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      Cassie hadn’t expected her to be so… radiant.

      The girl standing at the door was twenty-two, maybe twenty-three, with tousled honey-blonde hair, a smattering of freckles across her sculpted nose, and legs that went on for miles beneath a gauzy sundress that clung to her like sin. She had the kind of body that made you look twice—tight waist, high, perky breasts, a confident curve to her hips—and the kind of eyes that knew exactly the effect she had.

      Cassie forced a smile and stepped aside. “You must be Chloe.”

      “I am,” Chloe purred, brushing past her with a little too much hip. Her perfume followed—a blend of jasmine and something warmer, muskier. “Thank you for having me. I’m so excited.”

      Cassie’s husband, Ben, stood as Chloe entered the living room, his laptop still open on the coffee table. He offered his hand, but Chloe didn’t take it right away. She just smiled—wide, white teeth, full glossy lips—and gave him a look Cassie hadn’t seen in years. One that said, I could ruin you if I wanted to.

      “You must be the lucky husband,” Chloe said, finally shaking his hand—though it looked more like she was testing how long she could hold it without it being inappropriate. “Wow. You’re even more handsome than your photo.”

      Cassie’s stomach gave a subtle twist.

      Ben chuckled awkwardly. “Thanks. You’re… very kind.”

      “Kind,” Chloe echoed, releasing his hand. “That’s not usually the word people use.”

      Cassie arched a brow. “What do they use?”

      Chloe turned that dazzling smile on her. “Honest. Direct. Teasing, if I like someone.”

      Cassie crossed her arms and leaned a shoulder against the wall. “And do you… like us?”

      Chloe’s gaze dropped—slowly, blatantly—to Cassie’s neckline, then up again, lingering just a little too long on her mouth. “I do.”

      Cassie didn’t blink. “Then let’s keep it professional.”

      Something flickered in Chloe’s eyes—amusement, maybe. Or challenge. But she nodded, perching on the edge of the couch like it was a throne. She didn’t cross her legs modestly. She let them drift apart just enough to be suggestive without breaking any rules.

      Cassie sat across from her and opened the folder in her lap, but her attention kept drifting. Chloe was the opposite of every one they'd interviewed. Polished but not prudish. Confident. Almost too comfortable. And it wasn’t just Cassie who noticed.

      Ben kept stealing glances. At her legs. Her mouth. The curve of her chest when she leaned forward to speak. And Chloe noticed that too.

      “So…” Cassie flipped to Chloe’s resume. “You’ve done live-in work before?”

      Chloe nodded, twisting a lock of hair around her finger. “Two years with the Hartleys in Denver. I handled scheduling, errands, meal prep—kept the house running while they worked insane hours.”

      Cassie raised a brow. “And you stayed on-site?”

      “Full-time,” Chloe said, smiling. “They had twins. Both lawyers. Total chaos. I was basically the glue holding their lives together.” She shrugged, casual. “But they moved to London, and I wasn’t ready to leave Colorado.”

      Cassie caught the flick of Chloe’s foot beneath the table, her painted toes brushing the edge of the rug—just barely missing Ben’s leg. He shifted in his seat.

      “Doesn’t it ever get… too close? Living with the people you work for?” Cassie asked, pretending to skim the page, even as her voice grew tighter. “Wouldn’t it be easier to keep work and home separate?”

      Chloe’s smile curled, slow and deliberate. “I like the intimacy of it. Getting to know a household’s rhythms. The quiet things. The habits. The secrets.” Her tongue flicked across her bottom lip, quick and wet. “Makes it easier to… fit in.”

      Cassie’s eyes narrowed. That wasn’t casual. That was deliberate.

      Then Chloe turned to Ben.

      “You’re lucky, you know,” she said sweetly. “A house like this. A beautiful setup. A wife like…” Her gaze slid back to Cassie, slowly trailing down her bare legs, then rising again with lazy confidence. “…that.”

      Cassie’s mouth went dry.

      Ben gave a strained laugh. “Yeah. I know.”

      There was a beat of silence. Not awkward. Charged.

      Cassie set the folder aside. “So Chloe, what would your day-to-day look like, ideally?”

      Chloe answered smoothly—structured mornings, light meal prep, interactive playtime, bedtime routines. All the right answers. All delivered with that same flirtatious ease, like she was barely trying. Like she didn’t have to.

      When the interview ended, Cassie walked her to the door. Ben stayed behind, clearly grateful for the excuse to compose himself. Chloe’s hips swayed as she stepped through the threshold, sunlight catching the fine gold chain glinting against her collarbone.

      She turned in the doorway, looking at Cassie with a slow, unreadable smile.

      “I hope I make the cut,” she said, her voice low and velvet smooth.

      Cassie tilted her head. “We’ll be in touch.”

      And then she was gone, her sandals clicking down the walkway like the start of trouble.

      Cassie closed the door slowly, then leaned against it, her pulse thudding in her throat. Her eyes stayed closed for a beat longer than necessary. Then she turned and walked back into the living room.

      Ben was still sitting on the couch, trying—badly—to look casual. “So… what do you think?”

      Cassie didn’t answer right away. She sat beside him, her body humming. Not with anger. Not exactly.

      “She’s bold,” she murmured.

      Ben cleared his throat. “She’s definitely…”

      “You wanted her.”

      Ben blinked. “Cass—”

      “I saw you.”

      He opened his mouth, but she cut him off with a look.

      Cassie leaned back, her tone almost thoughtful. “You think I didn’t notice the way she looked at you?”

      Ben ran a hand down his face. “I wasn’t trying to—”

      “It’s okay,” Cassie said softly, surprising them both. “She is hot.”

      Ben glanced at her, wary. “Yeah?”

      Cassie smiled—slow, wicked. “But she’s also a tease.”

      Ben stared. “You didn’t like her?”

      “Oh, I didn’t say that.” Cassie’s gaze drifted to the window. Chloe was gone now. But her perfume still lingered.

      “In fact, on the contrary. I think I just found the perfect caretaker.”
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        * * *

      

      Three weeks in, Chloe had the routine down to a science.

      Mornings were quiet, structured. Chloe made herself indispensable—always knowing when to step in, always leaving a trail of soft warmth and calm behind her. Chloe never lost her temper, never raised her voice. She was efficient. Sweet. Responsible.

      And getting bolder by the day.

      Cassie noticed it first in the way Chloe started dressing around the house. At first, it was a pair of cutoff shorts and a tank top. Nothing scandalous, but it showed just enough hip when she bent to gather the clutter on the floor. Then came the braless mornings, the loose camisoles that clung to her chest when she moved. Cassie would find herself staring without meaning to—caught somewhere between irritation and intrigue.

      The next time it was the laugh. That light, musical thing Chloe did when Ben said something dry and forgettable. She’d lean into him when she laughed, a hand resting briefly on his shoulder, sometimes his chest. It always looked innocent. Playful. But Cassie felt the warning bells every time.

      She wasn’t just testing boundaries. She was toying with them.

      Cassie sat on the couch one afternoon, watching through narrowed eyes as Chloe danced around the kitchen, humming to herself while tidying up. Her sundress swished up too high when she twirled. Ben was at the counter, trying not to look. Or maybe pretending not to.

      

      That night, Cassie brought it up. “She’s doing it on purpose,” she said, folding laundry with unnecessary force.

      Ben looked up from his phone. “Doing what?”

      “The touching. The outfits. The ass-wiggle every time she walks past you.”

      He blinked. “She’s not—”

      “She is.” Cassie snapped a pair of socks together and threw them in the basket. “She knows what she’s doing.”

      Ben sighed. “Cass, she’s twenty-two. She probably doesn’t even realize it.”

      Cassie shot him a look. “She knows.”

      He raised his hands. “Okay. But you hired her. You said she was perfect.”

      “She is,” Cassie muttered. “She’s great at her job.”

      She didn’t say the rest. That she wasn’t sure if the problem was Chloe… or the way Cassie kept catching herself watching her.

      By the end of the fourth week, Cassie had stopped pretending it wasn’t affecting her.

      She started lingering more. Pretending to look for laundry while Chloe bent to tidy up in the living room. Watching from the hallway when she laughed a little too loudly at one of Ben’s stories. She told herself it was protective. Cautious. But every time Chloe tilted her head and smiled—slow, knowing—Cassie’s skin prickled with heat.

      It wasn’t jealousy. Not exactly. It was something else.

      Something hungrier.

      One night, when Ben was in the shower, Cassie wandered the upstairs hallway. She passed Chloe’s room, meaning to head to the linen closet.

      The door was ajar.

      She slowed.

      Light spilled across the hallway carpet—soft, golden, flickering slightly from a candle or lamp. Music played faintly. Something slow and moody. She was about to keep walking.

      And then she saw it.

      Chloe was standing in front of her full-length mirror, adjusting the straps of a black lace bra.

      Cassie’s black lace bra.

      The set was unmistakable. It had a sheer floral pattern, high-cut mesh sides, and tiny satin bows. A birthday gift from Ben two years ago. One Cassie rarely wore.

      Chloe was wearing it now. Posing.

      Her back arched as she examined herself, one hand smoothing down her side, then drifting lower, over the matching panties that clung like a second skin. She adjusted them, lifting the waistband higher on her hips, then turned, admiring the view from behind. Her ass was round and perky, the lace framing it like a secret.

      Cassie froze. One hand gripped the edge of the hallway wall.

      She should’ve knocked. Said something. Marched in, demanded an explanation.

      But her legs wouldn’t move.

      Chloe didn’t notice her. She was too caught up in her own reflection, running her fingers down the swell of her breast, pressing her thighs together slowly—like she liked what she saw. She posed with a sultry little smirk, hips cocked, chin tilted.

      Cassie’s breath caught.

      The air felt thicker. Her pulse thrummed in her throat.

      She watched as Chloe turned again, brushing her hair back with both hands, arching her spine to accentuate her breasts, then biting her lip as she gazed at her own reflection.

      Cassie couldn’t breathe.

      It wasn’t just the lingerie. It was the way Chloe wore it. Like she owned it. Like she knew Cassie would be watching.

      Was that why the door was open?

      Her body felt hot. Her skin flushed, prickling in places she hadn’t paid attention to in months. Her thighs tensed. Her breath hitched.

      She should leave.

      Instead, she stayed rooted there, silent and spellbound, as Chloe trailed one hand along her inner thigh—slow, suggestive—and whispered something to herself in the mirror. Cassie couldn’t hear it. She didn’t need to.

      She could feel it.

      The sound of the bathroom door opening down the hall snapped her out of it.

      Cassie stepped back, heart racing, and darted silently toward her bedroom. She didn’t look back. Didn’t speak.

      She just shut the door quietly behind her and stood there, one hand against the wood, chest heaving.

      Ben emerged from the bathroom moments later, towel slung around his hips, rubbing his hair dry.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      Cassie nodded too fast. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

      But she wasn’t tired.

      She was restless. Flushed. And when she changed into her pajamas and crawled into bed beside him, she couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d seen.

      Not just Chloe.

      But the way her own body had reacted.

      The way her hand had lingered at the waistband of her pajama shorts. The way her mind kept replaying the scene behind that cracked door.

      Cassie closed her eyes, swallowed hard, and tried to sleep.

      But she couldn’t forget the look on Chloe’s face.

      Or the feeling of wanting something she knew she shouldn’t.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie didn’t sleep.

      She tossed. Turned. Stared at the ceiling while Ben’s even breathing filled the dark. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw lace. Black lace. Her own lingerie clinging to Chloe’s curves.

      By morning, she was wired—running on caffeine and adrenaline, unsure whether she was furious, flustered, or both.

      Chloe was already in the kitchen when Cassie came down. Hair in a messy bun. Bare feet. She looked wholesome. Innocent. Like any other girl in America.

      Cassie knew better now.

      “Morning!” Chloe chirped.

      Cassie poured her coffee too fast, nearly spilling. “We need to talk.”

      Chloe looked up. Something flickered across her face—surprise, maybe—but it vanished as quickly as it came.

      “Sure.” She wiped her hands on a dishtowel. “Everything okay?”

      Cassie waited until the dishes were cleared. Then she stepped into the hallway, heart hammering, and nodded for Chloe to follow.

      They ended up in the den. Cassie closed the door behind them.

      Chloe leaned against the wall, arms folded. Waiting.

      Cassie didn’t bother with niceties. “Were you in my drawer last night?”

      The question hung there. Direct. Heavy.

      Chloe’s lips curled—soft, unapologetic. “I was.”

      Cassie’s stomach tightened. “You were wearing my lingerie.”

      “Mmhmm.” Chloe pushed off the wall slowly, like she was testing Cassie’s space. “You’ve got great taste. Couldn’t resist.”

      Cassie blinked. “You couldn’t resist?”

      Chloe stepped closer, and now her voice dropped just slightly—softer, lower. “It was right there. Silk. Lace. Your scent still on it. You really expect me not to be curious?”

      Cassie stiffened. “That’s not the point.”

      “Isn’t it?” Chloe tilted her head, just enough to make her ponytail sway. “You watched me.”

      Cassie’s throat caught. “Excuse me?”

      “The door was open. On purpose.” Chloe’s lashes lowered, her mouth pulling into a small, sinful smile. “I didn’t hear you knock. Didn’t hear you leave. But I felt you there.”

      Cassie’s pulse thudded. “You left it open on purpose?”

      Chloe shrugged. “Maybe I wanted you to see. Maybe you wanted to be caught.”

      “I didn’t—” Cassie faltered. Her breath caught.

      Chloe closed the space between them. She was close now. Close enough that Cassie could smell the faint coconut in her hair. See the flecks of amber in her eyes. The pink gloss on her full lips.

      “You didn’t say stop,” Chloe whispered.

      Cassie’s body tensed—every nerve suddenly hyper-aware. The heat from Chloe’s skin. The way her voice slid over her like velvet. The ache low in her belly she didn’t want to name.

      “I was shocked,” Cassie muttered.

      “But not angry,” Chloe countered, her gaze flicking down Cassie’s body, lingering on the edge of her V-neck. “Not really.”

      Cassie took a step back, but it didn’t help. Her back hit the bookshelf. Now she was cornered.

      “This is a job,” Cassie said, her voice tight. “You’re crossing lines.”

      Chloe smiled, slow and daring. “So draw one.”

      Cassie opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Because Chloe hadn’t just crossed a line—she’d blurred it. She’d rubbed right up against it and made it impossible to remember why it was ever there in the first place.

      “You know,” Chloe said, eyes still locked on hers, “I used to wonder what kind of woman you were. You’re so… put together. In control. But that look on your face last night?” Her smile deepened. “God, Cassie. You were hungry.”

      Cassie’s face flushed.

      She pushed past Chloe, needing distance—air, clarity, anything to cut through the electric fog clouding her judgment. She made it to the kitchen before she let herself breathe.

      Behind her, Chloe didn’t follow. Not right away.

      Cassie leaned on the counter, gripping the edge. Her thighs pressed together on instinct, heat blooming where it shouldn’t be. She hated how her body betrayed her. How good it had felt to be wanted like that—even if it was all a game. Even if it was dangerous.

      She’d come down here to assert boundaries. To be the adult. The wife. The woman in charge.

      But Chloe had walked away with the upper hand.
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        * * *

      

      Later that afternoon, Cassie sat at the patio table, pretending to read a magazine. Chloe was inside—cleaning, or maybe pretending to clean. Cassie wasn’t sure anymore what was real and what was performance.

      Ben stepped out with two glasses of lemonade and slid one her way. “You okay?” he asked, sitting beside her.

      Cassie stared straight ahead. “She wore my underwear.”

      Ben choked slightly. “What?”

      “Last night. I saw her. In my black set. In the mirror. Posing.”

      Ben’s jaw flexed. “Did you talk to her?”

      Cassie gave a bitter smile. “I tried.”

      “And?”

      “She admitted it. Didn’t even blink. She wanted me to see.”

      Ben shifted. “Jesus.”

      Cassie glanced sideways at him. “She’s playing with fire.”

      “Should we let her go?”

      Cassie hesitated. Her tongue felt heavy.

      She should’ve said yes. Should’ve insisted. But instead, her thoughts slid back to the way Chloe had looked in the lace. The curve of her mouth. The dare in her eyes. The heat Cassie still couldn’t shake.

      “I don’t know yet,” she whispered.

      Ben looked at her—long and searching—but didn’t push.

      They sat there in silence while the breeze stirred the edge of the magazine and the sun drifted lower in the sky.

      Inside, a shadow moved across the kitchen.

      Cassie knew it was her.

      And for reasons she couldn’t explain—not to Ben, not even to herself—she didn’t look away.
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        * * *

      

      The dishes were done. Chloe had retreated to her room with a novel and a cup of tea like she hadn’t spent the day walking through Cassie’s head on high heels.

      Cassie padded into the bedroom, still in her soft cotton shorts and camisole, her skin warm from the shower. Ben sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling through his phone in the dim glow of the bedside lamp. His hair was damp, the towel around his neck starting to dry. He looked up when she entered, eyes soft, ready to make space for whatever mood she carried.

      Cassie didn’t speak at first. She just walked over to the bed, dropped her towel in the hamper, and crawled beneath the covers. The air between them felt taut—thick with the weight of all the things she hadn’t said.

      Ben set his phone down. “You’ve been quiet since this morning.”

      Cassie stared at the ceiling for a long beat. Her pulse thudded in her throat. She wasn’t sure what she was about to say—only that she couldn’t keep it inside.

      “I saw more than I told you.”

      Ben turned toward her. “What do you mean?”

      “Chloe,” she whispered. “Last night. I didn’t just see her in my lingerie. I watched her. For minutes.”

      Ben blinked.

      “She was posing,” Cassie continued, her voice low and deliberate. “Touching herself. Smiling at her reflection like she knew I was there.”

      He swallowed. Hard.

      “And I didn’t stop her,” she added. “I should’ve. But I didn’t.”

      Ben sat straighter, unsure whether to be alarmed or aroused. “Cass—”

      “I think she wants you,” Cassie said quietly. “I think she’s been playing this whole time.”

      He gave a short, nervous laugh. “She’s young. Maybe she’s just… flirty.”

      “She touches you,” Cassie said. “Laughs at your dumb jokes. Walks around the kitchen in barely-there shorts. That’s not accidental.”

      Ben was silent for a moment. Then, carefully: “Are you jealous?”

      Cassie turned to look at him, her eyes sharp. “No.”

      He arched a brow.

      “I’m… curious,” she admitted.

      Ben stared. “Curious how?”

      Cassie’s heart pounded. Her voice dropped. “If she wanted you—if I said it was okay—would you?”

      Ben’s brows lifted. “Would I…?”

      “If I said I wanted to watch,” Cassie said, barely more than a breath, “would you sleep with her?”

      He was frozen for a moment, like her words had short-circuited something behind his eyes. Then he exhaled—slow, shaky. “Are you serious?”

      “I don’t know.” She bit her bottom lip. “But I can’t stop thinking about it. The way she looked in my clothes. The way she looks at you.”

      Ben stared at her like he didn’t recognize her. But his body was already reacting.

      The blankets shifted. His hand moved under the sheet. Cassie caught the way his biceps flexed—how quickly he hardened.

      “Jesus,” he murmured. “Cass…”

      She leaned over him, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss was hard. Needy. All tongue and teeth and breathless urgency.

      His hands slid up her shirt, palming her breasts, tugging her against him. Cassie gasped into his mouth, grinding against the erection straining beneath his boxers. She could feel his arousal now—hot and pulsing. She knew he was picturing it too. Chloe’s mouth. Chloe’s skin.

      Cassie was.

      He rolled her beneath him, dragging the thin cotton shorts down her legs. She shivered when the night air hit her thighs. His hand slid between them—slick, eager. She moaned before she could stop it, her hips arching up to meet him.

      “Say it again,” he whispered against her throat, voice thick.

      “What?”

      “What you said. About watching.”

      Cassie’s nails dug into his back. “I want to see her with you.”

      He groaned. “Fuck.”

      He shoved his boxers down and sank into her in one rough, desperate thrust. Cassie cried out—half from surprise, half from the surge of heat that ripped through her.

      He didn’t start slow. He couldn’t. It was frantic. Friction and sweat and barely-contained hunger.

      Cassie clung to him, wrapping her legs around his waist as he drove into her. Her breath hitched. Her head spun. Her nails left crescent marks on his skin.

      She closed her eyes—and saw Chloe.

      Standing in the doorway. Watching. Smiling that smug, wicked smile.

      Cassie imagined her fingers sliding under her panties, imagined the way she’d lick her lips as she watched. She pictured Ben’s mouth on her, Chloe’s thighs parting, Cassie sitting back and taking it all in.

      The image pushed her over the edge.

      Cassie came hard, her body trembling beneath him. Ben followed seconds later, groaning into her neck, his body collapsing against hers as he spilled inside her.

      They lay there after, hearts pounding in tandem.

      Neither of them spoke.

      They didn’t have to.

      Because they were both thinking the same thing.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie found Chloe in the kitchen, barefoot in leggings and one of Cassie’s old band tees. She was rinsing out a wine glass, humming something low and sultry under her breath. Her hair was up. Her face fresh. But her eyes—those were the same: alert, amused, waiting.

      “Can I talk to you?” Cassie asked.

      Chloe glanced over her shoulder, smiling like she already knew. “Sure.”

      Cassie led her upstairs. Past the hallway where she’d once watched through a crack in the door. She didn’t stop until they were in the master bedroom.

      Ben was there, sitting on the edge of the bed, silent. Watching.

      Cassie shut the door behind them and turned to Chloe, her heart hammering against her ribs.

      “No more games,” she said. “You want him? Fine. But only if I watch.”

      Chloe blinked once—then smiled slowly, like a cat stretching in a sunbeam. “That’s it?”

      Cassie stiffened. “That’s everything.”

      Chloe stepped closer. Her voice was playful, her tone anything but. “You really think you can sit there and just watch?”

      Cassie’s breath hitched.

      “No touching him,” Chloe said, her voice silk over steel. “No touching yourself. You sit. You watch. You ache.”

      Cassie’s body flushed hot.

      “I promise,” she whispered.

      Ben looked stunned. A little like he couldn’t believe what was happening—and even less like he’d be able to stop it.

      Chloe turned to him slowly, eyes gleaming. “Then let’s begin.”

      She reached for the hem of the oversized tee and peeled it upward, slowly, teasing the line of her stomach first, then the curve of her ribs. Her breasts bounced free, bare and high and perfect. No bra. Just soft, flushed skin and taut, dusky nipples that tightened under the weight of their attention.

      Cassie swallowed hard.

      Chloe didn’t glance at her. Not yet. She let the shirt drop to the floor and then shimmied her leggings down over her hips. No underwear. Of course not.

      Cassie’s pulse roared in her ears.

      Chloe was fully naked now—unhurried, unashamed. She stepped between Ben’s knees and looked down at him like she was choosing whether to devour him whole.

      “Let me,” she murmured.

      Ben’s hands hovered uselessly in the air. He looked over Chloe’s shoulder at Cassie—just once, unsure, seeking permission.

      Cassie sat in the corner chair, her legs crossed tight, jaw clenched. “Go ahead.”

      Chloe smiled at that—that voice, that command—and her fingers slipped into the waistband of Ben’s joggers like she’d been waiting for permission. She didn’t rush. She dragged the fabric down slowly, knuckles grazing his skin, pulling his boxers with them in one teasing motion.

      He sprang free, already thick, already hard.

      Cassie felt it like a punch deep in her belly. Heat surged between her thighs, sharp and urgent.

      Chloe curled her fingers around him, stroking lazily, deliberately. She watched his face as she moved, lips parted, lashes low. Then she bent forward, her hair brushing his stomach as she kissed a trail down his chest—soft lips, hot breath, the edge of her tongue tracing his skin like she was memorizing him.

      She reached his pelvis, licked just beneath his navel, and then her mouth closed around the head of his cock. Slow. Deep. Unapologetic.

      Ben groaned, his body jolting beneath her. His hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white.

      Cassie didn’t blink. Couldn’t.

      Chloe moved with sinfully practiced ease, her head bobbing in a steady rhythm, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper with every stroke. She moaned softly—not for performance, but from pleasure. Like she was enjoying every inch of him. Like this was just the warm-up, and they both knew it.

      She pulled off with a wet pop, her mouth slick, her lips swollen. She looked up at him and smiled—hungry and playful.

      “Lie back,” she said, voice low.

      Ben obeyed without a word, dazed, eyes glazed with need.

      But Chloe didn’t follow him down. Not yet.

      She turned her head instead, gaze sweeping toward the corner of the room—toward Cassie.

      It was the first time she’d looked at her since her clothes came off.

      “You doing okay over there?” she asked sweetly, her voice all sugar and challenge.

      Cassie didn’t speak at first. Her fingers had curled tight into the fabric of the chair. Her nails dug into her thigh, leaving little crescent moons against her skin.

      “Keep going,” she said, her voice strained, breathless.

      Chloe grinned like she’d won something.

      She climbed onto the bed again—slowly, sensually—straddling Ben’s hips with all the ease of a woman who knew exactly how wanted she was. Her hands roamed his chest as she settled above him, her hips rolling once, pressing her wet heat against his shaft but not guiding him in yet.

      Cassie watched, every nerve on fire.

      Chloe leaned forward, bracing herself on Ben’s chest. One hand slipped between their bodies, positioning him. And then—slowly, sinfully—she began to sink down, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her.

      Her head dropped back. A low, hungry moan spilled from her lips.

      Cassie’s mouth fell open.

      Chloe held still at first, adjusting, squeezing around him like she was testing how much he could take. Then she rocked—slow, deliberate circles of her hips that made Ben gasp beneath her.

      She turned her head and found Cassie’s eyes.

      “You like watching?” she asked, voice breathless and low.

      Cassie’s throat was too dry to answer. Her entire body was buzzing, thighs clenching, sweat starting to bead at the base of her neck.

      Chloe smiled, then began to move.

      She started slow—lifting her hips, then dropping them again, her pace measured, teasing. Her breasts bounced with each motion, nipples flushed and tight, her lips parted as soft moans spilled out, growing louder with every thrust. She rode him like she knew he wouldn’t last—but didn’t care.

      Ben groaned beneath her, trying to match her rhythm, his hips bucking up. But Chloe wasn’t having it.

      She grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the mattress, her thighs tightening around him.

      “You don’t come,” she hissed, panting. “Not yet.”

      Ben cursed, grinding his teeth.

      Cassie squirmed in her seat, her body wound tight. Her clit throbbed. Her fingers twitched in her lap, desperate to move. To touch. To relieve the ache.

      But she didn’t.

      She watched.

      Chloe was wild now—her hair a mess of waves falling over her shoulders, her body slick with sweat. She slammed down onto Ben, harder and harder, the sound of skin slapping echoing off the walls. Her pleasure was loud, raw, reckless.

      And then her gaze snapped back to Cassie.

      It stayed there.

      Eyes locked. Breath caught. The room faded, everything collapsing into that connection. That heat.

      Chloe’s lips parted on a silent cry as she came—her body seizing, trembling, her nails dragging down Ben’s chest as her climax overtook her completely.

      Cassie felt the orgasm like it was her own.

      She nearly came just from watching.

      Ben couldn’t hold back. He grunted, bucking beneath her, and Chloe let him. She took it—riding him through it, her body rippling as he filled her.

      For a moment, no one moved.

      Chloe collapsed forward onto Ben’s chest, breathless and smug.

      Then she rolled off, sliding between them on the rumpled sheets, her skin damp and glowing.

      Cassie didn’t speak.

      She couldn’t.

      She sat in the chair, chest heaving, her panties soaked, her thighs clenched.

      She hadn’t touched herself. Hadn’t said a word. But she’d never been more turned on in her life.

      Chloe smiled, lazy and triumphant, and pulled the sheet up over her chest like she belonged there.

      “Sweet dreams,” she murmured, curling into the pillow beside Ben.

      Cassie stayed in the chair a moment longer, heart pounding. She hadn’t climaxed.

      But something inside her had broken open.

      And as she slowly joined them in bed, she knew there was no going back.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie woke to the scent of warm skin and the subtle note of vanilla musk she’d worn for years—her signature. Only it wasn’t coming from her side of the bed.

      She turned, slow and still foggy, to find Chloe nestled between them.

      Not just nestled.

      Curled into Ben’s side like she belonged there. One leg draped over his, her bare arm sprawled across his chest. And that scent—Cassie’s scent—was clinging to her like second skin.

      Cassie’s heart thudded. Chloe was still in their bed.

      Cassie had fallen asleep tangled between two bodies, sated and speechless, her skin humming. She’d expected to wake alone—or maybe with Ben’s arm slung lazily across her. But not this. Not Chloe curled so possessively against him.

      Not wearing her perfume.

      That was new.

      Cassie sat up slowly. “You’re wearing my perfume.”

      Chloe didn’t flinch. She opened one eye and yawned. “I borrowed it.”

      Cassie narrowed her eyes. “Without asking.”

      Chloe rolled onto her back, stretching luxuriously between them. The sheet slipped lower, baring the soft swell of one breast. “You didn’t seem to mind when I borrowed your lingerie.”

      Cassie’s stomach tightened. She knew it wasn’t about the perfume. It was the fact that Chloe had slipped out of bed in the middle of the night only to slip back in like she belonged there.

      Ben stirred beside her, blinking groggily, clearly confused. His eyes darted from Cassie to Chloe and back again. “Did I miss something?”

      “You slept through something,” Cassie muttered, sliding off the bed. She pulled on her robe and cinched it tight.

      Chloe propped herself up on one elbow. “Relax. Your bed’s bigger. And warmer.”

      Cassie crossed the room, pacing. The rules had been clear. The deal was one encounter. Her watching. Chloe taking control. Not for Chloe to stay the whole night. Now… the lines were shifting. And Cassie could feel it.

      She was being tested.

      “Don’t push me,” she said over her shoulder.

      Chloe’s voice came soft and teasing. “Maybe I just want to know how far you’ll let me go.”

      Cassie turned. Chloe was fully awake now, sheet bunched low around her waist, the tip of one finger trailing absent circles across Ben’s abdomen. Her eyes locked on Cassie’s like a dare.

      Ben looked stunned. Aroused. Utterly out of his depth.

      Cassie strode to the foot of the bed, planted her hands on the mattress, and leaned in. “I make the rules.”

      Chloe’s mouth curled. “Do you?”

      Cassie’s voice dropped. “And if I change them…”

      A pause.

      “…you’ll obey.”

      Something electric passed between them.

      Chloe’s breath hitched—just slightly—but the smirk didn’t fade. Instead, she pushed the sheet lower, deliberately exposing more skin. “So what are the new rules?”

      Cassie didn’t answer right away.

      Because she didn’t know.

      Because Chloe had crept beneath more than just their sheets—she’d crept beneath Cassie’s skin, into her fantasies, into that part of her that hadn’t been touched in far too long. And now everything she’d thought she wanted—the control, the boundaries, the safe distance—felt thin. Fragile. Breakable.

      She sat back in the armchair across the room, keeping her tone calm. “Get out of my bed.”

      Chloe rose slowly, the sheet pooling around her as she stood. Her bare skin gleamed in the morning light. She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t blush. She just walked—naked, proud, and deliberate—toward the door.

      But before she stepped out, she turned back.

      “You’re sure you don’t want a taste?” she asked, voice low, thick with heat.

      Cassie met her gaze evenly. “Not yet.”

      Chloe’s eyes sparkled.

      Then she disappeared down the hall, hips swaying like she hadn’t been dismissed—like she’d simply allowed herself to leave.

      Ben sat up slowly, rubbing a hand over his face. “Cass…”

      Cassie didn’t look at him.

      She wasn’t angry.

      She was aroused.

      She just didn’t know what that meant anymore.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie was rinsing blueberries when she heard the sliding door open.

      She didn’t look up. She didn’t need to. She could feel the shift in the air—the sudden temperature drop from outside, the tingle at the back of her neck.

      Chloe was behind her.

      The scent of chlorine hit first, sharp and clean. Then the soft sound of bare feet on tile, followed by the telltale squeak of a dripping bikini. Cassie glanced sideways and saw her reflection in the window glass.

      Chloe was soaked.

      Her bikini clung to her like a second skin—black, minimal, tiny strings cutting across wet curves. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric. Her skin shimmered with water and sun. Her hair, slicked back from her face, dripped in rivulets down her shoulders.

      Cassie tightened her grip on the colander.

      Chloe leaned against the counter. “Pool’s warm today.”

      Cassie didn’t respond.

      Chloe tilted her head. “You could’ve joined me.”

      “I didn’t feel like being watched,” Cassie said coolly.

      “Oh, please,” Chloe murmured. “You love being watched. You just hate admitting it.”

      Cassie turned then, slowly, towel still in hand. She kept her expression neutral. “You’re pushing again.”

      Chloe shrugged, unapologetic. Water rolled down her collarbone and disappeared between her breasts. “I told you. I want to see how far you’ll let me go.”

      Cassie took a slow step forward. “You think I’m weak?”

      Chloe’s eyes gleamed. “I think you’re repressed.”

      Cassie’s breath hitched.

      Chloe stepped in closer, nice and slow, until there was barely an inch between them. The scent of chlorine clung to her skin, warm and sharp, but beneath it was something headier—heat, tension, want.

      Her voice dropped, soft and dangerous.

      “I think you want me too.”

      Cassie’s breath caught. Her mouth parted—but no words came out.

      Chloe reached up, her fingertips brushing lightly behind Cassie’s ear as she tucked a damp strand of hair away. But her fingers lingered—drifting down, tracing the line of Cassie’s jaw with an intimacy that made her skin prickle.

      “You pretend this is about control,” Chloe murmured, eyes locked on hers. “About rules. Boundaries. But I see the way you look at me.”

      Cassie didn’t move. Couldn’t.

      “The way your thighs press together when I talk.” Chloe’s mouth tilted into a slow, wicked smile. “You’re not afraid of what I’ll do to Ben.”

      Her voice lowered to a whisper, so close now that Cassie could feel the words against her lips.

      “You’re afraid of what I’ll do to you.”

      Cassie’s pulse roared in her ears. Something in her chest cracked wide open.

      She snapped.

      In one sharp, unthinking moment, she surged forward and grabbed Chloe’s face, her fingers threading into her wet hair, her mouth crashing against hers.

      It wasn’t gentle.

      It wasn’t a question.

      It was months of frustration and denial and late-night hunger poured into one fierce, desperate kiss.

      Chloe gasped against her mouth, startled—but only for a heartbeat. Then she melted into it, her hands sliding around Cassie’s waist, fingers slipping beneath the robe to splay across her bare back.

      Their bodies came together in a slick, breathless tangle—skin to skin, thigh to thigh. Cassie’s robe fell open slightly, unnoticed, her breasts brushing against Chloe’s as she deepened the kiss, tongue slick and demanding.

      Chloe moaned into her mouth. Her hips rolled forward, pressing heat against heat, her body arching like she wanted more—all of it.

      Cassie took it. Owned it. Devoured her.

      It was a power struggle disguised as seduction, and Chloe didn’t try to win. She let herself be kissed. Claimed. Shaken.

      Cassie finally pulled back, her breathing ragged, her hands still fisted in Chloe’s hair.

      “This doesn’t change anything,” she said, voice low and shaking.

      Chloe’s lips were swollen and slick, her pupils wide. She smiled slowly, licking her lower lip.

      “Sure it doesn’t.”

      Cassie stood there, trembling. Her heart pounded. Her thighs clenched. Her mouth still burned from the kiss.

      She turned away before she could betray anything else, grabbing a towel just to have something in her hands. Her fingers shook as she gripped the edge of the sink, pretending to breathe like normal.

      Behind her, Chloe said nothing.

      Just padded off barefoot toward the stairs, hips swaying, leaving a trail of water, temptation—and triumph—in her wake.
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        * * *

      

      In fact, everything had changed.

      Cassie could feel it in her bones—like the shift in air before a storm breaks. She’d kissed Chloe. Claimed her, even for just a moment. And Chloe had let her. No, not let—wanted.

      Now there was no going back.

      That night, she didn’t wait for chance or for Chloe to creep into their bed like she had before. She invited her.

      With intention.

      The lights were dim, the sheets freshly changed. Cassie sat in the center of the bed in nothing but a thin silk robe, cinched at the waist, her legs tucked beneath her. Ben was to her right—shirtless, already hard beneath his boxers, equal parts confused and aroused.

      Chloe stepped through the door in silence.

      She wore a simple camisole and shorts, her golden hair loose around her shoulders, bare feet whispering across the floor. Her eyes flicked from Ben to Cassie—and something wicked curled in her lips.

      “We doing this again?” she asked softly, stopping at the foot of the bed.

      

      Cassie gave a slow nod. “Yes. But this time…”

      She opened her robe.

      Chloe’s breath caught. Beneath the silk, Cassie wore nothing.

      “I’m not just watching anymore,” Cassie said.

      Chloe tilted her head. “What am I supposed to do with that?”

      “Get on the bed.”

      Chloe obeyed, crawling forward with a sensual slowness that made Cassie’s thighs clench. The mattress dipped beneath her weight. She stopped just in front of Cassie, eyes locked.

      “I thought I wasn’t allowed to touch you,” she whispered.

      Cassie reached out and tucked a strand of Chloe’s hair behind her ear. “I’m rewriting the rules.”

      Chloe smiled, but it faltered slightly—just enough to show the effect Cassie still had.

      “Take off my robe.”

      Chloe’s fingers moved, undoing the tie, peeling the silk back from Cassie’s shoulders, revealing soft curves, flushed skin, hardened nipples. She didn’t speak. Just watched with hooded eyes as Cassie sat bare and still, regal and ready.

      “Now yours,” Cassie murmured.

      Chloe pulled her top off slowly, followed by her shorts, her skin golden in the low light. Ben shifted beside them, eyes wide, chest rising faster with every second.

      Cassie turned to him. “Stay still.”

      He nodded—barely breathing.

      Then Cassie looked back at Chloe.

      “Undress him.”

      Chloe’s grin returned, sultry and sharp. She turned to Ben and climbed over him, straddling his thighs as her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers. She tugged them down, freeing him, already achingly hard.

      Cassie watched as Chloe leaned forward, her hair falling like a curtain as her lips brushed the tip of his cock. She kissed it, soft and slow, then licked—one long, deliberate stroke of her tongue that made Ben groan.

      Cassie’s hand drifted to Chloe’s back. She traced the line of her spine, the dip of her waist, then tugged her back by the hair.

      Chloe gasped as Cassie pulled her up—and kissed her.

      This time, it wasn’t sharp or dominant. It was deep. Hungry. Their mouths met and melted. Chloe moaned into it, shifting closer, pressing their naked breasts together.

      Cassie’s hands cupped Chloe’s ass as she pulled her forward, onto her lap.

      Ben sat there, watching, hands clenched at his sides.

      Chloe straddled Cassie’s thighs now, wet and warm. Cassie kissed her again, slower, her fingers trailing down the slick heat between them.

      “You’re already soaked,” Cassie murmured against her lips.

      “I’ve been soaked since this morning,” Chloe breathed. “Since you kissed me in the kitchen.”

      Cassie smiled—and slipped two fingers inside her.

      Chloe shuddered.

      Ben groaned, his cock twitching.

      Cassie looked at him. “You want a taste?”

      He nodded, helpless.

      Cassie didn’t rush.

      She guided Chloe back toward Ben with slow, coaxing touches—her fingers still gliding in and out of her, slick and deliberate. Chloe’s breath hitched, her legs wobbling slightly as Cassie withdrew, letting her fingertips trail teasingly over her inner thighs.

      “Straddle his face,” Cassie murmured, her voice low and firm.

      Chloe hesitated only a beat, her body already responding. She crawled forward, climbing over Ben, then lowered herself down until her thighs framed his face. She braced her palms on the headboard, her back arched beautifully, breath coming in shallow gasps.

      Ben groaned beneath her as his mouth met her heat. His tongue began to move—slow and eager at first, then deeper, more insistent as Chloe rocked against him, moaning aloud.

      Cassie watched.

      She drank in the way Chloe’s back rippled with each movement, the subtle shake in her thighs as her body gave in to pleasure. Cassie crawled up behind her, her lips ghosting over Chloe’s spine, her hands sliding along the soft curve of her hips.

      Chloe shivered at the contact.

      Cassie wrapped her arms around her waist and pulled her closer, pressing a kiss just below her shoulder blade, then another, a trail of heat moving up her back. Her hands drifted higher, cupping Chloe’s breasts from behind, thumbs circling over her nipples until they hardened beneath her touch.

      Chloe whimpered. Her hips bucked.

      Cassie smiled against her skin and pinched—just enough to make her cry out.

      “You like this?” Cassie whispered into her ear, her breath hot against her cheek. “Being shared like this?”

      Chloe’s voice was already ragged. “Yes—fuck, yes—”

      Cassie trailed kisses down her spine, then shifted lower, sliding away from Chloe’s trembling body. She moved between Ben’s legs, stretching out on her stomach, her cheek brushing the inside of his thigh.

      He was already rock hard. Aching.

      Cassie wrapped her hand around him, stroking slowly—purposefully—while her tongue flicked over the tip, tasting the salt and need there. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, inch by inch, her lips gliding down until her nose met skin.

      Ben groaned, his hips twitching.

      Cassie pulled back just enough to breathe, her lips slick with arousal, and began a steady rhythm—stroking, sucking, teasing him while Chloe writhed above.

      She looked up.

      Chloe was unraveling—panting, grinding, one hand clutching the headboard while the other twisted in the sheets. Sweat glistened on her chest, her nipples flushed and stiff, her thighs shaking from the effort of holding herself up.

      Cassie reached up with one hand, fingers slipping between Chloe’s folds, circling her clit with practiced ease. She worked her in perfect time with Ben’s tongue, and together they drove Chloe to the edge.

      Chloe cried out—loud, breathless, raw.

      Her body tensed for one long second, then shattered. She came with a full-body tremor, her thighs clamping around Ben’s face, her spine bowing, a helpless moan ripping from her throat as she collapsed forward onto his chest, completely undone.

      Cassie didn’t stop stroking Ben.

      But her eyes were on Chloe—watching her fall apart, watching her melt into the space between them.

      The balance had shifted. And Cassie had never felt more in control.

      Cassie crawled back up the bed, her slick fingers trailing slowly along the curve of Chloe’s thighs. Chloe was still panting, stretched out and glowing, her skin flushed and damp. Cassie paused to press a kiss to the small of her back—tender, reverent—before moving higher, brushing her lips up along her spine.

      Ben’s eyes tracked her the entire way. Wide. Wild. Desperate.

      Cassie met his gaze and whispered, “Now me.”

      She lay back into the pillows and reached for Chloe—pulling her close, curling her fingers behind her neck, guiding her down until their mouths nearly met.

      “Touch me,” Cassie breathed.

      Chloe didn’t need to be told twice.

      She dipped her head, warm breath brushing over Cassie’s breast before her mouth found it—kissing, sucking gently, then teasing with her teeth. Cassie arched, gasping, her hands threading into Chloe’s hair.

      Her body was already buzzing, every nerve sensitized, every inch of her skin hungry for more.

      She felt the bed shift as Ben moved behind her, his hand skimming up her thigh, spreading her open. His cock pressed against her slick heat, and for a moment, he just held there—waiting.

      Cassie whimpered. “Please.”

      Ben thrust into her with one deep, steady stroke that made her cry out, her head tipping back as her hips rocked into his. The fullness. The stretch. The delicious, aching friction. He groaned low in her ear, gripping her hips to hold her steady.

      Chloe’s lips moved to her other breast, then down—feathering kisses along her ribs, her stomach, the inside of her thigh. Her fingers traced lazy circles across Cassie’s skin, dipping between her folds, spreading her open so Ben could sink deeper.

      Cassie moaned into the mattress, caught between the two of them—Ben’s body driving into her from behind, Chloe’s mouth worshipping her like she was something sacred.

      She was the center of it all.

      Owned. Adored. Open.

      The rhythm built—Ben’s thrusts getting harder now, slapping skin to skin, Chloe’s tongue flicking over Cassie’s clit with soft, maddening precision. Cassie shook, her legs trembling, her body burning up from the inside out.

      “Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Please, don’t stop—”

      Chloe didn’t.

      Her fingers slid inside just as Ben pulled back and pushed deeper again, perfectly in sync. The pleasure twisted tighter, higher, until Cassie couldn’t breathe.

      She shattered.

      Her body seized with a cry, thighs shaking, heat exploding through her as the orgasm ripped through her like a flood.

      And then Chloe kissed her.

      Softly.

      Once.

      Then again.

      And again.

      Cassie clung to her, still shaking, the world fading to haze and heartbeat and heat.

      Ben came seconds later, groaning against her shoulder, his body jolting as he spilled inside her, his arms closing around both women like he never wanted to let go.

      They collapsed in a tangle of skin and breath and sweat, the sheets twisted beneath them, the air thick with everything that had just changed.

      And she’d never felt more alive.

      They collapsed together—sticky, breathless, tangled in limbs and heat and slick skin. Chloe curled beside Cassie, head on her shoulder, fingers still trailing over her stomach. Ben lay behind her, his arm draped around both of them.
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        * * *

      

      The scent of coffee and something buttery pulled Cassie from sleep. She stretched, sore in all the right ways, and slipped on a robe—though she left it untied.

      Padding into the kitchen, she paused in the doorway and smirked.

      Chloe stood at the stove, completely naked. Hair tousled, one hip cocked, flipping pancakes like she hadn’t just spent the night wrecking Cassie’s world. Her skin still bore faint fingerprints. Her thighs gleamed.

      Cassie stole a piece of toast from the plate and leaned against the counter.

      Chloe turned, completely unbothered to be naked and cooking, like this had always been her place.

      Cassie took a bite, eyes raking over her with slow amusement.

      “So this is how it’s gonna be now?”

      Chloe grinned. “You complaining?”

      Cassie smirked. “Not yet.”

      She stepped closer, voice low. “But next time… I’m picking the lingerie.”
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