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      The little bell above the door jingled, and Claire looked up from the register just as a shaft of late-afternoon sunlight struck the glass, catching the gleam of Ivy’s black hair. She stepped inside like she owned the place—or at least like she’d already imagined it from every angle. Tattoos curled up from beneath the rolled sleeves of a fitted powder-blue polo, and her dark jeans clung low on her hips, a silver belt buckle catching the light. A half-smirk played on her lips as she glanced around, like she was already plotting a little mischief.

      Claire didn’t mind mischief. Not the kind that looked like that.

      “You must be Ivy,” Claire said, sliding the glass panel closed on the milkshake machine. She wiped her hands on a towel and offered a smile that didn’t give too much away. “Right on time.”

      “Wouldn’t dream of being late,” Ivy replied, stepping further into the glow of the shop. Her voice was low and smooth, tinged with a lazy drawl that made Claire’s spine straighten. “This place is adorable.”

      Claire smiled, but didn’t bother with a thank-you. She wasn’t in the habit of swooning over compliments—especially ones that came wrapped in flirtation. Not unless she wanted to. And today, maybe she did.

      “It’s called Sugar Baby,” she said, nodding toward the hand-painted logo behind the counter—a cherry-topped sundae nestled in swooping vintage script. “My husband and I opened it two years ago. Think retro charm meets sweet indulgence. Heavy on the indulgence.”

      Ivy’s gaze moved slowly through the space, taking in the rows of chrome-legged stools, the pink-and-white checkered floor, and the chalkboard wall where specials were scrawled in playful, curling chalk: Sin-a-Bun Swirl, Chocolate Orgasm, Peach Please. She gave a soft, amused laugh. “I like indulgent.”

      Claire caught the glint in Ivy’s eye just as Marcus pushed through the swinging door from the back, towel in hand. He moved with quiet confidence, tall and broad-shouldered in a snug navy tee that clung just enough to suggest muscle without flaunting it. Ivy’s attention shifted the second she saw him—subtle but unmistakable.

      Claire watched it all—the blink, the tilt of Ivy’s hips, the way her fingers tucked a loose strand of hair behind one ear. Not nervous. Just… deliberate. And Marcus, dear Marcus, tried not to look, but Claire saw it anyway. The slight hesitation in his step, the way his jaw flexed before he offered a practiced, too-neutral smile.

      “Marcus, this is Ivy,” Claire said smoothly, letting her tone remain light. “She’s here about the counter position.”

      Marcus extended a hand across the glass. “Nice to meet you.”

      “Pleasure’s mine,” Ivy replied, taking his hand. She held it for just a second longer than etiquette required, nails short and painted matte plum. Claire found herself wondering how they'd feel if they brushed her own skin—dragged, maybe, across the slope of her thigh. She blinked the thought away before it settled.

      The next few minutes were all shop talk. Claire explained the role—scooping ice cream, handling the register, prepping for the after-school rush that hit like a sugar-craving tidal wave every weekday at three. Ivy listened closely, weight shifting onto one leg, toe of her boot tapping lightly against the tile as if her body couldn’t quite stay still. She asked smart questions, offered a few dry jokes that made Marcus chuckle. Claire noticed the way his shoulders relaxed—how the line of tension along his back softened just slightly. Ivy had that effect. She knew it, too.

      “So,” Ivy said, glancing between them, “how does this usually go? A trial shift, or…?”

      Claire leaned against the counter, folding her arms beneath her chest. She let a beat pass—just long enough to hold the moment in suspense—then said, “You’re hired.”

      Ivy blinked. “Just like that?”

      “You’ll need to fill out the paperwork,” Claire said, the corner of her mouth lifting. “But yes. Just like that.”

      Ivy’s brows rose, her grin widening into something playful. “Guess I made a good first impression.”

      “You did,” Claire said. And this time, she let her gaze linger—long enough to leave no doubt she wasn’t just talking about Ivy’s résumé. “Start tomorrow at noon. Aprons are in the back. No perfume.”

      Ivy gave a short laugh, a hint of pink rising in her cheeks. Claire didn’t miss that either.

      As Ivy turned to go, Marcus ducked behind the counter, pretending to double-check the restock clipboard—but his eyes followed her out the door, just a beat too long to be subtle.

      Claire didn’t comment. Not yet. She simply watched Ivy’s hips sway toward the exit, watched the curve of her smirk just before the bell above the door chimed again.

      Yes, Claire thought, a slow, indulgent warmth spreading through her as the door swung closed.

      She was going to be their favorite flavor.
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        * * *

      

      The afternoon sun filtered through the pink-striped awnings of Sugar Baby, casting gentle shadows across the cool marble countertop and tinting the room in a warm, rosy glow. Outside, the sky had that early-spring sharpness—bright but still brisk—but inside the shop, everything was sticky sweet and humming with life.

      Midweek brought the usual rhythm: kids from the local middle school clustered in groups, loitering with cones dripping down their wrists, a pair of college girls sharing a sundae in the corner booth, and a delivery guy leaning a little too far over the counter to flirt with the cashier. The air buzzed with laughter, the churn of the milkshake machine, the sizzle of the waffle iron heating up in the back.

      But Claire’s attention wasn’t on any of it.

      Her gaze was fixed on Ivy.

      It was only her first shift, and already she moved through the space like she’d been born behind a counter—fluid, alert, always just where she needed to be. She had a way of standing that was effortlessly confident, like the room adjusted itself around her. Ivy knew how to flash a smile just at the right moment, how to lean in a little too close when she asked a customer if they wanted an extra topping. She was quick with orders, quicker with charm.

      Her hair was pulled up today, the dark strands twisted into something messy and deliberate, with loose wisps curling against her neck. Claire noticed the way those fine tendrils clung to the soft skin just beneath Ivy’s ear when she moved past the waffle iron’s heat vent. Noticed, too, how Ivy didn’t seem to mind being watched.

      And Marcus noticed, too.

      Claire sat on a stool at the far end of the counter, a spoon in her hand and a clipboard beside her, but she wasn't reading. She was watching—her husband, her new hire, the subtle gravity between them. Ivy passed a banana split over the counter to a grinning ten-year-old, then turned toward Marcus with an easy, knowing laugh. He’d just made some throwaway joke about rainbow sprinkles being addictive—classic dad humor—but Ivy giggled anyway, and as she passed behind him, her fingers brushed lightly along his arm.

      Just a touch. Brief enough to play off as accidental, but intentional in every way that mattered.

      Marcus dropped the scoop he was holding.

      Claire smiled to herself, biting back a laugh.

      She knew that look on his face. The way his eyebrows knit together like he was trying to stay composed, the slight rasp in his voice when he spoke to someone he found distracting. Marcus was steady—solid, even—but his tells were small and impossible to miss when you knew him. And Claire knew him better than anyone.

      He was trying to be professional. Trying not to notice. But Ivy? Ivy wasn’t making it easy.

      She moved like a cat, confident and quiet, circling just close enough to radiate heat. Never long enough to be inappropriate, never sloppy or obvious. Claire admired her for that. There was a skill to it—a careful kind of seduction that came from knowing your effect on people and choosing exactly when to wield it.

      Ivy wasn’t stealing glances. She was collecting reactions.

      And Claire, unexpectedly, didn’t mind being part of the collection.

      Later, after the sugar rush and noise had faded, the shop fell into silence. Marcus flipped the sign on the front door to CLOSED while Claire counted out the drawer, the crisp bills soft between her fingers. Ivy had left half an hour earlier, hips swaying in that same easy rhythm, her voice trailing after her like the ghost of a dare.

      They hadn’t spoken about it—not in the car, not as they carried in the takeout boxes for dinner or passed each other in the hallway. But Claire could feel the charge under Marcus’s silence, the unspoken question pressed between his shoulder blades like static. His throat flexed too often. His eyes lingered when they didn’t need to. She saw the way he kept fidgeting with the drawstring on his sweatpants like his fingers didn’t know what else to do.

      It wasn’t until they were in bed, the sheets drawn up and the room washed in soft lamplight, that she said anything. Marcus lay beside her, scrolling absently through his phone, the screen casting pale blue over his face. But his jaw was tight, locked like he was holding something back. Trying to be good.

      Claire turned to him, slid her hand across his chest, her palm resting over the steady thrum of his heart. “She’s cute, isn’t she?”

      His thumb froze mid-scroll. She felt the pause ripple through his body.

      “Ivy,” she added, her voice quiet, almost amused. “You were trying so hard not to look, baby.”

      Marcus hesitated, then sighed. “She’s… yeah. She’s cute.”

      Claire smirked in the dark. “She knows it, too. You dropped things every time she brushed past you.”

      “That was just—”

      “You never drop things.” She shifted onto her elbow, watching the curve of his mouth in the low light. “Don’t worry. I’m not jealous.”

      He turned his head toward her, eyes searching. “You’re not?”

      “Not even a little.” She leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth, slow and deliberate. “She can flirt all she wants. I know exactly where you end up every night.”

      He swallowed, the movement visible in his throat. “Still…”

      Claire didn’t wait for him to finish. She straddled his hips in one smooth motion, her sleep shirt sliding up her thighs as she settled over him, bare beneath the cotton. The warmth of his body met hers instantly, and she felt the way his breath hitched when her skin brushed his.

      His hands found her waist without hesitation—strong, steady, reverent. Anchoring her like he always did, even when he wasn’t sure where they were headed.

      “Maybe we’ll keep her,” she murmured, her voice like velvet over steel.

      “Claire…”

      “She’s smart. Pretty. Clearly into you.” Her hips rolled once, slow and deliberate, grinding against the hard line growing beneath the fabric of his boxers. “But I don’t think you’re the only one she’s looking at.”

      Marcus stared up at her, stunned and aroused, his lips parted but speechless.

      Claire leaned down, letting her body press into his, the swell of her breasts grazing his chest. Her lips brushed his ear, and her whisper was a secret drawn out just for him. “Let’s just see how sweet she really is.”

      She kissed him before he could answer, deep and slow and full of the tension that had been simmering all day. Her tongue swept into his mouth, unhurried, claiming. He groaned into her, hips lifting instinctively as her movements grew more deliberate—grinding down, coaxing friction, letting him feel the heat of her.

      When she pulled back, her eyes glittered in the dim light.

      “Tell me,” she murmured, breath warm against his lips. “Did you imagine it today? When she leaned close? When she touched you?”

      Marcus swallowed hard, his hands tightening on her hips. “Claire…”

      “I want to know,” she pressed, shifting her weight to slide herself along his length again, her slick heat soaking through the thin cotton between them. “Did you think about her?”

      His jaw clenched. Then, finally, he nodded.

      “Yes.”

      Claire’s smile was slow and dangerous. She reached between them, tugging his waistband down just enough to free him, her palm wrapping around him with practiced ease.

      “Good,” she whispered. “Because I did, too.”

      She guided him to her entrance but didn’t take him inside—not yet. Instead, she moved just enough to let him feel her drag against him, slick and tempting. Marcus groaned, hips jerking up, but Claire pinned him with nothing but a look.

      “Don’t rush,” she said. “This is just the warm-up.”

      She rocked slowly, letting the tip of him glide along her folds, teasing them both. Her eyes never left his. “I want you to think about it. Her mouth. Her hands. The way she looked at you while she licked that spoon.”

      Marcus exhaled like he’d been holding his breath all day. “Claire…”

      She leaned forward again, kissing him, her voice breaking into a whisper against his mouth.

      “Think about watching. While she rides you.”

      And then she sank down onto him—inch by inch—until he was fully inside her, the stretch slow and perfect and almost too much to bear.

      Marcus gasped. His hands flew to her thighs, gripping her as if he’d fall without her.

      Claire rolled her hips, smooth and rhythmic, already breathless herself. Her head tipped back as she moaned low in her throat, not holding back.

      “I want her,” she said, voice thick with heat. “But right now… you’re mine.”

      And she moved. Slowly at first, drawing it out—making him feel everything. Letting herself feel everything. And beneath the sound of their skin and the soft groans they tried not to let echo too loudly through the house, there was still Ivy—her name unspoken, her presence ghosting the edges of their desire, making every thrust sharper, every kiss deeper.

      They came together, breathless and tangled, Claire collapsing against his chest with a satisfied sigh.
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        * * *

      

      The afternoon lull had set in—that rare, hushed moment between the morning rush and the after-school sugar-seekers when the air inside Sugar Baby seemed to stretch and sigh. The front windows were cracked open just enough to let in a whisper of breeze, warm with early spring. It carried the scent of blooming jasmine from the sidewalk planters and mixed with the richer, headier aromas of caramel drizzle, chocolate shavings, and fresh waffle cones still warm from the iron.

      Ivy leaned lazily against the counter, her hips angled just slightly, elbows bare beneath the cuffed sleeves of her pale pink apron. The light caught the shimmer of her hair where it had come loose from its tie, soft wisps curling against the hollow of her neck. Her eyes followed Claire’s hands as she set down three small tasting spoons on a napkin-lined tray between them.

      “Alright,” Claire said, cocking a brow and tilting her head in subtle challenge. “You said you wanted to learn the seasonal flavors? We’re starting with the Honey Lavender.”

      Ivy grinned, slow and pleased. Her bottom lip caught briefly between her teeth as she eyed the pale lilac scoop before her. “Very springtime of you,” she said, her voice lightly teasing, with just enough husk to make the words land warmer than necessary.

      Marcus stood on the other side of the counter, clipboard in hand, though he hadn’t looked at it in several minutes. He chuckled, but there was a flicker of something else behind his smile—a kind of taut curiosity that pulled just under the surface. Claire had been watching him all morning, the way he tensed when Ivy leaned in close to point at a mislabeled bin, how his ears flushed pink when she called him boss man with a smirk and a wink.

      She didn’t blame him. Ivy looked edible.

      “Go ahead,” Claire said smoothly, gesturing toward the tray. “Let’s see if it passes your very high standards.”

      Ivy lifted the spoon like it was something precious, dipped it into the creamy lavender mound, and drew out a slow, perfect swirl. Then, with deliberate care, she brought it to her lips.

      She didn’t just taste it—she performed it.

      Her tongue slipped along the curve of the plastic spoon first, savoring the cold cream with theatrical precision before her lips closed around it. She sucked it clean, eyes locking shamelessly on Marcus the entire time, her mouth lingering just a second longer than necessary.

      Marcus’s throat worked as he swallowed. His pen stopped moving against the clipboard.

      “Mmm,” Ivy said, licking her bottom lip with exaggerated satisfaction. “That’s delicious.”

      Claire noted the flicker of heat in Ivy’s gaze and the way Marcus’s fingers flexed restlessly against the side of the clipboard like he didn’t trust them to stay still.

      Without saying a word, Claire reached for her own spoon, dipped it into the same pale scoop, and gathered a generous portion. But rather than lifting it to her own mouth, she turned toward her husband.

      She held the spoon out to him with graceful ease, her wrist turned in a way that looked almost intimate.

      Marcus hesitated for only a moment, eyes darting between the spoon and Claire’s face—then parted his lips and let her feed him. His mouth closed over the bite slowly, his jaw working through the melt. Claire didn’t look away. And neither did Ivy.

      Claire caught the tiny hitch in Ivy’s breath, the way her spine straightened just slightly, chest rising with more than just interest.

      “How is it?” Claire asked, her voice low and casual, but thrumming with something richer beneath.

      Marcus blinked like he’d forgotten he was supposed to answer. “Good,” he said. “Really good.”

      Claire let the spoon fall into the discard cup beside them and leaned back on her heels, her expression unreadable but her posture open. “I thought you’d like it.”

      Ivy’s mouth curved into something that toed the line between amused and intrigued. “You two always taste test like that?”

      Claire shrugged, casual but calculated. “Sometimes,” she said. “Depends who’s watching.”

      That earned a flush from both of them—Marcus, because he knew exactly what Claire was doing, and Ivy, because she knew Claire knew. The air shifted between them, slow and electric, like static waiting for skin.

      They moved on to the next flavor—Burnt Sugar Praline—but the tasting had changed.

      The rhythm, the energy—it wasn’t instructional anymore. Ivy didn’t just flirt with Marcus now. Her attention expanded. Her gaze lingered on Claire’s mouth, on the slope of her collarbone where the edge of her neckline dipped just a little lower in the heat. She twirled her spoon slowly, tapping it against her lower lip like she was daring someone—either of them—to ask for a turn.

      Claire didn’t redirect her. She didn’t break the gaze. She just watched Ivy play—watched Marcus fumble the clipboard in his hands, shifting uncomfortably behind the counter like he didn’t trust his own body’s response.

      And when Ivy dipped her spoon into the third sample—Dark Cherry Fudge—and lifted it toward Claire without a word, it was an offering more than a gesture.

      Claire didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, eyes locked on Ivy, and took it from her hand with a single slow movement, her lips brushing the base of Ivy’s fingers as she closed them around the spoon.

      The taste bloomed across her tongue—rich, dark, indulgent. But Claire kept her eyes on Ivy, not the flavor.

      “Sweet,” she murmured, voice soft, thick with implication.

      And Ivy, lips parted and eyes gleaming with quiet challenge, whispered back, “Yes, it is.”
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        * * *

      

      The sky outside had already deepened to amber, casting a soft, honeyed light against the windows of Sugar Baby. The overhead sconces glowed behind the drawn shades, giving the space a muted warmth as the hum of the day faded into stillness. It had been a slow afternoon—just a handful of familiar faces, a few idle tourists—but by six, Claire made the call to close early.

      Marcus didn’t question it.

      The Closed sign swung gently in the front window, catching the last streak of sunlight as Claire wiped her hands on a striped towel and leaned against the counter. The air smelled faintly of sugar and melted butter, still rich from the last batch of cones.

      “We might as well do something fun while we’re here,” Claire said, casting a glance toward Ivy, who was finishing up at the last table, her back arched in a way that made the hem of her apron tighten across her hips.

      Ivy looked up, eyes already alight with something playful. “Fun like… cleaning out the freezer?”

      Claire grinned. “Fun like getting creative with toppings. Building something decadent.”

      Ivy’s smile turned quick and wicked. “You mean like experimenting?”

      “Exactly like that.”

      Claire led them into the back kitchen—a sleek, stainless-steel space that still held the warmth of the day’s baking. The air smelled faintly of vanilla extract and melting chocolate, tinged with the deeper scent of brown sugar and toasted pecans. The prep table gleamed beneath the overhead lights, its polished surface cool to the touch. Claire moved with unhurried ease, opening the fridge and pulling out glass bowls filled with toppings: chopped toffee, candied ginger, crushed espresso beans, slivered almonds. Everything glistened slightly, ready to be chosen.

      Marcus followed close behind, quiet and observant, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He collected spoons and napkins, his expression unreadable—but Claire saw the slight tension in his jaw. He was alert. Watching.

      Claire handed Ivy a tub of whipped cream, already reading the gleam in the girl’s eye.

      Then she reached for the warm fudge and poured a slow ribbon into a ceramic bowl. The thick stream glistened as it spiraled down, steam curling into the air with the scent of dark chocolate and something deeper—bitterness, richness, heat.

      “Still warm,” Claire murmured as she set it on the counter.

      Ivy stepped in close, her fingers brushing the bowl as she leaned to look. Her voice dropped half an octave. “That looks messy.”

      Claire didn’t look up. “Most good things are.”

      Ivy dipped a finger into the bowl—just enough to coat it—and brought it to her lips. She licked it clean with deliberate slowness, humming low in her throat like she was savoring more than just flavor. Her eyes never left Marcus.

      Claire caught the way her husband’s posture stiffened, how his knuckles whitened where he gripped a napkin. The pulse at his neck jumped.

      She didn’t stop it. She didn’t even blink.

      Marcus cleared his throat and busied himself with stacking dishes, but Ivy wasn’t finished. She dipped her finger again—deeper this time—and, with a soft, exaggerated sigh, traced a line of whipped cream across her collarbone, just above the neckline of her apron.

      “Oops,” she said sweetly, her tone all mock innocence. “Guess I got messy after all.”

      Marcus froze mid-motion, his eyes locked on the streak of white curling against Ivy’s skin. He looked at Claire as though asking permission to breathe.

      Claire leaned one hip against the counter, her voice a calm ripple in the silence. “Go on.”

      That was all it took.

      Marcus stepped forward, hesitating only a moment before reaching for her. He cupped Ivy’s jaw gently, tilting her chin up, and leaned in. Claire watched—deliberate and still—as his tongue swept a slow line along Ivy’s collarbone, tracing the cream, tasting more than just sugar. Ivy’s lips parted, her breath catching, but her eyes didn’t close. She looked straight at Claire.

      The air between them shimmered with something hot and heavy.

      Ivy pulled her hand back, but there was no shyness in her expression. No apology. She was studying now, like a student waiting to see just how far the lesson would go. “Are you… okay with this?”

      Claire stepped forward until the scent of her perfume—sandalwood, vanilla, something faintly smoky—wrapped around them both.

      “I’m not just okay with it,” she said softly, brushing a smudge of cream from Ivy’s knuckle with her thumb. “I’ve been hoping for it.”

      Her fingers lingered, just a second longer than necessary, and Ivy’s breath caught, subtle but real.

      “You think I haven’t noticed the way you move around him?” Claire continued, her voice low and steady. “Or how you’ve been watching me with that same hungry little look?”

      Ivy opened her mouth, then hesitated—just long enough for the truth to sit heavy between them.

      Claire smiled, slow and sure. “You can touch him. Tease him. Play your little games. Just don’t forget who’s actually in charge here.”

      The words didn’t land like a threat. They landed like a promise.

      Ivy’s gaze sharpened—not with fear, but with awareness. Like something had shifted inside her.

      Claire wasn’t the one being excluded.

      She was the one making this happen.

      Marcus stood frozen between them, his pulse visible in the hollow of his throat, chest rising a little too quickly. Claire reached up, slid a hand behind his neck, and kissed him—softly, but with purpose. When she pulled back, her mouth brushed his ear.

      “Stay ready,” she whispered.

      Then she turned to Ivy.

      “Think you’re ready for a real mess now?”

      Ivy’s nod was slow, almost reverent. Her tongue flicked out to wet her lips. “Yes.”

      “Good.” Claire stepped back, eyes glinting. “Because I’ve got ideas.”

      She circled behind Ivy like a question waiting to be answered, then leaned in close, her voice a purr. “I know what you want.”

      Ivy’s lashes fluttered, her body angled slightly toward her.

      “But I want to know something else,” Claire whispered. “If I let you touch him…” Her lips hovered near Ivy’s ear, close enough to feel the heat rising off her skin. “Will you let me touch you?”

      The question held weight. Heat. Possibility.

      Ivy didn’t answer at first. Her throat bobbed with the effort of breath. Her eyes searched Claire’s face, not for clarity—but for confirmation.

      Claire didn’t waver.

      So Ivy nodded, slow and serious.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “I want that.”

      Claire smiled—something deep, indulgent, and satisfied curling through her.

      “Good,” she said. Her fingers slid up Ivy’s arm in a gentle, claiming touch. “Because you’re coming home with us.”
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        * * *

      

      Claire lit only the low lamps in the living room, casting a soft, golden glow across the wide velvet couch and the polished wood floor. The room felt intentionally staged—inviting, warm, but heavy with something deeper. The air still carried the faint sweetness of toasted sugar from earlier, but there was another note beneath it now: dark chocolate, bourbon, and the slow curl of anticipation.

      On the coffee table sat a half-melted bowl of ice cream, its edges dripping over the rim in lazy rivulets, forgotten but not accidental. A quiet promise of indulgence left waiting.

      Ivy had gone home after the shop closed—just long enough to change. And now she stood in Claire’s doorway like a secret made flesh.

      She wore a slip of a dress—black, satin, and scandalously soft-looking. It clung to her like liquid shadow, skimming her thighs and dipping low at the neckline. No bra. No pretense. Her skin had a sun-warmed glow, and her dark hair tumbled freely over one shoulder. Her lips were glossed, eyes lined in smoke, and her perfume drifted in the air as she stepped forward—sweet cream, vanilla, and something musky and wild.

      Claire didn’t speak at first. She only stepped aside, holding the door open in silence, letting Ivy pass. Her bare legs made a soft, whispering sound against the hardwood, each step deliberate, unhurried. Intentional.

      From the kitchen, Marcus emerged holding a tray with three small glass bowls and long silver spoons. He froze when he saw her.

      His gaze moved—neckline, hemline, hips—then darted guiltily toward his wife. But Claire didn’t chastise him. She smiled.

      “You made the whipped bourbon swirl,” she said, her voice soft, approving.

      “I thought… it fit the mood,” Marcus replied, but his voice was tight, like the air in his lungs was suddenly too thick to breathe.

      Claire took the tray from his hands, fingers brushing deliberately against his. She set it on the coffee table and eased onto the couch with the kind of grace that came from knowing exactly what she was doing.

      Then she patted the cushion beside her. “Ivy,” she said, “come sit.”

      There was only the briefest pause before Ivy moved, stepping closer, the satin of her dress catching the low light. She sat between them, legs tucked to one side, her skin warm and her breath just a little too fast to be casual. Marcus remained perched on the other end of the couch, his hands planted on his thighs like anchors.

      Claire picked up a spoon, dipped it into the bowl, and let it hover a moment—melting, dripping just slightly—before turning to Ivy.

      “Open,” she said.

      Ivy obeyed. Her lips parted, eyes wide and dark, and Claire slid the spoon between them, watching as the girl closed her mouth around it and let the chilled bite melt on her tongue. She licked her lips when it was gone, a slow, sinfully innocent motion that made Marcus’s jaw tighten.

      A quiet sound escaped Ivy’s throat—half sigh, half moan.

      “Good girl,” Claire murmured. Her fingers drifted to Ivy’s thigh, brushing just above the hem of the dress, drawing soft, circular patterns. The heat under her skin was immediate, palpable.

      Without looking, Claire reached across Ivy’s lap and took Marcus’s hand in hers. She guided it to Ivy’s leg, just below her own. She didn’t force it—just placed it there, firm and steady. Marcus’s breath hitched.

      “Touch her,” she said, her eyes locked with his.

      Marcus did. Tentatively at first. But Ivy shifted slightly, an invitation disguised as movement, and his fingers sank into her skin a little deeper.

      Claire let go and reached for another spoonful of ice cream. This time, she held it above Ivy’s chest and let a single drip fall onto her collarbone—a slow trail that caught in the curve between bone and skin.

      Ivy gasped, soft and startled. Her body arched, just enough.

      Claire leaned in and licked the trail away with a slow, unhurried stroke of her tongue. She felt Ivy tremble beneath her mouth. Heard her breath catch. When she pulled back, her lips were stained with sugar and heat.

      “Now kiss him,” Claire said, her voice a velvet ribbon.

      Ivy turned, already halfway there, and Marcus didn’t hesitate this time. His mouth met hers, unsure for only a heartbeat before hunger took over. The kiss deepened quickly—open, wet, breathless. Ivy made a soft noise against his lips as her hand curled into his shirt. His fingers slid higher up her thigh, thumb brushing along the edge of her hip.

      Claire watched.

      Not passively—but purposefully.

      She saw how Ivy melted into the kiss, how Marcus’s body curved toward hers like he’d been waiting for this moment longer than he realized. The tension that had been simmering between all three of them finally breached the surface.

      Claire let them have it—just for a moment. Let her husband taste the girl they’d both been craving.

      Then she reached for Ivy’s chin and gently turned her face toward her own.

      “My turn,” she whispered.

      She kissed her softly, teasing the seam of Ivy’s lips before slipping inside, savoring the warmth, the contrast of chilled cream and heat. Ivy moaned—quiet but needy—and Claire swallowed it, one hand cupping the side of her neck as she deepened the kiss.

      Marcus watched now, chest rising and falling in uneven pulls.

      Claire broke the kiss, breath ghosting against Ivy’s cheek, and gave her a gentle tug until the girl shifted into her lap. Claire wrapped her arms around her from behind, guiding her thighs apart as Ivy settled into her, flushed and open, barely clothed.

      Ivy settled into Claire’s lap like she belonged there, the fabric of her dress hitched up around her hips, her thighs parted by gentle, guiding hands. Claire’s arms were wrapped low around her waist, fingers splayed possessively across her stomach. The contrast of Claire’s silk robe and Ivy’s bare skin made every breath feel intimate.

      Marcus knelt between them, his eyes dark with need. His hands hovered over Ivy’s thighs, uncertain.

      Claire stroked Ivy’s inner thigh with slow purpose. “Look at her,” she said. “You’ve been dying to taste her since the first time she bent over the counter, haven’t you?”

      Marcus didn’t answer with words. He nodded, reverent.

      “Then do it,” Claire murmured. “Show her how good you can be with your mouth.”

      His hands slid up Ivy’s legs, steady now. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of her knee, then just above it, moving higher by degrees. Ivy trembled in Claire’s arms, her head tipping back against Claire’s shoulder, lips parted as a soft moan escaped.

      Claire nuzzled against her neck, lips brushing her ear. “Let him make you come. I want to feel it.”

      Ivy whimpered, her thighs widening slightly in invitation.

      Marcus reached the slick heat of her, and his breath hitched as he buried his face between her legs. His tongue moved slowly at first—deliberate, exploring, savoring her. Ivy gasped, hips twitching, one hand flying back to clutch at Claire’s robe. Claire held her steady, one palm flat against her belly, keeping her open.

      “That’s it,” Claire whispered. “Don’t rush her. Make her melt.”

      Marcus groaned against Ivy’s skin, the sound vibrating through her. His hands gripped her thighs as he licked deeper, firmer, finding the rhythm that made Ivy writhe. Claire kissed her temple, her cheek, her jaw, whispering encouragement the whole time.

      “You’re so pretty like this,” Claire breathed. “Falling apart for both of us.”

      Ivy’s moans turned ragged. She was close, her whole body taut with tension, one hand in Claire’s hair, the other tangled in Marcus’s.

      Claire’s voice dropped, honey-smooth and commanding. “Now.”

      That single word broke her.

      Ivy cried out, thighs shaking as the orgasm rolled through her, held firm by Claire, worshipped by Marcus, undone by both.

      And Claire, still calm and steady behind her, kissed her jaw once more and smiled.

      “Good girl.” Claire kissed her shoulder, then glanced at Marcus. “Take her to bed. I want her open for me when I come in.”
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        * * *

      

      Claire entered the room a few minutes later, her robe loosened and hanging open, the silk gliding across her hips with every step. The light was low and golden, casting the bedroom in honeyed shadow. On the bed, Ivy lay sprawled on her back, flushed and glowing, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Her dress was gone, forgotten somewhere along the hallway, and now she wore nothing but her skin and a sheen of arousal.

      Her dark hair fanned across the pillow like ink, her lips parted around the last of her breath.

      Marcus hovered over her, shirtless and taut with tension. His eyes flicked toward Claire the moment she entered—seeking direction, permission, maybe even reassurance. Claire gave it to him in a single glance, cool and commanding.

      She moved to the armchair and sat like a queen, legs crossed, the robe falling open to reveal one bare breast, soft and full in the lamplight. There was no hurry in her movements. She watched them both—every tremble of Ivy’s thighs, every twitch of Marcus’s hands as he held himself back.

      Claire’s voice was calm, but rich with heat. “Go on,” she said. “Let her feel it. Take your time.”

      Marcus obeyed. He dipped his head and kissed Ivy’s neck, then down along the slope of her collarbone. Ivy gasped, her back arching slightly, one hand sliding into his hair, the other clenched in the sheet beneath her. His lips found her breasts, tongue circling one peaked nipple before sucking it into his mouth.

      Ivy moaned, her hips shifting beneath him. Claire watched, pleased.

      “She’s so sensitive,” Claire murmured. “Touch her like she’s yours.”

      Marcus did. His hand cupped Ivy’s other breast, thumb teasing the nipple as he kissed lower, licking and tasting her ribs, her stomach, until her thighs trembled open beneath him.

      But even as she writhed under Marcus, Ivy’s eyes kept darting toward Claire—longing for more than just permission. She wanted her.

      Claire rose from the chair and crossed to the bed. She climbed onto the mattress, silk robe falling fully open now, revealing the heat between her thighs. Ivy’s gaze dropped to the sight of her—naked, confident, and gliding toward her like something inevitable.

      Claire knelt beside her, brushing a hand along Ivy’s jaw, tilting her face up before kissing her deeply. Ivy melted into it, desperate, greedy. Her hands roamed Claire’s body, slipping beneath the silk until there was nothing between them.

      And Marcus watched.

      Claire pulled back just enough to murmur against Ivy’s lips, “You want both of us?”

      Ivy nodded, breathless.

      Claire nodded once to Marcus. “Then take her.”

      Marcus positioned himself between Ivy’s legs, steadying himself with a hand on her thigh. Claire kissed Ivy again just as Marcus pushed in—slow, deep, deliberate. Ivy cried out into Claire’s mouth, her body arching upward, caught between them.

      Claire swallowed the sound, hand cupping Ivy’s breast, thumb stroking her nipple as she whispered, “Good girl. Take him. You’re doing so well.”

      Marcus groaned low in his chest, rocking into her with steady rhythm. Claire stayed close, her mouth on Ivy’s neck now, her hands everywhere—stroking, guiding, commanding.

      Then Claire straddled Ivy’s chest, her thighs on either side of her, the silk robe gone now, puddled at the foot of the bed. She watched as Ivy’s hands slid up her thighs, tentative at first, then confident. Ivy leaned up, lips brushing the curve of Claire’s sex, tongue darting out to taste her.

      Claire inhaled sharply, threading her fingers into Ivy’s hair. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Show me how eager you are.”

      Below them, Marcus’s pace quickened, his mouth trailing kisses across Ivy’s ribs, one hand gripping her hip to keep them aligned. Claire rocked against Ivy’s mouth, her breath hitching as Ivy’s tongue found her rhythm.

      The room filled with the sound of skin and breath and wet, open pleasure. Claire guided Ivy with a steady hand, her other hand reaching for Marcus, fingers brushing his shoulder in wordless encouragement.

      Ivy was moaning now—vibrating with pleasure from both directions, her body trembling, her mouth still working between Claire’s thighs even as Marcus drove into her deeper, harder.

      “Don’t stop,” Claire whispered, her voice breaking with heat. “Right there.”

      She came first—sharp and low, thighs tightening around Ivy’s head, hips grinding against her mouth as the wave took her. Claire’s moan was rich and full and raw. Her hand tightened in Ivy’s hair as she rode it out, breathing hard.

      Ivy came next—body shaking as she cried out, trapped between Claire’s pleasure and Marcus’s thrusts, undone completely.

      Marcus followed with a groan, burying himself in Ivy as he spilled into her, his hands trembling where they gripped her thighs.

      They collapsed together, tangled, breathless.

      And Claire, still pulsing from the aftershocks, leaned down and kissed Ivy’s slick, swollen mouth.

      “My sweet girl,” she whispered. “You taste like all my favorite things.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Claire slowly collapsed beside Ivy, brushing damp strands of hair from her flushed cheeks. Marcus lay on the other side, breath ragged, a hand draped possessively over Ivy’s hip.

      Between them, Ivy blinked up at the ceiling, utterly undone. Completely claimed.

      The room had gone still. Something had shifted between them forever. Sheets lay rumpled and kicked down to the foot of the bed, pillows skewed and cooling with the imprint of bodies pressed tight and urgent not long ago.

      Now, all three of them were draped across the mattress, quiet.

      Claire lay on her side, one arm curled beneath her head, the other resting possessively on Ivy’s waist. Ivy was nestled between them, hair a mess of dark silk across the pillows, her legs tangled with Marcus’s, her breath slow and steady. She looked blissed-out, sated in a way that she never had been before. Slowly drifting off to sleep.

      Marcus lay on his back, one hand behind his head, the other resting loosely against Ivy’s bare thigh. His chest still rose a little fast, not quite settled. Claire watched his eyes—clouded with thought, not regret, but something close to worry. He was quiet in that way men got when the heat faded and the weight of what now? began to rise.

      She leaned over Ivy and kissed him, soft and slow. Marcus let out a breath against her lips, then looked at her, eyes searching. “Are we okay?”

      Claire smiled, brushing his hair back from his forehead. “We’re better than ever.”

      He didn’t speak, but his fingers twitched where they touched Ivy, like he didn’t quite know what to do with the afterglow of what they’d shared. Claire reached down and took his hand, guiding it to rest gently on Ivy’s hip again.

      “She was a gift,” Claire murmured, her voice low, warm. “One we both unwrapped.”

      At that, Marcus smiled faintly. Relief settled into his body.

      Ivy stirred between them and turned onto her side, curling into Claire like a cat chasing warmth. Her arm draped across Claire’s stomach, one bare leg sliding between hers. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The contentment on her face said it all—she felt safe here.

      Claire wrapped both arms around her and held her close, letting the quiet settle.

      She looked over Ivy’s shoulder at Marcus, whose eyes were still locked on her, steadier now, grounded in something deeper than lust.

      “She is my favorite flavor,” Claire whispered, lips grazing Ivy’s hairline. “I might just go back for seconds.”

      Marcus let out a soft laugh, the tension finally gone from his shoulders.

      And in the gentle dark, the three of them drifted there together—wrapped in heat, in softness, in the slow bloom of something neither of them had planned but both knew they’d savor again.
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