inch of her exposed to them.

      “Beautiful,” Callie whispered.

      Eric's hands were already roaming again—down Ava’s sides, across her hips, over the swell of her ass. His cock, hot and thick, pressed against her thigh, a steady, pulsing reminder of just how badly he wanted her...wanted this.

      Ava smiled, breathless, and cupped both of their faces in her hands, tilting them toward each other. "Touch each other," she whispered. "I want to see you both come."

      Callie hesitated only a heartbeat before leaning in and kissing Eric, slower this time, more certain. Ava watched, heart thundering, as their mouths found each other, hands roaming freely now.

      Eric moaned into the kiss, his hand sliding between Callie’s thighs to cup her slick pussy. Callie whimpered and ground herself into his palm, shameless in her need. Ava’s hand moved to Eric’s back, tracing the play of his muscles, feeling the way he trembled with restraint.

      “Lay her back,” Ava murmured, voice husky.

      Eric broke the kiss and did as instructed, easing Callie down onto the couch, her blonde hair spilling out over the cushions. Ava knelt beside them, watching as Eric slid down Callie’s body, kissing the curve of her breasts, her stomach, the soft indent between her hipbones.

      When he nudged her thighs apart and settled between them, Ava leaned close to his ear. "Now," Ava whispered into Eric’s ear, curling her fingers around the back of his neck, "fuck her. Give her what she's begging for."

      Eric rose up, panting, and lined his cock at Callie’s entrance. He met Ava’s gaze, checking—one last time—for permission.

      Ava gave a slow nod.

      With a low groan, Eric pushed inside Callie, his cock sliding into her slick, eager heat. Callie’s back arched off the couch, her mouth open in a silent cry. Eric stilled, buried deep, both of them shuddering from the contact.

      Ava stroked Callie's thigh soothingly, her own body quaking with need just from watching them.

      “Move,” she commanded Eric softly, a queen on her throne. “Make her come.”

      Eric obeyed, rocking his hips in slow, deep strokes. Callie's hands flew to his shoulders, clutching him tightly as she rode the waves of pleasure. Their bodies moved in perfect sync, Callie's whimpers turning into sharp cries, her heels digging into the cushions to find leverage.

      Ava leaned down, whispering encouragement into Eric’s ear, her fingers stroking the nape of his neck. "That’s it," she breathed. "You're so good. She's going to fall apart for you."

      And Callie did—her orgasm hit her hard, her thighs trembling violently, her cries breaking into incoherent moans as she convulsed around Eric’s cock.

      Eric thrust once, twice more before he groaned and buried himself deep inside her, hips shuddering with the force of his release. He slumped against Callie, their bodies slick with sweat and need and overwhelming satisfaction.

      But Ava wasn't finished yet.

      She tugged Eric gently back, guiding his spent body to the side. Callie lay sprawled, still trembling, still gasping for air.

      Ava crawled over her, brushing damp hair away from Callie's flushed face. Their eyes locked—no fear, no hesitation now. Only trust.

      "Let me," Callie whispered, voice ragged and desperate.

      Ava lay back, spreading her thighs as Callie slid down between them. Her tongue found Ava’s clit in an instant, flicking soft, maddening strokes that made Ava whimper and clutch at the cushions.

      Callie licked her carefully, as if saying thank you with every slow, sensual pass of her mouth. Ava’s body writhed, pleasure building in wave after wave, cresting higher and higher until she broke apart with a shattered cry, coming hard against Callie’s mouth, her entire body shaking with the force of it.

      She lay there afterward, panting, dazed, Callie curled against her side and Eric gathering them both into his arms.

      For the first time all night, Ava closed her eyes and simply felt—the heat of their bodies, the scent of sweat and sex hanging in the air, the profound sense of satisfaction flooding her veins.

      She had given them everything.

      And they had given it back tenfold.
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        * * *

      

      Ava lay on her side, nestled between Eric’s broad chest and Callie’s smooth, curved back. Their limbs were a tangle—legs braided together, arms draped lazily across hips and waists, skin flush against skin. The warmth of them was overwhelming, anchoring her in the present moment, making it feel like the world outside their little cocoon had vanished entirely.

      Eric was still catching his breath. Ava could feel the slow rise and fall of his chest against her back, the steady thump of his heart where his hand rested over hers. His other arm curled around Callie’s waist, fingers lightly grazing her skin like he didn’t want to let her go.

      Callie’s head rested on Ava’s shoulder, blonde hair spilling over both of their chests. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked, a lazy smile tugging at her lips. She looked dreamy, undone, perfectly at ease.

      No one spoke right away. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was sacred.

      Ava turned her head just enough to brush her lips against Callie’s forehead. “You okay?” she murmured, her voice raw from moaning and gasping and whispering commands all night long.

      Callie gave a soft, breathy laugh. “More than okay. I don’t even have words for how okay I am.”

      Eric chuckled behind them, pressing a kiss to Ava’s shoulder. “I was trying to be cool, but same.”

      Ava smiled and let her fingers drift along Callie’s ribs, drawing slow, lazy shapes. “I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

      “Like what?” Callie asked.

      “Like the three of us belong here. Together.” Ava paused, unsure if she’d said too much, too soon.

      But Callie didn’t flinch. She reached for Ava’s hand and laced their fingers together. “It does feel right. I haven’t felt this… safe and wanted in a long time.”

      Ava blinked hard, surprised by how much that landed. She had expected arousal. She had expected messiness, even confusion. But not this peaceful, glowing fullness.

      She glanced toward the window. The moon hung low, casting faint silver light across the floor. The night had passed in heat and hunger—but now, wrapped in the softness of skin and breath and comfort, she didn’t want to sleep. She wanted to remember this.

      Callie’s fingers grazed Ava’s jaw, tilting her face until their lips met again. The kiss was slow, languid, more gratitude than lust. When they broke apart, Ava turned to Eric and kissed him too—deeply, softly, claiming and offering all at once.

      He sighed into her mouth. “If this is a dream,” he whispered, “I really don’t want to wake up.”

      Ava curled her body tighter into theirs and closed her eyes. Ava knew this was just the beginning.
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