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CHAPTER 1




My name is Amber, and I’m the supervisor everyone at Lumière Design Studio secretly fantasizes about. Downtown Miami, thirty-second floor, floor-to-ceiling windows with that endless turquoise ocean view—my kingdom. Thirty-four, six-foot-one in bare feet, long raven hair, sun-kissed skin, full lips that curve into a smile that makes interns stammer, and a body that turns heads: high, proud tits, a narrow waist that flares into an ass you could bounce quarters off, and legs that go on forever. I’m respected, adored, and lately… fucking starving. Cock does nothing for me anymore. All I crave is the slick, eager heat of a woman’s tongue sliding through my dripping pussy, lapping me until I scream. And tonight, on this hot, drunk Friday after hours, I’m finally feeding that hunger—hard, filthy, and with every single one of my gorgeous co-workers.

We’d planned a “team bonding” night in the office. No clients, no deadlines—just us, the rooftop bar closed early, so we dragged the party inside. Tequila, rosé, rum punches flowing like water. The AC cranked high, but the Miami humidity still clung to our skin, making everything sticky, electric. Twelve of us total: me and eleven stunning women who’ve been eye-fucking me for months. Designers, stylists, marketers—all in tiny dresses, silk blouses unbuttoned one button too far, skirts riding up toned thighs. By midnight we were wasted, laughing, dancing on the marble conference table, heels kicked off, hair wild.

I was already soaked. Every brush of a hand, every lingering stare had my clit throbbing against the lace of my black thong. I climbed onto my desk—my throne—and spread my legs just enough for the hem of my crimson wrap dress to ride up, flashing the wet patch on my panties. The room went quiet, hungry.

“Who wants to taste the boss?” I purred, voice husky from tequila and pure lust.

Every hand shot up. I laughed, low and filthy, and crooked a finger at Sofia first—our lead graphic designer, petite Colombian firecracker with caramel skin, juicy tits spilling out of an emerald satin bralette, and an ass that jiggles when she walks. She practically sprinted over, dropping to her knees between my thighs. I grabbed a fistful of her silky black hair and yanked her face into my crotch.

“Rip them off with your teeth,” I ordered.

Sofia moaned, nuzzling my soaked thong, inhaling me like I was her drug. Her teeth grazed my inner thigh as she tugged the lace down, exposing my smooth, swollen pussy—glistening, pink, begging. The second her hot tongue flicked my clit, I arched, gasping. She dove in like she was starving, lapping broad stripes from my entrance to my clit, sucking my folds into her mouth, tongue-fucking me deep. I ground against her face, smearing my juices over her cheeks, chin, and nose.

“Fuck yes, Sofia—eat my wet cunt, baby. Make your boss come all over that pretty face.”

The room erupted in moans. Everyone was touching themselves or each other, watching me get devoured. I came hard, thighs clamping around Sofia’s head, screaming as I flooded her mouth. She drank every drop, licking me clean, then looked up with glossy lips and begged, “More, Amber, please.”

I wasn’t done. Not even close.

I slid off the desk, dress falling open, tits bouncing free. I grabbed Sofia, kissed her deep, tasting myself on her tongue, then pushed her onto the leather couch. I straddled her face reverse-cowgirl, lowering my still-throbbing pussy onto her eager mouth again while I yanked her skirt up and buried my face between her thighs. Her pussy was drenched, shaved bare, tasting like honey and lime. I sucked her clit hard, two fingers curling inside her, pumping fast. She screamed into my cunt, the vibrations making me grind harder. We sixty-nined like animals, tongues plunging, fingers squelching, hips bucking until we both exploded—her squirting all over my chin, me gushing down her throat.

But the hunger roared louder.

Next was Valentina, our Italian pattern-maker—tall, leggy blonde with ice-blue eyes and tits like ripe melons barely contained in a sheer white bodysuit. She’d been rubbing her pussy through her panties watching us. I crooked a finger.

“Your turn to worship me, princess.”

I bent over my desk, ass in the air, pussy dripping down my thighs. Valentina dropped behind me, spreading my cheeks wide. She groaned at the sight of my puckered hole and soaked slit. First she licked my asshole—slow, filthy circles that made me shiver—then dragged her tongue down to spear into my cunt. I pushed back, fucking her face, moaning like a whore.

“Deeper, Val—tongue-fuck your boss’s greedy pussy.”

She obeyed, tongue thrusting in and out while her fingers rubbed my clit in tight circles. The office echoed with wet slurps and my filthy commands. I came again, harder, squirting onto her tongue. Then I spun her around, ripped that bodysuit open, and feasted on her perfect pink pussy while she lay spread-eagle on my desk. Her long legs wrapped around my head as I sucked her clit like a ripe berry, three fingers pounding her until she screamed in Italian and creamed all over my face.

The night dissolved into pure, drunken, pussy-worshipping chaos.

I had Layla—our curvy Jamaican photographer with skin like dark chocolate and an ass that could stop traffic—sit on my face while I lay on the conference table. Her thick thighs smothered me as I lapped at her creamy pussy, sucking her fat clit until she ground down and came with a guttural roar, juices dripping down my neck. Then she returned the favor, spreading my legs wide and eating me so deep I saw the fucking Milky Way, her tongue curling inside me while she hummed against my clit.

Twin stylists Mia and Lia—petite Vietnamese beauties with matching bob cuts and perky little tits—took me together. I sat in my executive chair, legs over the armrests, while they knelt on either side. One licked my pussy, the other sucked my clit, trading places, fingers sliding in and out, tongues everywhere. I gripped their heads, riding their faces, coming twice in a row, soaking both their pretty mouths. I rewarded them by laying them side-by-side and eating their tight little pussies one after the other, making them squirt in unison.

Our intern Chloe—barely twenty-two, innocent freckled redhead with pale skin and a shaved pink slit—blushed crimson when I beckoned her. I laid her on the plush rug, kissed her softly at first, then devoured her virgin-tight pussy until she was sobbing with pleasure. When I sat on her face, she surprised me—licking like she was born for it, tongue flicking my clit, fingers spreading me open. I rode her hard, coming with a scream, then gently taught her how to scissor. We ground our slick cunts together, clits rubbing, until we both shattered.

Even quiet, elegant Natasha—our Russian fabric specialist, tall like me, with platinum hair and ice-blue eyes—lost every inhibition. I pinned her against the window overlooking Miami’s glittering skyline, yanked her dress up, and ate her from behind while the city watched. Her pussy was sweet, dripping, clenching around my tongue. She came screaming in Russian, then spun me around, dropped to her knees, and tongue-fucked me against the glass until my legs buckled and I squirted down her throat.

One by one, I claimed them all. Twelve women. Twelve dripping, eager pussies. Twelve tongues worshipping my aching cunt until I lost count of my orgasms—each one more intense, more shattering than the last. We used everything: fingers, tongues, the double-ended dildo I keep locked in my drawer, vibrators pulled from purses, even the smooth handle of a design award statue slicked with lube and pussy juice. Bodies tangled on couches, desks, the floor. The office reeked of sex—sweet pussy, sweat, tequila, perfume. Moans echoed off glass walls. We formed chains: me eating Sofia while Sofia ate Valentina, Valentina eating Layla, and on until every tongue was buried in a cunt and every woman was coming endlessly.

At one point I was the center of a writhing pile on the conference table—Sofia and Valentina sucking my tits, Layla tongue-fucking my pussy, Chloe and the twins fingering my ass and clit, Natasha kissing me deep while the others rubbed their slick cunts against my thighs and calves. I came so hard I blacked out for a second, waking to a flood of squirt splashing my face as someone else exploded.

Hours blurred. We moved to the plush lounge area, bottles empty, bodies glistening. I lay sprawled on the sectional, legs wide, as they took turns—slow, reverent licks, then frantic, desperate tongue-fucking. Each woman whispered filthy praise: “Your pussy tastes like heaven, Amber,” “I’ve dreamed of making you come,” “Fuck my face, boss, please.” I gave them everything—orgasms, praise, my dripping cunt again and again.

By 4 a.m., we were a beautiful wreck: makeup smeared, hair wild, dresses in heaps, skin marked with love bites and slick with each other’s cum. I’d come at least twenty times—squirting, shuddering, screaming until my voice was raw. My pussy was swollen, sensitive, but still greedy. As the sky over Biscayne Bay turned pink, I pulled Sofia and Valentina close for one final slow, languid sixty-nine sandwich—me in the middle, eating and being eaten until we all came softly, trembling, wrapped in each other’s arms.

We collapsed in a naked, sweaty heap, limbs tangled, gentle kisses and caresses as the sun rose. My body hummed with satisfaction, every nerve singing. I’d fed my hunger completely—drenched in the slick devotion of eleven perfect tongues. As I drifted off surrounded by my gorgeous, exhausted team, I smiled lazily.

This wasn’t a one-time thing. Monday we’d be professional again—sharp suits, polite smiles in meetings. But every Friday after hours? The office would become our private lesbian orgy paradise. And I, Amber—their beloved, respected supervisor—would always be the insatiable queen at the center, legs spread wide, pussy dripping, ready to be worshipped until I couldn’t come anymore.

God, I love my job.


CHAPTER 2




The boardroom still smelled faintly of espresso and power when the last director filed out. I lingered, gathering my Montblanc pens the way a general collects spent shells after battle. My reflection in the dark glass of the conference table looked composed: charcoal silk blouse tucked into a high-waisted pencil skirt, hair twisted into a sleek knot, the picture of corporate poise. Inside, though, I was vibrating. The quarterly numbers had been brutal, the questions sharper than usual, and I’d just spent two hours proving (again) that a woman could run Lumière Design Studio better than any man who’d ever sat in that chair before me.

Sofia was the last to leave. She always was. My brilliant, quiet, devastatingly beautiful lead graphic designer hovered by the door, portfolio clutched to her chest like armor. Her dark eyes flicked to mine, and something soft passed between us (something that had nothing to do with revenue projections and everything to do with the way her tongue had felt sliding through my folds three nights ago on this very table).

“Walk with me?” I asked, voice low enough that only she could hear.

She nodded, a small, private smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

We left the office together, heels clicking in tandem down the marble corridor, past the framed Vogue covers and the neon Lumière sign that bathed us in electric pink. The elevator ride was silent, but the air between us crackled. I caught her scent (something warm like vanilla and sea salt) and felt my pulse answer in my throat.

Outside, Miami was bleeding gold. The late-afternoon sun poured liquid amber over Biscayne Boulevard, turning the glass towers into molten mirrors. We crossed the street to the corner Starbucks because it was close, because it was ordinary, because I needed something ordinary to anchor the storm inside my chest.

Inside, the air-conditioning hit us like a slap. I ordered for both of us without asking (oat-milk cappuccino, extra foam, two raw sugars for me; iced lavender latte for her) because I’d watched her order the same thing every day for two years. We took the small table in the back corner, the one half-hidden by a potted monstera. The light through the leaves dappled her face in shifting green shadows, and for a moment she looked impossibly young.

She wrapped both hands around her glass, condensation beading under her palms. “You were incredible in there,” she said quietly. “The way you shut down Harrington when he tried to mansplain the Q3 visuals? I wanted to stand up and applaud.”

I laughed, soft. “He still thinks design is decoration. One day he’ll learn it’s strategy wearing lipstick.”

Sofia’s eyes traced my face, searching. “You make it look effortless. Being… everything. Feared. Loved. Untouchable.” She paused, biting her lower lip. “I want to know how you got here, Amber. Really here. Not the Forbes version.”

Something in my chest cracked open, gentle and inevitable. I took a slow sip of coffee, letting the heat settle on my tongue before I spoke.

“I wasn’t born untouchable, Sofia. I was born hungry.”

I told her things I had never said out loud in daylight.

About growing up in a crumbling Art Deco apartment in Little Havana, the smell of café con leche and mildew, my mother cleaning offices at night so I could take Saturday art classes. About the scholarship to Parsons I nearly lost because I was too proud to ask for help. About the first agency that hired me (twenty-four, terrified, wearing a thrift-store blazer two sizes too big) and the creative director who cornered me in the supply closet and told me I’d “go far” if I was nice to him. I told her how I smiled, said thank you, and then worked eighty-hour weeks until I had his job.

I told her about Elena (my first love, my first heartbreak). How we met in a dive bar in Bushwick, both of us broke and beautiful and certain the world would bow. How Elena taught me what it felt like to be devoured, slowly, reverently, until I forgot my own name. And how I came home one night to find her in our bed with a woman whose name I never learned, the sheets still warm from where I’d slept the night before.

“I thought love was supposed to be safe,” I said, voice rough. “Turns out it’s just another boardroom. Someone always wants more equity than they deserve.”

Sofia’s eyes had gone glassy. She reached across the table and laced her fingers through mine without asking. Her hand was cool from the glass, trembling slightly.

“My ex,” she whispered, “Camila. We were together four years. I thought—” Her voice cracked. “I thought we were building something permanent. I designed her entire branding portfolio for free. I learned Portuguese for her family. I was saving for a ring.” A tear slipped down her cheek, catching in the corner of her mouth. “I found the messages on her birthday. She’d been fucking her photographer for eight months. Told me I was too soft, too needy, too… safe.”

She laughed, bitter and wet. “Safe. After I gave her every piece of me.”

I felt it like a bruise under my ribs (the echo of my own shattering). I turned her hand over, traced the delicate blue veins on the inside of her wrist with my thumb.

“Listen to me,” I said, fierce and quiet. “You are not safe. You are wildfire in a silk dress. You are the reason clients cry when they see your decks. You are the woman who knelt between my thighs three nights ago and made me come so hard I forgot English. Safe? Baby, you are danger wearing a smile.”

Her breath hitched. Another tear fell. I caught it with my thumb, brought it to my lips without thinking, tasted salt and lavender and her.

The air between us shifted, thickened. The café noise faded to a hush.

“I’ve wanted you for two years,” she confessed, voice barely above a whisper. “Every critique session, every late night in the studio, every time you leaned over my shoulder and I felt your breath on my neck… I went home and touched myself thinking about you. About your mouth. Your hands. The way you say my name like it’s a secret.”

I felt it low in my belly, that familiar molten pull.

“Sofia,” I said, and her name tasted like sin and salvation. “I don’t do gentle anymore. I don’t do safe. But I do honest. And right now, honestly? I want to take you home, spread you out on my bed, and lick you slow until you forget every woman who ever hurt you. Until the only name you remember is mine.”

Her pupils were huge, black drowning out the brown. She squeezed my hand so hard it hurt.

“I’m scared,” she admitted. “Of wanting you this much. Of being another notch, another story you tell in some future Starbucks to some future girl.”

I leaned across the small table until our foreheads almost touched.

“Then let me be terrified with you,” I breathed. “Let me be the one who stays.”

The barista dropped a tray somewhere; ceramic shattered. Neither of us flinched.

She kissed me first (soft, tentative, tasting like iced lavender and heartbreak). I kissed her back like a promise, like an apology, like the first honest thing I’d felt in years. When we pulled apart, her lipstick was smeared across both our mouths, and I didn’t care who saw.

“Come home with me,” I said against her lips.

She nodded, eyes shining. “Take me home, Amber. Teach me how to be dangerous again.”

We left our half-finished drinks on the table, hands clasped tight enough to bruise. Outside, the sun had dipped below the skyline, bleeding violet and rose across the bay. The city lights flickered on one by one, like a thousand small yeses.

In the cab, she curled into my side, head on my shoulder, fingers tracing idle patterns on my thigh just below the hem of my skirt. Every circle sent sparks straight to my clit. I turned my face into her hair, inhaled vanilla and salt and the faint trace of her coconut shampoo, and felt something inside me (something I’d locked away after Elena) quietly unlock.

At my condo in Brickell, the elevator ride was torture. We didn’t speak. We didn’t need to. The air between us was thick with anticipation, with the weight of every unspoken want. When the doors slid open directly into my penthouse, I took her hand and led her past the floor-to-ceiling windows, past the glittering sprawl of Miami at night, straight to the bedroom.

Moonlight poured through the glass, silvering the edges of everything. I didn’t turn on the lamps. I wanted her in half-light, in truth.

I undressed her slowly (buttons slipping free one by one, the whisper of silk sliding down her arms, the catch of her breath when I unhooked her bra and let her breasts spill heavy and perfect into my waiting hands). I kissed every inch of skin I uncovered: the hollow of her throat, the soft underside of her breast, the faint white scar on her ribs she’d never told me about. When she was naked, I stepped back just long enough to look at her (really look). She was trembling, arms crossed over her stomach like she was trying to hold herself together.

“Don’t hide from me,” I whispered. “Not ever again.”

I stripped quickly (blouse, skirt, lace) until we were both bare under the moonlight. Then I laid her down on my bed, white sheets cool against her warm skin, and kissed her until she was pliant and gasping.

I took my time. I mapped every sigh, every shiver. I tasted the salt of dried tears on her cheeks and the sweeter salt between her thighs. When I finally settled between her legs, when I licked into her slow and deliberate, she cried (not from pain, but from relief). I drank her like communion, like forgiveness. I coaxed her open with my tongue, with soft murmurs in Spanish I didn’t know I remembered, until she was rocking against my mouth, fingers tangled in my hair, chanting my name like a prayer.

When she came, it was quiet (a long, broken exhale, her whole body shaking apart in my arms). I held her through the aftershocks, kissing the tears that slipped free again, tasting the difference between sorrow and surrender.

After, she curled into me, head on my chest, one leg thrown over mine. I traced lazy circles on her back and felt her heartbeat slow against my ribs.

“I’m not fixed,” she murmured into my skin. “I’m still cracked in places.”

“Good,” I said, pressing my lips to her temple. “Cracks are how the light gets in.”

She laughed, watery and real. “You’re such a designer. Everything’s metaphor.”

“Occupational hazard.” I tilted her chin up so I could see her eyes. “But I mean it, Sofia. I don’t want perfect. I want you. Messy. Brilliant. Terrified. Mine.”

She kissed me then (slow, deep, full of everything we hadn’t said yet). When she pulled back, her voice was steady for the first time all night.

“Teach me,” she said. “Teach me how to be yours.”

I smiled against her mouth, felt the future open wide and bright and terrifyingly beautiful in front of us.

“Oh, baby,” I whispered. “We’re just getting started.”

Outside, Miami kept glittering, indifferent and alive. Inside, two women who had once been shattered began, carefully, deliberately, to put each other back together (piece by slow, luminous piece).


CHAPTER 3




I have always believed that desire has a temperature. Some nights it is molten glass, glowing and dangerous. Some mornings it is the soft heat of sunrise on skin. With Sofia, it has become something else entirely: a living thing that breathes between us, steady and warm, like a second heartbeat just beneath my ribs.

I noticed it first on a Tuesday that should have been ordinary.

We were in the design studio at 7:12 a.m., before the city had fully woken up. The floor-to-ceiling windows were still fogged with night, and the only light came from Sofia’s monitor and the soft amber glow of the pendant lamps above the drafting tables. She was hunched over her Wacom, hair twisted up with a mechanical pencil, wearing one of my oversized white shirts she’d stolen from my closet the night before. The sleeves swallowed her hands; the hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She looked like something I wanted to keep forever.

I brought her coffee (oat-milk cappuccino, two raw sugars) and set it beside her without a word. She glanced up, eyes sleepy and grateful, and the smile she gave me was so small and so devastating that I had to grip the edge of the table to keep from kissing her right there in front of the empty room.

“Thank you, mi amor,” she murmured, voice still husky from sleep and from the way I’d made her scream my name until 3 a.m.

The endearment slipped out soft, natural, like she’d been saying it for years. My heart stuttered. I brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers linger against the warmth of her neck.

“Anything for you,” I said, and meant it in ways that terrified me.

That was the moment the temperature changed in the office forever.

By nine o’clock the others started trickling in, and they felt it immediately: the shift in gravity. I had always been generous with my attention (a lingering smile for Valentina, a teasing wink for Layla, my hand on the small of Chloe’s back when I passed her desk). It had been a game we all understood: Amber gives, Amber takes, Amber leaves you breathless and then moves on.

But now when I walked through the studio, my eyes found Sofia first, always Sofia. If she laughed at something on her screen, I smiled without meaning to. If she stretched and the shirt rode higher on her thighs, my breath caught loud enough that Natasha looked up from her fabric swatches with narrowed ice-blue eyes. When Sofia came to my office to show me a new campaign concept, I closed the door, locked it, and kissed her slow and deep against the glass until the city blurred behind us.

The jealousy arrived quietly at first (sharpened glances, tight smiles, the sudden chill when Sofia and I entered a room holding hands).

Then it began to burn.

Valentina cornered me in the pantry on Thursday, all long legs and wounded pride.

“Is she really that special?” she asked, voice silk over steel. “Or are you just bored of the rest of us?”

I wanted to be gentle, but gentleness would have been crueler than truth.

“She’s everything,” I said simply.

Valentina’s eyes filled. She turned away before I could see the tears fall.

Layla stopped speaking to me altogether. She’d sit at her desk with headphones on, jaw clenched, editing photos with a violence that made the colors bleed. Once, when Sofia leaned over her shoulder to compliment a shoot, Layla flinched as if she’d been burned.

The twins, Mia and Lia, started wearing matching lingerie under sheer blouses, bending over unnecessarily, whispering to each other whenever Sofia and I walked past. Chloe (sweet, freckled Chloe) left a single red rose on my desk with a note that said I deserve someone who has never been broken. I found it after lunch, petals already bruised.

Even Natasha, my cool Russian queen, cracked. One night she waited for me in the elevator after everyone else had gone home.

“You think love makes you noble?” she asked, voice low and lethal. “It only makes you weak.”

I met her stare in the mirrored walls. “Then let me be weak.”

She kissed me hard, punishing, teeth scraping my lip until I tasted copper. I let her, because I understood the hurt beneath the anger. When she pulled away, her lipstick was smeared and her eyes were wet.

“I could have made you happy,” she whispered.

“You did,” I said gently. “In a different life. Not this one.”

She left without another word, heels echoing like gunshots down the empty hall.

Sofia noticed, of course. She noticed everything.

One evening we stayed late, just the two of us, working on the winter campaign. The office was dark except for the pool of light over the conference table where we’d spread mood boards and fabric samples. She was quiet, tracing circles on my thigh under the table.

“They hate me now,” she said finally.

“They hate that they lost me,” I corrected. “There’s a difference.”

She looked up, eyes luminous in the low light. “Was I worth it? Burning all your bridges for me?”

I took her face in my hands, thumbs stroking the soft skin beneath her cheekbones.

“Listen to me, Sofia Elena Morales. I would burn this entire city to the ground if it kept you warm. I would let every one of them hate me for the rest of my life if it meant I got to wake up next to you every morning. You are not a bridge I crossed. You are the place I was trying to reach all along.”

Her breath hitched. A tear slipped free, caught on my thumb.

“I’m scared,” she whispered. “That one day you’ll wake up and realize I’m just… ordinary.”

I laughed, soft and incredulous, and kissed the tear away.

“Baby, you are the least ordinary thing that has ever happened to me.”

I made love to her right there on the conference table, slow and masterful. I peeled my stolen shirt from her body and kissed every inch of skin it had hidden. I spread her out among the mood boards and color swatches and tasted her like she was the only hue I would ever need again. When she came against my tongue, she cried out my name in ecstasy.

Afterward, we lay tangled on the cool marble, city lights flickering across our bare skin. She traced the curve of my breast with one finger, following it down to the hollow between them.

“I used to think love was a transaction,” she said quietly. “Give enough, hurt enough, earn enough. With you… it feels like breathing.”

I pressed my lips to her temple. “That’s because it is.”

The next morning I did something I had never done before.

I walked into the office holding her hand.

Not hidden. Not subtle. Not a secret.

I held her hand in front of every jealous glare, every whispered conversation that stopped the moment we appeared. I introduced her to the new interns as “Sofia Morales, my partner in every way that matters.” I kissed her goodbye in the lobby when she left for a client lunch, soft and lingering, uncaring who saw.

Some of the women looked away. Some stared with open longing. Valentina’s eyes filled with tears she didn’t bother to hide. Layla turned her back entirely.

I felt the weight of every fractured connection, every fantasy I had indulged and then abandoned. But when Sofia smiled up at me (radiant, steady, mine), none of it mattered.

That afternoon I found a note on my desk, written in Chloe’s careful schoolgirl cursive:

You broke all our hearts so you could glue yours back together with hers. I hope she’s worth it.

I folded the note into a tiny square and slipped it into the drawer with the dried rose petals. Then I went to find Sofia.

She was in the studio, headphones on, swaying slightly to whatever music was pouring into her ears. When she saw me, she pulled one side off, question in her eyes.

I didn’t speak. I just took her face in my hands and kissed her like the world was ending and beginning at the same time. When I pulled back, her lips were swollen and her eyes were dazed.

“What was that for?” she asked, breathless.

“Because you are,” I said simply.

Later that night, in my bed with the city glittering below us like spilled diamonds, she asked the question I had been waiting for.

“Were they just… flings?” Her voice was small, careful. “All of them?”

I rolled onto my side so we were face-to-face, legs tangled under the sheets.

“They were beautiful distractions,” I said honestly. “They were the sound of me trying to outrun loneliness. You—” I pressed my palm over her heart, felt it racing against my skin. “You are the place I finally stopped running.”

She searched my eyes for a long moment, then smiled (slow, luminous, eternal).

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I’m not letting you go.”

I kissed her then, soft and deep and endless, tasting salt and coffee and the future on her tongue.

Outside, Miami kept spinning (glamorous, ruthless, hungry). Inside our little universe of two, everything was quiet and perfect and ours.

Let them be jealous. Let them ache. Let them learn what I finally had:

Some loves are worth setting the whole world on fire for.

And Sofia? She was my entire world.


CHAPTER 4




The parking garage beneath Lumière was almost empty at 8:47 p.m. Only the low amber security lights and the distant hum of the city above us. I had stayed late finishing a pitch deck, the office upstairs dark and silent. Sofia was in Bogotá until tomorrow night, kissing her abuela’s cheeks and eating arepas her mother pressed into her hands, sending me sleepy selfies from her childhood bedroom that made my chest ache with tenderness.

I missed her so fiercely it felt like a bruise.

My heels echoed as I crossed the concrete toward my matte-black Jeep Wrangler, keys already in my hand, when I saw her.

Chloe.

She was leaning against the driver-side door, arms folded beneath her small, perfect breasts, red hair spilling like molten copper over the shoulders of a cropped leather jacket. The overhead light caught the freckles across her nose, the ones I used to trace with my tongue when she was still my eager little intern who blushed every time I said her name.

She looked older tonight. Harder. Dangerous in the way only the soft ones can be when they finally break.

“Chloe,” I said, cautious. “It’s late.”

“I know exactly what time it is, Amber.” Her voice was low, steady, stripped of the shy stammer I remembered. “I’ve been counting the hours until she was far enough away that you couldn’t use her as a shield.”

I stopped a few feet away, pulse already kicking. “Move, please. I’m tired.”

“No.” She pushed off the Jeep and stepped into me, close enough that I smelled vanilla and something sharper (anger, maybe, or want). “I’m tired, Amber. Tired of roses you throw away. Tired of watching you look at her like she hung the moon when you used to look at me like that.”

Her hands came up, cupped my face with shocking gentleness, and then she kissed me.

God, Chloe could kiss.

It wasn’t the sweet, worshipful press of lips I remembered from her internship. This was a claiming. Her mouth slanted over mine, hot and insistent, tongue sliding along the seam of my lips until I opened on a broken exhale. She tasted like peppermint and desperation, and for one treacherous second I let myself drown in it. She kissed like she was trying to erase every memory of Sofia’s mouth, and fuck, it almost worked.

I made a strangled sound (protest or surrender, I wasn’t sure) and tried to pull back. Chloe followed, walking me backward until my shoulders hit the cool metal of the Jeep. Her thigh slid between mine, pressing up against the heat already pooling there, and I hated how instantly my body responded.

“Chloe, stop—”

“You don’t want me to stop,” she whispered against my lips. “Your heart’s racing. I can feel it.” Her hand dropped to my chest, palm flat over the frantic thud beneath my silk blouse. “Tell me you don’t miss this.”

Her other hand was under my skirt before I could answer, fingers tracing the lace edge of my panties with devastating precision. One fingertip dragged slowly up the damp seam, and I jerked, a helpless moan slipping free.

“Jesus, you’re soaked,” she breathed, wonder and triumph in her voice. “All it took was one kiss. Imagine what I could do with more.”

“Chloe—”

“Tell me to stop and I will,” she said, but her finger circled my clit through the lace, slow, perfect pressure, and my hips rolled into her touch without permission. “Say it, Amber. Say it and mean it.”

I couldn’t.

I hated myself for it, but I couldn’t.

She kissed me again, swallowing the sob that clawed up my throat, and then she was opening the back door of the Jeep, guiding me inside with hands that never stopped touching (my waist, my throat, the sensitive spot behind my knee). The tinted windows turned the garage into a private confessional, and I let her push me down across the cool leather seat.

The door slammed shut. The world narrowed to the scent of her skin and the sound of my own ragged breathing.

Chloe climbed in after me, straddling my hips, red hair falling like a curtain around us. She looked like an avenging angel (beautiful and furious and heartbreakingly young).

“I’ve dreamed of this,” she said, voice trembling with emotion even as her hands were steady. “Every night since you chose her. Dreamed of reminding you how good we were.”

She unbuttoned my blouse with reverent fingers, pushed my bra up, and took one nipple into her mouth without warning. I arched off the seat, crying out as she sucked hard, teeth grazing just enough to make my clit throb in time with her tongue. She moved to the other breast, licking, biting, marking me like she wanted proof tomorrow that this happened.

Her hand slid back under my skirt, pushing the fabric to my waist. She hooked her fingers in my panties and dragged them down my thighs, tossing them somewhere in the footwell.

“Look at you,” she whispered, spreading my legs wide, knees hooked over the edge of the seat. “So fucking pretty when you’re needy.”

She dropped between my thighs without hesitation, mouth hot and open on my pussy like she’d been starving for the taste. One long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit and my back bowed, a broken moan tearing out of me.

Chloe ate me like she was trying to ruin me for anyone else.

Her tongue was everywhere (flicking, circling, plunging inside me while her fingers joined in, two curling deep and perfect, stroking that spot that made my vision blur). She hummed against my clit, the vibration sending sparks up my spine, and I gripped her hair, hips grinding shamelessly against her face.

“That’s it,” she murmured, lips slick with me. “Fuck my mouth, Amber. Show me how much you missed this.”

I came hard and fast, thighs clamping around her head, a guttural cry echoing in the confined space. She didn’t stop. She licked me through it, fingers pumping, drawing it out until I was shaking, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes.

She crawled up my body, kissing a wet path over my navel, between my breasts, finally claiming my mouth again so I tasted myself on her tongue. I was still trembling when she pushed three fingers back inside me, slow and deep.

“Sofia can’t do this to you,” she whispered against my lips, voice raw. “She can’t make you come apart like this. Tell me I’m wrong.”

I couldn’t lie (not with her fingers curled inside me, thumb on my clit, mouth on my neck). Another orgasm built fast and brutal, ripping through me until I was sobbing her name, hips bucking, pussy clenching around her fingers like I never wanted her to leave.

When it finally ebbed, she gentled, kissing my cheeks, my eyelids, the tears I hadn’t realized were falling.

“I love you,” she said, voice cracking open. “I never stopped. And I know you felt it just now. You still feel it.”

I couldn’t speak. My throat was raw, my body limp and shaking. She gathered me close, cradling my head against her chest, rocking me like I was the one who needed comforting.

The silence that followed was heavier than any words.

Eventually, she helped me sit up, fixed my skirt with tender hands, found my panties and slid them back up my legs like I was something precious and breakable. She kissed my forehead, lingering.

“I’m not sorry,” she said quietly. “I needed you to remember. And I think… I think you needed it too.”

She slipped out of the Jeep, closed the door softly behind her, and disappeared into the shadows.

I sat there for a long time (minutes, maybe hours), staring at the fogged windows, the faint handprints smeared across the glass. My reflection in the rearview mirror was a stranger: lipstick gone, eyes red, throat marked with faint bruises shaped like Chloe’s mouth.

I had cheated on Sofia.

The realization hit like a fist to the sternum.

I grabbed my phone with shaking hands and opened our text thread. Her last message glowed on the screen (a photo of her curled up in her childhood bed, smiling sleepily, captioned te extraño, mi vida). I stared at it until the words blurred.

I started typing, deleted, started again. Nothing felt honest enough, or clean enough, or forgivable enough.

Finally I managed three words:

I messed up.

I love you.

Please come home.

I hit send, then turned the phone face-down on the seat beside me.

The Jeep still smelled like sex and vanilla and the faint trace of Chloe’s coconut shampoo. I pressed my forehead to the steering wheel and cried (ugly, wrenching sobs that tasted like guilt and terror and the ghost of Chloe’s tongue between my legs).

Sofia was due back tomorrow night.

Twenty-four hours to decide whether some truths are too sharp to speak aloud.

Twenty-four hours to figure out how to look the woman I love in the eye and admit I let someone else unravel me in the backseat of my car because for one weak, selfish moment I wanted to remember what it felt like to be wanted that fiercely.

I started the engine, the roar loud in the hollow garage, and drove home through streets that suddenly felt unfamiliar.

The city lights blurred into watercolor streaks of gold and crimson, and every one of them looked like accusation.

I had everything I wanted.

And tonight, I might have destroyed it.


CHAPTER 5




Amber–9:42 p.m., Brickell Penthouse:

The door opened and the air left the room.

Sofia stepped inside, overnight bag still on her shoulder, cheeks flushed from the flight and the Miami heat. She looked so beautiful it felt like a knife turning in my ribs: hair in loose waves, wearing the soft white sundress I’d peeled off her a hundred times, the one that makes her look like forgiveness I no longer deserved.

She smiled at first (small, tired, happy to be home). Then she saw my face.

The smile died.

“Amber?” Her voice cracked on the second syllable. “What is it?”

I couldn’t stand. My legs wouldn’t hold me. I was on the couch, knees pulled to my chest like a child waiting for punishment. The confession sat on my tongue, thick and poisonous.

“I fucked up,” I whispered. “I fucked up so badly, baby.”

She dropped the bag. It hit the marble with a dull thud.

“Tell me.” Quiet. Deadly quiet.

I told her everything. Every sordid detail, because she deserved the truth even if it shredded us both.

How Chloe had waited in the garage. How I let her kiss me. How I let her touch me. How I came twice on her tongue in the backseat of my Jeep while Sofia was kissing her abuela goodbye.

I watched the color drain from Sofia’s face, watched her eyes go glassy, watched her hands curl into fists so tight her knuckles went white.

When I finished, the silence was worse than screaming.

She stared at me for a long time (ten seconds, twenty, an eternity), then turned on her heel and walked out.

No words. No tears I could see. Just the soft click of the door closing behind her.

I crumbled. Curled into a ball on the couch and sobbed until my throat was raw and my ribs ached. The apartment smelled like her (vanilla and coconut and the faint jasmine of her perfume) and every breath was torture.

I ruined us.

Sofia–10:17 p.m., I-95 South doing 97 in a 60:

The speedometer climbed and I didn’t care.

Tears blurred the lights into red and white streaks, but I kept my foot on the floor. The engine screamed the way I couldn’t.

She let Chloe eat her pussy in a fucking parking garage.

My Amber. My heart. My home.

I thought of every time I’d whispered te amo against her skin, every morning I’d woken up tangled in her arms, every future I’d stupidly allowed myself to imagine.

Gone.

Because Chloe wanted to prove a point.

Because Amber was weak for five goddamn minutes.

I laughed (sharp, ugly, hysterical) and tasted copper where I’d bitten my tongue.

I wanted to burn something down.

I wanted to hurt them the way they’d hurt me.

My phone buzzed on the passenger seat. A text from Chloe, three crying emojis and the words I’m so sorry Sofi, I never meant—

I didn’t read the rest.

I knew exactly how to make her sorry.

Sofia – 11:03 p.m., Mia’s apartment, Coconut Grove:

Mia opened the door in an oversized T-shirt and nothing else, black bob tousled from sleep, eyes widening when she saw my face.

“Sofia? What—”

I didn’t let her finish. I pushed inside, slammed her against the wall, and kissed her like I was trying to erase Amber’s mouth with mine.

Mia gasped into the kiss, but she kissed me back instantly (hungry, surprised, eager). She had wanted this for years. Everyone knew.

I tasted rage and rum on my tongue and poured it all into her.

“Bedroom,” I growled against her lips.

She obeyed.

I fucked her like punishment.

Ripped the T-shirt over her head, shoved her onto the bed, spread her legs and devoured her shaved little pussy until she was sobbing my name. I didn’t warm her up. I didn’t whisper sweet things. I tongue-fucked her hard and fast, three fingers slamming into her while I sucked her clit until she came with a broken scream, squirting all over my chin. Then I flipped her over, spanked her ass red, and ate her from behind until she came again, shaking and begging.

I set my phone up on the dresser, hit record, and made sure the angle caught everything: Mia’s tear-streaked face, her small tits bouncing as I finger-banged her from behind, the way she kept chanting “Sofia, fuck, Sofia” like a mantra.

When we were done (Mia limp and trembling, covered in sweat and my lipstick), I sent the video to Chloe with a single line: For fucking my girl behind my back, bitch.

Then I blocked her number before she could reply.

But I wasn’t finished.

Sofia–1:14 a.m., Lumière Design Studio:

Lia was still at the office, working late on retouching. Perfect.

I used my keycard, found her in the dark studio lit only by her monitor, headphones on, oblivious.

I walked straight to her, pulled the headphones off, and kissed her before she could speak.

Lia tasted like Snickers and surprise. She melted instantly (identical hunger to her twin, identical need).

I dragged her to Amber’s office. Didn’t bother with lights.

Pushed her onto Amber’s desk, right on top of the mood boards and fabric swatches Amber loved so much.

“Take your clothes off,” I ordered.

Lia stripped, trembling with excitement.

I spread her out like an offering (small, perfect body, tiny waist, perky tits with dark little nipples already hard). I wanted Amber to smell her on the desk tomorrow.

I ate Lia like I was starving.

Long, slow licks at first, teasing, making her beg. Then I devoured her (sucked her clit until her thighs shook, plunged my tongue inside her, curled two fingers and then three, pumping hard while she clawed at the desk and screamed).

I made her come twice on Amber’s polished mahogany, her juices dripping onto the campaign briefs, smearing the Pantone swatches.

I stood up, wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, and took a photo (Lia sprawled naked across Amber’s desk, legs spread, pussy glistening, eyes glazed with lust).

I sent it to Chloe too.

Text: This one’s for good measure. We’re more than even now.

Then I left Lia boneless and panting, grabbed my keys, and walked out without looking back.

Amber–2:57 a.m., still on the couch:

My phone lit up with a notification I never expected.

A video. From Sofia.

I opened it with shaking fingers.

Mia. On her back. Sofia’s head between her thighs. The sounds (wet, obscene, perfect) filled my apartment like smoke.

Another message. A photo this time. Lia naked on my desk, Sofia’s lipstick smeared across her inner thighs.

Then the final text, time-stamped 2:46 a.m.:

I guess we’re even then 😊 Enjoy the smell of them on your desk tomorrow.

I stared at the screen until it went black.

My chest caved in.

I had broken her.

And she had broken me right back.

The apartment was silent except for the sound of my own ragged breathing.

I curled into the couch, pulled the throw pillow Sofia always stole to my chest, and let the tears come (quiet, endless, tasting like ash and gasoline).

We had set fire to everything beautiful between us. And neither of us had walked away unburned.


CHAPTER 6




Amber–6:12 a.m., Brickell penthouse:

I hadn’t slept. The sky outside the windows had gone from black to bruised violet to the pale gold of a new Miami morning, and I was still on the couch, wrapped in Sofia’s favorite blanket, eyes swollen, throat raw from crying.

My phone lay dark and silent on the coffee table. I hadn’t dared open it again after the last photo (Lia spread across my desk like a sacrifice, Sofia’s lipstick on her thighs like war paint).

I deserved every second of the pain.

But God, I missed her.

I missed her so violently it felt like withdrawal (like someone had carved out the part of me that knew how to breathe without her beside me).

I was trying to summon the courage to text her, to beg, to crawl, when the front door opened without a knock.

Sofia.

She looked like hell and heaven at once: eyes red-rimmed, hair wild, wearing the same white sundress from yesterday now wrinkled and clinging to her body like it had been through a storm. Her lips were swollen. There were faint marks on her throat that weren’t mine.

I hated how beautiful she was even when she was broken.

We stared at each other across the marble expanse of the living room.

Ten feet. A lifetime.

She spoke first, voice hoarse.

“I fucked them to hurt you,” she said. “And it didn’t work. It only made me miss you more.”

Something inside my chest cracked wide open.

“I let her touch me because I was weak and scared,” I answered, tears already spilling. “And I’ve never hated myself more than I do right now.”

We moved at the same time.

Collided in the middle of the room like two meteors that had been orbiting each other too long. Mouths crashing, teeth clacking, hands frantic. I tasted salt and rage and forgiveness on her tongue, and I kissed her like I was drowning and she was air.

She shoved me back against the nearest wall hard enough that the art rattled.

“I hate you,” she sobbed into my mouth.

“I know,” I gasped, fingers already tearing at the straps of her dress. “I hate me too. Let me fix it. Let me love you until you forget everything but my name.”

The dress fell to the floor in a whisper of cotton. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

I dropped to my knees right there in the hallway, mouth on her before she could breathe. She was still swollen from the night before, slick and hot and tasting like sex and betrayal and mine. I licked into her like I was trying to erase every other tongue that had ever touched her, sucked her clit until her knees buckled and she had to grip my hair to stay upright.

“Amber—fuck—oh God—”

I didn’t stop until she came hard against my face, thighs trembling, a broken cry ripping out of her throat.

Then she hauled me up, spun me, slammed me face-first against the wall and yanked my silk robe open. Her mouth was on my neck, teeth sinking in, marking me as hers again while her hand shoved between my legs from behind.

“You’re so fucking wet,” she growled against my skin. “Did you miss me, baby? Did you miss your girl’s fingers in this greedy little cunt?”

“Yes—yes—Sofia, please—”

She fucked me right there standing up, three fingers curling deep, palm grinding against my clit until I was sobbing her name into the wall, coming so hard my vision whited out.

We didn’t make it to the bedroom.

We fucked our way through the apartment like we were trying to exorcize every ghosts living room floor, kitchen island, the hallway mirror where I bent her over and ate her from behind while she watched us in the reflection, both of us crying and moaning and begging.

On the kitchen counter I spread her wide and devoured her slow, licking every fold, tracing her entrance with my tongue, sliding inside until she was grinding against my face, hands fisted in my hair, chanting te-amo, te-amo, te-amo like a heartbeat.

She returned the favor on the dining table, pushing me back among the scattered mail and coffee cups, spreading my thighs and licking me open like I was her last meal. She sucked my clit until I screamed, then slid the thick handle of a wooden spoon into me (slow, filthy, perfect) while her tongue flicked my clit in relentless circles. I came so hard I squirted, soaking her chin, the table, the floor, and she just moaned and drank me down like it was communion.

We were feral. We were worship. We were apology and forgiveness made flesh.

Eventually, we stumbled into the bedroom, collapsing onto the bed that still smelled like us from two nights ago. Sunlight poured through the windows, painting gold across our sweat-slick skin.

Sofia straddled my face, riding my tongue slow and deliberate, hands braced on the headboard, eyes locked on mine while she told me, voice trembling, how terrified she’d been that I’d stopped wanting her.

I gripped her hips, pulled her down harder, licked her through another shuddering orgasm, then flipped us so I was on top.

“I never stopped,” I whispered against her lips, sliding down her body until my mouth was on her again. “I was stupid, not blind. You are my home, Sofia. You are the only place I ever want to be.”

She cried then, soft, healing tears, while I kissed every inch of her, slow and reverent, like I was learning her all over again.

We made love for hours.

Slow, then frantic, then slow again.

Scissoring on the rug until our clits rubbed together and we came gasping into each other’s mouths.

Sixty-nine on the bed, fingers and tongues everywhere, swallowing each other’s moans.

I strapped on the thick purple dildo she loves and fucked her slow and deep on her back, legs over my shoulders, watching her face while she came undone, tears and sweat and pleasure all mixing together.

She took the strap from me after, pushed me onto all fours and fucked me from behind, one hand fisted in my hair, the other rubbing my clit until I was sobbing her name and coming so freaking hard.

We used toys, fingers, mouths, every inch of skin we had. We left bite marks and bruises, and promises on each other’s bodies.

At some point we ended up in the shower, water pounding hot over us, Sofia on her knees worshipping my pussy while I braced my hands on the marble wall and cried from how good it felt to be hers again.

I returned the favor, pressing her against the glass, eating her from behind while the water sluiced down her back, sliding two fingers into her ass and three into her pussy until she came with a scream that echoed off the tiles.

We didn’t stop until we were limp and shaking, until every trace of anyone else had been washed from our skin, until the only scent in the room was us.

Eventually, we collapsed back into bed, tangled and trembling, hearts racing in tandem.

The sun was high now, pouring liquid gold across the sheets.

Sofia lay half on top of me, face buried in my neck, fingers tracing lazy circles over my heart.

“I was so scared I lost you,” she whispered, voice small and raw.

I pressed my lips to her forehead, held her tighter.

“You didn’t. You won’t. I’m yours, Sofia. Every day, every breath, every heartbeat. I’m so fucking sorry I made you doubt it.”

She lifted her head, eyes still red but soft now, luminous.

“Show me,” she said simply.

So I did.

One more time, slow and deep and endless, mouth between her thighs until she was crying again, but this time from too much love, not pain.

When we finally lay spent, limbs heavy, hearts slow, she traced the bite mark on my shoulder and smiled, small and real and mine.

“No more jealousy,” she murmured. “No more others. Just us.”

“Just us,” I promised, kissing her slow and sweet.

Outside, Miami kept spinning (glamorous, loud, hungry).

Inside our bed, two women who had almost lost everything held each other like the world began and ended in the space between their heartbeats.

I kissed her temple, her cheek, the corner of her mouth.

“I love you,” I whispered into her skin. “Only you. Always you.”

She smiled against my neck, warm and sleepy and finally, finally safe.

“Te-amo, mi-vida,” she breathed. “Forever.”

And for the first time in days, I believed in love again.

We fell asleep tangled together, sunlight warming our skin, the scent of sex and forgiveness thick in the air.

Later (minutes or hours, time had lost meaning), Sofia stirred, pressed a kiss to my collarbone, and murmured against my skin: “Next time you feel weak, come find me. I’ll remind you who you belong to.”

I laughed, soft and watery and utterly hers.

“Deal,” I whispered.

And just like that, the fire that had almost consumed us became the fire that forged us unbreakable.

The office would gossip. Chloe would hurt. The twins would whisper.

None of it mattered.

We had burned everything else to the ground and risen from the ashes holding each other.

And this time, we weren’t letting go.
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