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Chapter One




Chris’s gaze lingered on me like he wanted to say something, like he was weighing a thousand different options and none of them felt safe enough to choose. His hands stayed on the steering wheel, but his posture had that tense, uncertain energy of a man trying to read the room and coming up short.

I couldn’t meet his eyes for long. I looked away and focused on my hands folded in my lap, my fingers worrying the edge of my skirt without me even meaning to. The car still smelled faintly like his cologne and whatever air freshener he used, and the engine’s low idle vibrated through the seat. Outside, my neighborhood was quiet, the kind of quiet that made every little sound inside the car feel louder.

Our date was nice. A little boring, but nice. He’d been polite, attentive, careful. He’d asked questions and listened to my answers like they mattered. He’d held doors open and insisted on paying, even when I tried to protest. He was objectively a good date.

I just hadn’t felt anything.

And I still wasn’t sure about this whole therapy tactic of seeing other people. The idea sounded clean and reasonable in the office with a professional nodding along, but out here, in real life, it felt messy. Like we were trying to fix something fragile by shaking it harder. I didn’t know if Chris could sense my hesitation, but I had a feeling he could. It sat between us anyway, that unspoken awareness that this wasn’t simple for me.

I lifted my eyes and looked through his windshield at my house. The porch light was off, but the shape of it was familiar enough that I could see it clearly in the dark. It was the house I’d bought with my husband, Grant, back when times were better. Back when we’d walked through the empty rooms and talked about where the couch would go and what color we’d paint the kitchen, like building a life together was the easiest thing in the world.

Nothing was seriously wrong in our marriage outside of our bedroom issues. That was what made it so frustrating. We otherwise were very happy and still each other’s best friends. We laughed at the same stupid things. We knew each other’s routines. We could talk for hours, and we still did. We still ate dinner together most nights, still watched shows curled on opposite ends of the couch, still knew what the other was thinking with one look.

But it had been almost a year since we’d slept together.

We tried. We tried almost everything. We tried talking, and not talking. We tried scheduling it, and “letting it happen naturally.” We tried romance and we tried blunt practicality. We tried new lingerie that made me feel ridiculous in my own skin. We tried taking the pressure off completely, and somehow that pressure still showed up anyway, hovering over us like a ceiling that kept dropping lower.

The more we tried, and failed, the quicker the arguments started happening. About little things. About chores. About money. About who forgot to switch the laundry, who left a dish in the sink, who didn’t take the trash out. It was never really about any of that. Deep down, we both knew we weren’t angry about anything but our stale time in the bedroom, and we just didn’t know where to put that anger without it turning into blame.

“Let me walk you to the front door,” Chris suggested when he realized he’d lost my attention.

“Sure,” I said, forcing a smile that probably didn’t reach my eyes. I didn’t want to be rude. Chris didn’t deserve that. He’d been trying, and I could tell he was nervous in that earnest way that made him come off younger than he was.

The two of us stepped out of his car, and the night air hit my cheeks, cool and a little damp. The porch steps creaked under our shoes as we walked up, the sound carrying too far in the quiet. I could feel Chris beside me, close enough that I was aware of his heat, the careful way he kept pace with me like he didn’t want to crowd me.

On the porch, he hesitated. I could practically see him gathering courage like it was something he had to physically reach for.

Chris, trying to get up his nerve to make a move, brushed a strand of my brown hair out of my face and tucked it behind my ear. His fingers barely grazed my skin, and the touch was gentle, almost reverent. It should’ve felt sweet. Instead, it made my throat tighten, because it felt like a line he was stepping over, and I didn’t know how to stop him without making everything awkward.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he told me, and I felt my stomach flip.

Not because I wanted him. Not because the words hit me like desire.

Because it had been a few months since Grant had said anything like that to me, though he used to tell me daily. It wasn’t that he’d started insulting me or anything. He just… stopped noticing, or stopped saying it out loud. Somewhere along the line, we’d gotten so wrapped up in tiptoeing around what wasn’t working that we’d forgotten to do the easy parts. The kind parts.

I felt a knot in my flipping stomach though. Because as nice as the compliment was, I didn’t want to hear it. Not from Chris. I didn’t want to hear those words come from anyone but Grant. I didn’t want someone else’s admiration. I wanted my husband’s attention back. I wanted the version of him who used to look at me like I was the best thing in the room.

Chris leaned his head forward and I braced for the kiss.

His lips were soft and trembling with nerves as he pushed them to mine. He slid soft, limp hands along my waist and tried to find the strength to pull me closer. There was a carefulness to him that made me feel like I was made of glass. He didn’t want to mess this up. He didn’t want to push too hard.

I kissed him back, but my kiss was just as lifeless. I didn’t pull away, but I didn’t lean in, either. It was the kind of kiss you give when you’re trying to be fair, when you’re trying to be open-minded, when you’re telling yourself this is what you agreed to.

I just wasn’t interested in kissing another man, even an attractive one like Chris. His mouth didn’t feel wrong. It just didn’t feel like anything I wanted. My body stayed quiet, my mind stayed loud, and all I could think about was Grant sitting in our house somewhere, existing in the same space as me while I stood out here playing along with a plan that suddenly felt too real.

Chris pulled away, his eyes sparkling with gratitude. “Goodnight, Lauren,” he said.

“Goodnight,” I replied, and I meant it in the sense that I wished him well. I was also thankful that I’d told him my husband would be home so he wouldn’t expect an invitation inside. It was a flimsy boundary, but it was one I needed. I didn’t want him stepping into my house. I didn’t want him in my space. I didn’t want him near the life I was trying so hard to hold together.

Chris slowly walked back down the driveway, glancing over his shoulder at me a few times on the way. Each glance felt like a question he was too polite to ask. Did that mean something? Are we okay? Will there be another date?

I breathed a sigh of relief as he slipped into his car and started the ignition. The headlights swept across the yard, briefly lighting up the shrubs and the front of the garage. I watched with a heaviness in my chest as he pulled the car away.

Sadness because I knew this therapy tactic wasn’t for me.

I pushed open the front door and was swallowed in darkness. The air inside smelled like our house, that familiar mix of laundry detergent and whatever candle I’d burned last week. I thought I was alone. My shoulders dropped as I exhaled, and I tossed my keys onto the hall table with a small clatter that sounded too loud.

Then I jumped when I heard his voice.

“Didn’t want to invite him in?” asked Grant.

I squinted my eyes, and once they adjusted, I saw him sitting on the living room sofa, positioned so he had a perfect view through the glass window of the front door. He wasn’t slouched like he was relaxing. He was sitting forward, elbows on his knees, like he’d been waiting. His face was mostly shadow, but his presence filled the room anyway.

He probably saw everything.

“I told him you’d be home,” I said.

“Was the only thing stopping you?” he asked. His acidic tone made me angry, not because I didn’t understand it, but because it felt unfair. Like he wanted to punish me for doing the thing we’d agreed to do.

“Do you have a problem or something?” I asked him. “We both agreed to do this, you know.”

“Yeah, well, I didn’t think you’d move on so quickly,” he said, standing from the sofa and walking toward me.

He looked good angry, even if I had to be on the receiving end of it. Grant was tall and wide, built like a football player, the kind of man who took up space without trying. Even in the dim light, the familiar shape of him made something in my stomach pull tight. His blue eyes looked like stars glistening in the darkness of the room. As he came closer, the moonlight illuminated his jaw and his pouty lips, and I hated how much I noticed it. I hated that anger still made him feel sharp and alive to me.

Maybe this therapy was working, because I wanted him more than ever.

“You’re welcome to go on a date any time you want,” I reminded him. “With any woman you want.”

“But I haven’t, have I?” he asked. “Because I’m loyal.”

The word landed like he meant it to sting. Like loyalty was something I lacked, something I’d tossed aside the second I had permission. My jaw tightened. I could feel heat in my chest, that mix of frustration and hurt that always rose when we circled this topic.

“Maybe that’s the problem,” I said. “You need to try someone new too. If it’s just me, you’re going to fly into a rage anytime some guy kisses me.”

“What are you saying?”

I sighed and shook my head, tired in a way that went deeper than tonight. “I’m saying we need to find you a girl.”

“I can find my own women,” he said confidently.

He was right about that. Any girl would be lucky to even be seen by a man like him. I remembered those early days when my legs would actually get weak when he looked at me, when his attention felt like sunlight. I remembered the way he used to touch me like he couldn’t get enough, like he couldn’t believe I was his. Now, standing here with him so close, my chest felt like it was tearing in two.

What had gone so wrong between us?

“Then find someone,” I told him. “So that we can give this an honest effort. For now, I’m going to bed.”

I didn’t wait for his response. If I did, I’d end up arguing, and if we argued, it would turn into the same fight we always had. I moved past him into the kitchen, dropped my purse on the counter, and grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. The cold plastic pressed against my palm, grounding me a little, giving me something physical to hold onto besides my own spiraling thoughts.

Then I trudged my way to the bedroom, my feet heavy on the hallway floor, the darkness stretching out around me. Grant and I had agreed to take turns sleeping on the sofa, and tonight was his night. The arrangement was supposed to give us space. Supposed to ease tension. Some nights it did.

Tonight, it just made the distance feel louder.

Despite how wrung out I felt from everything going on with Grant, I still couldn’t sleep. I lay awake for hours, flipping from one side to the other, tugging the sheet up, kicking it down, staring at the ceiling like it might finally hand me an answer. My mind wouldn’t shut up. Every time I started to drift, a new thought would hook in and drag me back under.

I must’ve gotten only a handful of minutes of actual sleep before the morning light started pushing through the curtains, turning the room that washed-out, too-honest shade of daylight.

“Thank god it’s Saturday,” I muttered, my voice rough with exhaustion.

I hauled myself out of bed, went through the motions like my body was on autopilot. Toothbrush. Hot shower. Steam, water beating down on my shoulders. I stood there longer than I needed to, letting the heat try to melt the tension out of me, but it didn’t really work. My chest still felt tight. My stomach still felt unsettled in that way it did lately, like I was always bracing for something.

When I finally made it into the living room, the sofa had been neatly made up, like Grant was trying to prove a point with the tidiness. He was gone. The place felt too quiet without him, like even the air noticed.

There was a note on the coffee table.

Off to find a girl, it read.

I stared at it for a second, then rolled my eyes so hard it almost hurt. Of course. Because why process anything like a normal person when you could be dramatic and petty instead?

I went into the kitchen and started making breakfast, mostly because my hands needed something to do. I sliced a bagel, shoved it into the toaster, and leaned on the counter while it browned, trying not to spiral.

Right as the toaster clicked, my phone rang.

I smiled before I could stop myself when I saw Savannah’s name on the screen. The smile felt automatic. Familiar. Like she was still the one safe thing I could count on.

“Hey, bestie,” I said, forcing brightness into my voice. “How goes it?”

“Hey,” she said.

Just that one word, and I heard it. The hesitation. The weird edge of uncertainty that didn’t belong in her voice.

My stomach dipped.

“Did you send Grant over here this morning?” she asked.

“What?” I blinked hard, like the word might make more sense if I heard it again. “What are you talking about?”

“I know you guys are doing some weird therapy thing,” she said carefully, “where you see other people?”

“Yeah…” My throat tightened around the sound.

“Well,” she said, and there was a pause like she was choosing each word, “I think including best friends in that might be a mistake.”

My bagel popped up. I automatically pulled it out and set it on a plate, my hands a little shaky. I grabbed the cream cheese and twisted the lid off, but the movement felt too slow, like my body was suddenly underwater.

“What exactly did he say?” I asked, and my voice came out too controlled, too careful.

“He said that you told him he needed to find someone to go out with.”

“I did say that,” I admitted, because I had. I’d practically pushed him toward it.

“So he asked me out.”

I froze. The butter knife in my hand slipped, clinked against the plate, and for a second I honestly thought I might drop it on the floor.

“I nearly dropped my butter knife on the floor,” I said, because the words were the only thing holding me together. “He did what?”

“So you didn’t send him?” Savannah asked.

“No, Savannah.” I pressed my fingertips to my temple. “Why would I do that?”

“I don’t know,” she said, softer now. “I was just checking.”

My head started to spin in that slow, sick way. My heartbeat was suddenly loud enough that it felt like it was filling my ears. Grant. My husband. My best friend. Those were supposed to be separate parts of my life, not… crossing over like that.

How dare he.

He could’ve asked out anyone. Literally anyone. But he went after Savannah, like he wanted to choose the one person who would hit me right in the gut.

“He’s probably just trying to get back at me,” I said, and the words came out sharper than I meant them to. “He got pretty jealous when I came back with Chris last night.”

“Oh,” Savannah said, like that clicked into place for her. “That makes a lot of sense.”

Then she exhaled, and her tone shifted, not playful exactly, but… honest. Almost a little charged.

“Not that I mind the attention,” she added. “I mean, I’m flattered. And, you know… if you had been okay with it, I probably would’ve gone out with him.”

My lungs stalled. My entire body went hot, like someone had opened an oven door inside me.

“You would have?” I managed.

She laughed, but it wasn’t carefree. It had that tightness in it, like she knew exactly what she was saying and she wasn’t pretending she didn’t.

“I mean,” she said, lowering her voice a little like it mattered, like anyone might overhear, “your husband is a hunk. Who wouldn’t? But of course, if you had nothing to do with it, then it would just be a bad idea all around.”

I stared at the bagel sitting there on the plate, cream cheese untouched. My appetite vanished so fast it was almost funny. My mouth felt dry. My skin felt too sensitive, like my nerves had been turned up.

Because my anger was real. My jealousy was real. My humiliation was real.

But so was the spark that lit in me when she said it.

So was the way my mind immediately tried to picture it, even though I didn’t want to. Even though I absolutely did.

“I think I’m going to go,” I said, my voice suddenly thin. “I think I need to lay down.”

“Oh, okay,” Savannah replied, instantly gentle again. “Well, give me a call when you’re feeling better.”

“Sure thing,” I said, and my fingers ended the call before I could overthink it.

I expected to collapse onto the sofa and try to breathe my way back into normal.

But my body didn’t want normal.

My body had latched onto that image, that idea, and it wouldn’t let go. Heat pooled low in my stomach, spreading in slow waves. My thoughts tangled up: Grant’s note. Savannah’s laugh. The way she’d said your husband is a hunk like it had been sitting on her tongue for a while.

I turned back toward the bedroom like I was being pulled by a string.

I went in, locked the door, and slid under the covers even though it was broad daylight. The room still smelled faintly like my shampoo from the shower. The sheets were cool against my legs, but I was burning up from the inside.

I reached into my nightstand drawer and pulled out my small, pink vibrator.

My hands trembled as I unfastened my pants, as if I couldn’t decide whether I was furious or desperate, or some messy blend of both. I pressed the toy against myself through my panties and shut my eyes hard.

Instantly, my mind betrayed me.

Grant and Savannah. Close. Too close. Her mouth against his. His hands on her. That breathy sound she made sometimes when she was laughing, turning into something else entirely.

I bit down on my lower lip as the vibration hummed through me, sharp and insistent. My nipples tightened. My thighs shifted apart without me even thinking about it. Every pulse of sensation made the images get clearer, like my jealousy was feeding it, like the hurt and the heat were the same wire.

I pictured Grant leaning in. Savannah arching into him. The kind of touch that wasn’t careful or polite, the kind that made your thoughts go blank.

A sound tore out of me, half a gasp and half a cry, like my body couldn’t hold it in. The pleasure hit hard, almost painful with how intense it was, like lightning breaking across my skin in fast, bright streaks.

When I finally clicked the vibrator off, I lay there breathing like I’d run up stairs, staring at the ceiling with my heart still pounding, my body still trembling.

And then the shame crept in right behind it, quiet and heavy.

What the hell was wrong with me?

I had barely a moment to try to get my thoughts straight before I heard the front door open and close.

Grant was back.

I knew I had to confront him.

What I didn’t know was what I was going to suggest next.


Chapter Two




“I heard you went to see Savannah,” I told Grant as I met him in the kitchen. He had just pulled a beer from the fridge and raised it to his lips. The kitchen smelled faintly of coffee and citrus cleaner; sunlight cut a pale rectangle across the linoleum. His stare was distant and cool, the kind of look that made me feel like I was reading a stranger’s profile instead of the man I’d been married to for years.

“Yeah?” he asked.

I crossed my arms over my chest like armor, trying to make my body say something braver than my voice felt. “So what? You like her or something?”

He shrugged and I rolled my eyes. “She’s hot,” he said. “I figured that if I’ve got to go out with someone that it should be someone I know.”

“Yeah, and someone I know. A little too well,” I said.

A smile slid into one side of his mouth — the lazy half-smile he uses when he’s testing me — and it did the weird thing where my stomach dropped and my knees went soft at the same time. “You can’t tell me who to date,” he said. “Especially if I’m not allowed to get mad at you for kissing Danny boy.”

“You are some piece of work,” I said. I threw up my hands and turned my back to him. “Fine,” I said. “Go out with her. What do I care?” My voice came out sharper than I meant. Under the anger there was something slick and bright that made my cheeks warm; the thought of him with someone else was disgusting and electric all at once. Part of me wondered, stupidly, whether he would actually go through with it. Part of me wondered if she’d say yes now that I’d “given permission.”

“Good,” he said. “I will.” Grant stepped up behind me close enough for me to feel the heat of his body press into my shoulder blades. His lips brushed my ear and his breath tickled the shell of my ear. “And then you’ll know how hard it is to reel in that jealousy.”

He set his beer down on the table, still mostly full, and brushed past me on his way to the front door. The door slammed on his way out and a vibration crawled up through the floorboards and into my ribs.

Not long after, my phone buzzed. It was Savannah. “Grant is back here,” she said, her voice bright and practical. “He said you were okay with this? You didn’t seem okay earlier.”

I twisted a strand of hair around my finger and felt the small, familiar anchor of control. “Yeah,” I said. “It’s fine. I’d rather him go out with someone we both know, right?”

“If you’re sure,” she said. “Call me if you change your mind. I’ll end the date in the middle if you need me to.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Have fun. Keep him from picking up anyone else.”

“Sure thing,” she said, and then I could hear Grant’s voice in the background. “I guess I should go,” she told him. “We’ll talk later?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah,” I said, and the phone clicked.

The rest of the afternoon folded around me like a smothering blanket. I waited. I paced. I sat on the couch and stared at the TV until the images blurred into a meaningless flicker. I poured myself a drink and it tasted too sharp, like someone had rubbed the edge off my nerves. I was nervous, horny, and sick with confusion. Why had I let them go out together? Why had I pictured them touching while I’d been alone? The admission to myself that I’d masturbated thinking about them felt like a private betrayal and a private truth at the same time.

When a car pulled into the drive, my heart jumped like it wanted out of my chest. I pressed my palms flat to my thighs and watched through the blinds. Grant’s car rolled up and not only Grant stepped out. Savannah slid out after him, hair loose, the short black dress she’d been wearing earlier hugging the line of her hips. They were close enough that I could tell they’d been laughing in the car; the sound made something low and hungry tighten inside me.

I told myself I’d go out and meet them. I told myself I was brave. Instead I moved on instinct — a pale, ridiculous impulse to hide and watch — and slipped into the coat closet by the door. The air in the closet smelled like shoe leather and cedar. I pulled the door closed until there was the tiniest crack, the kind of sliver that felt like an apology for hiding. I pressed myself against the hanging coats and listened.

The front door opened. Their laughter floated down the hallway. Savannah called my name, warm and casual, but I kept my face turned to the coats and stared through the crack at two darkened shapes in the light from the hallway.

“Guess she isn’t home,” said Grant.

“That’s weird,” Savannah said. “I would’ve thought she’d be waiting for you.”

“We’re separated,” he reminded her, and the words landed in my gut like a small, repeating blow. “She probably doesn’t care at all that we went out together.”

“You still live together,” she told him. “And you still love each other.” Her hand found his face; the touch was easy and practiced. Grant pulled her waist into him the same way you pull a blanket tight on a cold night.

“But this,” he said, and his eyes dropped, tracking some private line to his pelvis, “doesn’t work anymore.”

“Maybe it’s a confidence issue,” she said. “Maybe you need to take some of the pressure off.”

“Show me,” he told her, his gaze going dark and low with want. I could see her blond locks tumble over the back of her dress. Luxurious hair, the kind that looks effortless in photographs. “Show me,” he repeated.

“I don’t know,” she said, and something in her voice sounded unsure, like the part of her that was used to consent and negotiating. “What if Lauren comes home? What if it breaks her heart?”

“Then I’ll tell her it was for her. That I fucked you for her.”

“Yeah, like she’ll believe that,” said Savannah, but she softened. “I do want to help you,” she added.

Their hands began to wander, tender at first, testing the borders of what they might let happen. The movement of their bodies was intimate and ordinary — one hand sliding under the curve of a dress, a thumb brushing a collarbone — and then it crept into more forbidden places. The sound of their breaths, the small neckline of Savannah’s dress shifting as Grant’s palm found warm skin, made my heart hammer against my ribs.

I pressed my face into the sleeve of a coat and felt ridiculous, like a child pretending not to be peeking. What if they found out I was watching? What would happen then? I pictured us collapsing into a heap of accusation and desire and shame. I thought of the fragile truce we’d been clambering toward and how easily it could crumble.

Despite the questions, I couldn’t make myself move. Curiosity had me by the throat. Part of me — the part that still loved him in a soft, stubborn way — wanted them to stop. Part of me — the other part, the one that had surprised me that morning when I touched myself thinking of them — wanted to see how it played out. I wanted to see them fulfill that new, twisted fantasy I’d been carrying around like contraband. I stood there in the dark with coats pressing against my skin and watched, breath caught like a secret, as they explored each other.

Grant leaned in and kissed Savannah, slow at first, like he was giving her time to pull away. She didn’t. She leaned into him just as easily, kissing him back without hesitation, like this had already been decided somewhere between them.

My heart slammed hard against my ribs, so loud I was convinced they’d hear it through the door. I didn’t blink. I couldn’t. My eyes stayed wide, fixed on the narrow crack, straining to take in every movement, every shift of their bodies.

Grant’s hands slid down from the middle of Savannah’s back, slow and deliberate, until they settled on her ass. He squeezed, firm and possessive, and she let out a soft moan right into his mouth. It was muffled but unmistakable. He pulled her closer against him, pressing their bodies together, and her hands drifted down between them like she already knew exactly what she was going to find.

Savannah started unbuckling his jeans, her fingers quick and confident.

“You don’t seem to be having trouble so far,” she said lightly.

The meaning landed immediately. He was hard. Hard for her.

Grant didn’t answer. He just kissed along her jaw, down to her neck, his mouth lingering there, slower now. One of his hands slipped up to the strap of her dress and tugged it down her shoulder. Then the other followed, easing the fabric lower while he kissed her collarbone, her skin. He was gentle with her in a way that made something twist deep in my chest. Careful. Attentive. Romantic.

I’d never felt jealousy like that before. It burned hot and sharp, but underneath it was something worse. Something that kept me frozen in place instead of pulling away. I needed to see more.

When he finally worked her dress down and off, I felt a flicker of shame that hit me almost as hard as the heat pooling low in my body. Watching him was one thing. I’d told him to do this. I’d opened that door myself.

Watching her was different. Watching my best friend like this, seeing her bare skin, the way she reacted to him, the sounds she made. I shouldn’t have been here.

But the wrongness only made it stronger. It spread through me, hot and dizzying, flushing my skin.

Before I could stop myself, my hand slid up under my skirt, between my thighs. My fingers brushed against the damp cotton of my panties and I sucked in a breath. I was already wet.

I pressed in, circling slowly, and had to clamp my lips together to keep from making a sound. At the same time, Grant reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It slipped loose, and he bent down immediately, taking one of her nipples into his mouth.

Savannah arched into him, her back curving, a soft, helpless sound slipping out of her. Her eyes were closed at first, her face tilted up, lost in it.

Then they opened.

And for a second, I thought she saw me.

Her expression shifted, just slightly. A flicker of surprise. Her body tensed and she pulled back a little, like she’d been caught off guard.

But she didn’t say anything. Not to him. Not to me.

“It seems I know how to press your buttons,” Grant teased, completely unaware.

Savannah didn’t respond right away. Her gaze drifted past him, over his shoulder, back toward the door. Toward me.

My stomach dropped. I couldn’t move.

Our eyes met again, clearer this time. No mistaking it.

This was it. She was going to call me out. Everything would fall apart right here. I’d have to explain why I was hiding, why I was watching, what the hell I thought I was doing.

But she didn’t.

Instead, her lips curved just slightly. And then she winked.

My breath caught hard in my throat.

Knowing she could see me, knowing she knew I was watching, sent something electric through me. It was sharper now. More intense. Like I wasn’t just spying anymore. Like I was part of it in some twisted, silent way.

She turned back to Grant, reaching for the hem of his dark shirt and pulling it up over his head. Her hands moved over his chest, slow, deliberate, feeling him, exploring him like she had every right to.

Then she sank down to her knees in front of him.

All she had on now were her black heels and those thin white panties. The contrast made my head spin.

She slipped her fingers into the waistband of his jeans and briefs, tugging them down just enough.

His cock sprang free. Hard. Thick. Completely erect.

She wrapped her hand around the base, steadying him, and leaned in. Her tongue traced along the underside, slow and teasing. Grant groaned, his head tipping back slightly as his fingers threaded into her blonde hair.

Then she opened her mouth and took him in.

Her lips closed around him, soft and full, and she sank down until he disappeared completely.

My breathing went shallow and uneven, too loud in the quiet. I had to force myself to inhale through my nose, slow it down, keep it controlled.

My other hand moved up under my blouse, squeezing my breast through my bra, teasing my nipple until it tightened. At the same time, my fingers slid deeper between my legs, pushing past the damp fabric, finding myself.

I was soaked. More than I’d been in months.

Something about watching her, about watching them together, was unlocking something that had felt stuck for so long.

Grant started moving his hips, thrusting slowly into her mouth. Each motion made her take him deeper, her throat working around him. The sounds filled the room, wet and soft and undeniable.

It made my whole body tremble. I felt unsteady, like I was standing on the edge of something I couldn’t step back from.

Then suddenly, his control snapped.

Grant bent forward sharply, his hand tightening in her hair as he pushed her down onto him, holding her there. He groaned, low and strained, his whole body tensing.

I could see it in his face. The release hitting him.

And I could hear it in the way Savannah swallowed, her throat moving as she took everything he gave her.

It was wrong.

So wrong.

So filthy I almost couldn’t process it.

And it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

Grant pulled back, breathing hard, and helped her up by her shoulders. Without saying anything, he guided her toward the sofa, turning her and lifting her onto the arm so her ass was propped up.

He dropped down in front of her again, pushing her panties aside.

I leaned forward, my hand shaking slightly as I eased the door open just a little wider.

Savannah’s pussy was beautiful in a way that made it hard to look at anything else. Soft and full, the skin smooth and flushed, already glistening with how wet she was. I’d never seen her like that before. Never even imagined it, not like this. And I definitely had never seen how she looked when someone was between her legs, when she was letting herself react like that.

Grant knew exactly what he was doing. He moved with a kind of confidence that made it obvious this wasn’t new to him. The way he used his mouth, the way he shifted just slightly, teasing before giving her what she wanted. It wasn’t rushed. It was controlled, deliberate, like he was drawing it out on purpose because he knew how it would build.

Savannah’s eyes were half-lidded, heavy with it, but then they flicked toward the door again. Toward me.

She moaned as his tongue moved against her, but something about it felt different now. Like it wasn’t just for him anymore. Like she knew exactly who else was watching.

My pulse spiked.

I couldn’t tell if she could see everything. If she could make out the way my hand was buried inside my panties, my fingers slick and moving. Or the way my other hand was cupping my breast, pinching and teasing my nipple through the thin fabric of my bra.

Part of me hoped she could.

More than that, I hoped she wanted to. That this wasn’t just me hiding and watching, that it had turned into something shared. Something unspoken and dangerous that only the two of us understood.

She slid her fingers into Grant’s hair, gripping him tighter, holding him right where she needed him. Her hips rocked against his mouth, slow at first, then more urgent. Her back arched, pushing her chest up, her bare breasts lifting and tightening as she moved.

I couldn’t stop staring at them.

A sudden, sharp want hit me out of nowhere. I wanted to touch her too. Wanted to lean in and take one of those nipples into my mouth while he was between her legs, like we were both focused on her at the same time.

The thought alone made my whole body clench.

I was already so close. Just watching them, the sounds, the way she moved, it was almost enough on its own.

Then she started to shake.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking just slightly. “Fuck, Grant. You’re going to make me come.”

Hearing his name on her lips did something to me I wasn’t ready for. It hit fast and deep, sending a sharp wave through my stomach that rolled straight down between my legs.

She said his name. She said his name like that.

My orgasm surged up suddenly, too strong to stop. I bit down hard on my lip to keep the sound in, my whole body going tense as it hit me. My knees felt weak, unsteady, like they might give out. I had to lean back against the closet wall, pressing into it as the sensation tore through me, hot and overwhelming.

At the same time, Savannah cried out, her body tightening, her hips jerking as she came.

It felt like we were connected in that moment, our breaths falling into the same rhythm as everything slowly eased.

But Grant didn’t stop.

He wasn’t finished.

By the time she was catching her breath, he was already moving again, already hard, already wanting more.

He stood and turned her around, guiding her until she was bent over the arm of the sofa.

Fuck.

The image slammed into me instantly, pulling up the exact fantasy I’d had earlier. The one I hadn’t been able to shake. Seeing it now, real and happening right in front of me, made my stomach twist.

He pushed her panties down her legs, slow and teasing, leaving her heels on. The contrast made everything more intense, more exposed.

He spread her legs from behind, his hands firm on her thighs before one of them moved between her legs, sliding up and down her wet slit.

Even though I’d just come, the heat was already building again.

I couldn’t look away.

My best friend, bent over like that. My husband standing behind her, touching her, about to fuck her.

I wanted to come again when he did. I wanted to match it, to feel it at the same time, like I was still part of it even from where I was hidden.

He lined himself up, pressing the tip of his cock against her, and then pushed in.

I watched, breath catching, adrenaline racing through me as he slowly filled her. As his body moved closer, as there was less and less space between them until he was fully inside her.

It felt like something shifted in that moment. Something permanent.

I knew, even as I watched it happen, that I wouldn’t be able to look at him the same way again. That I wouldn’t be able to be with him without thinking about this. About her.

And instead of turning me off, it made everything hotter.

My hand slipped back between my legs, fingers pushing inside me again, already slick. I moved with the same rhythm he used, trying to match it.

He pulled out slowly, almost all the way, then drove back in harder. Again. And again.

At first it was measured, but it didn’t stay that way. It built quickly, turning faster, rougher, more forceful.

He reached forward and grabbed her hair, pulling it back so her spine arched deeper, exposing her completely. His other hand gripped her hip, holding her steady as he slammed into her over and over.

Her body rocked with each thrust, her breasts swaying, her voice breaking into soft, uneven whimpers that filled the room.

I couldn’t stop staring at her. At the way my best friend looked bent over like that, completely exposed, completely taken by my husband. It didn’t feel real, and at the same time it felt more real than anything I’d experienced in a long time.

He fucked her hard, relentless, like he couldn’t get enough of her body. Like something in him had snapped and he needed to keep going just to stay in it. Each thrust landed with a sharp, heavy rhythm that filled the room, the sound of skin against skin mixing with her breathy, uneven moans.

Then he pulled her upright, bringing her back against him. His arms wrapped around her waist, holding her tight as he kept moving, pushing up into her with a different angle now, deeper somehow. Savannah reached back, her arms looping around his neck, holding onto him as her body rocked with every thrust.

She turned her head slightly, just enough to look back.

And she found me again.

Our eyes locked, and this time there was no uncertainty. She knew exactly where I was, exactly what I was doing. I watched her face, the way her expression shifted, the way she reacted to him inside her. Every time he pushed in deep, she winced just slightly, her lips parting, her breath catching in a way that made it impossible to look away.

“Fuck,” Grant groaned, his voice low and strained.

I knew that sound. I knew what it meant.

He was close.

My hand moved faster between my legs without me thinking about it, fingers working hard and rough, chasing that same edge again. My other hand tightened on my breast, twisting my nipple through the fabric until the sensation almost hurt.

I was right there. So close to losing it completely.

My breath kept trying to escape in broken little sounds, and I had to fight to keep them down, to stay quiet, to not give myself away. Somehow I managed it, pulling it back just enough to stay hidden, even as everything inside me felt like it was spiraling out of control.

Grant’s movements stuttered.

His body tensed, his hips pressing forward as he buried himself deep inside her and held there. I could see it in the way his shoulders tightened, the way his head dipped forward.

That was it.

He came like that, deep inside her, not pulling out, not slowing down until it was already happening. No condom. No hesitation. Just taking what he wanted and finishing inside her.

And it was that thought, that image, that sent me over the edge again.

The idea of him coming inside her. Of it staying there. Of her carrying that part of him inside her body.

It hit me all at once.

I bit down hard on my wrist to keep myself quiet as the orgasm tore through me, stronger than the last one, so intense it almost didn’t feel real. My vision went white at the edges, my body going tight and then completely weak all at once. Heat rushed through me in waves, sharp and overwhelming, like I couldn’t separate where it started or ended.

For a few seconds, I couldn’t think. Couldn’t move.

When it finally eased, I felt different. Like something had shifted in me in a way I couldn’t undo.

I slowly pulled the closet door in just a little more, careful, quiet, making sure I stayed hidden now that everything was settling.

“Feel better?” Savannah asked, her voice softer now, more casual, like they were already coming back to themselves. I could hear movement, the rustle of fabric, the quiet sounds of them getting dressed.

“Savannah… you’re not going to tell Lauren, are you?”

I froze for a second at the sound of my own name in his voice.

She let out a small laugh. “Why would I? You guys are separated. It’s not her business.”

I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face, slow and private.

We had something now. Something he didn’t know about. Something that belonged just to us.

Grant exhaled, the relief obvious even from where I stood. “This was the first time I’ve gotten hard in a while,” he admitted. “Thank you.”

She laughed again, lighter this time. “Thank you,” she said. “You were a really good fuck.”

There was a softness in the way he responded, the way he stepped closer. I heard the faint sound of a kiss, and I could picture it clearly. Him pressing one to her cheek like it was nothing, like they were just friends again.

“I guess I should take you home,” he said.

“That would be good,” she replied.

I stayed where I was, barely breathing, listening as they moved through the apartment and out the door. I didn’t step out of the closet until I heard the car start in the driveway, the sound fading as they pulled away.

Only then did I finally move.

My phone buzzed in my hand not long after.

You’re welcome, it said from Savannah. I think your husband is fixed now. And don’t worry. Your dirty little secret is safe with me. XX

A slow smile spread across my face as I read it. I tucked my phone away, the warmth from earlier still lingering in my body, still echoing in my thoughts.

When Grant came back that night, I expected distance. Guilt. Maybe avoidance.

But that wasn’t what I got.

He found me in the bedroom, his eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. Something had changed in him too. I could see it immediately.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. “I want to give you the best fuck of your life.”

I didn’t argue. I didn’t overthink it. I just did what he said.

And for the first time in a long time, it didn’t feel like we were forcing something back together. It felt like we were finding something new.

Afterward, lying there beside him, my body still humming, I realized I wasn’t thinking about what we’d lost anymore.

I was thinking about what we’d just opened.
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It didn’t fix everything overnight. I don’t think anything ever does. But something shifted after that night, and it stayed shifted.

For the first time in a long time, Grant looked at me like he wanted me again. Not out of obligation. Not because we were trying to save something. It felt real. Immediate. Like whatever had been stuck between us had finally broken loose.

We didn’t talk about Savannah right away. Not directly. We circled it instead, both of us careful at first, like we didn’t want to say the wrong thing and ruin whatever fragile balance we’d found.

But it was there in the way he touched me. In the way I let him. In the way I couldn’t stop thinking about her.

Savannah.

It didn’t take long before her name came up again. Casual at first. Then not so casual. Then one night, after a couple of drinks and a stretch of silence that felt loaded, I just said it.

“I saw you with Savannah that night.”

Grant didn’t pretend not to know what I meant.

“I know,” he said.

My eyes widened, but I didn’t ask how. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” I admitted.

“Me too,” Grant said. And that was enough.

The next time wasn’t planned in any official way, but it wasn’t an accident either. There was a look between the three of us that made it clear we were all choosing it. This time, there was no closet door. No hiding. No pretending it wasn’t happening.

And somehow, that made it even more intense.

It wasn’t just about watching anymore. It wasn’t just about jealousy or curiosity. It felt… collaborative. Like we’d stumbled into something none of us had expected, and instead of breaking us, it was pulling something new out of us.

Out of me.

I learned things about myself I hadn’t been willing to admit before. About what turned me on. About how much of it was tied up in control and letting go of it at the same time. About how seeing him with her didn’t take anything away from me. It added something. Something sharp and electric that followed us back into our own bed afterward.

Grant changed too. He was more open with me. More honest. Less guarded in the way he showed what he wanted. It wasn’t like he was replacing me. If anything, I felt more chosen than I had in years.

And Savannah… she never made it weird. Never pushed. Never tried to take more than what we were all clearly agreeing to. If anything, she understood the balance better than either of us did at first.

Now it’s something we don’t even have to overthink.

Sometimes it happens. Sometimes it doesn’t. But the possibility is always there, sitting just under the surface, adding this constant hum of tension and anticipation that never really goes away.

And when it does happen again, it still feels just as intense.

Just as dangerous.

Just as addictive.

The difference now is that I’m not hiding anymore.

I’m watching. I’m part of it. I’m choosing it.

And somehow, that’s what finally made everything between me and Grant feel alive again.

Check out my full catalog!

New releases:

Take What’s Mine

I Dared Them

My Husband’s Secret Crush

My Husband and My Best Friend

Watching Him Want Her

Say You Want It

His One Night Stand

Watch Me Take Him

One Night Only

Their Little Secret

My Husband and the Cheerleader

She Made Me Want It

She Took Control

Watching My Best Friend

Only If You Watch

Her New Role

Our Bad Idea

Let Me Watch

Tempting the Older Man

Whatever It Takes (FFFM)

My Husband’s Ex

Boss’s Dirty Offer

Her First Time Watching

The Night With My Boss

The Sitter Next Door

Just a Sample

Our View of Her

My Best Friend’s Turn

One Dirty Kiss

Intimacy Coach

His Dirty Professor

What She Craves

The Wife Next Door

Trading Places

My Husband’s Assistant

Whisper in the Dark

The Way She Moves

Married and Watching

He Caught Us Watching

Sharing My Fiance

My Husband and the Nanny

The Other Girl

Sharing Paradise

All Eyes on Her

While She Watched

The College Girl Next Door

Her Turn to Watch

Lessons After Dark

Our Dirty Girl

Bisexual Menage Series:

Polyamorous (8 Books)

Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

Girls that Watch (9 Books)

Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

Jealous Girls (8 Books)

Curious Wives (8 Books)

Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

Temptation (13 Books)

Deep Desires (8 Books)

Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

Experimenting (8 Books)

Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

Jealous Girls (8 Books)

Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

Watching Them (6 Books)

Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

FFM Couples (8 Books)

Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

Husband Sharing (6 Books)

First Time Sharing (7 Books)

Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)


New Release Updates




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my amazing readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: https://e-book-newsletter.kit.com/19623d01cc

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?




Check out my full catalog!

New releases:

Take What’s Mine

I Dared Them

My Husband’s Secret Crush

My Husband and My Best Friend

Watching Him Want Her

Say You Want It

His One Night Stand

Watch Me Take Him

One Night Only

Their Little Secret

My Husband and the Cheerleader

She Made Me Want It

She Took Control

Watching My Best Friend

Only If You Watch

Her New Role

Our Bad Idea

Let Me Watch

Tempting the Older Man

Whatever It Takes (FFFM)

My Husband’s Ex

Boss’s Dirty Offer

Her First Time Watching

The Night With My Boss

The Sitter Next Door

Just a Sample

Our View of Her

My Best Friend’s Turn

One Dirty Kiss

Intimacy Coach

His Dirty Professor

What She Craves

The Wife Next Door

Trading Places

My Husband’s Assistant

Whisper in the Dark

The Way She Moves

Married and Watching

He Caught Us Watching

Sharing My Fiance

My Husband and the Nanny

The Other Girl

Sharing Paradise

All Eyes on Her

While She Watched

The College Girl Next Door

Her Turn to Watch

Lessons After Dark

Our Dirty Girl

Bisexual Menage Series:

Polyamorous (8 Books)

Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

Girls that Watch (9 Books)

Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

Jealous Girls (8 Books)

Curious Wives (8 Books)

Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

Temptation (13 Books)

Deep Desires (8 Books)

Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

Experimenting (8 Books)

Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

Jealous Girls (8 Books)

Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

Watching Them (6 Books)

Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

FFM Couples (8 Books)

Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

Husband Sharing (6 Books)

First Time Sharing (7 Books)

Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)


About the Author




Selena Hart is an author of bisexual ffm short stories.

Through her writing, she explores ideas of growing up and adventures with other women.

Some events are loosely based on her personal experiences and some are pure fantasy.

To read more of Selena’s stories, click below.

Books by Selena Hart


cover.jpeg
FFM BISEXUAL FIRST TIME

SELENA HART





OEBPS/image_rsrcRR.jpg





