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Chapter 1: Good Morning
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Gabe woke first, the way he often did on Saturdays. Sunlight was already slipping through the gap in the curtains, painting a soft stripe across the bed. Cindy was still curled against him, one arm draped over his chest, her breathing slow and warm against his shoulder.

He did not move right away. Instead he just lay there, feeling the solid, familiar weight of her and the quiet buzz of energy that had somehow settled in both of them overnight. No grogginess. No heavy limbs. Just a clean, bright sort of readiness, like the day had already decided to be good.

Gabe shifted a little, and she made a soft sound, half protest, half contentment, before her eyes fluttered open.

“Morning,” Cindy murmured, voice still thick with sleep. Then she smiled, the kind that always hit him square in the chest. “You’re looking at me like you won something.”

“I did,” he said. “I woke up next to you.”

Cindy grunted, but she did not pull away. Instead she wriggled closer, tucking her face into the side of his neck. “Smooth talker. What time is it?”

“Does it matter? It’s Saturday. We have nowhere to be.”

Cindy stretched, long and lazy, then propped herself up on one elbow so she could look at him properly. Her hair was a mess, sticking up on one side, and somehow that only made her more endearing. “True. So what do you want to do with our glorious free day, Gabriel?”

He grinned at the full name. She only used it when she was feeling playful. “I asked you first.”

“No you didn’t.”

“Pretty sure I did.”

“You did not. You just said we have nowhere to be. That is not a plan.”

Gabe laughed and rolled onto his side so they were face to face. “Fine. What do you want to do?”

Cindy considered it, tapping a finger against her lips. “Hmm. I honestly have no idea. Breakfast? A walk? Stay in bed until noon and then pretend we meant to be productive?”

“All excellent options,” he said. “I’m leaning toward the last one, but I could be persuaded.”

She poked his chest. “Of course you are. You’re the king of the ‘do nothing’ day.”

“And yet you married me anyway,” Gabe replied.

“Someone has to keep you from turning into a permanent blanket burrito.”

They lay there trading easy jabs for a while, the kind of back-and-forth that had become second nature after years together. Nothing heavy. Nothing planned. Just the two of them enjoying the simple fact of a free morning and each other’s company. Gabe felt that same unusual energy humming under his skin, and he could see it in her too. Her eyes were bright. Her smile came easily. Even the way she shifted under the covers felt light and restless in the best way.

Eventually Cindy sat up, the sheet falling to her waist. She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stretched her arms overhead with a happy little sigh. “Okay. New plan. We get up, we make coffee, and then we figure out the rest. Deal?”

“Deal,” Gabe said, still lying there, watching her.

She stood and padded barefoot toward the doorway, pausing to glance back at him with a teasing smile. “You coming, or are you going to stay in bed and plot more ways to do nothing?”

He smiled back, but his gaze had drifted lower without him quite meaning it to. Her feet moved lightly across the hardwood, toes flexing against the cool floor as she walked. Something about the simple, ordinary sight held his attention a moment longer than it should have.

Cindy paused in the doorway. From the corner of her eye she caught the direction of his look, the quiet focus on her feet. A small, private smile tugged at the corner of her mouth, but she did not turn fully or say anything. She simply stepped out into the hallway, leaving him none the wiser that she’d noticed anything at all.
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Chapter 2: After Breakfast
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The kitchen still smelled of coffee and toast. Gabe stood at the sink, rinsing a plate while Cindy moved around the table collecting the rest of the dishes. She had changed into an old T-shirt and soft shorts, hair pulled up in a messy knot, and the extra energy from the caffeine was obvious. She bounced a little on the balls of her feet as she worked, humming under her breath.

“So,” she said, setting a couple of mugs beside the sink, “we never actually decided what we’re doing today.”

Gabe shut off the water and turned, drying his hands on a towel. “True. Any brilliant ideas after coffee?”

“More than before,” she said, grinning. “I feel like I could run a marathon or reorganize the entire closet or both. What about you?”

“Still open to suggestions.” He watched her circle the table one more time, bare feet quiet on the tile. His eyes followed the easy movement of her toes without thinking about it. She noticed. He could tell the second it happened, the way her steps slowed for half a second before she kept going as if nothing had changed.

Cindy set the last plate down and leaned a hip against the counter, facing him fully. Her smile had turned sly and bright.

“Tell me,” she said, voice light and curious, “how much would you like it if I gave you a footjob?”

Gabe froze. The towel hung forgotten in his hands. For a second he was sure he had misheard her.

There was a short silence.

“...What?” Gabe finally responded.

Cindy’s smile widened. She looked even happier now, almost delighted by his reaction. “How much would you like it if I gave you a footjob?”

Heat rushed up his neck and into his face. He felt the blush settle in and stayed where he was, staring at her.

“Very much,” he managed. “Why, are you being serious?”

“Yes.” She tilted her head, still watching him with that same playful energy. “Do you want one?”

Gabe swallowed. “Yes.” He still half thought she was only teasing him.

“Good,” she said, soft and pleased. “Then come.”

She reached out, took his hand, and led him out of the kitchen toward the bedroom.

Gabe had no idea where this had even come from. But he wasn’t going to sit around and question it.

The two walked off together, without another word.
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Chapter 3: The Bed
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Cindy pushed the bedroom door open with her free hand and tugged Gabe inside after her. The moment the door clicked shut she let out a bright little giggle, the kind that always made him feel like they were about to get away with something fun.

“Strip,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “All of it. Now.”

Gabe’s hands went to the hem of his shirt before his brain fully caught up. He pulled it over his head and dropped it on the floor, then worked open his jeans. A small flutter of nerves sat low in his stomach even though this was his wife, the woman who knew every inch of him. They had never done this particular act before. Nothing even close, actually. That fact kept looping through his head while he pushed his jeans and boxers down and stepped out of them. He stood there naked, already half hard, feeling strangely exposed under her gaze.

Cindy watched him the whole time, smiling like she had just been handed the best present of the day. “Look at you,” she said softly. “You’re actually nervous. That’s adorable!”

He gave a short, self-conscious laugh and climbed onto the bed, settling on his back beside where she stood. The sheets felt cool against his bare skin. He kept his eyes on her, waiting.

Cindy did not rush. She reached for the bottom of her t-shirt and drew it up slowly, revealing the soft curve of her stomach, then the underside of her breasts, then the full sight of them as the fabric cleared her head. She tossed the shirt aside and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts. She slid them down her hips with the same unhurried care, stepping out of them one foot at a time until she stood in nothing but her underwear. Gabe’s breath had gone shallow. He watched every movement, the way her body shifted, the casual confidence in the way she undressed for him.

Cindy paused, one hand on the edge of her panties. “If we are going to do this,” she said, voice light but clear, “you are going to have to help me clean the lube off my feet after.”

“Of course!” The answer came out fast and eager. He meant it. He would have agreed to almost anything right then, regardless of the condition.

She smiled wider, clearly pleased, and peeled the last scrap of fabric down her legs. Now fully bare, Cindy walked over to the nightstand, opened the drawer, and pulled out the small bottle of lube they kept there. She climbed back onto the bed and settled herself near his hips, legs folded comfortably, the bottle resting beside her.

Gabe’s pulse thudded in his ears. He was fully hard now, cock resting against his stomach, and every second of waiting made the ache sharper. Cindy looked down at him, then at her own bare feet. She flexed her toes once, experimentally, and let out another soft giggle.

She shifted closer. The first touch was barely anything, just the warm sole of one foot brushing lightly along the side of his shaft. Gabe’s hips twitched. A low sound escaped him before he could stop it. Cindy’s eyes lit up at the reaction. She did it again, slower this time, dragging the soft underside of her foot from base to tip and then away again. The contact was teasing, deliberate, and nowhere near enough pressure to give him real friction. She repeated the motion with the other foot, alternating light touches that made his cock jump each time.

“You really like that,” she murmured, watching his face.

Gabriel could only nod. Words felt difficult. Every gentle pass of her sole sent a fresh wave of heat through him. She kept the touches light and wandering, sometimes letting her toes skim across the head, sometimes pressing the arch of her foot flat against the underside for a heartbeat before pulling back. She never settled into a rhythm that would push him further. She only explored, learning how he reacted, smiling every time his breath caught or his hands tightened in the sheets.

Gabe’s anticipation climbed higher with every second. His cock was aching, leaking a little at the tip, and still she refused to give him more than those soft, maddening brushes. He wanted her feet wrapped around him. He wanted the slick pressure he knew was coming. Instead she kept him right there on the edge of needing it.

Cindy reached for the bottle of lube. She clicked it open and squeezed a small amount onto the bottom of one sole, then the other, rubbing the clear gel across the soft skin with her thumbs until both feet glistened. She held them up for him to see, toes wiggling, the lube catching the light. Gabe stared, mouth salivating, heart hammering. The sight of her prepared feet, shiny and ready, made the want inside him surge even harder. He was so close to having them on him properly, and the wait had never felt longer.

He could only dream of pressing fast-forward and getting to the action.
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Chapter 4: The Footjob
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Cindy shifted closer on the bed until her hips were nearly level with his. She brought both feet together around his cock, soles soft and already slick from the lube she had just spread. The first real contact made Gabe’s breath hitch hard. Warm, wet skin closed around him from both sides, the pressure gentle at first, almost careful. She held him there for a moment, simply surrounding him, letting him feel the heat and the glide of the gel before she began to move.

She stroked him slowly. Up and down in long, unhurried passes, the arches of both feet working together so that every inch of his shaft was covered. The lube made everything smooth and slippery. Her toes curled lightly at the top of each stroke, brushing the sensitive head before she slid back down again. Gabe’s hands clenched the sheets. A low groan rolled out of him.

“You like that?” Cindy asked, voice soft and teasing. She kept the pace lazy, watching his face the whole time. “Tell me.”

“Yes,” he managed. “Fuck, yes.”

“I know you do.” She smiled, giving him another slow stroke, squeezing a little tighter this time. “I can feel how hard you are. Look at you! Already leaking for my feet.”

She kept the rhythm deliberate, never rushing. The wet sound of the lube filled the quiet room every time her soles softly dragged along his cock. Gabe’s hips wanted to thrust but he forced himself to stay still, letting her control everything. The pleasure built in thick waves. Each pass of her feet sent heat rolling up his spine.

“You’re so lucky right now,” she murmured, still working him with that same slow, steady motion. “Getting both of my feet like this. I bet you wish you could have this more often.”

Gabe nodded hard, eyes half closed, nearly growling. “I do. God, I do.”

“Admit it. You want it even more. Not just this once.”

“It’s true,” he said, voice rough. “I want this more. All the time.”

Cindy’s smile widened. She tightened her feet around him and stroked a little faster, still controlled, still teasing. “That’s what I thought. My naughty boy. You love this, don’t you? You love fucking my feet.”

“Yes,” he groaned. “I love it!”

“You love fucking me in general,” she continued, voice dropping lower, dirtier. “You love burying that cock inside me. You love the way I feel when you cum. And now you get to feel my feet instead. Soft and slick and wrapped around you. Tell me how much you love it.”

“I love it so much,” Gabe gasped. “So much, Cindy... Cindy... fuck...”

She kept talking while her feet never stopped moving. Long strokes. Short ones. Sometimes she paused at the tip and rubbed the head between both soles before sliding down again. The lube had warmed against his skin and everything felt impossibly smooth. Gabe’s breathing grew louder. His thighs tensed. The pleasure kept climbing, slow and relentless.

“You’re such a naughty boy,” she whispered, watching every twitch of his face. “Getting this hard just from my feet. I can feel you throbbing. You want to cum already, don’t you?”

“Yes... yes I do,” Gabe practically growled in response.

“Not yet.” She slowed again on purpose, drawing the strokes out until he was panting. “I want to hear more. Tell me how good it feels. Tell me how much you love having my feet on your cock.”

“It feels incredible,” he said, voice breaking. “Your feet are so soft... so wet... I love it. I love fucking your feet. I love you. Fuck, Cindy. Please don’t stop!”

She rewarded him with a firmer grip and a quicker pace. Both feet worked him in perfect unison, sliding up and down his entire length, toes flexing and squeezing at the top of every stroke. The wet sounds grew louder. Gabe’s head tipped back against the pillow. A sharp cry slipped out of him.

Cindy kept going, dirty talk pouring out of her between breaths. “That’s it. Take it. My feet are going to make you cum so hard. You’re my naughty boy and you’re going to give me every drop. Look at how desperate you are. You’re shaking!”

He was. His whole body trembled. The pleasure had turned sharp and overwhelming. Every stroke of her slick soles pushed him closer. He started making louder sounds, half moans, half shouts, unable to hold them back.

“Beg to cum,” Cindy ordered, her voice firm now even as her feet kept working him hard. She was breathing faster herself, concentrating, struggling a little to keep the steady pressure while his cock jumped and throbbed between her soles. “Do it. Beg or you don’t cum today.”

“Please,” Gabe cried out. “Please let me cum. Please, Cindy! I need it. Please let me cum on your feet! I’m begging. Please... fuck... please...”

“Beg harder.”

“Please! Please let me cum! I’ll do anything. I need to cum. Please, I’m so close. Your feet feel so good. Please let me shoot! Please, Cindy, please—”

She sped up, both feet pumping him in short, tight strokes, the lube making wet, filthy sounds with every movement. Gabe’s back arched. A raw scream tore out of his throat as the orgasm slammed through him. Thick ropes of his seed erupted from his cock, painting her soles, her ankles, the tops of her feet. More landed across his own stomach and thighs. Another pulse hit the sheets beside them. He kept cumming, body jerking, voice breaking into scattered shouts while her feet continued to stroke him through every last spurt until he was spent and shaking uncontrollably.

Cindy slowed at last, still holding him gently between her slick, messy soles, watching the way his chest heaved and his eyes stayed locked on the sight of her covered feet.

She loved seeing the control she had over him.
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Chapter 5: Need More
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Gabe lay there catching his breath while Cindy carefully pulled her feet away. Cum still glistened across her soles and ankles and a few streaks had landed higher on her calves. He reached for the box of tissues on the nightstand, pulled out a thick handful, and started wiping himself down first. The mess on his stomach and thighs came away in sticky clumps. He cleaned what he could from the sheets as well, though a few spots would need more attention later.

When he was mostly decent he shifted closer and gently took one of her feet in his hands. He dabbed at the cum with fresh tissues, careful not to smear it further. Cindy watched him with a soft, amused expression, toes flexing now and then under his touch.

“That was a lot,” she said.

“Yeah.” He kept working, blotting the bottoms of both feet until they were dry enough that she could stand without tracking anything across the floor. “There. Should be good enough for the shower.”

She swung her legs off the bed and stood, testing her balance. “Be right back.”

Cindy disappeared into the ensuite. He heard the water run for less than a minute, the quick splash of her rinsing her feet under the spray, then the soft sound of a towel. When she returned her feet were clean and dry, and she climbed back onto the bed beside him without hesitation. She settled on her side, facing him, the earlier playful energy still present but calmer now.

“So,” she began, stretching a little, “what do you actually want to do with the rest of the day? We still haven’t decided.”

Gabe reached out and pulled her closer until their bodies pressed together. He looked straight into her eyes, voice low and certain.

“Cindy, I need you. Again.”

She blinked, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. “Already?” She was sure he’d need more time for recovery.

Gabe nodded, still holding her gaze. “I know how lucky I am. I can’t let it end here.” His hand slid along her hip, thumb tracing slow circles. “Besides, you haven’t even had any pleasure yet.” He added a small wink.

Cindy’s lips parted. The surprise stayed for another second, then something warmer took its place. She had always loved the way he looked after her, the way he never left her behind. It hadn’t always been that way with previous partners.

The thought of that, combined with the heat still lingering between them, made her pulse pick up. Cindy felt the first real spark of fresh excitement settle low in her belly.

“Okay,” she said softly.

Gabe closed the last bit of distance and kissed her. It started slow, mouths fitting together with familiar ease, but it deepened fast. She opened for him and their tongues met, wet and hungry. His hands moved over her bare back, down to the curve of her ass, squeezing and pulling her tighter against him. She could already feel him hardening again between them.

They kept kissing, the kind of deep, open-mouthed makeout that left them both breathing hard. Gabe’s fingers trailed up her side, brushed the underside of one breast, then cupped it fully, thumb sweeping across her nipple until it tightened. Cindy made a quiet sound into his mouth and pressed closer.

She broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, “Yeah, let’s go again.” 

Gabe answered by kissing her harder, one hand sliding between her legs while the other kept exploring her body. The way he touched her, the focused hunger in every stroke of his tongue and every firm caress of his hands, told her exactly what was coming. She was going to take a good, thorough pounding, and the anticipation of it only made Cindy wetter.
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Chapter 6: Stuffed


[image: ]


Gabe rolled her onto her back and settled between her open thighs. He kissed her again while he lined himself up, the head of his cock sliding through the wetness that had already gathered between her legs. Cindy’s hands gripped his shoulders. She lifted her hips in invitation.

He pushed in slowly at first, giving her time to feel every inch. The tight heat of her wrapped around him and a low groan left Gabe’s throat. Cindy’s mouth fell open against his. A long, shaky moan spilled out of her as he sank deeper.

“Gabe...”

He kept going until his hips met hers, his manhood buried deep inside her. The angle in missionary let him reach extra deep. He stayed there for a moment, fully seated, feeling her walls flutter around him. Then he began to move.

Long, deep strokes. He drew almost all the way out before driving back in, each thrust measured and thorough. The wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the room. Cindy’s moans grew louder with every push. She locked her legs around his waist and pulled him in harder.

“Oh god... right there... fuck!”

“That’s it! Take it. Good girl!” Gabe called out to Cindy.

“Yes sir,” Cindy replied, obedient as she took him.

Gabe braced on his forearms and fucked her steadily, grinding deep at the end of each thrust so the base of his cock rubbed against her clit. Cindy’s head dropped back. Her moans turned into open, broken sounds that rose higher every time he bottomed out inside her.

“Yes... yes... deeper... please...” Cindy continued to beg as she gasped for breath.

Gabe gave her exactly that. He shifted his angle a little and drove in hard, the head of his cock pressing against the sensitive spot deep inside her. Cindy cried out. Her nails dug into his back. He kept the rhythm strong and relentless, hips snapping forward, cock plunging into her over and over. The bed rocked beneath them, each of them hearing the corresponding creaking sounds from the frame and mattress. Cindy’s breasts moved with every impact. She was already soaking, the slickness making every stroke easy and loud.

“Gabe... oh fuck... I’m so full...”

“You feel so good,” he rasped against her ear. “Taking me so deep.” Gabe began to kiss Cindy’s neck.

She answered with a long, rising moan that cracked in the middle. He kept pounding into her, deep and steady, until her thighs started to tremble around him. Then he pulled out completely.

Cindy made a desperate sound of protest. She wasn’t satisfied yet and wasn’t sure what was happening. But before she could say anything Gabe flipped her onto her stomach, then pulled her hips up so she was on her knees, chest still against the mattress. He landed a firm spank on one cheek. The sharp crack cut through the air. Cindy gasped, then moaned when he spanked the other side just as hard.

“Fuck, Gabe...” Cindy trailed off.

He rubbed her pink skin for a second, then lined up and thrust back into her from behind in one smooth motion. The new angle let him go even deeper. Cindy’s cry was loud and raw. 

“Oh fuck! Yes, Daddy,” she instinctively called out to him.

Gabe picked up the pace. Before long, he’d started railing her hard, hips slamming against her ass, cock driving into her with heavy, punishing strokes.

“Yes, baby!” Gabe shouted back.

Soon, Gabe was alternating what he was doing.

Smack! Thrust. Smack! Thrust.

Each slap of his hand was followed by a deep, claiming plunge that forced another loud moan out of her. Cindy pushed back to meet him, voice rising into almost continuous sound.

“Yes... yes... fuck me... harder... oh my God!”

Gabe gripped her hips and truly stretched her from behind. He fucked her fast and deep, the wet slap of skin on skin loud and constant. Her moans turned into sharp cries and drawn-out wails every time he filled her to the brim. He spanked her again, harder this time, and she clenched around him with a broken scream.

“Gabe... Gabe... don’t stop... please don’t stop...”

He didn’t. He kept railing her, cock pistoning in and out of her soaked pussy, the force of each thrust making her whole body rock forward. Her hands balled into fists in the sheets. Her moans grew louder, higher, almost desperate. He reached under her and found her clit, rubbing it in tight circles while he continued to pound her without mercy.

Cindy’s voice began to crack. “I’m... I’m gonna... fuck... Gabe...”

He spanked her one more time and drove in as deep as he could, grinding hard. She came with a long, shaking scream, walls pulsing and squeezing around his cock. He fucked her through it, never slowing, drawing the orgasm out until she was trembling and gasping for air.

Even after the peak faded he kept going, still hard, still slamming into her from behind. Cindy’s moans turned soft and continuous, overwhelmed and blissed out, every deep thrust pulling another sound from her throat. He leaned over her back, one hand still on her hip, the other braced beside her head, and kept destroying her with long, powerful strokes that filled the room with the wet, filthy rhythm of their bodies.

“You take me so well,” he growled against her shoulder. “Still so tight... still so wet...”

She could only moan in answer, voice hoarse, body open and yielding as he continued to fuck her hard and deep from behind. The pleasure kept rolling through both of them, endless and intense, the bed creaking under the force of every thrust.

“Please, Gabe. I want you to cum in me!”

Gabe started to smirk. “Yeah, is that what you want?” He continued stuffing her while waiting for a response.

“Yes! Yes please. Please do it. Please cum in my pussy, Daddy. Show me who owns me.”

Gabe chuckled a bit, proud and smug. Finally, he replied back, “Gladly.”

Cindy screamed at the top of her lungs while Gabe thrusted as deep and as quickly as he could. He wasn’t doing this for Cindy anymore. He was doing this for himself. He wanted to make a mess of her.

“Yes sir! Give it to me! Show me who’s boss!”

Gabe pulled her hair and told her to shut up and take it. Cindy loved being on the receiving end of him.

Before long, Gabe began to call out, “Baby! Baby, yes! Baby, I’m cumming!”

A surge went through his entire body, and suddenly he felt it shooting out of his tip. Gabe was filling her with it, just as she’d asked. And Gabe didn’t stop thrusting until it was all out of him.

When he finally came to a halt, Gabe slowly pulled out.

“How was that, honey?” Gabe grinned as he waited to hear.

“Mmm, fuck. That was amazing, baby.” Cindy smiled back.

From the way she took her time to adjust and turn back over, Gabe knew she was sore from the pounding he’d just given her.

There they lay together, both pleased, completely and utterly satisfied.

And Gabe smiled. So much in fact it was practically stuck there,  glued to his face.

He was still smug. And proud.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7: I Love You
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They stayed tangled together for a long time after the last wave of pleasure faded. Gabe’s breathing slowly evened out against the side of Cindy’s neck. Her fingers traced idle patterns along his back. The room felt quiet and warm, the earlier intensity settled into something soft and steady.

He shifted just enough to look at her face. Her eyes were half closed, cheeks still flushed, a small contented smile curving her mouth. He reached for her hand and laced their fingers together. Her grip was gentle but sure.

“Hey,” he said quietly.

“Hey.”

He brought their joined hands up and pressed a kiss to her knuckles. Then he leaned in and kissed her mouth, slow and lingering. She kissed him back with the same unhurried care, no urgency left, only closeness.

When they parted he rested his forehead against hers. “I love you.”

Cindy’s smile grew. “I love you too.”

“I mean it,” he said. “Every single day. Today especially. You make me feel lucky. You always have.”

She squeezed his hand. “You make me feel safe. And wanted. And completely myself.”

He kissed her again, softer this time, then settled onto his side so they could face each other properly. Their hands stayed linked between them. He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek with his free hand.

“You’re my favourite person,” he told her. “In every way.”

“And you’re mine.” She shifted closer until their knees touched. “Even when you get that look in your eyes and I know exactly where your mind has gone.”

He laughed under his breath. “You noticed.”

“I always notice.” She lifted their joined hands and kissed the back of his. “And I like that I can give you what you want. I like that you want to give me what I need too.”

Gabe nodded, eyes steady on hers. “Always. That’s the deal.”

They lay there trading quiet words of affection, small truths they already knew but still liked hearing out loud. He told her she was beautiful. She told him he was the best part of her days. He told her he was grateful. She told him she felt the same. Every sentence landed gently, settling between them like another layer of warmth.

Eventually Cindy yawned, the sound soft and unguarded. Gabe smiled and pulled the sheet higher over them both. He kept hold of her hand the entire time.

“We still never decided what to do with the rest of the day,” she murmured.

“I think we already accomplished the most important part,” he answered.

She hummed in agreement and closed her eyes, their fingers still intertwined. Gabe watched her for a moment longer, then closed his own eyes too. The afternoon light filtered through the curtains. Outside the world continued on its ordinary Saturday path. Inside the bedroom there was only the quiet certainty of two people who chose each other, over and over, in every way that mattered.

He squeezed her hand once more.

“I love you, Cindy.”

“I love you, Gabe.”

And the two of them spent the rest of their day together, feeling great about the way things were.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this book from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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        Years of unspoken tension. One wine-soaked evening. A single choice that changes their friendship forever.
Diana just wanted a quiet night in with her two best friends. Wine, a perfect cheese board, and comforting gossip were supposed to be the ultimate escape from a tedious week. But the moment Chelsea and Anne walk through the door, the familiar rhythm of their decade-long dynamic shifts.
Behind the laughter, the atmosphere turns electric. Lingering looks cross the kitchen island, inside jokes stretch into charged silences, and casual touches turn into a sudden, undeniable spark. Years of hidden longing rush to the surface, and once the first boundary is crossed, there is no turning back.
Crossing that line risks the deepest bonds they have, but as the clothes come off, the heat between them becomes an absolute wildfire.
FFF: A Lesbian Threesome is a meltingly hot, fast-paced friends-to-lovers romance about three women who finally stop pretending.
Scroll up and one-click this sizzling, high-heat triad romance today!
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