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      I flopped onto the bed, the soft mattress dipping beneath me as my head spun just enough to make the room tilt slightly. A hazy warmth spread through my limbs, the lingering effects of the whiskey we’d been sipping all night. Beside me, Liam collapsed with a contented sigh, his arm slung lazily across my waist. The faint scent of his cologne—woodsy with a hint of citrus—mingled with the sharp tang of alcohol in the air.

      “I’m bored,” I announced, staring up at the ceiling as if it might suddenly present me with an intriguing solution.

      Liam let out a breathy laugh and rolled onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow to look at me. His grin was lopsided, his blue eyes hazy with intoxication. “You’re always bored after a night out,” he teased.

      “Am not,” I protested, poking his chest with one finger. “I’m just... restless. Like, what do we do now? Go to sleep? That’s boring.”

      He chuckled again, the sound low and warm, vibrating in his chest. “Oh, I’m sorry. Would you prefer a grand adventure at—” he squinted at the glowing red numbers of the bedside clock “—two-thirty in the morning?”

      I ignored his sarcasm and grabbed my phone from the nightstand, waving it dramatically in front of his face. “Let’s download a dating app.”

      Liam arched a skeptical eyebrow. “A dating app? Eva, we’re literally in bed together.”

      “Not for real,” I said, sitting up and crossing my legs beneath me. The alcohol had dulled my usual filters, making this idea seem more genius by the second. “Just for fun. Come on, it’ll be hilarious. We can swipe on people and roast their profiles.”

      Liam hesitated for half a beat, then sighed and reached for his own phone. “Fine. But if I match with someone hotter than you, I’m leaving.”

      I scoffed, already downloading the app. “Oh, please. You wouldn’t last a day without me.”

      The app loaded quickly, its bright interface casting a bluish glow over our faces as we settled in against the pillows. The rhythmic motion of swiping left or right became hypnotic, each profile providing fresh material for our late-night amusement.

      “Oh my God,” Liam muttered, holding up his phone. “This guy’s bio says he ‘loves long walks on the beach and hates drama.’ Groundbreaking.”

      I snorted, barely suppressing a giggle. “At least he didn’t say he’s ‘fluent in sarcasm,’ like this girl.” I turned my screen toward him, showing a meticulously curated profile featuring a woman with glossy, magazine-worthy photos. Her bio read: Looking for someone who can keep up.

      Liam shook his head. “Translation: ‘I will absolutely ghost you after three days.’”

      We kept scrolling, exchanging exaggerated commentary on bad pickup lines, overly filtered selfies, and bios filled with cliché phrases. The more we laughed, the lighter the night felt, the earlier tension of boredom dissolving into amusement.

      Then, suddenly, Liam froze. His finger hovered over the screen, his expression shifting from entertained to intrigued.

      “Whoa,” he murmured.

      I frowned. “What?” I leaned over to peek at his phone.

      The profile staring back at us belonged to a woman named Sienna. Her photos were striking—not in a perfectly polished, influencer way, but in a way that felt effortlessly magnetic. In one shot, she leaned against a sleek black motorcycle, her dark hair spilling over the shoulders of a worn leather jacket. In another, she laughed at something unseen, her head tilted back just enough to catch the golden light, her eyes crinkling at the corners.

      Her bio was simple yet oddly compelling: Adventurous soul looking for something real.

      “She’s... wow,” I murmured, unable to tear my eyes away from the screen.

      “Right?” Liam said, his voice tinged with something between awe and amusement. “She looks like she stepped out of a movie.”

      There was something undeniably magnetic about her. The way her dark hair framed her face in the dim golden light, the effortless confidence in her smirk. She didn’t just look beautiful—she looked like trouble, the kind you knew better than to chase but couldn’t resist anyway.

      Without thinking, I swiped right on her profile at the exact moment Liam did the same on his phone.

      I blinked and turned to him. “Did you just swipe right on her too?”

      He grinned, not even bothering to look guilty. “Guilty.”

      We both laughed, the sound light and easy—just two friends indulging in a late-night game fueled by whiskey and boredom. But the moment was cut short by a sudden, simultaneous chime from both our phones.

      We froze.

      “No way,” Liam said, eyes wide as he stared at his screen.

      I felt my pulse stutter as I looked down. There, glowing back at us, was a match notification.

      With Sienna.

      “She matched with both of us?” I asked incredulously, my heart giving an unexpected little kick.

      Liam exhaled, his tongue flicking over his bottom lip, slow and distracted. I could feel heat prickling at the back of my neck, a little thrill skittering up my spine. It was probably the alcohol—or maybe it was the way Sienna’s smirking profile photo still lingered at the top of our chat, as if she knew exactly what kind of reaction she’d provoke.

      “Should we message her?” I asked, keeping my voice deliberately light. It was meant to be a joke—just another playful move in the tipsy game we’d been playing all night—but the second the words left my mouth, the energy between us shifted.

      Liam’s eyes flicked to mine, searching. Then, after a beat, he looked back at his phone. “Together?”

      I shrugged, pretending the idea didn’t make my stomach flip. “Why not? She swiped on both of us. Might as well give her a little show.”

      Liam let out a soft chuckle, but there was something taut beneath it. “Alright,” he said, fingers hovering over the keyboard. “Let’s see if she bites.”

      A second later, his message appeared on the screen. Didn’t think you’d go for double trouble.

      I grinned, leaning in to rest my chin on his shoulder, watching as the screen flickered to life. The little typing bubble popped up almost instantly. Liam stiffened slightly beneath me, just enough for me to notice.

      The reply appeared, sharp and effortless:

      Maybe I like trouble.

      I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to keep my expression neutral even as heat coiled low in my stomach. I wasn’t sure if it was the thrill of the game or something else entirely. When I glanced at Liam, his hazel eyes flickered with something unreadable—half amusement, half something heavier.

      “Okay,” I murmured, sliding my phone into my palm. “Now she’s just showing off.”

      Without giving myself time to overthink, I typed back:

      You don’t even know what kind of trouble we are.

      The response came almost immediately.

      Why don’t you tell me?

      Liam let out a low laugh, but it was different this time. Rougher. Like maybe he was feeling the same thing I was—something lazy and reckless, curling under my skin, making everything feel both sharper and looser at the same time.

      “Shit,” he muttered. “She’s good.”

      I swallowed and let my fingers hover over the keyboard, suddenly a little unsteady.

      What do you want to know? I typed.

      And then we waited.

      Sienna took her time replying this time. The anticipation coiled tight in my chest as the three little dots flickered in and out on the screen, teasing us with the weight of whatever she was about to say. My heart thudded against my ribs, each beat slow and deliberate, like my body already knew something had shifted.

      Then, finally, the message appeared.

      What would happen if I were there with you right now?

      The room seemed to shrink around us. The soft, distant hum of the city outside blurred into nothing, fading beneath the steady pulse of my own breath. Or maybe it was Liam’s breath—slower, heavier than before. The warmth radiating from his bare chest seeped through the thin cotton of my tank top, an unspoken presence pressing against my skin.

      I glanced at him, half expecting him to laugh it off, to smirk and toss his phone aside like this was just another game. But he didn’t. His eyes were locked on the screen, his thumb hovering over the keyboard, motionless. Like he couldn’t quite decide what to say—or maybe he wasn’t sure if he should say anything at all.

      I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “Are we really doing this?”

      His gaze flicked to mine, searching. For what, I wasn’t sure. Permission? Reassurance? Or maybe the same pulse of curiosity that was winding tighter and tighter beneath my ribs.

      “You tell me,” he said quietly.

      I should have stopped. I should have laughed it off, made some teasing joke to break the tension, to pull us back to the easy, familiar place where this was all just a game. But instead, I leaned in closer—close enough to feel the whisper of his breath against my cheek. Close enough that the space between us felt thinner than before, more fragile.

      And before I could think better of it, my fingers moved, typing out the truth.

      We’d probably see how far we could push you.

      Liam inhaled sharply. His fingers tightened around the phone, his knuckles white where they gripped the edges. I felt my stomach flip, heat pooling low in my belly, the air between us growing thick and heavy. I couldn’t look at him—I couldn’t even look at the screen—until the reply flashed across it.

      I bet you could push me really far.

      A shaky laugh slipped out of me before I could stop it, breathless and a little disbelieving. Liam exhaled hard beside me, dragging a hand through his already-messy hair.

      “Jesus Christ,” he muttered under his breath.

      I hesitated, my fingers hovering over the keyboard. I needed to say something—something flirty but safe, something to steer us back into playful territory before we crossed a line neither of us fully understood. But before I could type a single word, Sienna beat me to it.

      Another message appeared.

      Have you ever talked about it before? Sharing?

      My heart stuttered, skipping a beat. The room suddenly felt too warm, the air charged in a way I didn’t know how to name.

      I glanced at Liam out of the corner of my eye, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was staring straight ahead, phone still clutched in his hand like it might burn him.

      When he finally spoke, his voice was rough, barely above a whisper.

      “We... haven’t.”

      I wasn’t sure if he meant the question was for both of us or just him. I wasn’t even sure what answer I wanted to hear.

      The truth was, I’d thought about it before—late at night, when sleep refused to come and my mind wandered into dangerous places. I’d imagined what it would feel like to have another presence in the room, another set of hands tracing fire across my skin, all while Liam watched. I’d envisioned the heat in his gaze, the way he might react. Would he pull me back against him, claim me in a way that left no question of who I belonged to? Or would he let it happen, let me unravel under someone else’s touch?

      But I had never said it out loud. Never even let myself really feel it—not until now.

      A slow, pulsing warmth spread through my chest, curling low in my stomach, something dark and possessive wrapping around my ribs like a vice. The thought of Sienna with Liam made me want to claw her away—and pull her closer at the same time.

      I hesitated, then started typing, my fingers barely steady.

      We’re not really the sharing type.

      My thumb hovered over the send button. It was the truth, wasn’t it? Liam and I had always been wrapped up in each other, orbiting in our own private gravity. The idea of breaking that—of letting someone else in—should have felt impossible.

      But before I could press send, Liam’s hand closed around my wrist.

      “Wait.”

      I froze, my pulse hammering in my ears. His fingers were warm against my skin, his grip just a little too tight, like he wasn’t sure if he was holding me back or anchoring himself.

      I turned to look at him, but his eyes remained locked on the screen, his throat working around a swallow. “What if...” He hesitated, dragging in a slow breath, then exhaled, voice barely above a whisper. “What if we could be?”

      The air in the room changed—thickened, charged with something unspoken.

      I stared at him, breath caught somewhere high in my chest. His face was flushed, his pupils dark and wide, like he didn’t quite believe the words had left his mouth—but he wasn’t taking them back, either.

      I didn’t know what to say. Didn’t know if I was supposed to laugh it off, call his bluff, or lean into the idea that had just cracked open between us.

      Then, my phone buzzed again, slicing through the silence.

      A voice note.

      My breath hitched as I hesitated, my thumb trembling over the play button.

      And then Sienna’s voice filled the room—low and smooth, the kind of voice that dripped heat and honey, that made you lean in without realizing you’d moved at all.

      “Why don’t you come find out?”

      Neither of us moved. Neither of us breathed.

      The seconds stretched, long and weighted, tension wrapping around us like a live wire. I could feel Liam’s gaze on me now—heavy, searching, waiting. My heart slammed hard against my ribs, every nerve in my body wound so tight I thought I might snap.

      We could stop.

      We could close the app, delete the conversation, toss our phones across the room, and pretend none of this had ever happened.

      Or we could agree to meet her.
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        * * *

      

      Liam and I stepped onto the rooftop terrace, the city unfurling beneath us in a sea of golden lights and inky darkness. From up here, the streets seemed softer, blurred by distance, the usual chaos of honking taxis and murmured conversations reduced to a low hum. The air carried the scent of rain on pavement, mixed with something richer—the lingering traces of expensive perfume from the bar’s patrons.

      The venue was exactly what we had hoped for—quiet, discreet, the kind of place where secrets could be entertained without consequence. Conversations drifted on the breeze, low and intimate, the clink of glass against marble barely interrupting the atmosphere of careful indulgence.

      We had agreed to this—the both of us. Though, if either of us had been pressed to explain why, I wasn’t sure we could have.

      "Just to see what happens," Liam had said, his voice low, uncertain, as we left our apartment. He had stuffed his hands into his pockets, rolling his shoulders like he was trying to shake off whatever weight had settled there.

      I had nodded, pretending I believed we could walk away from this unchanged.

      And then Sienna arrived.

      She stepped onto the terrace as if she owned it. Not with arrogance—no, nothing about her was overplayed—but with the kind of presence that turned heads effortlessly. Her form-fitting dress skimmed over curves sculpted to invite attention, every movement precise, deliberate. The dim lighting caught the sheen of her skin, the sharp line of her jaw, the deep red of her lips. She moved like she already knew the outcome of the night, like she had already imagined every possible version of it and decided which one suited her best.

      Eyes flickered toward her as she passed, a ripple of interest moving through the bar’s patrons. But she had no interest in them.

      She had only come for us.

      "Eva. Liam."

      She said our names like they meant something, like she was tasting them before letting them go. The syllables curled around her lips, smooth, knowing, laced with amusement that made my skin prickle. She slid onto the barstool beside me, the scent of jasmine and something muskier, darker, enveloping me as she leaned in just slightly.

      "I was starting to think you’d changed your minds."

      Liam let out a short laugh, a nervous flicker of sound as he rubbed the back of his neck. "Guess we’re more curious than cautious."

      Sienna’s gaze flickered between us, her dark eyes gleaming with something unreadable. She smiled, slow and satisfied, like that was the answer she had expected. "Good," she murmured, the word a soft purr. "Curiosity makes life interesting."

      The bartender appeared, and Sienna ordered a whiskey neat. The confidence in her voice made it sound like an inevitability rather than a request. I followed with a vodka tonic, while Liam hesitated, then settled on the same. The drinks arrived swiftly, condensation beading on the glasses as we lifted them in an unspoken toast.

      The first sip was sharp, biting, but it did little to loosen the tight coil of anticipation in my stomach.

      Sienna was in no hurry. She let the conversation drift, steering it with effortless ease, asking harmless questions about our night, our favorite spots in the city. But nothing about her was harmless.

      She spoke in a way that made every answer feel like it had a second meaning, every pause heavy with possibilities. She laughed at something Liam said, her fingers grazing my wrist as if by accident. A few minutes later, her knee brushed against his under the bar.

      Every touch was deliberate. Designed to make us notice. To make us react.

      I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or her, but my skin felt hyper-sensitive, every nerve attuned to the way she was slowly closing the distance between us. The space we had walked into feeling so certain of was shifting beneath our feet, reshaping itself into something unfamiliar and thrilling.

      Liam was no better. His posture was relaxed—too relaxed, like he was making a conscious effort to appear at ease. But I saw the tension in his jaw, the way his fingers flexed against his glass. And more than anything, I saw the way his gaze kept flicking to her lips.

      Sienna caught it.

      Of course she did.

      She turned her body toward him, resting her elbow on the bar, her fingers playing idly with the rim of her glass. “You’re quiet,” she observed, tilting her head. “Second thoughts?”

      Liam exhaled, a smile ghosting his lips. “Just… thinking.”

      Her eyes gleamed. “About?”

      Liam shot me a glance, like he wasn’t sure he should say it out loud. But Sienna didn’t wait. Instead, she leaned in, her lips grazing the shell of my ear as she whispered, “Why don’t we stop pretending?”

      A shiver rolled through me, my fingers tightening reflexively around Liam’s hand. The air between us shifted—something unseen snapping taut.

      Sienna pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, her gaze heavy-lidded, patient. “My hotel’s a block away.”

      I swallowed hard. Liam’s fingers curled around mine, his grip firm, steady. His pulse thumped against my skin, just as erratic as my own.

      We were actually doing this. We were going to take the plunge.
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        * * *

      

      Sienna’s hotel room was a study in understated luxury—sleek and modern, all clean lines, muted colors, and the kind of soft lighting designed to flatter.

      The moment the door clicked shut behind us, the tension thickened, coiling tight in the silence. It wasn’t the awkward kind—it was the kind that hummed with anticipation, heavy with the weight of what was about to unfold.

      I was acutely aware of Liam’s presence behind me, the heat of his body pressing close, radiating through the thin cotton of his shirt. I wasn’t sure if he had moved closer or if I had, but the space between us felt negligible now.

      Sienna stood in front of us, effortlessly poised, her heels clicking softly against the polished floor as she crossed to the minibar. Every movement she made was deliberate, as if she knew exactly how she was being watched.

      “Drink?” she offered, holding up a bottle of red wine. The question was casual, but her voice carried an edge now—a subtle promise, a challenge wrapped in velvet.

      I shook my head, my throat too dry to speak. Liam hesitated before mumbling something that might have been a polite refusal.

      Sienna set the bottle down without another word. When she turned to face us fully, her gaze was sharper now, assessing, lingering as it swept over us. My stomach clenched, anticipation tightening its grip on me.

      “Good,” she murmured, taking a slow step closer. “I’d rather have your full attention.”

      Her eyes found mine first, locking me in place. My breath caught as she reached up, her fingers featherlight against my cheek before sliding into my hair. The simple touch sent a jolt of heat through me, leaving my skin prickling with awareness.

      Behind me, Liam shifted, his presence grounding and electric all at once. His hand brushed against my hip, his fingers splaying there like he needed something to hold onto. Or maybe like he was holding himself back.

      Sienna smiled, slow and knowing. “You’re beautiful,” she murmured, her voice carrying the weight of something more than flattery. The kind of praise that didn’t need to be questioned.

      She leaned in, her breath warm against my skin as she whispered, “I’ve been wanting this since the moment I saw you.”

      Then, her lips met mine.

      The kiss was both soft and demanding, a contradiction that sent a shiver racing down my spine. Her mouth moved with purpose, deepening with every brush of her tongue against mine, coaxing a response I had no chance of holding back.

      All rational thought scattered. My hands found their way to her waist, fingers clutching at the silky fabric of her dress as if it were the only thing keeping me upright.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the rise and fall of Liam’s chest, his breathing heavier now. He was watching us—intently, unblinking. His hand tightened at my hip for half a second before it slipped away. His other hand curled into a fist at his side, as if he were keeping himself in check.

      Sienna pulled back just enough to glance at him over my shoulder. Her lips were flushed, her eyes dark with something unreadable—but whatever it was, it unraveled something in me.

      “Don’t hold back,” she said, her voice dipped in tease but threaded with something real beneath it. Her gaze flicked between the two of us, unshaken, sure.

      “This is for all of us.”

      Her fingers trailed down my neck, brushing over the strap of my dress before slipping it off my shoulder. The cool air hit my skin as she slowly peeled the fabric away, inch by inch revealing more of me. I felt exposed but not vulnerable—more like I was being unwrapped as something precious.

      Liam let out a shaky breath behind me just as Sienna’s hands finally slid the dress down past my hips, letting it pool at my feet. She stepped back slightly, her eyes roaming over my body with an appreciation that made me feel dizzy.

      “Stunning,” she said simply before turning her attention to Liam. Her expression shifted to something more mischievous as she closed the distance between them.

      Liam froze for a moment under her scrutiny before she reached up and undid the top button of his shirt deliberately slowly—one after another until his chest was exposed too. Then she pushed him gently backward onto one end of bed while pulling me along with them onto other side beside him; creating triangle where each person could see other two perfectly.

      Sienna’s hands moved to my bra, her fingers deftly unhooking it. The cool air brushed against my skin as the fabric fell away, and I shivered, though not from the temperature. Her eyes lingered on me, dark and hungry, and I felt a flush creep up my chest. She ran a finger along the curve of my breast, her touch light but deliberate, and I bit my lip to stifle a gasp.

      “You’re so soft,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss me again. This time, her hands roamed lower, tracing the line of my waist, my hip, before finally slipping beneath the waistband of my panties. My breath hitched as her fingers brushed against me, teasing but not quite giving me what I needed.

      Liam’s voice cut through the haze of sensation. “Eva,” he said, his voice rough with want. I turned to look at him, and he was sitting up now, his shirt discarded completely. His eyes were fixed on me, and there was something raw in his expression that made my stomach clench.

      Sienna glanced at him, then back at me, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Don’t worry,” she said softly. “We’re all here to enjoy this.”

      Her hands slid my panties down my legs, and I stepped out of them awkwardly, feeling both exposed and exhilarated. Sienna knelt in front of me, her hands resting on my hips as she looked up at me with those intense eyes. She kissed the inside of my thigh, her lips warm against my skin, and I let out a shaky breath.

      “Relax,” she whispered, her voice like honey. “Let me take care of you.”

      She hooked one of my legs over her shoulder, holding me steady as she leaned in. The first touch of her tongue made me gasp loudly; it was like being struck by lightning—sharp and electric all at once. My hands flew to her hair instinctively; I didn’t know whether to pull or push or just hold on for dear life because everything became too much too quickly but also not enough—not nearly enough.

      Behind us though—or maybe beside us since everything felt disorienting—Liam shifted closer onto bed.

      His hands found my breasts almost immediately, his touch familiar yet charged with something new, something heightened by the presence of Sienna between my legs. His fingers cupped me, kneading gently before his thumbs brushed over my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure radiating through me. I moaned, my head falling back as I tried to process the dual sensations—Sienna’s mouth working me with a rhythm that was both relentless and precise, Liam’s hands teasing and claiming all at once.

      “God, Eva,” Liam murmured, his voice low and strained. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

      I could barely form a coherent thought, let alone respond. My hips moved on their own, pressing into Sienna’s mouth as she hummed against me, the vibrations making my knees buckle. Liam’s grip tightened slightly on my breasts, grounding me as I swayed.

      “That’s it,” Sienna whispered, pulling back just enough to speak before diving back in. Her tongue flicked over me in quick, deliberate strokes, and my fingers tightened in her hair. “Let go.”

      I didn’t know if I could—didn’t know if I wanted to—but then Liam leaned down, his lips brushing against my ear. “Come for her, Eva,” he said, his voice rough but tender. “Come for us.”

      Something about the way he said it—the way he included himself in that moment even though it was Sienna who was driving me to the edge—pushed me over. My body tensed as the pressure built and then shattered all at once, a wave of pleasure crashing through me so intensely that I cried out. My legs trembled, and Sienna held me steady as I rode it out; every lick sent another shock through me until finally—finally—I slumped back against Liam.

      He wrapped an arm around my waist to support me while Sienna eased away carefully. She pressed one last lingering kiss just above where she had been worshiping moments ago before looking up at both of us with an expression somewhere between satisfaction & mischief playing across her features.

      Sienna sat back long enough to slip her dress from her body. Her curves were gorgeous and tempting. She removed her bra and panties, and my throat bobbed with a jealous swallow. She was stunning, and I felt as insecure as I was aroused. Was I really going to share my boyfriend with her?

      

      Sienna crawled over Liam’s body next. He lay back all the way and she placed one hand on either side of his hips. My heart raced at their close proximity. I sat there, frozen, my hands gripping the edge of the bed. Liam’s eyes flicked to mine, a mix of excitement and hesitation in them. He reached for my hand, his fingers warm against my skin. “Eva,” he murmured, his voice low, almost pleading. “You okay?”

      I nodded, though my throat felt tight. “Yeah,” I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper. But I wasn’t sure if I was convincing him or myself.

      Sienna didn’t seem to notice—or if she did, she didn’t care. Her focus was entirely on Liam now. She took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him with an ease that made my stomach twist. I could hear the faint, wet sounds of her working him, and I felt a mix of jealousy and arousal coil inside me.

      Liam’s breath hitched, his head tilting back against the pillows. “Fuck,” he muttered, his free hand tangling in Sienna’s dark hair. His fingers tightened reflexively, and I felt a pang of something sharp and hot in my chest.

      I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My eyes were glued to the scene in front of me—Sienna’s head bobbing slowly, her hand cupping Liam’s balls as she took him deeper. She was good at this. Too good. And Liam... he looked like he was in heaven.

      “Eva,” he said again, his voice strained now. His grip on my hand tightened. “Come here.”

      I hesitated for a moment before sliding closer to him on the bed. He pulled me into his side, his arm wrapping around my shoulders as Sienna continued. His other hand stayed tangled in her hair, guiding her rhythm.

      “You okay?” he asked again, his lips brushing against my temple.

      “Yeah,” I lied again, my voice shaky this time. I wasn’t okay—not really. But I didn’t want to stop this either. There was something about seeing him like this—so lost in pleasure—that turned me on even as it made my chest ache.

      Sienna glanced up at me then, her eyes meeting mine over Liam’s body. There was a challenge in her gaze, a kind of smugness that made my jaw clench. She knew exactly what she was doing—knew exactly how this was affecting me—and she didn’t care.

      “Liam,” she purred around him, pulling back just enough to speak before taking him deep again.

      His hips bucked slightly off the bed at that sound alone—a sound that wasn’t directed at me but still sent heat pooling between my legs anyway—and he let out a low groan that made everything inside me tighten.

      And then it happened. His body tensed suddenly beneath us both. His breath caught sharply. His fingers clenched almost painfully against both myself and Sienna as he came hard, spilling down her throat. She swallowed every last bit without hesitation before finally pulling away, wiping at one corner softly afterwards where some of my boyfriend’s cum had escaped.

      Then, Sienna began stroking his cock, making it hard almost instantly—a talent I never possessed. She positioned herself over him, her eyes locking with mine for a brief moment. There was a challenge there, a silent question of whether I was going to stop her. I hesitated, my breath catching in my throat, and in that moment of indecision, she lowered herself onto him.

      Liam’s sharp intake of breath mirrored my own. His hands instinctively went to her waist, gripping her as she began to move. I could see the way his body tensed, the way his jaw clenched as he tried to keep control. My stomach twisted with a mix of jealousy and arousal, the two emotions tangling in a way that left me feeling both hot and cold.

      “Eva,” Liam murmured, his voice strained. His eyes flicked to me, searching for permission or reassurance—I wasn’t sure which. I couldn’t find the words to respond. Instead, I just nodded, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed so tightly that my knuckles turned white.

      Sienna’s movements were deliberate, almost hypnotic. She arched her back, her hair falling over her shoulders as she leaned forward, her hands pressing against Liam’s chest for balance. Her moans filled the room, soft at first but growing louder as she lost herself in the rhythm. It was impossible to look away.

      I felt like an intruder in my own space, watching something so intimate yet feeling so detached. My jealousy burned hotter with every sound she made, every gasp that escaped Liam’s lips. But there was something else too—something darker and more primal stirring inside me. I hated how much it turned me on.

      “Liam,” Sienna whispered, her voice low and sultry. “You feel so good.”

      His hands tightened on her hips, his breathing ragged. “Sienna,” he groaned, his voice barely recognizable.

      I felt a pang in my chest at the way he said her name, like it was something sacred. She leaned down then, capturing his lips in a heated kiss that made my stomach churn. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My body was frozen in place, caught between wanting to stop them and needing to see how it would end.

      When Sienna finally pulled back, her cheeks were flushed and her lips swollen. She looked at me again, a sly smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Your turn,” she said softly, sliding off him and gesturing for me to take her place.

      My heart pounded as I hesitated. Liam reached for me then, his hand warm against my arm as he pulled me closer. “Eva,” he whispered, his voice rough with desire. “Come here.”

      I let him guide me onto the bed, my body trembling as I straddled him. His hands moved to my hips, grounding me as our eyes locked. For a moment, it was just us—the two of us together like we had been so many times before.

      But then Sienna’s presence loomed behind me, her hands trailing up my back before she leaned in close to whisper in my ear. “Let me see you come around your boyfriend’s big dick.”

      And that was all it took before I practically convulsed above him, the greatest orgasm of my life sweeping through me.

      Once I’d finished coming down, Liam rolled me onto my back, kissing me passionately. “This is amazing,” he said. “You are amazing.”

      I met Sienna’s gaze over his shoulder. Only she seemed to witness the storm raging inside me. The one I wanted to fuel. The one I wanted to see through.

      Sienna laid beside me with a smile and spread her legs, inviting him for round two. This time, presumably, to let him finish in her.

      Liam then positioned himself above Sienna and gripped Sienna’s hips. He lay her back against the bed and she landed with a giggle. I watched as he stroked his engorged cock over her pussy before rubbing the tip of it between her folds.

      She was smiling and moaning. I was so turned on and yet so jealous simultaneously.

      I couldn’t look away.

      He lined himself up and pressed into her slowly, a groan escaping his lips as he did. He was gentle at first, easing in inch by inch until he was fully inside her. Sienna’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering shut as she adjusted to him. I could see her hands gripping the sheets, her chest rising and falling in shallow breaths.

      Liam paused for a moment, his gaze flickering to me. There was something in his eyes—a question, maybe, or an apology—but I didn’t say anything. I just nodded, my heart pounding in my chest as I watched him start to move.

      It was slow at first, tentative almost, but then Sienna arched her back and moaned, and something shifted. Liam’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Sienna’s gasps and Liam’s low groans.

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My jealousy burned hot, but so did my arousal. My hands moved almost instinctively, one cupping my breast while the other slipped between my legs. I was wet—so wet—and every time Liam slammed into Sienna, it felt like he was fucking me too.

      Sienna’s eyes fluttered open, and she reached out for me. “Eva,” she breathed, her voice shaky but insistent. “Come here.”

      I hesitated for a moment, my hand stilling between my legs, but then I crawled over to her. She pulled me down, guiding my mouth to her nipple while her other hand tangled in my hair. I sucked gently at first, teasing the hardened peak with my tongue before taking more of her into my mouth.

      Her moans grew louder, more desperate as Liam continued to pound into her. I could feel her body trembling beneath me. Every time he thrust forward, she shuddered against both of us. Finally she cried out sharply – head thrown back and fingers clutching tightly onto whatever they could reach. She came hard around his cock while he grunted through clenched teeth. I could imagine him spilling inside of her bareback with no condom.

      Morning light spilled through the gaps in the hotel curtains, painting golden streaks across the tangled sheets. The room smelled of skin and sweat, of something indulgent and irreversible. My body ached in places I hadn’t expected, my mind sluggish but restless, replaying the night in hazy flashes.

      Beside me, Liam stirred, his arm still draped loosely over my waist. His breath was warm against my shoulder, steady, familiar—but everything else felt different. Charged.

      And then there was Sienna.

      She lay sprawled across the bed, one leg kicked free of the covers, the rise and fall of her breath slow and content. Her dark hair fanned across the pillow, lips slightly parted, blissfully unaware of the quiet storm building between Liam and me.

      I turned my head, meeting his gaze. He looked as wrecked as I felt—barely awake, but completely aware. Reality settled in, thick and heavy. This wasn’t just a passing fantasy anymore. It had happened. We had let it happen.

      I swallowed, unsure of what to say. Would this be something we laughed about later, a wild indulgence we’d tuck away in the back of our minds? Or had we just opened a door neither of us was ready to close?

      Liam’s fingers brushed against mine, hesitant but there. We didn’t speak, just lay there, tangled and speechless, the weight of the night still wrapped around us.

      A soft sigh broke the silence.

      Sienna stretched, languid and unhurried, her bare shoulders catching the morning light as she shifted onto her side. Her eyes fluttered open, a teasing smile curving her lips as she took us in.

      “So…” she murmured, voice husky with sleep. “Breakfast or round two?”

      Heat curled low in my stomach, my pulse stuttering. Liam exhaled sharply, a huff of a laugh that wasn’t quite sure what it wanted to be.

      I glanced at him. He glanced at me.

      We smirked—uncertain, tempted, and completely ready for whatever came next.
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