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Chapter One




“Oh! Isn’t it beautiful?” I asked, the words tumbling out of me before I could even pretend to act composed. I dropped my luggage right there on the polished marble floor and spun in a slow circle with my arms stretched wide, taking in every inch of the Parisian hotel lobby. It was ornate from ceiling to floor, all arched walkways and glittering chandeliers, the light catching on gold accents and polished stone. The air smelled faintly of expensive perfume and fresh flowers. My heart was racing so fast it felt like it might lift me off the ground. It was my first time in Paris, and Carter was taking me here for our honeymoon. This was supposed to be the most romantic weekend of our lives, the kind we’d tell stories about when we were old.

“If it makes you happy, Hannah, I’m happy,” he said with an easy smile, bending to pick up the luggage I’d abandoned like a child too excited to care. He laughed softly at my behavior, not embarrassed, just amused. His shiny dark hair fell into his blue eyes as he watched me, and I had one of those sudden flashes where I couldn’t believe he was mine. He looked rugged and boyish at the same time, like he hadn’t quite decided which version of himself to settle into yet. We were both still easing out of youth and into whatever full adulthood was supposed to look like, but it helped that we had amazing jobs. We could afford things most of our friends couldn’t, and the generous gift money from our parents hadn’t hurt either.

I was buzzing with adrenaline when I approached the front desk, trying to steady my voice as I spoke. Carter stood close beside me, his hand resting lightly at the small of my back. He showed his identification and paid for the suite. A suite. The word alone made my stomach flip. I couldn’t believe we were staying in a suite in one of the most beautiful hotels in Paris.

We stepped into the elevator, and the doors slid closed with a quiet hush. As it carried us up, we kept glancing at each other, unable to stop smiling. Every look felt charged. This trip had made me so wet for him it was almost embarrassing. The romance of it all, the city, the idea that we were officially husband and wife, it had settled low in my belly and stayed there. I couldn’t wait to make love to my new husband in a place that felt like something out of a movie.

When we stepped into the suite, I actually forgot about sex for a moment. The beauty of it caught me off guard. I’d imagined that once the doors closed I’d throw myself at Carter and start tearing off his clothes, but I was distracted. The balcony doors drew me in immediately. I crossed the room, pushed them open, and stepped outside.

The air was crisp against my skin, cool enough to make me shiver. The city stretched out beneath us, glowing as the sun dipped low. And there it was, the Eiffel Tower rising against the darkening sky, lit up like something sacred. My throat tightened and my eyes welled with tears before I could stop them. It felt unreal, like I’d stepped into someone else’s dream. I felt Carter’s arms wrap around me from behind, solid and warm, and his chin settled gently on my shoulder. I turned in his arms and kissed him, long and deep, letting all that emotion pour into it.

He spun me around playfully and brushed his thumb over my cheek, wiping away a tear. I couldn’t have been more in love. Carter was perfect for me. We were building a life together, and this was just the beginning.

He clasped my hands and led me back inside. We left the balcony doors open, the cool air drifting in as we started stripping each other down. Clothes hit the floor in careless piles. Carter was left in nothing but his briefs, and I stood there in my white, lacy honeymoon lingerie, suddenly aware of how exposed I was and how much I wanted him to look. He guided me back toward the bed and climbed over me, his body warm and heavy between my thighs.

His kisses were slow and unhurried, his mouth soft against mine. I arched my back beneath him, feeling my damp panties press and slide against my tender pussy. I was already soaked, and every shift of my hips made me more aware of it. I wanted him inside me so badly it ached. I imagined him pumping in and out while the city glittered behind us, Paris spread out like a witness to our first night as husband and wife.

Carter’s lips trailed down from my neck to the edge of my bra. He kissed along the neckline before reaching behind me to unclasp it. The lace loosened and fell away, exposing my breasts to the cool air and his hungry gaze. My nipples tightened instantly. He lowered his mouth to one, wrapping his lips around it and sucking gently.

My fingers slid into his hair and tightened as a moan spilled from me. Heat rushed through my body in sharp pulses, making my toes curl. I spread my legs wider for him without thinking, silently inviting him closer. His hand slipped into my panties, his fingers finding my clit and circling it slowly. I gasped and rocked against his touch. Then he slid a finger inside me, and I felt how wet I was as I clenched around him.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice shaky and desperate. “I want to feel you inside me.” He made a low sound in his throat and kissed me hard, his mouth claiming mine. He pushed my panties down my legs and reached for his briefs.

The knock at the door made us both jolt. It was sharp and sudden, slicing through the haze. Carter froze and glanced over his shoulder toward the sound. “Are you expecting anyone?” he asked, his voice rough.

“No. Are you?”

“No.”

“Just ignore it then,” I pleaded, my pulse still racing for entirely different reasons. I sat up and tugged his briefs down, freeing his cock. It sprang against my hand, thick and warm. I leaned forward and kissed the tip, tasting him, then wrapped my lips around it. His fingers slid into my hair, guiding me gently as he moaned. I took him deeper, inch by inch, until he brushed the back of my throat and I had to steady my breathing.

Another knock came, firmer this time.

“Room service,” a girl’s voice called from the other side of the door.

“I didn’t order room service,” Carter said, already pulling himself away. He yanked his briefs back up and grabbed a robe, shrugging into it quickly. I scrambled to pull the sheets over my naked body, my skin still flushed and sensitive.

Carter crossed the room and opened the door.

A petite brunette in a fitted uniform stood there, pushing a white cart topped with covered dishes and a bottle nestled in ice. She was small but curvy, her hips and breasts pronounced beneath the tailored fabric. The uniform clung to her body in a way that felt intentional. I couldn’t help the flicker of jealousy that shot through me. She had the kind of body I’d always wanted but knew I’d never have. The kind that seemed effortless, built from perfect genetics rather than gym hours.

She spoke with a French accent, though there was something slightly different in the cadence, something that made it sound layered. Without waiting for an invitation, she pushed the cart inside the room. I gasped softly, clutching the sheets tighter to my chest, confused by the fact that the intrusion was making me wetter instead of embarrassed.

Her green eyes lifted and locked onto mine. She didn’t look flustered. She smiled. No, she smirked, like she was enjoying what she saw. “My apologies,” she said smoothly. “I did not mean to interrupt.”

Carter stepped closer to her, trying to regain control of the situation. “We did not order this.”

“Courtesy of the hotel,” she replied with a small wink. “It is your honeymoon, no?”

My cheeks burned, and I could see Carter’s face turn red too. “Yes. Yes, it is.”

She looked between us slowly, her gaze lingering just a second too long each time. “Enjoy your stay,” she said softly.

Then she turned and slipped out of the room, leaving behind the cart, the scent of her perfume, and a strange tension that hummed in the air long after the door clicked shut.

“What a strange girl,” Carter said, glancing toward the door like he expected it to open again at any second. “Do you think it’s a French thing?”

I shook my head slowly, still staring at the door as if I could will her back through it. My thoughts felt scattered, like they couldn’t quite settle in one place. “I don’t know.” My voice came out softer than I meant it to, and I could feel how light and dizzy I was, like something had shifted inside me and hadn’t settled yet. A part of me, one I didn’t fully understand, almost wanted her to come back.

“Well then,” Carter said, his tone shifting back into something familiar and warm. “Where were we?” He slipped off his robe and let it fall carelessly to the floor before climbing back into bed. His hands found the sheets I was clutching and gently pulled them from my grip, letting the fabric slide down over my breasts. The cool air brushed against my skin, making me shiver. He kissed my lips first, then my neck, his mouth warm and grounding. When he pushed his briefs down, I saw he was already hard again, thick and ready. Or maybe he’d never gone soft in the first place.

As he kissed his way down my body, my mind refused to stay with him. Instead, it kept drifting back to her. The French brunette who had stood in our doorway like she belonged there. I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Did Carter think she was sexy too? Was that why he was still so hard, why his body seemed so ready? And if he did, could I really blame him? She was easily the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen up close, the kind of beauty that didn’t feel real.

When Carter’s tongue slid along my wet pussy, I closed my eyes, but it didn’t bring me back to him. It only made the image clearer. I saw her instead, kneeling between my legs, those green eyes looking up at me with that same knowing expression. I imagined it was her mouth on me, not his. Her lips, her breath, the way she would touch me if she wanted to. The thought made my stomach tighten and my hips lift instinctively.

My fingers tangled in Carter’s hair, gripping tighter as the sensation built. I arched my back, chasing the feeling, and came with a soft cry. My whole body trembled through it, but even as the pleasure rolled through me, there was something else underneath it, something heavier. My stomach twisted with guilt. This wasn’t how a honeymoon was supposed to feel. I shouldn’t be lying here, thinking about another woman while my husband was between my legs.

“That was quick,” Carter teased as he moved back up over me, his voice light and amused. He positioned himself between my thighs and pushed inside me in one smooth thrust, filling me completely. I wrapped my arms around his neck and locked my legs around his hips, pulling him closer, but my thoughts didn’t settle. They only shifted.

Now I was picturing something even more confusing, something that made heat coil low in my stomach in a way that felt almost wrong.

I was picturing Carter with her.

The image came without warning. Carter’s body over hers, the way he moved inside me now, but with her instead. It made my breath hitch, my forehead pressing against his shoulder as I let out a sharp cry. The orgasm hit harder this time, almost overwhelming, tightening through my body until it felt like every muscle was pulled taut at once. My skin burned as Carter gripped my hips, thrusting deeper, drawing it out of me, making it stronger. I felt him release inside me, his body tensing as he groaned softly against my ear.

Afterward, he held me close, his arms wrapped around me as our breathing slowly steadied. The city glowed outside the open doors, Paris stretching out beneath us, beautiful and distant. For a moment, everything felt calm again, like we were exactly where we were supposed to be.

“I have a confession to make,” I said finally, my voice quiet. The words sat heavy in my chest. I didn’t want to say them, but the guilt wouldn’t let me keep them in. “I was thinking of the French girl when you went down on me.”

Carter pushed himself up onto his elbows and looked down at me, his expression more curious than anything else. “Really?” A slow smile spread across his face. “That’s pretty hot.”

I sat up, pulling the sheets back over my chest, suddenly aware of myself again. “Do you think she’s hot?”

“Is this a trap?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“No, no,” I said quickly, shaking my head. “I guess I just felt a little insecure when she came in here.”

“Hannah, you’re beautiful,” he said, his voice softening as he reached for me. “You have soft curves and golden blond hair. You’re like an angel.” His hands cupped my face gently, his thumbs brushing over my cheeks. “But that’s not the only reason I married you. You’re smart. You’re ambitious. You match me perfectly. You should never feel insecure.”

He kissed my forehead, then my nose, then my lips, slow and reassuring.

“I know,” I said, even though the feeling hadn’t fully gone away. “But you have to admit she was pretty.”

“If I admit that she was pretty, will you let it go?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his voice.

“Well… there’s something else.” I hesitated, the words catching in my throat. “Fuck, I don’t know if I can say it.”

He pulled me into his arms, holding me close so my head rested against his shoulder. His hand found mine, our fingers intertwining naturally. “You can tell me anything, Hannah. You know that.”

I took a breath and let it out slowly. “It’s just… when you were inside me, I couldn’t stop picturing something else.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“Like what it would look like if you were fucking her instead.”

His body stiffened slightly beneath me, just for a second, but he kept his arms around me. I glanced down without thinking, and his cock was already stirring again, thickening, pulsing faintly. I pretended not to notice, but the sight of it made warmth spread through me all over again. I lifted my gaze back to his face, studying him carefully.

“You know I would never, ever do anything to hurt you,” he said, his voice steady, almost careful. “You don’t need to worry about anything like that.”

“That’s the thing,” I said, my voice quieter now. “I wasn’t worried. It excited me. Like I wanted it.” The admission felt heavy, like it changed something just by existing. “Doesn’t that make me fucked up?” I pressed my face into his shoulder again, hiding there as he held me tighter.

“No,” he said after a moment, and I felt him swallow. “No, it doesn’t make you fucked up at all.”

“What was her name, anyway?” I asked, pulling back. I slipped out of his arms and let the sheets fall as I climbed out of bed, my bare feet touching the cool floor.

“What does it matter?” he asked.

I walked over to the cart, scanning the neatly arranged items until I found a small folded card tucked near the plates. I picked it up and read the printed line. Elise was your server today. The name felt soft on my tongue as I whispered it to myself. “Elise.”

Carter got out of bed and moved toward the cart, picking up the tray and setting it on the small table nearby. “Let’s eat,” he said, trying to shift the mood back into something normal.

But I already felt full, not from food but from everything else. My mind was somewhere else entirely, turning over an idea I hadn’t fully formed yet. I watched him eat, quiet and distant, waiting until his movements slowed, until his body relaxed back into the bed and sleep took him.

When I was sure he was asleep, I reached for the phone and called room service. My voice was steady as I made the request for later that evening. Champagne, delivered by Elise at the end of her shift. There was a pause on the other end, confusion in the operator’s tone, but they accepted it.

I set the phone back in place and returned to the bed, curling up beside Carter’s warm, naked body. His breathing was slow and even, one arm draped loosely across the mattress. I rested against him, my thoughts still spinning, and eventually sleep pulled me under too.


Chapter Two




I woke to Carter shifting beside me, his movement pulling me out of a heavy, dreamless sleep. The room was dimmer now, the golden light from earlier replaced with a deeper evening glow that filtered in from the balcony. My body still felt loose and warm from earlier, but my mind snapped back quickly, remembering everything at once. “How long have we been asleep?” I asked, my voice still thick with sleep as I pushed myself up on my elbows.

“I don’t know about you, but I’ve been knocked out for about two hours,” he said, stretching slightly, his muscles pulling under his skin in a way that still made my stomach flutter.

“Two hours!” I threw the covers off and scrambled out of bed, my feet hitting the cool floor as urgency rushed through me. I hurried into the bathroom and turned the shower on, stepping under the spray as soon as it warmed. The water ran over my body, rinsing away the lingering scent of sex and sleep, but it didn’t calm the nervous energy building inside me. I moved quickly, washing and rinsing, my hands slightly shaky. When I stepped out and wrapped myself in a towel, I caught my reflection in the mirror.

I paused there, studying myself as I brushed out my blonde hair and styled it with careful attention. My skin still glowed faintly, my lips a little swollen, my eyes brighter than usual. But underneath that, the insecurity crept back in. Elise. The thought of her tightened something in my chest. I still felt small compared to her, like I was stepping into something I didn’t fully belong in. And yet I couldn’t stop what I’d already set in motion. I didn’t want to.

“What’s gotten into you?” Carter called from the other room. “Do we have a reservation somewhere or something? I thought we were just going to lounge around the first few days.”

“We are,” I said, stepping out of the bathroom and moving toward my suitcase. I pulled out my cutest black dress, the one that hugged my body just right, and slipped it on. “I just want to look good for you, that’s all.”

“You already looked good to me,” he said, coming up behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist. His hands settled there naturally, warm and familiar, grounding me for a second.

Before I could respond, there was a knock at the door.

I felt my lips twitch into a smile I couldn’t quite hide. “Again?” Carter asked, his tone shifting as he looked toward the door. Then he glanced back at me, catching my expression. “Hannah… what did you do?”

“You’ll see,” I said, unable to stop the excitement in my voice. My pulse picked up as I crossed the room and opened the door wide.

Elise stood there in her blue uniform, poised and composed, her expression already hinting at amusement. She wheeled in the champagne cart smoothly, her movements confident and unhurried. “I’m so pleased you asked specifically for me,” she said, her voice soft.

“We did?” Carter asked, clearly thrown off.

“I did,” I said, glancing back at him briefly before turning my attention back to her.

He raised an eyebrow, watching closely as Elise moved further into the room. She bent slightly as she set the champagne on the small round table, and I caught Carter staring at her ass, the curve of it accentuated as her skirt lifted slightly against the backs of her thighs. The sight sent a strange, electric feeling through me, my legs tightening as heat pooled low in my body.

“Will that be all?” Elise asked, though the look in her eyes said she already knew the answer. Her gaze lingered on me, then flicked briefly to Carter, taking in his bare chest and the way his lounge pants hung low on his hips.

“Elise, would you like to stay and share some champagne with us?” I asked, my voice steadier than I expected.

“Hannah, what are you doing?” Carter asked under his breath, but I didn’t look at him.

“That sounds lovely,” Elise said, her lips curving into a small smile. She leaned forward and poured three glasses of champagne, the soft sound of the liquid filling them adding to the tension in the room. She handed Carter his glass first, then turned to me. When our fingers brushed as she passed mine over, a sharp spark shot up my arm, unexpected and immediate. It made my breath catch.

For a second, all I could think about was how close she was. How easy it would be to lean in and kiss her. I’d never wanted to kiss a girl before, not like this. Not with this kind of urgency.

The three of us stood there, sipping our champagne in silence. The bubbles tickled my tongue, but I barely tasted it. My focus kept drifting back to her, to the way she held herself, to the way her eyes kept returning to mine. When the glasses were empty, she tilted her head slightly.

“Anything else I can do for you?” she asked.

My throat tightened. I swallowed, trying to steady myself. I didn’t know how to ask for what I wanted without crossing a line I couldn’t come back from. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, didn’t want to assume anything. And yet the way she looked at me made it feel like maybe I wasn’t imagining this.

“As a matter of fact,” I started, my voice faltering. The words stuck, caught somewhere between fear and desire. “What else… can you do for me?”

Her brows lifted slightly, her smile deepening. “What is it you are missing?” she asked, stepping closer. The space between us disappeared until our faces were only inches apart. Her fingers reached for mine, and when our palms met, my breath slowed, shallow and uneven. “Are you missing an adventure?”

Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me.

The contact shocked me, sending a rush of heat through my body. Her lips were soft, warm, and confident. I melted into it almost immediately, my body reacting before my mind could catch up. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I tasted something sweet, something intoxicating. My chest rose and fell faster, my heart pounding hard enough that I felt it in my throat. My nipples tightened painfully against the fabric of my dress, desperate for more.

Her hands slid up my sides, settling at my waist before moving higher. When her thumbs brushed over my nipples through the fabric, I gasped into her mouth, the sensation sharp and immediate.

“Fuck,” Carter groaned behind us.

Elise pulled back just enough to glance at him. “You are not pleased?” she asked, her tone calm but curious.

“No,” he said quickly, his voice thick. “I’m very pleased.”

“Good,” she replied softly. Her attention shifted back to me, but her eyes stayed on him as her hands moved again. She tugged the top of my dress down to my waist, exposing my breasts. The air hit my skin, cool and sudden, before her hand cupped one of them. She lowered her mouth to my nipple and took it in, sucking gently.

I arched into her, my breath catching as Carter watched. I could feel his attention on us, heavy and focused, and it only made everything more intense.

Elise straightened slowly and began unfastening the buttons of her uniform. She let the top fall away, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her perfectly. She unzipped her skirt next, stepping out of it with ease, leaving her in matching black lace panties.

I followed her without thinking, pulling my dress the rest of the way off and letting it fall to the floor. Standing there in my lingerie beside her felt surreal, like I’d stepped into someone else’s life.

Carter’s breathing had deepened, slower but heavier, as he watched Elise climb onto the bed. She settled onto her side, her body relaxed, and patted the space beside her. “Come over,” she said.

I climbed onto the bed, my movements slower now, more aware. When I lay beside her, she leaned over me immediately, capturing my mouth again in a deeper, longer kiss. Her tongue moved against mine, confident and knowing, and I found myself responding without hesitation. She broke the kiss just enough to trail her lips along my cheek, down my neck, over my collarbone. When her mouth found my nipples again, I arched into her touch, my back lifting as a soft sound escaped me.

Her lips moved lower, tracing a slow path down my stomach until they reached the edge of my panties.

Carter climbed onto the bed beside me, his weight shifting the mattress. I reached for him instinctively, slipping my hand into his lounge pants and wrapping my fingers around his cock. It was already hard, thick in my hand, and I stroked him slowly as he watched us, his attention fixed on every movement.

Elise hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down my legs, exposing me completely. The cool air hit my skin, but I barely noticed. I could feel how wet I was, the slickness between my thighs undeniable. I was soaked for her, my body responding in a way I’d never expected.

I couldn’t believe how much I wanted her.

I felt her breath first, warm and close between my legs, before her hands slid along my thighs and gently pushed them wider apart. The position left me completely exposed, and the awareness of it sent a shiver through me. Her tongue traced along my pussy, slow at first, then picking up speed, as she teased my clit. The sensation made my hips lift instinctively. I moaned, my fingers tightening as I stroked Carter faster, trying to match the rhythm building inside me. His hands moved over my breasts, firm and sure, his fingers rolling my nipples in a way that made my breath catch.

Carter shifted closer, guiding himself forward until the tip of his cock brushed against my lips. I opened for him without hesitation, taking him into my mouth as Elise continued between my legs. The combination of them, the way my body was being pulled in two directions at once, made everything feel sharper, more intense. I writhed against the sheets, heat building higher and higher, my thoughts scattering as the pleasure climbed. It felt like it overtook me all at once, my body tightening as the climax rushed through me, bright and overwhelming.

I moaned around Carter as the sensation rolled through me, and he pushed deeper, his movements steady and insistent until I started to come down. When he finally pulled out, I could feel the absence of him immediately, but I saw that he wasn’t finished yet. His body was still tense, his breathing uneven, and that was when Elise shifted her attention.

She moved up beside me, her body sliding over mine as she leaned forward and took Carter into her mouth. Even the sound she made felt soft and distinct, something about it pulling my focus completely. From where I lay beneath them, I had a clear view of everything. Carter’s hands moved over her back, finding the clasp of her bra and undoing it. The fabric loosened and slipped forward, and I reached up to remove it fully, my eyes drawn to her bare breasts.

Her skin looked smooth and pale under the soft lighting, and when I leaned closer, I caught a whiff of vanilla. Her nipples were small and pink, and I found myself drawn to them without thinking. I shifted beneath her until they hovered just above my face, then took one into my mouth. The texture was soft, the sensation unfamiliar but instantly addictive. She reacted immediately, her body tensing slightly, a muffled sound escaping her around Carter as I teased her with my tongue.

Carter held her head steady as he moved, his hips guiding the rhythm. She adjusted to him, her movements confident, and I couldn’t help noticing how natural she seemed, like she’d done this before. The realization stirred something in me, a mix of curiosity and something sharper.

Carter’s expression changed, his body tightening as he got closer. I watched him carefully, the way his face shifted, the way his muscles flexed. It hit me all at once what was about to happen, and my stomach twisted with it. He was going to finish with her. Because I had brought her here. Because I had made this happen.

The thought should have unsettled me more than it did, but instead it made the tension inside me coil tighter. The conflict only seemed to deepen the feeling, making everything more intense. When Elise finally pulled back, I reached for her without thinking, kissing her, wanting to taste what had just happened. It felt surreal, like I was crossing some invisible line I hadn’t known existed before tonight.

I guided her back onto the bed, my hands moving with a confidence I didn’t question. When I slid her panties down, I paused for a second, noticing the small shape of her trimmed hair. The detail made something warm flicker in my chest. I shifted her legs upward, positioning her more openly, my pulse quickening as I realized what I was about to do.

I leaned down and pressed my mouth to her, the first contact tentative before I let myself settle into it. I moved slowly at first, learning the feel of her, the way she responded. When I circled her clit with my tongue, her body reacted immediately, her hips shifting against me. The response made me more confident, more focused. I kept going, adjusting to her reactions, finding a rhythm that made her breathing change.

It felt unreal, like I was outside myself watching it happen. I couldn’t believe I was here, doing this, with Carter right beside us, watching.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice low as he touched himself, his attention fixed on us. His hands moved over Elise again, lingering over her chest while I continued, letting myself focus on the way she responded. I added my fingers, sliding them carefully inside her, feeling the way her body reacted, then moving them with more intention as I found what worked. Her sounds grew sharper, more urgent.

“Please,” she said, her voice higher now, the word breaking slightly.

I gave her what she asked for, moving faster, my mouth and hand working together. Her body arched, her movements less controlled now, and Carter leaned in closer, his attention divided between watching and touching. She clutched at him as she lost herself in it, her entire body tightening before it finally gave way, her reaction strong and unmistakable.

Afterward, she shifted quickly, sitting up and guiding me back onto the bed with a kind of quiet determination. “I want to lick you again,” she said, her voice softer now but still certain. “While your husband fucks me.”

My eyes widened at the words, but the reaction in my body was immediate, a deep ache settling low in my stomach. She lowered herself between my legs again, her mouth returning to me, slower this time, more focused. Behind her, I felt Carter move, positioning himself, the mattress shifting under his weight.

“No,” she said, stopping him before he could continue. She glanced back and gestured upward. “Not there. There.”

“Fuck,” Carter groaned.

I couldn’t help the flicker of insecurity that crept in, quiet but sharp enough to notice. I’d never done this with him before. Not like that. The thought pressed in before I could stop it. What if he liked it more? What if he liked her more? The questions came fast, but they didn’t stay. Elise’s tongue moved over me again, sweeping along my sensitive folds and pulling me right back into my body. The feeling took over everything else, washing the doubt away before it could take hold.

I gripped the sheets beneath me, my fingers tightening as my head fell back. My eyes fluttered shut, but I forced them open again, trying to stay present, trying to see everything that was happening. I lifted my head, my neck straining slightly as I looked toward Carter.

His face was tight with intensity, his expression pulled between pleasure and focus as he pressed into Elise. His hands held her firmly, his fingers digging into her hips as he moved. His brow was furrowed, his mouth slightly open as he let out low sounds that I’d never heard from him before. Elise’s moans vibrated against me, her mouth still working, making it hard to focus on anything else. Everything blurred together, sensation and sound and sight blending into something that didn’t feel entirely real. It felt like a dream I didn’t want to wake up from.

Carter pulled back and pushed forward again, finding a rhythm that made Elise’s body shift with each movement. Every thrust sent a subtle motion through her, and I felt it in the way her mouth moved against me, the connection between all of us tightening. The realization of it, the way everything was linked together, made something deep in my stomach twist and spark at the same time. It felt wrong in a way I couldn’t ignore. I shouldn’t have wanted this. I shouldn’t have felt this turned on by it.

But I did. The feeling only grew stronger, spreading through me, pulling me deeper into it. I wanted more. I wanted to see him lose himself completely, to watch him take her harder, to feel like I was part of it even as I watched. The thought alone made my body react, heat building again despite everything.

His movements grew more forceful, more urgent, and Elise’s sounds changed, sharper now, higher, her control slipping as she reacted to him. The pressure built inside me all over again, faster this time, overwhelming. I clutched at her, my fingers tangling in her hair as my body arched, the sensation cresting before I could slow it down. The orgasm hit hard, almost too much, a sharp, consuming wave that pulled a cry from my throat. It felt like it emptied me out completely, leaving me shaking, every muscle going loose in its wake.

Through the haze, I heard Carter’s voice, low and strained. Elise’s hand moved between her own legs now, her fingers working quickly as she chased her own release. I watched them together, my husband moving with a focus that made it seem like nothing else existed. For a moment, it felt like I was outside of it, like I was just watching something unfold.

Then his eyes met mine.

The connection snapped everything back into place. He let out a deep, rough sound, his expression tightening as he lost control, his body following through on it. Elise reacted at the same time, her own movements becoming frantic as she tipped over the edge with him.

As soon as he pulled back, I moved without thinking, drawn in by the intensity of the moment. I stayed close to her, my attention fixed, my body still buzzing as I followed the impulse that had been building. She was still trembling, still caught in the aftermath, her breathing uneven as she tried to come down.

I didn’t stop. I stayed with her, my focus shifting, my hands and mouth moving as I kept her suspended in that heightened state. She responded immediately, her body tightening again, her reactions quick and sensitive. The sounds she made were softer now, but just as real, just as intense, and it pushed me to keep going, to draw it out longer.

When she finally settled, her body easing back into the bed, she turned onto her back and looked up at us. Her chest rose and fell quickly, her expression relaxed but satisfied. Even through the exhaustion, there was a hint of that same knowing look in her eyes.

“Anything else?” she asked, her voice slightly breathless but steady.

I let out a soft laugh before I could stop it. It bubbled up out of me, unexpected, the release of everything we had just done catching up all at once. The adrenaline, the confusion, the thrill of it all. It felt unreal, almost absurd, and yet completely undeniable. I looked between the two of them, taking in the aftermath, the way all of us were still tangled in it.

“Yes,” I said finally, my voice lighter now but certain. “Stay the night with us. If you can, that is.”

She smiled, a bright, easy expression as she stretched her arms above her head, her body arching slightly with the motion. “I can stay,” she said. “But I’ll need to use your shower before work in the morning.”

“Not a problem,” Carter replied without hesitation.

The three of us settled together on the bed, our bodies close as the intensity slowly faded into something softer. The cool night air drifted in through the open balcony doors, brushing over our skin and grounding me again. The city outside was still alive, lights flickering, distant sounds carrying up to us, but it felt far away. None of it mattered in that moment.

All I could think about was what we had just shared, the way it had felt, and the quiet realization settling in that this didn’t feel like something that would end here.
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