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      Nolan insisted she was just a study partner. Nothing more.

      I wanted to believe him. God, I wanted to. But the moment I hear the soft, musical laugh drifting down the hallway, my stomach knots. That’s not the laugh of someone buried in equations and textbooks. That’s the laugh of a girl who knows she has an audience, even if it isn’t the one she pretends to entertain.

      From my bedroom, I lean against the doorframe, tilting myself just far enough into the hall to catch a sliver of the living room. I don’t want to look obvious, don’t want Nolan to glance up and catch me spying. But I can’t not look.

      He’s there on the couch, laptop balanced on his knees, shoulders hunched in that familiar determined way. His glasses are sliding down his nose again, and he nudges them back with one absent push while typing numbers into a spreadsheet. His brow is furrowed, lips caught between his teeth in focus, as if the rest of the world has melted away.

      But she hasn’t melted away. She’s right there. She exists.

      Calla doesn’t sit on the couch. She occupies it—claims it like it’s hers by right. One leg tucked beneath her, a notebook poised on her thigh, the curve of her body arranged with casual grace. Her hair spills like a dark waterfall over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that’s too perfect not to be noticed. Her blouse hangs loose, tied at the waist to bare a sliver of stomach that gleams under the lamp. It looks accidental, but I know better. Everything about her posture screams comfort, confidence, control.

      “She’s brilliant,” Nolan had said, like that explained everything. “One of the top students in my program. I don’t even really need tutoring—it just helps me stay sharp.”

      Sharp. Right.

      From here I can see her lean closer, her shoulder brushing his as she points something out on his screen. Her hand trails across the space between them, fingertips brushing his arm as if by accident, though I know better. Nolan doesn’t even notice—he just nods, scribbling down whatever she said, dutiful as always.

      I bite down on the inside of my cheek, hard enough to taste iron. Maybe I’m imagining it. Maybe every gesture looks loaded when you’re already suspicious. But then her fingers linger too long against the cushion, her smile lingers too long after Nolan’s already turned away. The whole scene brims with implication I can’t unsee.

      And then she looks at me.

      Just a flicker, barely a glance, but it lands square in the hollow of my chest. Her eyes catch mine in the shadowed hallway, and her lips curve into a small, deliberate smile before she looks back to Nolan. My stomach flips, a sickening mix of anger and something else I can’t name, something I don’t want to name.

      I retreat a step, heart hammering, but it doesn’t matter. She saw me. She wanted me to see her. That smirk wasn’t careless—it was a blade, slipped between my ribs with perfect aim.

      Meanwhile Nolan adjusts his glasses, oblivious. “So if we plug in the values from the first equation, it should—”

      “Exactly,” Calla interrupts smoothly, her voice confident, coaxing. She taps his notebook with the tip of her pen. “See? You’re catching on fast. I like that.”

      Her praise drips with something extra, something Nolan misses entirely. He just bends his head over the paper, jotting down the formula, loyal student to his self-appointed tutor.

      I’m the one who flinches, heat crawling up my neck.

      I should close the door. I should shove headphones in and drown them out. But I don’t. I hover there like some jealous cliché, the air-conditioning humming while my body feels hot, restless.

      Calla laughs again, softer this time, tilting her head just enough for her hair to brush Nolan’s arm. The movement is light, casual, practiced. My nails dig into my palms until I can feel the crescent marks forming. A tight ache coils low in my chest, equal parts fury and humiliation.

      She knows exactly what she’s doing. And worst of all—she knows I know.

      But I can’t look away.

      I study the way she sits, her posture loose and unguarded, as if she’s never had to question whether she belongs. It’s the kind of ease I’ve never managed to pull off, the kind that fills whatever space she occupies until everyone else feels like an afterthought. Her body language says she could be at home anywhere—in a library, in a crowded bar, in my living room. Especially in my living room.

      Her lips part when she’s thinking, just slightly, as though the ideas she’s about to voice are too urgent to wait their turn. And then there’s the curve of her smile whenever Nolan mutters something under his breath, distracted and unpolished in a way that only I’m supposed to find endearing. With her, though, it turns into something else—something sharper, like she’s cataloging each of his quirks and filing them away for later.

      I want to believe it’s harmless. I want to believe she’s just that friendly, that radiant, the kind of girl who glows without meaning to. But every time her hand finds some excuse to touch him—his arm, his shoulder, even just the edge of his notebook—I feel it like a phantom echo on my own skin. A spark, quick and invasive, leaving me tense and restless in its wake.

      I flatten my back against the wall, shutting my eyes for a moment, willing my breath to even out. This is ridiculous. She’s his study partner, not his mistress. Nolan isn’t that kind of man. He’s too decent, too earnest, the kind of boy who still thanks waiters twice when they refill his water glass. The kind of boy who kisses my forehead in the morning before brushing his teeth.

      But Calla isn’t like Nolan.

      I know her type. The girls who never had to try, because the world bent toward them naturally. Beautiful, intelligent, confident enough to test the seams of every boundary just to see where they’ll tear. And the most dangerous thing of all—the awareness of her own effect. She knows exactly what she’s doing. She knows, and she enjoys it.

      When I open my eyes again, she’s looking down the hallway, her pen suspended above the paper, lips pulled into the faintest smirk. A secret, a dare. Like she can read the storm of my thoughts as easily as an open book. Like she’s daring me to step out of the shadows, to claim what’s mine, to prove I’m not as invisible as I feel.

      Heat crawls down my neck, sharp and electric, leaving my skin prickling. I retreat, easing the door shut with a soft click that feels louder than it should, my heart racing like I’ve been caught in some crime.

      It’s just studying, I tell myself. Just numbers, just graphs, just harmless repetition. But my body doesn’t believe me. My pulse pounds too fast, my chest tightens with every laugh that drifts under the door, every murmur of agreement from Nolan that feels like betrayal, even if I know it isn’t.

      And then, finally, silence. The front door closes with a cheerful little goodbye that grates like nails across glass. I wait, still as stone, until her footsteps fade down the hall and out of earshot. Only then do I emerge, stepping into the half-light of the living room as if I’ve crossed enemy territory.

      Nolan is still on the sofa, papers scattered across his lap, shuffling them into a stack with absent fingers. To him, nothing unusual has happened. Just another evening. He looks up as I hover by the wall, his glasses sliding down his nose, his expression tired but boyish in that way that always cuts through my anger. The kind of look that makes me remember why I love him, why I trust him—why I want so badly to keep trusting him.

      “You didn’t have to hide there all night,” he says with a crooked smile, one corner of his mouth tilting higher than the other.

      I fold my arms across my chest, swallowing against the tightness in my throat. “I wasn’t hiding,” I answer, the words clipped. “I just didn’t want to get in the way.”

      His brows draw together, confusion softening into something almost wounded. “In the way of what? She’s helping me review. That’s it.”

      And the ease in his voice—his absolute certainty—makes me ache all over again. Because I believe him. I always believe him. It’s her I don’t trust.

      My skin is still buzzing, a raw, electric hum that won’t fade. The image of Calla leaning into him plays on a loop in my mind—her hair brushing his shoulder, her laughter spilling out too easily, her hand lingering just a fraction too long on the cushion as if to stake a claim. It’s nothing and everything all at once, and I can’t swallow it down. I bite the inside of my lip until it stings, words clawing their way out before I can stop them.

      “She flirts with you.”

      Nolan blinks, caught off guard, his pen still in his hand. For a moment he just stares, and then he laughs. Actually laughs, a sound light enough to grate. “What? Elena, she doesn’t flirt with me. She’s just… like that. Confident. Outgoing. Talkative.”

      The casual shrug in his tone makes my chest tighten. “She touches you,” I insist, heat prickling under my skin. “She looks at you like—like she’s imagining something more.”

      This time he sets the pen down with a deliberate click. He leans back, giving me that steady, level gaze that usually melts me down to nothing. “Baby, if she does that, I barely notice. I’m buried in equations the whole time. If she’s being… whatever she’s being, it’s not even on my radar.”

      I want to believe him. God, I want to fold myself into his certainty and let it strip away the jagged edges of doubt. But the picture in my head won’t fade. Calla’s smile—sly, knowing. The flick of her eyes toward me, deliberate, when she knew I was watching. The way she stretched her body into his space, subtle and practiced, just to see if I would break.

      I shift from one foot to the other, restless, my fingers twisting at the hem of my shirt. “Maybe you don’t notice. But I do. She… she makes me feel like I could lose you, even if nothing’s happening.”

      Nolan rises from the couch, closing the distance in a few steps. His hands find my waist, warm and grounding, steady in their familiarity. “Hey,” he murmurs, voice low. “You’re not losing me. Not to her. Not to anyone.” He dips his head and brushes his lips against mine, soft as a promise. “I love you. You’re it for me.”

      My eyes sting. Relief? Frustration? I can’t tell. I kiss him back anyway, clinging to the words, to the feel of his mouth, to the promise I need to believe. His body is familiar against mine, his scent comforting, and I want to sink into it, to let it drown out the ghost of her in this room.

      We end up tangled on the couch, his weight pressing me into the cushions. His hand slides beneath my shirt, tender and sure, the same way he always touches me—gentle, grounding, a rhythm I know by heart. Usually it soothes me, draws me back to center. Tonight it only sharpens the ache. Because no matter how many times he whispers that he loves me, no matter how earnestly he says my name against my throat, I can still see Calla here. I can still feel her smirk like a knife’s edge, her presence stamped into the space between us.

      Later, after his breathing evens out and he drifts into sleep beside me, his arm draped lazily over my waist, I lie awake staring at the ceiling. The house is quiet, but my mind is not. My thoughts tangle, loud and messy, impossible to shut off.

      And then the pictures come, unbidden and merciless. Her straddling his lap, blouse slipping open as she tips her head back to laugh. Her lips dragging down his throat, the sound of his groan muffled against her mouth. His hands gripping her waist, holding her close, giving her everything that’s supposed to be mine.

      I hate myself for imagining it. I hate her more for planting the seed. And worst of all—I hate how real it feels.

      The jealousy burns hot and bitter, a wildfire under my ribs. But beneath it, something darker thrums, confusing and electric. It coils low in my belly, twisting through me until my own body feels like a stranger’s. I shift restlessly under the sheets, my thighs pressing together with a friction that makes my breath catch. A curse slips past my lips, muffled into the dark.

      Because it isn’t just anger that makes me tremble. It’s the way the images in my head—her lips grazing his neck, his hand sliding up her thigh—send heat sparking through me. It’s the way imagining Calla with Nolan makes me feel… alive in a way I don’t want to admit.

      I hate that. I hate that my body betrays me, that the ache between my legs doesn’t care about loyalty or trust, doesn’t answer to reason or promises. It only answers to sensation. To hunger.

      I roll onto my side, dragging the sheets tight around me, pressing my face into the pillow until my breath grows shallow. I tell myself to chase sleep, to push her out of my head, to cling to Nolan’s warmth still lingering beside me. But Calla’s laugh follows me into the dark, bright and taunting, and in the same breath Nolan’s groan slips in—soft, low, the sound he only makes when he’s lost in pleasure. The two sounds twist together into something I never invited, a fantasy I never asked for.

      Even as I squeeze my eyes shut, a shiver runs through me, traitorous and sharp, leaving me raw and unsettled in my own skin.
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        * * *

      

      By the time Calla arrives again, I’ve promised myself I won’t hide in my room. Not this time. The first session I hovered like a ghost in the hallway, letting suspicion eat me alive until it spilled out on Nolan in a fight neither of us won. Tonight I need something different. Tonight I want to see up close.

      I linger in the kitchen, hands busy with meaningless tasks. I rinse a mug that’s already spotless. I dry it and set it aside, only to rinse it again. I pull open the pantry, shuffle cans, rearrange them into neat rows. Anything to look occupied. Anything to give me cover while my ears strain for every syllable drifting in from the living room.

      Nolan’s voice, warm and steady, threads through the air. Patient, focused, grounding—so achingly familiar. And then Calla’s voice slips in, bright and lilting, weaving around his like ribbon around a post, light where his is solid. The contrast makes me restless.

      When I glance over, I see her perched at the edge of the couch, her whole body tilted toward him. She leans close, closer than necessary, shoulder brushing his as she traces a line of numbers in his notebook with the tip of her pen. The motion is casual, practiced, as if she’s done it before and knows exactly how it looks.

      “Your handwriting is so neat,” she says, her laugh warm and soft, spilling just under the words. “I can actually read yours. Most guys, it looks like chicken scratch.”

      Nolan smiles faintly, not even lifting his gaze from the page. “Guess that’s one thing I’ve got going for me.”

      She tilts her head, studying him instead of the notebook, eyes lingering in a way that makes my stomach clench. “More than one,” she says, almost under her breath but not so quiet that I can’t hear it.

      The can stills in my hand, my grip tightening until my knuckles blanch. My heartbeat slams against my throat, drowning out the hum of the refrigerator, the clink of metal against wood. I force myself to turn back to the cabinet, to twist every can so the labels face forward, neat and orderly, anything to disguise the chaos inside me.

      But no matter how I try, I can’t not look.

      Through the corner of my eye, I catch her laughing at something Nolan mumbles, her head tipping back, throat exposed, hair sliding over her shoulder like a dark curtain. The sound is too bright, too wide for the kind of joke he usually makes when he’s buried in equations. It isn’t laughter meant for humor. It’s for display—for claiming space, for reminding me and Nolan both of how easily she can fill a room with her ease, her radiance.

      And then she catches me.

      Her gaze flicks toward the kitchen, deliberate, sharp. Her lips curve into a smile that isn’t Nolan’s to receive, isn’t born from the scrap of wit he offered. It’s for me.

      It isn’t sweet. It isn’t friendly. It’s knowing.

      Heat shoots down my spine, confusing in its sharpness, both a warning and a lure. Threat and pull tangled together until I don’t know which direction I’d move if I had to choose. I look away too quickly, fumbling for something to do with my hands, but I feel her smirk like a palm pressed flat against my skin, insistent, inescapable.

      I grab an apple from the counter and focus on slicing it into even wedges, arranging them into a perfect little circle on a plate. The motions are automatic, a ritual to anchor myself, as if by pretending I’m a hostess I can smother the wild beat of my pulse in my ears. The knife clinks against the cutting board in rhythm with my breath. Too fast. Too shallow.

      When I finally carry the plate into the living room, I school my expression into neutrality, every muscle in my face locked into place. My voice comes out level, almost casual. Almost.

      “Snack?”

      Nolan glances up, distracted and grateful, his smile the same boyish one that always disarms me. “Perfect. Thanks, babe.”

      Calla doesn’t look at him. Her eyes stay on me, lingering too long, the weight of them prickling over my skin. Then she plucks a slice from the plate with slow precision, her lips brushing the edge of the apple before her teeth sink in. Juice gleams on her mouth as she says, “You’re sweet to take care of him like this. He’s lucky.”

      On the surface, the words are nothing—light, innocent, harmless. But her tone slides lower, softer, carrying something unspoken beneath it. Like she’s laying down a card in a game I didn’t agree to play. Like she’s daring me to read between the lines.

      I set the plate down harder than I mean to, the sound sharp against the coffee table. Nolan doesn’t notice—of course he doesn’t. He’s bent over his notebook again, muttering, numbers spilling out of him like a language only he and Calla speak.

      But Calla notices. Calla notices everything.

      When Nolan leans forward to scribble a note, she leans with him, her body angling into his, her knee brushing against his leg. Her hair falls across his arm like a curtain, and I swear I see her glance sideways, just for a flicker, to check if I’m watching.

      And I am watching. My chest tightens, breath caught in the cage of my ribs, my thighs pressing together under the cover of the counter as I retreat again.

      It should only make me furious. And it does—my body burns with jealousy, sharp as broken glass. But underneath the jagged heat, something softer twists low in my belly, coiling tighter with every brush of her voice, every tilt of her body. The way her lips wrap around each word, the way she tips into his space as if she owns it, the deliberate, practiced play of her attention—it stirs something I don’t want to admit, something I don’t even know how to name.

      I can’t tell if I want to shove her out the door or pull her closer, just to see what she’d do if I stopped resisting.

      Back in the kitchen, I press my palms flat against the countertop, the cool stone biting into my skin. My breath comes too fast, uneven, as if I’ve run a race I never meant to enter. From the living room, their voices drift in—Calla’s laughter spilling like wine from a tilted glass, decadent and careless, while Nolan’s low murmur threads beneath it, steady, oblivious, anchoring.

      I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to steady myself, but my body betrays me. My nipples tighten against the thin fabric of my bra, a hot flush crawls up my neck, and shame mixes with something sharper, something I don’t dare name. I hate it—hate the way jealousy and desire knot together until I can’t tell them apart.

      I only open my eyes when silence falls. The absence of sound is louder than the noise itself, dragging me forward. Curiosity, compulsion—whatever it is, it tugs me out of hiding and back toward the living room.

      Nolan is hunched over the coffee table, bent so deep into his notebook that his glasses slide down the bridge of his nose, his hand racing furiously across the page. He doesn’t look up. He doesn’t notice me.

      But Calla does.

      She leans back against the couch, her body arranged with deliberate ease, like she’s posing for an invisible audience. Her gaze fixes on me and holds. Slowly, deliberately, her mouth curves into a smile. Not bright. Not polite. A secret stretched across her lips.

      I freeze. My chest locks, breath stuttering shallow and thin. It’s as if she’s reached across the room without moving, her fingers pressing against the vulnerable beat at my throat. The message is wordless, but it’s clear: she knows.

      Then Nolan mutters something about coefficients, and just like that, she slides her gaze back to him. Lazy. Effortless. As though nothing happened at all. But I know.

      And worse—I think she knows that I know. Because of the heat pooling low in my belly, the ache blooming there, insistent and undeniable. It makes me feel both exposed and complicit, as if I’ve already surrendered something without meaning to.

      Nolan leans back, stretching, rubbing the back of his neck with one hand. “I’m going to hit the bathroom real quick,” he says, dropping his pen onto the table with a soft clatter. He doesn’t notice the way my pulse spikes, doesn’t see how my whole body goes rigid at the sound of his retreating footsteps.

      The moment he disappears down the hallway, silence swells in the room. Heavy. Charged.

      Only Calla remains. She sits neatly on the couch, one leg crossed over the other, her foot bouncing in a slow, thoughtful rhythm. Her pen twirls between her fingers like a toy, her posture unhurried, as if she has all the time in the world. As if she’s been waiting for this exact moment.

      I take a step closer. Then another. My hands curl into fists at my sides, though I can’t tell if it’s to keep them steady or to stop myself from reaching for her.

      “You think I don’t see what you’re doing?” The words cut from me before I can reel them back, my voice sharp and brittle in the stillness.

      Her head lifts, slow and deliberate, her eyes catching mine. She doesn’t flinch. She doesn’t startle. She just looks at me the way a cat might look at a bird—patient, curious, certain of the outcome. Her lips part in a faint smile, lazy and knowing.

      “What am I doing?” she asks, her voice a silken thread.

      “You’re always leaning into him,” I snap, though my throat feels tight. “Laughing at things that aren’t funny. Touching his arm like it belongs to you. You think I’m blind?”

      The pen stills between her fingers. She tilts her head, considering me with a steadiness that pins me in place. The silence stretches until I can hear my own pulse pounding in my ears.

      Finally, she speaks, her voice soft, unhurried, yet landing like a blow. “No.” Her gaze doesn’t waver, doesn’t blink. “I think you see everything.”

      Heat rises in my cheeks, flooding me until I feel exposed under her gaze. My legs move before my mind catches up, carrying me a step closer. The apple-sweet scent of her shampoo hits me, faint but sharp, as if she’s placed it there on purpose for me to breathe in. It makes my throat tighten, my resolve wobble.

      “Then stop,” I say, but it comes out thinner than I want, a plea disguised as a command.

      Her laugh unfurls low and throaty, not cruel but devastating in its assurance. It’s the kind of sound that belongs to someone who never doubts themselves. “Why would I stop, Elena,” she says, her voice dark silk, “when I’m not even after him?”

      The words slam into me, cutting the air out of my lungs. My breath sticks in my throat. “What are you talking about?”

      Her eyes gleam, dark and playful, like she’s savoring my confusion. She leans back into the couch, arms stretching across the cushions with a languid grace. The gesture is wide, open, tempting—a body laid out like an invitation she knows I’ll read.

      “I’d only ever want him,” she murmurs, her voice velvet-smooth, “if I could have you too.”

      The world tilts sideways. For a heartbeat, I can’t tell if I should argue, laugh, or back away. I do none of them. My heart hammers against my ribs, too loud, too raw. I should feel insulted. I should feel furious. And I do—but fury burns alongside something hotter, something that coils low in my belly, unwelcome but undeniable.

      “You’re insane,” I whisper, but the words wobble, breathless and thin.

      Her smile deepens, slow and devastating, as though she can hear the break in my voice as clearly as I can. “Am I? You’ve been watching me watch him. But more than that—you’ve been watching me watch you.”

      “No.” The denial is automatic, but weak, my head shaking as if I can rattle her claim loose. The word barely carries any weight, even to my own ears.

      “Yes.” She leans forward now, bracing her elbows on her knees, gaze locked with mine like she’s holding me in place without touching me. “I’ve seen the way you flush when our eyes meet. The way you linger in the kitchen, pretending not to stare. You don’t hate me, Elena. You hate how much you want me.”

      Her words skim down my spine like a hand, electric and humiliating, each syllable a spark. My thighs clench together before I can stop them, a reflex that betrays me more than anything I could say.

      I want to spit the words back at her, to cut her down, to deny her power. But my body won’t cooperate. The heat in my cheeks, the racing of my pulse, the sharp ache coiling tight and shameful between my legs—it’s all too real, all too much.

      “You don’t know anything about me,” I manage, my voice raw, desperate for control I don’t have.

      Her laugh comes softer this time, almost gentle, as if she’s granting me mercy even while cornering me. She reclines again, stretching into the couch, her eyes glinting like she’s won something already.

      “I know enough,” she says, her voice quiet but cutting, intimate. Her lips curve into a secret, devastating smile. “I know you’re wet right now just thinking about it.”

      The words hang in the air, heavy, inescapable, threading heat through every nerve in my body. And the worst part is—she’s right.

      My lips part, air snagging in my throat at the sheer audacity of her words. Vulgar, unapologetic—she speaks aloud the thing I’ve shoved into the darkest corners of myself, and she does it with the ease of someone naming the color of the sky. Shock ripples through me, followed fast by anger, hot and sharp, but tangled in its center is a pulse of desire I can’t deny. It thrums low in my body, traitorous, electric.

      From down the hallway, the sound of running water drifts faintly, Nolan’s presence a reminder of everything ordinary. Toothpaste. Faucet. Towel. The banal rhythm of him brushing his teeth feels like a lifeline—and a threat. His normalcy makes this moment feel even more dangerous, like a match being struck inches from the fuse.

      “You should go,” I manage, though my voice comes out raw, unsteady, nothing like the command I intended.

      Her smile lingers, curved and patient. She doesn’t press forward, doesn’t crowd me, but her confidence stretches across the room, curling around me like smoke I can’t wave away. “If you want me gone,” she says, her tone soft, deliberate, “all you have to do is say it like you mean it. Because, truthfully?” Her eyes glint as they rake over me. “I don’t think you do.”

      I open my mouth, ready to spit a denial, ready to shove her words back at her, but nothing comes. The silence betrays me. My body betrays me.

      Then the bathroom door clicks open. Nolan’s footsteps echo steady and unsuspecting down the hall, the simple sound of him returning snapping the tension taut. Calla shifts in an instant, straightening her posture, twirling her pen again, every inch of her casual. As if she hasn’t just reached into me and turned me inside out.

      But when Nolan steps back into the room, dropping into his chair, her gaze cuts to me. Just for a second. A flick of her eyes, sharp as a knife. No words. She doesn’t need them.

      Because the heat in my cheeks, the tremble in my hands, the wet ache coiling low in my belly—those say everything for me.

      Nolan pauses mid-step, his gaze darting between us. His brow creases. “What’s going on? Did I miss something?”

      The air thickens, humming with everything I can’t explain, everything I’d rather die than admit. My lips part, desperate for some excuse, but Calla beats me to it.

      “Oh, nothing,” she says lightly, her smile slow and devastating. She crosses one leg over the other, her voice as casual as if she’s commenting on the weather. “I was just telling Elena the only way I’d ever want to sleep with you… is if I could sleep with her too.”

      The world tilts violently.

      My lungs seize. A strangled sound sticks in my throat. Nolan’s eyes go wide, his head snapping toward me as though he expects me to laugh, to wave it off as some twisted joke. But I can’t laugh. My face burns hot, my palms slick, and the betraying heat low in my body makes me want to curl in on myself.

      “W-what?” Nolan stammers, jerking his gaze back to Calla.

      She only shrugs, unbothered, like this isn’t an earthquake ripping through the floor beneath us. “What? She asked me if I was trying to sleep with you. I thought I’d be honest.” Her eyes find mine again, sharp and playful, lingering like fingertips along the edge of a wound. “Isn’t that right, Elena?”

      I shake my head so fast my hair swings across my cheek, desperation clawing at my voice. “No—no, I didn’t—”

      “She doesn’t believe me,” Calla cuts in smoothly, her voice pitched low and teasing. Her eyes glimmer with wicked amusement, narrowing as though she’s savoring the trap. “But I can see it on her face. She wants it. I bet she’s wet right now, just thinking about it.”

      The shame hits me like a physical blow. I flinch, heat flooding me so fast I can barely breathe. “Stop,” I hiss, but the word fractures, my voice trembling and thin. My thighs press together of their own accord, traitorous, sealing my humiliation.

      Nolan’s gaze snaps to me—shocked, searching, heavy with questions I can’t bear to answer.

      And Calla sits back against the couch, satisfied, her smile widening like she’s already won.

      “Elena?” His voice is uncertain, but under it lies something rougher, darker—a jagged edge I’ve never heard from him before. It scrapes over me, making my stomach clench.

      I turn away, my face burning. “She’s just trying to get under my skin. Don’t listen to her.” The words tumble out too fast, brittle and desperate.

      Calla laughs softly, the sound low and curling like smoke through the room. It lingers in the air, seductive even in its restraint. She stands, smoothing her blouse, gathering her bag with a leisurely grace that feels deliberate, like every movement is for my benefit. “Believe whatever you want,” she murmurs. Her gaze finds me again, sharp and unwavering, pinning me where I stand. “But you can’t fake that flush, sweetheart.”

      The word sweetheart hits like a blade dragged over velvet—cutting, intimate, impossible to ignore. My stomach drops.

      “Thanks for the study session,” she adds, her tone airy, unconcerned, as though she hasn’t just detonated something between us. “I’ll see you both soon.”

      The door shuts behind her with a clean click, leaving the silence thick enough to vibrate in my bones. The room feels changed, the air heavier, charged.

      Nolan clears his throat. He’s still staring at me, his glasses slightly askew, his notebook forgotten. “Elena…”

      “Don’t,” I snap, the word breaking apart in my throat. It comes out more plea than command. My body is hot and restless, my heart drumming an erratic rhythm I can’t steady. I turn away, pacing toward the hallway, needing to escape his eyes, but his hand catches my wrist. His grip is firm, grounding, unshakable.

      “Is it true?” His voice is quiet but steady, a thread pulled taut. “What she said? Do you… want that?”

      I freeze, caught mid-step, every muscle locked. The truth tears through me like glass. “I don’t know,” I whisper, my chest rising too fast, too shallow. “I don’t know why she gets to me. I hate her, but I can’t stop thinking—”

      His mouth crashes against mine before I can finish.

      The kiss is fierce, hungry, nothing like the gentle reassurances of last night. His lips devour mine, hot and demanding, his tongue sliding deep into my mouth as if he can taste the truth out of me. His hands grip my hips hard, pulling me flush against him, holding me in place as though anchoring me to the only answer he’ll accept.

      A moan breaks out of me, half frustration, half raw need. The fire Calla lit inside me has nowhere to go but here—into Nolan’s body pressed hard against mine, into the furious grind of his thigh wedged between mine, dragging a helpless sound from my throat.

      My hands claw at his shirt, tugging it over his head with frantic movements, desperate to feel skin. He’s hot beneath my palms, the familiar strength of him sharpened by this edge of wildness.

      We stumble back into the bedroom, colliding with the doorway, then the dresser, never breaking the kiss. Our hands are clumsy with urgency, tugging and fumbling—my shirt yanked overhead, his jeans shoved down, my bra unclasped with shaking fingers. Clothes scatter across the floor, abandoned casualties of the storm pulling us under.

      Nolan lowers me onto the mattress with a roughness that makes my pulse leap. His weight settles over me, his eyes burning into mine, dark and intense in a way that feels both foreign and undeniable. “She doesn’t matter,” he growls, his voice roughened by desire. “You’re the only one I want.”

      But even as he says it, even as his mouth trails down my throat and his hands claim every inch of me, Calla doesn’t leave. She’s a ghost between us, smirking in the shadows. Her voice echoes in my head—I’d only ever want him if I could have you too.

      The memory flickers sharp and vivid, shameful and intoxicating. And when my body responds—heat surging, thighs clenching—I know Nolan can feel it too.

      Nolan spreads my thighs wide, his hands firm on my skin, grounding me even as my pulse races ahead. His mouth trails down the line of my stomach, slow and deliberate, each kiss searing a path lower until anticipation has me trembling. Then his tongue finds me with sudden, shocking pressure, a jolt so sharp it tears a cry from my throat.

      I clutch the sheets in both fists, knuckles white, hips lifting instinctively into his mouth. He devours me like a man starved, tongue circling with ruthless precision, lips pulling at me until sparks burst behind my eyes. His fingers press deep, curling just right, coaxing my body to bow off the bed.

      “God, Nolan—” My voice cracks, fractured by the relentless spiral of pleasure winding tighter and tighter inside me. His rhythm is merciless, giving me no chance to come down, no escape from the waves that build higher until they break.

      When I finally shatter, gasping and trembling, my back arches, my thighs quaking around his head. The release is blinding, but in the edges of it, she’s still there. Calla’s shadow lingers—watching, whispering, smirking that sly, devastating smile. The ghost of her taunts slides through my mind, and instead of cooling me, it makes me wetter, needier.

      Nolan climbs over me, his chest slick against mine, his weight heavy in the best way. His cock pushes into me with one hard thrust, filling me so deep I gasp, nails digging into his back. He drives faster than usual, rougher, each snap of his hips a sharp punctuation, a claim written in sweat and skin. It feels like he’s answering her provocation through me, branding his place where no one else belongs.

      Our moans fill the room, tangled and raw, stripped of restraint. I wrap my legs around his waist, anchoring him closer, urging him deeper. My body clings to his, chasing the rhythm he sets, desperate for more, for everything. The bed rocks with us, the sheets twisted tight in my grip as another climax tears through me, fierce and consuming. I cry out, body clenching hard around him, pulling him deeper still.

      His groan vibrates against my ear, low and guttural, my name rough in his mouth. His thrusts falter, his body tightening above mine, and then he’s spilling into me, the heat of it flooding me as he collapses forward, both of us shaking with the force of release.

      We collapse together, tangled in sweat and breath, our bodies heavy and spent. For a long stretch, there’s only the sound of our breathing, ragged and uneven, the echo of everything that just happened. His hand slides down my side, grounding, tender, as if trying to anchor me to him in the silence.

      But even as I cling to him, my limbs sated and trembling, my mind betrays me.

      Because under the haze of afterglow, I can still hear her voice. I can still see the smirk curving her lips, the glint in her eyes when she leaned back and claimed the words that undid me.

      I’d only ever want him if I could have you too.

      And the shameful, terrifying truth is—I can’t stop wondering how it would feel if she did.

      The room is still damp with heat, the sheets tangled and clinging to my skin, Nolan’s weight pressed heavy against me. His body feels solid, grounding, his chest a steady rise and fall against my ribs—but the steadiness suffocates too. My heartbeat refuses to match his calm rhythm. It hammers on, restless, as if my body hasn’t caught up to what just happened, as if the storm inside me still rages.

      I trace idle circles across his shoulder with my fingertip, watching the way goosebumps ripple beneath his skin. The sex was wild—wilder than anything we’ve ever shared. Rougher, hungrier, edged with something neither of us had touched before. But beneath the warm blur of afterglow, something else beats inside me, darker, messier. It clings like smoke in my lungs, and when I close my eyes to chase it away, it only thickens.

      Nolan stirs beside me, pressing a kiss against the side of my head. “What’s going on in there?” His voice is soft, affectionate, but I feel the weight of it—his curiosity pressing down, his need to know.

      I swallow, my throat dry. “Nothing.” The lie leaps out, instinctive, but my body gives me away—shivering under his touch, restless and buzzing like I’ve been caught in a current I can’t escape.

      “Elena.” His tone sharpens, low and insistent. Not unkind, but impossible to ignore. His hand slides down my waist, anchoring me to him, as if he can pin me to honesty. “Talk to me.”

      I bite my lip, teeth digging into skin, hesitation twisting inside me. I want to bury it, lock it away where he’ll never see. But the truth claws at me, demanding air. My chest feels too tight to hold it in.

      “What she said,” I whisper finally, my eyes fixed on the ceiling like it might hold me steady.

      He stills, the muscles in his arm tightening faintly. “Calla?”

      “Yes.” The name tastes dangerous on my tongue, like saying it out loud might conjure her shadow right here in the room.

      “What about it?” His voice is cautious now, laced with something I can’t quite name.

      My breath trembles out of me. “It got to me. The way she said she’d only want you if she had me too.” The confession burns as it leaves me, heat flooding my cheeks. “I hated her for saying it, but… it stirred something. And I can’t stop thinking about it.”

      Nolan props himself on his elbow, his weight shifting so his face hovers above mine. His eyes search me, wide with surprise but also lit by something hotter—something that flickers like a spark catching flame. “Wait. You mean… you’re curious? About her?”

      My stomach flips, a mix of shame and arousal twisting tight. “I don’t know.” The words tumble out, helpless. “I’m jealous, Nolan. Every time she touches you, I want to scream. But when she looks at me like that…” My voice falters, dropping into a whisper. “It makes me ache.”

      His breath catches, and I feel it against my cheek, warm and uneven. For once, Nolan is the one left without words.

      “I thought it was just anger,” I go on, my hands knotting in the damp sheets between us. “But tonight, when we were together, I kept picturing her. Watching us. Or… or touching me.” Shame courses through me, but the heat in my body betrays me again. “It scared me, but it turned me on so much I couldn’t stop.”

      Nolan stares down at me, his eyes dark and wide, his lips parted as though I’ve knocked the wind out of him. Then, slowly, his hand trails down my stomach, fingers brushing the edge of my thigh, light and deliberate.

      “Jesus, Elena.” His voice is low, rough, the sound of a man trying to keep control and failing. “That’s… hot.”

      I blink at him, startled. “You’re not mad?”

      “Mad?” He shakes his head, letting out a small, incredulous laugh, the sound half disbelieving, half hungry. “No. I mean, I wasn’t expecting you to say that, but… fuck.” His eyes blaze darker, pupils blown wide as his grip on my thigh tightens. “The idea of you with her? Of watching you?” He swallows hard, his voice dropping even lower. “It’s driving me crazy just thinking about it.”

      The air between us grows heavy again, charged in a way that makes my pulse race. And though Calla isn’t here, it feels like she is—her shadow curling at the edge of the bed, her smirk stitched into the space between our bodies.

      My chest flutters, nerves and desire tangling into messy knots that make it hard to breathe. The words stick in my throat, half-formed, trembling. “So you’d be okay if…” I can’t bring myself to finish, but he hears the rest anyway, as if my silence is louder than speech.

      “If she was here?” His voice dips low, husky with something that makes my pulse leap. His lips brush the shell of my ear, each syllable dragging shivers down my spine. “If she touched you while I watched?” He pauses, his breath hot against my skin. “I’d love that. I’d fucking love it, Elena.”

      A violent shiver runs through me, the bluntness of his words cutting deep, striking at the place I’ve been afraid to touch even in my own mind. My thighs squeeze together, seeking relief, my breath shaky and uneven. “But what if I like it too much?” The confession falls out in a whisper. “What if I… want her?”

      His mouth finds mine before I can recoil from my own honesty. The kiss is slow but consuming, deliberate, like he’s swallowing every scrap of doubt I have. His tongue slides against mine with possessive heat, his hand firm at the base of my neck. When he pulls back, his eyes are molten, dark and sure.

      “Then you want her,” he says, steady as stone. “So what? It doesn’t change how I feel about you. It just means we get to discover something new together.”

      My pulse races, pounding in my ears. His certainty seeps into me, loosening the knot of fear until it reshapes into something else—something daring. Something hungry.

      “You’d really do it?” I ask, my voice breaking, fragile but laced with wonder. “Invite her over?”

      He nods without hesitation, his lips dragging down the curve of my neck, open-mouthed and hot. A shiver ripples through me, arching my back into him. “Not to study,” he murmurs, his teeth grazing my skin. “Not to flirt around the edges. To see where this actually goes.”

      The words ignite me like a spark dropped onto dry tinder. My body burns with it, the thought of her stepping back into this room—not with textbooks or pens, but with that smirk, that confidence, her eyes locked on me instead of Nolan. The image jolts through me, sharp and undeniable, pooling heat between my legs. I can’t pretend anymore.

      “I want it,” I admit, the truth ragged and raw. My voice shakes with need. “I don’t know what it makes me, but I want it.”

      Nolan groans into my skin, the sound vibrating against my throat, hungry and feral. His hand slides between my thighs, parting me with practiced certainty. His fingers find me slick, his voice rough with awe. “You’re already soaked,” he mutters. “Just from talking about her.”

      A helpless whimper escapes me as his fingers circle slow and deliberate, teasing me into a frenzy. My back arches, my body aching for more. It feels like his touch and his words are the same thing, both reaching inside me, undoing me.

      “Imagine her here,” he whispers, his mouth hot against my ear, his voice dark and coaxing. “On this bed. Her mouth on you while I watch. You tasting her while I fuck you.”

      The images slam into me, too vivid to resist. I see her hair falling across my stomach, her tongue where his fingers are now, Nolan’s gaze devouring us both. A moan bursts from my lips, uncontrolled, my hips jerking into his hand, chasing friction like I’m already halfway lost.

      “Nolan—” My voice is broken, begging.

      “You want that?” His tone sharpens, demanding. “You want her?”

      “Yes,” I gasp, the confession ripped from me like a wound opening. My body trembles, pleasure tightening sharp and unstoppable. “God, yes.”

      He presses harder, deeper, his fingers relentless. The coil inside me snaps, and I come apart under him, crying out, every nerve alight. My thighs shake around his hand, my body clenching helplessly as the wave crashes over me.

      When it ebbs, I collapse back against the sheets, my body trembling, my breath ragged and uneven. The room is thick with the scent of sweat and sex, with the weight of what we’ve just admitted.

      Nolan gathers me close, kissing the damp skin at my temple, his voice low and certain in my ear. “Then it’s settled. We’ll invite her over.”

      My chest heaves, my skin still buzzing. I should feel terrified, but instead all I feel is the ache of anticipation curling low in my belly, sharp and insistent.

      Because now it’s real.

      The next time Calla walks through that door, it won’t be for textbooks or problem sets.

      It will be for me. And for him. And for everything we’ve both been too afraid to say out loud—until now.
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        * * *

      

      The next evening hums with a current that makes every sound sharper, every shadow heavier. The house feels different. There are no textbooks cluttering the coffee table, no pens scattered across the cushions to disguise what this space has become. The living room looks strangely bare, as though Nolan and I both knew better than to pretend tonight was about studying. We cleared away the props, stripped the stage down to only what mattered.

      I’ve been restless all day, pacing from room to room, caught in the pull between dread and desire. Every time I replay my confession from last night, my stomach knots tight—but the heat that coils with it never fades. Last night’s sex hadn’t exhausted it. If anything, it had fed it, stretched it wider until I couldn’t stop imagining what would come next. I barely slept, twisting in sheets that still smelled of sweat and Nolan’s voice whispering promises against my throat.

      When the knock finally comes, sharp and certain against the door, my breath catches mid-inhale. The sound reverberates through me like a bell. Nolan squeezes my hand once, steadying me, before moving to answer it.

      And then she’s there.

      Calla doesn’t look like she came for equations. Her skirt is short, black, unapologetic, showing the length of her legs. Her silky top dips low, teasing curves she doesn’t bother to hide. Her hair is loose around her shoulders, glossy and deliberate, as though she arranged every strand to catch the light just so. Even her smile has shifted—less polite, more dangerous. It carries weight now, like she already knows she’s stepped across a line and we’ll let her.

      “Evening,” she says, her voice smooth. Her gaze sweeps over both of us, unhurried, before settling on me. That smile deepens, slow and certain. “Hope you don’t mind me dropping by.”

      She knows damn well we don’t. We asked for this.

      Nolan steps aside to let her in, but I feel the subtle shift in him immediately. He doesn’t reach for me, doesn’t try to control the current in the room. Instead, he leans against the far arm of the couch, arms crossed, posture watchful but not intervening. He’s retreated into stillness, making space.

      Which leaves me standing in her path.

      “Hi,” I manage, though my voice comes out softer than I intend. My pulse is too fast, the blood hot in my palms. I expected her to bait Nolan the way she always had before—laughing too loud, brushing against his arm. But her eyes don’t even flicker in his direction.

      They’re fixed on me.

      “You look pretty tonight,” she says, her tone simple, unhurried, as though complimenting me is the most natural thing in the world.

      Heat blooms across my chest, climbing my throat. “Thank you.”

      She steps closer, her perfume drifting around me—light, floral, teasing, the kind of scent that clings. “Nervous?” she whispers, low enough that only I can hear.

      I swallow hard, my voice barely there. “A little.”

      Her smile softens, though mischief still sparks in her eyes. “Good. It means your senses will be heightened.”

      The words slip under my skin, intimate as breath, and heat pools low in my belly. She brushes past me on her way to the couch, her arm grazing mine. The touch is fleeting, casual, but it sparks a trail of heat down my side that leaves me shuddering. She doesn’t even glance back to check. She doesn’t have to.

      I perch on the edge of the couch opposite her, my knees pressed tight together, trying to steady myself. Nolan stays quiet, his presence steady but held back, letting the two of us occupy the center of the stage.

      Calla tilts her head, studying me like I’m a puzzle she already knows how to solve. “I was wondering when you’d stop watching from the sidelines,” she says.

      I blink, heat rising in my face. “I wasn’t—”

      “You were.” Her grin curves wicked, but it doesn’t feel cruel. “Always watching. Always flushed. You wanted to be seen.”

      My cheeks burn hotter. “That’s not—”

      Her hand lands lightly on my knee, halting the denial. The contact is casual, nothing more than a touch, but my body reacts as though she’s stripped me bare in front of her. Heat rushes through me, sharp and undeniable, my breath snagging in my throat.

      “Don’t bother lying,” she murmurs, her voice soft, coaxing. “Not tonight.”

      I glance at Nolan, desperate for rescue, for him to step in and stop this before I shatter. But he only meets my eyes with calm steadiness. He nods once, silent reassurance. This is what we wanted.

      So I turn back to her.

      Her fingers tap softly against my knee, a rhythm that feels intimate, deliberate. Then they slide higher, tracing idle circles along my thigh through the thin stretch of my leggings. Every pass feels like punctuation, daring me to interrupt her sentence, daring me to let it continue.

      “Still nervous?” she asks, her voice lilting, playful.

      “Yes,” I breathe. My voice shakes, caught between confession and surrender.

      “Good,” she whispers again, and her thumb presses slightly harder into my leg. The pressure makes my pulse stumble, makes my thighs ache to part.

      My skin tingles under her touch. My chest rises and falls too quickly, and I can’t stop staring at her lips—full, curved, glinting with the promise of more.

      “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” she says softly.

      “Wanted what?” My voice trembles, thin as paper.

      Her gaze darkens, her fingers sliding up another inch, deliberate and slow. “You.”

      The single word lands like a spark on dry tinder, and everything inside me ignites at once.

      For a long, suspended moment, no one moves. The silence thrums between us, thick with everything unspoken. Nolan doesn’t interrupt. He doesn’t clear his throat or reach for me or shift to reassert his place. He just watches, his stillness deliberate, his presence heavy at the edge of my awareness.

      I don’t pull away. I can’t. My body is frozen, but not in rejection—caught instead in the dangerous gravity of the moment, balanced on a knife’s edge.

      And Calla—Calla doesn’t falter. Her gaze never wavers, relentless in its confidence. Her fingers rest warm and steady against my thigh, light enough to give me the choice, firm enough to remind me that the choice is mine to make. She waits.

      When I don’t stop her, when I don’t move at all, her smile widens. It blooms slow and certain across her mouth, a victory she doesn’t need to declare.

      She leans in, her hair brushing my shoulder in a silken whisper, her breath ghosting across the shell of my ear. The intimacy of it makes my stomach flip, my pulse trip over itself. “I promise, Elena,” she murmurs, her voice a velvet stroke, “it’ll feel better than anything you’ve imagined.”

      A shiver rakes through me, from scalp to toes. Terror and longing, shame and raw anticipation knot together inside me until I can’t tell one from the other. I can’t speak. I can barely breathe.

      And she isn’t going to stop.

      Her breath is still warm on my ear when I finally turn my head. The decision doesn’t feel like mine—it feels inevitable, like gravity tugging me toward something I’ve been falling into all along.

      Her lips brush mine, feather-light at first, tentative, testing. The contact sends a shock through me, panic and desire colliding so hard my chest constricts. My stomach flips, my body screaming at me to pull back.

      I should stop. I should say no.

      But I don’t.

      The kiss deepens before I can think, her mouth moving against mine with a confidence I don’t possess but can’t resist. She tastes like something unfamiliar and intoxicating, sweet and sharp at once. Her hand cups my jaw, her thumb pressing lightly beneath my ear as she angles me into her kiss. The heat of her tongue sweeps across my lower lip, teasing, before slipping inside. The dizzy rush of it makes me tremble, makes my knees press tighter together.

      Nolan shifts where he sits on the arm of the couch, and though he makes no sound, I feel the weight of his watching like a second set of hands on my skin. His silence isn’t absence—it’s a presence, thick and charged, waiting.

      Calla’s hand leaves my jaw, drifting down the slope of my neck, her fingertips tracing the hollow at my collarbone. The lightness of her touch is unbearable, sparking everywhere it lands. She trails lower until her fingers catch the hem of my shirt. She pauses, looking up at me with a tilt of her head.

      My nod is shallow, shaky, but it’s enough.

      She lifts my shirt over my head in one smooth motion, leaving my skin bare to the air. The contrast is startling—cool against the heat of her touch. She hums softly, eyes dropping to where my bra clings to me. Her gaze lingers there, dark with want, and suddenly the lace feels insubstantial, like it can’t possibly shield me from the weight of her attention.

      “You’re beautiful,” she says, her voice low, almost reverent. The sincerity stuns me—but her smile still carries that teasing edge, as if she knows exactly how undone those words make me.

      My face burns hot, but the words sink deeper than I expect. No one has ever looked at me quite like this. Not Nolan, not anyone. Not like prey. Not like temptation. Not like promise.

      Her fingers slip under my bra strap, tugging it slowly down my shoulder. Her knuckles brush the swell of my breast, feather-light, and my breath stutters. When she lowers her mouth to follow, kissing the path her fingers traced, a soft sound escapes me before I can choke it back.

      Her lips trail lower, heat against my skin, until she reaches the edge of lace. Then—with one bold tug—the barrier is gone.

      Her tongue circles my nipple, slow, deliberate, savoring the reaction she drags from me. Then her lips close around me, gentle suction pulling a cry from my throat. My back arches without thought, offering more.

      “Oh my God—” The words break, helpless, raw.

      She pulls back just enough to look up at me, her lips glistening, her expression smug and knowing. “Better than imagining?”

      I nod, helpless, my hands gripping the couch cushion as though I’ll fall apart without it. My body feels molten, every nerve awake, every inch of me thrumming.

      Because for the first time, I realize—I’ve been waiting for this. I just hadn’t known it until now.

      She kisses lower, dragging her mouth across the flat of my stomach, her hair spilling over me in a silken curtain, tickling my skin with every shift. The sensation is maddening—soft where everything inside me aches for pressure, for release. My hips lift on their own, small helpless thrusts upward as if my body is begging, reaching for her mouth before my mind can catch up.

      Nolan’s voice finally breaks the silence. Low. Rough. Uneven. “She’s trembling.”

      The sound of him—of him watching—makes me realize it’s true. My thighs are quivering, my stomach is tight, my chest rising and falling too fast. Every nerve feels strung taut, pulled sharp as a bowstring. I’m wound up with want, vibrating with it.

      Calla glances at him, just briefly, a flick of her eyes sharp with mischief. Then she looks back at me, her smile wicked, devastating. “She’s ready.”

      Her hands slide with slow certainty to my waist, fingertips pressing into the curve of my hips before hooking into the waistband of my leggings. She tugs downward, deliberate, peeling fabric from my skin inch by inch. The elastic clings, then gives way, dragging my panties with it. I can’t move, can’t breathe, as she strips me bare beneath her gaze.

      The vulnerability hits hard—me splayed open on the couch, flushed and trembling, Nolan’s eyes heavy on me, and Calla kneeling between my thighs like she belongs there. Heat crashes through me, shame and arousal twining so tightly I can’t tell one from the other.

      Her mouth finds the inside of my knee first. Just a kiss, a soft tease. Then higher, lips brushing the tender skin above my thigh. My breath hitches. Another kiss, closer this time. Inch by inch she ascends, each press of her lips stoking the fire until it blazes unbearable. When her mouth brushes the inside of my upper thigh, so close I can feel her breath against me, I gasp, clutching the cushions harder, hips canting forward in a plea I can’t voice.

      And then her tongue is on me.

      I cry out, louder than I mean to, the sound torn from somewhere deep. The shock of sensation floods me, slick and hot, electric sparks racing up my spine. She licks slow at first, deliberate circles that make my toes curl into the cushions, that force a strangled moan from my lips. Then her pace shifts—firmer, faster, merciless in its focus. My breath breaks into sharp, uneven moans.

      “Oh—God, Calla—”

      The name falls from me like surrender.

      Her fingers slip inside me while her tongue keeps working, curling in just the right spot, the one that makes my hips jerk, my voice break. The dual assault is too much. The coil inside me snaps suddenly, violently. The orgasm rips through me, sharp and unrelenting, stealing my breath. My back arches off the couch, my hands fly to her hair, tangling in it, holding her there. My thighs clamp around her shoulders, trembling, but she doesn’t stop. She keeps going, riding out my convulsions, relentless until I’m shaking too hard to hold still.

      I collapse back against the cushions, gasping, sweat dampening my skin, my vision swimming at the edges. I’ve never come like that before—so sudden, so devastating it leaves me boneless. My whole body pulses with the aftershocks, too raw and yet already greedy for more.

      Calla finally pulls back, slow and self-assured. She licks her lips, savoring, her expression smug, satisfied. Her mouth glistens in the low light, and her eyes lock onto mine with an intensity that pins me in place.

      “Delicious,” she says softly, her voice reverent and taunting all at once.

      I can’t speak. My lips part, but no words come. My body still throbs, every nerve overstimulated, yet beneath the wreckage there’s hunger, sharp and undeniable. A need that hasn’t burned out but grown.

      And she knows it. I can see it in the curl of her smile, in the patience of her posture, in the way Nolan sits silent, his chest rising hard, watching us both like he’s already caught in the same fire.

      Nolan finally moves, breaking the stillness he’s held onto like a vow. He slides off the arm of the couch and crouches low beside me, close enough that his presence feels like a wall at my side. His hand lifts to my face, brushing damp strands of hair back from my cheek. His touch is reverent, trembling slightly with the same hunger burning in his eyes.

      “You’re incredible,” he whispers, voice raw, as if he’s just witnessed something sacred. His thumb strokes the hollow of my cheek, steadying me. Then, to Calla, his gaze never leaving me: “I’ve never seen her like that.”

      Calla’s answering smile is slow, sly, devastating. “That’s because she needed a woman’s touch.”

      The words should cut. Should sting. Instead they send another shiver slicing down my spine, threading heat through my veins. My skin prickles with the truth of it, with the admission I don’t want to make—that maybe she’s right.

      Before I can think, she leans in again, closing the space with unhurried certainty. Her lips press against mine, firmer this time, coaxing me open. I taste myself on her tongue—tangy, shocking, unfamiliar—and the realization makes my stomach flip, heat flooding my cheeks. I moan into the kiss, my fingers flying to her arm, clutching her hard just to keep her there, afraid she might pull away too soon.

      She doesn’t. She deepens it, her tongue sweeping against mine, claiming me, until I’m breathless. Then she breaks away, her mouth hovering close enough that her words spill directly into me.

      “Now, Elena,” she murmurs, voice low, velvet edged with steel. “It’s your turn.”

      Her meaning strikes me like lightning, electric and undeniable. My pulse skitters, my nerves screaming. My body floods with want and panic all at once. I glance at Nolan, desperate for something—for guidance, for rescue—but he only meets my eyes with a look that makes my chest seize. His expression is dark, approving, his jaw tense with control he’s barely holding. And then he nods.

      That nod is permission. Encouragement. A command.

      Calla shifts, graceful, predatory, guiding my trembling hand with hers. She presses my palm to her thigh, the firm muscle taut under smooth skin. My breath hitches at the contact, at the reality of it. She urges my hand higher, slow and deliberate, until my fingertips brush the hem of her skirt.

      The heat of her skin burns through the fabric. My hand shakes as I press upward, sliding under the edge of her dress. The air feels thick, charged, every inch closer to her an eternity.

      “Touch me,” she whispers, her breath ghosting hot against my mouth. “I want to feel you.”

      My fingers tremble violently as I obey, as if drawn by something larger than me. Higher and higher, until I find the soft silk of her panties. And then—dampness. The damp heat shocks me, a jolt straight through my core. Proof of her desire. Proof of what I’ve done to her.

      “Oh, God,” I whisper, voice breaking, my own arousal surging back sharp and desperate.

      Calla’s grin curves wicked, her teeth catching her lower lip as she watches me unravel. “See?” she purrs. “You’re not the only one wet.”

      The words make my thighs clench involuntarily, my breath coming in gasps. Nolan groans quietly beside us, his hand tightening on my shoulder as though he can barely stand to keep his distance. His restraint feels like a leash pulled to its limit, ready to snap at any second.

      I collapse back against the cushions, my legs limp, chest heaving. I’ve never felt so exposed in my life—laid bare under both of their gazes, caught between them. And yet… instead of retreating, instead of recoiling, I find myself watching her. Watching Calla.

      And I can’t look away.

      She shifts her gaze toward Nolan, who’s been sitting there taut and silent, his body a study in restraint. His eyes are locked on us, dark and unblinking. His jaw is clenched tight, the muscles flexing with every shallow breath, and his fists press hard against his thighs like he’s been holding himself back by sheer will. The intensity of him fills the space, silent but overwhelming.

      Calla smirks, tilting her head, and the way she looks at him makes my stomach twist. It isn’t just a glance—it’s an appraisal, a deliberate assessment. She doesn’t only see him; she measures him, weighs him, as though she’s already imagined what she wants to do to him. There’s hunger in her gaze, yes, but also command, as if she’s deciding whether to take him like she took me.

      Then her attention cuts back to me, sharp and unrelenting. “What do you think, Elena?” she asks, her voice low and teasing, threaded with silk and steel. Her fingers squeeze gently against my thigh. “Should I ride your boyfriend?”

      The air rushes out of my lungs in a sharp gasp. The bluntness of it hits me like a jolt of electricity, raw and indecent, and my body betrays me with a shiver. My gaze jerks toward Nolan. His pupils are blown wide, his chest rising too fast, his hands twitching at his sides like he’s seconds from losing control. Then I look back at her—kneeling between us, poised, confident, waiting.

      My heart pounds so loud it drowns the room. Every jealous instinct inside me screams no. That he’s mine, that she’s already taken enough from me. But beneath the sting, something darker coils, hot and insistent, winding low in my belly. The memory of her mouth on me still lingers, sharp and intoxicating. The thought of her turning that same focus, that same devastating confidence, onto Nolan—God help me—it terrifies me and excites me in equal measure.

      I swallow hard, my throat tight, my voice breaking when it finally escapes. “Yes.”

      Her smile blooms slow, wicked, triumphant. “Good girl.”

      The praise makes my skin burn, my thighs press tighter, shame and arousal knotting together until I can’t tell them apart.

      She moves toward Nolan on all fours, graceful and predatory, each shift of her hips making her skirt ride higher. The sight alone makes my pulse spike. She looks like a wild thing crossing a room she already owns. When she reaches him, she pushes his knees apart without hesitation, settling between them with effortless authority.

      Nolan exhales sharply, a sound like release and surrender all at once. His hands twitch against his thighs again, but he doesn’t move them. He’s frozen, waiting, fighting for composure.

      “Relax,” she murmurs, her voice coaxing, almost tender. Her fingers stroke lightly along the inside of his thigh, creeping upward. “Let me take care of you.”

      He glances at me then, one last check, one last question. His eyes are heavy, desperate, asking for permission even as his body strains for her. My chest aches with the weight of it—but I nod. A small, trembling nod. And I can’t look away.

      Calla unbuttons his jeans with slow, deliberate motions, dragging the anticipation out until my nerves are raw. The sound of the zipper echoes, obscene in the silence. When she frees him, Nolan groans low in his throat, his head tipping back against the couch, eyes squeezing shut.

      She wraps her hand around him lazily at first, stroking him with a teasing rhythm. Then, with a smirk in my direction, she bends her head and takes him into her mouth.

      The noise he makes is guttural, torn from deep in his chest—rougher than I’ve ever heard from him. My body clenches in response, my thighs pressing together, another wave of heat flooding me despite the ache of my earlier release.

      I can see everything. From where I sit, the view is merciless—her lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. The wet glide of her tongue, the way she moans softly around him, the vibration making Nolan curse as his fingers tangle in her hair, pulling tight.

      Jealousy sparks sharp in my chest, raw and real. But it tangles with something stronger, fiercer: arousal that steals my breath, that makes me squirm against the cushions. Watching them—watching her take him apart—feels like surrender, like setting myself on fire and realizing I crave the burn.

      Nolan groans again, his hips jerking upward, chasing her mouth. Calla pulls off with a wet sound, her tongue flicking against the head of his cock before she licks her lips slowly, savoring.

      “Mmm,” she hums, her eyes gleaming wickedly as they flick to me. “He tastes good.”

      My face flames hot, humiliation and hunger battling for space inside me. My body betrays me again with a deep, aching pulse low in my belly. I can’t decide if I want to drag her away from him or beg her to keep going.

      And the truth that terrifies me most is—I might want both.

      Before I can answer, Calla rises fluidly to her feet, her movements unhurried, deliberate, a predator circling prey she already knows won’t run. Her eyes glint with something wicked, something certain, and the air in the room thickens as she places herself in front of us, commanding the space with nothing more than her presence.

      Her fingers move to the first clasp of her blouse. One by one, she unbuttons, slow enough to make me ache. The fabric parts with each flick of her fingers, a teasing revelation, until she shrugs it off her shoulders and lets it slip down her arms. The blouse pools at her feet like an afterthought.

      Her bra follows with a deft flick at her back. She doesn’t rush the reveal. She lets me watch, lets me need to see her bare herself. When the lace falls away, her breasts are exposed in the soft light—curves unapologetic, nipples tightening under the weight of both our gazes. She doesn’t cover herself. She smiles, sly and knowing, as if she’s feeding on the tension winding tight through me, through Nolan, through the air itself.

      Then she reaches for her skirt. She peels it down slowly, deliberately tormenting me, her hips swaying slightly as the fabric slides over them. It drops to the floor, leaving only the dark lace of her panties, which cling obscenely to her curves. My breath hitches as she hooks her thumbs into the waistband. Inch by inch, she slides them down, the lace slipping over her thighs until she’s naked before us.

      She doesn’t shield herself. Doesn’t shift to hide. She stands proud and unashamed, daring me to look, daring me not to. Every line of her body radiates confidence, a raw defiance that feels like both a taunt and an invitation.

      Finally, she turns toward Nolan. Her gaze never leaves mine, but she straddles his lap with ease, settling onto him as though she’s done it a hundred times before. With one slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she guides him inside her.

      The sound that rips through the room is primal—his groan, rough and guttural; her gasp, sharp and hungry. The combination hits me like a strike to the core, shuddering through me until my whole body clenches.

      She rides him with a confidence that is both intimate and obscene, her rhythm unhurried but sure, every motion designed to be watched. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, her hair spilling forward as she braces her hands against his shoulders. Nolan’s hands grip her hips hard, his knuckles white, his head tipped back, his mouth open in stunned, helpless pleasure.

      And me? I’m frozen. Watching. Trembling. Every nerve alight as if my body doesn’t know whether to burn or break.

      Jealousy tightens my chest, yes—but it doesn’t tear me apart. It sharpens me instead, honing every sensation, heightening every flicker of arousal until I’m panting, my hand pressed between my thighs without even realizing it. The sight of them together doesn’t feel like a theft—it feels like a revelation.

      I can’t believe this is me—Elena, always cautious, always careful, always clutching Nolan close with possessive fists. And yet here I am, watching him inside another woman, and instead of losing him, I feel like I’ve been given something raw and forbidden and impossibly hot.

      Calla tilts her head toward me, her rhythm never faltering, her body rolling against his with obscene grace. “Look at her,” she breathes to Nolan, her voice smug even through her gasps. “She can’t stop watching.”

      Nolan’s eyes drag to mine, hazy with lust, glazed and reverent. His lips part, and he groans, “God, Elena…”

      The sound of my name on his lips, while he’s buried inside her, detonates inside me. My stomach flips, my thighs squeeze tight, and heat crashes through me like a wave. I bite my lip, trying to stifle the whimper that breaks anyway, but it’s useless. My body doesn’t care. My jealousy has melted into something else entirely—something sharper, something addictive.

      Watching him, watching her, watching us—it doesn’t destroy me. It feeds the fire, subdues the fear I thought would eat me alive, until all that’s left is the blaze.

      And for the first time, I don’t hate Calla for it.

      The sounds of them together echo around me—Nolan’s groans, Calla’s gasps, the slick rhythm of their bodies colliding. I never thought I could survive watching him with someone else. I never thought I could want it. But instead of shattering, I feel sharper, clearer, more alive than I ever have.

      Every nerve in me is lit, and I know—I will never be the same.

      Calla slows her movements, her hips still pressed down over Nolan’s lap, her skin glistening with sweat. Her body shines in the low light, each curve slick and flushed, her breath coming in ragged bursts. She leans forward, capturing Nolan’s mouth in one last kiss, lingering, savoring him as if she’s reluctant to let go. Then she turns her head toward me.

      Her smile is wicked, yes, but there’s something else beneath it too—something softer, almost reverent, like she’s been waiting for this exact moment. Her eyes hold mine, unblinking, deliberate.

      “Your turn,” she murmurs, her voice husky, breathless.

      My heart jolts, slamming against my ribs. “What?” The word is thin, a rasp torn from a throat too dry.

      She doesn’t answer right away. Instead, her hand drifts down the slick plane of her stomach, fingers sliding lower until they slip between her thighs. I watch, frozen, as her fingertips glide through her wetness, slow and unashamed. When she pulls them away, they glisten in the lamplight, slick and undeniable.

      She brings them to her mouth with unhurried grace. Her lips part, and she sucks one finger slowly, deliberately, her eyes locked on mine. When she pulls it free with a soft pop, the sound echoes through me like a snap of a whip.

      “You want to taste him on me?” she asks, her voice low and teasing, every word a taunt and a promise. “Taste both of us?”

      The air thickens, hot and suffocating. My body answers before my mouth can. My thighs press together, my breath hitches, and I nod, trembling so hard I can’t stop it.

      Calla rises from Nolan’s lap with feline grace, the movement sinuous, unhurried. She lowers herself onto the couch cushions beside me, her body still flushed, still glistening. Nolan leans back against the sofa, his chest heaving, his cock slick and swollen where she left him. His gaze doesn’t waver from me. The way he looks at me—hungry, proud, desperate—makes my skin prickle with heat.

      Calla reclines against the armrest, spreading her thighs with deliberate ease. Her confidence is staggering, her invitation unmistakable. “Come here, Elena.”

      I hesitate, frozen at the precipice. The weight of it presses down so heavily I can barely draw breath. But then Nolan’s hand finds mine. Warm. Steady. Grounding. He squeezes once, rough with urgency. His voice is shredded with lust. “Go on, baby. Do it.”

      My pulse pounds in my ears as I crawl toward her. Each movement feels monumental, pulling me closer to a threshold I can’t step back from. The scent of her hits me before I reach her—musky, sweet, sharp—a heady perfume of sex that curls low in my belly. It’s intoxicating, dizzying.

      She strokes my hair as though soothing a skittish animal, her touch gentle but sure, guiding me down. “That’s it,” she whispers, voice a low hum of approval. “Be brave.”

      My lips part, hesitant, trembling. I press a soft kiss against the inside of her thigh. Her skin is hot, salty with sweat. I kiss again, higher this time, tasting her, and she sighs, her hand tightening in my hair.

      When my tongue finally slips between her folds, the world tilts. The taste is warm, slick, tangy with Nolan’s lingering presence, and it sends a violent shiver through me. Calla moans low and throaty, arching her hips into my mouth, and the sound makes me wetter than I thought possible.

      “Good girl,” she breathes, her words shivering down my spine. She presses gently against the back of my head, guiding me. “Just like that.”

      I lick cautiously at first, tentative, mapping her with nervous strokes. But curiosity morphs quickly into hunger. My tongue finds the sensitive bud at the top, flicking lightly, and she gasps, her hips jerking hard against me.

      “God, Elena…” Nolan groans from beside us, his voice jagged. I glance up briefly, my lips still pressed to Calla, and see him stroking himself with a slow, desperate rhythm. His eyes blaze as he watches me between her thighs, and the look on his face makes my chest ache with a twisted pride, with desire so fierce it’s unbearable.

      Calla tugs me back into focus with a sharp tug to my hair, grinding gently against my mouth. “Don’t stop,” she begs, her voice breaking, raw and needy. “Please—don’t you dare stop.”

      Her desperation lights something inside me. I suck gently, then harder, my tongue working in rhythm as I slide two trembling fingers inside her, mimicking the way she had filled me earlier. She cries out, her body seizing around me, her thighs clamping against my cheeks as though she can’t bear to let me go.

      The sensation is overwhelming—her taste, her moans, Nolan’s groans blending beside us. My body hums as if I’m the one unraveling, every nerve raw and alight.

      “Fuck, Elena…” Nolan’s voice is a rasp, shredded with need. “You’re so fucking hot like this.”

      His words fuel me, drive me deeper. I press into her with my fingers, my tongue flicking harder, until she shudders violently. Her climax crashes through her, and she moans my name as she comes, hips jerking against my mouth, her grip in my hair almost painful.

      I drink her in until she collapses back against the cushions, spent and shaking, her body limp with release.

      I pull back slowly, my lips and chin wet, my breath ragged. My heart hammers so loud I can barely hear. My whole body hums with need, trembling with it, and yet beneath the exhaustion, a wild spark burns hotter.

      Because tasting her—tasting them—has only made me hungrier.

      When I finally pull back, dazed and breathless, Nolan is staring at me like he’s never seen me before. His eyes are wide, dark, almost reverent, as though I’ve become something unfamiliar in front of him. His hand works over himself faster, his chest rising and falling with ragged, broken breaths, each one sharper than the last.

      Calla’s laugh breaks the silence, soft and throaty, worn raw by pleasure but still rich with satisfaction. She cups my face with surprising gentleness, her palm warm, her thumb brushing across my cheek. She tilts my chin up until I can’t look anywhere but into her eyes. They gleam with triumph, but underneath there’s a flicker of something softer—something dangerously close to tenderness.

      “See?” she whispers, her breath feathering across my lips. “I told you it would feel better than imagining.”

      And she’s right. God, she’s right.

      I collapse back against Nolan, boneless, my body melting into him. His arm comes around me instantly, pulling me close against his chest, anchoring me in his warmth. His hand slides down to stroke my hip, possessive and protective at once, as though he knows I’ve stepped across a threshold and wants to remind me where I belong. My whole body is still buzzing, my thighs slick and trembling, my mind reeling with the weight of what I’ve just done. What I wanted to do.

      I’m not the same as I was before.

      Nolan presses a kiss to the top of my head, tender and grounding, while Calla leans back against the cushions opposite me, her lips still curved into a satisfied, feline smile. She looks at me like she’s claimed something—no, like we’ve claimed something together. And the thought doesn’t make me flinch.

      Because I don’t just want to taste her again.

      I need to.
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        * * *

      

      The three of us lie tangled in the half-dark, skin slick, bodies humming with exhaustion and the soft aftershocks of desire. The sheets are twisted, damp with sweat, the air thick and heavy with the scent of sex. I should care, but I don’t. Not at all. I’ve never felt so raw, so stripped bare, and yet so vividly, ferociously alive.

      Nolan’s chest is pressed warm against my back, his breath steadying as he strokes lazy circles over my hip. The rhythm is soothing, but there’s still a weight to his touch, a quiet possessiveness threaded into every pass of his fingers.

      Calla is sprawled out in front of me, her long hair spilling across the pillow like ink, her body relaxed and gleaming in the faint light. Her eyes are closed, her lips curved into a satisfied, wicked little smile that hasn’t faded even in rest. She looks utterly at home here, like she’s been in this bed with us all along, as if her presence was inevitable.

      I should feel guilty. I should feel ashamed. But instead, I feel… changed.

      The jealousy that once scorched through me like acid has melted into something new, reshaped into something that feeds me instead of breaking me. Watching Nolan with her hadn’t destroyed me. It had made me ache, yes, but that ache had sharpened into something hotter, something I craved. And touching her, tasting her… it unlocked a door I didn’t know existed. A part of me I can’t deny. A part I don’t want to deny.

      My fingers drift down Calla’s arm almost without thought, tracing lightly over the curve of her skin. Her eyes flutter open, dark and glinting even in the low light. She catches my hand in hers, presses a slow kiss to my knuckles, her lips soft and deliberate, then whispers with that same sly certainty, “Told you.”

      Heat blooms in my chest, curling through me like fire. She’s right.

      Behind me, Nolan shifts, his voice rough but tender. “You okay, baby?”

      I turn my head just enough to meet his gaze over my shoulder. His face is flushed, exhausted, blissed out, but in his eyes I see more—pride, relief, and a hunger I’ve never seen in him before tonight.

      “Yes,” I whisper, the truth of it reverberating through me. I don’t just feel okay. I feel remade.

      He smiles faintly, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Good. Because I don’t think this was a one-time thing.”

      Calla laughs softly from the other side of me, the sound low and decadent, edged with certainty. “Definitely not.”

      The surprising part is—I don’t recoil at her confidence. I don’t shrink from the idea of her being here again. Instead, my stomach flutters, my skin prickles, already thrumming with anticipation at the thought of her walking through our door once more.

      I press back into Nolan’s chest, grounding myself in his warmth, while my hand reaches across the space to find Calla’s. I twine my fingers with hers and let the truth settle deep inside me.

      I’ve changed.

      We’ve changed.

      And when she comes back through that door, it won’t be for textbooks or problem sets. It will be for us.

      For me.

      For what we’ve started—and what we’re nowhere near finished with.
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