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Chapter One

◆◆◆

Cole’s Point of View

“Honey, I want you to talk to your ex-girlfriend about this problem.”

My wife was standing at the kitchen counter when she said it. One hand on her belly, the other wrapped around a glass of water she hadn’t touched. Sophie was twenty-eight weeks pregnant.

The late afternoon light came through the window behind her and caught the side of her face, and I could see the tension in her jaw — the set of a woman who had been carrying this sentence for days before she let it go.

Those words terrified me, especially coming out of my wife’s mouth.

So here I was. Sitting in a café on Delaney Street, facing Lauren Calloway, my ex-girlfriend.

The espresso machine hissed behind the counter. Conversations murmured around us — laptops, phones, the scrape of a chair on tile. A strip of afternoon sun fell across the table between us and caught the steam rising from Lauren’s cappuccino.

We stared at each other. She smiled. I didn’t. She laughed. I didn’t.

She leaned forward.

“I was surprised when you called, Cole. Then I wasn’t.”

I nodded. I tried to smile, but it only made me feel more anxious.

Her elbows rested on the table, her fingers laced around the cup. Lauren still wore her hair the way I remembered — dark, pulled back, loose strands framing her jaw. The white coat was gone, but the blouse beneath it was clinical enough. She’d come straight from the clinic.

She giggled.

“The irony of it. Come on, Cole. You must see it.”

“I had no idea it would be you until—”

“When Sophie first came to the clinic, I didn’t know you and she were together.”

“And you became friends?”

“Your wife is hard not to like, and I am her OB-GYN.”

“Yes.”

I stared at her hands as she stirred her coffee. Long fingers. Steady. The hands of a woman who delivered babies for a living — who had delivered the news of my wife’s pregnancy with the same calm precision she’d once used to unbutton my shirt in the dark.

Then I looked at her face.

She smiled again.

“It’s not so unusual, Cole.”

“Do you mean me, Sophie and you?”

“It’s not a love triangle, but no, that’s not what I meant. Your problem. It’s not so unusual.”

“I don’t want to—”

“Hurt the baby?”

“Exactly.”

“Because you have such a massive cock?”

She giggled again.

“Sorry, Cole.”

The heat climbed from my chest, through my neck, into my cheeks. My brow furrowed until my temples ached. I glanced sideways. The couple at the next table were bent over a shared screen, oblivious. The espresso machine covered everything. Lauren reached across the table and held both of my hands in hers.

“You can talk to me in confidence.”

“It’s awkward.”

“I get it. This is a normal problem made unique due to your enormous—”

I raised a hand.

“Sorry.”

“Are you teasing me?”

“A little. Your lovely, perfect wife wants you inside her, and you’re not giving.”

I nodded.

“When you say it like that, I sound cruel.”

“The situation is cruel. You are not. You never were.”

The café had thinned.

The afternoon rush had faded, and the light through the glass shifted from white to amber. Outside, a delivery driver double-parked and left his hazards blinking. The rhythm of the turn signal reached us through the window — click, click, click — and in the silence that followed Lauren’s words, I heard my own breathing.

She was watching me. Not as a doctor. Not as an ex. As someone who was both, and who understood what it cost me to be sitting here, asking my ex-girlfriend whether my cock was too big to fuck my pregnant wife.

Her thumb moved across my knuckle. A slow circle. I pulled my hands back.

“Sophie can take it, Cole. There is no danger to the baby. In fact, as her doctor, I can assure you she needs it. She’s wet when she comes to sessions. It’s noticeable. The smell, and I can see it. In her panties and all over her.”

The image arrived before I could stop it.

My wife on the examination table, legs open, my ex-girlfriend between them. The clinical lights. The gloves. And Sophie — slick and swollen and desperate — the evidence of what I’d been refusing her mapped in the fabric of her underwear, visible to the woman sitting across from me now.

I could see it.

The dark stain spreading through white cotton. The faint, warm musk rising off the examination paper. Lauren peeling back the gloves and washing her hands, and my wife’s arousal still thick in the air between them.

My cock thickened against my thigh. The shame of that was instant and total.

“Your size—”

I raised a hand again.

“Okay. Okay. I get it.”

“You should go home and fuck your wife right now. Fuck her as much as she asks for it and as deep and hard as she says she wants it. Sophie knows best.”

My eyes narrowed, and I tilted my head.

“Are you sure, Lauren?”

“Would you like me to visit and check her?”

“At home?”

My voice climbed an octave.

At home.

The home I’d had before I met Sophie. The bed I’d fucked Lauren in when we were together for a year. The headboard she’d gripped with both hands as she arched her back and bore her shaven cunt down onto my cock. The sheets she’d pulled off the corner with her heels. The morning light she’d stood in naked, drinking my coffee from my mug, smiling the same smile she was giving me now across a café table with milk foam on her lip.

“Fuck!”

“Strictly professional, Cole. I’ll check Sophie out. I’ll leave. You two let nature take its course.”

I sighed.

Then I nodded.

“Okay — I guess.”

She picked up her bag. I left a twenty on the table. We walked out together, and the heat of the sidewalk hit me after the café air conditioning. I could smell Lauren’s perfume for the first time — warm, clean, something I recognized from a life I’d lived before this one.

“I’ll follow you.”

“Lauren.”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you for doing this. Thank you for being a friend.”

“We didn’t break up badly, but still, don’t thank me yet.”

She held my gaze. The light caught her cheekbone, and for a moment she wasn’t my wife’s OB-GYN. She was Lauren. The woman who’d spent a year in my bed and left because we both knew I was in love with someone I hadn’t met yet.

Lauren followed me in her car.

I watched her headlights in my rearview mirror the whole way home — her turning where I turned, her slowing where I slowed — and something about the sight tightened a knot in my stomach I couldn’t name.

I thought about calling Sophie. Warning her. But Sophie already knew. She’d known before she sent me to the café. My wife had looked at her OB-GYN, recognized the woman’s history with her husband, and decided to use it. To use her. To use us both.

I parked. She pulled in beside me. The engine cut. The quiet that followed was the loudest thing I’d heard all day.

She stood on the front walk and looked at the house. Her eyes moved across the porch, the windows, the front door she’d walked through hundreds of times wearing less than she was wearing now.

Her arms hung at her sides. Her bag strap cut across her chest. She stood very still, and I watched her face do something I couldn’t read — a softening, or a tightening, or both at once.

“You repainted.”

“Sophie chose a new color.”

“I liked the gray, but I like this better.”

She followed me up the steps, and into the hallway; her hand brushed the banister. Her fingers closed around the wood for a moment — just a moment — and then released. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. I remembered what had happened against that banister. Her back pressed hard against the spindles. Her legs wrapped around my waist. Her mouth on my throat while I held her weight with one arm and fumbled the deadbolt with the other.

She remembered too.

“What’s the smell, Cole?”

“Sophie’s candles. She makes them. This one is—”

“Fig and something floral.”

“You always had a good nose.”

She glanced at new photos on the wall. Then the ultrasound image pinned to the corkboard by the stairs. Lauren’s eyes found it and stayed there for three seconds, and her hand went to her stomach — a reflex, not a thought — before she dropped it.

Sophie was in the kitchen.

She’d changed while I was out — out of the sweats she’d been wearing all morning and into a sundress that draped over her belly and left her shoulders bare. She’d put on lipstick. She was barefoot on the tile, and her toenails were painted the deep red she saved for when she wanted to feel like herself.

She looked beautiful.

She looked frustrated.

She looked like a woman who’d been waiting three months for her husband to stop being afraid of her body.

She hugged Lauren — arms wrapped around her, face against her shoulder, the full embrace of a woman who trusted another woman with her body every two weeks on an examination table. Lauren hugged her back, and I watched Sophie’s belly press against Lauren’s flat stomach, and something turned over in my chest.

“Water, Lauren? There’s wine open. I’m banned as you know, but nothing stopping you and Cole from—”

“Water’s fine, Soph.”

Soph.

They sounded like friends.

Lauren took the glass and leaned against the counter. The same counter I had fucked both against. Different woman leaning against it. She drank. Sophie watched her, and Lauren watched Sophie, and I stood in the doorway watching both of them — two women who knew more about each other’s bodies than most husbands knew about their wives’.

“How are you feeling, Sophie?”

“Swollen. Frustrated. Desperate. Take your pick.”

Lauren nodded. Sophie held the look.

“You asked Cole to call me. We met just now, and I thought it best to come here and talk it through.”

“He won’t fuck me, Lauren. It’s been three months.”

“I know. Cole and I talked.”

“And?”

“He’s afraid. Not cruel. Afraid. He has an enormous cock, and that’s his main concern.”

“Did it help? Talking to you?”

“I think so.”

“What did you tell him?”

“That you need him inside you and that his cock won’t hurt the baby.”

My wife laughed — a real laugh, the first one I’d heard from her in weeks. Lauren grinned.

“Did you say it like that?”

“No. I told your husband to fuck you hard and deep. I know what that feels like from him. I know you need it for that reason.”

“God. I bet he turned red.”

“He turned very red.”

They both looked at me. I turned red again.

Lauren sipped her water. She looked at Sophie. Then at me.

It felt awkward—at least it felt awkward for me.

“Thank you for coming, Lauren.”

“It’s not exactly a hardship for me, Soph.”

“Isn’t it? Walking into your ex-boyfriend’s house?”

“I walked in here hundreds of times.”

“When he was yours.”

“Cole was never mine. I was a guest. I knew that.”

Sophie reached across and squeezed Lauren’s hand. Her fingers traced the tight skin below her navel, and she looked at me. I saw the ache in her eyes — not anger, not blame, just the raw need of a woman whose husband had been standing six inches away from her every night for three months without closing the distance.

“I didn’t marry you for your cock, Cole. I love you—but this situation. It’s not—”

“Fair?”

“Exactly.”

“I would never forgive myself if—”

“I know. Another reason I love you.”

She looked at Lauren again.

“Will you come upstairs and check me over?”

“Of course. I don’t have latex gloves.”

“I don’t care.”

Sophie took Lauren’s hand.

They went up together, and I stood in the kitchen and listened to their footsteps on the landing. The murmur of their voices reached me through the ceiling — too low to catch the words, just the rise and fall of two women talking about something that had nothing to do with a nursery.

I poured myself a glass of water and drank it, then set the glass down and stared at the counter where Lauren had been leaning thirty seconds ago. The same counter where she’d sat in my boxer shorts at two in the morning, eating leftover Thai food with her bare legs crossed on the stool. I could still see it. Her chopsticks. Her knees. Her hair falling out of the clip she slept in. My cum leaking out of her.

Sophie’s laugh drifted down from upstairs. Lauren’s voice was lower and steady. Then a pause that lasted long enough for me to hear my own heartbeat in the kitchen.

“Cole?”

“Yes, darling?”

“Join us. Please.”

The bedroom door was open. Sophie was lying on the bed, the sundress pushed up past her hips, her knees apart. Lauren was kneeling between them, her face inches from my wife’s cunt. I saw her hand first — two fingers buried inside Sophie, the knuckles slick and shining, moving in a slow rhythm that made Sophie’s belly tighten with each push.

Lauren heard me. She turned her head, and her eyes found mine. She smiled and didn’t rush. She withdrew her fingers slowly — drawing them out of my wife’s body one knuckle at a time, the wet sound of the withdrawal carrying across the room. Sophie’s cunt gripped and released, and a thread of slick connected Lauren’s fingertips to Sophie’s entrance and broke.

“If that doesn’t get you in the mood for your wife, nothing will.”

“It did.”

“Good.”

Lauren stood. She didn’t wipe her hand. Her fingers glistened at her side — my wife’s arousal coating them to the second knuckle, catching the late afternoon light that came through the curtains in warm bars across the sheets. She held them there. Visible. Deliberate. She wanted me to see where they’d been.

I looked at my wife.

“Will you fuck me, Cole?”

I looked at Lauren. She grinned and nodded.

I looked at Sophie.

“Yes.”

“Lauren’s going to stay.”

No negotiation. No apology. Sophie looked at me, then at Lauren, then back at me.

“I want her here while we — while you fuck me — I want you to know it’s safe, Cole. I want my doctor in the room.”

The word doctor did the work of pretense, and all three of us heard how thin it was.

I looked at Lauren. She held my gaze. Her lips were parted, and her breathing had changed — shorter, shallower. I knew that rhythm.

“Okay.”

“Get undressed.”

I pulled my shirt over my head. Unbuckled my belt. Dropped my pants and stepped out of them. My boxer briefs followed. My cock was already hard — the conversation in the café, the image of Sophie on the examination table, the sight of Lauren standing in my bedroom in her clinical blouse and dark skirt.

My ex-girlfriend had fingered my wife. No gloves.

I was fully erect, the shaft thick and heavy, the head flushed dark, the veins raised along the full length. Over ten inches. The thing that had kept me from my wife for three months. The thing I was terrified would push too deep and hurt something I couldn’t fix.

Lauren’s breath caught. A small, involuntary sound from her chest. Her eyes dropped to my cock, and her lips pressed together. She knew this cock. She’d had it inside her — every inch, in every position, in the bed Sophie was lying on. Her body was remembering what her professional composure was trying to hold back, and the flush that crept from her collar to her jaw told me she was losing.

Sophie saw it. She looked at Lauren looking at me, and something moved across her face. Not jealousy. Recognition.

“I’m dry, Cole.”

The confession landed between us.

“I’ve been so tense — about you being afraid, about the baby, about everything — that my body shut down. I need you to wake me up.”

My wife sat up and pulled the sundress over her head in one motion and dropped it on the floor. Her belly was round and taut, the skin stretched smooth, the dark line running from her navel to her pubic bone.

Her breasts were full and heavy with the pregnancy, the nipples dark and hard, the areolae widened to circles the size of silver dollars. She wore nothing underneath. She’d planned for this.

She parted her knees.

“Go down on me.”

I looked at Lauren.

She nodded.

I knelt between my wife’s legs. Her pussy was closed, the lips pale and tight. I leaned in and smelled the faint musk beneath the soap, but there was slick. She was wet. She’d lied. My tongue barely knew where to begin. I kissed her inner thigh. I moved closer. I was careful. I was terrified.

Lauren stepped forward.

She knelt beside the bed. Her hands moved to Sophie’s thighs — palms flat, fingers spread — and pressed them wider. Sophie gasped. Lauren’s left hand slid between my wife’s legs, and I watched her part Sophie’s lips with two fingers, spreading the folds open until the pink tissue glistened under the light. Her right thumb found Sophie’s hood and rolled it back — slow, firm, deliberate — until the clit emerged. Small. Hard. The nerve bundle exposed and glistening.

“Lick her clit, Cole. Like you licked mine.”

The room stopped.

Sophie’s eyes widened. She looked at Lauren, then at me, and her lips parted, but she didn’t speak. She arched her back and pushed her hips toward my mouth.

“Lick me.”

“But, Lauren.”

“She can hold me open. My clit is aching. Lick it, please, Cole.”

I licked.

The flat of my tongue pressed against Sophie’s exposed clit, and I felt the bud pulse under the contact. Lauren’s fingers held my wife open, and I worked the way Lauren had taught me years ago in this bed — slow circles around the tip, then pressure with the flat, then the tip again, flicking the underside where the nerves cluster thickest.

Sophie’s thighs trembled.

The wetness was there. I tasted it. More came, a salt-sweet rush that flooded Sophie’s folds and coated my chin. Her body woke up. The slick gathered at her entrance and ran down, pooling on the sheet beneath her, and the smell changed — richer, deeper, the musk of arousal cutting through everything clinical about the room. Lauren’s fingers were wet now too, shining between Sophie’s legs, and the sound of my tongue on my wife’s cunt was the only sound left.

“Is she tastier, Cole?”

I looked up, confused.

“Than you?”

They both laughed.

“No. Is your wife tastier pregnant than when she’s not?”

I nodded.

“Yes.”

“You must do this every day at least.”

“I will.”

“She’s ready for your cock. Fuck her slowly and let her stretch—you know?”

Sophie leaned up on her elbows.

“Like you used to fuck Lauren.”

“Yes, Cole. Exactly like you used to fuck me—in this bed.”

Lauren’s voice was steady. Her breathing wasn’t.

I stood.

My cock was rigid, the head dark and swollen, a thread of pre-cum stretching from the slit to my thigh. Sophie looked at it. Lauren looked at it. I was trembling. Three months of holding back, and every reason I’d constructed for staying away from my wife was dissolving in the wet heat of the room, and I still couldn’t move.

Lauren stepped forward and wrapped a hand around my shaft.

Her fingers didn’t reach all the way around. I felt her grip — firm, warm, the hold of a woman who knew this cock’s weight and width because she’d taken every inch of it inside her body for a year. She pulled me toward Sophie, stepping behind me, guiding my hips until the head pressed against my wife’s entrance.

Sophie was dripping wet now — I could feel the heat and the slick against my crown — but my hips were locked.

Lauren pressed herself against my back. Her clothed breasts pressed into my back through the blouse. Her mouth beside my ear.

“She needs you inside her, Cole.”

“I—I.”

“Let me help you fuck your wife.”

She pushed. Both hands drove my hips forward, and my cock slid inside my wife — the head spreading her open, the shaft filling her inch by inch, the ridged skin dragging against the wet walls of her cunt until my pelvis pressed flush against hers and I was buried. Balls deep. Every inch of me inside the woman I’d been too afraid to touch for three months.

Sophie cried out. Not pain. Relief. Her walls gripped my shaft, the muscles clamping and releasing, adjusting to the stretch, welcoming it. Her hands found the sheets and fisted them, and her head fell back against the pillow, and I felt her cunt pulse around my cock in a rhythm that matched her breathing — fast, hard, desperate.

“She’s tight. So fucking tight, Lauren.”

“Any girl would be if she fucked you a lot then went without.”

I looked at my wife.

“Cole.”

Her eyes were open. Staring up at me.

“I can feel you everywhere. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

“Cole.”

“Yeah.”

“Look at me while you fuck me.”

I looked down at my wife. Her eyes were wet. Not tears — the overflow of something she’d been holding for three months.

“I love you.”

“I love you, Sophie.”

“Then stop being afraid of me.”

“How does he feel, Soph?”

Lauren’s voice came from behind me.

“I’m full. So full, Lauren. I forgot what he felt like.”

“I didn’t.”

That landed in the room and stayed there. Nobody flinched.

“Make him fuck me harder, Lauren.”

My ex-girlfriend placed her chin on my shoulder. I turned enough to see her smile. I smelled her breath as she gripped my hips again, dragging me back slowly. My rim dragged along the walls of my wife’s engorged, tight cunt.

“Come on, Cole. She’s been waiting three months. Let’s fuck her harder and deeper. She can take you.”

Lauren drove me inside my wife again.

The wet sound of my cock filling Sophie’s cunt hit the walls of the room — thick, rhythmic, obscene. Lauren’s hand reached around my hip and found Sophie’s clit.

The two women exchanged a look. I didn’t know. I didn’t care.

I looked down and watched Lauren’s fingers work the swollen bud in tight circles while I fucked my wife — deep, full strokes, the head of my cock dragging against the slick walls on every pull, the ridged skin catching against nerve endings that made Sophie’s breath stall each time I pushed back in.

Sophie’s hips rose to meet every stroke. Her belly swayed with the force, the skin taut and stretched, my cock disappearing inside her on every push, and each time I buried myself balls deep, the impact pushed a sound from her throat — high, helpless, three months of need breaking open with every thrust.

“That’s it. Fuck me like that—both of you.”

Lauren’s mouth was at my ear. Her breath hot and uneven against my neck.

“Feel how wet and tight she is now. That’s for you, Cole. All of it.”

“I can.”

“Every day, honey. Just like you fucked me. Every position, all over this house.”

“Thank you.”

“And lick her cunt too. Everything I taught you.”

“Yes.”

Lauren knelt.

I felt the shift behind me — her weight dropping, her hands sliding down my thighs. Her skirt rode up, the hem bunching at her hips. I caught the flash of bare thigh above her stocking tops. She was still dressed — the blouse, the skirt, the professional armor — but her body had stopped pretending.

One hand stayed circling my wife’s clit. The other slid between Lauren’s own legs. I heard the rustle of fabric. The sound of elastic pulled aside. Then a pause — brief, deliberate — and a wet sound as Lauren coated her finger in her own slick. The smell of her arousal reached me — familiar, sharp, a scent I hadn’t encountered in years and recognized in an instant.

Her hand came back to me.

I felt her fingertip press against my anus. The circle of pressure was slow and warm — her own arousal easing the muscle. She pressed. The tip slid past the first ring, and the burn was sharp and immediate — a stretch that radiated inward and settled into a deep, heavy fullness. I gasped. She pressed deeper, curving upward, searching inside me, and found the swollen gland behind my pubic bone.

“Let’s fill your wife up.”

“Keep fingering her—please.”

“I’m fingering both of you. Two orgasms in my hands.”

“Have you ever—”

“Uh-uh.”

She pressed.

“Oh god, Lauren.”

“That’s your spot, darling.”

Darling.

Sophie didn’t care.

The sensation detonated at the base of my spine and traveled forward through my cock. Lauren’s finger massaged my prostate in slow, deliberate strokes while her other hand circled Sophie’s clit, and I was caught between them — three bodies connected through one woman’s hands. My wife’s cunt gripping my shaft from entrance to cervix. Lauren’s finger deep inside me, working the gland that controlled the flood.

I came.

The orgasm started behind my balls and erupted through my cock in waves I couldn’t stop. I buried myself inside Sophie and felt the first pulse hit deep — a hot jet against her cervix, my shaft throbbing between her walls.

Each spasm forced another surge of cum into her body while Lauren’s finger held pressure on my prostate and milked every contraction from me. My cock swelled and kicked inside Sophie, and I groaned — a sound I didn’t recognize, guttural, raw, torn from somewhere below my chest — and my hips ground against Sophie’s while the last pulses emptied me and the cum leaked around the seal of my wife’s lips and ran down between her cheeks.

I pulled out.

We all looked.

My cum pooled at Sophie’s entrance — thick, white, gathering in the pink folds where her lips were swollen and parted from the stretch of my cock. A strand ran down the crease between her cheeks and dripped onto the sheet. The rest sat at the opening, viscous and heavy, beginning to slide, the evidence of everything we’d become collecting between my wife’s open thighs.

“Shall I get tissue?”

“Wait, Cole.”

My wife stared at my ex-girlfriend.

Lauren stared at my cum.

I looked at both of them.

Nobody spoke. Then Sophie, quietly:

“Please don’t let it go to waste.”

Lauren knelt between Sophie’s legs. I reached down and took my wife’s thighs in both hands, spreading her wide — wider — until the muscles strained and her cunt was fully exposed, the cum-filled entrance open to the light.

Lauren lowered her mouth.

Her tongue touched Sophie’s entrance first — the tip tracing the rim where my cum had pooled, gathering the white thickness onto the flat of her tongue. She licked upward through the folds, slow, thorough, her lips shining with the compound of my cum and Sophie’s arousal.

The sound was soft and wet — a woman’s mouth working another woman’s cunt with patience and pressure, gathering everything I’d left inside.

I watched my ex-girlfriend’s tongue part my wife’s swollen lips, pressing past the entrance where my cock had just been, dipping inside the opening. Lauren’s chin pressed against the wet skin below Sophie’s entrance, and her nose grazed Sophie’s clit, and the combination made Sophie’s belly tighten, and her hands grip the sheets.

“Lauren.”

Sophie’s voice. Just the name of my ex-girlfriend. Breathless, the second syllable catching in her throat.

“I can feel your tongue where he fucked me.”

“Tell me how it feels.”

“You’re inside me. You’re tasting him inside me.”

“I’ve tasted him before.”

“Is it the same?”

“Together—both of you. It’s perfect.”

Lauren’s tongue pushed deeper inside my wife’s cunt. Her lips sealed over Sophie’s entrance, and she sucked — gently at first, then harder — drawing the cum from inside my wife’s body in a slow, deliberate pull.

I heard it, a sucking sound, becoming lower pitched as it gripped my cum from inside my wife and dragged it from her cervix to her entrance to Lauren’s mouth.

I could see my cum on Lauren’s chin, on her lips, coating the skin around her mouth in a white glaze that caught the light. She swallowed, and the sound — small, wet, undeniable — traveled through Sophie’s body and mine.

Sophie’s hips lifted off the bed, pushing her cunt against Lauren’s mouth, and Lauren took it — her tongue flat against the folds, her chin grinding against Sophie’s perineum, her hands gripping my wife’s thighs where my hands had been, her mouth cleaning every trace of me from the inside of the woman I’d married.

I watched.

My cock stirred. The blood returned in stages — a slow, heavy pulse that filled my shaft and darkened the head. The veins rose along the length. Lauren noticed. She lifted her mouth from Sophie — her lips wet, her chin glazed, a thread of cum and arousal connecting her lower lip to my wife’s cunt — and turned to me.

“Now you, Cole.”

“Are you sure?”

She looked at Sophie.

My wife nodded.

“Please suck my husband’s cock.”

My ex-girlfriend took my cock in her mouth.

Lauren’s lips stretched and closed around the head. I felt the groan leave my chest before I could stop it. She sucked gently, her tongue working the underside of my crown, tasting the residue of Sophie’s arousal and my own cum on the shaft — the compound of my wife and me mixed on a tongue that used to be the only mouth this cock knew.

Her mouth was warm and wet and sure. Lauren knew the ridge beneath the head that made my knees buckle. She knew the pressure that brought the blood rushing back. She took me deeper, her hand gripping the base, her lips stretched around the width, and I felt myself harden against her tongue until I was fully erect again, slick with her spit, the head flushed and throbbing between her lips.

She released me. Looked up. Her mouth was wet. Her eyes were dark. A strand of spit connected her lower lip to my crown and broke.

“He’s hard again, Sophie.”

“I can see.”

Lauren’s fingers were still wrapped around the base of my shaft, her thumb resting against the vein. She didn’t let go.

“He can fuck you again right now.”

Sophie propped herself on her elbows. Her pregnant belly rose between us — round, taut, the baby inside the woman I loved, the woman who had sent me to the café, who had invited Lauren upstairs, who had asked her to stay.

She looked at Lauren kneeling on the floor with her skirt bunched around her hips, her blouse untucked, her stockings dark against her bare thighs, her mouth shining with the evidence of what she’d done.

She looked at my cock, hard again, slick with Lauren’s spit, the head pointing at the woman who used to own it.

“Your turn, Lauren. I want to watch my husband fuck you.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

Lauren’s Point of View

Sophie’s words reached me before their meaning did.

Your turn, Lauren. I want to watch my husband fuck you.

I was still on my knees. The carpet pressed into my shins, and my mouth tasted like both of them — Cole’s cum thick on the back of my tongue, coating my tonsils, Sophie’s arousal coating my lips and chin. The mixture of them sat in the back of my throat, and I swallowed, and the taste didn’t leave.

“Fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Lauren?”

Sophie lifted awkwardly onto her elbows and stared down at me.

“Nothing. Sorry.”

“What is it?”

“You.” I nodded at her cunt and gasped. “That.”

“What about me?”

I looked at her again.

“I love it. The taste. The being between your legs. It’s unbelievable. I touched your stomach—”

“You felt the baby?”

I nodded.

“When I had my tongue inside you.”

“I felt it too.”

My cunt clenched. A single involuntary pulse that traveled from my entrance to my cervix, and the slick in my cunt rushed forward and soaked through my underwear.

I looked at Cole. He stood beside the bed with his cock pointing at me — over ten inches, the head flushed dark, the shaft rigid, veins raised and glistening with my spit. I knew that cock. Every ridge. Every vein. The curve near the head that hit my front wall when he fucked me from behind. My body hadn’t forgotten. Looking at him now — naked, hard, his breathing shallow — the year between us collapsed into nothing.

I looked at Sophie. Pregnant. Naked. Propped on her elbows with her belly round and taut between her spread thighs. She watched me with steady eyes. No apology. No nervousness. She’d planned this — the sundress, the lipstick, the lie about being dry, the invitation upstairs, and now this sentence. The sentence that made me part of it.

“How much of this did you plan? Don’t lie.”

“All of it.”

I didn’t stand up.

Sophie did.

She got off the bed carefully, one hand on her belly, the weight of twenty-eight weeks shifting forward as she stood. She came to me. I was kneeling, and she was standing, and her belly was at my eye level. I could see the dark line running from her navel to her pubic bone and the fine stretch marks on either side like pale threads in the taut skin.

She reached down and took my face in both hands. Her palms were warm against my jaw. She tilted my head up, and I looked at her, and she looked at me, and then her hands moved to my collar.

She unbuttoned my blouse.

One button at a time. Steady fingers. The first button opened at my throat. The second at my collarbone. The third above my breasts. She worked down without rushing, and the fabric parted against my skin, and the air found me between each button, cool and precise.

I didn’t move my hands.

Her taste had me.

My hands hung at my sides. The hands that had just fingered Sophie, that had guided Cole’s cock into his wife, that had found Cole’s prostate with a fingertip and milked his orgasm while circling Sophie’s clit. The hands that had gripped Sophie’s thighs while I sealed my mouth over her gaping, leaking entrance and sucked Cole’s cum from inside her. Those hands hung at my sides while Sophie undressed me.

She pushed the blouse off my shoulders. The fabric fell down my arms and pooled on the carpet behind my knees.

“You wore this to deliver babies in, Lauren?”

“Yes.”

“You wore this while you fingered me and sucked my husband’s cock.”

“Yes.”

“Take it off. All of it. I want to see you naked like you’ve seen me. Like my husband has seen me.”

“About that.”

“Never mind modesty. We’re way past that.”

My bra was simple — white, clinical. Sophie reached behind me and unhooked it. The straps slid off my shoulders, and she drew it away, and my breasts were bare.

She looked at them. Then at my face.

“I knew it.”

“What?”

“Gorgeous.”

Her hands found my waist. The zipper at the side of my skirt. She pulled it down — I heard the teeth separate — and she tugged the fabric over my hips. I lifted my knees one at a time, and she drew the skirt free and dropped it on the blouse.

My stockings came down next.

Sophie knelt.

A pregnant woman kneeling in front of me, her nostrils flared, inches from my cunt. Her belly was between us. Her hands touched my right thigh, her fingers finding the top of the stocking where the elastic gripped my skin.

She rolled it down — slowly, her thumbs trailing along my leg, peeling the nylon away from my calf, over my ankle, off my foot. She did the other leg. The same slow, deliberate attention. I felt her breath against my knee.

I was in my underwear. The last piece. The last layer I’d worn through everything — through fingering Sophie, through holding her open for Cole, through kneeling behind Cole with my hand between my own legs, through sucking him hard again with the taste of his wife flooding my mouth.

“You’re wet, Lauren.”

“Yes. Since the café.”

“Did you come here to fuck us?”

“I did.”

“Is it everything you hoped it would be?”

“So far.”

Sophie hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled them down.

The fabric stuck to my cunt — warm, soaked through, clinging to every fold. The elastic peeled away from my skin, and the cool air hit the slick heat between my legs, and Sophie drew them down my thighs, past my knees, off. The gusset was dark and wet. She dropped them on the pile.

I was naked.

Sophie gasped.

I hadn’t been naked in this house since Cole fucked me. Since the mornings I’d stood in this bedroom wearing nothing, drinking his coffee from his mug, the light through these curtains on skin that didn’t carry what it carried now.

The scar from my appendectomy sat below my right hip — a white line I saw every day in the clinic bathroom, the same line I’d traced on a hundred patients’ intake forms. The mole on my left breast that I’d monitored since med school. My body, cataloged the way I cataloged anyone’s. Abdominal wall. Inguinal crease. Pubic mound.

Sophie touched my hip.

“You’re beautiful, Lauren.”

“Thank you.”

“I understand now.”

“Understand what?”

She looked up.

“Why Cole loves to fuck you so much.”

I panicked and looked at Cole. He stared at his wife. She looked at him.

“You talk in your sleep. I suck your cock when you’re sleeping. Sometimes you call out my name, sometimes Lauren’s.”

“Jesus. You never said.”

“It’s not cheating, Cole. I get it.” She nodded at me. “I get it even more now. I want to fuck her too.”

She giggled and went back to studying me, her thumb tracing the scar. Slow. Warm. Not examining. Learning.

“Did this hurt?”

“No. It grumbled for a couple of nights. I was taken in, knocked out, and surgery was done under general. I woke up. Three days later I was discharged. No emergency.”

“I love it.”

“The scar?”

“Yeah. Otherwise you wouldn’t be perfect.”

“It’s a—”

The medical vocabulary left my head. I stopped seeing my body as a diagram and felt it as the thing it was — naked, wet, aching, standing in a bedroom I’d left and come back to with both of them still on my tongue.

“You’ve been in my marriage from day one, Lauren.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m not. Look where we are.”

“Where—I mean—here, yes. Where are we going?”

“My husband’s cock is going balls deep inside you coated with me and him.”

Cole was watching me.

I turned my head and found him. His eyes traveled across my body — my breasts, my stomach, my hips, the dark strip of hair between my legs. His cock thickened as I watched. The vein on the underside — the one that ran from root to crown — swelled and pulsed, and his shaft stiffened to the vertical, and the head darkened another shade.

“Is this what you want too, Cole?”

He looked at his wife. She smiled and nodded.

He looked at me.

“Yes. I want to cum inside you, Lauren.”

“While your wife watches you fucking me?”

“Yes.”

His pulse was visible in his throat. Fast. His pupils were wide. His breathing had gone shallow. I could read the signs — heart rate elevated, respiratory rate increased, the flush spreading from his chest through his neck. And then I stopped reading because Cole reached for me. His hand found my waist. His fingers spread across my ribs. The touch was warm and real and had nothing clinical about it.

“It’s been over a year since you saw me, Cole.”

“You look—”

“Don’t finish that sentence. You’re married. Just come here and do whatever your wife tells you to.”

He stepped closer. His cock pressed against my stomach — the shaft hot and hard against my skin, the head leaving a wet streak of precum below my navel. I felt the length of him against my body, and my cunt pulsed, and my hands found his chest.

I looked at Sophie.

“How?”

“Fuck my husband like you did when he was your boyfriend.”

“And while he’s inside me?”

“He’s my husband and your boyfriend.”

“Is this a gift?”

“To all of us.”

I looked back at Cole and smiled like it was our first date. I was already in love an hour in. Already running the calculations of what our baby would look like.

“Fuck me like you used to.”

“I missed you, Lauren.”

“I know. Show me how much.”

“Are you sure?”

“Sophie told you to fuck me. And I’m asking you to. I didn’t come here as your doctor, Cole.”

“I know.”

“I came here because I’ve been thinking about your cock ever since we broke up and I’m done pretending I haven’t.”

Sophie sat against the headboard.

She settled in — her back against the pillows, her legs wide open, her swollen belly between her thighs, her eyes on both of us. She patted the mattress between her knees.

“Lauren. Here.”

She pointed at her cunt and grinned.

“May I?”

“I insist.”

I climbed onto the bed. Sophie guided me forward until my face was between her thighs and her scent hit me again — musk and salt and the remnants of Cole’s cum my tongue hadn’t reached. Her cunt was still swollen from being fucked by my ex-boyfriend, or boyfriend, or whatever he was now, her lips dark and parted, the tissue flushed. Slick gathered at her entrance.

“Get on your hands and knees, Lauren. Face between my thighs. I want your tongue inside me while Cole fucks you.”

“Yes, Sophie.”

“And Lauren?”

“Yeah.”

“Don’t hold back. I want to hear every sound he drags out of you.”

“I won’t hold back as long as you don’t, Sophie.”

“What does that mean?”

I looked up at her and licked my lips.

“You know what it means.”

“Messy.”

“Good.”

I went onto my hands and knees. My back arched. My ass rose. My face was inches from Sophie’s cunt, her smell overwhelming me, and behind me the bed dipped as Cole climbed on.

His hands found my hips — thumbs in the hollows above my hip bones, fingers spread across my ass. I knew that grip. My body recognized it before my brain confirmed it, and the recognition traveled through my pelvis in a jolt that made my cunt clench around nothing.

His cock pressed against my entrance.

The head was wide. Wider than I’d remembered, or my body had spent time since he last fucked me recalibrating to smaller men, and this was a correction. Cole’s smooth, wet crown notched against my opening, and my cunt spread for him before he pushed — muscle memory, a year of being fucked by this cock, my body recognizing his shape and opening for it.

He slid his cock inside me.

The head spread me open — slow, thick, the rim dragging against the inside of my lips as they stretched around him. I felt every ridge. The swollen tissue of my walls gripped his shaft and yielded and gripped again, the friction pulling a sound from my throat I didn’t plan.

He held for ten seconds, stretching me, then pressed deeper, taking me inch by inch. The ridged skin of his cock caught against nerve endings I hadn’t felt fire in over a year, dragging sensation from tissue that had gone dormant waiting for this width. Past the place where other men stopped. Into the depth that had belonged to Cole since the first night he fucked me in this bed.

I gasped.

“Cole.”

“I know.”

“I loved this. I always did. Fuck me with all of it. Give me all of it.”

“No problem. I’ve wanted to.”

He drove the last inches home, and his pelvis pressed flush against my ass, and I was full. Full in a way I’d been full before and hadn’t been since. My cunt gripped his shaft from entrance to cervix. I felt his heartbeat through his cock — fast, hard, the pulse traveling through the shaft and into my walls.

“You feel the same inside, Lauren. Tight.”

“You don’t. You feel much bigger.”

“I haven’t changed.”

“I have. Going without this cock changed me.”

I looked up at Sophie.

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be… Cole.”

Her voice was steady. She watched him intently.

“Yeah.”

“Fuck Lauren however you used to, darling. Don’t make her wait.”

He pulled back — slowly, the head dragging against my walls, the rim catching at every ridge — and I felt the friction light up nerves from my entrance to the depth of him. He pushed back in. Harder this time. Every inch deliberate.

My face dropped to Sophie’s cunt. Her scent hit me — thicker now, addictive — and I licked. My tongue found her entrance first, the rim where Cole’s cum had pooled earlier, and I pushed inside and tasted the last traces of him mixed with her fresh arousal. Sophie’s hips lifted. Her belly pressed against the top of my head.

“You must be used to this?”

“Not like this. I want this all day.”

Cole pulled back. The drag of his cock along my walls — the rim catching on every ridge, the friction pulling my wetness out with him. Then he drove forward, and the thrust pushed me into Sophie, and my mouth pressed harder against her cunt, and the rhythm found itself.

When Cole fucked into me hard, my tongue pressed flat against Sophie’s clit. When he pulled back, I circled and flicked. Two rhythms. One body between them.

“I can taste you inside her, Cole.”

“What?”

“Your cum. What you left inside your wife. I can taste it.”

“Jesus, Lauren.”

Sophie’s hands tightened in my hair and pulled.

“Lick me deeper, Lauren. Please. Don’t stop.”

I sealed my lips around her entrance and sucked — gently, drawing the slick and seed from inside her — and the taste flooded my mouth while Cole’s cock filled me from behind.

Cole found his rhythm, fucking me with long, hard strokes. He pulled back until the head caught at my entrance — the rim stretching my lips outward, the cool air hitting the slick skin — and then he drove forward in one full push that buried him to the root.

The sound was thick and wet and rhythmic — the sound of a cock filling a cunt that was swollen and dripping and gripping every inch. His pelvis slapped against my ass on every thrust, and the impact traveled through my body and into my mouth and into Sophie.

I pushed back into him.

My hips met his on every stroke, and the collision drove his cock deeper inside me, and the depth hit the place behind my cervix that blurred my vision. My knees spread wider apart on the mattress. Sweat broke across my lower back. My jaw ached from Sophie — the sustained pressure of my tongue on her clit, the constant rhythm — and the stretch of Cole’s cock inside me radiated through my pelvis and into every muscle I owned.

“Fuck me harder, Cole.”

“Yes.”

“Harder. I can take all of you. I always could.”

He fucked me harder. His hands gripped my hips and pulled me back onto his cock, and the wet sound of him filling me rang off the bedroom walls. Each time he buried himself, I felt the impact in my teeth. Each time he pulled back, I felt the drag in my spine.

My hands left the sheet and found Sophie’s belly. I spread my palms across her taut skin and felt the baby shift beneath them — a slow roll, a limb pressing outward against my fingers. I licked deeper, my tongue pushing past Sophie’s entrance, driving into her as though I could reach everything she carried, as though my mouth could get to the life inside her if I just pressed hard enough.

I couldn’t.

I knew I couldn’t.

I licked harder anyway.

Sophie watched, and she knew. She smiled. Her thighs trembled against my ears. She pulled me closer, and her belly tightened under my hands.

“She’s close, Cole. I can feel her orgasm in her tongue.”

She was right. Cole’s cock was hitting the spot — the depth, the angle I’d chased for a year in this bed. The pressure built at my cervix, and my cunt clenched around his cock, and I groaned against Sophie’s clit, and the vibration made her gasp.

“You’re going to make me cum, Cole.”

“Already?”

“Don’t sound surprised. You used to make me cum in five minutes.”

“You used to tell me that after.”

“I’m telling you now. Don’t stop fucking me—harder.”

One memory hit. Brief. Physical. The headboard banging against the wall. My hands gripping the bars. The sound I made when I came on this cock — a sound I’d never made with anyone else, before or since. One image, and then the present overwhelmed it because Cole drove his cock balls deep inside me and Sophie pulled my hair and my body stopped negotiating.

I came.

My cunt gripped Cole’s cock in a fast, hard series of contractions that radiated from my cervix through my walls and pulsed against his shaft. I felt every ridge of him as my body bore down — the friction unbearable, the pressure enormous.

My clit throbbed in time with the contractions, each pulse sharper than the last, swollen and aching and untouched and screaming.

My mouth opened against Sophie’s cunt. The moan came from somewhere below my chest — deep, raw, guttural — and the vibration traveled through my tongue into Sophie’s clit. My arms gave out. I dropped to my elbows, and my face pressed harder into Sophie’s cunt.

I kept my tongue on her through every wave. My thighs shook. My back arched and released. My cunt milked Cole’s cock in rhythmic pulses, and I came harder than I’d come in years, and the sound I made was the sound I’d only ever made with him.

The aftershocks rolled through me in diminishing waves — each one pulling my cunt tight around Cole’s shaft, each one drawing a small, involuntary gasp from my throat. I pressed my forehead against Sophie’s thigh and breathed. My fingers had torn the fitted sheet from the corner of the mattress. I could feel my pulse in my clit — a hard, fast throb that matched the pounding in my chest.

“Lauren.”

Sophie’s voice, soft.

“Yeah.”

“That was beautiful.”

“That was overdue.”

Cole was still inside me. Still hard. His cock twitched between my walls, and I clenched around him involuntarily, and he groaned.

“Don’t pull out, Cole. Stay inside me.”

“I’m going to cum, Lauren.”

“Inside me. Cum inside me, Cole.”

“Give it to her, Cole. Fill her up.”

Cole came.

I felt the first pulse before I heard him groan — a hot jet hitting deep, spreading through me, filling a space that had been empty since the last time this man finished inside me. His cock swelled and kicked between my walls and each spasm forced another surge of cum into my body.

His hips ground against my ass, and his hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. I felt his cum pooling where his head pressed against my cervix — thick, warm, more with every pulse.

I clenched around him and held. My walls milked his shaft, drawing out every drop, and his cum leaked around the seal of my lips and ran down my inner thigh in a warm, slow line.

My ex-boyfriend’s seed was inside me. In the bed he shared with his wife, who was watching from the pillows with her cunt swollen and her belly round and her eyes steady on both of us.

When I lived here, this was routine. Cole fucking me hard and cumming inside me. The warmth spreading through my womb. His weight against my back. But a year ago, I was the only woman in this bed, and I was enough for one night but not for a lifetime, and we both knew it.

“Put your mouth back on me, Lauren. I want to cum next.”

I didn’t stop. I pushed the sensation of being filled — his cum warm inside me, his cock softening between my walls — into the rhythm of my tongue. I circled Sophie’s clit with renewed pressure, and her thighs tightened around my head.

“Make me cum, Lauren.”

“I will.”

“Look at me while I cum.”

I looked up. Sophie’s face was flushed, her lips parted, her belly tight above me.

Sophie came.

I felt it against my mouth — the clench, the flood, the contraction that rolled through her pelvis and into her belly. Her cunt pulsed against my lips, the walls pulling inward, a hot gush hitting my tongue in a slick wave.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her hands pulled my hair hard. Her belly pressed down against my forehead, and the first jet hit the back of my throat — a hot rush that flooded my mouth before I could swallow.

I gulped, and a second surge came, thicker, filling my cheeks until I felt them swell. My throat worked — swallow, breathe, swallow — and a third pulse overflowed my lips and ran down my chin, warm and slick, dripping onto the sheet between Sophie’s thighs.

I sealed my mouth tighter over her hole and sucked. Another wave hit my tongue, and I swallowed again, and the taste of her coated every surface in my mouth and slid down my throat in a slow, dense line.

“Lauren.”

Not doctor. Lauren. My name was on her mouth like a lover’s while she came against mine.

The orgasm rolled through her in waves I could feel against my lips — each one smaller than the last, each one pulling a small sound from her throat. I stayed. Mouth sealed over her still-gaping hole, my tongue easing her through it, the pressure softening as the waves faded.

Sophie dragged me up beside her and smiled.

“Stay tonight.”

“I’m here.”

“I mean stay.”

I didn’t answer.

The bedroom went quiet.

Cole pulled his cock out of my stretched cunt. I felt the withdrawal — the drag of his head, the stretch, the emptiness — and his cum followed, a warm rush that ran down between my thighs and dripped onto the sheet. I lowered my hips. I lay flat on my stomach and turned my face sideways on the mattress and breathed.

Cole lay beside me. His arm came across my waist — heavy, warm. Sophie shifted down from the pillows and settled on my other side. Her forehead found my shoulder. Her belly pressed against my hip — round, warm — and I felt the baby move against my skin through the thin wall of her abdomen. A slow roll. A kick. Life pressing against me from inside someone else’s body.

Cole’s breathing deepened first. Then Sophie’s. The rhythm of sleep, unforced and familiar, the sound of two people who shared a bed every night and didn’t need to find comfort — they carried it with them.

I didn’t move. I breathed in the smell of the room — fig candle, sex, sweat, the faint sharpness of my own arousal drying on the sheets beneath me. The pillow smelled like Sophie’s shampoo. The arm across my waist was heavy with the dead weight of Cole’s sleep.

Cole’s cum dried on my thigh. Sophie’s arousal dried on my chin. I lay between them and listened to two people breathe. The room got darker as the late afternoon faded, and the warm bars of light through the curtains thinned and disappeared.

I let myself believe, for the length of one held breath, that this was where I lived.

I fell asleep.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Lauren’s Point of View

I woke in the dark.

I didn’t know the time. The curtains blocked whatever light was left, and the bedroom was warm and still, and two people breathed beside me.

I had fucked a patient.

I had fucked my ex-boyfriend.

Both of those things were true. Both of those people were married.

Fuck!

Cole was on his back. Sophie was curled against him — her belly pressed into his side, his hand resting on the curve. They were tangled together, his leg between hers, her arm across his chest. The unconscious architecture of a married couple who found each other in sleep.

I was on the edge. I’d rolled there without knowing it. Guests do that in beds that aren’t theirs.

I sat up.

Neither of them stirred.

My clothes were on the floor — the blouse, the bra, the skirt, the stained underwear. I dressed in the dark. Faster than the undressing. Each piece a layer of armor going back on. My bra. My blouse — buttons done by feel, fingers finding the holes without light. I slipped into my skirt. I left the stockings. They were tangled somewhere under the bed, and finding them meant noise I couldn’t risk.

I found my shoes by the door.

I didn’t look back at the bed.

The hallway was dark. The photos on the wall were shadows. The ultrasound image on the corkboard was a pale square I didn’t need to see, but I did.

I held my belly.

His semen inside me.

I reached the banister. My hand found the wood — smooth, cool, the same banister my back had pressed against one night when Cole held me up with one arm and fumbled the deadbolt with the other. His mouth on my throat. My legs around his waist. The spindles digging into my spine.

The house was quiet around me. The fridge hummed downstairs. Somewhere outside a sprinkler ran — the soft percussion of water hitting grass in the dark. The sounds of a home at rest. A home with a nursery being painted and a baby coming and a marriage that worked because the woman who built it was smart enough to let it grow.

My fingers closed around the wood, and I held on.

Not because the memory was erotic. Because it was grief. Because I’d been the woman who lived here, and then the woman who left, and now the woman who got dressed in the dark and walked out before anyone could ask her to stay.

I’d stayed long enough.

I’d overstayed.

I let go.

I almost ran. Down the stairs. Through the kitchen — the counter, the water glasses, the fig candle burned down to a stub. I let myself out. The front door clicked shut behind me. Locked. The sound was small and final.

The dawn light was thin and blue and cold. My car sat where I’d left it, beside Cole’s in the driveway. I sat behind the wheel for a long time before I turned the key.

Days passed.

I spent every day in the clinic. The bright lights. The white walls. The stirrups and the latex gloves and the smell of antiseptic that had been my baseline for eight years. I saw patients. I checked cervixes. I measured fundal heights. I pressed the cold disk of the Doppler against swollen bellies and listened to the quick, watery rhythm of fetal heartbeats, and I smiled at the women who trusted me, and I wrote notes in charts.

I was Dr. Calloway again.

I didn’t call them.

They didn’t call me.

The silence was easy to maintain and impossible to sit with. Between patients I washed my hands and caught my own eyes in the mirror above the sink. My face looked the same. It shouldn’t have. A woman who’d done what I’d done should look different — marked, changed. But the mirror showed me a doctor in a white coat with steady hands.

I dried my hands on the towel and went to the next room and put on fresh gloves and parted another woman’s labia with professional distance while the ghost of Sophie’s cunt sat on my tongue and my cunt still held the shape of her husband’s cock.

I drove home a different way. The long route through the commercial district that avoided their street. I didn’t think about why. I didn’t need to.

At the clinic I washed my hands between patients and the water ran clear, and the soap smelled like nothing. I dried them and snapped on fresh gloves, and the routine held me. But then I’d check a cervix and my fingers would slide inside a patient, and I’d feel the warm, slick walls gripping my glove, and the memory would hit me.

Sophie’s cunt without gloves, Cole’s cum on my knuckles, the quiet sound Sophie made when she came in my hand months ago in this room.

I ate lunch at my desk. I stared at the appointment schedule on my screen. I typed Sophie’s name into the search bar and deleted it. I typed it again. Deleted it again.

Tuesday night I lay in bed and pressed my hand between my legs and came thinking about Cole’s cock stretching inside me and Sophie’s cunt lips spreading across my mouth. When it was over I pulled my hand away and looked at the slick on my fingers and thought about a house that smelled like fig candles and a woman who planned everything and a man who’d stopped being afraid of his own body, and I didn’t cry, but I didn’t sleep either.

Except I thought about it constantly.

Every morning, in the shower, the water ran over my breasts, and my cunt would clench around the memory of Cole’s cock — not the abstraction but the stretch he gave me, the depth he reached inside, the ridge near the head that hit my front wall. At dinner alone, staring at food I didn’t taste, and Sophie’s voice in my ear. Lauren. Just my name. The sound she made when she came against my mouth.

The shame and the want braided together so tightly I couldn’t separate them. I was a doctor who’d fucked her patient’s husband. A woman who’d swallowed his cum from his wife’s body and fallen asleep in their bed and left before dawn without a word.

On Thursday I delivered a baby. An eight-pound girl who came fast and angry at two in the morning, and I caught her with steady hands and laid her on her mother’s chest and watched a husband cry into his wife’s hair. I drove home at four with the windows down, and my hands didn’t shake until I parked. I sat in the garage and held my own flat belly and understood what I was starving for. Not only his cock. Not only her mouth. The house. The candle smell. The bed with two people breathing in it and room for a third.

I checked the appointment schedule every morning.

Sophie’s name wasn’t on it.

I ran through what I’d say if it appeared. I didn’t know what I’d say.

Sophie walked into my clinic on a Tuesday.

Not for an appointment. The receptionist knocked on my office door and said my two o’clock was here early, but there was no two o’clock. I looked up from my desk, and Sophie stood in the doorway.

Her sundress blinded me. The same one she removed in front of me — fabric draped over her belly, shoulders bare, toenails painted the deep red. She looked beautiful and deliberate, and my stomach dropped.

My hands went flat on the desk. I felt the wood grain under my palms, cool and solid, and I pressed down as if the desk could hold me in the chair. My pulse was in my throat. My thighs pressed together under the desk. I could smell her from across the room — the clean warmth of her skin, the faint floral undertone that was Sophie’s soap or Sophie’s lotion or just Sophie.

“Sophie.”

“Hi, Lauren.”

She stepped inside and closed the door. The click of the latch was the loudest sound in the room. She sat in the chair across from my desk, her hands resting on her belly, and looked at me with steady eyes.

“I gave you a few days, Lauren.”

“I’m sorry.”

“We need to talk.”

“I know.”

“Not about that night.”

I waited.

“Look, Lauren. You fingered me.”

“I did more than that. A lot fucking more than that. In fact, I have never been with a woman before.”

Sophie looked at me for a long time.

“On my second appointment here, I came without Cole. You knew about him and me by then.”

“Yes.”

“You fingered me. No assistant. No gloves. I said nothing because I fucking enjoyed it. You finger fucked me, and I came quietly, in your hand. Don’t deny it happened.”

Her eyes were wet.

“Oh god. I am so sorry, Sophie.”

“Answer the question. Did you finger me?”

I nodded.

“Yes. I fingered you, and I felt your orgasm.”

“Why?”

“I wanted to be inside where Cole went. I wanted to feel him, my fingers sliding in his cum. And then, once I was there, I felt you, and it was—”

“What was it?”

“Amazing.”

I stared at her. She stared back.

“Do you love my husband?”

“Yes.”

The word sat between us. The desk sat between us. The examination table in the next room sat between us. Everything professional about my life sat between us, and I’d detonated it with a single syllable.

“I love Cole. I loved him when I left him, and I loved him every time I examined you, and I loved him when I put my fingers inside you without gloves and felt his cum on my knuckles.”

Sophie didn’t move.

“But that’s not all of it, Sophie.”

“Tell me.”

“I left Cole because I knew he was waiting for someone. I didn’t know it was you. Then you walked into my clinic at eight weeks, and I checked your heartbeat and showed you the scan, and you cried, and I held your hand, and something opened in me that I didn’t know was closed.”

My voice cracked.

“I don’t just want Cole. I don’t just want you. I want both of you. I want what you have, and I want to be inside it. I know I’m the ex-girlfriend who left. I know I’m the doctor who crossed every line there is. But you asked me why. That’s why. I wanted both of you. I still do.”

“You left him.”

“I left because he was waiting for someone. I didn’t know that someone was you.”

“And now?”

“Now I don’t want to choose, Sophie. I want both of you.”

“You think I’m asking you to choose?”

“Aren’t you?”

“Lauren. I sent my husband to your café. I invited you to my home. I told him to fuck you while I watched. Does that sound like a woman asking you to choose?”

“No.”

“Then stop choosing.”

Sophie stood.

She walked around the desk. She passed me. She went to the examination room door and opened it. She looked back at me.

“Lock the front door.”

“The receptionist—”

“I sent her to lunch on my way in. A long one.”

“Sophie—”

“You’re going to fuck me, Lauren. Lock the door.”

I stood. My legs weren’t steady. The reception desk was empty when I reached it — the chair pushed in, the screen dark, the appointment book closed on a day that had no two o’clock in it. I turned the deadbolt and flipped the sign to CLOSED. My hands shook against the glass.

The corridor back to the examination room was twenty feet. I’d walked it ten thousand times. I’d never once walked it wet.

Sophie was lying on the examination table.

She’d put herself in the stirrups. Her heels rested in the metal cups, her knees apart, the sundress pushed up past her hips.

Nothing underneath. She’d planned for this. She always planned for this.

“No panties?”

“I’m fucking wet too. And it’s more than wet. You’ll find out.”

Her cunt was exposed under the bright clinical lights — the same lights I used for Pap smears and prenatal checks, the same angle I’d seen a thousand patients from, the same stirrups that held women’s legs open while I examined them with gloves and instruments and steady hands.

She was wet. I could see the slick glistening on her inner lips, the folds parted, the entrance dark and swollen. And beneath her arousal I could smell something else — thicker, denser, the unmistakable salt-musk of semen.

My cunt clenched. A single hard pulse, and the wetness I’d been ignoring since she walked into my office let go and soaked into my underwear. Neither of them had laid a finger on me. My body didn’t care.

Sophie was right. I was fucking wet too.

“You came here with Cole’s cum inside you.”

“I showered. Then he fucked me three times in one hour. I drove here bare, with your boyfriend’s cum running down my thighs.”

“Boyfriend?”

She didn’t blink.

“Yeah. Boyfriend.”

“Sophie.”

“I wanted you to taste him, Lauren. I wanted you to taste my husband’s cum from inside me in this room where you’re supposed to be my doctor.”

I looked for an escape and found nothing. The examination table. The stirrups. The bright lights. The latex gloves hanging from the dispenser on the wall. Everything about this room was mine — my domain, my expertise, my professional life. I’d even delivered babies in this room. I’d diagnosed cancers. I’d held frightened women’s hands and told them everything would be fine.

Sophie pointed at the floor.

“I gave you your days, Lauren. They’re over. Get on your knees. Between my legs, where you belong.”

I knelt between Sophie’s legs. The floor was hard under my knees through my skirt. The stirrups framed her thighs. The clinical light was white and merciless and hid nothing.

Her cunt was gaping open, fresh from her husband’s cock. The lips swollen, the folds glistening, the entrance dark. I could see Cole’s cum at the opening — thick, white, beginning to leak from the place his cock had been that morning. He’d fucked her three times, and she’d dressed with nothing underneath, and she’d driven to my clinic with his seed still inside her.

“Sophie.”

“Yes.”

“Cole knows you’re here.”

“He kissed me at the door and told me to bring you home.”

“You planned this.”

“I plan everything, Lauren. You know that.”

“I don’t—”

“I want you too, Lauren.”

I leaned forward and pressed my tongue against her entrance.

It burned.

Cole. His cum hit my tongue — salt and density, the same taste I’d swallowed in the bedroom — still fresh. The evidence of a husband who’d fucked his wife this morning and sent her to my clinic carrying what he’d left inside her.

My cunt clenched around nothing. Slick slid down where my thighs pressed together, and I stopped pretending this room could protect me from what I was.

I licked.

My tongue pushed past her entrance and found the cum pooling deeper — against her cervix, in the space I’d examined with gloves and a speculum two weeks ago. Today, I closed my eyes, sealed my lips around her entrance, and sucked.

“That’s it, doctor. I can feel the pull.”

Doctor.

The word she’d used in her bedroom. I want my doctor in the room. It had been thin then. In this room, on my knees, with her husband’s cum on my tongue, it wasn’t even that.

Her husband’s cum flowed onto my tongue in a warm, thick rush, and I swallowed. The taste coated the back of my throat — his seed drawn from his wife’s body by the mouth of the woman who loved them both.

“Do you taste him, Lauren?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Cole’s cum. Your cunt. Both of you, Sophie. I can taste both of you.”

“Is it different from that night?”

“Warmer. Fresher. You didn’t let it wait this time.”

“No. I didn’t. And there’s more where this came from. He’s saving the next load for you.”

My cunt answered before I could.

“Take every drop. That’s from my husband. That’s from the man you love, and I brought it here for you.”

“I want more.”

“Take all you want.”

I stood.

My mouth was wet with them. I crossed to the instrument tray, opened the drawer beneath it, and took out the dildo I kept there. Eight inches. Medical-grade silicone. I’d bought it for patient education — pelvic floor demonstrations, insertion technique. I’d never used it for this.

Sophie’s eyes went to it. Then to me.

“Patient education. Pelvic floor demonstrations.”

“Then educate me.”

I knelt again. I pressed the dildo against her entrance beside my mouth. The head spread her open — slow, firm — and I watched her lips stretch around the silicone shaft. I slid it inside her inch by inch, and my tongue found her clit, and the stirrups creaked as Sophie’s hips rose.

The examination table wasn’t a table anymore. The stirrups weren’t medical equipment. They were handles — Sophie gripping them with her heels, pushing herself upward, pressing her cunt against my mouth. The bright light wasn’t clinical. It showed me everything — every fold, every drop, the pink tissue flushing darker as I fucked her with the dildo and licked her clit in steady circles.

“Fuck me deeper, Lauren.”

I slid the dildo deeper. Sophie’s walls gripped the silicone, and I felt the resistance and the yield through the shaft. I worked it in long strokes while my tongue circled her clit — fast, firm, the flat pressure that made her thighs clamp against the stirrups. The compound of Cole’s cum and Sophie’s arousal ran down the shaft and over my knuckles and dripped onto the examination table’s paper covering.

Sophie’s cunt tightened around the silicone — slow, deliberate, a grip that traveled up the shaft and into my hand and held the dildo still inside her.

“What do you teach patients with it?”

“Control. Pelvic floor.”

“Test mine.”

She gripped again — harder, a squeeze I felt through eight inches of silicone.

“Twenty-eight weeks of exercises, doctor. Cole benefits.”

I pulled against the grip, and her cunt held the dildo like a fist, and my own cunt clenched in answer.

“It’s smaller than what fucked me this morning.”

“Everything is.”

“Then work harder.”

I worked harder. My jaw ached. My knees burned against the floor. Sweat gathered under my blouse and ran down my spine, and between my own legs the slick had soaked through my underwear — I felt it every time I shifted, wet fabric dragging against my cunt, a touch that wasn’t a touch and wasn’t enough.

The sounds filled my clinic. The wet rhythm of the dildo fucking Sophie’s cunt. The creak of the stirrups. My mouth — the soft, constant sound of a tongue on a clit, of lips pressed against swollen folds, of a woman drinking another woman’s arousal and her husband’s cum from the place where their bodies had been joined that morning.

“Lauren.”

“Mm.”

“Look at me while you lick me.”

She’d propped herself on her elbows. I lifted my eyes and found hers over the curve of her belly — twenty-eight weeks of her husband’s baby between her face and mine, and below it my mouth on her clit and my hand fucking her with silicone. She held my eyes and rocked her hips.

“Are you wet, Lauren?”

I lifted my mouth. My lips were coated in both of them.

“Soaked.”

“Show me.”

I slid my hand under my skirt and pulled my underwear aside and drew two fingers through my own cunt — one pass, that was all it took — and held them up in the clinical light. Glistening.

“Come here.”

I stood between the stirrups. She took my wrist and put my fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean, her tongue moving between them, her eyes on mine the whole time. She released them one at a time.

“Now I know what you taste like.”

“Sophie—”

“You’ll cum tonight, Lauren. Not before. Not here. Now put your mouth back on me and finish what you started.”

I put my mouth back on her.

I could feel Sophie’s pulse through her clit — fast, hard, the beat visible against my tongue. Her belly tightened above me. Her thighs shook in the stirrups. The bright light showed me everything — the pink flush deepening to red, the slick coating the dildo’s shaft, the white traces of Cole’s cum on my chin and lips.

“Harder. I won’t break, Lauren. I’m not your patient today.”

“No. Today I’m yours.”

“Lauren.”

“Mm.”

“I’m close.”

“I know. I can feel it.”

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop fucking me.”

I didn’t stop. I worked the dildo deeper inside her cunt and sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked, and the taste flooded me — salt and musk and the ghost of Cole’s cock, the evidence of a marriage I wanted to be inside, drawn from the body of the woman who was offering me the door.

“I can feel your tongue and that cock inside me and I want you to take every drop he left.”

“Cum for me, Sophie.”

“I am. I’m— Lauren—”

I sucked harder.

My lips sealed around her entrance beside the dildo, and I drew my boyfriend’s cum from his wife’s body — from the depth behind her cervix where his seed pooled every time he finished inside her. I swallowed.

And again.

Each mouthful thick with the mixture of husband and wife, the taste of two people I loved on my tongue in the room where I’d been their doctor. My own cunt pulsed with every swallow — empty, aching. She’d said tonight. My body had already agreed.

Sophie came.

The orgasm hit the examination table — the metal frame shaking, the stirrups rattling, her heels driving into the cups. Her cunt clenched around the dildo and pulsed, and the last of Cole’s cum flooded my mouth in a rush. I swallowed everything. His cum. Her arousal. The evidence of both of them, drawn from the body of one by the mouth of the other.

Her hands left the table and found my hair.

“Lauren. Lauren.”

My name, twice, in the room where she’d only ever called me doctor.

I withdrew the dildo. I rested my forehead against Sophie’s inner thigh. My breath came in shallow pulls. The clinical light buzzed above us. The paper covering was wet and crumpled beneath her. My clit throbbed with my heartbeat, untouched, and I didn’t reach for it.

Tonight. Not before. Not here.

Sophie swung her legs out of the stirrups. She sat up. She pulled the sundress down over her belly. She slid off the table.

I was on my knees. Where I’d started — in the bedroom, on the carpet, with Sophie’s words hanging in the air. On the clinic floor now, with the taste of both of them in my throat and the bright light showing everything I was.

Sophie touched my cheek. Her thumb wiped the wetness from my chin — her arousal, Cole’s cum, the compound of everything.

“Lauren. Cole is cooking steak tonight. I’m setting three places at our table. The rest is up to you.”

She picked up her bag.

She opened the door.

She walked out.

I stayed on my knees. The examination room was quiet. The light was bright. The stirrups were empty. The dildo sat on the instrument tray beside the gloves and the speculum, and it didn’t belong there, and it had always belonged there, and the distance between those two truths was the distance between the woman I’d been and the woman I was now.

My mouth tasted like both of them.

The question sat in the sterile air. Not whether I’d go. The question was whether I could hold what going meant. Not a night. Not a goodbye. A place at the table. Three settings. A door left open by a woman who’d planned everything and a man who’d stopped being afraid.

Stay.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

Sophie’s Point of View

I could smell cooking from the shower. My husband was making jus. Before I married him, it was all gravy to me—now it was a two-day process not unlike alchemy.

I met him the week after he and Lauren broke up.

He cooked for me the day after we met, Lauren’s ghost still wandering his house, her lips on my glass, her body warm where he laid mine to make love.

I knew it wasn’t a rebound. He didn’t have a bad word to say about Lauren. They didn’t fit. Cole never told me why—I figured it out for myself.

I bathed with my favorite lavender and bergamot soap and a natural sponge, parting my swollen lips with it as I washed the part of me two people had fucked that day.

“I’m a slut.”

I stared at the full-length mirror across from the shower and laughed.

“I’m a fucking slut.”

I laughed again, moved my hands from cupping our baby, spread my pussy lips wide with two fingers, and rolled the tight pink bud with a finger of my other hand.

I loved teasing myself.

I heard my husband enter the room.

“Hi, Sophie.”

“Is she here?”

“No. The steaks are at room temperature. Jus is ready and the vegetables are prepared. Baked potatoes are turned low. They have ninety minutes, max.”

“And the wine?”

“Chilling, but I don’t think it’s a good idea.”

“You two must drink. I bought her favorite. I want you to enjoy yourselves.”

“How do you know her favorite?”

“She told me a story at the clinic once. There was a wine in it. I remembered.”

“Why?”

He looked at me, plain, honest—the Cole I’d met a week after his heart should have been broken. It wasn’t. I knew why.

“If Lauren comes to dinner, I will explain everything.”

“And if she doesn’t?”

“I’ll explain that too.”

“Is it a problem if she doesn’t come?”

“No.”

I held his gaze for a while. Then I looked away.

“You never look away.”

I looked at him again and smiled.

“Please don’t push me on this, Cole. I love you, and there is nothing to be afraid of.”

“I love you too.”

I stepped out of the shower, cupped his chin in my palm, and dragged his mouth down to mine. I was wet, and he was dressed for nothing—boxer briefs and an unbuttoned shirt he’d carried upstairs to change into.

The kiss started soft.

His hand found the small of my back. My belly pressed into him. Our baby was still, and the steam moved around us. I opened his mouth with mine and tasted the jus he’d been testing off a spoon all afternoon. Salt, red wine, and patience. I kissed my husband until I felt his breathing change, and when I pulled back, his eyes stayed closed a second longer than mine.

That was when I saw it.

His cock strained against the front of his briefs—thick, trapped at an angle, the outline of the head pressed hard against the cotton. A man about to sit across a dinner table from two women he loved, one of them arriving any minute, and his body already past dinner and into the night.

I’d told Lauren he was saving the next load for her.

Plans change, and people change with them.

I dropped to my knees slowly, spreading them wide on the steam-soaked tile to let my belly settle. Then I pulled his boxer briefs down and gripped his hardening cock.

“What are you doing, Sophie?”

“I’m draining your cock so you don’t cum in your pants at dinner. I want you to fuck Lauren all night tonight. Take her as if you’re taking her back. Use tonight as a reconciliation.”

His cock jerked in my hand.

“Why is this so important to you, Sophie? Please explain.”

He crouched down until his eyes were level with mine. He looked afraid. My heart pounded. I understood fear—his fear. I’d felt the same way when he fucked me three times this morning. The same fear I felt as I stepped inside Lauren’s clinic door. The same I felt until the moment I saw what I saw in her eyes.

Seven was universally understood. It was past seven now. Not by much, but Lauren was late.

I could give her that. A woman deciding to change her whole life is allowed more than ten minutes.

I looked at my husband.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Stand up and let me milk you.”

He stood.

His cock rose in front of my face—over ten inches, the shaft thickening in my grip, the head darkening as the blood arrived. I knew this cock like I knew my own kitchen. Three times this morning it had emptied inside me, and here it was again, hard for a night that hadn’t started. I loved it, and I loved the man it was attached to, and I loved the woman I had promised it to, and none of those loves took anything from the others.

I worked my husband’s shaft with both hands and closed my lips over the crown.

Salt hit my tongue—his skin, my soap, the first bead of pre-cum leaking from his slit. I sucked gently and felt him pulse against my mouth. My hands did the labor—long, twisting strokes from root to rim, the way he liked, the way I’d learned in a bed we’d have three people in by midnight.

I couldn’t take him deep. I never could. I didn’t need to. I knew the ridge below his head and the vein that ran the underside, and I pressed my tongue flat against both and let my hands and my mouth meet in the middle.

“Sophie.”

“Mm.”

“I won’t last.”

I pulled off long enough to answer.

“That’s the point, Cole. Give it to me. All of it, and then you’ll be ready for her.”

He groaned.

His hand came to rest on my hair—not pushing, just holding, the weight of a man surrendering to his wife’s plan for the fourth time in one day. My jaw worked. My hands tightened. My knees were spread wide on the warm tile with my belly hanging free between them, and I felt my own cunt clench around the ghost of a silicone cock, wet again, greedy again, but I let it wait.

Tonight wasn’t mine.

Tonight I was the builder, and the builder eats last.

“Sophie. I’m—”

My husband didn’t finish the sentence. He finished in my mouth.

The first pulse of his cum hit the back of my throat—thick, warm, less than this morning and still more than most men had in them. I held the crown between my lips and milked the shaft with both hands, drawing each spasm out of him, swallowing between pulses, my eyes open and on his face the whole time. His head was back. His throat was working. The fear was gone—you cannot be afraid and cum at the same time.

That was half my reason.

I cleaned the slit with the flat of my tongue, tucked him back into his briefs, and held out my hand so he could help me off the floor.

“Does that feel better, Cole?”

“I can’t feel my legs.”

“You’ll want them for tonight. Go down and check the potatoes. I still need to get ready.”

“And if Lauren arrives?”

I smiled at him.

“Entertain her.”

“How?”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t ask silly questions, Cole—please.”

He laughed—shaky, young, mine—and buttoned his shirt as he went.

I dressed for dinner.

Not the sundress. That was a work uniform, and its work was done. I took the deep red dress off its hanger—the wrap dress, the one that tied at the side and made room for my belly instead of apologizing for it. The color of my toenails. The color I saved for when I wanted to feel like myself.

I dried my hair and left it loose. I stood at the mirror in my underwear and put on lipstick, and the woman looking back at me was the same one who’d laughed at herself in the shower an hour ago. Slut. Wife. Mother in twelve weeks. Hostess tonight—hopefully.

She was getting later.

The jus would keep.

The mirror held all of my life without argument. That was the thing nobody tells you—you don’t have to choose. You just have to make the table big enough.

I wrapped the dress around myself and tied it and dabbed perfume at my throat. Bare feet. In my own house I never wear shoes, and tonight of all nights I wanted the floor under me.

The doorbell rang after eight.

I heard Cole cross the hallway. I heard the door. I heard his voice, low, and then hers—and then I heard Lauren giggle. The café giggle my husband told me about. The one that came out of her when she was nervous and warm at the same time. It rose up through the floor with the smell of the jus.

I stood very still in my bedroom, one hand flat on my belly, and let myself feel all of it move through me at once.

She came.

I went down barefoot. Lauren stood in my hallway holding a bottle of red wine and a bouquet of roses like a shield. A dark dress. Her hair down—I’d never once seen it down. She’d made an effort, and she was terrified, and both of those things were for us.

“Lauren.”

“Sophie. I brought wine, but I know you can’t. So I bought—”

“Flowers.”

She laughed.

“I have never bought flowers for anyone. Now I am buying them for a girl—”

“Friend?”

“Maybe.”

“The flowers are beautiful. The wine can be for another night. There’s a bottle of your favorite already open.”

I took the wine and flowers out of her hands and gave them to Cole and hugged her—the full embrace, her body stiff for one breath and then not, my belly pressed between us where it had always belonged.

“You’re late.”

“I sat in the car for ten minutes.”

“I didn’t hear the engine.”

“I was down the street.”

“You needed to walk in here on your own.”

Lauren’s eyes went wet. She giggled again—smaller this time—and wiped her eye with the back of her hand.

“You’re already doing it, Sophie.”

“Doing what?”

“Knowing things about me. About this situation.”

We ate at our dining table rather than the kitchen counter. I preferred chairs to stools these days.

I had set three places at one end, close enough that our knees touched. My candles down the center. Cole served the steaks and spooned jus over them like a man laying down an argument, and the first bite closed Lauren’s eyes.

“Oh, my god.”

“Two days that sauce takes.”

“I remember, Sophie.”

“I know. He made it for you before me. My husband cooked for you as he cooked for me, as he’s cooked for both of us this evening.”

Lauren laughed. Cole poured the wine—hers, then his—and water for me, and for a while there was only the sound of three people eating, and the sound was easy. Knives. The candle flames. Rain starting somewhere out over the yard, too light to matter.

Lauren looked up first.

“You said you’d explain everything.”

“How do you know that?”

“Cole told me at the door.”

“Did he kiss you?”

She looked afraid. She looked at me. She looked at Cole.

“My husband. Your boyfriend. He’s fucked you. You fucked me. We have nothing to hide.”

“That wasn’t fucking, Soph—that was—”

“You coming home?”

“Oh god.”

She hid behind her wine glass, sipping, her brow furrowed almost painfully. I reached out and took her hand in mine.

“Your fingers are cold, Lauren.”

“You won’t believe the number of times a woman said that to me.”

We laughed.

We ate another few mouthfuls, each of us staring at the other.

I put down my fork. I looked at my husband, then at Lauren, and my heart was steady. I’d been building this sentence for years before I could have told you her name.

“I love Cole. That’s the first thing, and nothing I say next moves it an inch.”

“I know that, Sophie.”

“But I have more love than will flow in one direction. I’ve known it my whole life. Every man I ever dated—dinner tables, weekends away, meeting the parents—I’d sit there doing everything right and feel a chair missing. I used to think I wanted a bigger life. More friends, more travel, more something. It took me until Cole to understand the shape of it.”

“What shape?”

“There was never supposed to be one other person at my table, Lauren.”

The candles burned. Lauren didn’t move. Cole’s hand found mine on the tablecloth—he’d heard none of this before either, not laid out straight, and his palm was damp, and he left it on me anyway.

“I met Cole a week after you two ended. My family and friends said rebound. I waited for the bad word about the ex—there’s always a bad word about the ex.”

“That’s true. What was the bad word about me?”

“It never came. He didn’t say your name softly, either. He just didn’t say anything at all, and I fell in love with a man who could end a year with a woman and carry no anger out of it. I didn’t understand what that meant until I saw your name on my patient paperwork.”

“You knew before he did.”

“I filled in the forms, Lauren. Dr. L. Calloway. I watched my husband read your name on the insurance letter at this table. His face did nothing. Cole’s face never does nothing—he turns red when a waitress smiles at him. I watched my husband read his ex-girlfriend’s name and go still and calm, and that was the night I stopped wondering what was missing and started planning.”

Cole set down his knife.

“You never said a word, Sophie.”

“You would have panicked.”

He nodded.

“I would have panicked.”

Lauren laughed—then stopped herself, hand over her mouth, eyes going between us.

“You fingered me. No gloves. I came hard, and you knew it.”

“I didn’t wash my fingers after you left.”

“What did you do?”

“I licked them. Then I washed before the next patient.”

“You tasted Cole.”

“I tasted both of you.”

“And then you walked into my kitchen.”

“The night of the café when Cole asked for my help. I could have advised him. I could have called you and spoken to both of you. I could have done it in my clinic. I didn’t.”

I pointed to the kitchen.

“I stood right there at that counter and watched my husband turn red between two women who liked each other. You teased him. I laughed for the first time in weeks. There was not one atom of hostility in this house, Lauren. Do you know how rare that is?”

“I felt it too.”

“An ex-girlfriend, a wife, a husband, and no war anywhere in the room. That was my proof. Whatever I was building—the ground could hold it.”

“When?”

Lauren’s voice had dropped.

“When what, Lauren?”

“For me it was a moment. The scan at eight weeks, when you cried, and I held your hand. I wanted to know you. When was it for you?”

I looked at her. She already knew. She wanted it said at the table, with candles, in front of her boyfriend—and she was right to want that. Some things only count out loud.

“At my second appointment. My hand was in your hair, and your fingers were inside me, no gloves, nothing between us, and I came quietly in your hand like a secret, and I watched your eyes the whole time. I was the woman who married your boyfriend, Lauren. And there was no contempt in you. None. I searched for it. I know what contempt looks like in a woman’s eyes, and what I found instead—”

My voice caught. I hadn’t planned for my voice to catch.

“What I found was you, being glad for me. Glad for us. While you went home alone. I fell in love with you right there, on my back, on your table, cumming on your fingers and grieving that you’d drive home to an empty apartment.”

Nobody spoke. The rain thickened against the window. Lauren’s mascara had given up, and she let it.

“Sophie, I need to say what I am.”

“Say it.”

“I’m the woman who leaves. I left Cole. I left your bed before dawn. I’ve been a guest in this house before, and guests know how to leave quietly—it’s staying I never learned. You’re offering me the one thing I don’t know how to do.”

“Then you’ll learn it the way I learned jus.”

Cole laughed. It broke the room open—all three of us, too loud, the candles shaking—and under the laughter Lauren reached across and took my hand, and her grip wasn’t cold this time.

Cole spoke last. He’d barely said a word through any of it. When Cole goes quiet, something matters.

“Lauren.”

“Cole.”

“I never stopped loving you.”

“I left because I knew we were not enough for each other. Now I understand why.”

Lauren pressed his knuckles to her mouth, and my husband let her. I sat in the candlelight watching the two of them hold what they’d dropped the day she left, and the only thing I felt was the table getting bigger.

“I love you too, Cole.”

I raised my water.

“Three into one.”

They raised their wine.

“Three into one.”

They didn’t finish the bottle.

I stood and picked up nothing—the dishes could learn patience—and I held out a hand to each of them.

“Bring your wine. Leave everything else.”

On the stairs, Lauren’s hand closed around the banister and stayed there a beat too long. History I never asked about. Every house has rooms its former guests know differently than the wife, and I’d married a house along with the man. I put my hand over hers on the wood, and she looked at me, and neither of us said anything.

We went upstairs.

The bedroom was warm. I lit the fig candle on the dresser and turned off the lamp, and the room went gold.

“Cole.”

“Yeah.”

“Undress your girlfriend. Slowly. You’re taking her back tonight—start now.”

He went to Lauren. His hands went to her zipper and shook. They’d shaken at mine many times, especially on our wedding night. Some men tremble at what matters—I married one.

“You’re shaking, Cole.”

“I know.”

“I like it.”

Her zipper came down. The dark dress opened along her spine, and he slid it off her shoulders and let it fall. Lauren stepped out of it without looking away from him. He unhooked her bra. He knelt—my husband was on his knees for his ex-girlfriend, taking her back in front of his wife.

He drew her underwear down her legs.

Lauren steadied herself with one hand on his shoulder, one foot and then the other.

She looked at me.

“I’m wet. I have been since I fucked you this afternoon. My panties are—”

“Stained? It’s a good sign.”

She stood still for him after that—this composed, clinical woman in the middle of my bedroom, letting the last of her armor sit in a pile on my floor. Candlelight flickered on her bare skin. Her nipples were hard. The slick already shining on the inside of her thighs. Lauren naked and wet and staying was worth all the planning by itself.

“You knew a long time ago, Sophie.”

“Before we married.”

“You’re so brave.”

“I believed in Cole. I believe in you.”

I sat against the headboard, untied my dress, and let it fall open. Twenty-eight weeks. I wasn’t performing. I was staying too.

“Lie down on your back, Lauren. Face up. Cole—face to face. Not like the first night. Tonight you look at each other.”

They looked at me. Then at each other. Then they obeyed, and I watched my husband settle between his ex-girlfriend’s thighs in the bed the three of us had broken open days ago.

“Make love.”

My husband slid his cock inside Lauren slowly, staring at her.

I watched her cunt take him—the lips spreading around that impossible width, stretching pale at the edges, the slick shine of her coating his shaft as he gave her one inch and waited, another and waited. His forearms trembled beside her head. Her heels slid up the backs of his thighs. From the pillows I could see everything—the join of them, the wet stretch of her cunt around his cock, the place where the woman I loved took the man I loved inside her body.

“How does he feel inside you, Lauren?”

She’d asked me that once, in this room, from behind him while she pushed his body until his cock fucked me balls deep.

“It feels like coming home. Like the time we spent apart never happened.”

“It happened. It brought us here.”

Fucking someone face to face changes everything. There is nowhere to hide. Lauren’s mouth opened, and her hands gripped his shoulders, and her eyes never left his.

“Cole.”

“I’m here.”

“All of it. I want all of you inside me, and I want to watch your face while you give it to me.”

He gave her all of it. His pelvis met hers, and she made a sound I’d only heard once before—the sound of a woman getting back the thing she’d grieved—and I sat against the headboard with my hand resting on my belly and watched my husband make love to the woman I loved.

It was the same shape as the first night he fucked me. His body, her body still in the bed, me at the pillows. The same bed. The same candle smell. Nothing about it was the same. The first night was a ghost. Tonight was vows.

“Sophie.”

Lauren’s voice, over his shoulder, breathless.

“I’m here.”

“Come here. Sit on my mouth. Please.”

The room stilled. Even Cole’s hips slowed.

“Why?”

I knew. I wanted it said. Some things only count out loud.

“Because I love you too, Sophie. Both of you. I’m done choosing—you taught me that. Now come here and let me prove it.”

I moved up the bed. I swung my knee across her and took the headboard in both hands, and Lauren’s palms came up and cradled my belly—the doctor’s hands, no gloves, holding her patient, holding our child, holding everything.

She guided me down onto her mouth.

Her tongue found my cunt, and I stopped being the builder.

Heat. Pressure. The flat of Lauren’s tongue dragging through my folds while below her my husband’s cock filled her in long, slow strokes that rocked her mouth against me in his rhythm. He fucked her, and she licked me to his tempo, and the circuit closed—Cole inside Lauren, Lauren inside me, my hands white on the headboard, his eyes finding mine over her body.

I rolled my hips slowly, feeding Lauren my soaking wet cunt.

“Kiss me, Cole.”

He leaned over Lauren’s body and kissed me—deep, slow, his hips never stopping—and the three of us were one connected thing, each of us touching both of the others, nobody watching from anywhere anymore.

“Lauren. She tastes like— Sophie, she’s moaning into you.”

“I can feel it. Fuck, I can feel it.”

Lauren’s tongue circled my clit. Her lips sealed and sucked, and her moan buzzed through me every time Cole drove his cock balls deep inside her. My thighs began to shake. The baby rolled—a slow turn under Lauren’s palms. She felt it, and her fingers spread wide across my belly, and she moaned louder and licked harder, and I understood that she was answering our child, and my eyes went hot.

“Cole. Fuck her harder. She wants it harder—I can feel her wanting it.”

“Lauren?”

She pulled her mouth off me for one ragged second.

“Harder, Cole. Fuck me like you love me.”

“I do love you.”

“Then show me and don’t stop showing me.”

He showed her.

The bed took the rhythm. The headboard knocked the wall—the old sound, the sound this room was built around—the sound it had made for Cole and Lauren alone, for Cole and me alone, and now all of us together. Lauren’s mouth came back to my cunt, open and desperate now, and everything in me began to climb. Her tongue. His tempo. Her hands on my belly. My palms pressing down on her solid abs as I fucked her mouth.

Lauren came first.

I felt it before I heard it—her mouth going slack against me, then sealing hard and sucking, the long moan pouring straight into my cunt while her body bucked under mine and her cunt gripped my husband’s cock. Cole talked her through it, his voice breaking, and she rode it with her hands never once leaving my belly. Not once. Even cumming, she held us.

I came on Lauren’s mouth before her waves had finished.

It rose from where her tongue flattened against my clit and rolled up through my belly and broke—my cunt pulsing against her lips, my thighs clamping her head, my forehead dropping to the top of the headboard. She drank me through it, gentling as I shook, exactly the way she’d gentled me on her table days ago, and I heard my own voice saying her name to the wall, twice, as I had in her clinic.

“Lauren. Lauren.”

Cole came last.

“Sophie. I’m going to—”

“Not my call, Cole. Ask her.”

“Lauren. I’m going to cum.”

She pulled her mouth free of me and looked up at him.

“Inside me, Cole. That one’s mine—your wife only borrowed the last one when she sucked your cock.”

I laughed—actually laughed, naked, still trembling, sitting astride the face of the woman quoting my own plan back at me. Cole drove deep and groaned, and I watched his face do the thing I love most in this world while he emptied himself into Lauren, pulse after pulse, the load I’d promised her finally delivered.

Lauren wrapped her legs around him and milked every drop.

We fell where we fell.

Lauren lay in the middle. It wasn’t discussed. I settled on her left with my belly pressed hard against her hip, and Cole collapsed on her right with his arm across both of us, and the candle burned itself down to the smell of figs, and the rain kept on against the window, soft and sure.

Her heartbeat slowed under my ear. Cole’s breathing went long and deep, the near-to-sleep moment of a man with nothing left to fear.

I thought about the chair that had been missing from every table of my life, and the woman filling it, warm against the whole length of me, wide awake in the dark. I could feel her thinking. I didn’t ask. I’d done my asking—the café, the bedroom, the clinic, the dinner. The last piece was never mine to place.

The fridge hummed. The sprinkler came on next door. Our child turned once, gently, between the three of us.

Lauren’s voice came quietly, into the dark, to both of us and to the house itself.

“I want to stay.”
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