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      Jack was inside me, and I was already thinking about my to-do list.

      Not because he was bad in bed—he wasn’t. Jack knew where everything was, knew how to make me come, knew how I liked my hair pulled when I got close. But when you’ve been with the same person for three years, sex starts to feel like a well-rehearsed scene. Familiar choreography. Predictable pleasure.

      I shifted my hips, trying to feel something sharper. Jack moaned softly and pushed deeper, his forehead pressed to mine.

      “There,” I whispered, because that’s what I always said. I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist and moved with him, chasing the friction I needed. His rhythm was sweet, patient, like always. He looked so pretty when he tried to hold back, all flushed and focused, like every nerve in his body was tuned to mine.

      I loved him. That wasn’t the problem.

      The problem was me.

      I came eventually. Quietly. The kind of orgasm that slips in like a sigh and is gone just as fast. Jack followed a few strokes later, whispering my name into my neck, his fingers digging into my hips like he still wasn’t sure he deserved me.

      Afterward, we lay tangled together in my twin-sized campus apartment bed, my head on his shoulder, his hand lazily drawing circles on my arm.

      “That was nice,” he said.

      I smiled, even though I hated that word. Nice. It was the sex equivalent of a lukewarm bath.

      “Mmhmm,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to his collarbone.

      He smelled like my shampoo and the scratchy peppermint of the gum he always chewed in class. I’d loved him since sophomore year, ever since we sat next to each other in Intro to Postmodernism and he’d passed me a note that said, Do you think this professor even understands what she’s saying?

      It’d been us ever since.

      “I’m glad your seminar got moved to Fridays,” I said, reaching for my robe. “We can actually sleep in tomorrow.”

      Jack groaned and rolled onto his back. “Ugh, don’t remind me. Vale’s already terrifying and I’ve only had one class with her.”

      I arched an eyebrow as I tied my robe. “Professor Vale?”

      He nodded. “Yeah. The one teaching Lit 470. Gothic Theory and the Erotic Imagination.”

      I turned slowly, letting that title sink in. “Oh my god. That’s the class you’re in?”

      “Why do you say it like that?”

      “Because everyone talks about her. Vale’s the one who made a guy cry last semester because he misquoted Anaïs Nin. She’s, like, a legend.”

      “She’s intense,” Jack admitted, rubbing his hand over his face. “She stares at you like she already knows what you’re going to say. Like she’s waiting for you to disappoint her.”

      “Mmm. Hot.”

      He gave me a look. “She’s our parents’ age.”

      I shrugged. “So? It’s kind of sexy. Intellectual sadism.”

      Jack threw a pillow at me. “Stop. You’re trying to get a rise out of me.”

      I grinned and tossed the pillow back. “I’m just saying. If you’re gonna get all flustered every time she gives you feedback, I’m gonna start wondering what kind of feedback you’re really into.”

      He turned pink immediately. Not red—pink. It spread slowly from his cheeks to his ears, which made it even more adorable.

      “See?” I laughed. “You totally have a professor crush.”

      “I do not.”

      I rolled on top of him, straddling his stomach and brushing his hair back from his face. “You’re allowed to have one, you know. So long as you tell me all about it later.”

      He tilted his head, uncertain. “You’d want to know?”

      “I’d especially want to know,” I purred, leaning down to kiss the corner of his mouth. “You think I don’t get off on hearing what turns you on?”

      Jack’s hands slid up my thighs, but I saw the hesitation in his eyes. He didn’t know what game I was playing. Truth was, neither did I. I didn’t feel jealous, exactly. Just… curious. Alert. Student-professor stories always got me hot and bothered. But in real life? I should be appalled…and yet I wasn’t.

      I kissed him slow and deep, grinding against his bare stomach. He groaned and flipped us over, settling between my thighs again. And I let him. Let him take control in the way he knew how. Gentle, practiced, reverent.

      But even as he moved inside me again, my mind wandered to Vale. To that sharp, knowing gaze Jack couldn’t stop describing. To the way he’d flushed when I teased him.

      I wondered if she looked at him in class the way I looked at him in bed.

      I wondered if Jack would ever admit he liked it if she did.
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        * * *

      

      I wasn’t planning on walking him to campus. I had an afternoon lecture to prep for, a pile of laundry on my floor, and a stubborn zit brewing just under the corner of my jaw. But Jack had looked so sweet standing by the door, backpack slung over one shoulder, coffee in hand, that I couldn't help it.

      Plus, I hadn’t seen Professor Vale in the flesh yet. And now I was curious.

      “I’ll just drop you off,” I said casually, slipping on my sandals as he held the door. “Say hi to the infamous literature goddess.”

      Jack snorted. “She’s not a goddess.”

      “Sure. And I’m not going to check her out.”

      He gave me a half-smile, the kind that meant he wasn’t quite sure if I was serious.

      The literature department was tucked into one of the oldest brick buildings on campus—gothic arches, dark wood staircases, that particular scent of old paper and academic pretension. We walked together past faded bulletin boards and doorways with names etched in tiny gold plaques. When we reached the end of the corridor, Jack slowed.

      And there she was.

      Professor Vale stood outside her office, speaking quietly to another student. She didn’t smile, didn’t touch, didn’t even seem particularly engaged—and still, something about her felt magnetic. She was tall, elegant in a pair of black slacks and a soft-looking blouse that clung just enough to show she still had curves under all that composure. Her hair was dark, streaked with silver near the temples, and pulled into a low twist at the nape of her neck. No jewelry. No makeup. Just her presence. Sharp and still.

      Jack stopped beside me like someone had hit pause on his body.

      I watched him instead of her.

      He wasn’t ogling—he wasn’t that dumb—but there was something unmistakable in the way his spine subtly straightened, the way his hand twitched at his side like he didn’t know what to do with it. A flicker of tension. Anticipation. Like her energy reached out and grabbed something deep inside him.

      Vale glanced over. Her eyes landed on me before they landed on Jack.

      You know how some people meet your gaze like it’s polite? Vale looked at me like she was reading me. Like she was cataloging every reaction I might have before I even had it. Her mouth barely moved as she nodded once.

      “You must be Nina.”

      It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. And I hated that I shivered.

      Jack shifted beside me. “Yeah, this is…uh, my girlfriend.”

      I offered a hand, suddenly too aware of how young I probably looked next to her, standing there in cutoff shorts and a threadbare hoodie. She took it briefly—cool skin, firm grip, no flourish—and then turned back to her student without another word.

      That was it. No drama. No flirtation. No scandal.

      But the walk back down the hallway buzzed like I’d just walked through static.

      “You okay?” Jack asked, opening the door for me as we stepped back outside.

      “Fine,” I said, even though I couldn’t stop replaying the look she gave me. The absence of warmth. The clinical dismissal of it.

      “She’s… intense, huh?” I added lightly.

      Jack nodded. “You get used to it.”

      I narrowed my eyes at him. “Do you?”

      “What?”

      “You get used to being looked at like that?”

      He flushed. Just slightly. “She looks at everyone like that.”

      “But not everyone looks back the way you did.”

      Jack made a face. “You’re making things up.”

      I bumped him with my hip. “Am I? You looked like a puppy about to dry hump something.”

      He laughed, nervous and too fast. “I did not.”

      “Jack,” I said, smirking, “if you had a tail, it would’ve been wagging.”

      He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. “Can we not talk about this?”

      “Sure,” I said, wrapping my arm around his. “But just know… if I ever see her feeding you treats from her desk drawer, we’re having words.”

      He shook his head, but I could feel the tension radiating off of him in tiny pulses, the way his body always betrayed him before his mouth did. He didn’t want to talk about Vale. Which meant there was something to talk about.

      And I wasn’t letting that go.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, he was going down on me and all I could think about was her.

      It wasn’t even that she was beautiful. Not conventionally, anyway. She had a body like she didn’t care what anyone thought about it, and a mouth that hadn’t smiled once. But there was power there. And control. And something that had made Jack stand a little straighter, breathe a little shallower.

      That was what got me.

      I watched his dark hair moving between my thighs, his shoulders tense with focus, his tongue working in slow, methodical circles. I should’ve been spiraling with pleasure, but my mind was already somewhere else.

      What would it look like if she were the one in this bed? What would he sound like with her hands in his hair instead of mine?

      I came with a soft gasp and tangled my fingers in his hair, anchoring myself to the moment. Jack crawled up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like he always did, and kissed me softly.

      “You’re quiet,” he murmured, tucking himself against my side.

      “Just thinking,” I said, curling a leg around his.

      “About what?”

      I looked at him. Looked through him a little.

      “Your professor.”

      His brow furrowed.

      I ran a finger down his chest, stopping just above his waistband. “Tell me the truth. You got a thing for her?”

      His eyes widened, the way they always did when I caught him off guard.

      “Nina…”

      “It’s okay,” I said, pressing a kiss to his jaw. “I won’t get mad. I just want to know.”

      He hesitated. Too long.

      “That’s a yes,” I whispered, grinning.

      He groaned and buried his face in the pillow. “I respect her.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      “She’s… intimidating.”

      I leaned in, voice low and playful. “You like being intimidated?”

      His breath hitched. Just barely.

      Oh.

      Something lit up inside me.
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        * * *

      

      It wasn’t planned. I was just passing through the English department on my way to the library, fingers still warm from my thermos and brain half-numb from back-to-back lectures, when I noticed the light on in Vale’s office.

      Jack had mentioned he had office hours with her that afternoon—just a quick check-in about his final paper. I slowed without meaning to, footsteps soft against the worn hardwood floor, pulled forward by something I couldn’t quite name.

      The door was slightly ajar. Not enough to hear words, but enough to see movement. I lingered.

      Professor Vale sat behind her desk, posture impossibly straight, not even leaning back in her chair. Jack sat across from her, his knee bouncing like it always did when he was nervous. She wasn’t speaking, just looking at him—her hand resting lightly on his wrist, holding it still.

      The contact wasn’t sexual. Not overtly.

      But it was intimate.

      Too intimate.

      I’d never seen anyone touch him like that before. And I’d never seen him look at someone like that.

      He wasn’t just paying attention. He was fixated. His mouth slightly parted, eyes pinned to hers like they were in the middle of something unspoken but deeply understood.

      Vale said something low. I couldn’t hear what, but Jack nodded. Slowly. Almost submissively.

      My heart twisted in a way that startled me.

      And then she looked up and saw me.

      She didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. Just released his wrist and stood smoothly, like she had all the time in the world. Her hand brushed the front of her blouse, like she was brushing off dust, though there was nothing there.

      “Oh,” she said, her voice rich and effortless. “Right. The girlfriend.”

      Not Nina. Not we’ve met. Just the girlfriend. A label she let hang in the air like an afterthought.

      Jack practically leapt from his chair.

      “Nina! I didn’t know you were—uh—hey.”

      His voice cracked slightly. He tried to clear it, shifting his weight from foot to foot like he wasn’t sure whether to move toward me or wait for Vale to excuse him.

      I stepped inside the doorway, staying back, eyes locked on her.

      She gave me a slow, assessing look. Not cruel. Not cold. Just… clinical. Like she was cataloguing a new specimen in a lab. I had the strangest feeling she already knew everything about me just from the way I held myself in the frame of her door.

      “Sorry to interrupt,” I said, tone light but cool. “Just passing through.”

      “Of course,” she said, already sitting back down and turning to her laptop. “We’re finished here.”

      Jack gave me a nervous smile and grabbed his backpack, mumbling something about how he was just going to walk me out. Vale didn’t acknowledge him. Or me. Just clicked something on her screen and went back to typing, her presence vanishing behind the mechanical rhythm of her keystrokes.

      We walked in silence until we hit the front steps. Jack looked like he might break into a full-on sweat.

      “That wasn’t what it looked like,” he said.

      I turned my head slowly. “Oh? And what did it look like?”

      “She was just…she gives feedback like that. Like, intense. With eye contact and stuff. She’s like that with everyone.”

      “Uh-huh.”

      He paused. “I mean it.”

      “I didn’t say I didn’t believe you.”

      Jack winced. “You’ve got that look.”

      “What look?”

      “The I’m-smiling-but-I’m-not-actually-okay look.”

      I rolled my eyes and reached for his arm, tugging him to a stop under the shade of a bare-branched tree.

      “Jack,” I said softly. “It’s not that I’m upset.”

      “You’re not?”

      “No.” I tilted my head. “I’m… intrigued.”

      His brows lifted. “That’s worse.”

      I laughed, stepping closer, letting my hand brush his lower back. “She touched you.”

      “Barely.”

      “But she touched you.”

      His breath caught. I felt it in the tension of his spine. He wasn’t even aware of how much it affected him.

      “She does that,” he muttered. “To everyone.”

      “You sure about that?”

      Jack didn’t answer. Just stared at the cracked pavement like it held the truth.

      I leaned in, brushing my lips over the shell of his ear. “You liked it, didn’t you?”

      He swallowed.

      “I didn’t say anything in there,” I murmured, my fingers sliding under his jacket to touch the warmth of his waist, “because I wanted to see how far she’d go.”

      “Nina…”

      “She didn’t do anything wrong. I mean, okay, maybe she was technically wrong,” I looked up at him. “But you didn’t stop her either.”

      He exhaled shakily. “I didn’t know I needed to.”

      I studied him for a moment—his flushed cheeks, the way his hands had curled into fists at his sides. I didn’t feel angry. I didn’t feel betrayed.

      I felt wet.

      And I wasn’t sure what to do with that.

      That night, I couldn’t stop picturing the moment. The placement of her hand. The way she let it rest there, lightly, like she was giving him permission to stay still. Or like she wanted to see what he’d do with just a little contact.

      And the way he looked at her—like she was already unbuttoning him from the inside out.

      We didn’t talk about it. I didn’t bring it up again, and Jack didn’t dare. But I could tell it haunted him too. The quiet tension. The control.

      The next time we had sex, I flipped him onto his back and rode him hard, hands planted on his chest, daring him to meet my eyes.

      He couldn’t hold my gaze. Not all the way.

      And I couldn’t stop imagining that it wasn’t me who’d undone him first.

      It was her.
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        * * *

      

      I didn't bring her up for two days. Not out loud.

      But she was there, in the back of my mind, tucked like a splinter under the skin—subtle, irritating, impossible to ignore. The way her hand had rested on Jack’s wrist. The way he looked at her like she could split him open with a glance. I couldn’t decide what turned me on more: the fact that she could—or the fact that I’d watched it happen.

      On Thursday night, we stayed in. Jack cooked—one of his specialties that involved way too much garlic and a triumphant grin when he made me moan with the first bite. We curled up on the couch after, legs tangled, some forgettable show playing in the background. His arm was slung low around my waist, fingertips grazing the hem of my T-shirt, brushing the bare skin beneath like he wasn’t quite sure he was allowed.

      I let the silence stretch for a while before I said it.

      “Do you really believe she touches everyone like that?”

      Jack blinked. “What?”

      “Professor Vale,” I said, lightly. “The wrist thing. Is that, like… part of her feedback process?”

      He stared at the television, jaw tightening. “I told you, it wasn’t a big deal.”

      “I didn’t say it was.”

      “You keep bringing it up.”

      I shifted in his lap, facing him, one leg over his thigh. “Because you keep pretending it didn’t happen.”

      He sighed. “It didn’t mean anything.”

      “Didn’t it?”

      His eyes flicked up to mine. And I saw it again—that same flicker. Not shame. Not even guilt.

      Just heat. Barely contained.

      I leaned in and kissed him, slow and open-mouthed, letting the air shift between us. My hand slid down his chest, under the hem of his hoodie. His breath hitched as my fingers dipped beneath his waistband, palming him through the soft cotton of his boxers.

      He was already half-hard.

      “You liked it,” I whispered against his lips. “Didn’t you?”

      Jack’s hand gripped my hip. “Nina…”

      “You liked the way she looked at you. Like she could see through your clothes. Like she could make you sit there and take whatever she gave you.”

      His jaw clenched, but he didn’t stop me as I stroked him slow and steady, my thumb pressing just enough to make his hips lift.

      “It turned you on.”

      He swallowed. “A little.”

      I smiled. “Good.”

      I kissed down his neck, tasting salt and skin, dragging my teeth gently across his pulse. He moaned, low and desperate, one hand fisting in my hair. I kept my voice soft, teasing.

      “Did you think about her after?”

      “No,” he breathed, too quickly.

      “Liar.”

      I slipped my hand inside his boxers and wrapped my fingers around him, hot and thick in my palm. His whole body jerked.

      “It’s okay,” I murmured. “You can tell me.”

      His eyes fluttered closed, his head falling back against the cushion. I worked him with slow strokes, squeezing just enough to make him squirm, my other hand spreading across his chest to feel the wild rhythm of his heart.

      “I thought about her hand,” he said hoarsely.

      I bit my lip, wet between my thighs already.

      “I thought about what she’d do if I didn’t pull away.”

      “Mmm.” I kissed his collarbone. “And?”

      “And what if she didn’t stop?”

      I moaned softly, shifting to straddle him, grinding against the ridge of his cock through his clothes.

      “You want to know what I thought?” I whispered, reaching between us to guide him toward the waistband of his boxers.

      He nodded, eyes dazed.

      “I thought about walking in,” I said, dragging my tongue over the curve of his jaw, “and watching her touch you like you were hers. I thought about standing in the doorway while she made you come with your pants still half on. And you just let her.”

      He groaned. Loud.

      “I thought about watching,” I said, slipping him inside me in one smooth slide. “Sitting in a chair across the room. Hands in my lap. Just… watching while she ruins you.”

      Jack grabbed my hips with both hands, helpless beneath me as I rode him slow and hard, grinding down with every roll of my hips. I kept whispering, feeding the fantasy into his body like a spell.

      “She wouldn’t even look at me,” I said, picking up the pace. “She’d just keep her eyes on you. And you’d forget I was there.”

      “Fuck, Nina—”

      “Would you let her?” I gasped, pulse pounding. “If I told you to?”

      “Yes.”

      His voice cracked on the word. And it was enough to send me over, thighs trembling, vision blurring as I came around him, clutching his shoulders like a lifeline.

      Jack followed with a hoarse shout, jerking up into me, face buried in my neck like he couldn’t bear to look at me.

      And when it was over, I didn’t move right away. I just let myself stay there, still full of him, skin damp and buzzing with aftershocks.

      Because now I knew.

      He wanted her.

      But even more than that… I wanted to give her to him.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I didn’t tell Jack I was going to see her.

      Not because I was hiding it, exactly. But because I wasn’t ready to explain what I was doing. Not even to myself. I just knew I needed to look her in the eye without him there. Needed to see if it was real, or if I’d built the whole thing up in my head like some kind of fever dream.

      I emailed her under the guise of academic interest. Said I was curious about her lecture notes on Bataille’s Story of the Eye. I wasn’t even in her class, but she agreed to a meeting anyway. No questions. Just a one-line reply:

      

      Office hours. Wednesday at 3. Don’t be late.

      Her door was open when I arrived.

      She looked exactly the same. Tailored black slacks, another soft, silky blouse that hinted at the curve of her waist, sleeves rolled to her elbows like she was about to do something intimate or surgical. Her hair was twisted up again, dark and silver and severe. She didn’t stand when I walked in.

      “Miss Hart.” Her voice was cool, like water poured over ice. “You’re not in my course.”

      I stepped in slowly and closed the door behind me. “I know.”

      She studied me without smiling. “Then why are you here?”

      I sat. I didn’t ask if I could.

      Her office smelled like old books and something expensive, but subtle. It didn’t smell like perfume, not really. Whatever I was smelling was just her.

      I took a breath and looked her straight in the eyes. “Because you touched my boyfriend.”

      Something flickered in her expression. Not guilt. Not even surprise. Just a brief shift, like a chess player reconsidering her next move.

      “Did I?” she said calmly.

      “Yes,” I said. “And I saw the way he looked at you.”

      She leaned back in her chair, resting her arms on the armrests like a throne. “And how was that?”

      “Like you’d already taken something from him.”

      Vale said nothing. She just stared at me, letting the silence stretch so long it started to feel like heat.

      My pulse kicked. But I kept going.

      “I’m not here to accuse you,” I said. “Or to ask you to stop.”

      She lifted one brow. “No?”

      I shook my head slowly. “I’m here to offer you something.”

      Her gaze sharpened.

      “I want to see what you’d do,” I said. “If you weren’t holding back.”

      For the first time, she smiled. Not warm. Not cruel. Just… amused.

      “That’s a dangerous game.”

      I crossed my legs, aware of how wet I was already just sitting there, fully clothed, offering my boyfriend to a woman who could dismantle him with a glance.

      “I don’t play games,” I said softly. “But I do like control. And right now, I think you want something I own.”

      Vale tilted her head. “You think you own him?”

      I let the question linger.

      “I think,” I said carefully, “he’d do anything I asked.”

      She stood slowly, walking around the desk. My breath caught as she perched on the edge right in front of me, arms folded loosely across her chest.

      “And what exactly,” she murmured, “do you want to ask him to do?”

      I swallowed. “You.”

      The word hung in the air like a challenge. Vale didn’t blink.

      “I want to watch,” I added, lower now. “I want to see how far you can take him.”

      She considered me for a moment longer. Then she reached for the desk and picked up a small notepad, scribbled something quickly, and tore the sheet free.

      She handed it to me without another word.

      An address. A date. A time.

      “I’m not a fantasy, Miss Hart,” she said, standing again. “I don’t perform. And I don’t share.”

      “I don’t want to touch him,” I said.

      She stopped.

      “I don’t want to touch either of you.”

      Her eyes met mine again, harder now. “Then what do you want?”

      I stood, folding the note and slipping it into my back pocket.

      “I want to give him to you,” I said. “But while you’re fucking him, I want you to remember that he’s still mine.”

      She watched me in silence, then nodded once.

      “Come alone. Bring him when I say.”

      I left her office trembling—not with nerves.

      With anticipation.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I didn't tell Jack where we were going.

      Just told him to meet me outside his apartment at seven, to wear something decent, not his usual jeans and beat-up sneakers. He showed up in black pants and a button-down I’d seen him wear to his internship interviews, looking both confused and stupidly handsome.

      When he asked what the occasion was, I just kissed him.

      We drove in silence, the folded note with Vale’s address pressed against my thigh like a live wire. Jack kept glancing at me like he wanted to ask more but didn’t know how. I didn’t offer anything. Not yet.

      I wanted him off-balance.

      The house was tucked into an older neighborhood off campus, surrounded by hedges and overgrown roses. A tall iron gate clicked open as we approached. The air smelled like night-blooming jasmine and wet stone. Jack glanced at me again as we walked up the steps.

      “Nina,” he said carefully, “whose house is this?”

      I knocked.

      Vale answered the door wearing black. Not sleek or clingy—just simple, soft fabric that flowed when she moved. She looked like someone who had never once rushed to get dressed. Her hair was down this time, long and loose and shadowed at the edges, like she was bleeding into the night around her.

      “Jack,” she said smoothly. “Come in.”

      His mouth opened, then shut again.

      He looked at me, uncertain.

      “It’s okay,” I said, touching his arm. “Go on.”

      He stepped inside, and I followed, locking the door behind us.

      The house was dim. Quiet. Lit with low lamps and candlelight, warm shadows licking up the walls. The living room was all dark wood and old books, like a sexier version of her office. And in the center of it was a long couch and a single armchair.

      She gestured to the chair.

      “You’ll sit there,” she told me.

      I did.

      She looked at Jack next. “You’ll stand.”

      He obeyed, slowly. His eyes flicked between us, and I could see the thoughts rushing behind them: Is this really happening? Is this okay? His jaw flexed, like he was trying to ground himself.

      Vale stepped toward him and placed one hand on his chest.

      He jolted.

      “Breathe,” she murmured. “You’re not in trouble.”

      He laughed, nervous and tight. She didn’t laugh with him.

      “I’m going to touch you,” she said. “Do you understand?”

      He nodded.

      “I need words.”

      “Yes,” he said. “I understand.”

      She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, not like a lover, but like a tailor measuring every inch. She wasn’t seductive. She was deliberate. Each movement was clean, practiced, unhurried.

      Jack stood like he didn’t know where his hands belonged.

      “Put your hands behind your back,” she said. “And keep your eyes on her.”

      He turned his head—looked at me.

      Our eyes locked.

      My breath caught.

      Vale’s hands moved to his belt. She didn’t ask. Just undid it and tugged it loose, letting it fall with a soft jingle to the floor. His pants followed, pooling at his ankles. She ran her fingers along the waistband of his briefs and pressed her palm to the heat beneath.

      Jack gasped.

      “Good boy,” she murmured.

      I clenched my thighs together, heart pounding.

      He was hard already—of course he was—and she was barely touching him. Just cupping him through fabric, like she was testing the weight of him in her hand.

      “Is this what you wanted, Nina?” she asked, without looking at me.

      “Yes.” My voice was hoarse. Too honest.

      She pulled Jack’s boxers down and let them fall. His cock sprang free, flushed and eager, thick with arousal. He twitched under her hand.

      “I’m not going to fuck him,” she said. “Not tonight.”

      Jack exhaled like he wasn’t sure if he was disappointed or relieved.

      “I want you to watch,” she said to me. “That was the arrangement.”

      I nodded, eyes glued to her hand as she wrapped her fingers around his length.

      She began to stroke him—slow, methodical movements, her thumb sweeping over the tip with maddening control. Jack’s head dropped back. His lips parted.

      I watched his throat work as he swallowed, watched the tension pull through his arms and chest like piano wire. Vale never looked away from me.

      “He’s beautiful like this,” she said softly. “Did you know that?”

      I nodded again, too turned on to speak.

      “Look at him,” she said. “Your good boy. So obedient.”

      Jack whimpered.

      She kept her hand steady, working him with that same terrifying calm, her other hand resting flat against his chest to keep him grounded. He trembled, legs shaking slightly.

      “You’re not allowed to come,” she said. “Not until she says.”

      Jack’s eyes flew to mine—wide, desperate.

      “Nina…”

      I licked my lips.

      “Not yet,” I said.

      He groaned. His knees buckled slightly.

      Vale didn’t stop.

      She just kept stroking him, slower now, more rhythmic, drawing him out until his whole body looked like it was vibrating with restraint. Every muscle taut. Every breath a prayer.

      And I realized in that moment—

      I didn’t just like watching.

      I needed it.

      The control. The ache. The offering.

      He was mine.

      And I was giving him away.

      Just a little.

      Just enough.

      Vale had him trembling.

      Jack’s whole body was locked up—hips flexing just slightly, breath stuttering, mouth slack and panting. His thighs were shaking. His knuckles white where his fingers laced behind his back. He looked like a man coming undone by degrees.

      She hadn’t changed pace in minutes. Her hand was still on him—firm, slow, coaxing—not teasing anymore, just relentless.

      His eyes kept flicking to me like he was begging for permission.

      I sat perfectly still, hands folded in my lap, my thighs clenched together in unbearable heat. Watching. Owning every second.

      “Please,” Jack whispered, voice wrecked. “Nina… I can’t—I’m gonna—”

      Vale didn’t stop. She looked at me.

      “Well?”

      I should have drawn it out longer. I should have made him wait, watch him writhe a little more, just to see how far he’d go for me. But I couldn’t hold back any more than he could.

      “Yes,” I said. “Let him.”

      Vale smiled, slow and knowing.

      Jack cried out—actually cried out—as he came, hot and hard into her hand. His body jerked like a live wire had snapped inside him, knees finally buckling. She caught him effortlessly with her free hand at his chest, guiding him down to his knees right there in front of her, cock still twitching, breath ragged.

      She didn’t say another word. Just held him steady as he shuddered through it, one palm on his chest, the other still around the base of him like she’d timed it all to perfection.

      I couldn’t move.

      Couldn’t breathe.

      My thighs were soaked. My nipples ached. I’d never even touched myself. I didn’t need to.

      Because this wasn’t about friction.

      It was about power.

      Watching him come for her, because I let him.

      Watching him sink into her hand, knowing I was the one who gave the order.

      He stayed there on his knees, panting, dazed. Vale stepped back, calmly wiping her hand with a cloth she’d clearly prepared in advance.

      She said nothing. Just glanced at me once more—sharp, assessing—before walking us to the door.

      She didn’t say goodnight.

      And I had never felt more turned on in my life.
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        * * *

      

      Jack didn’t speak on the way home.

      Not even once.

      He sat in the passenger seat like he was trying to hold himself together, like if he moved too quickly, he might come apart all over again. His shirt was still wrinkled from where she’d touched him, his hair damp with sweat at the temples. I drove with one hand on the wheel and the other curled tight in my lap, fighting the urge to touch myself just to ease the ache.

      I wasn’t jealous.

      I was something else entirely.

      Wired. Raw. Possessive and powerful and aching all at once. I had never felt so in control of my body. Or out of it.

      When we got back to my apartment, I unlocked the door in silence and waited for him to follow. He did. Slowly.

      He looked like a man who’d just stepped off a rollercoaster—stunned and half-drunk on adrenaline, every nerve still vibrating.

      I turned to face him in the dark.

      “You okay?” I asked softly.

      He nodded once, not meeting my eyes.

      “I didn’t know it would feel like that,” he said after a moment. “It was like I wasn’t even in my body.”

      “You were,” I said. “I watched it.”

      He looked up finally. “You really didn’t want to stop it?”

      “No,” I whispered, stepping closer. “I wanted it.”

      His mouth opened. Closed. “Even when she… when I…”

      “Came for her?” I said.

      He flushed.

      “Yes. Especially then.”

      I reached for his hand and led him to the bed, tugging him down beside me. He sank into the mattress with a deep, uneven breath, and I climbed on top of him, straddling his hips but keeping a sliver of space between us. My body was on fire, desperate, soaked.

      But I wasn’t ready to use him. Not yet.

      I wanted to talk about it.

      “I couldn’t stop watching,” I said, grinding down against his stomach, letting the friction tease us both. “I couldn’t look away. You were so fucking sexy when you gave in.”

      His breath hitched. His hands found my thighs, gripping tight.

      “She didn’t fuck you,” I said, kissing his jaw. “She didn’t even kiss you. But you came harder than I’ve ever seen.”

      Jack swallowed. “It was because you let it happen.”

      I nodded. “You like that.”

      His eyes fluttered shut. “I love that.”

      The confession hit me deep in my belly, sharper than I expected. I kissed him again, harder this time, and ground down against him until we both groaned.

      “Did she say anything to you after?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “Did she look at you?”

      “Only when she told me not to come.”

      I shivered.

      “She didn’t have to do anything else,” I whispered. “She already had you.”

      He bucked his hips against mine. “Fuck, Nina…”

      I shifted back and tugged down his pants, slow and deliberate. He was already getting hard again.

      I didn’t ride him.

      Not yet.

      Instead, I knelt beside him on the bed and touched myself—legs spread, eyes locked on his—while he lay there wrecked and aching, completely at my mercy.

      “Tell me what it felt like,” I said, rubbing lazy circles over my clit. “When she stroked you.”

      He bit his lip. “It was like… like she was testing me. Like she could break me whenever she wanted.”

      I moaned softly. “And you let her.”

      “Yes.”

      “Because I said you could.”

      “Yes.”

      My orgasm built fast, too fast. Sharp and tight and hot between my thighs. I didn’t look away from him once.

      When I came, I let out a low, shaking breath and collapsed beside him.

      For a long moment, neither of us moved.

      Then Jack whispered, “Are we going to see her again?”

      I turned my head to look at him. His eyes were wide, vulnerable, hopeful.

      My pulse jumped.

      “Yes,” I said. “We are.”

      And I didn’t just mean once.

      I meant again and again.

      Because this wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

      It was a hunger.
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t dress up that night. I didn’t wear special lingerie or do my hair. I wanted to feel ordinary.

      Because she wasn’t looking at me. And he wouldn’t be touching me. That was the point.

      Jack didn’t ask questions this time. He knew where we were going. He didn’t even pretend to be calm about it. He was already half hard in the car, shifting in his seat like his skin didn’t fit right. The air between us buzzed with tension, his nerves and my arousal coiling into the same wire.

      At the door, I knocked.

      Vale opened it like she’d been waiting.

      She didn’t greet us. She simply stepped aside.

      Jack walked in first, slower this time. I followed, closing the door behind me with a click that felt final. Her house was lit like before. Dim, intimate, candle-glow and shadow.

      But this time, there was no chair for me. There was only the couch. And a rug. And her.

      She wore something simple again. Dark slacks, a cream blouse, sleeves rolled. Her hair was down. No makeup, no jewelry. And still, she looked like she was capable of ruining something. Ruining us. In the best way possible.

      “Strip,” she said to my boyfriend.

      Jack obeyed.

      His hands trembled slightly as he unbuttoned his shirt. His pants hit the floor with a soft whisper, and then his briefs followed, and suddenly he was naked in her living room with the candlelight casting him in gold and shadow.

      “Hands behind your back,” she said. “Eyes on your girlfriend.”

      He turned to me. We locked eyes.

      Vale stepped behind him and brushed her fingers down his back. Not affectionately, not gently. Just enough to make him shiver.

      “Does he know why he’s here?” she asked, her voice low.

      “He knows he’s mine,” I said. “And I’m giving him to you.”

      Jack swallowed. His cock twitched in the flickering light, hardening slowly, helplessly.

      “Lie down,” she said.

      He obeyed again, lowering himself onto the plush rug, arms at his sides, body open.

      Vale knelt beside him and traced her fingers over his chest, watching his skin jump beneath her touch. She didn’t look at me once—not out of dismissal, but out of discipline. Her attention was focused entirely on him.

      And mine was too.

      Jack lay flat on the rug, eyes on me, every inch of him exposed—tense, expectant, already half-hard under Vale’s gaze.

      She hadn’t even touched him yet.

      Vale stood over him, calm as ever, unbuttoning her blouse with the same detached precision she used for everything. She slid it off her shoulders and let it fall. No bra underneath. Her breasts were full, soft, unbothered by gravity. Natural. Real. They swayed slightly as she knelt beside him again.

      Jack made a sound—quiet, breathless—like he wasn’t sure whether to worship her or apologize.

      She looked down at him. “You want this.”

      It wasn’t a question.

      “Yes,” he rasped.

      “Then you’ll be good for me.”

      He nodded.

      “Words.”

      “Yes, Professor.”

      Something in me pulsed at the sound of that.

      She straddled his hips, one hand braced on his chest. Her other hand reached between them to wrap around his cock, stroking him back to full, aching hardness. She moved slowly—unhurried but inevitable—lining him up with her entrance like this was something she'd done a thousand times.

      Jack’s eyes shot to mine. Not for permission. Just because he needed to see me.

      I gave him a small nod.

      And Vale sank down on him with a smooth, controlled motion, taking him inside her in one long, wet slide.

      He gasped.

      She didn’t.

      She just breathed out once, like she’d exhaled all his resistance in one go.

      My nails dug into the couch cushion as I watched them connect—watched him disappear into her body, watched her thighs flex around him as she settled.

      It was happening.

      She was fucking my boyfriend.

      Because I wanted her to.

      Because I needed her to.

      Vale rode him slow at first, hips rolling with practiced precision. She didn’t moan. She didn’t curse. She just moved like she knew exactly what she was doing—like he was hers to ride, hers to use. Her palms flattened on his chest for balance as she began to grind harder, taking him deeper.

      Jack was lost. Mouth open. Head tossed back. Hands fisting uselessly at his sides because he’d been told not to touch.

      “Keep your eyes on her,” Vale said without looking back at me.

      Jack turned his head. Met my gaze.

      He was being fucked. Hard. Deep. With purpose.

      And he was watching me the whole time.

      I opened my legs, slowly, spread them wide and let him see the soaked crotch of my panties as I rubbed over the wet spot. I didn’t even have to slide them down—there was too much fabric to get through anyway. My arousal was already leaking into them, the pressure unbearable.

      Vale’s pace quickened. Her thighs slapped against his. Her breath came faster now, but still silent, still composed.

      She leaned down, putting her mouth to his ear.

      “I could make you come right now.”

      Jack whimpered.

      “But you’ll wait,” she said. “You’ll wait for her.”

      He nodded frantically. “Yes. Yes, Professor.”

      I rubbed myself harder, riding the edge.

      “Do you want to come, Jack?” I asked, breathless.

      “Yes,” he moaned. “Please, Nina. Let me come in her. Please.”

      My orgasm hit me hard and fast. I cried out, hips jerking, hand still pressed over my panties as I clenched and pulsed around nothing. I wanted him inside me and didn’t want to move a muscle. Watching him was enough. More than enough.

      “Come,” I whispered.

      Vale clenched around him with a sharp breath—and Jack broke.

      He groaned deep from his chest and thrust up into her, frantic, desperate, panting her name and mine like he didn’t know where one ended and the other began. She rode it out, slow and dominant, hips still grinding until he was wrung out beneath her, twitching, spent.

      She rose off him slowly, his cock glistening with his release, and stood without a word, reaching for her discarded blouse.

      Jack stayed on the floor.

      Red-faced. Sweaty. His chest heaving. And still looking at me.

      His face was flushed, hair damp with sweat, lips slightly parted. His cock had softened but still twitched with aftershocks, slick from where he’d spilled deep inside her.

      And Vale—cool, composed Vale—was already buttoning her blouse.

      As if nothing had happened.

      As if she hadn’t just made him fall apart in front of me.

      She turned toward me then, brushing a loose strand of hair from her cheek. “You planned all of that,” she said simply. Not accusing. Just... stating.

      I nodded.

      She looked at Jack—wrecked and trembling on her rug—and then back at me. Vale stepped toward me quietly. She didn’t reach out. Not yet.

      She just stood in front of me, her blouse still unbuttoned, the curve of one breast peeking through as candlelight flickered between us. Her scent was warm and faintly earthy—skin, sweat, and something sharper.

      I didn’t realize I was holding my breath until she reached up and touched my cheek. Her fingers were cool. Sure. Her thumb brushed along the corner of my mouth.

      “You let me take him,” she murmured. “Would you let me take you, too?”

      My pulse slammed in my throat. I should’ve been afraid of that question.

      Instead, I leaned in.

      The kiss wasn’t soft. It wasn’t chaste. It was claiming.

      Her mouth moved against mine with a kind of patient hunger, like she already knew exactly what I’d taste like, and was just confirming it. Her lips were full, deliberate. Her tongue stroked mine slowly, possessively, and the moment it deepened, I moaned into her mouth.

      Behind me, I heard Jack’s breath catch.

      Vale’s hand slid down, trailing the line of my throat, over the slope of my breast, down to my waist. She tugged my shirt up slowly, fingers brushing bare skin as she bared my stomach, then my ribs, and finally my bra.

      She kissed me again as her hand slid inside the cup, palming the soft swell of my breast. Her thumb flicked gently over my nipple, and I gasped against her mouth.

      Jack groaned.

      I opened my eyes.

      He was still watching. Still mine. But wide-eyed now—entranced. Hands in his lap, mouth open like he was seeing something he’d never let himself imagine.

      I reached one hand back toward him without looking, palm open. He took it instantly.

      Vale pulled back just enough to look between us. Her eyes lit with something darker. Pleased.

      Then she kissed me again—deeper this time—while her hand slid into my jeans and pressed between my thighs, through the soaked cotton of my panties.

      I cried out into her mouth.

      Her touch was maddeningly light. She kissed me like she had no urgency at all, like she could do this for hours, exploring my mouth while her hand teased at the edge of something darker.

      I broke the kiss with a gasp. “Take them off.”

      She raised an eyebrow. “Say please.”

      God, that voice.

      I swallowed. “Please.”

      She didn’t smile. She just obeyed.

      Her hands made quick work of the button and zipper. She peeled my jeans down slowly, watching the way my thighs trembled under her gaze. When she reached my panties, she paused.

      “They’re soaked.”

      “I know.”

      She knelt. And then she hooked her fingers under the waistband and pulled them down—slow, firm, exposing me inch by inch. Cool air hit my inner thighs. I could feel how wet I was, slick between my legs, aching for contact.

      I glanced over my shoulder.

      Jack was still on the floor. Watching. Staring like he’d forgotten how to breathe.

      Vale settled between my legs, hands strong and warm on my thighs. She pressed them apart with authority.

      And then she tasted me.

      Her tongue dragged through my folds in a slow, unhurried stroke, and I nearly collapsed. She moaned softly as she found my clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue like she wanted to memorize me.

      My back arched. I gripped the arm of the couch with one hand, Jack’s hand with the other, and let out a ragged moan.

      “Oh my god.”

      She kept going.

      She licked me skillfully, pressing deeper and working in long, luxurious swipes that had me grinding against her mouth. She slid one hand up my stomach, over my breast again, rolling my nipple between her fingers while her mouth claimed me.

      My thighs shook.

      I looked down and watched her do it, watched her face between my legs, her mouth wet and open, tongue working me like she needed to taste every part.

      “Nina,” Jack whispered. “Fuck… you look…”

      But I couldn’t respond. I was gone.

      The orgasm took me fast—hot and tight and uncontrollable. My body seized, clamped around nothing, legs trembling as I cried out, my hips bucking helplessly against her mouth.

      And Vale held me there.

      Licked me through it.

      Drank me like I was something she’d earned.

      When I finally slumped forward, boneless and gasping, she pulled back slowly and licked her lips, eyes dark and shining.

      “Good girl,” she said softly.

      Jack had just watched me come in another woman’s mouth.

      And I had never felt more alive.
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        * * *

      

      Three days later, Jack still couldn’t look at me without blushing.

      It wasn’t guilt. It wasn’t shame. It was something softer. Something powerful. Like every time he looked at me, he was remembering the moment I gave him away and the way I took him back.

      We didn’t talk about it right away. Not because we were avoiding it, but the silence between us was comfortable now.

      But that morning, he finally asked. “What happens next?”

      I was sitting on the edge of the bed, wrapped in one of his T-shirts, coffee cooling on the nightstand beside me. Jack sat behind me, legs folded, hands loose in his lap. Like he was trying not to assume anything. Like he was waiting for the answer that would either break him or set him free.

      I looked over my shoulder. “What do you want to happen?”

      He hesitated. “I want to see her again. If you want that too.”

      I took a sip of coffee. Let the silence stretch, just to watch him squirm a little. “I want her to watch us next time,” I said quietly. “I want her to see what you look like when you're mine.”

      Jack’s hand slid up my thigh slowly. Every touch from him now felt as electric as the first time. ‘Boring’ was no longer in my vocabulary when it came to us. Neither was ‘predictable.’

      And I smiled. Because this was far from over.

      This was just beginning.
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