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Chapter One



I gasped as we pulled up behind our realtor and stopped in front of the house. Even from the driveway, it was breathtaking. Elegant. Perfect. I hadn’t even stepped inside, and already I could feel it—the quiet certainty that this might be the one.

Ryan reached over and placed a hand on my shoulder. His palm was warm through the thin fabric of my blouse. “Don’t get too excited yet, Megan,” he said, his tone playful. But there was a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth and a spark in his eyes that told me he was just as taken as I was.

My pulse quickened as I stepped out of the car and into the sunlight. The air smelled faintly of cut grass and jasmine from the garden next door. The house stood tall and white, its dark shutters framing wide picture windows that gave it an old-fashioned grace despite its modern lines. The lawn looked like a golf green, perfectly manicured, and the quiet street meant we’d be close to our jobs without feeling trapped in the city.

We’d been searching for nearly a year, combing through listings and walking through disappointment after disappointment. We wanted something we could grow into, a place that felt like it belonged to us. Our standards were high—especially mine—and though we had the savings to afford our dream home, I’d promised to stay practical. But practicality was slipping fast the longer I looked at this place.

Kimberly stepped out of her car with her clipboard in hand and a knowing smile on her face. She could read us easily. We were glowing. The house wasn’t new, but it was clearly loved, the kind of home that had been cared for. That was good enough for me.

“Follow me,” she said. Her heels clicked against the stone walkway as she unlocked the front door.

The moment I stepped inside, my breath caught. Cool marble stretched across the foyer, gleaming under the sunlight streaming through the tall windows. From where I stood, I could already see straight through the living room to the backyard, where a sparkling blue pool shimmered beneath the afternoon light. The patio was ringed with smooth stone, bordered by a strip of lush green grass, and beyond that stood a tall hedge woven with ivy. It felt private, serene. Almost decadent.

“And this is within our budget?” Ryan asked, his voice low, steadying the room where mine might have squeaked. I was too busy staring.

“Just barely,” Kimberly said with a little grin. “You’re lucky. The owner’s a motivated seller. The couple who owns it got new jobs out of state. Otherwise, I imagine this would’ve gone for much more.”

We followed her through each room, our footsteps echoing softly against the floors. The kitchen was a dream. Marble counters, a waterfall island, bright white cabinets, and stainless-steel appliances that gleamed like they’d never been used. The dining area opened onto the patio through glass doors, flooding the space with light. Everywhere I looked, I saw green and white and marble. Clean, calm, and impossibly beautiful.

The bathrooms were spacious, the showers tiled in soft stone with rainfall heads. The master bath had a deep soaking tub that made my mind flash with images of warm water, candles, and Ryan’s hands sliding over my skin. Everything was immaculate, and for the first time in months, I felt like I could exhale.

By the time we finished the tour, I could hardly keep the smile off my face. “It’s perfect,” I said, gripping Ryan’s hand. He squeezed back, his expression full of the same mix of disbelief and hope.

He handled the counteroffer while I stood there, still half in a daze. Kimberly promised to send everything to the owner and get back to us as soon as possible.

We were giddy as we left, the kind of high that only comes from imagining a future you can almost touch. After dinner, when the wine and excitement had both gone to our heads, Ryan leaned close and whispered against my ear, “What do you say we make use of every room in our apartment while we still have it?”

Heat rushed up my neck. My thighs pressed together, instinctively. I met his gaze, saw the familiar hunger there, and nodded.

We barely made it through the door before he had me pinned against the wall. “It’s beautiful,” I murmured, though I wasn’t talking about the apartment.

He kissed the curve of my neck, his breath hot against my skin. The solid weight of his body pressed me harder into the plaster, and the sound that escaped me was half gasp, half laugh. His hand slipped down to my hips, tugging my skirt higher. When he lifted me, my legs wrapped around him naturally, as though my body remembered this rhythm even when my mind went blank.

The hard length of him pressed against my stomach. I could feel his pulse, steady and urgent. The marble counters, the pool, the dream house—all of it faded to white noise as Ryan’s lips found mine again. And in that moment, there was nothing practical left in me at all.

I’d been in love with Ryan since the day I met him. He was handsome in that clean, confident way that never faded, and he carried himself like someone who knew exactly who he was. We’d been high school sweethearts, inseparable since the first semester of senior year. Somehow, I’d managed to sweep him up before anyone else noticed what a catch he was—especially Brooke.

Brooke had always been my rival. She was sharp, ambitious, and relentless, and she hated losing almost as much as I loved winning. I could still picture her face that day in the hallway, the flash of disbelief when she saw Ryan and me pressed together, kissing against the lockers. It was a look that said everything she never had the guts to say out loud.

Now, years later, I was in our luxury apartment, my back pressed to the wall, my legs around the same man’s waist. We were about to buy our first house together, and the thought of it made everything hotter, more urgent. Ryan’s hands moved over me with the kind of easy familiarity that only comes from years of knowing someone’s body by heart. He unbuttoned his jeans, tugged them low, and freed himself.

My breath caught. Even after all this time, the sight of his cock made me ache. Long, thick, and hard in his hand, it was a secret I still took pleasure in keeping. Brooke would never know how big he was, how heavy he felt inside me, how the broad head of him could make me gasp before he even started to move.

He hooked his fingers into the side of my panties and pushed them aside. The cool air met my skin, followed by the warmth of his touch as he slipped a finger inside me. His thumb brushed lightly over my clit, and I let out a shaky breath.

“Mmm. You’re more than ready for this monster, aren’t you?” he murmured.

I nodded, already lost in the rhythm of his hand. He guided the thick head of his cock to my entrance, teasing me with slow, shallow presses that made me twitch and clench around nothing. Then he pushed in, just enough to make me gasp. The stretch burned in the best way, and my nails bit into his shoulders as he filled me.

Ryan gripped my thighs and lifted me higher, his muscles flexing beneath my hands. My weight rested entirely in his arms, and the sound that escaped me was half moan, half whimper. Every inch of him sank deeper until I felt completely full.

I’d had him a hundred times before, but it never stopped feeling new. Every time he entered me, it was a shock to my senses—the kind of pleasure that left me trembling and breathless. His hips rocked forward, slow at first, then faster as our bodies found their rhythm. His thumb circled my clit, small steady motions that sent waves of heat through my stomach.

I pressed my forehead to his, panting softly, imagining the two of us doing this in our new home—on every counter, in every room, behind the windows that would soon belong to us. The thought made me shiver.

“Ryan,” I gasped, the word barely a whisper before it turned into a cry. I covered my mouth with the back of my hand, trying to muffle the sound as pleasure tore through me. My body clenched around him, the pulse of release rippling from deep inside.

He groaned against my shoulder, his breath hot and uneven. His pace quickened, hips slamming harder, deeper, until I could feel him twitch inside me. His teeth grazed my skin, and then there it was—the sharp intake of breath, the grunt, the sudden flood of warmth as he spilled into me.

For a moment, neither of us moved. The air was thick and quiet except for our breathing. My legs were still around him, my body shaking with the afterglow. Then Ryan eased out of me, and I laughed softly, still dizzy from it all.

He kissed me hard, his mouth tasting faintly of wine and sweat.

“That house is as good as ours,” he said, his voice low against my lips.

And in that moment, I believed him completely. If only I’d known who we’d be buying it from.


Chapter Two



The next day, we met with Kimberly at her office. My heart was still fluttering from the night before, the rush of believing our dream house was just within reach. Ryan’s hand was warm around mine as we sat across from her desk, both of us smiling like kids waiting for good news.

But Kimberly didn’t smile back. Her expression had changed. A faint frown creased her forehead, and I knew before she even opened her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” she said gently. “Your offer was rejected.”

The air left my lungs. Ryan squeezed my hand, grounding me. “Then we’ll offer again,” he said, his voice steady, determined. “We can go higher.”

Kimberly shook her head. “You don’t understand. It’s... unconventional, but the seller doesn’t want to sell it to you.” Her gaze flicked toward me, lingering just long enough to make my stomach twist.

“What do you mean?” I asked. “Does she know us?”

She nodded. “Her name is Brooke Matthews. Does that ring a bell?”

The name hit like a slap. My pulse thudded in my ears. Brooke Matthews. Of course. Of all the people in the world, it had to be her. The girl who had made my life miserable for years, who’d competed with me for every spot, every compliment, every ounce of attention—especially Ryan’s.

My jaw tightened. I could still remember the look she gave me the day she saw us kissing in high school, that mix of fury and disbelief. Now here she was again, years later, finding a new way to get under my skin.

“This is ridiculous,” Ryan said, his voice rising. “All because of some old high school grudge? That’s insane. There must be something we can do.”

Kimberly’s professional calm didn’t waver. “I’d advise against reaching out to her directly. The owner’s within her rights to reject any offer, and if she feels pressured, it could get messy.”

Ryan exhaled sharply and nodded, but I could see the tension in his jaw. He was already planning something. I knew that look—his stubborn streak was impossible to stop once it started.

He promised Kimberly we wouldn’t contact Brooke, but the moment we left her office, he broke that promise. As soon as we got home, he opened his laptop and typed her name into the search bar. There she was—Brooke Matthews, the same polished perfectionist as ever. Her profile photo showed her on a beach somewhere, tanned and toned, her hair darker now but still sleek and perfectly styled. She looked like she’d stepped straight out of one of those lifestyle magazines she probably devoured.

Ryan scrolled through her photos, then sent her a message. Hi, Brooke. I know this might be awkward, but we’d really like to talk about the house. Could we meet to discuss it?

All we could do then was wait.

An hour later, his laptop chimed. My chest tightened as he opened the message. Brooke’s reply was short, sharp, and exactly the kind of tone I remembered. I was wondering when I’d hear from you two. If you really want the house, why don’t you and your little wifey meet me there this evening? We’ll discuss my terms.

“Her terms?” I asked, leaning over his shoulder. “What kind of game is she playing?”

Ryan frowned. “I don’t know. But you want the house, don’t you?”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Of course I do.”

But even as I said it, I could feel the heat rising in my chest. The thought of being in the same room with her again made my stomach twist. Brooke had always been the type who loved power—who loved getting a reaction. She was the kind of woman who made you feel like you were being measured, judged, and found lacking.

She’d only gotten more beautiful with time, and that infuriated me. Her dark hair was longer now, cut to flatter her jawline and streaked with sunlit highlights. Her lips were always painted, her nails always perfect. Everything about her screamed control.

The idea of her standing next to Ryan made something flare hot and possessive inside me. But at least I’d be there too. I wasn’t about to let her have the satisfaction of getting to him without me.

We arranged to meet her at eight o’clock. The drive to the house was quiet, the kind of silence that hums with what’s unspoken. Streetlights slipped across Ryan’s face as we turned onto the familiar road, and I tried not to imagine what she meant by terms.

When we pulled into the driveway, the sight of the house hit me harder than before. The porch light glowed softly through the front windows, and my heart sank. It still looked like our home. The one we’d dreamed about. The one I could already picture us living in.

But now, that dream sat behind a locked door—and Brooke held the key.

I didn’t know what she wanted, but I knew one thing for certain. Whatever it was, she wasn’t going to make it easy.

We walked up the stone path to the front door, the sound of our footsteps muted against the cool night air. The porch light was off, but a warm glow flickered from deeper inside the house. Through the glass panels, I caught the faint movement of a shadow crossing the foyer.

The figure came closer, and I recognized the outline immediately. Brooke.

When the door swung open, she stood there framed in the light, wearing a smile that was too pleasant to be real. She was the only one who seemed to be enjoying this.

“Ryan,” she said, her voice smooth and familiar.

My stomach tightened.

Even after all these years, she was stunning. The years had refined her beauty rather than dulled it. Her dark hair gleamed like polished silk, falling over one shoulder. She wore a black cocktail dress that clung to her narrow waist and curved over her hips as if it had been tailored just for her. The neckline dipped low enough to show a hint of cleavage—elegant, deliberate, and infuriating. Her skin was flawless, the faint sheen of it catching the light as she leaned on the doorframe.

For a moment, my throat went dry. My body reacted before my mind caught up, a nervous flutter in my stomach and a tingle that I quickly blamed on anger.

I glanced at Ryan. His expression was polite, but the tiny movement in his throat betrayed him. He swallowed hard, his eyes darting once toward her chest before he caught himself. My gaze slid lower, and sure enough, there was the faintest rise in his slacks.

Heat flushed up my neck. The bastard.

I forced myself to straighten. We needed to get in and out, no lingering, no room for Brooke’s smug charm to get under our skin.

“Ryan,” she said again, stepping forward with her hand extended. “It’s been too long. It’s so good to see you.”

Her nails were manicured in pale pink, perfectly glossy. When she turned to me, her smile sharpened. “And Megan. It’s been ages.”

I took her hand because refusing would only give her the satisfaction. Her fingers were cool and soft, her grip firm enough to feel like a warning.

“Come in,” she said. “I just poured myself a drink.”

We followed her inside. The air smelled faintly of citrus and something floral—expensive perfume mixed with the clean scent of the house itself. My eyes swept the room as we stepped through the foyer. Every detail was pristine: white walls, gleaming marble floors, and vases filled with fresh lilies. She’d staged it like a magazine spread.

We entered the living room, where she motioned toward the sofa. It was wide and soft, upholstered in gray velvet. Ryan and I sat close together, thighs touching. My leg trembled, but I hoped he couldn’t tell.

Brooke perched on a high-backed chair across from us, one ankle resting over the other. She lifted her glass, a slice of lime floating in the amber liquid, and took a slow sip. Her eyes never left mine.

The silence grew heavy, stretching until Ryan broke it.

“So,” he said, his voice careful but firm, “what is it we can do for you, Brooke? Megan and I both love the house. You can imagine our confusion when we heard you refused to sell it to us specifically.”

Her lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “There is something I want,” she said, her tone light but her gaze fixed on me. “And I believe your wife has some idea what it might be.”

My heart began to pound. The air in the room felt denser, harder to breathe. My hands curled into fists in my lap, nails pressing into my palms.

“No,” I said, forcing my voice to stay steady. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. We’ve done nothing to deserve this kind of treatment.”

“Treatment?” Brooke tilted her head back and laughed softly, the sound cutting through the room. “You think this is unfair? You made high school hell for me.”

“Because I dated someone you wanted?” I snapped. “The same guy I married? The same one I’m still with?”

Her eyes glinted. “Because you flaunted it. Because you couldn’t help rubbing it in my face every chance you got. And then you started that rumor about me.” She leaned forward, her tone sharpening. “The one about the abortion. You remember that, don’t you?”

The words hit like a slap.

Ryan turned toward me, his brow furrowed. “That was a rumor?” he asked quietly. “That’s... cruel, Megan. Even for high school.”

I looked down at my hands. My face burned with shame. I didn’t know if I’d started it, not really. It had been so long, and gossip had spread like wildfire back then. But guilt pricked anyway, because maybe I hadn’t done enough to stop it.

“She wasn’t innocent either,” I said finally, my voice small. “You tried to take Ryan from me every chance you got.”

Brooke smirked. “And he didn’t fall for it, did he?”

“Because I stopped him.”

Ryan’s tone snapped through the tension. “Ladies,” he said, his voice firm but controlled. “I have a will of my own. I’m not some pawn in your high school rivalry.”

I turned toward Ryan, frustration crackling just beneath my skin. “So you’re telling me you never wanted to fuck her behind my back?”

My words sliced through the room like a slap. The moment hung still. Silent. Heavy.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Brooke reclining with smug satisfaction, her drink cradled lazily in her hand. She didn’t need to speak. Her smirk said everything. She was enjoying every second of this unraveling.

“No,” Ryan said slowly, his voice quiet but firm. “I never wanted to. Not behind your back.”

The precision of his words hit me harder than a denial would have.

“And if it wasn’t behind my back?” I asked.

He hesitated. A visible swallow worked its way down his throat, his jaw tightening with it. That was all the confirmation I needed.

“Fine then,” I muttered, my pulse thudding against the base of my throat. “You’re what she wants. I know it. I’ve always known it.”

“That’s ridiculous,” he said, his voice rising in defense. But he didn’t look at me when he said it. His eyes drifted to Brooke, searching. “Isn’t it?”

Brooke took a long, languid sip from her glass before answering. She didn’t even blink. “It does sound ridiculous,” she said, her voice smooth and calm. “But your wife is right. She wouldn’t be here tonight if part of her didn’t want this too. Somewhere deep down, she knows it.”

My body tensed. “That’s insane,” I snapped, the words cracking out of me as I sat up straighter, ready to lunge if I had to.

Brooke only smiled. “But true,” she said, her tone maddeningly even. She tilted her head, lips curving with sinister grace. “Let’s make a deal.”

Ryan’s hand was still in mine, warm and slightly damp. I felt it clench.

“You let me have your husband tonight,” she continued, her voice low and deliberate, “with your full awareness. You supervise, if you’d like. You watch. And we find out once and for all who he really wants. If your marriage survives, you walk away with your dream house. If it doesn’t, well... I’ll have done you the favor of showing you the truth.”

Ryan’s grip tightened. “It’s not going to break up,” he said quickly, his voice trembling at the edges. “Megan, come on. We don’t have to put up with this.”

But I didn’t move. I didn’t even blink. My eyes were locked on Brooke.

“Fine,” I said quietly, the word leaving my mouth with unexpected clarity. “You can have my husband. One night. That’s the price.”

Ryan opened his mouth to protest, but I was already leaning into him. My hand slipped between his thighs, and I pressed my palm against the erection he’d been trying to pretend didn’t exist.

“Don’t lie to me about the hard-on I’m feeling,” I whispered, low enough that only he could hear.

His breath hitched.

What I didn’t admit—not to him, not even fully to myself—was how warm my own body had grown. My pulse fluttered low and hot. My panties were damp, soaked through with something far more dangerous than resentment. Desire.

Brooke stood, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood as she made her way toward the hallway. “Right this way,” she said, glancing back at us with a look that made my skin tighten.

We followed her down the corridor, past the perfectly framed art, past the tasteful sconces that glowed gold on the cream-colored walls. Everything about the house felt charged now, like the air before a storm.

Brooke opened the door to the master bedroom and stepped inside, leaving it open behind her.

Ryan paused just outside. “We don’t have to do this,” he murmured. His voice was hushed, but his chest rose and fell with anticipation.

“It’s okay,” I said softly. “Enjoy yourself.”

He bit his lower lip. Then he leaned in and kissed me—slow, aching, full of hesitation. “I love you, Megan,” he whispered. “Only you. This is just for us. For the house.”

“Then don’t hold back,” I replied. “Because if you do, none of this will be worth it.”

He stared at me for a moment longer, then gave a small, reluctant nod.

I stood in the doorway, half in shadow, watching as he stepped forward. Brooke was waiting for him beside the bed, the soft white comforter glowing beneath the overhead lights. She placed her hands around his neck and pulled him toward her.

Their lips met, tentative at first, then fuller.

His hands found her waist. They clung there like they belonged, and I saw the moment his restraint gave way. He kissed her back with growing heat, his fingers pressing into her curves.

Jealousy burned in my stomach, but underneath it, arousal bloomed—hot and electric.

Brooke’s hands moved slowly over his chest, undoing the buttons of his shirt one by one. The fabric parted, revealing the familiar lines of his torso, and she ran her palms over his skin like she was claiming him. My stomach flipped.

He reached for the zipper of her dress and tugged it down. It slid from her body like water, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, revealing black lace lingerie that clung to her like a second skin. Her breasts spilled over the edge of the bra, full and heavy, nipples hard against the delicate fabric.

Ryan looked over his shoulder at me.

I nodded. A single, slow nod.

Even as my throat tightened, I knew I wouldn’t stop it.

His hands slid from her waist to her chest. He cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing the lace. Brooke leaned into his touch with a soft sigh and reached for his belt. She kissed him again, then slowly dropped to her knees, taking his pants with her.

When she pulled his briefs down, her breath caught.

“God,” Brooke whispered, her voice low and breathy, eyes locked on Ryan’s cock as though she were trying to memorize it.

“You’ve been taking this regularly?” she asked, shooting me a look that carried equal parts curiosity and challenge, as if we were girlfriends chatting over coffee instead of two women standing on either side of the same man.

I nodded and allowed myself the faintest smile. “For years.” There was pride behind the words, even a flicker of victory.

Brooke smirked. “Can you swallow the whole thing?”

Again, I nodded, though I remembered the effort it had taken in the beginning. It hadn’t come easy. There were tears, gagging, practice, and persistence. But now, it was mine.

Ryan looked at her and nodded too, and something in me tightened. I saw the awe in her face as she wrapped her fingers around him. Her hand looked small against the thick length of him, and as she guided the head of his cock to her lips, her mouth opened like she was about to take communion.

Her lips parted, slow and reverent, and she took him into her mouth. I felt my breath catch.

While their attention stayed on each other, I slid my hand over my stomach and down between my legs, pressing the heel of my palm against the seam of my pants. Even through the fabric, I could feel how wet I was. My clit throbbed beneath the pressure. The air felt thick. Hot.

Brooke moved lower on him, her head bobbing gently as she worked her way down his shaft. Her lips stretched around him, her jaw trembling with the effort. When she finally reached the base, she choked slightly. It made her eyes water, but instead of backing off, she gripped his hips tighter and took more of him.

Ryan groaned. His hands cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her dark hair. When she pulled back, gasping, saliva clung to her lips. Her eyes were glassy, but hungry.

He didn’t give her a moment to recover. He grabbed her by the shoulders and guided her back onto the bed with surprising force. Brooke let out a soft, delighted laugh as her back hit the mattress. Ryan climbed over her, his body solid and commanding.

He reached behind her with one hand, unclasping her bra with practiced ease. It slid away, revealing perfect, perky breasts. Her nipples were flushed pink and already stiff. He lowered his head and took one into his mouth, swirling his tongue in slow, teasing circles before sucking hard.

My heart beat wildly as I watched my husband give himself to her without restraint. There was nothing calculated or reserved about his touch. He moved like a man starved.

He cupped one breast while his mouth closed around the other. Brooke moaned beneath him, the sound soft and melodic. A sound I hadn’t expected to enjoy, but I did.

I didn’t want her to stop.

His hand slid between her legs, fingers slipping beneath the lace of her panties. I watched as he found her slit and pressed inside. Her body arched instantly, hips lifting off the bed as her fingers tangled in his hair. She gasped, her head tilted back, eyes fluttering shut.

She looked desperate. And beautiful.

There was something raw about seeing her that way. Something unfiltered. As if this was a version of Brooke no one had ever seen. Not even herself.

He pulled her panties down slowly, dragging them past the curve of her hips and down her long, toned legs. I stepped closer to the bed, unable to stay in the shadows any longer. I wanted to see every inch.

Her pussy was smooth, completely bare, and glistening with arousal. She had come prepared. Whether she expected this or simply hoped for it, she was ready.

Ryan kissed down her stomach, pausing to nip at her hipbone. Then he kissed lower, his tongue flicking across her shaved mound before he pushed her thighs up and apart. Her knees bent, pressing toward her chest, and he lowered his mouth between her legs.

I could tell from the way his shoulders shifted that his tongue was moving in slow, precise circles. I had felt that tongue. I knew exactly what he was doing to her.

Two fingers slid inside her, stretching her open as he licked and sucked her clit. Brooke writhed beneath him, unable to hold still. She let out a high, needy cry that echoed off the walls.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Oh, fuck...”

Her legs shook as her orgasm hit, her entire body curling in on itself while she cried out, hips rocking against his mouth. Her hand flew to her breast, squeezing it as though she needed something to hold on to.

I watched, my own breath shallow, caught somewhere between envy and arousal.

I knew what she felt because I had felt it a thousand times. But seeing it—seeing her lose control under the weight of his touch—was surreal. Like watching a dream I didn’t know I’d had until now.

The jealousy began to fade. It slipped into something else.

Curiosity.

Desire.

A hunger to see what came next.

As if he had read my mind, Ryan lifted his head from between her thighs and rose up, gripping Brooke’s hips with steady hands. She was still panting from the orgasm he’d just given her, her body flushed, her skin dewy with sweat. Without hesitation, he guided her legs around his waist, positioning himself at her entrance.

She gasped when the thick head of his cock pressed against her slit, and her fingers clenched into the sheets as he slowly pushed inside her. I watched her stretch around him, her mouth falling open with a soundless cry. He filled her inch by inch, and it was clear from the tension in her face that he was larger than she had expected. Larger, maybe, than anything she’d taken before.

Her back arched. Her body looked almost untouched in that moment, as if she were experiencing this for the first time. She clung to the bedding like she might fly apart if she let go.

Ryan held her firmly at the hips and began to move, drawing his cock back and then thrusting forward with increasing force. The muscles in his ass flexed as he rocked into her again and again, building rhythm with practiced confidence. Her moans turned to cries. She begged for more, her voice shaking as he slammed into her with relentless intensity.

Without warning, he pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach. Brooke gasped, surprised but eager. She lifted her hips, presenting herself to him, and he didn’t hesitate. He drove back into her from behind, burying himself deep inside her wet, swollen cunt.

The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room—wet, rhythmic, raw.

Ryan’s hands gripped her ass, fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her. He spanked her sharply, once, then again, the sound cracking through the air. Brooke whimpered into the sheets, her cheek pressed to the mattress, her mouth parted. Her eyes flicked toward me, wide and dazed, as if she had forgotten I was even there until now.

There was something in her gaze that caught me off guard. Not defiance. Not triumph. Gratitude.

Ryan groaned low in his throat, his hands tightening on her hips. His movements grew more erratic, and then he let out a deep, guttural sound as he came, his body jerking against hers. He stayed buried deep inside her for a moment, grinding his hips until he finally pulled back, letting the warm spill of his release begin to drip from her pulsing core.

My mouth watered as I watched it slide down between her thighs, a glistening stream slipping toward her clit. My hand crept between my legs again, rubbing over the soaked fabric of my panties.

Then Brooke turned her head toward me, her voice hoarse and trembling. “I want you to taste him in me,” she said.

I froze.

I should have said no. I should have rolled my eyes and told her to go to hell. But I didn’t.

My body moved before my mind could catch up. There was no hesitation in my limbs, no resistance in my breath. I crawled toward her, drawn by something I didn’t fully understand, and lowered my face to her dripping pussy.

The scent hit me first. Warm and sweet. There was a faint trace of vanilla, maybe from her lotion or the detergent she used. But beneath that, the smell of sex filled my senses—heady, undeniable, and arousing. I pressed my mouth to her and licked slowly, tasting the mix of them, savoring the wet heat as Ryan’s come spilled into my mouth.

She let out a soft, startled moan, her body jerking slightly as my tongue moved against her. I licked her slowly at first, letting my tongue circle her swollen clit, then dipped lower, teasing the tender spot where his release still clung to her skin. She rocked her hips into my face, chasing the pressure, gasping with each pass of my tongue.

Ryan was standing near the bed, chest heaving, his cock still glistening. He stared at us like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

“Shit,” he murmured. “This is not what I expected.”

His voice was hoarse and thick with arousal. I didn’t look up. I didn’t need to. I could feel the heat in the room, the electricity between all of us.

Something had shifted. Something inside me. Inside her, too.

Brooke and I had never been friends. Not for a single second. But now I was on my knees, licking her pussy clean of my husband’s come, and not out of submission or revenge.

Out of want.

Brooke moaned, her fingers weaving through my hair as I sucked her clit with slow, deliberate pressure. “I want to taste you,” she whispered, voice heavy with need.

I pulled back, breathless, flushed, my lips slick. Brooke moved quickly, rising to her knees and helping me out of my clothes. She tugged my jeans down with eager hands, then lifted my blouse over my head. Her fingers skimmed the sides of my breasts as she slid off my bra, her nails light enough to make me shiver.

I lay back on the bed, heart pounding. Brooke climbed over me, her knees bracketing my shoulders, and lowered herself until her pussy hovered just above my lips.

I reached for her and pulled her down.

I licked her like I needed to make her come. Like I wanted her to scream. Like I was addicted to the taste of her.

Because maybe I was.

Brooke knelt between my thighs with a glint in her eyes, then slowly slid my silky white panties down my legs. The soft fabric grazed my skin, adding a teasing friction that only heightened my arousal. I lifted my hips to help her, breath catching as the cool air met the slick heat between my thighs.

She leaned in without hesitation, her mouth finding my cunt with confident precision. The first flick of her tongue made my entire body jolt. Then she settled into a rhythm, her lips parted, her breath warm against me as she began to circle my clit with the tip of her tongue.

Her fingers followed, two of them easing inside me, curling slightly as they worked in tandem with her mouth. I gasped and bucked against her, then reached up and guided her hips back over my face. I wanted to return the favor, needed to taste her again.

I mimicked her movements as best I could—tongue flicking, lips sucking gently, fingers stroking in time with hers. It didn’t take long before we matched, two bodies trembling in perfect symmetry, our moans muffled against each other’s flesh.

The room blurred around me. The walls, the bed, even the light seemed to fade into a haze. All I could feel was her mouth on me. All I could taste was the intoxicating mix of her and my husband still lingering inside her.

Pleasure overtook me in waves. It crested, crashed, then rolled back again. I wasn’t sure who came first. It didn’t matter. We were gasping, moaning, and writhing against each other, chasing the end together. My mouth was still pressed to her clit when her moans turned to a broken cry.

She trembled above me, thighs quaking. I felt her teeth graze my thigh lightly as she tried to hold on. I came with her, my hips grinding against her fingers, my thighs squeezing around her head.

Just as my orgasm began to ebb, I felt Ryan’s hands on my hips.

Then the thick, familiar weight of his cock slid deep inside me in one smooth stroke.

“Fuck,” I moaned into Brooke’s pussy, voice shuddering as he began to thrust. His cock was hard and slick with need, filling me completely with each slow, deliberate motion.

He gripped my hips and pounded into me, long and deep. I could hear the wet slap of our bodies colliding, feel the steady ache as he stretched me open again and again.

Brooke leaned forward, lifting herself from my mouth and pressing her lips to Ryan’s. Their kiss was hungry. Messy.

I wondered if he could taste me on her tongue. If he noticed the blend of our flavors coating her lips. I hoped he did. I wanted him to taste everything.

He groaned, a guttural sound that filled the room. His rhythm faltered for a moment, then intensified. I could feel the change in his cock—thickening, twitching. He let out a sharp exhale as he came inside me, hips slamming forward with one final thrust.

Warmth flooded my core. I clenched around him, holding him there as his come spilled deep inside me. He stayed like that for a moment, breathless, his chest pressed to my thighs.

Then he pulled out, and I felt the wet heat of him begin to drip down.

Brooke wasted no time. She moved between my legs again, lowered her mouth to my cunt, and began to clean me just as I had done for her.

Her tongue was slower now. Languid. She licked every drop of his come as it leaked from me, humming softly as if savoring the taste.

Then she crawled up my body and straddled my chest, her face flushed, her eyes burning with something close to affection.

I opened my mouth without being asked.

She leaned over me, her lips parted, and then she spit. A thick strand of his come mixed with her saliva dropped onto my tongue. I swallowed, still tasting all three of us, the scent of sex clinging to my skin.

Brooke kissed me hard, sealing the exchange. I could feel her smile against my lips before she pulled back.

Her eyes sparkled. “I think it’s safe to say you got the house,” she said.

She looked radiant. Fulfilled. Glowing.

I pushed up onto my elbows, watching her as she reached for her discarded dress. “But now I want more than just the house,” I said.

Her gaze shifted, curious and intrigued. “You do?”

Ryan, still standing at the foot of the bed with a dazed grin, raised an eyebrow.

“I want more of you,” I said honestly. “More of this. I don’t want to go back to just me and Ryan. Something’s changed. I’ve changed.”

Ryan laughed softly. “I mean, I’m down for more of this. Anytime.”

Brooke tilted her head, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Well,” she said, adjusting the strap of her dress, “perhaps that can be arranged. I’ve always been fond of creative contracts.”

She sold us the house two days later.

After that, we started seeing each other every weekend. Brooke became something neither of us had expected—a friend, a lover, a secret we stopped keeping.

And every Saturday night, we returned to that same bedroom, recreating the night that changed everything.

The next few times, though, were in a different bed.
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