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            The Flirt Next Door

          

        

      

    

    
      The towels were still warm from the sun when I started folding them—soft, a little damp, smelling like sunscreen and chlorine. I wasn’t doing it because they needed to be folded right that second. It was more about keeping my hands busy. Because if I wasn’t folding towels, I was probably staring.

      At my husband.

      Or worse—at the neighbor staring at my husband. Sabrina.

      Mark was shirtless and sweaty, pulling weeds along the back fence with that same quiet determination he used for everything. His back flexed every time he leaned forward, muscles shifting under golden skin, shorts slung low enough to make my mouth go dry.

      He looked good. Too good.

      And Sabrina noticed.

      She was stretched out next door in a barely-there red bikini, laid across a lounger like it was made for her. Hips like a pin-up. Sunglasses the size of half her face. One leg crossed over the other, glistening with oil like she was getting ready for a photoshoot instead of just sunbathing alone.

      Her face was tilted toward Mark, not even pretending to be subtle. And when he stood up to wipe the sweat off his brow, she pulled her sunglasses down to get a better look. Bold.

      Mark saw her, too. I watched his grin twitch as he bent back down—like he was flattered. Like it was funny.

      I tightened my grip on the towel.

      Sabrina didn’t wave. Didn’t call out. She just smiled. Slow. Knowing. Like she’d already figured out what made him tick.

      I turned back to my stack of towels, folding with a little more force than necessary, ignoring the twist low in my belly.

      Later, when Mark came inside, I tried to play it cool.

      “She’s so obvious,” I said casually as I rinsed strawberries at the sink. My bikini was still damp under the loose shirt I’d thrown on, clinging between my thighs in a way that was suddenly distracting.

      Mark pulled a bottle of water from the fridge. “Who?”

      “Sabrina,” I said, slicing a berry in half. “Your new admirer.”

      He grinned as he took a sip. “She’s just being friendly.”

      “She was being friendly with your abs.”

      That made him laugh. He came up behind me, slid his hand over my hip. “Can you blame her?”

      “Modest,” I murmured, even though the warmth of his palm was making it hard to stay annoyed.

      “She’s harmless,” he said, brushing a kiss across the back of my shoulder. “Just one of those girls who flirts with everyone.”

      I stayed quiet, chewing on the inside of my cheek as I stared out the kitchen window.

      She was still there.

      Same lounger. Same legs. Same tilt of her head toward our yard like she was waiting for Mark to reappear.

      I didn’t want to admit it, but there was something about her. Something magnetic. Not just the curves or the tan or the pouty lips—though she had all of those, too. It was the way she looked at people. Like she was undressing them with her eyes and daring them to like it.

      Women like that used to annoy me. Now I wasn’t so sure.

      “Well, she’s definitely not shy,” I muttered, mostly to myself.

      The thought followed me the rest of the day—through the laundry, the dishes, even while I pretended not to glance out the window every time I passed it.

      It wasn’t until the next morning, when I was trimming the basil planter by the patio, that I finally let it go. Or tried to. The sun was already high, my hands were deep in the leaves, and I was just starting to relax again when I heard her voice.

      “Hey there, neighbor.”

      I looked up—and there she was.

      Sabrina.

      She was standing at the edge of her lawn, one bare foot curling into the grass, red bikini practically spray-painted onto her curves. Her sunglasses were pushed up into her hair, and she smiled at me like we were already friends. Like we had a history. Like we shared secrets.

      Our yards backed into each other with no fence in between—just a strip of mulch and a few half-hearted shrubs planted by the HOA. Good for curb appeal. Terrible for boundaries. But I didn’t mind it until now. Until I had a neighbor who looked like her.

      “Hi,” I said, wiping my hands on my shorts. “I’m Alyssa.”

      She gave me a little wave. “Sabrina. Figured I should introduce myself, since I’ve already seen more of your husband than I probably should.”

      I blinked. “Excuse me?”

      She laughed. “I mean shirtless. Relax.” Her grin widened. “Although I wouldn’t complain about more.”

      My stomach flipped. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to laugh or glare at her. She said it like it was nothing. Like we were girlfriends gossiping over iced coffee instead of two women with barely six feet of grass and a shirtless man between them.

      I forced a smile. “At least you’re honest.”

      “Always.” She shaded her eyes and looked toward our patio. “He around?”

      “Finishing up some stuff in the garage,” I said carefully. “Why?”

      She shrugged. “Just figured I’d offer to help. I’m great with power tools. Handy with wood, too.” Her mouth curled around the last word like she wanted me to notice.

      And I did.

      I didn’t respond. Just turned back to my basil like I wasn’t suddenly sweating under my tank top.

      “You’ve got a nice yard,” she said, still lingering. “And your husband’s really… diligent. That body doesn’t come from lifting grocery bags.”

      I pressed my lips together. She was testing me, I was sure of it. And not in a bitchy way. It wasn’t passive-aggressive. If anything, it was kind of… playful. Flirty, even. With me.

      “He does keep busy,” I said lightly, brushing dirt off my palm.

      Then the door opened, and there he was—Mark, stepping out shirtless, towel slung over one shoulder, water bottle in hand. Skin still warm from the shower, hair damp, chest on full display.

      Sabrina didn’t even pretend not to look.

      Her gaze swept over him in slow, open appreciation. “Speak of the devil,” she murmured.

      Mark saw her. He did a double take, like he wasn’t expecting her to be that close. “Morning,” he said, glancing between us. “Everything okay?”

      “We were just chatting,” I said quickly.

      Sabrina tilted her head. “I was telling Alyssa I’d be happy to help you out if you’ve got a project. I like getting dirty.”

      Mark blinked. Then smiled—carefully. “Appreciate it, but I’ve got it under control.”

      She nodded. “Offer stands.”

      She looked at me again, and this time her smile was slower, more deliberate. “Don’t worry—I know how to keep my hands to myself… unless asked otherwise.”

      My mouth opened. Closed. I had no idea what to say.

      Mark laughed, clearly trying to keep it light, and walked over to the hose to rinse off his hands. I stood there, caught between disbelief and something far more confusing. Because I should’ve been pissed. Or at least annoyed. But watching her flirt with him like that—open, unapologetic, right in front of me—didn’t make me angry.

      It made me hot.

      I could feel it blooming low in my belly, that tight ache I hadn’t expected. It wasn’t just jealousy. It wasn’t just discomfort. It was hunger. And the worst part?

      Sabrina saw it.

      She didn’t say anything else. Just smiled again, then turned and sauntered back to her lounger, hips swaying like a metronome set to tempt.

      Mark looked at me after she was gone. “She’s… something.”

      “Mm-hmm,” I murmured, pretending to focus on the basil again.

      I could still feel the heat of Sabrina’s gaze on my skin, the echo of her voice in my ears. That unbothered confidence. That teasing edge. The way she looked at my husband like he was a snack she might be allowed to taste.

      And for a second, the thought slipped through before I could stop it:

      What if I let her?
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        * * *

      

      A few hours later, she showed up again.

      It was already scorching by late morning, the kind of heat that made everything feel sticky and slow. I had just finished rinsing the patio chairs when I heard Sabrina’s voice again—cheerful, close, and completely uninvited.

      “Hope you don’t mind me dropping by,” she called out as she stepped onto our lawn without hesitation. “Your pool was looking awfully tempting.”

      She was barefoot this time, wearing the same red bikini and an open white button-up that barely reached the curve of her thighs. Her hair was tied up in a messy bun, damp at the ends like she'd been under the hose—or maybe just wanted to look like she had.

      I blinked. “You… want to swim?”

      She grinned. “Only if you’re offering.”

      Technically, I hadn’t. But I also had yet to say no.

      “It’s hot,” I said, stepping aside so she could pass. “Help yourself.”

      Sabrina tossed her towel onto the nearest chair and dropped her shirt without ceremony. Her bikini clung to her like a second skin, thin enough that I could see the darker circles of her nipples through the fabric. She stretched—arms overhead, arching her back, not even pretending not to perform—and then dove straight in.

      She dove in like it was a show and I was the audience.

      I stood there for a second, blinking, before I remembered I was still holding the garden hose. I shut it off and coiled it mechanically, trying not to watch as she surfaced, slick and glistening, water sliding over her curves like it couldn’t wait to get off her.

      She paddled over to the edge and hooked her elbows over the side. “You coming in?”

      I shook my head. “I already swam earlier.”

      “Shame,” she said, letting her head fall back against the edge. “Would’ve liked to see you in a bikini.”

      The air between us tightened. My mouth opened, but before I could think of a clever reply, the sliding door behind me opened—and Mark stepped out.

      Shirtless. Again.

      Because of course he was.

      He had a drink in one hand and a rolled-up blueprint in the other, probably something for his garage project. He paused when he saw Sabrina in the pool. “Oh. Morning.”

      “Afternoon, technically,” she said, eyes raking over him. “I was just borrowing your pool.”

      Mark looked at me, eyebrows raised slightly.

      “She asked,” I said quickly. “I said it was fine.”

      He nodded, setting his drink down on the patio table. “You need anything?”

      Sabrina swam over to the steps and climbed out slowly, water sliding down her body in glistening rivulets. She squeezed her hair out at the nape of her neck, then shook it over one shoulder as she grabbed a towel.

      “You know,” she said, toweling off without any real urgency, “if you ever need help with that garage project, I really am handy.”

      Mark raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? You build?”

      “I tinker,” she said, smoothing her hands over her hips. “And I’m good at obeying orders.” Her gaze slid to me, then back to him.

      He chuckled. “That so?”

      “Mm-hmm.” She stretched again—either habit or strategy, I wasn’t sure—and wrapped her towel loosely around her waist. “Just saying the offer’s there. I like working with my hands.”

      I swallowed.

      Mark glanced at me again, something unreadable in his eyes. “I appreciate it,” he said, his voice light. “But I’ve got it covered.”

      Sabrina didn’t look offended. If anything, she seemed more amused than anything else. She sat on the edge of the lounger and began slowly rubbing lotion onto her legs, watching him with lazy interest.

      “You ever take breaks?” she asked.

      Mark blinked. “I mean, yeah.”

      She gave him a look. “Good. You should. Especially when you’ve got such a nice view waiting for you.”

      It took me a second to realize she meant me.

      My cheeks flushed hot, and I looked away, suddenly very interested in adjusting the pool skimmer that didn’t need adjusting.

      Mark smiled, but it was thinner now. Less sure.

      “Anyway,” Sabrina said, standing again. “Thanks for the water, both of you. I’ll let you get back to… whatever you were doing.”

      She didn’t wait for a reply. Just picked up her shirt, tossed it over her shoulder, and strolled across the lawn like she owned it. Her hips swayed with every step, bare feet quiet on the grass.

      Mark turned to me once she was gone. “Is it me, or is she getting bolder?”

      I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “That’s one word for it.”

      “Did you invite her over?”

      “She invited herself,” I said. “I just didn’t stop her.”

      He nodded slowly. “I’m surprised by that.”

      I paused, not sure how to reply. The way I felt when I saw her talking to Mark… lounging in our pool… licking water from her lips like she wanted him to watch?

      I wasn’t sure what I felt.

      Turned on. Confused. A little reckless.

      “I think,” I said quietly, “I was curious what you’d do.”

      Mark didn’t answer right away. His gaze flicked to mine, and I saw the tension in his jaw—subtle, but there.

      “I thought you were testing me,” he said finally.

      He stepped in, close enough that I felt the heat of him, his hand grazing the small of my back.

      “Were you?”

      I didn’t answer. How could I?

      “Let me know when you figure it out.” He went back inside, leaving the door open behind him.

      I stood there, heart racing, staring across the lawn where Sabrina’s footprints were still pressed into the grass.

      Maybe I had been testing him.

      But now I wasn’t so sure who was testing who.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I hadn’t meant to spy.

      I’d gone looking for the broom. That was it. The garage door was open, and I figured Mark might’ve left it in there after clearing the patio. But the second I stepped into the shade of the side yard, I heard her laugh.

      Sabrina.

      Soft. Throaty. Close.

      I froze at the corner of the house, heart already thudding. I told myself not to be ridiculous, not to creep like some jealous teenager, but then I heard his low and amused voice. Not nervous. Not pushing her away.

      And I couldn’t help it.

      I moved closer.

      The garage door was halfway open, casting a wedge of sunlight across the floor. They were standing inside just a few feet apart. Mark had a drill in one hand and that unfinished shelf in front of him, but he wasn’t working.

      Sabrina was facing him, one hand resting lightly on his forearm. She was wearing a different outfit now—tight black bike shorts and a cropped white tank, no bra. Her hair was loose, a little damp still from her swim in our pool. She looked casual. Comfortable. Like this wasn’t the first time she’d touched him.

      He didn’t pull away.

      That’s what made my stomach flip. He didn’t step back. He didn’t glance around like he was guilty. He just stood there, holding the drill, looking down at her hand on his arm like he didn’t know what to do with it.

      Or maybe like he didn’t want to move.

      Sabrina leaned in slightly, her voice low enough that I couldn’t make out the words—but the tone said enough. Intimate. Teasing. Like a dare. Mark said something back, and she laughed again, trailing her fingers down his wrist, just shy of holding his hand.

      I should’ve stepped in.

      I should’ve said something—cleared my throat, made some excuse, done anything to remind them they weren’t alone.

      But I didn’t.

      I watched.

      Hidden in the shadow of the side wall, I stood there with my pulse thudding in my ears, skin prickling with heat. Not from anger, and not from jealousy.

      But from need running deeper and hotter.

      Sabrina’s fingers paused, curled lightly around his wrist, and for a second I thought she was going to pull him closer. But then she looked toward the garage door and her eyes met mine.

      I sucked in a breath.

      She didn’t startle. Didn’t flinch. She just… held my gaze.

      And then she smiled.

      Not apologetically. Not like she was caught.

      Like she knew I wanted this. Even before I did.

      Mark hadn’t seen me yet. His head was turned slightly, still half-focused on her, oblivious to the current snapping between us like live wire. Sabrina didn’t say anything, and she didn’t let go of him. She just smiled at me like we were sharing something. Like I was in on it now.

      Like she wanted me to keep watching.

      I stepped back, breath caught in my throat, heart hammering. My legs felt shaky as I turned and headed inside quickly, not trusting myself to stay out there a second longer.

      In the kitchen, I gripped the edge of the counter and closed my eyes.

      What the hell was I doing?

      What kind of wife sees that and doesn’t put a stop to it?

      But I hadn’t been angry. I’d been aroused.

      That’s what scared me.

      Because I could still see it in my mind—Sabrina’s hand on Mark’s forearm, his gaze lingering on her chest, the almost-kiss of it all. The moment they hadn’t crossed a line, but could have. Should have. And the way Sabrina had looked at me—like I wasn’t a threat. Like I wasn’t a rival.

      Like I was hers, too.
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t say anything that night.

      Mark made dinner like nothing happened—grilled tofu, rice, sliced avocado on the side. He asked if I wanted sesame seeds on mine. I nodded. Said thanks. Ate half my plate without tasting any of it.

      He didn’t act like a man who’d just been caught with another woman’s hand on him. Granted, it wasn’t like they kissed. Still, he simply laughed at a dumb video we watched over dinner, kissed my shoulder as he rinsed the dishes. He didn’t bring up Sabrina.

      And I didn’t either.

      Not until we were getting into bed.

      The lights were off. The fan was humming. He was stretched out beside me in nothing but boxers, still warm from the shower. I lay on my side, facing away from him, staring at the wall, blanket bunched at my waist. My heart had been beating weirdly all day. Not panicked—just tight. Like something needed to be said or it was going to choke me.

      I took a breath and said it.

      “I saw you with her.”

      There was a pause—maybe a second, maybe longer. Then the sheets rustled.

      “Sabrina?” he asked.

      “In the garage.”

      He didn’t say anything for a beat. “Nothing happened.”

      “She touched you.”

      “She touches everyone.”

      “That wasn’t casual,” I said, finally rolling onto my back. “That was… flirty. Intimate.”

      He sighed, rubbing a hand over his chest. “I didn’t do anything.”

      “I know.”

      “She leaned in. I didn’t let it go further.”

      “I know that too.”

      Another silence stretched between us. He shifted onto his side, facing me in the dark. “Are you mad?”

      I thought about it.

      “I thought I would be.”

      “What does that mean?”

      I exhaled slowly. “Now I’m confused.”

      His hand found my hip under the sheet, fingers warm, careful. “Tell me what’s bothering you.”

      “I should’ve walked in,” I said, my voice quieter now. “Said something. But I didn’t. I stood there. I watched you. And I…” I swallowed. “I couldn’t stop watching.”

      His thumb stroked along the curve of my hip. Gentle. Grounding. “Because you didn’t trust me?”

      “No,” I said quickly. “Not that. I trust you. That’s not the problem.”

      “Then what is?”

      I stared at the ceiling, pulse thick in my throat. “I think I was curious.”

      He didn’t move. “Curious how far I’d go?”

      “No.” I turned to look at him. “Curious what it would look like. If you… if she…”

      Mark’s brows furrowed slightly, even in the dark. “You wanted to see me go further with her?”

      I felt heat crawl up my neck. “I don’t know. Maybe. Something about it just—”

      “Turned you on?”

      My breath hitched.

      His voice was soft, but certain. “I could feel it. After she left. You were different.”

      I looked at him then, really looked. His eyes were wide open, watching me like he was afraid to breathe too hard. Like he didn’t want to scare whatever this was away.

      “I didn’t plan it,” I whispered. “I didn’t even know I could feel that way. But she touches you and doesn’t care that I’m there. And you…” My voice caught. “You liked it.”

      He didn’t deny it.

      “Do you want her?” I asked.

      His jaw tightened, then relaxed. “I mean… she’s sexy. That’s obvious. But I love you. I wouldn’t do anything without you.”

      That shouldn’t have made me throb between my thighs, but it did.

      The idea that he wanted her. That he could have her. But that he’d still want me.

      “Even if I told you I liked watching?”

      Mark’s hand slid higher, resting just below my ribs. “Are you telling me that?”

      I didn’t answer right away. I just reached for his hand and pulled it to my chest, pressing it over my breast.

      It was pounding.

      “I don’t know what I’m saying,” I whispered. “Except that I can’t stop thinking about it.”

      He kissed my shoulder again, slower this time. Then my collarbone. His lips warm, patient.

      “You’re allowed to want new things,” he said softly.

      I turned toward him, our foreheads nearly touching now.

      “I want to see you fuck someone else,” I said before I could think twice. “I want to see what you’d do with her. How far she’d go. How far you’d let her.”

      His breath caught.

      “And I want to be there,” I added, softer now. “Not pushed aside. Not ignored. I want to be in the room.”

      Mark made a sound—half exhale, half groan—and then he was on top of me, kissing me like something in him had just broken loose. Like I’d just given him permission to imagine all the things he’d been holding back.

      His mouth crushed against mine, all heat and urgency, his hands sliding under my shirt like he couldn’t get to my skin fast enough. When he touched me, it wasn’t careful. It was hungry. His palms skimmed over my ribs, cupped my breasts through the thin cotton, thumbs brushing my nipples until I gasped into his mouth.

      “Say it again,” he murmured, lips at my jaw, my throat, my collarbone. “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want to see you lose control,” I breathed. “With her. With me watching. I want to know what you’d do if I told you it was okay.”

      He growled—growled—and dragged my shirt up and off, tossing it aside before taking one nipple into his mouth. I arched beneath him, fingers fisting in his hair, my thighs parting without thought. Everything inside me was liquid heat now, thick and rising. I’d never seen him like this—wild, almost rough, but still so attuned to my body it made my heart ache.

      “You’d watch?” he asked, voice hoarse as he kissed his way down my stomach, slow and deliberate.

      “Yes,” I whispered. “I’d watch every second. I’d tell you what to do to her.”

      His fingers slid under the waistband of my panties, pulling them down in one smooth motion. He kissed the inside of my thigh, then again higher, grazing his teeth just enough to make me jolt. His mouth hovered where I needed it most, his breath hot.

      “And while I was fucking her…” he said, his voice almost broken now, “you’d be wet like this?”

      I nodded, breath shuddering. “Worse. I’d be dripping.”

      His tongue moved over me in slow, devastating strokes, and my hips rose to meet him. I moaned—louder than I meant to—and he didn’t stop. Didn’t hold back. His tongue flicked, circled, pressed, until my legs trembled and I had to grab the sheets just to keep from flying apart.

      “Mark—”

      He crawled back up my body, mouth slick, eyes dark. He kissed me hard, like he wanted me to taste myself on his lips. Then he reached down and pushed his boxers off, his cock hot and thick against my thigh.

      “You’d sit in the corner,” he said, grinding against me. “You’d touch yourself while you watched me fuck her.”

      “Yes,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him. “But only if you looked at me while you did it.”

      He groaned again and thrust into me all at once—deep, slow, filling me completely. I cried out, grabbing his shoulders as he started to move, each stroke hitting something raw and perfect inside me.

      We didn’t talk after that. We just moved—hard and slow, then fast and desperate, every thrust a release of everything we’d both been afraid to say. My nails scraped his back. His fingers dug into my hips. And when I came, it wasn’t quiet. It ripped through me with a heat I hadn’t felt in years.

      Mark followed seconds later, holding me tight, panting against my neck like he couldn’t let go even if he wanted to.

      After, we lay tangled in sweat and sheets, too spent to speak, too wired to sleep.

      And even then, in the afterglow, my mind drifted back to her.

      To what it would look like.

      To what it would feel like.

      To the heat in his eyes if I said yes.
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        * * *

      

      It started with stretching.

      I was on the patio folding towels again—because apparently that’s all I do now—when I saw her. Sabrina. At the edge of her lawn, again. This time in a tight gray sports bra and matching shorts, yoga mat rolled out on the grass.

      She caught me looking and waved. “You want to join me?” she called. “It’s nothing fancy. Just trying to undo all the crap I did to my spine in my twenties.”

      I laughed, more surprised than anything. “I’ll pass.”

      “Come on. I won’t bite. Unless your husband asks me to.”

      That last part was said with a wink. I pretended to roll my eyes, but my stomach fluttered. How could she be so bold unless she knew I wanted something more?

      She lowered herself into a lunge, hands behind her head, breasts pushed up and forward with no shame whatsoever. I turned away before I could stare too long.

      But I didn’t go back inside.

      I told myself I was keeping an eye on her. For Mark’s sake.

      For my sake.

      Ten minutes later, Mark stepped out of the garage, wiping his hands on a rag. The moment he spotted her, he froze.

      “Jesus,” he muttered.

      “Stretching, apparently,” I said without looking up.

      He stood next to me, watching her move through a slow series of poses. Bent over. Arching. Showing off, whether she admitted it or not.

      “You think she’s doing this on purpose?” he asked.

      “She’s definitely not doing it on accident.”

      Sabrina turned her head and caught us both staring. She smiled—openly this time—and motioned for Mark to come over.

      “I’m good,” he called, but she was already walking toward us, mat tucked under one arm, still glistening with sweat from the sun.

      She stopped a few feet from where we stood and dropped her mat. “You two always watch, but you never join.”

      Mark looked at me. I said nothing.

      Sabrina raised an eyebrow. “You sure you don’t want a demonstration?”

      Mark gave her a look. “Of what?”

      Without asking, she stepped behind him and placed her hands on his shoulders. “Here,” she said smoothly, “sink into your heels.”

      He did.

      She lowered into a squat behind him, aligning their bodies like she’d done this before. Her hands slid down his arms. “Now chest up—yes, like that.”

      From where I stood, I had a clear view of her pressed flush against his back. Her breasts were practically molded to him. And Mark wasn’t stopping her. He was letting her touch him. Guide him. Flirt.

      Right in front of me.

      She leaned in close to his ear. “You're a natural.”

      I cleared my throat—not angry, not warning. Just enough to remind them I was still there.

      Sabrina glanced at me over Mark’s shoulder. “I hope I’m not overstepping.”

      I shrugged, even though I felt like my heart was trying to escape my chest. “You’re fine.”

      Her eyes searched mine like she didn’t quite believe me.

      “I know what this looks like,” she said quietly. “And I don’t want to make things weird between you two.”

      Mark stepped out of the pose and turned to face her. “You’re very… forward.”

      She grinned. “It’s part of my charm.” Then she turned back to me. “Seriously, though. If this is making you uncomfortable, say the word.”

      I didn’t say it.

      Instead, I asked, “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to seduce my husband.”

      Sabrina tilted her head. “What if I am?”

      “Then I’d ask if you want me too.”

      That wiped the smirk off her face—just for a second. Then her mouth curved into something slower. Deeper.

      “I think you already know the answer to that.”

      Mark looked between us like he wasn’t sure if he was in trouble or being handed a fantasy.

      “I’m not trying to steal anyone,” Sabrina said. “But I’m also not blind. You’re both hot. You’ve got chemistry, and… sometimes I like stepping into the heat.”

      Mark stood there in silence, his eyes locked on mine, waiting for a cue.

      I gave none.

      Sabrina stepped back, but her energy didn’t falter. “Just something to think about,” she said. “You know where to find me.”

      Then she picked up her mat, tossed me a final look I felt between my legs, and strolled back toward her house—barefoot, glowing, not bothering to look back.

      Mark turned to me. “You okay?”

      I nodded. “I think so.”

      “We really let that happen.”

      “I know.”

      He waited a beat. “And you liked it?”

      I exhaled slowly. “More than I should.” Then I added, “If she flirts again, I want to see how far you’d go.”
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        * * *

      

      It was my idea.

      I told him to invite her over. Casual. No pressure. Just a normal afternoon. No locked doors, no secrets. And no pretending it was anything but what it was.

      Mark didn’t ask questions. He just looked at me like he was trying to read between the lines. But there weren’t any. Not this time.

      “Are you sure?” he’d asked.

      “Yes,” I said. “I want to watch.”

      So we cleaned the patio. Put on music. Set out a pitcher of ice water like we were hosting a book club instead of… whatever this was about to be.

      When Sabrina arrived, she wore denim shorts, a black bikini top, and a smile like she already knew she was walking into something more than a pool visit.

      “Cute setup,” she said, stepping through the side gate. “Almost like you were expecting me.”

      Mark gave her a look. “We were.”

      She raised a brow, glancing at me. “Oh?”

      I met her gaze. “Have a seat.”

      She did. Slowly. Carefully. Like she was checking for traps.

      I sat across from her. Mark stood between us, leaning on the railing, arms crossed. His jaw was tight.

      I could feel my pulse in my wrists.

      “You said,” I began, “that you like stepping into the heat.”

      Sabrina nodded, her expression calm. “Still true.”

      “And you said you weren’t trying to steal anyone.”

      “Also true.”

      I took a breath. “So what if I said I wanted to watch you with my husband?”

      That made her pause. Not out of hesitation—more like she was savoring the words. Like she was tasting them before she swallowed.

      Then she smiled. “I’d say... tell me where to start.”

      Mark’s throat bobbed as he swallowed. His hands flexed at his sides. I saw the shift in him—the flicker of raw, barely restrained want. Not for her alone.

      For me, letting him.

      I stood. “Come inside.”

      No one said anything as we walked through the sliding glass door.

      The house felt too quiet. Too clean. I led them to the living room, where the curtains were still open and the afternoon sun poured across the hardwood floors. I took a seat on the couch.

      Neither of them moved at first.

      Sabrina looked at me. “You’re sure?”

      “I’m sure.”

      She turned to Mark. “And you?”

      His voice was low. “If she wants this... yes.”

      There was a pause—a beat of breathless silence.

      Then Sabrina stepped forward and kissed him.

      It wasn’t soft.

      It was slow and deliberate, her fingers curling around the back of his neck, her body pressing into his as she tilted her head and deepened the kiss. I could hear it—the slide of their mouths, the sharp inhale Mark made when she flicked her tongue against his.

      I didn’t move. Didn’t interrupt.

      I just watched.

      My legs pressed together, the ache already building. My heart was racing, but I wasn’t panicking. I wasn’t jealous.

      I was lit up.

      Mark's hands landed on her hips. Hesitant at first. Then firmer. He pulled her closer, kissed her harder. I saw the way her body responded—the way she arched, the way her hands slid down his chest.

      I shifted on the couch.

      She broke the kiss first, breathless, flushed. “Still okay?”

      “Yes,” I said. My voice came out low, uneven.

      She turned to Mark. “It’s hot having your wife watch us.”

      Mark looked at me then. Really looked. Like he was seeing me differently now—like I was more than just allowing this.

      Like I was the reason it was happening.

      “Touch her,” I said.

      He did.

      He reached up and cupped Sabrina’s breast through her bikini top. She moaned, biting her lip, eyes fluttering closed.

      I leaned back into the couch, my hand sliding between my thighs, slow and cautious, like I was the intruder now.

      But I wasn’t.

      This was my show.

      And they were just getting started.

      Sabrina’s breath hitched when Mark slid his hand beneath the thin triangle of her bikini top, his thumb brushing over her nipple in a way that made her gasp and lean into him. Her hips shifted, her body already tuned to him, like this wasn’t the first time they’d touched.

      But it was.

      I watched every second.

      Mark looked dazed—his mouth parted, his other hand sliding down her back, slow and hungry at once. She kissed him again, slower this time, deeper, curling her fingers into his hair.

      I was still on the couch, legs parted, one hand between my thighs, the other gripping the edge of the cushion. I hadn’t even meant to touch myself. I just... needed to. Watching them like this wasn’t just arousing—it was electric. It made me feel more alive than I had in years.

      Sabrina turned her head slightly and looked at me. She was breathing hard, lips swollen, eyes dark.

      “Do you want me to stop?” she asked.

      My voice came out hoarse. “No.”

      She took Mark’s hand and pulled it lower, sliding it under the waistband of her shorts. He let out a sound I’d never heard from him before—half growl, half groan—and started stroking her in slow, deliberate circles.

      I watched her mouth fall open, her body rocking against his fingers.

      Mark’s gaze met mine.

      I expected guilt. Hesitation. But all I saw was heat—and something close to reverence.

      “This turns you on, doesn’t it? Seeing me touch her.”

      It did. I was flushed and panting and trembling on the couch, watching him touch another woman like he was being given the most dangerous, intimate gift.

      Sabrina moaned again, her head dropping to Mark’s shoulder. He whispered something in her ear and she laughed softly, then looked at me again.

      “You’re really just going to sit there?”

      “I—” I licked my lips. “I said I wanted to watch.”

      “You’re close enough to touch us. What’s stopping you?”

      She walked toward me without warning, hips swaying, cheeks still flushed from Mark’s touch. She stopped right in front of me, standing between my open knees. Then she reached down and took my hand—the one between my thighs—and brought it to her mouth.

      She kissed my knuckles. Then my wrist. Then higher.

      My whole body tensed.

      She pushed my shorts aside, but didn’t touch where I was dripping. Not yet. She was taking her time—and it made me crazy. “I think,” she whispered, “you want to do more than watch.”

      Mark was still standing a few feet behind her, his chest rising and falling like he’d just run a mile. He didn’t say anything. Didn’t move. Just waited.

      Letting me choose.

      I curled my fingers into Sabrina’s waistband and tugged her down gently. She knelt between my legs, hands on my thighs, face tilted up like she was waiting for permission.

      “I’ve never—” I began.

      She smiled. “That’s okay. I have.”

      Her lips brushed my inner thigh, light and teasing, and my head dropped back with a moan. Her mouth was warm, soft, careful but confident, kissing a path up the inside of my leg while her fingers found the edge of my panties and slid them gently to the side.

      I gasped when her tongue touched me—slow and deliberate, like she wasn’t in any hurry to get anywhere. She licked me like she was savoring every reaction, every tremble, every breathless sound I made.

      I reached for Mark without thinking. He came instantly, kneeling beside me, kissing my neck, my shoulder, his hands everywhere.

      “I can’t believe I’m watching this,” he whispered. “You’re so fucking hot.”

      Sabrina hummed against me, sending vibrations straight through my core. I moaned louder, my legs tightening around her shoulders.

      Mark pulled one of my breasts free from my top, his mouth finding my nipple, tongue circling it until my back arched. My body was on fire, surrounded, worshipped, undone.

      It didn’t take long.

      The orgasm hit fast—hard—rolling through me in hot, rhythmic waves that left me breathless and half-wild, my fingers tangled in Sabrina’s hair, Mark’s name on my lips.

      When it passed, I collapsed back against the couch, trembling.

      Sabrina pulled back slowly, licking her lips. She looked at Mark, then at me.

      “Still want to just watch?”

      I laughed—hoarse and ruined.

      “No,” I said. “Not anymore.”

      I was still catching my breath when Sabrina leaned up between my thighs, lips slick, cheeks flushed, and gave me a smile that made my stomach clench all over again.

      “You taste like you’ve been waiting a long time for that,” she whispered.

      I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My body was still trembling, nerves fired raw, the couch beneath me damp from my skin and hers. My legs felt useless. My lungs, too.

      Mark knelt beside me, brushing damp hair from my forehead. “You okay?”

      I nodded. Slowly. “More than.”

      He smiled, but there was still that look in his eyes—restraint. Like he wasn’t sure what came next.

      I reached out, fingers curling around his wrist, tugging him closer. “You’ve been watching, too.”

      His gaze dropped to my mouth. “Hard not to.”

      I looked at Sabrina, then back at him. “Keep going.”

      Mark didn’t hesitate.

      He turned to her, cupped her face in both hands, and kissed her.

      Not like before. This was deeper. Dirtier. All heat and hunger. She moaned into his mouth and pressed her body against him, her hands already tugging at his waistband. He lifted his shirt over his head, revealing a chest I knew well but suddenly wanted to see through her eyes.

      I sat up, watching as he undressed her—slid her sports bra up and over, baring her breasts. His mouth dropped to one immediately, sucking, licking, and she arched like she’d been waiting for it since the moment she walked through the gate.

      I slipped out of my top, bare now between them, the heat rising in my chest again.

      Sabrina caught my eye as Mark’s hands slid down her sides. “You’re still in charge here,” she said, breathless. “Just say the word.”

      I stood and stepped behind her, pressing my body to her back, kissing the curve of her shoulder as I reached around and cupped one of her breasts. She gasped, head tipping back against me, and I felt her body tremble.

      Mark watched us—eyes dark, cock straining in his jeans.

      “Take them off,” I told him.

      He did, fast, and when he stepped forward, his length hanging thick and hard, I saw her reach for him.

      “Wait,” I said.

      They both froze. My fingers grazed Sabrina’s waist, teasing just above the band of her shorts. “I want to see you come undone first.”

      Sabrina looked over her shoulder. “And you want to help?”

      I smiled. “Yes.”

      Together, we lowered her shorts and panties in one smooth motion, exposing her completely. Mark sat on the couch—my seat—watching us, fisting his cock slowly as we lowered her to the rug in front of him.

      I knelt beside her and kissed her. Just once. Soft and certain.

      Then I spread her legs and began to touch her, fingers slow, mouth grazing the inside of her thigh. She moaned, reached for my hand, clutched it like she needed something to hold onto as I found her rhythm and circled her clit.

      “Fuck,” she whimpered. “That’s so—yes, right there.”

      Mark knelt beside us, stroking himself harder now, eyes locked on the way Sabrina writhed under my hands.

      “You’ve got her so wet,” he murmured. “I want to taste you both.”

      “Then come here,” I said.

      We kissed her together—him at her breasts, me between her thighs—and I felt her come apart with both our mouths on her, moaning like she’d forgotten which one of us to beg for.

      She came hard. Shaking. Gasping. And I felt proud of it—powerful in a way I hadn’t expected.

      And then she turned to me, kissed me again—tongue slick, hungry, grateful—and whispered, “Now it’s your turn to watch.”

      She pulled Mark toward her, guiding him into her body with a hiss of pleasure, and for a moment, I felt something twist in my chest.

      But it wasn’t jealousy.

      It was heat. Pure, molten heat.

      He moved slowly at first, like he thought I might stop him. Like he needed my blessing.

      I gave it with a nod—and didn’t look away.

      They moved together, tangled and slick, bodies joining right there on our living room rug, and I touched myself shamelessly as I watched, knowing they were putting on a show just for me.

      Mark looked at me as he fucked her. His hand reached for mine.

      “You still with me?” he asked, panting.

      I smiled. “I’m the one who let her in, remember?”

      And when I came again—watching him buried inside her, Sabrina moaning my name this time—it was sharper. Hotter. A surrender I’d chosen.

      We didn’t speak for a while after.

      Mark was sprawled on the rug, chest rising and falling, one arm thrown across his forehead. Sabrina lay next to him, her hand lazily tracing circles over his stomach, a small, satisfied smile playing at her lips. Her hair was a mess. My inner thighs were sticky. The whole room smelled like sweat and sex and summer air.

      I sat on the edge of the couch—bare, spent, glowing.

      I should have felt exposed.

      Instead, I felt invincible.

      Mark turned his head toward me, eyes soft. “You okay?”

      I nodded. “I’m amazing.”

      Sabrina rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. “So,” she said, voice still husky. “That a one-time thing, or are we just getting started?”

      I didn’t answer right away.

      Because I was looking at Mark. And then at her. And then at myself—this version of me I hadn’t known was hiding under all the quiet restraint and folded towels and neighborly smiles.

      I reached for my water, took a slow sip, and smiled.

      “Let’s just say... I’m not done watching.”

      Sabrina grinned.

      Mark laughed.

      And I leaned back into the cushions, heat still pulsing low in my belly, already wondering how far I might let them go next time.
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      The little bell above the door jingled, and Claire looked up from the register just as a shaft of late-afternoon sunlight struck the glass, catching the gleam of Ivy’s black hair. She stepped inside like she owned the place—or at least like she’d already imagined it from every angle. Tattoos curled up from beneath the rolled sleeves of a fitted powder-blue polo, and her dark jeans clung low on her hips, a silver belt buckle catching the light. A half-smirk played on her lips as she glanced around, like she was already plotting a little mischief.

      Claire didn’t mind mischief. Not the kind that looked like that.

      “You must be Ivy,” Claire said, sliding the glass panel closed on the milkshake machine. She wiped her hands on a towel and offered a smile that didn’t give too much away. “Right on time.”

      “Wouldn’t dream of being late,” Ivy replied, stepping further into the glow of the shop. Her voice was low and smooth, tinged with a lazy drawl that made Claire’s spine straighten. “This place is adorable.”

      Claire smiled, but didn’t bother with a thank-you. She wasn’t in the habit of swooning over compliments—especially ones that came wrapped in flirtation. Not unless she wanted to. And today, maybe she did.

      “It’s called Sugar Baby,” she said, nodding toward the hand-painted logo behind the counter—a cherry-topped sundae nestled in swooping vintage script. “My husband and I opened it two years ago. Think retro charm meets sweet indulgence. Heavy on the indulgence.”

      Ivy’s gaze moved slowly through the space, taking in the rows of chrome-legged stools, the pink-and-white checkered floor, and the chalkboard wall where specials were scrawled in playful, curling chalk: Sin-a-Bun Swirl, Chocolate Orgasm, Peach Please. She gave a soft, amused laugh. “I like indulgent.”

      Claire caught the glint in Ivy’s eye just as Marcus pushed through the swinging door from the back, towel in hand. He moved with quiet confidence, tall and broad-shouldered in a snug navy tee that clung just enough to suggest muscle without flaunting it. Ivy’s attention shifted the second she saw him—subtle but unmistakable.

      Claire watched it all—the blink, the tilt of Ivy’s hips, the way her fingers tucked a loose strand of hair behind one ear. Not nervous. Just… deliberate. And Marcus, dear Marcus, tried not to look, but Claire saw it anyway. The slight hesitation in his step, the way his jaw flexed before he offered a practiced, too-neutral smile.

      “Marcus, this is Ivy,” Claire said smoothly, letting her tone remain light. “She’s here about the counter position.”

      Marcus extended a hand across the glass. “Nice to meet you.”

      “Pleasure’s mine,” Ivy replied, taking his hand. She held it for just a second longer than etiquette required, nails short and painted matte plum. Claire found herself wondering how they'd feel if they brushed her own skin—dragged, maybe, across the slope of her thigh. She blinked the thought away before it settled.

      The next few minutes were all shop talk. Claire explained the role—scooping ice cream, handling the register, prepping for the after-school rush that hit like a sugar-craving tidal wave every weekday at three. Ivy listened closely, weight shifting onto one leg, toe of her boot tapping lightly against the tile as if her body couldn’t quite stay still. She asked smart questions, offered a few dry jokes that made Marcus chuckle. Claire noticed the way his shoulders relaxed—how the line of tension along his back softened just slightly. Ivy had that effect. She knew it, too.

      “So,” Ivy said, glancing between them, “how does this usually go? A trial shift, or…?”

      Claire leaned against the counter, folding her arms beneath her chest. She let a beat pass—just long enough to hold the moment in suspense—then said, “You’re hired.”

      Ivy blinked. “Just like that?”

      “You’ll need to fill out the paperwork,” Claire said, the corner of her mouth lifting. “But yes. Just like that.”

      Ivy’s brows rose, her grin widening into something playful. “Guess I made a good first impression.”

      “You did,” Claire said. And this time, she let her gaze linger—long enough to leave no doubt she wasn’t just talking about Ivy’s résumé. “Start tomorrow at noon. Aprons are in the back. No perfume.”

      Ivy gave a short laugh, a hint of pink rising in her cheeks. Claire didn’t miss that either.

      As Ivy turned to go, Marcus ducked behind the counter, pretending to double-check the restock clipboard—but his eyes followed her out the door, just a beat too long to be subtle.

      Claire didn’t comment. Not yet. She simply watched Ivy’s hips sway toward the exit, watched the curve of her smirk just before the bell above the door chimed again.

      Yes, Claire thought, a slow, indulgent warmth spreading through her as the door swung closed.

      She was going to be their favorite flavor.
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        * * *

      

      The afternoon sun filtered through the pink-striped awnings of Sugar Baby, casting gentle shadows across the cool marble countertop and tinting the room in a warm, rosy glow. Outside, the sky had that early-spring sharpness—bright but still brisk—but inside the shop, everything was sticky sweet and humming with life.

      Midweek brought the usual rhythm: kids from the local middle school clustered in groups, loitering with cones dripping down their wrists, a pair of college girls sharing a sundae in the corner booth, and a delivery guy leaning a little too far over the counter to flirt with the cashier. The air buzzed with laughter, the churn of the milkshake machine, the sizzle of the waffle iron heating up in the back.

      But Claire’s attention wasn’t on any of it.

      Her gaze was fixed on Ivy.

      It was only her first shift, and already she moved through the space like she’d been born behind a counter—fluid, alert, always just where she needed to be. She had a way of standing that was effortlessly confident, like the room adjusted itself around her. Ivy knew how to flash a smile just at the right moment, how to lean in a little too close when she asked a customer if they wanted an extra topping. She was quick with orders, quicker with charm.

      Her hair was pulled up today, the dark strands twisted into something messy and deliberate, with loose wisps curling against her neck. Claire noticed the way those fine tendrils clung to the soft skin just beneath Ivy’s ear when she moved past the waffle iron’s heat vent. Noticed, too, how Ivy didn’t seem to mind being watched.

      And Marcus noticed, too.

      Claire sat on a stool at the far end of the counter, a spoon in her hand and a clipboard beside her, but she wasn't reading. She was watching—her husband, her new hire, the subtle gravity between them. Ivy passed a banana split over the counter to a grinning ten-year-old, then turned toward Marcus with an easy, knowing laugh. He’d just made some throwaway joke about rainbow sprinkles being addictive—classic dad humor—but Ivy giggled anyway, and as she passed behind him, her fingers brushed lightly along his arm.

      Just a touch. Brief enough to play off as accidental, but intentional in every way that mattered.

      Marcus dropped the scoop he was holding.

      Claire smiled to herself, biting back a laugh.

      She knew that look on his face. The way his eyebrows knit together like he was trying to stay composed, the slight rasp in his voice when he spoke to someone he found distracting. Marcus was steady—solid, even—but his tells were small and impossible to miss when you knew him. And Claire knew him better than anyone.

      He was trying to be professional. Trying not to notice. But Ivy? Ivy wasn’t making it easy.

      She moved like a cat, confident and quiet, circling just close enough to radiate heat. Never long enough to be inappropriate, never sloppy or obvious. Claire admired her for that. There was a skill to it—a careful kind of seduction that came from knowing your effect on people and choosing exactly when to wield it.

      Ivy wasn’t stealing glances. She was collecting reactions.

      And Claire, unexpectedly, didn’t mind being part of the collection.

      Later, after the sugar rush and noise had faded, the shop fell into silence. Marcus flipped the sign on the front door to CLOSED while Claire counted out the drawer, the crisp bills soft between her fingers. Ivy had left half an hour earlier, hips swaying in that same easy rhythm, her voice trailing after her like the ghost of a dare.

      They hadn’t spoken about it—not in the car, not as they carried in the takeout boxes for dinner or passed each other in the hallway. But Claire could feel the charge under Marcus’s silence, the unspoken question pressed between his shoulder blades like static. His throat flexed too often. His eyes lingered when they didn’t need to. She saw the way he kept fidgeting with the drawstring on his sweatpants like his fingers didn’t know what else to do.

      It wasn’t until they were in bed, the sheets drawn up and the room washed in soft lamplight, that she said anything. Marcus lay beside her, scrolling absently through his phone, the screen casting pale blue over his face. But his jaw was tight, locked like he was holding something back. Trying to be good.

      Claire turned to him, slid her hand across his chest, her palm resting over the steady thrum of his heart. “She’s cute, isn’t she?”

      His thumb froze mid-scroll. She felt the pause ripple through his body.

      “Ivy,” she added, her voice quiet, almost amused. “You were trying so hard not to look, baby.”

      Marcus hesitated, then sighed. “She’s… yeah. She’s cute.”

      Claire smirked in the dark. “She knows it, too. You dropped things every time she brushed past you.”

      “That was just—”

      “You never drop things.” She shifted onto her elbow, watching the curve of his mouth in the low light. “Don’t worry. I’m not jealous.”

      He turned his head toward her, eyes searching. “You’re not?”

      “Not even a little.” She leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth, slow and deliberate. “She can flirt all she wants. I know exactly where you end up every night.”

      He swallowed, the movement visible in his throat. “Still…”

      Claire didn’t wait for him to finish. She straddled his hips in one smooth motion, her sleep shirt sliding up her thighs as she settled over him, bare beneath the cotton. The warmth of his body met hers instantly, and she felt the way his breath hitched when her skin brushed his.

      His hands found her waist without hesitation—strong, steady, reverent. Anchoring her like he always did, even when he wasn’t sure where they were headed.

      “Maybe we’ll keep her,” she murmured, her voice like velvet over steel.

      “Claire…”

      “She’s smart. Pretty. Clearly into you.” Her hips rolled once, slow and deliberate, grinding against the hard line growing beneath the fabric of his boxers. “But I don’t think you’re the only one she’s looking at.”

      Marcus stared up at her, stunned and aroused, his lips parted but speechless.

      Claire leaned down, letting her body press into his, the swell of her breasts grazing his chest. Her lips brushed his ear, and her whisper was a secret drawn out just for him. “Let’s just see how sweet she really is.”

      She kissed him before he could answer, deep and slow and full of the tension that had been simmering all day. Her tongue swept into his mouth, unhurried, claiming. He groaned into her, hips lifting instinctively as her movements grew more deliberate—grinding down, coaxing friction, letting him feel the heat of her.

      When she pulled back, her eyes glittered in the dim light.

      “Tell me,” she murmured, breath warm against his lips. “Did you imagine it today? When she leaned close? When she touched you?”

      Marcus swallowed hard, his hands tightening on her hips. “Claire…”

      “I want to know,” she pressed, shifting her weight to slide herself along his length again, her slick heat soaking through the thin cotton between them. “Did you think about her?”

      His jaw clenched. Then, finally, he nodded.

      “Yes.”

      Claire’s smile was slow and dangerous. She reached between them, tugging his waistband down just enough to free him, her palm wrapping around him with practiced ease.

      “Good,” she whispered. “Because I did, too.”

      She guided him to her entrance but didn’t take him inside—not yet. Instead, she moved just enough to let him feel her drag against him, slick and tempting. Marcus groaned, hips jerking up, but Claire pinned him with nothing but a look.

      “Don’t rush,” she said. “This is just the warm-up.”

      She rocked slowly, letting the tip of him glide along her folds, teasing them both. Her eyes never left his. “I want you to think about it. Her mouth. Her hands. The way she looked at you while she licked that spoon.”

      Marcus exhaled like he’d been holding his breath all day. “Claire…”

      She leaned forward again, kissing him, her voice breaking into a whisper against his mouth.

      “Think about watching. While she rides you.”

      And then she sank down onto him—inch by inch—until he was fully inside her, the stretch slow and perfect and almost too much to bear.

      Marcus gasped. His hands flew to her thighs, gripping her as if he’d fall without her.

      Claire rolled her hips, smooth and rhythmic, already breathless herself. Her head tipped back as she moaned low in her throat, not holding back.

      “I want her,” she said, voice thick with heat. “But right now… you’re mine.”

      And she moved. Slowly at first, drawing it out—making him feel everything. Letting herself feel everything. And beneath the sound of their skin and the soft groans they tried not to let echo too loudly through the house, there was still Ivy—her name unspoken, her presence ghosting the edges of their desire, making every thrust sharper, every kiss deeper.

      They came together, breathless and tangled, Claire collapsing against his chest with a satisfied sigh.
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        * * *

      

      The afternoon lull had set in—that rare, hushed moment between the morning rush and the after-school sugar-seekers when the air inside Sugar Baby seemed to stretch and sigh. The front windows were cracked open just enough to let in a whisper of breeze, warm with early spring. It carried the scent of blooming jasmine from the sidewalk planters and mixed with the richer, headier aromas of caramel drizzle, chocolate shavings, and fresh waffle cones still warm from the iron.

      Ivy leaned lazily against the counter, her hips angled just slightly, elbows bare beneath the cuffed sleeves of her pale pink apron. The light caught the shimmer of her hair where it had come loose from its tie, soft wisps curling against the hollow of her neck. Her eyes followed Claire’s hands as she set down three small tasting spoons on a napkin-lined tray between them.

      “Alright,” Claire said, cocking a brow and tilting her head in subtle challenge. “You said you wanted to learn the seasonal flavors? We’re starting with the Honey Lavender.”

      Ivy grinned, slow and pleased. Her bottom lip caught briefly between her teeth as she eyed the pale lilac scoop before her. “Very springtime of you,” she said, her voice lightly teasing, with just enough husk to make the words land warmer than necessary.

      Marcus stood on the other side of the counter, clipboard in hand, though he hadn’t looked at it in several minutes. He chuckled, but there was a flicker of something else behind his smile—a kind of taut curiosity that pulled just under the surface. Claire had been watching him all morning, the way he tensed when Ivy leaned in close to point at a mislabeled bin, how his ears flushed pink when she called him boss man with a smirk and a wink.

      She didn’t blame him. Ivy looked edible.

      “Go ahead,” Claire said smoothly, gesturing toward the tray. “Let’s see if it passes your very high standards.”

      Ivy lifted the spoon like it was something precious, dipped it into the creamy lavender mound, and drew out a slow, perfect swirl. Then, with deliberate care, she brought it to her lips.

      She didn’t just taste it—she performed it.

      Her tongue slipped along the curve of the plastic spoon first, savoring the cold cream with theatrical precision before her lips closed around it. She sucked it clean, eyes locking shamelessly on Marcus the entire time, her mouth lingering just a second longer than necessary.

      Marcus’s throat worked as he swallowed. His pen stopped moving against the clipboard.

      “Mmm,” Ivy said, licking her bottom lip with exaggerated satisfaction. “That’s delicious.”

      Claire noted the flicker of heat in Ivy’s gaze and the way Marcus’s fingers flexed restlessly against the side of the clipboard like he didn’t trust them to stay still.

      Without saying a word, Claire reached for her own spoon, dipped it into the same pale scoop, and gathered a generous portion. But rather than lifting it to her own mouth, she turned toward her husband.

      She held the spoon out to him with graceful ease, her wrist turned in a way that looked almost intimate.

      Marcus hesitated for only a moment, eyes darting between the spoon and Claire’s face—then parted his lips and let her feed him. His mouth closed over the bite slowly, his jaw working through the melt. Claire didn’t look away. And neither did Ivy.

      Claire caught the tiny hitch in Ivy’s breath, the way her spine straightened just slightly, chest rising with more than just interest.

      “How is it?” Claire asked, her voice low and casual, but thrumming with something richer beneath.

      Marcus blinked like he’d forgotten he was supposed to answer. “Good,” he said. “Really good.”

      Claire let the spoon fall into the discard cup beside them and leaned back on her heels, her expression unreadable but her posture open. “I thought you’d like it.”

      Ivy’s mouth curved into something that toed the line between amused and intrigued. “You two always taste test like that?”

      Claire shrugged, casual but calculated. “Sometimes,” she said. “Depends who’s watching.”

      That earned a flush from both of them—Marcus, because he knew exactly what Claire was doing, and Ivy, because she knew Claire knew. The air shifted between them, slow and electric, like static waiting for skin.

      They moved on to the next flavor—Burnt Sugar Praline—but the tasting had changed.

      The rhythm, the energy—it wasn’t instructional anymore. Ivy didn’t just flirt with Marcus now. Her attention expanded. Her gaze lingered on Claire’s mouth, on the slope of her collarbone where the edge of her neckline dipped just a little lower in the heat. She twirled her spoon slowly, tapping it against her lower lip like she was daring someone—either of them—to ask for a turn.

      Claire didn’t redirect her. She didn’t break the gaze. She just watched Ivy play—watched Marcus fumble the clipboard in his hands, shifting uncomfortably behind the counter like he didn’t trust his own body’s response.

      And when Ivy dipped her spoon into the third sample—Dark Cherry Fudge—and lifted it toward Claire without a word, it was an offering more than a gesture.

      Claire didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, eyes locked on Ivy, and took it from her hand with a single slow movement, her lips brushing the base of Ivy’s fingers as she closed them around the spoon.

      The taste bloomed across her tongue—rich, dark, indulgent. But Claire kept her eyes on Ivy, not the flavor.

      “Sweet,” she murmured, voice soft, thick with implication.

      And Ivy, lips parted and eyes gleaming with quiet challenge, whispered back, “Yes, it is.”
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        * * *

      

      The sky outside had already deepened to amber, casting a soft, honeyed light against the windows of Sugar Baby. The overhead sconces glowed behind the drawn shades, giving the space a muted warmth as the hum of the day faded into stillness. It had been a slow afternoon—just a handful of familiar faces, a few idle tourists—but by six, Claire made the call to close early.

      Marcus didn’t question it.

      The Closed sign swung gently in the front window, catching the last streak of sunlight as Claire wiped her hands on a striped towel and leaned against the counter. The air smelled faintly of sugar and melted butter, still rich from the last batch of cones.

      “We might as well do something fun while we’re here,” Claire said, casting a glance toward Ivy, who was finishing up at the last table, her back arched in a way that made the hem of her apron tighten across her hips.

      Ivy looked up, eyes already alight with something playful. “Fun like… cleaning out the freezer?”

      Claire grinned. “Fun like getting creative with toppings. Building something decadent.”

      Ivy’s smile turned quick and wicked. “You mean like experimenting?”

      “Exactly like that.”

      Claire led them into the back kitchen—a sleek, stainless-steel space that still held the warmth of the day’s baking. The air smelled faintly of vanilla extract and melting chocolate, tinged with the deeper scent of brown sugar and toasted pecans. The prep table gleamed beneath the overhead lights, its polished surface cool to the touch. Claire moved with unhurried ease, opening the fridge and pulling out glass bowls filled with toppings: chopped toffee, candied ginger, crushed espresso beans, slivered almonds. Everything glistened slightly, ready to be chosen.

      Marcus followed close behind, quiet and observant, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows. He collected spoons and napkins, his expression unreadable—but Claire saw the slight tension in his jaw. He was alert. Watching.

      Claire handed Ivy a tub of whipped cream, already reading the gleam in the girl’s eye.

      Then she reached for the warm fudge and poured a slow ribbon into a ceramic bowl. The thick stream glistened as it spiraled down, steam curling into the air with the scent of dark chocolate and something deeper—bitterness, richness, heat.

      “Still warm,” Claire murmured as she set it on the counter.

      Ivy stepped in close, her fingers brushing the bowl as she leaned to look. Her voice dropped half an octave. “That looks messy.”

      Claire didn’t look up. “Most good things are.”

      Ivy dipped a finger into the bowl—just enough to coat it—and brought it to her lips. She licked it clean with deliberate slowness, humming low in her throat like she was savoring more than just flavor. Her eyes never left Marcus.

      Claire caught the way her husband’s posture stiffened, how his knuckles whitened where he gripped a napkin. The pulse at his neck jumped.

      She didn’t stop it. She didn’t even blink.

      Marcus cleared his throat and busied himself with stacking dishes, but Ivy wasn’t finished. She dipped her finger again—deeper this time—and, with a soft, exaggerated sigh, traced a line of whipped cream across her collarbone, just above the neckline of her apron.

      “Oops,” she said sweetly, her tone all mock innocence. “Guess I got messy after all.”

      Marcus froze mid-motion, his eyes locked on the streak of white curling against Ivy’s skin. He looked at Claire as though asking permission to breathe.

      Claire leaned one hip against the counter, her voice a calm ripple in the silence. “Go on.”

      That was all it took.

      Marcus stepped forward, hesitating only a moment before reaching for her. He cupped Ivy’s jaw gently, tilting her chin up, and leaned in. Claire watched—deliberate and still—as his tongue swept a slow line along Ivy’s collarbone, tracing the cream, tasting more than just sugar. Ivy’s lips parted, her breath catching, but her eyes didn’t close. She looked straight at Claire.

      The air between them shimmered with something hot and heavy.

      Ivy pulled her hand back, but there was no shyness in her expression. No apology. She was studying now, like a student waiting to see just how far the lesson would go. “Are you… okay with this?”

      Claire stepped forward until the scent of her perfume—sandalwood, vanilla, something faintly smoky—wrapped around them both.

      “I’m not just okay with it,” she said softly, brushing a smudge of cream from Ivy’s knuckle with her thumb. “I’ve been hoping for it.”

      Her fingers lingered, just a second longer than necessary, and Ivy’s breath caught, subtle but real.

      “You think I haven’t noticed the way you move around him?” Claire continued, her voice low and steady. “Or how you’ve been watching me with that same hungry little look?”

      Ivy opened her mouth, then hesitated—just long enough for the truth to sit heavy between them.

      Claire smiled, slow and sure. “You can touch him. Tease him. Play your little games. Just don’t forget who’s actually in charge here.”

      The words didn’t land like a threat. They landed like a promise.

      Ivy’s gaze sharpened—not with fear, but with awareness. Like something had shifted inside her.

      Claire wasn’t the one being excluded.

      She was the one making this happen.

      Marcus stood frozen between them, his pulse visible in the hollow of his throat, chest rising a little too quickly. Claire reached up, slid a hand behind his neck, and kissed him—softly, but with purpose. When she pulled back, her mouth brushed his ear.

      “Stay ready,” she whispered.

      Then she turned to Ivy.

      “Think you’re ready for a real mess now?”

      Ivy’s nod was slow, almost reverent. Her tongue flicked out to wet her lips. “Yes.”

      “Good.” Claire stepped back, eyes glinting. “Because I’ve got ideas.”

      She circled behind Ivy like a question waiting to be answered, then leaned in close, her voice a purr. “I know what you want.”

      Ivy’s lashes fluttered, her body angled slightly toward her.

      “But I want to know something else,” Claire whispered. “If I let you touch him…” Her lips hovered near Ivy’s ear, close enough to feel the heat rising off her skin. “Will you let me touch you?”

      The question held weight. Heat. Possibility.

      Ivy didn’t answer at first. Her throat bobbed with the effort of breath. Her eyes searched Claire’s face, not for clarity—but for confirmation.

      Claire didn’t waver.

      So Ivy nodded, slow and serious.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “I want that.”

      Claire smiled—something deep, indulgent, and satisfied curling through her.

      “Good,” she said. Her fingers slid up Ivy’s arm in a gentle, claiming touch. “Because you’re coming home with us.”
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        * * *

      

      Claire lit only the low lamps in the living room, casting a soft, golden glow across the wide velvet couch and the polished wood floor. The room felt intentionally staged—inviting, warm, but heavy with something deeper. The air still carried the faint sweetness of toasted sugar from earlier, but there was another note beneath it now: dark chocolate, bourbon, and the slow curl of anticipation.

      On the coffee table sat a half-melted bowl of ice cream, its edges dripping over the rim in lazy rivulets, forgotten but not accidental. A quiet promise of indulgence left waiting.

      Ivy had gone home after the shop closed—just long enough to change. And now she stood in Claire’s doorway like a secret made flesh.

      She wore a slip of a dress—black, satin, and scandalously soft-looking. It clung to her like liquid shadow, skimming her thighs and dipping low at the neckline. No bra. No pretense. Her skin had a sun-warmed glow, and her dark hair tumbled freely over one shoulder. Her lips were glossed, eyes lined in smoke, and her perfume drifted in the air as she stepped forward—sweet cream, vanilla, and something musky and wild.

      Claire didn’t speak at first. She only stepped aside, holding the door open in silence, letting Ivy pass. Her bare legs made a soft, whispering sound against the hardwood, each step deliberate, unhurried. Intentional.

      From the kitchen, Marcus emerged holding a tray with three small glass bowls and long silver spoons. He froze when he saw her.

      His gaze moved—neckline, hemline, hips—then darted guiltily toward his wife. But Claire didn’t chastise him. She smiled.

      “You made the whipped bourbon swirl,” she said, her voice soft, approving.

      “I thought… it fit the mood,” Marcus replied, but his voice was tight, like the air in his lungs was suddenly too thick to breathe.

      Claire took the tray from his hands, fingers brushing deliberately against his. She set it on the coffee table and eased onto the couch with the kind of grace that came from knowing exactly what she was doing.

      Then she patted the cushion beside her. “Ivy,” she said, “come sit.”

      There was only the briefest pause before Ivy moved, stepping closer, the satin of her dress catching the low light. She sat between them, legs tucked to one side, her skin warm and her breath just a little too fast to be casual. Marcus remained perched on the other end of the couch, his hands planted on his thighs like anchors.

      Claire picked up a spoon, dipped it into the bowl, and let it hover a moment—melting, dripping just slightly—before turning to Ivy.

      “Open,” she said.

      Ivy obeyed. Her lips parted, eyes wide and dark, and Claire slid the spoon between them, watching as the girl closed her mouth around it and let the chilled bite melt on her tongue. She licked her lips when it was gone, a slow, sinfully innocent motion that made Marcus’s jaw tighten.

      A quiet sound escaped Ivy’s throat—half sigh, half moan.

      “Good girl,” Claire murmured. Her fingers drifted to Ivy’s thigh, brushing just above the hem of the dress, drawing soft, circular patterns. The heat under her skin was immediate, palpable.

      Without looking, Claire reached across Ivy’s lap and took Marcus’s hand in hers. She guided it to Ivy’s leg, just below her own. She didn’t force it—just placed it there, firm and steady. Marcus’s breath hitched.

      “Touch her,” she said, her eyes locked with his.

      Marcus did. Tentatively at first. But Ivy shifted slightly, an invitation disguised as movement, and his fingers sank into her skin a little deeper.

      Claire let go and reached for another spoonful of ice cream. This time, she held it above Ivy’s chest and let a single drip fall onto her collarbone—a slow trail that caught in the curve between bone and skin.

      Ivy gasped, soft and startled. Her body arched, just enough.

      Claire leaned in and licked the trail away with a slow, unhurried stroke of her tongue. She felt Ivy tremble beneath her mouth. Heard her breath catch. When she pulled back, her lips were stained with sugar and heat.

      “Now kiss him,” Claire said, her voice a velvet ribbon.

      Ivy turned, already halfway there, and Marcus didn’t hesitate this time. His mouth met hers, unsure for only a heartbeat before hunger took over. The kiss deepened quickly—open, wet, breathless. Ivy made a soft noise against his lips as her hand curled into his shirt. His fingers slid higher up her thigh, thumb brushing along the edge of her hip.

      Claire watched.

      Not passively—but purposefully.

      She saw how Ivy melted into the kiss, how Marcus’s body curved toward hers like he’d been waiting for this moment longer than he realized. The tension that had been simmering between all three of them finally breached the surface.

      Claire let them have it—just for a moment. Let her husband taste the girl they’d both been craving.

      Then she reached for Ivy’s chin and gently turned her face toward her own.

      “My turn,” she whispered.

      She kissed her softly, teasing the seam of Ivy’s lips before slipping inside, savoring the warmth, the contrast of chilled cream and heat. Ivy moaned—quiet but needy—and Claire swallowed it, one hand cupping the side of her neck as she deepened the kiss.

      Marcus watched now, chest rising and falling in uneven pulls.

      Claire broke the kiss, breath ghosting against Ivy’s cheek, and gave her a gentle tug until the girl shifted into her lap. Claire wrapped her arms around her from behind, guiding her thighs apart as Ivy settled into her, flushed and open, barely clothed.

      Ivy settled into Claire’s lap like she belonged there, the fabric of her dress hitched up around her hips, her thighs parted by gentle, guiding hands. Claire’s arms were wrapped low around her waist, fingers splayed possessively across her stomach. The contrast of Claire’s silk robe and Ivy’s bare skin made every breath feel intimate.

      Marcus knelt between them, his eyes dark with need. His hands hovered over Ivy’s thighs, uncertain.

      Claire stroked Ivy’s inner thigh with slow purpose. “Look at her,” she said. “You’ve been dying to taste her since the first time she bent over the counter, haven’t you?”

      Marcus didn’t answer with words. He nodded, reverent.

      “Then do it,” Claire murmured. “Show her how good you can be with your mouth.”

      His hands slid up Ivy’s legs, steady now. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the inside of her knee, then just above it, moving higher by degrees. Ivy trembled in Claire’s arms, her head tipping back against Claire’s shoulder, lips parted as a soft moan escaped.

      Claire nuzzled against her neck, lips brushing her ear. “Let him make you come. I want to feel it.”

      Ivy whimpered, her thighs widening slightly in invitation.

      Marcus reached the slick heat of her, and his breath hitched as he buried his face between her legs. His tongue moved slowly at first—deliberate, exploring, savoring her. Ivy gasped, hips twitching, one hand flying back to clutch at Claire’s robe. Claire held her steady, one palm flat against her belly, keeping her open.

      “That’s it,” Claire whispered. “Don’t rush her. Make her melt.”

      Marcus groaned against Ivy’s skin, the sound vibrating through her. His hands gripped her thighs as he licked deeper, firmer, finding the rhythm that made Ivy writhe. Claire kissed her temple, her cheek, her jaw, whispering encouragement the whole time.

      “You’re so pretty like this,” Claire breathed. “Falling apart for both of us.”

      Ivy’s moans turned ragged. She was close, her whole body taut with tension, one hand in Claire’s hair, the other tangled in Marcus’s.

      Claire’s voice dropped, honey-smooth and commanding. “Now.”

      That single word broke her.

      Ivy cried out, thighs shaking as the orgasm rolled through her, held firm by Claire, worshipped by Marcus, undone by both.

      And Claire, still calm and steady behind her, kissed her jaw once more and smiled.

      “Good girl.” Claire kissed her shoulder, then glanced at Marcus. “Take her to bed. I want her open for me when I come in.”
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        * * *

      

      Claire entered the room a few minutes later, her robe loosened and hanging open, the silk gliding across her hips with every step. The light was low and golden, casting the bedroom in honeyed shadow. On the bed, Ivy lay sprawled on her back, flushed and glowing, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Her dress was gone, forgotten somewhere along the hallway, and now she wore nothing but her skin and a sheen of arousal.

      Her dark hair fanned across the pillow like ink, her lips parted around the last of her breath.

      Marcus hovered over her, shirtless and taut with tension. His eyes flicked toward Claire the moment she entered—seeking direction, permission, maybe even reassurance. Claire gave it to him in a single glance, cool and commanding.

      She moved to the armchair and sat like a queen, legs crossed, the robe falling open to reveal one bare breast, soft and full in the lamplight. There was no hurry in her movements. She watched them both—every tremble of Ivy’s thighs, every twitch of Marcus’s hands as he held himself back.

      Claire’s voice was calm, but rich with heat. “Go on,” she said. “Let her feel it. Take your time.”

      Marcus obeyed. He dipped his head and kissed Ivy’s neck, then down along the slope of her collarbone. Ivy gasped, her back arching slightly, one hand sliding into his hair, the other clenched in the sheet beneath her. His lips found her breasts, tongue circling one peaked nipple before sucking it into his mouth.

      Ivy moaned, her hips shifting beneath him. Claire watched, pleased.

      “She’s so sensitive,” Claire murmured. “Touch her like she’s yours.”

      Marcus did. His hand cupped Ivy’s other breast, thumb teasing the nipple as he kissed lower, licking and tasting her ribs, her stomach, until her thighs trembled open beneath him.

      But even as she writhed under Marcus, Ivy’s eyes kept darting toward Claire—longing for more than just permission. She wanted her.

      Claire rose from the chair and crossed to the bed. She climbed onto the mattress, silk robe falling fully open now, revealing the heat between her thighs. Ivy’s gaze dropped to the sight of her—naked, confident, and gliding toward her like something inevitable.

      Claire knelt beside her, brushing a hand along Ivy’s jaw, tilting her face up before kissing her deeply. Ivy melted into it, desperate, greedy. Her hands roamed Claire’s body, slipping beneath the silk until there was nothing between them.

      And Marcus watched.

      Claire pulled back just enough to murmur against Ivy’s lips, “You want both of us?”

      Ivy nodded, breathless.

      Claire nodded once to Marcus. “Then take her.”

      Marcus positioned himself between Ivy’s legs, steadying himself with a hand on her thigh. Claire kissed Ivy again just as Marcus pushed in—slow, deep, deliberate. Ivy cried out into Claire’s mouth, her body arching upward, caught between them.

      Claire swallowed the sound, hand cupping Ivy’s breast, thumb stroking her nipple as she whispered, “Good girl. Take him. You’re doing so well.”

      Marcus groaned low in his chest, rocking into her with steady rhythm. Claire stayed close, her mouth on Ivy’s neck now, her hands everywhere—stroking, guiding, commanding.

      Then Claire straddled Ivy’s chest, her thighs on either side of her, the silk robe gone now, puddled at the foot of the bed. She watched as Ivy’s hands slid up her thighs, tentative at first, then confident. Ivy leaned up, lips brushing the curve of Claire’s sex, tongue darting out to taste her.

      Claire inhaled sharply, threading her fingers into Ivy’s hair. “That’s it,” she breathed. “Show me how eager you are.”

      Below them, Marcus’s pace quickened, his mouth trailing kisses across Ivy’s ribs, one hand gripping her hip to keep them aligned. Claire rocked against Ivy’s mouth, her breath hitching as Ivy’s tongue found her rhythm.

      The room filled with the sound of skin and breath and wet, open pleasure. Claire guided Ivy with a steady hand, her other hand reaching for Marcus, fingers brushing his shoulder in wordless encouragement.

      Ivy was moaning now—vibrating with pleasure from both directions, her body trembling, her mouth still working between Claire’s thighs even as Marcus drove into her deeper, harder.

      “Don’t stop,” Claire whispered, her voice breaking with heat. “Right there.”

      She came first—sharp and low, thighs tightening around Ivy’s head, hips grinding against her mouth as the wave took her. Claire’s moan was rich and full and raw. Her hand tightened in Ivy’s hair as she rode it out, breathing hard.

      Ivy came next—body shaking as she cried out, trapped between Claire’s pleasure and Marcus’s thrusts, undone completely.

      Marcus followed with a groan, burying himself in Ivy as he spilled into her, his hands trembling where they gripped her thighs.

      They collapsed together, tangled, breathless.

      And Claire, still pulsing from the aftershocks, leaned down and kissed Ivy’s slick, swollen mouth.

      “My sweet girl,” she whispered. “You taste like all my favorite things.”
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        * * *

      

      Claire slowly collapsed beside Ivy, brushing damp strands of hair from her flushed cheeks. Marcus lay on the other side, breath ragged, a hand draped possessively over Ivy’s hip.

      Between them, Ivy blinked up at the ceiling, utterly undone. Completely claimed.

      The room had gone still. Something had shifted between them forever. Sheets lay rumpled and kicked down to the foot of the bed, pillows skewed and cooling with the imprint of bodies pressed tight and urgent not long ago.

      Now, all three of them were draped across the mattress, quiet.

      Claire lay on her side, one arm curled beneath her head, the other resting possessively on Ivy’s waist. Ivy was nestled between them, hair a mess of dark silk across the pillows, her legs tangled with Marcus’s, her breath slow and steady. She looked blissed-out, sated in a way that she never had been before. Slowly drifting off to sleep.

      Marcus lay on his back, one hand behind his head, the other resting loosely against Ivy’s bare thigh. His chest still rose a little fast, not quite settled. Claire watched his eyes—clouded with thought, not regret, but something close to worry. He was quiet in that way men got when the heat faded and the weight of what now? began to rise.

      She leaned over Ivy and kissed him, soft and slow. Marcus let out a breath against her lips, then looked at her, eyes searching. “Are we okay?”

      Claire smiled, brushing his hair back from his forehead. “We’re better than ever.”

      He didn’t speak, but his fingers twitched where they touched Ivy, like he didn’t quite know what to do with the afterglow of what they’d shared. Claire reached down and took his hand, guiding it to rest gently on Ivy’s hip again.

      “She was a gift,” Claire murmured, her voice low, warm. “One we both unwrapped.”

      At that, Marcus smiled faintly. Relief settled into his body.

      Ivy stirred between them and turned onto her side, curling into Claire like a cat chasing warmth. Her arm draped across Claire’s stomach, one bare leg sliding between hers. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The contentment on her face said it all—she felt safe here.

      Claire wrapped both arms around her and held her close, letting the quiet settle.

      She looked over Ivy’s shoulder at Marcus, whose eyes were still locked on her, steadier now, grounded in something deeper than lust.

      “She is my favorite flavor,” Claire whispered, lips grazing Ivy’s hairline. “I might just go back for seconds.”

      Marcus let out a soft laugh, the tension finally gone from his shoulders.

      And in the gentle dark, the three of them drifted there together—wrapped in heat, in softness, in the slow bloom of something neither of them had planned but both knew they’d savor again.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Birthday Massage

          

        

      

    

    
      The spa was tucked into the side of a lush hill, almost hidden from view, as if it wanted to keep its indulgences a secret. Carly stepped out of the car and smoothed down the hem of her dress, eyes darting to the discreet wooden sign etched with gold: Solace Retreat – Private Wellness Experiences.

      “This is... unexpected,” she said, glancing toward her husband. “You told me we were getting lunch.”

      Jason gave her that crooked smile she loved—just a little smug. “I figured you could use something better than overpriced salads and small talk.”

      She softened instantly. Ten years married, and he still managed to surprise her.

      Inside, everything smelled like sandalwood and citrus. Warm, humid air pressed gently against her skin. The receptionist greeted them with a soft voice and an elegant bow of her head, her uniform crisp, posture perfect.

      “Couples experience under Mr. and Mrs. Taylor?” she asked.

      She laughed, touched. “Couples massage?”

      “Not just a couples massage,” he said. “The works. Private suite, full body, the good oil, all of it. You’ve been stressed. We both have. I thought we deserved something… indulgent.”

      Her heart squeezed. It was thoughtful, in a way he didn’t always show. “You’re full of surprises lately.”

      Jason gave her that look—half-boyish, half-smug.

      The receptionist smiled. “Your therapist will meet you in the suite. If you’ll follow me?”

      Carly exchanged a look with her husband as they walked down a gently curving hallway, the polished wood floor muffling their steps. Small alcoves glowed with candlelight. The walls were dark, textured, and soothing.

      The suite was at the end of the hall. The room was a cocoon of warmth and amber light. Dark wood walls curved gently inward. Candles flickered in carved recesses. The massage tables in the center were wide and low, draped in soft ivory linen. Two velvet ottomans sat nearby, and a low stone table bore a tray with a carafe of water and two folded robes.

      But the most striking thing in the room wasn’t the setting.

      It was the woman.

      She appeared from a side door as if conjured by scent alone—tall, sun-kissed, barefoot. Her hair was dark and braided over one shoulder, her skin golden and glowing. She wore a slate-gray wrap robe that parted just high enough on the thigh to show the smooth shimmer of oiled skin. She moved with quiet certainty, like someone used to being watched.

      “Jason. Carly,” she said, voice warm. “Welcome.”

      Jason opened his mouth. Then seemed to forget how to speak.

      Carly noticed.

      The way he stood a little straighter. The way his eyes flicked quickly down her body—then back up, too fast, like he hadn’t just done it.

      Not subtle.

      And not lost on Carly.

      Something moved in her chest. Not anger. Not insecurity.

      Something else.

      Awareness.

      She turned her gaze to the woman, who was already approaching with unhurried grace.

      “I’m Lena,” she said. “I’ll be your therapist today. If you’ll take a moment to get comfortable, there are robes here for each of you. Undress to your comfort level. I’ll step out while you change.”

      Her voice was low, even, and soothing. But there was a texture to it. Something just beneath the surface—like honey with the faintest burn of spice.

      She turned and walked to the door, braid swinging gently behind her. Her hips moved like she wasn’t even trying.

      Carly didn’t realize she was staring until Jason let out a breath beside her.

      “Well,” he murmured. “She’s… not what I expected.”

      Carly blinked. “You mean not eighty with tennis-ball sneakers?”

      Jason laughed. “Exactly.”

      She crossed to the side table and picked up one of the robes. The fabric was surprisingly heavy, soft like water between her fingers. She was suddenly aware of her body—of the faint film of sweat under her dress, of her bra strap digging into her shoulder. Of how she must look, compared to Lena.

      She untied the sash on her dress, careful not to look at Jason, and stepped behind the modesty screen in the corner of the room. The curtain didn’t fully close.

      She didn’t fully care.

      Carly undressed slowly. Peeling the dress over her head, letting the fabric fall. Her bra next. Then her panties, soaked with heat she hadn’t quite noticed until now.

      She paused, naked, before pulling on the robe.

      The candlelight made her skin look softer. Her nipples were already pebbled, catching against the robe’s lining when she tied it around her waist. She rolled her hair into a loose knot and stepped out.

      Jason was already on the table, his robe discarded, a towel draped across his hips. He looked relaxed—but not casual. Not anymore.

      She met his gaze, and he smiled at her. A little crooked. A little guilty.

      Carly felt that strange tension rise again in her chest—warm and tight and low.

      She walked over, climbed up, and lay down face-first on the table. The linen felt cool against her skin. The sheet she pulled over her hips was light, but still left her feeling exposed. The nearness of Jason—his scent, the heat radiating off his body—was suddenly more intimate than she expected.

      The door opened.

      Lena returned with a bottle of oil in one hand, her robe now belted tighter, her eyes calm and unreadable.

      The hum of music, the flicker of candles, the whisper of cloth—Carly took it all in like she’d crossed some invisible threshold.

      She wasn’t nervous.

      But she wasn’t relaxed either.

      She was waiting. For some reason, deep inside, she was hoping this wouldn’t be just a massage.

      Lena’s hands touched her calves—warm, slick with oil, firm enough to make Carly exhale without meaning to. The sheet draped over her hips rustled softly as the massage. Lena didn’t rush. She smoothed upward in long, unhurried strokes, her thumbs pressing into the muscles just enough to blur the line between relief and something deeper. Carly closed her eyes, her breath catching again as pressure gathered at the backs of her knees. It felt less like treatment and more like exploration—slow, attentive, and dangerously good.

      Lena’s oiled hands pressed gently into the soles of Carly’s feet, thumbs gliding up through the arch with firm strokes. The sensation was exquisite—strangely grounding, oddly erotic. Carly exhaled into the face cradle, letting her body sink deeper into the padded table.

      The pressure was perfect—deep enough to press into tension, but slow enough to suggest it wasn’t just about relief. There was something indulgent in the way she lingered, as if she were taking her time not because she had to, but because she wanted to.

      A low hum buzzed behind Carly’s breastbone. Not arousal, not exactly. But something so close to it that her thighs tensed involuntarily beneath the linen sheet.

      She swallowed and kept her eyes closed.

      “Let me know if anything feels too intense,” Lena murmured, her voice a warm exhale near Carly’s ear.

      Carly couldn’t speak. She nodded, hoping that would be enough.

      Lena’s hands moved up the back of her knees, thumbs circling slowly before dragging upward to the swell of her thighs. Carly shivered. The sheet shifted slightly, air brushing coolly across the newly exposed skin.

      Still, Lena didn’t cross any lines. She never touched what wasn’t meant to be touched. But the nearness—God, the nearness—was its own kind of intimacy.

      Carly’s breath shortened.

      She wasn’t cold.

      She was aware.

      Aware of the way Lena’s hands slowed near the curve of her ass, smoothing oil in wide, deliberate circles. Of how her skin tingled in places that hadn’t felt heat in weeks. Months. Maybe longer.

      Jason lay beside her, silent.

      But not asleep.

      His breathing was slower now, deeper—but not in a restful way. More like the way he sounded after sex, when he was half-drunk on sensation.

      Lena shifted her focus again, sliding her hands up Carly’s back. She pressed into the muscles beside her spine with measured pressure, drawing long lines to the base of her neck. The scent of the oil changed—still floral, but now with something richer beneath it. Amber. Sandalwood.

      Carly breathed it in. The tension in her shoulders began to melt, her awareness folding inward.

      Lena worked her way up, pausing at the knots near Carly’s shoulder blades, rolling them loose with her thumbs. The pleasure there was almost painful—almost too much. Carly bit her lip against the moan building in her throat.

      She didn’t want to make noise. Didn’t want to break whatever spell had fallen over the room.

      And then the hands left her.

      She listened.

      A shift in fabric. A quiet creak of the table beside her. A breath—Jason’s—drawn in deeper, then released on a low exhale that sounded almost... gratified.

      Carly’s eyes fluttered beneath her lashes, but she didn’t open them.

      She heard the slick sound of oil being poured, followed by Lena’s hands beginning again—this time on him.

      The rhythm was the same, slow and deliberate. But his reactions were different. More vocal. She heard his breath catch, then lengthen. The low sound he made in the back of his throat—half sigh, half groan—sent a bolt of heat straight through her.

      Lena wasn’t talking now. Just working. The only sound was oil and flesh and Jason’s uneven exhale.

      Carly’s chest rose and fell faster, her skin flushing under the sheet.

      She didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

      But she felt everything.

      The silence in the room had changed. It was no longer serene.

      Lena’s voice, when it came, was almost too soft to hear.

      “He’s holding tension in his hips,” she said, more to herself than anyone else.

      Another quiet creak of movement.

      Jason let out a sound that was undeniably pleased. His hips shifted slightly against the table. Not obvious, but enough for Carly to hear it, even from her table.

      Her hand gripped the edge of the table.

      The sheet clung to her damp skin, her nipples stiff against the linen, her thighs aching with tension she wasn’t allowed to release.

      She imagined what Lena was doing to him.

      Imagined where her hands were. How low they must have traveled. Whether the towel was still in place.

      Her breathing grew shallow.

      She pressed her cheek into the face cradle, eyes still closed, and let the scene build behind her lids.

      Then she opened them.

      Just a sliver. Just enough.

      She could see the muscles of Jason’s chest and abs, slick with oil. Lena’s hand moved down his body, graceful and strong. Her body was angled in a way that suggested closeness—but Carly couldn’t see beneath the towel. Not yet.

      Still, the sight was intimate. Too intimate to be just professional.

      Carly’s heart thudded in her chest.

      She didn’t stop it.

      Didn’t say a word.

      She closed her eyes again.

      And let it happen.
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        * * *

      

      When she opened them again, her gaze drifted down.

      And stopped.

      Lena was kneeling between his legs.

      Not standing. Not straddling. Not casually shifting weight. Kneeling. One hand braced lightly on Jason’s thigh, the other sliding up the towel that still technically covered him—until it didn’t.

      Carly’s breath caught.

      The sheet beneath her rustled as she shifted slightly, her body tensing with a jolt of something sharp and hot and unnameable. She didn’t speak. Not at first.

      She simply stared.

      Jason’s face was turned away from her, eyes closed, lips parted. His chest lifted in another slow inhale, and Carly saw it—felt it—the moment before Lena’s mouth replaced her hand.

      Carly’s heart pounded. Her breath came faster, shallower, as she watched Lena’s mouth hover over her husband’s cock.

      She didn’t tease. She didn’t stall.

      She took him into her mouth.

      Jason gasped. His hips jerked slightly before he forced them still again. His chest rose high, trembling with the effort of restraint.

      Carly couldn’t look away.

      Lena’s mouth moved in a slow, steady rhythm, her hand wrapped around the base, guiding him deeper. Her lips stretched, her cheeks hollowed, and the sound—slick, soft, obscene—filled the quiet room.

      Jason’s eyes opened and found Carly.

      There was no guilt there. No fear.

      Only hunger.

      She should have felt betrayed. Angry. She’d come here for intimacy, for closeness. Not this.

      But the heat rising through her chest wasn’t fury.

      It was desire. Sharp. Thrumming.

      She bit down on her bottom lip, her nipples stiffening again under the thin robe, more from what she was watching than anything Lena had done to her. Her hips pressed gently into the table, and a tiny moan slipped from her lips before she could swallow it.

      Jason heard it. His eyes fluttered open and locked with hers across the room. He didn’t speak. Didn’t ask. He just looked at her—flushed and waiting.

      Still, Carly said nothing.

      The air grew thicker. The low music faded into the background, overpowered by the sound of her own pulse. Her thighs pressed together beneath the sheet, as if her body were bracing itself against some invisible pressure.

      Jason groaned—low and broken, like something had been pulled from his chest. His hips shifted subtly, his hand flexing against the edge of the table. The towel was gone now, or at least pushed aside enough for Carly to see everything.

      Everything.

      Lena’s dark braid fell over one shoulder, swinging gently as she moved. Her hands were firm on Jason’s hips, anchoring him. Her mouth moved like she wasn’t just pleasuring him but claiming him.

      Carly couldn’t breathe.

      She couldn’t look away.

      The pressure inside her built like a tide, slow and warm and rising with every soft sound Lena coaxed from her husband’s throat. Her own breath came faster, and she shifted again beneath the sheet.

      Her hand moved without thinking underneath the sheet. Her fingertips grazed the top of her thigh, then her soft, slick folds. She inhaled sharply at her own touch—light, but enough to make her thighs clench tighter.

      Still, she watched.

      Lena’s lips glided over Jason’s shaft, slow and deliberate, taking him deeper with every pass. Her hand stroked the base, keeping time. Her mouth glistened in the candlelight, her jaw working with unhurried devotion.

      Jason’s head rolled to the side. He was flushed, lost.

      Carly’s fingers pressed a little more firmly against herself, still beneath the sheet, still hidden. She didn’t dare go further. Didn’t dare make a sound.

      But she felt everything.

      The heat. The ache. The dizzying rush of power and helpless, unrelenting arousal.

      This didn’t feel like betrayal.

      It was something more complicated. It felt like a gift.

      And now Lena was taking him in deeper.

      Her throat flexed. Her hand squeezed at the base. Jason groaned again, and Carly’s whole body trembled at the sound. Her fingers moved slightly—just enough to soothe the burn gathering in her core.

      Her breath hitched.

      She bit her lip.

      She wasn’t supposed to like this.

      But she did.

      More than she wanted to admit.

      Candlelight flickered across the curve of Lena’s ass as she shifted for better leverage. The motion was fluid, sensual, powerful. Her mouth never left him, never hesitated. It was a rhythm now—suck, stroke, slide. One that Carly felt in the back of her own throat, like phantom sensation.

      She pressed her fingers tighter against clit, circling faster and faster.

      Her body was a knot of tension, every nerve tuned to the sights and sounds unfolding just inches away. Jason’s groans, the slick sound of Lena’s mouth, the soft rustle of movement on the table.

      It was too much.

      It was perfect.

      And then she came while watching another woman suck her husband’s cock.

      She didn’t know what came next. Didn’t know what she wanted, beyond this—more.

      Carly’s breath came in shallow pulls. Her fingers were still curled beneath the sheet, slick with her own arousal, unmoving now but trembling faintly. Lena was still kneeling between Jason’s legs, her mouth working slow magic, her braid falling forward like a dark ribbon across his thigh.

      When Jason finally came, filling Lena’s mouth with his hot cum, Carly felt a pang of jealousy, but not where she thought it should be. She was flooded with the desire to taste him on her. To taste his cum on her tongue.

      Carly’s heart hammered.

      She couldn't stay still anymore.

      Her other hand reached down and gripped the edge of the linen sheet. Slowly, deliberately, she lifted it—her body flushed and warm beneath the golden light, every nerve ending alive with want.

      The sheet slid from her hips. Her thighs parted just slightly. Just enough to be seen.

      Lena lifted her head. Jason’s gaze dragged slowly to Carly’s face.

      He didn’t speak. Just held her there, looking at her like he couldn’t quite believe what was happening.

      Carly’s chest rose with each breath, her nipples taut, her lips parted. She felt bared in every way that mattered—and yet, not afraid. Not ashamed.

      She met Lena’s gaze.

      “I want to taste him on you.” Her voice cracked on the words. She swallowed, tried again.

      Lena slowed. Let Jason slip free from her mouth with a soft, wet sound. Her hand curled around him at the base, her eyes never leaving Carly’s.

      “Yes,” she said softly. “Come here.”

      That was all.

      No pretense. No ceremony.

      Just permission.

      Carly slid off the table, her knees shaking a little as her feet touched the warm wooden floor.

      Jason let out a slow breath. She felt his eyes move over her body, but didn’t look at him. She looked only at Lena—still kneeling, still grounded and calm, her mouth shiny, her cheeks flushed.

      Carly took one slow step forward.

      Then another.

      She stopped just in front of her.

      Lena rose to her feet in a single fluid movement. The height difference between them made Carly’s breath hitch again—Lena was taller, stronger-looking, her confidence radiating like heat. But there was softness in her eyes. Invitation, not dominance.

      She lifted a hand and brushed her fingertips lightly over Carly’s cheekbone. She leaned in, her lips brushing against Carly’s—not hard, not urgent. Just a press of warmth and breath and careful exploration. Carly’s lips parted in instinct, not experience. She’d never kissed a woman before. But the softness was dizzying. The curve of Lena’s mouth. The scent of her skin—something floral, heady, with an undertone of salt and sweat.

      Their tongues met, and a pool of Jason’s cum flowed into Carly’s mouth. She swallowed and continued to kiss Lena like this had been the plan all along.

      Lena’s hand slid into Carly’s hair, anchoring her gently. The kiss deepened. Still slow. Still gentle. But fuller now, wetter, more curious. Carly whimpered into it, her knees going weak.

      She felt Lena’s other hand on her waist, steadying her. Her own hands fluttered at her sides before finding purchase—one on Lena’s shoulder, the other against her ribs, fingers splaying over warm, damp fabric.

      The heat between them wasn’t sharp like it had been before.

      It was molten. Liquid. Pulling her in, melting her from the inside.

      Lena’s lips trailed sideways, across Carly’s cheek, toward her jaw. She kissed there, then lower—her mouth brushing the base of Carly’s neck, just above her collarbone. Carly shivered.

      She tilted her head to give her more access.

      Lena took it.

      Her mouth found Carly’s throat, her tongue drawing a slow, deliberate line upward before returning to her lips. Another kiss—this one more certain.

      Carly gasped when she felt hands slide down her back. Lena’s palms pressed gently into her lower spine, then down—cupping her bare ass.

      Carly didn’t stop her.

      She let her.

      She wanted her to.

      Jason exhaled again behind them. Carly turned her head slightly, and their eyes met. He was still lying there, his body half-exposed, flushed and hard in a different way.

      His gaze was worshipful.

      Carly felt her pulse quicken in her throat.

      Lena’s hands slid up again, over her ribs, until her thumbs grazed the undersides of Carly’s breasts.

      She paused. Waited.

      Carly gave a breathless nod.

      Lena touched her gently.

      Her palms cradled the weight of Carly’s breasts, her thumbs brushing slowly across each nipple until they peaked even harder.

      Carly gasped. Her head fell back slightly. Her thighs rubbed together, the ache there growing unbearable.

      She looked down between them, at the contrast of her fair skin and Lena’s golden hands.

      She had never felt safer or more exposed.

      “Now, it’s your turn,” Lena.

      Carly lay back on the table, the sheet forgotten. The linen was cool beneath her, but her body burned. Every inch of her skin felt awake, kissed by candlelight and anticipation. Her thighs trembled, parted slightly, and her breasts rose with each shaky inhale.

      Lena stood above her, gaze heavy. She untied the sash of her robe and let it fall to the floor. Carly had prepared herself to feel nervous, maybe shy—but instead, heat bloomed low in her belly. Lena wasn’t just beautiful. She was magnetic. Smooth curves, gleaming muscle, confidence wrapped around her like perfume. Carly could barely breathe.

      Jason stood just behind Lena, watching. Carly met his eyes. He didn’t look shocked. Or jealous. He looked wrecked—in awe, in love, in lust. The way his eyes moved over her body made her feel worshipped. Desired. Like she was something precious they were about to share.

      Lena lowered herself slowly, her palms bracketing Carly’s hips. Carly gasped at the first contact—warm lips on her belly, soft and sure, then trailing lower. Lena didn’t rush. She worshipped, her breath hot, her hands sliding up to cup Carly’s breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they were stiff and aching.

      "I knew when I saw you that you would want this," Lena murmured, her mouth brushing over Carly’s ribs.

      Carly arched into her touch. Her voice was gone. Her body answered instead, trembling, desperate.

      Then Lena kissed her inner thigh.

      Carly whimpered.

      The first stroke of Lena’s tongue over her slit was gentle. Curious. As if asking for permission even though it had already been given. Carly cried out, hips lifting, legs falling further open.

      Lena moaned into her.

      It wasn’t just worship now. It was hunger.

      Carly writhed, hands gripping the edge of the table. Lena’s tongue was relentless—slow, then fast, then slow again, teasing her with rhythm and pressure. Carly’s thighs quivered around her shoulders, and the coil inside her began to tighten.

      She turned her head—Jason was still there. Watching. Eyes wide, mouth parted, hard and panting as he stood motionless, as if even breathing too loudly would ruin it.

      "Jason," she whispered. "Touch me."

      He was there in seconds, standing behind her, hands trembling as he brushed her hair back from her face. Then his fingers trailed down her arm, her shoulder, her breast—cupping her like he hadn’t touched her in months.

      She moaned.

      Lena didn’t stop. She glanced up, eyes blazing, then sucked Carly’s clit between her lips and held it there, tongue flicking.

      Jason bent down, kissing Carly’s mouth. Her moan broke between them. His tongue tasted of mint and heat, his body leaning over hers, and his hand squeezed her breast in time with the rhythm of Lena’s mouth.

      Carly’s whole body bucked.

      She was spiraling. Drowning.

      Jason trailed his hand lower, between her breasts, over her belly, to where Lena’s head moved in slow circles. His fingers brushed her hip, then slid alongside Lena’s, gently spreading her thighs wider.

      Lena growled—soft but possessive.

      Carly reached down and touched Lena’s hair, fisting her braid.

      "Yes," she gasped. "Don’t stop."

      Jason’s mouth moved to her throat, his hand stroking the inside of her thigh while Lena feasted.

      She had never felt anything like it—two mouths, four hands, every inch of her body worshipped, adored, claimed.

      Then Lena pulled back, face wet, lips swollen, and looked up at Jason.

      "Your turn."

      Jason nodded. He dropped to his knees.

      Carly barely had time to breathe before his mouth replaced Lena’s. It was different—rougher, more desperate. He knew her, knew exactly where to press, how to move his tongue in ways that made her shake.

      Lena kissed her. Deep and slow.

      Carly whimpered into her mouth, her body caught in a storm. Jason between her thighs. Lena above her, lips hot and wet and insistent.

      Hands moved over her everywhere. Stroking, gripping, sliding. Her legs were parted so far they ached. But she didn’t care. She wanted more. Needed more.

      Lena kissed down her throat. Her hands pinched Carly’s nipples. Jason groaned into her, and she felt it—felt it everywhere.

      The pressure built impossibly high.

      Jason sucked hard at her clit and two fingers slid inside her.

      Carly cried out, her body arching off the table. But they didn’t stop.

      Lena’s tongue traced a line along her jaw, down to her collarbone, while Jason kept working her, dragging pleasure out like he wanted her to beg.

      Her breath came in ragged gasps. She was seconds from the edge—quaking, flushed, teetering.

      Jason’s fingers curved just right.

      And Carly shattered.

      Her back arched. Her cry echoed in the candlelit room. Her body convulsed with release, thighs shaking, mouth open and breathless.

      Jason held her. Lena kissed her throat. The world blurred.

      She had never come like that.

      Not in her life.

      She lay trembling, heart pounding, breath coming in gasps.

      And when she opened her eyes, they were both looking at her.

      Hungry.

      And far from finished.

      Lena brushed a damp strand of hair from Carly’s face. "You’re glowing," she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to her temple.

      Jason’s hand found hers, lacing their fingers together as he leaned down and kissed her other cheek. "Happy Birthday."

      Carly laughed breathlessly, tears stinging her lashes from the sheer overwhelm. Her whole body felt melted, raw in the most exquisite way.

      She’d come here expecting candles, oils, and silence.

      She hadn’t expected to fall open under two sets of hands and mouths, to feel so desired she couldn’t breathe.

      She hadn’t expected this.

      But she didn’t want it to end.
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        * * *

      

      Carly lay back, skin flushed and glistening, legs still trembling faintly from the orgasm they had coaxed from her. Lena led Jason back to his table.

      They just moved—calm and sure—as if this had always been the natural next step.

      Carly didn’t stop them. She watched.

      Lena turned toward Jason, her fingers grazing his jaw, guiding his face to hers for a slow, heated kiss. His hand reached for her hip. Carly’s breath hitched—not from jealousy, but from awe. The contrast of their bodies, the boldness of Lena’s ease, the way Jason’s mouth parted like he’d forgotten how to breathe without her—Carly drank it in.

      Jason leaned back as Lena climbed into his lap, straddling him in one graceful motion. Carly could see the tension in his arms as he gripped her thighs, the way his breath faltered when Lena’s hips aligned with his.

      Lena reached down between them, guiding him inside her with a long, slow press of her body.

      Carly watched it all.

      Jason’s head fell back, mouth open.

      Lena let out a sound—low and satisfied—and began to move, nice and slow. Her hips rolled in smooth circles, her hands braced on Jason’s chest.

      Carly’s thighs pressed together, her breath catching again. She couldn’t look away.

      Jason’s eyes fluttered open, seeking her.

      They locked.

      His lips parted, but he didn’t speak. That look—that look—tethered them together even while Lena rode him. Carly felt it all the way to her spine. He wanted this. He wanted her to see this.

      Lena’s voice cut through the warm hush, breathy and coaxing. “Touch yourself.”

      Carly’s chest rose. Her hand was already drifting under the sheet without conscious thought.

      “Let him see,” Lena added, hips grinding deeper.

      Carly didn’t hesitate.

      Her fingers slid down her stomach, trembling slightly as they reached the slick heat between her legs. Her clit was already swollen, aching. One touch made her moan—soft, unguarded.

      Jason’s eyes darkened.

      Lena smiled.

      She began to ride him harder, each movement a deliberate show. Her breasts bounced with each slow thrust, her thighs flexing, her moans growing louder. She threw her head back, hair spilling over her shoulders, hips undulating like water.

      Carly’s fingers moved in lazy circles, slow and rhythmic. She didn’t need speed—she needed sensation. She needed the feeling of watching, of being the one who’d allowed this.

      Lena wasn’t stealing anything.

      She was performing. For both of them.

      Jason groaned beneath her, his hands gripping Lena’s hips now, guiding her. Carly’s pulse pounded in her ears as she rubbed tighter, her body coiling again—not for release, not yet, but for that edge. That unbearable edge where watching becomes need.

      Lena leaned forward, one hand braced beside Jason’s head, her lips brushing his neck as she whispered something Carly couldn’t hear. Whatever it was made him shudder. His thighs tensed. His jaw clenched.

      “Don’t close your eyes,” Lena said aloud, her voice aimed at Carly now. “Watch him.”

      Carly did.

      She let her hand pause, pressing instead of rubbing, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

      Jason was close. She could see it—the way his body moved under Lena’s, the hitch in his breath, the way he looked at Carly like he was giving her this.

      And he was.

      Lena’s movements grew sharper, more focused. She rolled her hips down hard, grinding herself against him with every thrust, her thighs squeezing tighter.

      Jason groaned—loud now, uncontrolled.

      Carly’s fingers moved again, matching the rhythm. Her own need flared hot and fast, but she held back. She wanted to see it. She wanted to feel it in real time—the way Jason unraveled under someone else’s body while still looking at her.

      “Carly,” he gasped.

      That was all it took.

      She rubbed tighter, gasping with him. She watched as his back arched, hands tightening on Lena’s hips.

      And then it happened.

      Jason came with a raw sound, his whole body locking beneath Lena as she kept riding him through it, slower now, coaxing every last wave.

      Carly watched the whole thing.

      Her fingers didn’t stop until she came undone.

      She lay there, thighs open, hand still pressed against herself, skin glowing in the aftermath of watching her husband come inside another woman—with her permission, her gaze, her pleasure shaping the moment.

      Lena slowed to a halt, her head resting briefly against Jason’s shoulder.

      No one spoke.

      Carly’s body burned.

      Jason turned his head, blinking slowly. “You okay?” he whispered.

      Carly let her fingers fall away from between her thighs and smiled—languid, flushed, proud. “I’m better than okay,” she said softly. “I’m perfect.”
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        * * *

      

      Two weeks later

      Carly scrolled through her emails, biting her lip as her thumb hovered over the new message in her inbox.

      Subject: Your Private Wellness Experience

      From: Lena at Solstice Spa

      Body:

      Hi Carly,

      It was such a pleasure working with you and Jason. If you ever feel the need to… unwind again, I’m available for private couples sessions—discreet, curated, and customized to your comfort.

      Warmest,

      Lena

      Carly stared at the screen a moment longer than necessary. Her thighs pressed together, instinctively. She could still feel the oil on her skin. The way Lena moved. The way Jason looked at her while she watched him come undone.

      Jason’s voice called from the kitchen. “What are you smiling about?”

      Carly minimized the window. “Nothing.”

      He walked in, coffee mug in hand, still shirtless from their lazy Sunday morning. He set the mug down, leaned in, kissed her neck. “Liar.”

      She looked up at him, slowly. “Remember that spa you took me to?”

      Jason grinned. “Vividly.”

      Carly clicked Reply.

      Hi Lena,

      We were thinking about scheduling another session.

      Only… this time, I want to go first.

      She hit send.

      Then she turned in her chair, parted her robe just enough to show she wasn’t wearing anything beneath, and smiled up at her husband.

      “Cancel your plans,” she said. “I’m feeling very... tense.”

      Jason’s grin faltered, replaced by something darker, hotter.

      “Yes, ma’am.”
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      Cassie hadn’t expected her to be so… radiant.

      The girl standing at the door was twenty-two, maybe twenty-three, with tousled honey-blonde hair, a smattering of freckles across her sculpted nose, and legs that went on for miles beneath a gauzy sundress that clung to her like sin. She had the kind of body that made you look twice—tight waist, high, perky breasts, a confident curve to her hips—and the kind of eyes that knew exactly the effect she had.

      Cassie forced a smile and stepped aside. “You must be Chloe.”

      “I am,” Chloe purred, brushing past her with a little too much hip. Her perfume followed—a blend of jasmine and something warmer, muskier. “Thank you for having me. I’m so excited.”

      Cassie’s husband, Ben, stood as Chloe entered the living room, his laptop still open on the coffee table. He offered his hand, but Chloe didn’t take it right away. She just smiled—wide, white teeth, full glossy lips—and gave him a look Cassie hadn’t seen in years. One that said, I could ruin you if I wanted to.

      “You must be the lucky husband,” Chloe said, finally shaking his hand—though it looked more like she was testing how long she could hold it without it being inappropriate. “Wow. You’re even more handsome than your photo.”

      Cassie’s stomach gave a subtle twist.

      Ben chuckled awkwardly. “Thanks. You’re… very kind.”

      “Kind,” Chloe echoed, releasing his hand. “That’s not usually the word people use.”

      Cassie arched a brow. “What do they use?”

      Chloe turned that dazzling smile on her. “Honest. Direct. Teasing, if I like someone.”

      Cassie crossed her arms and leaned a shoulder against the wall. “And do you… like us?”

      Chloe’s gaze dropped—slowly, blatantly—to Cassie’s neckline, then up again, lingering just a little too long on her mouth. “I do.”

      Cassie didn’t blink. “Then let’s keep it professional.”

      Something flickered in Chloe’s eyes—amusement, maybe. Or challenge. But she nodded, perching on the edge of the couch like it was a throne. She didn’t cross her legs modestly. She let them drift apart just enough to be suggestive without breaking any rules.

      Cassie sat across from her and opened the folder in her lap, but her attention kept drifting. Chloe was the opposite of every one they'd interviewed. Polished but not prudish. Confident. Almost too comfortable. And it wasn’t just Cassie who noticed.

      Ben kept stealing glances. At her legs. Her mouth. The curve of her chest when she leaned forward to speak. And Chloe noticed that too.

      “So…” Cassie flipped to Chloe’s resume. “You’ve done live-in work before?”

      Chloe nodded, twisting a lock of hair around her finger. “Two years with the Hartleys in Denver. I handled scheduling, errands, meal prep—kept the house running while they worked insane hours.”

      Cassie raised a brow. “And you stayed on-site?”

      “Full-time,” Chloe said, smiling. “They had twins. Both lawyers. Total chaos. I was basically the glue holding their lives together.” She shrugged, casual. “But they moved to London, and I wasn’t ready to leave Colorado.”

      Cassie caught the flick of Chloe’s foot beneath the table, her painted toes brushing the edge of the rug—just barely missing Ben’s leg. He shifted in his seat.

      “Doesn’t it ever get… too close? Living with the people you work for?” Cassie asked, pretending to skim the page, even as her voice grew tighter. “Wouldn’t it be easier to keep work and home separate?”

      Chloe’s smile curled, slow and deliberate. “I like the intimacy of it. Getting to know a household’s rhythms. The quiet things. The habits. The secrets.” Her tongue flicked across her bottom lip, quick and wet. “Makes it easier to… fit in.”

      Cassie’s eyes narrowed. That wasn’t casual. That was deliberate.

      Then Chloe turned to Ben.

      “You’re lucky, you know,” she said sweetly. “A house like this. A beautiful setup. A wife like…” Her gaze slid back to Cassie, slowly trailing down her bare legs, then rising again with lazy confidence. “…that.”

      Cassie’s mouth went dry.

      Ben gave a strained laugh. “Yeah. I know.”

      There was a beat of silence. Not awkward. Charged.

      Cassie set the folder aside. “So Chloe, what would your day-to-day look like, ideally?”

      Chloe answered smoothly—structured mornings, light meal prep, interactive playtime, bedtime routines. All the right answers. All delivered with that same flirtatious ease, like she was barely trying. Like she didn’t have to.

      When the interview ended, Cassie walked her to the door. Ben stayed behind, clearly grateful for the excuse to compose himself. Chloe’s hips swayed as she stepped through the threshold, sunlight catching the fine gold chain glinting against her collarbone.

      She turned in the doorway, looking at Cassie with a slow, unreadable smile.

      “I hope I make the cut,” she said, her voice low and velvet smooth.

      Cassie tilted her head. “We’ll be in touch.”

      And then she was gone, her sandals clicking down the walkway like the start of trouble.

      Cassie closed the door slowly, then leaned against it, her pulse thudding in her throat. Her eyes stayed closed for a beat longer than necessary. Then she turned and walked back into the living room.

      Ben was still sitting on the couch, trying—badly—to look casual. “So… what do you think?”

      Cassie didn’t answer right away. She sat beside him, her body humming. Not with anger. Not exactly.

      “She’s bold,” she murmured.

      Ben cleared his throat. “She’s definitely…”

      “You wanted her.”

      Ben blinked. “Cass—”

      “I saw you.”

      He opened his mouth, but she cut him off with a look.

      Cassie leaned back, her tone almost thoughtful. “You think I didn’t notice the way she looked at you?”

      Ben ran a hand down his face. “I wasn’t trying to—”

      “It’s okay,” Cassie said softly, surprising them both. “She is hot.”

      Ben glanced at her, wary. “Yeah?”

      Cassie smiled—slow, wicked. “But she’s also a tease.”

      Ben stared. “You didn’t like her?”

      “Oh, I didn’t say that.” Cassie’s gaze drifted to the window. Chloe was gone now. But her perfume still lingered.

      “In fact, on the contrary. I think I just found the perfect caretaker.”
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        * * *

      

      Three weeks in, Chloe had the routine down to a science.

      Mornings were quiet, structured. Chloe made herself indispensable—always knowing when to step in, always leaving a trail of soft warmth and calm behind her. Chloe never lost her temper, never raised her voice. She was efficient. Sweet. Responsible.

      And getting bolder by the day.

      Cassie noticed it first in the way Chloe started dressing around the house. At first, it was a pair of cutoff shorts and a tank top. Nothing scandalous, but it showed just enough hip when she bent to gather the clutter on the floor. Then came the braless mornings, the loose camisoles that clung to her chest when she moved. Cassie would find herself staring without meaning to—caught somewhere between irritation and intrigue.

      The next time it was the laugh. That light, musical thing Chloe did when Ben said something dry and forgettable. She’d lean into him when she laughed, a hand resting briefly on his shoulder, sometimes his chest. It always looked innocent. Playful. But Cassie felt the warning bells every time.

      She wasn’t just testing boundaries. She was toying with them.

      Cassie sat on the couch one afternoon, watching through narrowed eyes as Chloe danced around the kitchen, humming to herself while tidying up. Her sundress swished up too high when she twirled. Ben was at the counter, trying not to look. Or maybe pretending not to.

      

      That night, Cassie brought it up. “She’s doing it on purpose,” she said, folding laundry with unnecessary force.

      Ben looked up from his phone. “Doing what?”

      “The touching. The outfits. The ass-wiggle every time she walks past you.”

      He blinked. “She’s not—”

      “She is.” Cassie snapped a pair of socks together and threw them in the basket. “She knows what she’s doing.”

      Ben sighed. “Cass, she’s twenty-two. She probably doesn’t even realize it.”

      Cassie shot him a look. “She knows.”

      He raised his hands. “Okay. But you hired her. You said she was perfect.”

      “She is,” Cassie muttered. “She’s great at her job.”

      She didn’t say the rest. That she wasn’t sure if the problem was Chloe… or the way Cassie kept catching herself watching her.

      By the end of the fourth week, Cassie had stopped pretending it wasn’t affecting her.

      She started lingering more. Pretending to look for laundry while Chloe bent to tidy up in the living room. Watching from the hallway when she laughed a little too loudly at one of Ben’s stories. She told herself it was protective. Cautious. But every time Chloe tilted her head and smiled—slow, knowing—Cassie’s skin prickled with heat.

      It wasn’t jealousy. Not exactly. It was something else.

      Something hungrier.

      One night, when Ben was in the shower, Cassie wandered the upstairs hallway. She passed Chloe’s room, meaning to head to the linen closet.

      The door was ajar.

      She slowed.

      Light spilled across the hallway carpet—soft, golden, flickering slightly from a candle or lamp. Music played faintly. Something slow and moody. She was about to keep walking.

      And then she saw it.

      Chloe was standing in front of her full-length mirror, adjusting the straps of a black lace bra.

      Cassie’s black lace bra.

      The set was unmistakable. It had a sheer floral pattern, high-cut mesh sides, and tiny satin bows. A birthday gift from Ben two years ago. One Cassie rarely wore.

      Chloe was wearing it now. Posing.

      Her back arched as she examined herself, one hand smoothing down her side, then drifting lower, over the matching panties that clung like a second skin. She adjusted them, lifting the waistband higher on her hips, then turned, admiring the view from behind. Her ass was round and perky, the lace framing it like a secret.

      Cassie froze. One hand gripped the edge of the hallway wall.

      She should’ve knocked. Said something. Marched in, demanded an explanation.

      But her legs wouldn’t move.

      Chloe didn’t notice her. She was too caught up in her own reflection, running her fingers down the swell of her breast, pressing her thighs together slowly—like she liked what she saw. She posed with a sultry little smirk, hips cocked, chin tilted.

      Cassie’s breath caught.

      The air felt thicker. Her pulse thrummed in her throat.

      She watched as Chloe turned again, brushing her hair back with both hands, arching her spine to accentuate her breasts, then biting her lip as she gazed at her own reflection.

      Cassie couldn’t breathe.

      It wasn’t just the lingerie. It was the way Chloe wore it. Like she owned it. Like she knew Cassie would be watching.

      Was that why the door was open?

      Her body felt hot. Her skin flushed, prickling in places she hadn’t paid attention to in months. Her thighs tensed. Her breath hitched.

      She should leave.

      Instead, she stayed rooted there, silent and spellbound, as Chloe trailed one hand along her inner thigh—slow, suggestive—and whispered something to herself in the mirror. Cassie couldn’t hear it. She didn’t need to.

      She could feel it.

      The sound of the bathroom door opening down the hall snapped her out of it.

      Cassie stepped back, heart racing, and darted silently toward her bedroom. She didn’t look back. Didn’t speak.

      She just shut the door quietly behind her and stood there, one hand against the wood, chest heaving.

      Ben emerged from the bathroom moments later, towel slung around his hips, rubbing his hair dry.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      Cassie nodded too fast. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

      But she wasn’t tired.

      She was restless. Flushed. And when she changed into her pajamas and crawled into bed beside him, she couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d seen.

      Not just Chloe.

      But the way her own body had reacted.

      The way her hand had lingered at the waistband of her pajama shorts. The way her mind kept replaying the scene behind that cracked door.

      Cassie closed her eyes, swallowed hard, and tried to sleep.

      But she couldn’t forget the look on Chloe’s face.

      Or the feeling of wanting something she knew she shouldn’t.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Cassie didn’t sleep.

      She tossed. Turned. Stared at the ceiling while Ben’s even breathing filled the dark. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw lace. Black lace. Her own lingerie clinging to Chloe’s curves.

      By morning, she was wired—running on caffeine and adrenaline, unsure whether she was furious, flustered, or both.

      Chloe was already in the kitchen when Cassie came down. Hair in a messy bun. Bare feet. She looked wholesome. Innocent. Like any other girl in America.

      Cassie knew better now.

      “Morning!” Chloe chirped.

      Cassie poured her coffee too fast, nearly spilling. “We need to talk.”

      Chloe looked up. Something flickered across her face—surprise, maybe—but it vanished as quickly as it came.

      “Sure.” She wiped her hands on a dishtowel. “Everything okay?”

      Cassie waited until the dishes were cleared. Then she stepped into the hallway, heart hammering, and nodded for Chloe to follow.

      They ended up in the den. Cassie closed the door behind them.

      Chloe leaned against the wall, arms folded. Waiting.

      Cassie didn’t bother with niceties. “Were you in my drawer last night?”

      The question hung there. Direct. Heavy.

      Chloe’s lips curled—soft, unapologetic. “I was.”

      Cassie’s stomach tightened. “You were wearing my lingerie.”

      “Mmhmm.” Chloe pushed off the wall slowly, like she was testing Cassie’s space. “You’ve got great taste. Couldn’t resist.”

      Cassie blinked. “You couldn’t resist?”

      Chloe stepped closer, and now her voice dropped just slightly—softer, lower. “It was right there. Silk. Lace. Your scent still on it. You really expect me not to be curious?”

      Cassie stiffened. “That’s not the point.”

      “Isn’t it?” Chloe tilted her head, just enough to make her ponytail sway. “You watched me.”

      Cassie’s throat caught. “Excuse me?”

      “The door was open. On purpose.” Chloe’s lashes lowered, her mouth pulling into a small, sinful smile. “I didn’t hear you knock. Didn’t hear you leave. But I felt you there.”

      Cassie’s pulse thudded. “You left it open on purpose?”

      Chloe shrugged. “Maybe I wanted you to see. Maybe you wanted to be caught.”

      “I didn’t—” Cassie faltered. Her breath caught.

      Chloe closed the space between them. She was close now. Close enough that Cassie could smell the faint coconut in her hair. See the flecks of amber in her eyes. The pink gloss on her full lips.

      “You didn’t say stop,” Chloe whispered.

      Cassie’s body tensed—every nerve suddenly hyper-aware. The heat from Chloe’s skin. The way her voice slid over her like velvet. The ache low in her belly she didn’t want to name.

      “I was shocked,” Cassie muttered.

      “But not angry,” Chloe countered, her gaze flicking down Cassie’s body, lingering on the edge of her V-neck. “Not really.”

      Cassie took a step back, but it didn’t help. Her back hit the bookshelf. Now she was cornered.

      “This is a job,” Cassie said, her voice tight. “You’re crossing lines.”

      Chloe smiled, slow and daring. “So draw one.”

      Cassie opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Because Chloe hadn’t just crossed a line—she’d blurred it. She’d rubbed right up against it and made it impossible to remember why it was ever there in the first place.

      “You know,” Chloe said, eyes still locked on hers, “I used to wonder what kind of woman you were. You’re so… put together. In control. But that look on your face last night?” Her smile deepened. “God, Cassie. You were hungry.”

      Cassie’s face flushed.

      She pushed past Chloe, needing distance—air, clarity, anything to cut through the electric fog clouding her judgment. She made it to the kitchen before she let herself breathe.

      Behind her, Chloe didn’t follow. Not right away.

      Cassie leaned on the counter, gripping the edge. Her thighs pressed together on instinct, heat blooming where it shouldn’t be. She hated how her body betrayed her. How good it had felt to be wanted like that—even if it was all a game. Even if it was dangerous.

      She’d come down here to assert boundaries. To be the adult. The wife. The woman in charge.

      But Chloe had walked away with the upper hand.
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        * * *

      

      Later that afternoon, Cassie sat at the patio table, pretending to read a magazine. Chloe was inside—cleaning, or maybe pretending to clean. Cassie wasn’t sure anymore what was real and what was performance.

      Ben stepped out with two glasses of lemonade and slid one her way. “You okay?” he asked, sitting beside her.

      Cassie stared straight ahead. “She wore my underwear.”

      Ben choked slightly. “What?”

      “Last night. I saw her. In my black set. In the mirror. Posing.”

      Ben’s jaw flexed. “Did you talk to her?”

      Cassie gave a bitter smile. “I tried.”

      “And?”

      “She admitted it. Didn’t even blink. She wanted me to see.”

      Ben shifted. “Jesus.”

      Cassie glanced sideways at him. “She’s playing with fire.”

      “Should we let her go?”

      Cassie hesitated. Her tongue felt heavy.

      She should’ve said yes. Should’ve insisted. But instead, her thoughts slid back to the way Chloe had looked in the lace. The curve of her mouth. The dare in her eyes. The heat Cassie still couldn’t shake.

      “I don’t know yet,” she whispered.

      Ben looked at her—long and searching—but didn’t push.

      They sat there in silence while the breeze stirred the edge of the magazine and the sun drifted lower in the sky.

      Inside, a shadow moved across the kitchen.

      Cassie knew it was her.

      And for reasons she couldn’t explain—not to Ben, not even to herself—she didn’t look away.
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        * * *

      

      The dishes were done. Chloe had retreated to her room with a novel and a cup of tea like she hadn’t spent the day walking through Cassie’s head on high heels.

      Cassie padded into the bedroom, still in her soft cotton shorts and camisole, her skin warm from the shower. Ben sat on the edge of the bed, scrolling through his phone in the dim glow of the bedside lamp. His hair was damp, the towel around his neck starting to dry. He looked up when she entered, eyes soft, ready to make space for whatever mood she carried.

      Cassie didn’t speak at first. She just walked over to the bed, dropped her towel in the hamper, and crawled beneath the covers. The air between them felt taut—thick with the weight of all the things she hadn’t said.

      Ben set his phone down. “You’ve been quiet since this morning.”

      Cassie stared at the ceiling for a long beat. Her pulse thudded in her throat. She wasn’t sure what she was about to say—only that she couldn’t keep it inside.

      “I saw more than I told you.”

      Ben turned toward her. “What do you mean?”

      “Chloe,” she whispered. “Last night. I didn’t just see her in my lingerie. I watched her. For minutes.”

      Ben blinked.

      “She was posing,” Cassie continued, her voice low and deliberate. “Touching herself. Smiling at her reflection like she knew I was there.”

      He swallowed. Hard.

      “And I didn’t stop her,” she added. “I should’ve. But I didn’t.”

      Ben sat straighter, unsure whether to be alarmed or aroused. “Cass—”

      “I think she wants you,” Cassie said quietly. “I think she’s been playing this whole time.”

      He gave a short, nervous laugh. “She’s young. Maybe she’s just… flirty.”

      “She touches you,” Cassie said. “Laughs at your dumb jokes. Walks around the kitchen in barely-there shorts. That’s not accidental.”

      Ben was silent for a moment. Then, carefully: “Are you jealous?”

      Cassie turned to look at him, her eyes sharp. “No.”

      He arched a brow.

      “I’m… curious,” she admitted.

      Ben stared. “Curious how?”

      Cassie’s heart pounded. Her voice dropped. “If she wanted you—if I said it was okay—would you?”

      Ben’s brows lifted. “Would I…?”

      “If I said I wanted to watch,” Cassie said, barely more than a breath, “would you sleep with her?”

      He was frozen for a moment, like her words had short-circuited something behind his eyes. Then he exhaled—slow, shaky. “Are you serious?”

      “I don’t know.” She bit her bottom lip. “But I can’t stop thinking about it. The way she looked in my clothes. The way she looks at you.”

      Ben stared at her like he didn’t recognize her. But his body was already reacting.

      The blankets shifted. His hand moved under the sheet. Cassie caught the way his biceps flexed—how quickly he hardened.

      “Jesus,” he murmured. “Cass…”

      She leaned over him, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss was hard. Needy. All tongue and teeth and breathless urgency.

      His hands slid up her shirt, palming her breasts, tugging her against him. Cassie gasped into his mouth, grinding against the erection straining beneath his boxers. She could feel his arousal now—hot and pulsing. She knew he was picturing it too. Chloe’s mouth. Chloe’s skin.

      Cassie was.

      He rolled her beneath him, dragging the thin cotton shorts down her legs. She shivered when the night air hit her thighs. His hand slid between them—slick, eager. She moaned before she could stop it, her hips arching up to meet him.

      “Say it again,” he whispered against her throat, voice thick.

      “What?”

      “What you said. About watching.”

      Cassie’s nails dug into his back. “I want to see her with you.”

      He groaned. “Fuck.”

      He shoved his boxers down and sank into her in one rough, desperate thrust. Cassie cried out—half from surprise, half from the surge of heat that ripped through her.

      He didn’t start slow. He couldn’t. It was frantic. Friction and sweat and barely-contained hunger.

      Cassie clung to him, wrapping her legs around his waist as he drove into her. Her breath hitched. Her head spun. Her nails left crescent marks on his skin.

      She closed her eyes—and saw Chloe.

      Standing in the doorway. Watching. Smiling that smug, wicked smile.

      Cassie imagined her fingers sliding under her panties, imagined the way she’d lick her lips as she watched. She pictured Ben’s mouth on her, Chloe’s thighs parting, Cassie sitting back and taking it all in.

      The image pushed her over the edge.

      Cassie came hard, her body trembling beneath him. Ben followed seconds later, groaning into her neck, his body collapsing against hers as he spilled inside her.

      They lay there after, hearts pounding in tandem.

      Neither of them spoke.

      They didn’t have to.

      Because they were both thinking the same thing.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie found Chloe in the kitchen, barefoot in leggings and one of Cassie’s old band tees. She was rinsing out a wine glass, humming something low and sultry under her breath. Her hair was up. Her face fresh. But her eyes—those were the same: alert, amused, waiting.

      “Can I talk to you?” Cassie asked.

      Chloe glanced over her shoulder, smiling like she already knew. “Sure.”

      Cassie led her upstairs. Past the hallway where she’d once watched through a crack in the door. She didn’t stop until they were in the master bedroom.

      Ben was there, sitting on the edge of the bed, silent. Watching.

      Cassie shut the door behind them and turned to Chloe, her heart hammering against her ribs.

      “No more games,” she said. “You want him? Fine. But only if I watch.”

      Chloe blinked once—then smiled slowly, like a cat stretching in a sunbeam. “That’s it?”

      Cassie stiffened. “That’s everything.”

      Chloe stepped closer. Her voice was playful, her tone anything but. “You really think you can sit there and just watch?”

      Cassie’s breath hitched.

      “No touching him,” Chloe said, her voice silk over steel. “No touching yourself. You sit. You watch. You ache.”

      Cassie’s body flushed hot.

      “I promise,” she whispered.

      Ben looked stunned. A little like he couldn’t believe what was happening—and even less like he’d be able to stop it.

      Chloe turned to him slowly, eyes gleaming. “Then let’s begin.”

      She reached for the hem of the oversized tee and peeled it upward, slowly, teasing the line of her stomach first, then the curve of her ribs. Her breasts bounced free, bare and high and perfect. No bra. Just soft, flushed skin and taut, dusky nipples that tightened under the weight of their attention.

      Cassie swallowed hard.

      Chloe didn’t glance at her. Not yet. She let the shirt drop to the floor and then shimmied her leggings down over her hips. No underwear. Of course not.

      Cassie’s pulse roared in her ears.

      Chloe was fully naked now—unhurried, unashamed. She stepped between Ben’s knees and looked down at him like she was choosing whether to devour him whole.

      “Let me,” she murmured.

      Ben’s hands hovered uselessly in the air. He looked over Chloe’s shoulder at Cassie—just once, unsure, seeking permission.

      Cassie sat in the corner chair, her legs crossed tight, jaw clenched. “Go ahead.”

      Chloe smiled at that—that voice, that command—and her fingers slipped into the waistband of Ben’s joggers like she’d been waiting for permission. She didn’t rush. She dragged the fabric down slowly, knuckles grazing his skin, pulling his boxers with them in one teasing motion.

      He sprang free, already thick, already hard.

      Cassie felt it like a punch deep in her belly. Heat surged between her thighs, sharp and urgent.

      Chloe curled her fingers around him, stroking lazily, deliberately. She watched his face as she moved, lips parted, lashes low. Then she bent forward, her hair brushing his stomach as she kissed a trail down his chest—soft lips, hot breath, the edge of her tongue tracing his skin like she was memorizing him.

      She reached his pelvis, licked just beneath his navel, and then her mouth closed around the head of his cock. Slow. Deep. Unapologetic.

      Ben groaned, his body jolting beneath her. His hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white.

      Cassie didn’t blink. Couldn’t.

      Chloe moved with sinfully practiced ease, her head bobbing in a steady rhythm, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper with every stroke. She moaned softly—not for performance, but from pleasure. Like she was enjoying every inch of him. Like this was just the warm-up, and they both knew it.

      She pulled off with a wet pop, her mouth slick, her lips swollen. She looked up at him and smiled—hungry and playful.

      “Lie back,” she said, voice low.

      Ben obeyed without a word, dazed, eyes glazed with need.

      But Chloe didn’t follow him down. Not yet.

      She turned her head instead, gaze sweeping toward the corner of the room—toward Cassie.

      It was the first time she’d looked at her since her clothes came off.

      “You doing okay over there?” she asked sweetly, her voice all sugar and challenge.

      Cassie didn’t speak at first. Her fingers had curled tight into the fabric of the chair. Her nails dug into her thigh, leaving little crescent moons against her skin.

      “Keep going,” she said, her voice strained, breathless.

      Chloe grinned like she’d won something.

      She climbed onto the bed again—slowly, sensually—straddling Ben’s hips with all the ease of a woman who knew exactly how wanted she was. Her hands roamed his chest as she settled above him, her hips rolling once, pressing her wet heat against his shaft but not guiding him in yet.

      Cassie watched, every nerve on fire.

      Chloe leaned forward, bracing herself on Ben’s chest. One hand slipped between their bodies, positioning him. And then—slowly, sinfully—she began to sink down, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her.

      Her head dropped back. A low, hungry moan spilled from her lips.

      Cassie’s mouth fell open.

      Chloe held still at first, adjusting, squeezing around him like she was testing how much he could take. Then she rocked—slow, deliberate circles of her hips that made Ben gasp beneath her.

      She turned her head and found Cassie’s eyes.

      “You like watching?” she asked, voice breathless and low.

      Cassie’s throat was too dry to answer. Her entire body was buzzing, thighs clenching, sweat starting to bead at the base of her neck.

      Chloe smiled, then began to move.

      She started slow—lifting her hips, then dropping them again, her pace measured, teasing. Her breasts bounced with each motion, nipples flushed and tight, her lips parted as soft moans spilled out, growing louder with every thrust. She rode him like she knew he wouldn’t last—but didn’t care.

      Ben groaned beneath her, trying to match her rhythm, his hips bucking up. But Chloe wasn’t having it.

      She grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the mattress, her thighs tightening around him.

      “You don’t come,” she hissed, panting. “Not yet.”

      Ben cursed, grinding his teeth.

      Cassie squirmed in her seat, her body wound tight. Her clit throbbed. Her fingers twitched in her lap, desperate to move. To touch. To relieve the ache.

      But she didn’t.

      She watched.

      Chloe was wild now—her hair a mess of waves falling over her shoulders, her body slick with sweat. She slammed down onto Ben, harder and harder, the sound of skin slapping echoing off the walls. Her pleasure was loud, raw, reckless.

      And then her gaze snapped back to Cassie.

      It stayed there.

      Eyes locked. Breath caught. The room faded, everything collapsing into that connection. That heat.

      Chloe’s lips parted on a silent cry as she came—her body seizing, trembling, her nails dragging down Ben’s chest as her climax overtook her completely.

      Cassie felt the orgasm like it was her own.

      She nearly came just from watching.

      Ben couldn’t hold back. He grunted, bucking beneath her, and Chloe let him. She took it—riding him through it, her body rippling as he filled her.

      For a moment, no one moved.

      Chloe collapsed forward onto Ben’s chest, breathless and smug.

      Then she rolled off, sliding between them on the rumpled sheets, her skin damp and glowing.

      Cassie didn’t speak.

      She couldn’t.

      She sat in the chair, chest heaving, her panties soaked, her thighs clenched.

      She hadn’t touched herself. Hadn’t said a word. But she’d never been more turned on in her life.

      Chloe smiled, lazy and triumphant, and pulled the sheet up over her chest like she belonged there.

      “Sweet dreams,” she murmured, curling into the pillow beside Ben.

      Cassie stayed in the chair a moment longer, heart pounding. She hadn’t climaxed.

      But something inside her had broken open.

      And as she slowly joined them in bed, she knew there was no going back.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie woke to the scent of warm skin and the subtle note of vanilla musk she’d worn for years—her signature. Only it wasn’t coming from her side of the bed.

      She turned, slow and still foggy, to find Chloe nestled between them.

      Not just nestled.

      Curled into Ben’s side like she belonged there. One leg draped over his, her bare arm sprawled across his chest. And that scent—Cassie’s scent—was clinging to her like second skin.

      Cassie’s heart thudded. Chloe was still in their bed.

      Cassie had fallen asleep tangled between two bodies, sated and speechless, her skin humming. She’d expected to wake alone—or maybe with Ben’s arm slung lazily across her. But not this. Not Chloe curled so possessively against him.

      Not wearing her perfume.

      That was new.

      Cassie sat up slowly. “You’re wearing my perfume.”

      Chloe didn’t flinch. She opened one eye and yawned. “I borrowed it.”

      Cassie narrowed her eyes. “Without asking.”

      Chloe rolled onto her back, stretching luxuriously between them. The sheet slipped lower, baring the soft swell of one breast. “You didn’t seem to mind when I borrowed your lingerie.”

      Cassie’s stomach tightened. She knew it wasn’t about the perfume. It was the fact that Chloe had slipped out of bed in the middle of the night only to slip back in like she belonged there.

      Ben stirred beside her, blinking groggily, clearly confused. His eyes darted from Cassie to Chloe and back again. “Did I miss something?”

      “You slept through something,” Cassie muttered, sliding off the bed. She pulled on her robe and cinched it tight.

      Chloe propped herself up on one elbow. “Relax. Your bed’s bigger. And warmer.”

      Cassie crossed the room, pacing. The rules had been clear. The deal was one encounter. Her watching. Chloe taking control. Not for Chloe to stay the whole night. Now… the lines were shifting. And Cassie could feel it.

      She was being tested.

      “Don’t push me,” she said over her shoulder.

      Chloe’s voice came soft and teasing. “Maybe I just want to know how far you’ll let me go.”

      Cassie turned. Chloe was fully awake now, sheet bunched low around her waist, the tip of one finger trailing absent circles across Ben’s abdomen. Her eyes locked on Cassie’s like a dare.

      Ben looked stunned. Aroused. Utterly out of his depth.

      Cassie strode to the foot of the bed, planted her hands on the mattress, and leaned in. “I make the rules.”

      Chloe’s mouth curled. “Do you?”

      Cassie’s voice dropped. “And if I change them…”

      A pause.

      “…you’ll obey.”

      Something electric passed between them.

      Chloe’s breath hitched—just slightly—but the smirk didn’t fade. Instead, she pushed the sheet lower, deliberately exposing more skin. “So what are the new rules?”

      Cassie didn’t answer right away.

      Because she didn’t know.

      Because Chloe had crept beneath more than just their sheets—she’d crept beneath Cassie’s skin, into her fantasies, into that part of her that hadn’t been touched in far too long. And now everything she’d thought she wanted—the control, the boundaries, the safe distance—felt thin. Fragile. Breakable.

      She sat back in the armchair across the room, keeping her tone calm. “Get out of my bed.”

      Chloe rose slowly, the sheet pooling around her as she stood. Her bare skin gleamed in the morning light. She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t blush. She just walked—naked, proud, and deliberate—toward the door.

      But before she stepped out, she turned back.

      “You’re sure you don’t want a taste?” she asked, voice low, thick with heat.

      Cassie met her gaze evenly. “Not yet.”

      Chloe’s eyes sparkled.

      Then she disappeared down the hall, hips swaying like she hadn’t been dismissed—like she’d simply allowed herself to leave.

      Ben sat up slowly, rubbing a hand over his face. “Cass…”

      Cassie didn’t look at him.

      She wasn’t angry.

      She was aroused.

      She just didn’t know what that meant anymore.
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        * * *

      

      Cassie was rinsing blueberries when she heard the sliding door open.

      She didn’t look up. She didn’t need to. She could feel the shift in the air—the sudden temperature drop from outside, the tingle at the back of her neck.

      Chloe was behind her.

      The scent of chlorine hit first, sharp and clean. Then the soft sound of bare feet on tile, followed by the telltale squeak of a dripping bikini. Cassie glanced sideways and saw her reflection in the window glass.

      Chloe was soaked.

      Her bikini clung to her like a second skin—black, minimal, tiny strings cutting across wet curves. Her nipples were visible through the thin fabric. Her skin shimmered with water and sun. Her hair, slicked back from her face, dripped in rivulets down her shoulders.

      Cassie tightened her grip on the colander.

      Chloe leaned against the counter. “Pool’s warm today.”

      Cassie didn’t respond.

      Chloe tilted her head. “You could’ve joined me.”

      “I didn’t feel like being watched,” Cassie said coolly.

      “Oh, please,” Chloe murmured. “You love being watched. You just hate admitting it.”

      Cassie turned then, slowly, towel still in hand. She kept her expression neutral. “You’re pushing again.”

      Chloe shrugged, unapologetic. Water rolled down her collarbone and disappeared between her breasts. “I told you. I want to see how far you’ll let me go.”

      Cassie took a slow step forward. “You think I’m weak?”

      Chloe’s eyes gleamed. “I think you’re repressed.”

      Cassie’s breath hitched.

      Chloe stepped in closer, nice and slow, until there was barely an inch between them. The scent of chlorine clung to her skin, warm and sharp, but beneath it was something headier—heat, tension, want.

      Her voice dropped, soft and dangerous.

      “I think you want me too.”

      Cassie’s breath caught. Her mouth parted—but no words came out.

      Chloe reached up, her fingertips brushing lightly behind Cassie’s ear as she tucked a damp strand of hair away. But her fingers lingered—drifting down, tracing the line of Cassie’s jaw with an intimacy that made her skin prickle.

      “You pretend this is about control,” Chloe murmured, eyes locked on hers. “About rules. Boundaries. But I see the way you look at me.”

      Cassie didn’t move. Couldn’t.

      “The way your thighs press together when I talk.” Chloe’s mouth tilted into a slow, wicked smile. “You’re not afraid of what I’ll do to Ben.”

      Her voice lowered to a whisper, so close now that Cassie could feel the words against her lips.

      “You’re afraid of what I’ll do to you.”

      Cassie’s pulse roared in her ears. Something in her chest cracked wide open.

      She snapped.

      In one sharp, unthinking moment, she surged forward and grabbed Chloe’s face, her fingers threading into her wet hair, her mouth crashing against hers.

      It wasn’t gentle.

      It wasn’t a question.

      It was months of frustration and denial and late-night hunger poured into one fierce, desperate kiss.

      Chloe gasped against her mouth, startled—but only for a heartbeat. Then she melted into it, her hands sliding around Cassie’s waist, fingers slipping beneath the robe to splay across her bare back.

      Their bodies came together in a slick, breathless tangle—skin to skin, thigh to thigh. Cassie’s robe fell open slightly, unnoticed, her breasts brushing against Chloe’s as she deepened the kiss, tongue slick and demanding.

      Chloe moaned into her mouth. Her hips rolled forward, pressing heat against heat, her body arching like she wanted more—all of it.

      Cassie took it. Owned it. Devoured her.

      It was a power struggle disguised as seduction, and Chloe didn’t try to win. She let herself be kissed. Claimed. Shaken.

      Cassie finally pulled back, her breathing ragged, her hands still fisted in Chloe’s hair.

      “This doesn’t change anything,” she said, voice low and shaking.

      Chloe’s lips were swollen and slick, her pupils wide. She smiled slowly, licking her lower lip.

      “Sure it doesn’t.”

      Cassie stood there, trembling. Her heart pounded. Her thighs clenched. Her mouth still burned from the kiss.

      She turned away before she could betray anything else, grabbing a towel just to have something in her hands. Her fingers shook as she gripped the edge of the sink, pretending to breathe like normal.

      Behind her, Chloe said nothing.

      Just padded off barefoot toward the stairs, hips swaying, leaving a trail of water, temptation—and triumph—in her wake.
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        * * *

      

      In fact, everything had changed.

      Cassie could feel it in her bones—like the shift in air before a storm breaks. She’d kissed Chloe. Claimed her, even for just a moment. And Chloe had let her. No, not let—wanted.

      Now there was no going back.

      That night, she didn’t wait for chance or for Chloe to creep into their bed like she had before. She invited her.

      With intention.

      The lights were dim, the sheets freshly changed. Cassie sat in the center of the bed in nothing but a thin silk robe, cinched at the waist, her legs tucked beneath her. Ben was to her right—shirtless, already hard beneath his boxers, equal parts confused and aroused.

      Chloe stepped through the door in silence.

      She wore a simple camisole and shorts, her golden hair loose around her shoulders, bare feet whispering across the floor. Her eyes flicked from Ben to Cassie—and something wicked curled in her lips.

      “We doing this again?” she asked softly, stopping at the foot of the bed.

      

      Cassie gave a slow nod. “Yes. But this time…”

      She opened her robe.

      Chloe’s breath caught. Beneath the silk, Cassie wore nothing.

      “I’m not just watching anymore,” Cassie said.

      Chloe tilted her head. “What am I supposed to do with that?”

      “Get on the bed.”

      Chloe obeyed, crawling forward with a sensual slowness that made Cassie’s thighs clench. The mattress dipped beneath her weight. She stopped just in front of Cassie, eyes locked.

      “I thought I wasn’t allowed to touch you,” she whispered.

      Cassie reached out and tucked a strand of Chloe’s hair behind her ear. “I’m rewriting the rules.”

      Chloe smiled, but it faltered slightly—just enough to show the effect Cassie still had.

      “Take off my robe.”

      Chloe’s fingers moved, undoing the tie, peeling the silk back from Cassie’s shoulders, revealing soft curves, flushed skin, hardened nipples. She didn’t speak. Just watched with hooded eyes as Cassie sat bare and still, regal and ready.

      “Now yours,” Cassie murmured.

      Chloe pulled her top off slowly, followed by her shorts, her skin golden in the low light. Ben shifted beside them, eyes wide, chest rising faster with every second.

      Cassie turned to him. “Stay still.”

      He nodded—barely breathing.

      Then Cassie looked back at Chloe.

      “Undress him.”

      Chloe’s grin returned, sultry and sharp. She turned to Ben and climbed over him, straddling his thighs as her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers. She tugged them down, freeing him, already achingly hard.

      Cassie watched as Chloe leaned forward, her hair falling like a curtain as her lips brushed the tip of his cock. She kissed it, soft and slow, then licked—one long, deliberate stroke of her tongue that made Ben groan.

      Cassie’s hand drifted to Chloe’s back. She traced the line of her spine, the dip of her waist, then tugged her back by the hair.

      Chloe gasped as Cassie pulled her up—and kissed her.

      This time, it wasn’t sharp or dominant. It was deep. Hungry. Their mouths met and melted. Chloe moaned into it, shifting closer, pressing their naked breasts together.

      Cassie’s hands cupped Chloe’s ass as she pulled her forward, onto her lap.

      Ben sat there, watching, hands clenched at his sides.

      Chloe straddled Cassie’s thighs now, wet and warm. Cassie kissed her again, slower, her fingers trailing down the slick heat between them.

      “You’re already soaked,” Cassie murmured against her lips.

      “I’ve been soaked since this morning,” Chloe breathed. “Since you kissed me in the kitchen.”

      Cassie smiled—and slipped two fingers inside her.

      Chloe shuddered.

      Ben groaned, his cock twitching.

      Cassie looked at him. “You want a taste?”

      He nodded, helpless.

      Cassie didn’t rush.

      She guided Chloe back toward Ben with slow, coaxing touches—her fingers still gliding in and out of her, slick and deliberate. Chloe’s breath hitched, her legs wobbling slightly as Cassie withdrew, letting her fingertips trail teasingly over her inner thighs.

      “Straddle his face,” Cassie murmured, her voice low and firm.

      Chloe hesitated only a beat, her body already responding. She crawled forward, climbing over Ben, then lowered herself down until her thighs framed his face. She braced her palms on the headboard, her back arched beautifully, breath coming in shallow gasps.

      Ben groaned beneath her as his mouth met her heat. His tongue began to move—slow and eager at first, then deeper, more insistent as Chloe rocked against him, moaning aloud.

      Cassie watched.

      She drank in the way Chloe’s back rippled with each movement, the subtle shake in her thighs as her body gave in to pleasure. Cassie crawled up behind her, her lips ghosting over Chloe’s spine, her hands sliding along the soft curve of her hips.

      Chloe shivered at the contact.

      Cassie wrapped her arms around her waist and pulled her closer, pressing a kiss just below her shoulder blade, then another, a trail of heat moving up her back. Her hands drifted higher, cupping Chloe’s breasts from behind, thumbs circling over her nipples until they hardened beneath her touch.

      Chloe whimpered. Her hips bucked.

      Cassie smiled against her skin and pinched—just enough to make her cry out.

      “You like this?” Cassie whispered into her ear, her breath hot against her cheek. “Being shared like this?”

      Chloe’s voice was already ragged. “Yes—fuck, yes—”

      Cassie trailed kisses down her spine, then shifted lower, sliding away from Chloe’s trembling body. She moved between Ben’s legs, stretching out on her stomach, her cheek brushing the inside of his thigh.

      He was already rock hard. Aching.

      Cassie wrapped her hand around him, stroking slowly—purposefully—while her tongue flicked over the tip, tasting the salt and need there. Then she opened her mouth and took him in, inch by inch, her lips gliding down until her nose met skin.

      Ben groaned, his hips twitching.

      Cassie pulled back just enough to breathe, her lips slick with arousal, and began a steady rhythm—stroking, sucking, teasing him while Chloe writhed above.

      She looked up.

      Chloe was unraveling—panting, grinding, one hand clutching the headboard while the other twisted in the sheets. Sweat glistened on her chest, her nipples flushed and stiff, her thighs shaking from the effort of holding herself up.

      Cassie reached up with one hand, fingers slipping between Chloe’s folds, circling her clit with practiced ease. She worked her in perfect time with Ben’s tongue, and together they drove Chloe to the edge.

      Chloe cried out—loud, breathless, raw.

      Her body tensed for one long second, then shattered. She came with a full-body tremor, her thighs clamping around Ben’s face, her spine bowing, a helpless moan ripping from her throat as she collapsed forward onto his chest, completely undone.

      Cassie didn’t stop stroking Ben.

      But her eyes were on Chloe—watching her fall apart, watching her melt into the space between them.

      The balance had shifted. And Cassie had never felt more in control.

      Cassie crawled back up the bed, her slick fingers trailing slowly along the curve of Chloe’s thighs. Chloe was still panting, stretched out and glowing, her skin flushed and damp. Cassie paused to press a kiss to the small of her back—tender, reverent—before moving higher, brushing her lips up along her spine.

      Ben’s eyes tracked her the entire way. Wide. Wild. Desperate.

      Cassie met his gaze and whispered, “Now me.”

      She lay back into the pillows and reached for Chloe—pulling her close, curling her fingers behind her neck, guiding her down until their mouths nearly met.

      “Touch me,” Cassie breathed.

      Chloe didn’t need to be told twice.

      She dipped her head, warm breath brushing over Cassie’s breast before her mouth found it—kissing, sucking gently, then teasing with her teeth. Cassie arched, gasping, her hands threading into Chloe’s hair.

      Her body was already buzzing, every nerve sensitized, every inch of her skin hungry for more.

      She felt the bed shift as Ben moved behind her, his hand skimming up her thigh, spreading her open. His cock pressed against her slick heat, and for a moment, he just held there—waiting.

      Cassie whimpered. “Please.”

      Ben thrust into her with one deep, steady stroke that made her cry out, her head tipping back as her hips rocked into his. The fullness. The stretch. The delicious, aching friction. He groaned low in her ear, gripping her hips to hold her steady.

      Chloe’s lips moved to her other breast, then down—feathering kisses along her ribs, her stomach, the inside of her thigh. Her fingers traced lazy circles across Cassie’s skin, dipping between her folds, spreading her open so Ben could sink deeper.

      Cassie moaned into the mattress, caught between the two of them—Ben’s body driving into her from behind, Chloe’s mouth worshipping her like she was something sacred.

      She was the center of it all.

      Owned. Adored. Open.

      The rhythm built—Ben’s thrusts getting harder now, slapping skin to skin, Chloe’s tongue flicking over Cassie’s clit with soft, maddening precision. Cassie shook, her legs trembling, her body burning up from the inside out.

      “Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Please, don’t stop—”

      Chloe didn’t.

      Her fingers slid inside just as Ben pulled back and pushed deeper again, perfectly in sync. The pleasure twisted tighter, higher, until Cassie couldn’t breathe.

      She shattered.

      Her body seized with a cry, thighs shaking, heat exploding through her as the orgasm ripped through her like a flood.

      And then Chloe kissed her.

      Softly.

      Once.

      Then again.

      And again.

      Cassie clung to her, still shaking, the world fading to haze and heartbeat and heat.

      Ben came seconds later, groaning against her shoulder, his body jolting as he spilled inside her, his arms closing around both women like he never wanted to let go.

      They collapsed in a tangle of skin and breath and sweat, the sheets twisted beneath them, the air thick with everything that had just changed.

      And she’d never felt more alive.

      They collapsed together—sticky, breathless, tangled in limbs and heat and slick skin. Chloe curled beside Cassie, head on her shoulder, fingers still trailing over her stomach. Ben lay behind her, his arm draped around both of them.
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        * * *

      

      The scent of coffee and something buttery pulled Cassie from sleep. She stretched, sore in all the right ways, and slipped on a robe—though she left it untied.

      Padding into the kitchen, she paused in the doorway and smirked.

      Chloe stood at the stove, completely naked. Hair tousled, one hip cocked, flipping pancakes like she hadn’t just spent the night wrecking Cassie’s world. Her skin still bore faint fingerprints. Her thighs gleamed.

      Cassie stole a piece of toast from the plate and leaned against the counter.

      Chloe turned, completely unbothered to be naked and cooking, like this had always been her place.

      Cassie took a bite, eyes raking over her with slow amusement.

      “So this is how it’s gonna be now?”

      Chloe grinned. “You complaining?”

      Cassie smirked. “Not yet.”

      She stepped closer, voice low. “But next time… I’m picking the lingerie.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            His Free Pass

          

        

      

    

    
      I fold another blouse into my weekend bag and pause, staring at it like it might magically refold itself better. My suitcase is already too full, but Drew is no help. He’s sprawled across the bed behind me, scrolling through his phone, shirtless and smug. His toned chest rises and falls with each lazy breath, and I hate how easily I get distracted by the way his abs dip beneath the waistband of his joggers.

      I glance over my shoulder. “You’re really not going to help me finish packing?”

      He grins without looking up. “I’m providing moral support.”

      “You’re providing eye candy.”

      He winks. “And yet you still complain.”

      I toss a rolled-up pair of socks at him. He catches them without looking, finally setting his phone down. “You’re not seriously taking that many sweaters to L.A.”

      “It’s a conference. Indoors. Hotel AC is cold.”

      “And you’ll be gone three nights, not three weeks.”

      I sigh and zip the suitcase halfway. His eyes are on me now, and I can feel the heat of his gaze sliding down my back like warm fingers.

      “You gonna miss me?” I ask, trying to keep it light.

      Drew leans up on his elbows, head tilted like he’s already plotting something. “Depends.”

      I arch an eyebrow. “Depends?”

      “If I’m allowed to misbehave while you’re gone.” His voice is low and teasing. I laugh, brushing it off, but my stomach flips.

      “Don’t go screwing some random girl while I’m gone,” I say, half-playful, half-serious. I toss it out like a joke, even though I feel the pulse of something darker underneath it.

      He doesn’t miss a beat. “What if you gave me permission?”

      My eyes snap to his. For a second, the room goes quiet. The air shifts.

      My heart stutters in my chest. “You want permission?”

      He shrugs, like this is just another one of our games. But the glint in his eyes tells me he’s more curious than he should be. “It’d be hot, wouldn’t it? Me, with someone else. Just once. Just for fun.”

      I scoff, but it comes out breathy. I can’t tell if I’m trying to end the moment or lean into it. “You wish.”

      Drew gets up from the bed and crosses to me slowly, placing his hands on either side of the suitcase. “C’mon, Jess. Admit it. You’d think about it. Picture it.”

      I laugh, but it catches in my throat. “You think I’d let you sleep with another woman while I’m gone?”

      He leans in, voice low and coaxing. “I don’t know. Would you?”

      I roll my eyes, but I’m already wet between my thighs and I hate that he knows it. “Sure. Go ahead,” I say, voice thick with sarcasm. “If you can find someone who’s into floppy-haired dorks who suck at laundry…”

      “And if I can?” he presses. “I promise to give you all the sordid details. I can tell by the way your cheeks are flushing how into this you really are.”

      I stare up at him, my mouth slightly open. This is a game. A line we’ve never crossed. But the way he’s looking at me—challenging, hungry, playful—makes me feel exposed.

      My cheeks flush. “Fine. One night. One girl. Don’t fall in love.”

      He searches my face like he’s trying to figure out if I mean it. I’m not even sure myself. It came out too fast, too easy. Like a dare I didn’t expect to be accepted.

      A beat passes. Then he laughs softly, brushing his lips against my forehead like this is just more banter between us. “I won’t fall in love.”

      But he doesn’t say he won’t do it. And I don’t tell him not to.

      The moment hangs in the air, pulsing with something that tastes like danger and heat and the kind of fantasy we’ve both secretly circled without admitting it.

      I finish zipping the suitcase, but my hands are trembling.

      When I glance back at Drew, he’s watching me like he’s already undressing someone else in his head.

      And I can’t help but wonder… what if I really do want him to?
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        * * *

      

      By the time I get home Sunday night, the air in the apartment feels heavier. Maybe it's me. Maybe it's what I said before I left. But something’s different—and not in a subtle way. Drew greets me with a smile that’s just a little too careful, his body too still, like he’s been waiting to do something and doesn’t know how to start it.

      He takes my suitcase, kisses my cheek. “How was the conference?”

      I shrug, kicking off my shoes. “Fine. Long. Boring. I missed you.”

      “I missed you too,” he says. His voice is soft. Controlled.

      He’s watching me too closely.

      We make dinner together—just something easy, pasta with garlic and olive oil—but the quiet between us is loud. Drew keeps looking at me like he’s reading a script in his head, rehearsing his lines. I try not to show how tense I am, but my fork barely scrapes the plate. I know something’s coming. I just don’t know what.

      After we finish eating, he clears his throat.

      “I need to tell you something.”

      I set my wine glass down, the little clink of it louder than it should be. “Okay…”

      His eyes drop to the table. Then they rise, locking onto mine.

      “I did it,” he says. “What you said. The night before you left.”

      My body goes still.

      He keeps going, like he has to get the words out before they choke him. “Emma. From our philosophy class. I ran into her on campus, and… well, I know we were joking, but something about it felt real. Like you wanted this. Please, tell me it’s what you wanted.”

      My skin flushes hot, then cold. I don’t know what to say.

      “Jess…” His voice cracks, barely.

      I stand slowly and walk to the sink, rinsing my plate just so I have something to do with my hands. “So, what, you just... took your free pass and ran with it?”

      He comes up behind me, but not too close. “I thought about it all night after you left. The way you said it... I don’t know. I thought maybe you wanted me to.”

      “And now?” I turn, and my voice comes out steadier than I feel. “Do you regret it?”

      “Not if you don’t.” He hesitates. “There’s… video.”

      I blink. “You filmed it?”

      “She did. For you. I told her about our arrangement which only interested her even more. She suggested we film it for you. It was her way of including you in this.”

      He slides a small flash drive across the counter. The way it clicks against the granite sounds obscene. I stare at the device like it might catch fire.

      “I haven’t watched it all the way through,” he says. “But it’s… there.”

      All I can feel is this weird twist in my stomach—something between nausea and heat. My thighs press together on instinct, and I hate myself for it.

      He studies me. “I’m not going to ask you to watch it. But if you want to… it’s here.” I stare at the silver sliver of plastic. My mouth goes dry.

      “I don’t want to see it,” I say. But I don’t move. Don’t touch the flash drive. Don’t push it away either.

      “I get it,” he says, nodding. “I just didn’t want to hide it from you.”

      He walks out of the kitchen, leaving me with the flash drive on the counter and my own ragged breath. I stay rooted there for a long time, watching the way the light glints off the edges like it’s daring me.

      My fingers twitch.

      I tell myself I’m just cleaning up. Just clearing the table.

      But I don’t throw the flash drive away.

      I slip it into the side pocket of my bag instead.

      And later that night, when the lights are out and Drew is asleep beside me… I reach for it.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Drew’s breathing is soft beside me, steady and warm. His arm drapes across my waist like it always does when we sleep. But tonight, I’m not still. I’m too wired. Too wound up with questions.

      Did he really touch her like that?

      Did he kiss her the way he kisses me?

      Did he moan?

      I swallow hard and shift onto my back, careful not to wake him. The flash drive is in my purse, tucked beneath a chapstick and a crumpled receipt. It’s practically humming in there. Calling to me.

      I stare at the ceiling.

      I told him I didn’t want to see it. And I meant it—sort of. But I can’t stop imagining it. The sounds. The rhythm. His voice when he’s close. I know it too well. I can hear it in my head even now.

      I slip quietly out of bed and tiptoe into the living room. My laptop glows as I open it, the hum of the fan like a secret spinning into the night. My hands tremble slightly as I plug in the flash drive.

      I double-click the file.

      The screen goes black for a moment. Then it starts.

      Soft lighting. Twisted sheets. The edge of Drew’s body half-shadowed as he leans over someone. I already know who it is, but my breath catches anyway when she comes into view.

      Emma.

      She’s gorgeous in that undone, natural way I’ve always noticed but never acknowledged. Her skin is all golden warmth, flushed in the cheeks. She’s got this silky waterfall of dark blonde hair that spills over Drew’s pillow, and a lazy, knowing smile on her mouth. The kind of smile that says I know he wants me—and I know you’re watching.

      My throat tightens as I watch Drew kiss her neck. It’s slow, purposeful. His mouth trails down her collarbone and she arches like it’s the only thing she’s ever wanted.

      I should look away.

      Instead, I touch my lips.

      The sound quality is quiet, just the rustle of sheets and a few soft gasps. Her voice is breathy—almost too soft to hear.

      “Right there…”

      My thighs squeeze together.

      I watch as Drew slides down her body, spreading her legs apart and settling between them. The camera angle isn’t perfect, but I see the way his head dips low, the way Emma’s hips roll forward to meet his mouth. I can hear the wet suck of his tongue.

      He’s never looked more focused.

      I shift in my seat and slip my hand between my thighs, just over my panties, pressing softly where the ache has bloomed. My breath hitches when Emma moans again, this time sharper, needier.

      He fucks her with his mouth like he wants to own her.

      And I… can’t look away.

      Her hands tug at his hair. She bites her bottom lip and says his name like it’s the only word she remembers. Drew lifts his head just long enough to kiss her inner thigh, then drags his cock against her slickness.

      I bite back a gasp.

      He pushes into her—slow and thick—and she cries out. Her body stretches, so pliant and eager, her arms reaching for him like she can’t stand the distance. And his rhythm... God, I know that rhythm. That slow, deep, hungry pace he uses when he wants to make it last.

      My fingers slip past the edge of my panties.

      I glide over my clit, slow at first. A soft circle. Then another. It’s too much and not enough all at once. I keep watching as Emma wraps her legs around his hips, pulling him in deeper. Her breasts bounce with every thrust, her nipples flushed and stiff, begging to be touched.

      He bends and takes one into his mouth.

      I imagine it's me.

      I imagine being her.

      The heat rushes through me like wildfire.

      I tease myself faster, circling harder, not caring that I’m squirming now, panting quietly in the glow of my laptop screen. My skin is fever-hot, my heart pounding.

      Drew starts to fuck her harder. Her voice rises, breathy and high, and then—God—she comes. Her back arches, mouth open, face twisted in bliss. I know that look. I’ve worn that look.

      My orgasm hits like a punch to the gut. I clamp a hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. My legs shake. My breath stutters. Pleasure explodes through me like a tidal wave, crashing, tumbling, pulling me under.

      When it passes, I slump back against the couch, one hand still tucked between my legs, the other gripping the edge of the cushion.

      The video is still playing. I watch Drew fall over her, kissing her shoulder, murmuring something I can’t quite hear. It’s strangely tender.

      Too tender.

      I pause the video.

      Stare at the screen.

      I should feel betrayed.

      Instead… I feel breathless and guilty and so turned on I could cry.

      And maybe that’s the worst part.

      Because deep down, I’m starting to realize something I never expected: This isn’t just his fantasy anymore.

      It’s mine too.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I make breakfast because I don’t trust myself to sit still.

      The eggs sizzle in the pan, loud and frantic, like my thoughts. I can still feel it—my body flushed and tender from last night, the images from that video burned into my memory. Every thrust. Every moan. The way he touched her like he knew exactly how she wanted it. The way she responded like she’d wanted it for a long, long time.

      Behind me, Drew sets the table. He’s being careful. Quiet. Like he knows something’s shifted but isn’t ready to ask what. I’m not ready to tell him either.

      “Coffee?” he asks.

      “Sure,” I murmur. My voice is hoarse, and I can’t blame it on sleep.

      I plate the eggs, toast, fruit. Normal couple stuff. Domestic. Routine. But nothing feels routine about the way he keeps sneaking glances at me—like he’s waiting for me to explode. Or confess.

      We sit down. Eat.

      Sort of.

      I pick at a piece of toast and feel his gaze finally settle hard on me.

      “You didn’t sleep well,” he says.

      I shrug. “The bed felt different after being gone for a few nights.”

      He doesn’t smile.

      A beat.

      Then: “Did you watch it?”

      I freeze mid-bite. The egg slides down my throat like sand. My stomach twists.

      I nod slowly. There’s no sense pretending.

      His voice softens, low and deliberate. “And…?”

      I glance up, then away. I can feel my cheeks betraying me, pink and warm and telling the truth before I can form words.

      “I don’t know,” I say, almost whispering. “It was… a lot.”

      He leans in, his voice dipping lower. “Did you like it?”

      I flinch at how direct it is.

      His fingers toy with the handle of his mug, but his eyes are locked on me now. Searching. Wanting.

      “I didn’t think I would,” I say.

      He raises an eyebrow. “But you did?”

      I press my thighs together under the table.

      The images rush back—Emma’s flushed skin, her parted lips, Drew’s mouth on her breasts, the way she moaned when he took her deep. My hand trembling between my legs. My orgasm crashing over me like shame dressed up as release.

      I look down at my plate, suddenly fascinated by blueberries. “Maybe.”

      He hums. Not smug. Just curious. Like he’s testing the water while I try to figure out if I’m drowning or learning how to swim.

      “You didn’t seem mad when I told you,” he says carefully. “Not really.”

      “I was surprised.”

      “But not angry.”

      I look up at him. His eyes are warm, steady. That same quiet hunger I’ve always recognized in him—when he wants to understand me deeper than I want to be understood.

      “It turned me on,” I admit, and it feels like a confession ripped from somewhere deep in my chest. “That’s what scares me.”

      He leans back, his lips curving slightly. “Why?”

      “Because I liked watching you fuck someone else,” I whisper. “Because I liked it too much.”

      We’re both quiet.

      The air between us is electric again—like that moment before a storm breaks. It’s not anger, not even tension. It’s want. Raw and open and unfamiliar.

      He stands and walks over to me. I tilt my face up, not sure what I expect. A kiss? A scolding?

      Instead, he crouches beside my chair, sliding one hand to my bare thigh under the hem of my sleep shirt.

      “Did you touch yourself?” he asks.

      My throat is dry. I nod.

      “While you watched me with her?”

      My breath catches. “Yes.”

      He strokes up slowly, his fingers warm against my skin. I don’t stop him. I don’t move. I just sit there, trembling.

      “You have no idea what that does to me,” he murmurs. “Knowing you watched. Knowing you came for me.”

      My eyes flutter shut.

      His fingers slip higher, brushing against the edge of my panties. I’m already wet.

      “Do you want to do it again?” he asks, pressing just enough to make me gasp.

      “Do what?” I whisper, even though I know exactly what he means.

      “Watch me fuck her.”

      The word her lands with a jolt. Emma.

      A pretty mouth. Dark golden skin. The girl who came on my boyfriend’s cock while I watched in the dark and fell apart at the sound of it.

      I open my eyes, meet his gaze, and let the truth bleed out in a breath.

      “Maybe.”

      His fingers curl around my inner thigh, holding me still, his mouth brushing my ear. “Maybe it doesn’t have to be just a video anymore.”

      My heart pounds.

      I don’t say yes.

      But I don’t say no either. And last time, that got me into trouble.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Drew reaches out to her first.

      I don’t see the message he sends, but I can imagine the tone. Casual. Curious. The kind of thing that says this isn’t a trap, even though it might be. She responds with a little hesitation, a little intrigue.

      She doesn’t say no.

      We agree to meet for coffee two days later. A place with neutral territory, bright sunlight and too many people around to let anything get weird—which is a lie, of course. It’s already weird. I’m sitting across from the woman who moaned my boyfriend’s name on camera. The woman I came to while watching.

      Emma looks even prettier in daylight. Natural, with her tawny skin, oversized sweatshirt slipping off one shoulder, and leggings that hug every curve of her thighs. She’s not wearing makeup, and she doesn’t need it. Her mouth is soft and knowing, her posture relaxed. She’s confident in a way that makes my spine straighten and my insecurities flare.

      Drew introduces us again like we’re strangers. Emma smiles at me, tilts her head.

      “I wasn’t sure you’d want to meet,” she says. Her voice is like it was in the video—hushed and warm, just slightly amused.

      I manage a polite smile. “Neither was I.”

      She sips her coffee. “So... is this the part where I get scolded? Or is this the part where you ask if I had fun?”

      Drew laughs under his breath. I just blink at her. She’s bolder than I expected.

      “Did you?” I ask. My voice is tighter than I want it to be.

      Emma shrugs one bare shoulder. “Your boyfriend’s talented. But you already knew that.”

      I flush.

      There’s a silence, then she leans forward, chin resting on her hand. “You watched it, didn’t you?”

      The air thickens.

      I glance at Drew. He doesn’t answer for me.

      “I did,” I say, soft but honest.

      Emma’s lips curl slightly. “And?”

      “I don’t think I owe you a reaction.”

      She hums, like she’s not offended. “That’s fair. But your body language is giving you away.”

      She’s toying with me. Not meanly—just enough to remind me that I watched her come apart on my boyfriend’s cock, and she probably enjoyed every second of it.

      I should hate her.

      Instead, I keep picturing how her nipples looked in the video, how her legs trembled when he went down on her, how I couldn’t look away.

      “Would you ever do it again?” I ask suddenly.

      She doesn’t flinch. “If it’s not a trap.”

      “It’s not.”

      Emma smiles slowly. “Then maybe.”

      She’s testing me. Maybe I’m testing myself too. We finish our coffees in a tension so thick it could be chewed. When we stand to leave, I’m the one who says it:

      “We should hang out sometime.”

      Emma raises a brow. “Just hang out?”

      “Just hang out,” I echo, but we both know what it means.

      Her lips twitch like she’s trying not to grin. “Sure. I’m free Friday night.”
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        * * *

      

      Friday night arrives faster than I expect.

      The apartment smells like mint and honey—Drew’s been fussing with the tea setup like we’re hosting a dinner party and not something… else. I try to act calm, casual, like I haven’t spent the last two hours rethinking my outfit five times. I settle on leggings and a soft black tank top, something in-between homey and fuckable.

      When the buzzer goes off, my breath catches. Drew opens the door before I can stop pacing.

      Emma steps in wearing a cropped sweater that slides just off one shoulder, soft and slouchy and intentional. Her jeans hug her like a second skin. Her lips are glossed. Her hair’s tied up in a loose bun that says I didn’t try too hard, which only makes it more devastating.

      She smiles at me. “Hi.”

      “Hey.” My voice is too light, too tight.

      We sit in the living room, herbal tea in hand. The couch suddenly feels too small, and the silence between words too loud. Drew tries to make conversation—music, campus drama, some professor’s ridiculous syllabus—but all I hear is the soft inhale of Emma’s breath, the way her tongue flicks over the rim of her mug before every sip.

      We’re all pretending we don’t know what this night could turn into.

      It’s not long before Emma sets her mug down and shifts closer. Her leg brushes Drew’s.

      “Is this weird?” she asks, glancing at both of us.

      “Little bit,” I admit.

      Drew shrugs, his arm draped loosely along the back of the couch behind her. “It doesn’t have to be.”

      She looks at me, then him.

      Then kisses him.

      It’s soft at first. Careful. Testing. Drew doesn’t resist—and I don’t stop them. I watch as Emma tilts her head, her fingers finding the edge of his jaw, her mouth parting just slightly as she deepens the kiss.

      My breath catches in my throat.

      I wrap my arms around myself, gripping tight. “I’m fine,” I murmur, but I’m not even sure they hear me.

      Emma breaks the kiss and looks at me. “You sure?”

      I nod, but the heat blooming between my thighs says something else entirely.

      They start again.

      His hand slips to her waist. Her fingers tangle in his hair. And I just… watch.

      The room feels too warm. My skin too tight. I can’t remember the last time I was this aroused from the outside in. My heart pounds as Drew’s hand slips beneath the hem of her sweater, his fingers splaying across her back, tugging her closer.

      Emma pulls back only to lift her sweater off, revealing a lace-trimmed bra that’s barely holding anything back. Her breasts rise with every breath, full and flushed. She turns to me.

      “Still okay?”

      I nod again. “Yeah.”

      But my voice is hoarse, and my thighs are squeezed together under my leggings.

      Drew starts to kiss down her neck. His hands slide to her hips, then up, unfastening her bra with shaky fingers. She shrugs it off, letting it fall between them.

      Her nipples are soft pink, already hardened.

      He kisses between them, then takes one in his mouth.

      She moans, just loud enough to make my breath hitch.

      I tell myself I won’t get involved. I won’t interrupt. I’ll just… watch.

      My hand creeps into my lap. I press my palm gently between my legs, over the thin fabric. I’m already soaked.

      Drew’s shirt comes off next. Emma unzips her jeans and shimmies out of them, revealing lacy black panties that match the bra on the floor.

      And he’s looking at her like he’s never seen anything so beautiful.

      Maybe I’m jealous.

      Maybe I’m just desperate.

      He lays her down on the couch, kisses along her collarbone, her stomach, the waistband of her panties. She lifts her hips, and he peels them off slowly.

      Her legs part naturally.

      She’s wet. Glossy. Bare.

      My mouth goes dry.

      I slide my hand into my leggings, my fingers finding heat and slickness and something too overwhelming to name.

      He goes down on her, his mouth pressing into her pussy like it’s something sacred. Her back arches. Her lips part in a soft, trembling moan.

      I can’t stop touching myself.

      I watch every movement—the way she grips his hair, the way her thighs tremble, the way his shoulders tense when she gasps his name. I’m soaking. Aching. Embarrassed and desperate and completely unraveling.

      She moans louder now, bucking gently beneath him, and her whole body tightens before it breaks.

      She comes.

      Hard.

      And I do too—quietly, hand buried between my thighs, hips rocking against the couch cushion, eyes locked on hers.

      She opens them in the aftermath, dazed, glowing, and finds me.

      Her mouth curves into the tiniest smile.

      Emma’s body trembles with aftershocks, her legs still parted, chest rising in shallow, unsteady breaths. Drew kisses the inside of her thigh before finally sitting back, his breathing ragged. She blinks up at him, dazed and flushed, then reaches for his hand.

      He helps her sit up slowly. Her limbs are shaky, her skin still glowing. She smiles—soft, satisfied, a little wild.

      Then, with a breathy laugh and a glint in her eye, she shifts forward, climbing onto his lap like she’s done this a million times before. One thigh, then the other, until she’s straddling him fully. Her bare skin presses to his, sticky and warm.

      Drew steadies her with both hands as she settles in. She adjusts her hips just slightly, grinding against his cock with a teasing roll. He groans low in his throat.

      She doesn’t look at him.

      She looks at me.

      Drew’s hands slide up the backs of her legs, fingers gripping her ass as she rocks gently against his cock. He’s hard again already. Or maybe he never went soft. I wouldn’t blame him. Emma is flushed, glowing, lips slightly parted, hair mussed just enough to look perfect.

      Their bodies move together slowly—just a rhythm right now, a tease.

      She’s still watching me.

      I clench the arms of the chair. My breath is shallow, almost shaky. I’m soaked between my legs, but I haven’t moved. I told myself one orgasm would be enough. That watching would be safe.

      

      But sitting here now, watching her ride him, flushed and glowing and facing me like this—

      I know I was lying. I want to touch myself again and again to the sight of them.

      

      Drew kisses her neck, murmurs something I can’t hear. Emma smiles but doesn’t look away from me. She leans back slightly, lining him up.

      Then sinks down onto his cock.

      My stomach clenches. I grip the chair harder. Watching him disappear inside her inch by inch makes something in me twist—shame and heat tangled so tight I can’t tell which is which. Her mouth drops open when she’s fully seated. She lets out a low moan.

      Drew groans against her skin.

      She starts to ride him slowly, hips rolling in smooth circles. Her breasts bounce slightly, nipples flushed and stiff. Drew’s hands spread across her back, guiding her, steadying her.

      And I just sit here.

      Trembling.

      Hating that I want this—and wanting it so badly it almost hurts.

      I shift in the chair. My thighs rub together. My panties are soaked. I bite my lower lip, hard, to keep from making a sound.

      Emma watches me with heat in her eyes as she moves faster, pressing harder against him. Their bodies slap gently, wet and rhythmic, and every sound is an echo of the video that rewired my body just nights ago.

      “You look so pretty like that,” she says, voice breathy. “All flushed and quiet. You like watching, don’t you?”

      I don’t answer.

      Drew leans into her chest. “She watched the whole thing, you know. The video.”

      Emma’s eyes flick to me. “I figured.”

      Emma grinds down harder. “I bet she touched herself right here. On this couch. Thought about what it felt like to have you buried inside me.”

      I want to run.

      I want to come.

      I grip the arm of the chair so tightly my knuckles go white.

      Emma lifts herself and sinks again. And again. Faster now. More desperate. Her moans grow louder, sweeter. Drew grips her waist and starts meeting her thrust for thrust, his cock sliding in and out of her with wet, slick sounds that make my skin tingle.

      “Jess,” he says suddenly, his voice thick, low. “Come here.”

      I shake my head. I can’t. If I get closer, I’ll fall apart.

      Emma looks at me and smiles—soft, open, inviting.

      “You don’t have to touch,” she says. “You can just… be with us.”

      My body leans forward before my mind does. I rise from the chair slowly, unsteady on my feet. I cross the room and perch on the edge of the couch—just a few feet from where she’s still riding him, her pussy swallowing him over and over.

      I can see everything now. His cock glistening with her arousal. The tension in her thighs. The flicker of pleasure on Drew’s face. The way she’s glowing, fully in control and fully undone at the same time.

      I don’t touch.

      I just sit there and ache.

      Then Drew reaches for me—one hand slipping along my thigh, warm and careful. I freeze.

      “You can join us,” he whispers.

      I inhale sharply. “I said I wouldn’t.”

      He nods. “Okay.”

      But he doesn’t move his hand.

      Emma leans forward and brushes her lips over mine. Just a whisper of a kiss. She smells like sweat and sex and honeyed tea. Her breath is warm.

      “Just one taste,” she murmurs.

      She kisses me again. Deeper this time.

      And I fall.

      Her mouth is soft and open, her tongue teasing mine gently. My hands tremble as I reach for her hips, feeling them rock beneath my palms as she keeps moving on Drew.

      She gasps into my mouth as he thrusts up harder.

      I pull back, breath ragged. “I want to watch you come,” I whisper.

      She leans back, arching her spine as Drew thrusts up into her. “Then help me.”

      I reach between her legs, my fingers brushing over her clit. She shudders, her walls pulsing around him. I circle gently, feeling how wet she is, how swollen and ready.

      Drew groans beneath her. He’s close.

      Emma’s head falls back. Her mouth opens in a moan.

      Her body tightens.

      Then breaks.

      She comes with a cry, shivering above him, her hands gripping my thighs, her pussy clenching around his cock like it’s the only thing keeping her grounded. Drew follows seconds later, his body tensing, hips jerking upward as he groans her name.

      I just kneel beside them, flushed and breathless, watching the tremors pass through both of them.

      Emma looks at me, cheeks pink, sweat beading along her collarbone.

      “You okay?” she asks.

      I smile, still shaking.

      “I’ve never been better.”

      My body is still buzzing. My knees are unsteady on the carpet. Drew is breathless, his cock wet with Emma’s arousal. I finally let myself lean in and kiss him.

      He tastes like her. Sweet and dizzying. I melt into it, my arms wrapping around his shoulders as his tongue slips between my lips. He groans against me, his hands gripping my hips like he’s been waiting all night to touch me again.

      When I pull away, breathless, Emma is still beside us—watching, smiling, her fingertips ghosting over my thigh.

      She leans in next. Her kiss is softer, but more dangerous. I shiver as her lips part mine, as her tongue explores with slow, lazy strokes that make my insides tighten. Her hands cup my waist, then move up, brushing the curve of my breast through my tank top. I can’t breathe. I don’t want to. I’ve never touched another woman like this before, but now it’s all I want.

      She peels my top off. My nipples harden instantly in the cool air. She lowers her mouth to one, sucking gently, then flicking her tongue until my legs nearly give out.

      Drew's fingers find the waistband of my leggings and slide them down with my soaking wet panties. I step out of them shakily, and Emma reaches out and takes my hand. “Your turn,” she whispers, rising from the couch. “But I want to watch him fuck your cute little butt.”

      She guides me onto the cushions, easing me down so I’m on my hands and knees, my body still flushed and slick from watching them. Drew gets up and kneels behind me. I feel his hand slide along my thigh, up over my ass, spreading me open with slow pressure.

      “Are you sure?” he asks, voice low, thick with restraint.

      I nod, unable to speak. My cheeks are burning. I’ve never done this before—but I want it. More than I should. More than I’ve ever wanted anything.

      He leans over me, his chest warm on my back. One hand steadies me at the hip while the other moves lower, slick enough with Emma’s arousal that he doesn’t need lube. His fingers circle my back entrance, working me open with care, easing the tension until I feel myself give way.

      And then I feel the head of his cock.

      He presses against me, just enough to make me inhale sharply. I grip the cushion beneath me, the stretch new and deep and shocking.

      “Breathe,” Emma murmurs from in front of me.

      I do.

      Then I feel her mouth.

      She slides between my thighs, her breath teasing the wetness there before her tongue finds me. She licks me like she knows exactly what I need—slow, steady, patient, while Drew begins to push inside. I moan, caught between pressure and pleasure, my body split open and worshipped at the same time.

      Drew inches deeper, groaning as my body clenches around him. His hands tremble where they grip me. Emma flicks her tongue over my clit, then flattens it, pressing in harder as I shudder beneath them both.

      I’ve never felt this full. This stretched. This helpless.

      And I love it.

      Drew moves deeper with each breath, rocking into me in short, controlled thrusts. Emma keeps licking—faster now, more insistent. My legs begin to shake. I can’t keep still. Every muscle is tense, my orgasm building fast.

      “God,” I whisper, voice cracking. “I… I’m—”

      “I know,” Emma says, her voice vibrating against me. “Come for us, Jess.”

      Drew grips my hips, driving deeper now. He’s fully inside. I can feel him everywhere. Emma moans against my pussy, and that’s it. That’s the thing that breaks me.

      I come hard—so hard I almost sob. My body locks, my fingers dig into the cushion, and I cry out as the waves hit. Drew grunts behind me, thrusting faster now, losing control as I squeeze around him. I barely register Emma’s hands stroking my thighs as my body jolts from the aftershocks.

      Drew pulls out with a groan, and a hot spill of come lands across my lower back, sticky and warm. I collapse into the cushions, panting, spent, wrung out and still humming.

      Emma crawls up beside me, licking a stray drop of come off my skin with a teasing flick of her tongue. She kisses my shoulder, then my cheek.

      “I didn’t think I’d like this,” I whisper, eyes still closed.

      “But you did,” she says, smiling.

      Drew brushes a hand along my spine. “You were incredible.”

      I let them hold me, tangled together on the couch, still pulsing with the afterglow. My body aches. My thighs are trembling. But the shame I thought I’d feel never comes.

      Only heat.

      Only peace.

      And the aching, impossible truth that I want more.
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        * * *

      

      The living room is quiet now.

      Just the soft hum of the fridge in the kitchen and the faint rustle of night air sneaking in through the cracked window. We never made it to the bedroom. We’re a heap of limbs and sweat-soaked skin across the couch—tangled, flushed, and blissfully wrecked.

      I’m curled between them. Drew’s behind me, one arm draped possessively around my waist, his chest pressed to my back. Emma’s in front, her leg thrown over mine, head resting just beneath my chin. Her fingers trace slow shapes along my stomach, lazy and featherlight, like she’s still tasting me with her skin.

      None of us speak for a while.

      It’s the kind of silence that isn’t empty. It’s full—of breath, of memory, of everything that just happened.

      Drew kisses the curve of my neck. “Remind me again who was supposed to be watching?”

      I smile, cheeks still warm. “Hey, it was Emma who encouraged me to join in.”

      

      Emma shifts, lifting her head to glance at me. “He’s just mad you wore us both out.”

      “Pretty sure you did that all on your own,” I say.

      She hums, a soft laugh curling around her words. “You tasted even better than I expected.”

      

      My cheeks go hot again. I turn my face slightly so she can’t see how much I like hearing that. Drew chuckles low behind me, his thumb sweeping slow circles over my hip.

      “Next time,” he says, “maybe we try a bigger couch.”

      Emma stretches and flops onto her back dramatically. “Or a bed,” she says, “if we’re feeling wild.”

      I laugh. I can’t help it. Everything feels loose now, light. Like I’ve crossed a line and discovered it wasn’t a punishment—it was a promise.

      Emma looks at me again, smile still soft but more serious now. “That was hot.”

      I nod slowly, my lips parting before I even think the question through. “Would you want to do it again sometime?”

      She lifts one eyebrow. “Tonight?”

      “No,” I say, laughing. “I mean... yes. But I meant in general.”

      She leans in and kisses the corner of my mouth. “Absolutely.”

      Drew’s hand slips up my side, his voice close to my ear. “So we’re all in agreement?”

      Emma smirks. “I mean, if you’re offering...”

      I sigh, content and spent, letting my eyes fall closed as their bodies press in closer. My skin still buzzes where they touched me. My thighs ache in the best way. And somewhere in the back of my mind, I know nothing’s going to be the same again. In the best possible way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Put in Her Place

          

        

      

    

    
      Claire stood just out of sight, her hand curled around the edge of the doorway to Ethan’s home office, listening to the sound of her husband’s laughter. It was that genuine kind of laugh—the one that only came out when he wasn’t trying. The kind of laugh he used to share with her before they both got too busy.

      Now, apparently, he saved it for his assistant.

      Jenna.

      Claire exhaled slowly through her nose and stepped fully into view, lips curved into a polite smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

      Jenna was perched on the corner of Ethan’s desk like she owned the place—back arched ever so slightly, cleavage pushed forward just enough to seem accidental. Her blouse, blush pink and tissue-thin, clung to curves that Claire could admit—grudgingly—were unfairly perfect. The kind of curves that didn’t need Spanx or gym memberships. Young. Effortless.

      “Oh, hi, Claire!” Jenna beamed as if they were old friends. She slid off the desk with a little bounce, the tight pencil skirt hugging her hips indecently as she smoothed it with delicate fingers. “I was just going over Ethan’s schedule for the week. We’re trying to be proactive.”

      Claire’s gaze dipped—just briefly—to Jenna’s manicured hand still resting on Ethan’s arm. She held it there a second too long before she finally let go.

      “Proactive,” Claire echoed, her voice velvet-smooth. “That’s wonderful.”

      Ethan, oblivious—or pretending to be—stood and reached for his coffee, giving Claire a distracted smile. “Jenna’s been amazing, honestly. Total lifesaver.”

      Claire offered a brittle laugh. “She must be, the way you’re smiling.”

      Jenna tilted her head. “I try my best. Ethan has a lot on his plate.”

      Claire stepped back, crossing the threshold into the open-concept kitchen that overlooked the office nook. From there, she had the perfect vantage point—close enough to hear every word, far enough to feel untouchable.

      

      “You’re right. He does.” She reached the counter and opened the fridge a little too hard. “Good thing he has someone like you… watching his back.”

      From behind her, Jenna’s laugh tinkled like wind chimes. “And his calendar.”

      Claire poured herself a glass of water, grip tight around the stem of the glass. She could feel Jenna’s gaze on her back—assessing, curious, maybe even smug.

      She didn’t blame Jenna for being pretty. She didn’t even blame her for being flirty.

      But Claire had been in enough boardrooms and charity luncheons to know exactly what that type of woman looked like—soft on the outside, sharp beneath. The kind of girl who knew how to be seductive without crossing a line. The kind of girl who liked to toe it. The kind of girl who pretended not to notice how close she stood when she leaned over your husband’s shoulder.

      Claire turned around, sipping her water slowly. “Ethan, you didn’t tell me you were working late tonight.”

      Ethan rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah, I figured I’d catch up before the week gets crazy. Jenna offered to help organize the rollout materials.”

      “So generous of her,” Claire said, eyes cutting to the assistant. “Are you staying for dinner, Jenna?”

      Jenna blinked, caught off guard. “Oh—I hadn’t planned on it.”

      Claire smiled. “You should. It’s the least we can do. After all, we wouldn’t want you working too hard.”

      There was a flicker in Jenna’s eyes then—recognition. A hint of tension crackled between the three of them, too subtle for Ethan to pick up on, but Claire felt it thrum through her body like a string pulled too tight.

      Jenna smiled slowly. “If you insist.”

      “I do.” Claire’s voice dipped slightly, velvet turning to silk. She turned back toward the stove, hips swaying just enough. “I have a feeling we’re all going to enjoy this evening.”

      And behind her, Claire didn’t need to see Jenna’s expression to know the game had just changed.

      She had issued the challenge. And Jenna had accepted.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was served with linen napkins, a bottle of sparkling water, and a dangerously low-cut neckline.

      Claire moved through the dining room like a woman on a mission, placing the roasted vegetables beside the grilled salmon, setting the tone with a curated playlist humming low in the background. Nothing overly romantic—just enough bass and mood to remind them both that she was in control of this evening. Or so she told herself.

      Jenna sat across the table, legs crossed tightly beneath her pencil skirt, sipping her water like it was champagne. She hadn’t gone home to change. Still in the same soft pink blouse and high-waisted skirt from earlier—but something about her now felt bolder. More deliberate.

      Ethan, as always, was obliviously charming—complimenting the food, nudging Claire’s thigh with his under the table, making casual conversation about quarterly reports and office drama like nothing was amiss.

      Claire tried to keep it light.

      “So, Jenna,” she said smoothly, “tell me—do you always stay late at your boss’s house?”

      Jenna smiled, tilting her head just slightly. Her earrings caught the light and shimmered like mischief.

      “Only when invited,” she said, voice honey-slick. Her eyes flicked toward Ethan, then back to Claire, lingering. “But I can be very... accommodating.”

      Claire’s fork paused midair. She forced a smile and set it down slowly.

      “Well, I’m glad to hear it. Ethan certainly seems to appreciate your… flexibility.”

      “I do,” Ethan chimed in, clearly trying to smooth over the subtle jabs. “She’s been incredible with the new onboarding packet.”

      Claire’s lips curled. “I bet she has.”

      Jenna laughed at that—soft, feminine, maddeningly confident. “You’re so funny, Claire,” she said, leaning forward slightly over her plate. “And you look gorgeous tonight. That dress is… wow.”

      Claire arched a brow. “Thank you. It’s one of Ethan’s favorites.”

      Jenna’s gaze dropped to Claire’s cleavage and lingered there for a beat too long. “I can see why.”

      Heat prickled at the back of Claire’s neck, but she didn’t flinch. She reached for her glass and sipped, willing her expression to stay unreadable.

      “So,” Jenna continued, voice a little breathier now, “how long have you two been married?”

      “Seven years,” Ethan said, smiling as he glanced at Claire. “Feels like yesterday, though.”

      “Longer for me,” Claire said lightly, running her fingertip around the rim of her glass. “But some things only get better with time.”

      Jenna’s eyes dipped again, this time to the hollow at Claire’s throat. Claire caught it—the subtle tilt of Jenna’s chin. The way she shifted in her chair, legs uncrossing slowly before re-crossing, drawing Ethan’s attention like a magnet. His gaze flickered, just briefly, to the movement.

      That flicker made Claire’s chest tighten.

      She looked at Jenna—and that’s when it hit her.

      This girl wasn’t just flirting with Ethan. She was flirting with both of them.

      Jenna turned her attention back to Ethan, laughing at something he’d said, and touched his arm again—casually, easily. But then she glanced at Claire, lips parted, eyes heavy-lidded, almost challenging.

      Claire’s pulse thudded between her thighs, unwanted and undeniable.

      She wasn’t supposed to be turned on by this. She was supposed to be in charge, keeping her husband’s new assistant in check. But instead, her body was reacting like she was part of some forbidden game, her skin hot beneath her dress, her nipples tightening against the fabric as if Jenna had brushed them herself.

      “You’re staring,” Jenna murmured, so quietly Claire almost thought she imagined it.

      Claire’s cheeks flushed. She straightened her spine and leaned back, crossing one leg over the other in a slow, calculated motion.

      “I was just thinking,” she said smoothly, “how interesting you are. So confident. So... fearless.”

      Jenna smiled. “Confidence is easy when you know you’re wanted.”

      There was a pause. The air was thick—no longer playful. No longer safe.

      Ethan cleared his throat and reached for his water. “So, um—how’s the salmon?”

      Neither woman looked away.

      Claire held Jenna’s gaze for one second longer before letting herself smile. Not the kind of smile that said I’m your friend. No—this one said, You’ve just walked into my territory, sweetheart. Let’s see how far you’re willing to go.

      And Jenna? Jenna smiled right back.
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        * * *

      

      They ended dinner with chocolate-covered strawberries and a silence that pulsed beneath the small talk like a current.

      Jenna lingered in the doorway of the living room, twirling the last berry between her fingers as if it were a distraction, not a weapon. Ethan flipped on a low lamp while Claire poured them each a splash of something fizzy, pretending not to notice how Jenna’s eyes had settled—not on him, but on her.

      Claire sat on the edge of the sofa, legs crossed, back straight. She sipped her drink slowly, watching Jenna drop onto the adjacent cushion like she’d done it a thousand times before.

      “You two always this domestic?” Jenna asked, popping the berry between her lips. Juice glistened on her mouth. She licked it off slowly.

      Ethan chuckled, clueless as ever. Claire didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her throat felt tight with heat. With hunger. With something dangerously close to curiosity.

      “Let’s play a game,” she said suddenly, surprising even herself. “Truth or dare.”

      Jenna arched a brow, a slow grin blooming across her lips. “Seriously?”

      Claire shrugged one shoulder and held her glass aloft. “Why not? We’ve had dinner. We’ve talked about the weather and quarterly projections. Let’s talk about something real for once.”

      “I’m in,” Jenna said, voice lilting. “But only if we agree not to be boring.”

      Ethan gave a nervous laugh. “Define boring.”

      Jenna turned her body slightly, her knees angling toward Claire instead of him. “I’ll start,” she said, pointing at Claire. “Truth or dare?”

      Claire tilted her head, narrowing her eyes. “Truth.”

      “Describe your first orgasm,” Jenna said without missing a beat.

      The room went quiet.

      Claire stared at her, lips parting slightly. Jenna didn’t blink. Neither did Ethan.

      Claire took another sip, letting the bubbles cool her throat, and then set the glass down with a click. “Fine,” she said, smoothing a hand over her knee. “It was on a hotel balcony in Rome. My fingers, alone. I was eighteen during a college summer abroad. I had just watched a couple fuck on the rooftop across from ours.”

      She let her gaze slide over to Ethan, who had stopped blinking entirely, and then to Jenna.

      “I got off so hard I bit my wrist trying not to moan,” she finished, her voice low and steady.

      Jenna’s smile turned molten. “Damn,” she murmured. “Definitely not boring.”

      “Your turn,” Claire said coolly. “Truth or dare?”

      “Dare,” Jenna replied without hesitation.

      Claire’s mind moved faster than her body. “I want to see you kiss my husband,” she said, almost unable to believe her boldness. “But make it slow.”

      Ethan choked slightly, but Jenna just smiled and shifted closer. She slid a hand to his jaw and leaned in, pressing her lips to his. She kissed him like she enjoyed knowing Claire was watching. Because she did.

      Claire clenched her thighs. Her stomach was tight with something too tangled to name. Regret? Jealousy? Arousal?

      When Jenna pulled back, Ethan exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for hours.

      “My turn,” Jenna whispered, turning back to Claire. “Truth or dare?” It became obvious that this game was only between Jenna and Claire. Ethan was hardly on the radar except to be used as some sexual pawn.

      Claire stared back, her voice like smoke. “Dare.”

      Jenna didn’t hesitate. “Kiss me.”

      The room tilted.

      Claire didn’t move right away. Her whole body buzzed. Her mouth was dry. Her heart beat low and heavy between her legs. She wasn’t sure if she was more shocked by the dare… or by how badly she wanted to say yes.

      Ethan sat frozen between them, eyes wide.

      Claire uncrossed her legs and stood, slowly, letting her dress fall back into place as she walked the few steps between them. She stopped in front of Jenna and looked down at her, saying nothing.

      Jenna’s chin tilted upward, her lips slightly parted.

      Claire leaned in.

      Their mouths met in a kiss that was nothing like she expected. It wasn’t sharp or rough or quick. It was soft. Exploratory. Jenna’s lips were warm and full. Claire’s breath caught in her throat as their mouths moved, curious but lingering, heat passing like a secret.

      When she pulled back, Claire’s chest rose and fell too quickly. Her pulse thrummed in her ears.

      Jenna’s lips were wet. Her eyes hooded. “Well,” she murmured, “that was worth the wait.”

      Claire turned slowly, locking eyes with Ethan. His mouth hung slightly open. The outline of his hard cock was visible, poorly hidden by the fabric of his pants.

      Claire sat back down, smoothed her dress, and smiled tightly. “Your turn, Ethan,” she said, finally including him.

      “Truth or dare, Claire?”

      Ethan’s voice cut through the thick haze left behind by her kiss with Jenna.

      Claire blinked. Her heart was still fluttering, her lips tingling with the ghost of Jenna’s mouth. She sat up straighter on the couch and crossed her legs, even though the dampness between her thighs made the friction almost unbearable.

      “Truth,” she said, more breath than voice.

      Ethan didn’t smile. His brows pinched just slightly as he looked at her with something deeper than amusement. Curiosity. Maybe even concern.

      “What’s your angle?” he asked. “With Jenna.”

      Claire didn’t answer at first.

      She felt both women’s eyes on her. Jenna sat beside Ethan, relaxed, but her gaze was sharp beneath the softness. And Ethan—he looked almost hurt. Not angry. Just… uncertain.

      Claire opened her mouth. Closed it.

      What was her angle?

      Was it jealousy? Control? Curiosity? A test?

      She swallowed, her throat dry again. “I need to check on something,” she said quickly, standing up.

      “Claire—”

      “I’ll be right back.”

      She turned and walked down the hallway, heels clicking softly against the hardwood. But she didn’t go far. Just to the edge of the kitchen, where the hallway narrowed into shadows. She stood in the dark, pressed a hand to her chest.

      She couldn’t answer him. She couldn’t answer herself.

      The air was thick with the scent of wine and heat and something more dangerous.

      She told herself she was just giving them space. That she needed a minute to clear her head.

      But when she turned her body slightly, she could see back into the living room.

      Jenna was still sitting beside Ethan. Her hand was on his thigh now. Claire hadn’t heard her move, but she must have—the shift was obvious, intimate. Ethan didn’t push her away.

      He looked up, as if checking for Claire, but didn’t see her in the shadows. Or maybe he did. Maybe he didn’t care.

      Jenna leaned in and said something, her lips close to his ear. He shook his head faintly, but he didn’t move. She smiled at him—not sweetly. Like a cat who’d found the one mouse dumb enough to freeze instead of run.

      Claire’s fingers curled around the doorframe.

      She should step in. She should say something. Stop it before it started.

      But she didn’t.

      She stood there, heart pounding, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

      Ethan’s jaw was tense. He was holding back. Claire could see it in the way his shoulders flexed beneath his shirt, how his hand hovered near Jenna’s waist but didn’t quite touch.

      Jenna leaned closer. Her hand moved from his thigh to the buttons of his shirt. She didn’t undo them—but the suggestion was there.

      Claire’s mouth went dry.

      She pressed her thighs together, just slightly, a dull ache pulsing between them.

      She watched as Ethan finally reached out. His hand landed on Jenna’s knee—tentative, conflicted. But not resisting.

      Claire’s pulse throbbed.

      She could stop it. Still. Walk in and end this.

      But she didn’t want to.

      And that was what shocked her most of all.

      Not that Jenna was making a move.

      Not that Ethan was letting her.

      But that she—Claire—was standing in the dark, hot and wet and shaking, and all she could think was: Don’t stop. Let me see.

      She bit down on her bottom lip, hard enough to sting, and waited for what came next.

      Claire didn’t breathe.

      The shadows in the hallway wrapped around her like a lover, cloaking her in a false sense of control. But she felt everything. Every heartbeat. Every throb. Every pulse of heat between her legs.

      And then Jenna turned her head.

      Their eyes locked.

      Claire didn’t flinch, didn’t blink. She didn’t have to. Jenna had already seen her.

      But instead of freezing or retreating, Jenna smiled.

      She didn’t look surprised. She looked knowing.

      And then she said it—casually. Boldly. Like she had the upper hand all along.

      “If you’re going to watch,” Jenna murmured, her voice rich and low, “then come over and watch.”

      Claire’s breath hitched.

      Jenna didn’t wait for a response. She returned her attention to Ethan, her hand sliding higher up his thigh now. Ethan turned slightly, his mouth open to say something—but then closed it again. His gaze flicked to the hallway.

      Claire knew he saw her now.

      And still—no one moved to stop anything.

      Claire stepped forward.

      Her body led, not her mind. Her heels whispered against the floor as she crossed the living room again, the air buzzing with heat. Jenna didn’t break eye contact. She stood slowly and took a step back, putting herself in full view between the couch and the lamp’s warm, ambient glow.

      Claire sat on the arm of a nearby chair, spine straight, heart pounding.

      Jenna began to undress.

      She started with her blouse, unfastening each pearl-button one by one. Her fingers moved slowly, deliberately, like she wanted Claire to savor every inch as it was revealed. The blush fabric slid down her arms, exposing the creamy skin of her shoulders, the soft curves of her upper chest, and the swell of her full, natural breasts beneath a thin, nude bra.

      She unhooked that next.

      The fabric fell to the floor like it didn’t belong on her at all.

      Her breasts were perfect. High and full with dusky pink nipples that hardened in the cool air. Claire’s breath caught. Jenna’s stomach was taut, with just a hint of softness above her waistband. Her hips curved out like they were built to be held. Her thighs were strong, sensual, thick in the best way. She was a painting—lush and lithe, all temptation and control wrapped in skin.

      Claire’s hands curled against her thighs.

      Jenna undid the side zipper of her skirt and let it slide down her hips. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but lace panties that clung to her curves and barely covered the fullness between her thighs.

      She stepped out of them slowly. Deliberately.

      Then she knelt in front of Ethan.

      Claire couldn’t look away.

      Jenna’s hands worked at Ethan’s belt with a quiet confidence that made Claire’s throat tighten. Ethan didn’t move—just watched her with wide, dazed eyes as his pants were unfastened, pulled open, and slid down his legs.

      Claire’s gaze followed.

      Jenna reached inside his boxers and freed him. Ethan’s cock sprang forward, hard and flushed, thick in her grip. She wrapped her fingers around him and stroked once—twice—then leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

      Claire let out a soft gasp.

      Ethan’s head fell back against the couch, his mouth parting. His fingers dug into the cushions beside him.

      Jenna moved her head slowly, mouth gliding along his shaft, her tongue tracing the underside as she went. She held him like he belonged to her—like she’d been doing this forever. Her lips slid down until her nose brushed his lower abdomen, and when she pulled back, she left a string of moisture along his length that made Claire's entire body clench.

      Claire’s thighs pressed together involuntarily.

      Her nipples hardened beneath the fabric of her dress, brushing against the silk lining as if even her clothes wanted to be stripped away.

      Jenna looked up at Ethan and licked her lips.

      Then she stood.

      Without a word, Ethan pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside. His chest rose and fell, each breath deeper than the last.

      He reached for Jenna’s waist and turned her around.

      She didn’t resist.

      He bent her over the arm of the couch, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades, the other sliding between her thighs. She arched her back, spreading her legs for him, eyes fluttering shut as his hand disappeared beneath her.

      Claire couldn’t move.

      She sat frozen, her fingers digging into the edge of the chair. Her eyes locked on Ethan’s body—strong, sculpted, straining—as he positioned himself behind Jenna.

      And then he pushed in.

      Jenna let out a slow, guttural moan.

      Claire’s breath hitched again.

      She slid one hand slowly beneath the hem of her dress. Her fingers found heat—wet and slick. Her hips shifted. Her thighs trembled. She touched herself as Ethan began to move.

      Each thrust was slow at first. Deliberate. Deep.

      Jenna moaned with every push, her hands gripping the back of the couch, her body rocking forward and back. Her hair spilled over her shoulders, hiding her expression, but Claire could hear it—the ragged moans, the breathless curses, the yes yes yes whispered into the room like a mantra.

      Ethan groaned behind her, his muscles taut, his movements growing rougher with each passing second.

      Claire’s hand moved faster. Her breath caught. Her legs tensed. The room was filled with the sound of skin meeting skin, gasps, wetness, and the obscene, aching rhythm of pleasure just out of reach.

      She didn’t feel jealous.

      She felt possessed.

      Jenna wasn’t taking something from her. She was offering it—this scene, this view, this experience.

      Claire had never felt more wanted. And she had never felt less in control.

      This wasn’t her seduction. It wasn’t her game.

      She had invited Jenna in thinking she was the puppet master. That she could pull strings and show off her husband like a trophy, letting Jenna see what she’d never have.

      But now? Claire wasn’t the one being watched.

      She was the one watching.

      And she didn’t want to stop.

      Her fingers slipped over her clit, her hips rocking against the chair’s edge as Ethan buried himself inside Jenna, harder now, faster. Jenna cried out, voice thick and ragged and perfect.

      Claire’s release came quietly, like the air had been sucked out of her lungs. Her body arched, thighs trembling, lips parted in a silent moan as waves of heat rolled through her.

      She watched, panting, as Ethan drove into Jenna once more and groaned aloud, his head falling back.

      And still—Claire didn’t move.

      She simply sat there, flushed and aching and wet, and finally, finally honest with herself.

      The room was still heavy with heat.

      Ethan collapsed onto the other chair, his chest rising and falling, his skin glistening with sweat. His pants lay somewhere on the floor, forgotten, and his shirt was draped over the armrest like a discarded napkin.

      Jenna remained bent over the couch for a moment longer, catching her breath, her back arched and skin flushed from the intensity of it all. Then she shifted, slowly and gracefully, onto her back, her legs still parted, her inner thighs gleaming.

      Claire sat on the armchair across from them, one hand resting on the damp fabric of her dress, her breathing shallow. She still hadn’t moved. Her hand had slid out from beneath her hem minutes ago, trembling from the aftermath of her orgasm, but her mind hadn’t caught up with her body.

      Her heart was still trying to understand what she’d let happen—and why it had felt so good.

      Jenna tilted her head lazily and met her gaze.

      “I want you to taste him inside me,” she said.

      Claire didn’t speak. Her stomach clenched. Her thighs twitched.

      She wasn’t shocked anymore. She wasn’t scared. She was burning.

      Without a word, she rose from the chair and stepped toward them.

      Ethan watched her carefully, his expression unreadable. Jenna didn’t move. She just smiled—softly, smugly—and spread her legs a little wider, hips angled toward Claire like a throne being offered.

      Claire lowered herself slowly to her knees between the other woman’s thighs.

      The scent hit her first—warm and musky, familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. The tang of her husband’s release mingled with the sweetness of Jenna’s arousal. Her mouth watered. Her body responded before her mind could stop it.

      She leaned in.

      Her tongue flicked out, slowly at first, tasting the slickness along the curve of Jenna’s folds. Heat surged through her belly. She pressed deeper, licking slowly, thoroughly, letting herself absorb the flavors, the textures, the raw evidence of what she’d just watched.

      She had never done this before. Not like this.

      She had never tasted another woman slick with her husband's come.

      The first lick had been daring.

      The second felt like surrender.

      Jenna’s thighs tensed around her. Her hips lifted slightly, just enough to press herself closer to Claire’s mouth. Claire let her hands slide up Jenna’s thighs, holding her steady as her tongue licked again—this time slower, deeper. She didn’t think. She just tasted. She wanted it. Needed it.

      Each flick of her tongue was a confession: I want this. I asked for this. I belong here.

      Claire pressed her mouth more firmly between Jenna’s legs, her tongue tracing the rim of her entrance, dipping in to gather what was left of Ethan inside her. Her own breath came in soft, ragged gasps, the taste of them thick on her tongue, clouding every thought that wasn’t hunger.

      Jenna moaned, hand tangling in Claire’s hair, guiding her, encouraging her. Claire didn’t resist. She let her mouth move slower now, her lips brushing over Jenna’s clit, her tongue stroking languidly through the aftermath.

      Her whole body ached again.

      And through it all, she was aware—aware of Ethan watching from the couch, still panting, his cock twitching at the sight of his wife between his assistant’s thighs. She didn’t look at him.

      Claire kissed the inside of Jenna’s thigh once more and sat back on her heels, her lips and chin slick, her breath uneven. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      Jenna opened her eyes and smiled down at her, looking utterly satisfied.

      Ethan was still watching, frozen in something between awe and disbelief.

      Claire sat back on her heels, breath ragged, lips glistening with the taste of them both. Her pulse still fluttered low in her belly, but her mind was oddly quiet.

      She had done it. She had watched. And she hadn’t broken.

      Jenna stretched like a cat on the couch, limbs lazy and satisfied, her legs still slightly open, her body glowing with the aftermath of pleasure. She glanced down at Claire, a soft, wicked smile curving her lips.

      “I knew you wanted this,” Jenna murmured, her voice like silk and sin. “You like doing what I say, don’t you?”

      Claire didn’t answer, though she knew it was the truth.

      

      Jenna reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from Claire’s cheek, then slid her fingers beneath her chin and tilted her face up. Their eyes met.

      “Next time,” Jenna whispered, “you won’t wait so long to join in.”

      The words slid beneath Claire’s skin like heat. She swallowed, her mouth still tasting of them both, her thighs pressing together again, helpless to stop the ache building all over again.

      Jenna leaned back against the cushions with a satisfied hum, her fingers drifting lazily along her own thigh.

      Claire stayed kneeling between them, chest rising and falling, knowing now—without doubt or shame—that she would always come when Jenna called.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dare to Watch

          

        

      

    

    
      The evening air wrapped around us like a soft blanket, warm enough to sit outside but cool enough to make Ava tuck her bare legs up underneath her. Tiny fairy lights strung around the patio bathed everything in a gentle gold, giving the whole backyard a dreamy, enchanted feeling.

      Eric stretched back in his chair, fingers laced behind his head, a lazy grin playing on his lips. His dark hair flopped perfectly over his forehead, the way Ava loved, like he wasn’t trying at all to look so damn good. Across from them, Callie tucked her legs under herself, a mischievous glint flashing in her big, sea-green eyes.

      Ava couldn’t help noticing — she always noticed — the way Callie’s body seemed to glow in the soft lighting. Her loose black tank clung to her small, perky breasts, and her bare arms moved with an effortless grace as she twirled a lock of honey-blonde hair between her fingers.

      “So,” Callie said, flashing a wicked little smile, “how lucky do you feel, Ava? Having a man like Eric all to yourself?”

      Ava laughed, feeling a slight twinge of nerves she couldn’t explain. “Pretty lucky,” she said, nudging Eric’s bare foot with hers under the table. “But I’m not the jealous type. Mostly.”

      Callie leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. Her lips parted in a slow, teasing smile. “Good. Because if you ever turn your back, I just might steal him.”

      The words floated in the air between them, landing with a surprising weight.

      Ava laughed — she had to laugh — but it came out a little too loud, a little too breathless. “Yeah, right,” she said, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. Her heart gave a little stutter.

      Eric chuckled too, shifting slightly in his chair, but Ava caught the way his eyes flickered — just for a second — over Callie’s bare legs, then back to Ava. His smile was easy, but there was a tension beneath it, something charged.

      “Well,” Eric said lightly, rubbing a hand along the scruff of his jaw, “I think I’ll stay right where I am, thanks.”

      Callie sat back with a slow, deliberate stretch, her tank riding up just enough to flash a glimpse of smooth skin. “For now,” she said in a sing-song voice, teasing but unmistakably bold.

      Ava sipped her tea, letting the warmth roll over her tongue, trying to drown out the heat that was building low in her belly. She should say something — change the subject, steer things back to normal — but a strange thrill prickled up her spine, keeping her silent.

      Eric was the one who finally laughed and steered the conversation back to safer ground, asking Callie about a recent hiking trip. Ava smiled and nodded along, but her mind was elsewhere.

      Her mind was stuck on the sight of Callie’s tongue darting out to wet her lips. On the image of Eric’s body leaning toward Callie’s just a little too much. On the wild, impossible idea that maybe — just maybe — Callie wasn’t really joking.

      Ava squeezed her thighs together under the table, feeling a slickness growing between them she hadn't expected. She smiled when she was supposed to, laughed at the right moments, but she wasn’t really there anymore.

      The joke wasn’t funny anymore.

      It wasn’t even a joke at all.

      It was an idea.

      And once it was there, Ava knew, there was no stuffing it back into the bottle.
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        * * *

      

      The house was quiet now. Moonlight streamed in through the sheer curtains, casting silver patterns across the hardwood floor and the rumpled sheets tangled around Ava's legs.

      Eric’s breathing was slow and steady beside her, the rise and fall of his bare chest a hypnotic rhythm. He had fallen asleep quickly, one arm thrown lazily across her waist, his hand resting just above the swell of her hip like he owned her.

      And he did. God, he did.

      But tonight, something restless twisted inside Ava, keeping her wide awake while Eric slept so peacefully.

      She couldn’t stop thinking about Callie.

      The way her blonde hair had caught the patio lights. The bold tilt of her chin when she teased about stealing Eric. The wicked glint in her sea-green eyes that said she was more serious than she let on.

      Ava squeezed her thighs together under the sheet, heat blooming low in her belly as her mind spun out the image. She pictured Callie leaning in, really kissing Eric this time — not a joke, not a dare. Really kissing him, her small hands curling into his dark hair, her body pressing against his, soft and eager.

      Jealousy stabbed at Ava’s ribs, sharp and hot.

      But even sharper was the pulse of arousal that followed it, a wet, throbbing ache that made her shift restlessly against the mattress. The idea of seeing Eric touched by someone else — seeing his hands roam another woman’s curves, his mouth trailing over her skin — sent a shameful, wicked thrill through her.

      And it wasn’t just the thought of Callie on him. It was the thought of watching. Of standing there, heart hammering, thighs slick, knowing that he still belonged to Ava... even as he took another woman at her silent command.

      Ava slid one hand up her stomach, tracing lazy circles just beneath the hem of her thin sleep shirt. Her nipples tightened against the fabric, aching for touch. She bit her bottom lip and pressed her thighs tighter together, feeling the desperate throb between them.

      "You’re thinking too much," Eric mumbled, his voice rough with sleep, a hint of a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

      Ava froze, her hand stilled mid-stroke.

      "I can feel it," he said, cracking one eye open to look at her. Even half-asleep, his dark gaze was heavy, full of knowing. He squeezed her hip gently. "You're over there cooking up some crazy scheme, aren't you?"

      Ava let out a shaky laugh, trying to bury the truth under the sound. "Maybe," she whispered.

      Eric rolled toward her, pressing his chest against her side, his hand wandering lower until his fingertips brushed the curve of her ass. He squeezed again, firmer this time, the pads of his fingers digging into her soft flesh like he didn’t want to let her go.

      "You know you can tell me anything, right?" he murmured against her neck, his breath warm and teasing.

      Ava closed her eyes, shivering at the feel of him. She wanted to tell him — wanted to spill every filthy, trembling thought she had about Callie and him and what could happen if she gave the tiniest nod of permission.

      But she wasn’t ready yet.

      Instead, she twisted in his arms and pressed a kiss to the corner of his mouth, lingering there just long enough to make him groan low in his chest.

      "Later," she whispered against his lips.

      Eric chuckled, a deep, satisfied sound. "Whatever you're plotting... I can't wait."

      He tucked her tighter against him, one heavy thigh sliding between hers, and within moments, his breathing evened out again.

      Ava lay awake a little longer, her heart pounding against his, her body aching with the weight of the secret she wasn’t ready to say out loud.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The scent of toasted sourdough and fresh fruit filled the kitchen. Ava stood barefoot in a loose gray sleep shirt, slicing strawberries while sunlight painted golden stripes across the tile floor. Eric leaned against the counter across from her, shirtless, his flannel pajama pants slung low on his hips. His hair was messy in the way she loved—unruly, still warm from the pillow.

      They hadn’t talked about it yet—not really. But the air between them still buzzed, saturated with the leftover tension from the night before. Ava’s thighs still ached slightly from how tightly she’d pressed them together in the dark. And the images still swirled behind her eyes: Callie’s wicked smile, Eric’s hands on another body, the unholy pulse between curiosity and jealousy that hadn’t let her sleep.

      Ava took a breath and dared herself to push. “So,” she said, placing the knife down and licking a bead of strawberry juice from her fingertip, “you remember what Callie said last night?”

      Eric looked up from his mug. His expression flickered—just for a second—like he wasn’t sure which direction she was taking the question. Then he smirked, eyes narrowing. “You mean when she said she’d steal me if you looked away?”

      Ava hummed. “That.”

      Eric scratched the back of his neck, pretending to play it casual. “Bold of her,” he said. “She’s not exactly subtle.”

      “She was joking,” Ava said, tossing the words out like a test.

      Eric raised a brow. “Was she?”

      The room felt suddenly smaller. The sunlit kitchen closed in with heat and tension, and Ava's heart ticked faster.

      She turned to face him fully, leaning against the counter, arms crossed loosely beneath her chest. Her nipples peeked through the fabric of her shirt—soft, perked from the early chill and maybe from more than that. “Did it bother you?”

      Eric took a slow sip of his coffee. “Honestly?”

      Ava nodded.

      He shrugged one bare shoulder and gave her a crooked smile. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

      The admission hit her like a slow roll of thunder. She swallowed, heart pounding in her chest and lower. “Really.”

      “Mm-hmm.” He stepped closer, setting his mug down on the counter behind her. “She’s hot. And confident. And let’s be honest—every guy with a pulse would at least think about it.”

      Ava didn’t look away. “Even if you were mine?”

      Eric’s voice dropped, low and gravelly. “Especially because I’m yours.”

      His words wrapped around her spine and slithered down, making her ache in places still tender from last night’s dreams. He reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, letting his knuckles skim her jaw.

      Ava let her eyes flutter closed at the touch, then reopened them. “Would you do it?” she asked, barely a whisper. “If I let you?”

      Eric stepped closer until their bodies nearly touched. His voice was quiet but firm. “If you asked me to? Yeah. But only if you watched.”

      A sharp exhale left her lungs. “Why?”

      “Because,” he said, brushing his fingers along the hem of her shirt, lifting it just enough to touch bare skin, “there’s nothing hotter than knowing you want it. Knowing you’re in control of it.”

      Ava’s breath hitched. She tilted her head, inviting his kiss, and he gave it to her—slow and teasing at first, then deeper. His tongue met hers in a languid rhythm that made her knees weaken. She gripped the counter behind her for balance, her thighs parting instinctively to pull him closer.

      Eric’s hand slipped under her shirt, spreading wide over her hip and pulling her flush against him. He was already hard beneath the flannel, and she gasped when he pressed against her belly.

      Their kiss turned hungry, breathless, their hands searching skin beneath cotton and thread. Ava moaned into his mouth when his thumb brushed the underside of her breast, circling her nipple slowly. The contact shot a ripple straight between her legs.

      But just when she arched her body into his—ready to give in—Eric pulled back.

      His forehead rested against hers, both of them panting, still tangled in each other’s heat.

      “We should stop,” he murmured, his voice ragged.

      “I know,” she whispered, even as her hips refused to stop shifting forward. “I know.”

      They didn’t move for a long moment. Ava’s hands gripped the waistband of his pants, her fingers twitching with restraint.

      “I meant it,” Eric said finally, brushing his lips over her cheek. “If you ever actually wanted that... I’d do it. For you.”

      Ava nodded slowly, fingers still pressing into his skin. “If I ever wanted it... you’d be the one I’d want to watch.”

      She pulled back slightly and looked him in the eye. The moment lingered, full of heat and promise. But she didn’t know if she could really go through with it, no matter how much she wanted to.
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        * * *

      

      The text wasn’t long.

      Just casual. Harmless.

      “Game night? Just us three? :)”

      Ava stared at her phone after sending it, thumb hovering, heart fluttering like she’d hit send on something far more explicit.

      Callie replied almost immediately.

      “Always. What should I bring?”

      Ava chewed her lip, fingers tingling.

      “Just yourself. We’ve got everything.”

      She paused. Then added,

      “Eric’s looking forward to it.”

      She tossed the phone onto the couch and leaned against the doorframe, watching Eric in the kitchen as he cleaned up from lunch. He wasn’t wearing a shirt again. The man had this habit of walking around like it was nothing, all lean muscle and casual confidence, the faint trail of hair below his navel disappearing into drawstring sweatpants that hung low, just a little too low.

      He caught her staring and smirked. “You text her?”

      Ava nodded slowly. “She’s coming.”

      That simple statement made Eric’s throat bob. He rinsed his hands, dried them, then stepped around the counter. “Tonight?”

      Ava’s grin curled. “Mm-hmm. Just after eight.”

      He nodded, and she could already see it—the shift in his shoulders, the tension building beneath the surface. She could tell he was nervous, trying not to show it, but there was no hiding the way his eyes lingered on her a little longer than usual. Like he was imagining how this night might unfold.

      Good.

      She wanted him worked up.

      Later that evening, as the clock neared eight, Ava stood in front of the bedroom mirror adjusting the hem of her tank top. It was simple—white cotton, thin straps, and snug enough to show off her curves. She wore no bra beneath it, and her nipples were already faintly outlined beneath the fabric. Her shorts were soft and stretchy, cut high enough to reveal just a teasing slice of thigh and the subtle curve beneath her hips.

      Not obvious. But not subtle either.

      She tousled her dark hair, letting it fall naturally around her shoulders, then stepped back and examined the full effect. Her reflection looked…ready. Nervous. Excited. Beautiful.

      When she walked into the living room, Eric stood up a little straighter. His gaze dropped down her body, then slowly lifted back up to meet her eyes. He didn’t say anything at first—but his tongue darted out to wet his bottom lip, and that was enough.

      “You look…” he said.

      “Like I’m hosting a game night?”

      Eric swallowed. “Like you’re about to destroy me.”

      Ava laughed softly and walked to him, smoothing her palms over his chest. “I might,” she whispered. “But only if you let her help.”

      A knock at the door broke the tension.

      Eric stepped back. His voice cracked just a little. “That must be her.”

      Ava opened the door and there she was—Callie, radiant and relaxed in a fitted gray top with a plunging neckline and tight, high-waisted jeans that hugged her like second skin. Her blonde hair was swept over one shoulder in a lazy, perfect mess. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, lips already parted in a playful smile.

      “Game night,” Callie said, stepping inside. “I brought my competitive spirit and zero shame.”

      “Perfect,” Ava replied, reaching for her hand. “That’s exactly what we need.”

      Eric offered a polite hug, but Callie lingered in his arms just a second longer than necessary. He glanced at Ava as their friend slipped out of his embrace.

      She saw it then—his pulse jumping in his throat. His posture slightly stiffer. His cock, very faintly, beginning to swell beneath the loose fabric of his sweats.

      Ava’s insides fluttered.

      She gestured toward the couch. “Let’s get started.”

      The three of them settled onto the floor around the coffee table, a stack of cards between them, music humming low in the background. Ava positioned herself beside Eric, her thigh pressed lightly against his. Callie sat across from them, legs tucked beneath her, one foot swinging lazily, bare toes flexing every time she laughed.

      It was light at first. Casual. Callie teased Eric over his “terrible bluffing face,” and Ava leaned into his side like she was staking a claim… even as her gaze dipped to Callie’s chest more often than she meant it to.

      The cards were just a distraction. The real game simmered beneath the surface.

      Every time Ava caught Eric glancing at Callie’s mouth or noticed Callie leaning forward just enough to give him a view, she felt her heart beat harder—and her panties grow a little wetter.

      Tonight, Ava thought, was no longer about what-if. It was about when.

      The deck of cards lay mostly forgotten on the coffee table, casualties of a game nobody was actually playing. Callie leaned back against the couch cushions, legs curled beneath her, swirling her glass of water between long fingers. Ava sat on the floor at Eric’s feet, pretending to read her next card while her gaze kept drifting to the rise and fall of Callie’s chest, subtly outlined beneath the fitted stretch of her top.

      “You two are no fun,” Callie teased, nudging Ava’s knee with her toe. “You’re letting me win on purpose.”

      Ava smirked. “Or maybe we just enjoy watching you gloat.”

      Eric raised his brows. “Speak for yourself. I’m trying.”

      “Oh, honey, I know,” Callie purred, giving him a long, deliberate once-over that made Ava’s stomach flip. “But even when you try, I’m still the one on top.”

      Eric coughed, almost spilling his drink.

      Ava choked out a laugh, not missing the slight flush crawling up his neck. “Someone’s confident tonight.”

      Callie grinned. “Can you blame me?”

      Ava tilted her head, letting her fingers lazily trace the edge of a card. Her voice dropped a note lower. “If you’re so confident... why don’t you show me what you talked about last time? How you could steal my husband?”

      The room went still.

      Callie’s smile faltered for just a heartbeat, her gaze bouncing between Ava and Eric like she hadn’t quite heard right. Eric straightened on the couch, the muscles in his forearm tightening around the glass he held. His eyes found Ava’s—checking, questioning.

      She nodded once.

      Callie set her glass down with a quiet clink and leaned forward, slowly crawling across the rug with the ease of a cat circling its prey.

      “Are you sure?” she asked Ava, her voice low, lips parted. Her fingers landed gently on Eric’s knee.

      Ava’s breath caught, but she kept her gaze steady. “I want to see what you’ve got.”

      It was all the permission Callie needed.

      She shifted closer to Eric and leaned in, her hand sliding from his knee to his thigh. Eric didn’t move, but his eyes darkened with anticipation. When Callie finally brought her mouth to his, the kiss was slow—so slow it made Ava ache.

      It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a dare.

      Eric responded cautiously at first, one hand bracing on the couch beside him, the other twitching in his lap. But when Callie deepened the kiss, tilting her head and sliding her tongue just barely past his lips, something in him snapped loose.

      His hand found her waist, gripping gently but firmly, and pulled her closer. Their kiss grew deeper, hungrier, filled with soft gasps and little moans that filled the quiet room.

      Ava watched.

      Her pulse pounded in her throat, in her wrists, between her thighs. She didn’t feel like she’d been left out of anything—instead, she felt it all. Every second of it. Every shift of Callie’s hips. Every slow, deliberate stroke of Eric’s fingers across her back. She could almost taste their kiss from where she sat, watching it unfold.

      Callie climbed into Eric’s lap, straddling him as her arms looped around his neck. Her shirt rode up slightly, revealing a sliver of toned stomach. Eric’s hands gripped her hips, kneading softly as she rolled against him.

      Ava shifted where she sat, pressing her thighs together, her skin tingling with electric heat.

      Callie broke the kiss first, her cheeks flushed, breath shallow. Her eyes flicked to Ava, searching. “That enough for a show?”

      Ava exhaled slowly and smiled. “That was just the preview.”

      Eric looked like he’d forgotten how to breathe. Ava reached up and stroked his leg slowly, letting her touch trail upward, warm and possessive.

      “Think we should play another round?” she asked.

      “I don’t know the rules anymore,” Eric said hoarsely.

      Callie laughed and ran her thumb over his lower lip. “Then maybe we should make up our own.”

      Callie’s weight still rested in Eric’s lap, her thighs spread over his, her lips swollen from the kiss they’d just shared. But her eyes weren’t on him anymore.

      They were on Ava.

      The air between the two women buzzed with something electric, unspoken but undeniable. A current that hummed just beneath their skin.

      Ava rose from the floor in one fluid motion and crossed the space, kneeling beside them on the couch. Her fingers found the hem of Callie’s shirt and hovered there for a beat. “Take this off,” she said, her voice soft but steady.

      Callie obeyed without a word. She lifted the fitted top over her head, revealing a sleek, nude-colored bralette that hugged her small, perfect breasts like a second skin.

      Ava’s breath caught.

      She reached up and traced a finger along the curve of Callie’s collarbone, then down the swell of her chest. The fabric was thin enough that she could feel the heat of her skin beneath it, the faint pulse fluttering just beneath the surface.

      “You’re beautiful,” Ava whispered.

      Callie smiled. “So are you.”

      Ava leaned in, close enough to feel the brush of Callie’s breath against her lips. Her fingers slipped behind Callie’s neck, drawing her forward until their mouths met—not like before, not rushed or showy. This was slower. Intimate.

      Their lips molded together, soft and searching. Ava kissed her like she was savoring something she hadn’t realized she’d been starving for. Callie moaned faintly, her hands coming up to cup Ava’s jaw, thumbs brushing tenderly across her cheeks.

      Eric watched, silent and still beneath them, his chest rising and falling in sharp, uneven breaths.

      Ava broke the kiss first, just barely, her lips brushing against Callie’s as she spoke. “You can have him.”

      Callie’s lashes fluttered. “You’re sure?”

      Ava nodded, pressing her forehead to hers. “But not without me.”

      She turned her head, locking eyes with Eric—his pupils wide, lips parted, hands still frozen on Callie’s hips.

      “Take your shirt off,” Ava said, her voice low and commanding. “And show her how good you make me feel.”

      Eric pulled his shirt over his head in one smooth motion, baring the hard lines of his chest beneath the soft lamplight. The tension in his shoulders was impossible to miss, coiled and restrained like a spring that hadn’t yet been released. He was waiting—watching Ava’s face, his gaze flickering between her and Callie like he wasn’t sure which of them would take the lead.

      But Ava already had.

      She stepped back just enough to sink into the armchair opposite the couch, her thighs pressed together, her breath unsteady. Her skin tingled with the aftershock of that kiss with Callie, still tasting her on her tongue. But it was watching that truly sent the thrum of arousal into something deeper.

      “Touch her,” she said softly, her voice rough around the edges. “Start slow.”

      Eric blinked, like the permission needed to register twice before it could land. Then he brought a hand to Callie’s cheek, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear before pulling her into a kiss—gentle at first, hesitant. His mouth moved carefully over hers, testing boundaries.

      Callie melted into him. Her fingers curled into his hair, and the kiss deepened, stretching into something hungrier.

      Ava’s lips parted, her pulse thudding behind her ribs as she watched them fall into rhythm. Eric’s hands slid down Callie’s back, slow and reverent, cupping her just above the curve of her hips. He tugged her closer into his lap, until her body was fully flush with his.

      They moaned into each other’s mouths—soft, open sounds of want.

      Ava let her hand slide along her thigh, just enough to satisfy the ache building between them. Her tank top clung to her, nipples tight against the thin fabric, her body buzzing like she’d been lit from within.

      “Lift her shirt,” she whispered, though they could barely hear her from across the room. But Eric turned his head slightly, meeting Ava’s eyes.

      She nodded.

      Breathless.

      Eric’s hands moved beneath the hem of Callie’s bralette, fingers skimming up her ribs, thumbs grazing the sides of her breasts. Callie arched into him, mouth parting with a soft gasp as he lifted the garment up and over her head. Her breasts spilled free—small, high, perfect—and Eric took a moment just to look at her.

      “Now kiss her neck,” Ava instructed, her voice rough with desire. “Let her feel you want her.”

      Eric obeyed.

      His mouth found the base of Callie’s throat, kissing and tasting, his lips trailing heat along the column of her neck. One of his hands cupped her breast, thumb brushing softly over the nipple until it pebbled beneath his touch.

      Callie moaned again, her head falling back, exposing more skin to him. She ground her hips subtly against his lap, the movement slow but unmistakable.

      Ava watched it all—watched her husband kiss another woman’s bare chest, watched Callie’s nipples tighten under his fingers, watched their bodies begin to find the rhythm of something they hadn’t yet dared to finish.

      And she didn’t look away.

      Her hand moved slowly beneath her waistband, fingers slick with arousal. She kept her thighs close together, rocking gently in the chair, not touching herself fully—just enough to ride the edge of the pleasure building within her.

      “Don’t take her pants off yet,” she said, voice steadier now, more certain. “Let her ask for it.”

      Eric chuckled softly against Callie’s skin, still trailing kisses across her collarbone. Callie opened her eyes, dazed and dark with lust. She looked straight at Ava.

      “Please,” she said.

      Ava smiled. “Good girl.”

      Eric moved to the button of Callie’s jeans, fingers nimble, eyes locked on Ava’s face as he slowly peeled them open.

      Eric’s hands worked patiently as he peeled the bralette over Callie’s head and let it fall to the floor with a whisper of fabric. Her breasts rose into view—small, pert, the nipples flushed and tight with anticipation. He paused, like he was taking in a work of art, not rushing but seeing her.

      Ava’s breath caught.

      Watching him touch another woman with such deliberate care should’ve made her flinch. Instead, it thrilled her. She saw the way his fingers skimmed the curve beneath Callie’s breast, the way his mouth grazed her shoulder before lowering to press a kiss between her ribs.

      Callie let out a shaky breath, her head tipping forward as she helped him shed the rest of his clothes. Her hands explored the ridges of his abdomen, the sharp lines of his hips, the deep V that disappeared beneath his waistband. She kissed her way down his chest, murmuring something Ava couldn’t hear, but the look on Eric’s face told her it was filthy and flattering.

      When Callie pushed his sweatpants down, Eric’s cock sprang free, hard and heavy between them. He gasped when her fingers wrapped around it—just once, experimentally—and then let go, glancing over her shoulder toward Ava for permission.

      Ava didn’t speak. She simply nodded, slow and breathless, her hand gripping the arm of the chair like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

      “Touch her,” she said, finally finding her voice. It came out low, smoky, full of power. “Let her feel how badly you want this.”

      Eric reached for Callie again, sliding his hands down her back and pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him easily, skin to skin, her jeans still on but unbuttoned, the waistband dipping low. She rocked her hips against his length with a soft gasp, the thick ridge of him pressing perfectly between her legs.

      Ava’s thighs pressed together instinctively.

      She watched as Eric gripped Callie’s hips, guiding her into a slow, rhythmic grind against his cock. His head fell back against the couch for a moment, jaw tense with restraint, the muscles in his neck straining.

      Callie kissed his throat, his jaw, then took his mouth again—this time deeper, wetter. Her fingers threaded through his dark hair as she rocked against him, her body flush with heat and permission.

      Ava sat in the armchair across from them, her body humming, almost vibrating from the tension that had nowhere to go. Her hand, the one not buried in the cushion beside her, moved slowly across her inner thigh, tracing circles so lightly it made her ache more than it soothed.

      “Tell her what to do,” Ava whispered, unable to stop herself now. “Tell her what you want.”

      Eric’s voice was hoarse. “I want to taste you.”

      Callie whimpered and leaned back, sliding off his lap, her knees hitting the carpet in front of him. She pressed a kiss to his thigh, just above his knee, and Ava watched, entranced, as her fingers undid the rest of her jeans and peeled them down.

      No panties.

      Her slickness shimmered between her thighs in the warm lamplight, already glistening. Eric stared, open-mouthed, breath ragged.

      Ava couldn't look away. She was wet, trembling, and so painfully aroused it felt like a physical pressure behind her ribs. But more than that—she felt powerful. The way Eric followed her voice. The way Callie moved because Ava let her. The way her husband’s cock throbbed, not just because of the woman kneeling before him, but because his wife was watching.

      “Pull her close,” Ava said, her voice silk and smoke. “Make her straddle your face.”

      Eric groaned, reaching for Callie’s hips. She climbed back up, this time higher, until her knees pressed into the cushions on either side of his head. Eric guided her down slowly, his mouth already parting, tongue flicking once, twice, before he buried his face between her thighs.

      Callie cried out, her hands gripping the back of the couch, her head dropping forward as her hips rocked in shallow circles.

      Ava’s hand slipped between her own legs, finally giving in.

      And as she watched her husband devour her best friend—his fingers digging into Callie’s hips, his tongue moving with eager, rhythmic hunger—Ava felt something blossom inside her.

      Not just desire.

      Ownership.

      She had created this. Shaped it. Directed it.

      Ava rose from the chair on trembling legs, the soft lamplight wrapping her in gold as she moved across the room. Every step made her more aware of her body: the slick heat gathering between her thighs, the tight peaks of her nipples brushing against the thin fabric of her tank top, the wild pounding of her heart behind her ribs.

      Eric and Callie parted slightly as she approached, their eyes locking onto her like she was the sun itself. Their faces were flushed with desire, their bodies humming with the tension of being halfway to something and aching for permission to finish it.

      Ava could feel it in the air—their reverence, their hunger—not just for each other anymore, but for her too.

      She stopped in front of them, close enough to feel the heat radiating from their bare skin. Her hand hovered between them for a moment, choosing, before she reached for Callie first.

      She cupped Callie's jaw gently, brushing her thumb over the soft, flushed skin. For a moment, they simply looked at each other, breathing each other in.

      Then Ava leaned in and kissed her.

      It was an experiment, a question. Their lips brushed once, twice, a soft, seeking caress. But when Callie sighed into the kiss and opened her mouth just slightly, Ava deepened it, letting her tongue sweep tenderly against hers.

      The kiss was electric. It buzzed under Ava’s skin, making her shiver from the inside out. Callie’s lips were softer than she imagined, her kiss both sweet and aching, like she’d been waiting for this too.

      When Ava finally pulled away, Callie's eyes were glazed, her breath uneven.

      Still trembling, Ava turned her attention to Eric.

      His dark eyes blazed with need, but he didn’t move—he waited. For her. Always for her.

      Ava smiled faintly and reached for him, threading her fingers through his thick hair as she brought his mouth to hers.

      The kiss with Eric was different—deeper, rougher, full of claiming. She tasted herself on his tongue, the faint sweetness of Callie too, and the sharp, masculine flavor that was purely him. She kissed him fiercely, pouring every ounce of ownership, of trust, of desire into the way her mouth molded to his.

      Eric groaned low in his throat and gripped her waist, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. His cock, still hard and heavy, pressed urgently against her stomach through the thin barrier of her shorts.

      Ava broke the kiss first, panting softly against his lips. She looked between the two of them—Eric flushed and hungry, Callie wide-eyed and trembling—and felt a surge of satisfaction so sharp it almost made her ache.

      They were hers. Both of them.

      The couch was still warm beneath Ava’s knees as she slid between Eric and Callie, her body humming with heat, her mind deliciously hazy with need. She could still taste Callie on her lips, still feel the weight of Eric’s kiss bruising her mouth. They welcomed her like gravity—pulling her into their orbit.

      Eric kissed along the delicate slope of Ava’s neck, his mouth dragging slow, open-mouthed kisses over the sensitive skin just beneath her ear. Ava shuddered, her hand reaching blindly for Callie. Their fingers tangled, sliding over bare skin, soft and searching.

      Callie’s mouth found Ava’s shoulder first, brushing a kiss there, then lower, dragging her lips across the curve of Ava’s collarbone. Ava gasped softly and arched into them, caught between the two bodies she ached to feel more of. Her tank top was still clinging to her skin, damp with sweat and excitement, but Callie’s fingers found the hem and tugged it up slowly.

      Ava lifted her arms, letting them peel the cotton away. She was bare now, nipples tight in the open air, every inch of her exposed to them.

      “Beautiful,” Callie whispered.

      Eric's hands were already roaming again—down Ava’s sides, across her hips, over the swell of her ass. His cock, hot and thick, pressed against her thigh, a steady, pulsing reminder of just how badly he wanted her...wanted this.

      Ava smiled, breathless, and cupped both of their faces in her hands, tilting them toward each other. "Touch each other," she whispered. "I want to see you both come."

      Callie hesitated only a heartbeat before leaning in and kissing Eric, slower this time, more certain. Ava watched, heart thundering, as their mouths found each other, hands roaming freely now.

      Eric moaned into the kiss, his hand sliding between Callie’s thighs to cup her slick pussy. Callie whimpered and ground herself into his palm, shameless in her need. Ava’s hand moved to Eric’s back, tracing the play of his muscles, feeling the way he trembled with restraint.

      “Lay her back,” Ava murmured, voice husky.

      Eric broke the kiss and did as instructed, easing Callie down onto the couch, her blonde hair spilling out over the cushions. Ava knelt beside them, watching as Eric slid down Callie’s body, kissing the curve of her breasts, her stomach, the soft indent between her hipbones.

      When he nudged her thighs apart and settled between them, Ava leaned close to his ear. "Now," Ava whispered into Eric’s ear, curling her fingers around the back of his neck, "fuck her. Give her what she's begging for."

      Eric rose up, panting, and lined his cock at Callie’s entrance. He met Ava’s gaze, checking—one last time—for permission.

      Ava gave a slow nod.

      With a low groan, Eric pushed inside Callie, his cock sliding into her slick, eager heat. Callie’s back arched off the couch, her mouth open in a silent cry. Eric stilled, buried deep, both of them shuddering from the contact.

      Ava stroked Callie's thigh soothingly, her own body quaking with need just from watching them.

      “Move,” she commanded Eric softly, a queen on her throne. “Make her come.”

      Eric obeyed, rocking his hips in slow, deep strokes. Callie's hands flew to his shoulders, clutching him tightly as she rode the waves of pleasure. Their bodies moved in perfect sync, Callie's whimpers turning into sharp cries, her heels digging into the cushions to find leverage.

      Ava leaned down, whispering encouragement into Eric’s ear, her fingers stroking the nape of his neck. "That’s it," she breathed. "You're so good. She's going to fall apart for you."

      And Callie did—her orgasm hit her hard, her thighs trembling violently, her cries breaking into incoherent moans as she convulsed around Eric’s cock.

      Eric thrust once, twice more before he groaned and buried himself deep inside her, hips shuddering with the force of his release. He slumped against Callie, their bodies slick with sweat and need and overwhelming satisfaction.

      But Ava wasn't finished yet.

      She tugged Eric gently back, guiding his spent body to the side. Callie lay sprawled, still trembling, still gasping for air.

      Ava crawled over her, brushing damp hair away from Callie's flushed face. Their eyes locked—no fear, no hesitation now. Only trust.

      "Let me," Callie whispered, voice ragged and desperate.

      Ava lay back, spreading her thighs as Callie slid down between them. Her tongue found Ava’s clit in an instant, flicking soft, maddening strokes that made Ava whimper and clutch at the cushions.

      Callie licked her carefully, as if saying thank you with every slow, sensual pass of her mouth. Ava’s body writhed, pleasure building in wave after wave, cresting higher and higher until she broke apart with a shattered cry, coming hard against Callie’s mouth, her entire body shaking with the force of it.

      She lay there afterward, panting, dazed, Callie curled against her side and Eric gathering them both into his arms.

      For the first time all night, Ava closed her eyes and simply felt—the heat of their bodies, the scent of sweat and sex hanging in the air, the profound sense of satisfaction flooding her veins.

      She had given them everything.

      And they had given it back tenfold.
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        * * *

      

      Ava lay on her side, nestled between Eric’s broad chest and Callie’s smooth, curved back. Their limbs were a tangle—legs braided together, arms draped lazily across hips and waists, skin flush against skin. The warmth of them was overwhelming, anchoring her in the present moment, making it feel like the world outside their little cocoon had vanished entirely.

      Eric was still catching his breath. Ava could feel the slow rise and fall of his chest against her back, the steady thump of his heart where his hand rested over hers. His other arm curled around Callie’s waist, fingers lightly grazing her skin like he didn’t want to let her go.

      Callie’s head rested on Ava’s shoulder, blonde hair spilling over both of their chests. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked, a lazy smile tugging at her lips. She looked dreamy, undone, perfectly at ease.

      No one spoke right away. The silence wasn’t awkward. It was sacred.

      Ava turned her head just enough to brush her lips against Callie’s forehead. “You okay?” she murmured, her voice raw from moaning and gasping and whispering commands all night long.

      Callie gave a soft, breathy laugh. “More than okay. I don’t even have words for how okay I am.”

      Eric chuckled behind them, pressing a kiss to Ava’s shoulder. “I was trying to be cool, but same.”

      Ava smiled and let her fingers drift along Callie’s ribs, drawing slow, lazy shapes. “I didn’t think it would feel like this.”

      “Like what?” Callie asked.

      “Like the three of us belong here. Together.” Ava paused, unsure if she’d said too much, too soon.

      But Callie didn’t flinch. She reached for Ava’s hand and laced their fingers together. “It does feel right. I haven’t felt this… safe and wanted in a long time.”

      Ava blinked hard, surprised by how much that landed. She had expected arousal. She had expected messiness, even confusion. But not this peaceful, glowing fullness.

      She glanced toward the window. The moon hung low, casting faint silver light across the floor. The night had passed in heat and hunger—but now, wrapped in the softness of skin and breath and comfort, she didn’t want to sleep. She wanted to remember this.

      Callie’s fingers grazed Ava’s jaw, tilting her face until their lips met again. The kiss was slow, languid, more gratitude than lust. When they broke apart, Ava turned to Eric and kissed him too—deeply, softly, claiming and offering all at once.

      He sighed into her mouth. “If this is a dream,” he whispered, “I really don’t want to wake up.”

      Ava curled her body tighter into theirs and closed her eyes. Ava knew this was just the beginning.
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      To say that I wasn’t really ‘thinking things through’ would be an understatement. But then, you don’t do a whole lot of that when you suddenly lose your source of income and a mortgage is due. That was exactly where my husband Liam and I found ourselves at the beginning of last month, panicked and worried about what we were going to do.

      After countless unsuccessful job applications, we were starting to feel desperate. The economy was in a slump and there seemed to be no openings for our specialized skills. We were running out of savings and the prospect of being unemployed for months was daunting. It was during one of our late night discussions, fueled by frustration and a few glasses of wine, that we stumbled upon an unconventional solution - adult camming.

      At first, we were both hesitant. Neither of us had any experience in the adult entertainment industry, and the thought of performing on camera for strangers made us uncomfortable. But as we delved deeper into our research, we realized that this could potentially be a lucrative opportunity for us. After all, why not use our bodies to make money rather than relying on traditional job hunting methods?

      What is “camming?” you might be asking yourself? Well, as it turns out, there is a whole world out there of adult websites where you get in front of a webcam and do a little strip-tease, and people watch you and tip you real money to continue. It’s a lot like being a stripper in a strip-club, only there is no greasy boss taking a big cut of your money and you can do it from your own home. Oh, and there aren’t any hound-dogs whistling and trying to touch you. Not a bad deal, huh?

      Well, it sounded nice. But the idea of stripping naked in front of hundreds, if not thousands, of complete strangers that I couldn’t even see was more than a little frightening. There was a touch of thrill to the idea, but mostly it was panic-inducing.

      Liam did not seem quite as fazed. Of course, why should he have been? Not only has he always been a pretty care-free man, but he also happened to have the biggest dick I’ve ever seen and that a lot of people have probably ever seen.

      Liam leaned back on the edge of our ottoman, his hand running through his short, dark hair. He looked over at me with a crooked grin, his caramel-brown eyes sparkling.

      "We'll just give it a try and if it sucks, we forget we ever tried it," he said to me in his smooth, confident tone. I couldn't help but smile at him, even though my stomach was tied in knots with nervousness.

      "I don't know," I replied hesitantly. "I mean, this could be really awkward. What if someone we know sees us?"

      Liam shrugged nonchalantly. "We can use fake names and make sure our faces aren't shown. Plus, it's not like anyone has to know about it unless we tell them."

      I bit my lip nervously. This whole thing seemed like a crazy idea, but there was something exciting about it too. And I couldn't deny that Liam's charm and good looks made me feel a little more daring than I normally would.

      "Well, I guess I could always start on my own," Liam continued, sensing my hesitation. "It's not going to make much money anyway. Girls always make more than guys on these kinds of sites."

      His words made me laugh and roll my eyes at the same time. "Yeah, but your dick is so big and pretty - surely you'd make more than most guys," I teased with a smirk.

      "It's not that big, babe," Liam chuckled, shaking his head. But I could see the hint of pride in his eyes.

      “Stop being so modest,” I said, playfully slapping my hubby on his arm. “It’s almost nine-inches. I was there when you measured it, you know,” I said, reminding Liam of a time early when we’d started sleeping together and I knew I had to see how many inches my new boyfriend was. It was superficial and vain, but I wanted to be able to brag to my girlfriends, as a few of them were self-proclaimed ‘size queens.’ Of course that was a dumb idea because soon enough my girlfriends, who’d already thought Liam was a gorgeous man, now had plenty of reason to try and sneak behind my back to get a ride on his big dick.

      Lucky for me, Liam has always been as loyal as he is handsome. But it has always been a deep-seated fear of mine that my husband would eventually come to his senses and leave me for a hotter girl. I suppose I should relax, given that Liam and I had been together for six years by that point and he never so much as leered at another girl when I was around.

      Still, I guess it comes with the territory of being with a hottie with a big dick. And now, I was urging him to get online and show it off to see if it could make us some money. It was all because I was simply too scared to do it, myself.

      I remember the first evening when Liam logged on. Butterflies were fluttering in my stomach and chest as I logged onto the website from an anonymous account. I watched as Liam made almost a hundred dollars in the next few hours, in a session that concluded with him, essentially, masturbating in front of a camera and ejaculating.

      It turned me on so much to watch him stroke his big dick for few dozen people in his room that I secretly touched myself while I watched him put on his show. Unfortunately, the experience only left me with the fact that I knew I could never do it, myself.

      Given that Liam and I had both been working at the same place and had been laid off and now he was making enough to support his end of our finances, I suddenly needed to get back out and look for a “normal” job. After a bit of looking I found something that, while not spectacular or as good as my previous job was going to pay the bills so long as my hubby continued stroking his cock for his fans.

      I had conflicted feelings about it all. I was off at work during the days and when I came home, Liam was logging on and going to his ‘job.’ And it didn’t take long before he was pulling in almost as much as me, despite only working for a couple of hours a day.

      You’re the one who didn’t want to do that, I had to remind myself. I could always get on there with him and we’d probably make a TON more, I continued. I bit my nails nervously as I watched him and thought endlessly about rushing into the room to join him and surprise his fans with the sudden introduction of a girl. But each time I started to do it, I chickened-out.

      Instead, I would watch my husband on his cam from the other room and enjoy the show just like the rest of his fans. Often it would all turn me on so much that I would be literally jumping atop him to have sex by the time he was off his cam show.

      A few weeks into his shows I still had not found the courage to join him. But it started to seem like I would not have to. Because Liam became more and more popular on the website. Soon he was bringing in two-hundred dollars a session. He was only logging on four or five times a week and still able to pull a bit more income than I was. I was a bit jealous of this, but I was still proud of him, nonetheless.

      Everything seemed to be working on exceptionally well with our little web-camming experiment. That is, until Bethany showed up.

      A few more weeks had passed by and Liam was now drawing in hundreds of fans to his room each session. I would sometimes look through the other models on the websites and see that most men were lucky to bring in fifty or so people in their rooms for a session. But on his best night, my hubby was drawing six or seven hundred people.

      Now, most of these were gay guys. That was clear enough because they always seemed to mention this in the little chat window to the side that lets the fans communicate with the model who is camming for them. But every so often a girl would come into the room and begin to gush over my husband’s big, beautiful cock.

      “OMG is that for real?!” “Plz come to my house :)” and other flirtatious come-ons would fill the screen whenever girls were in his chatroom. And their flowery pink remarks always left me a touch jealous and frustrated. I guess I’d never thought about the fact that my hubby was really broadcasted to the whole world and girls were going to take notice. I’d read a few articles and felt comfortable with the fact that most guys who modeled on cam sites would develop fanbases of mostly gay men. So, I wasn’t too territorial. I did not consider gay men my competition, considering Liam is quite straight.

      But girls were another matter. Not only were they complimenting and flirting with my husband in his room, but soon they started sending him pictures and email addresses—even links so they could have ‘private’ cam-to-cam sessions. Liam always laughed this sort of thing off as if it was a big joke. “Of course, I wouldn’t ever do that stuff,” he would always tell me after listing the many proposals and invitations that girls had sent on a particular evening.

      

      “Well, you never know,” I said with a forced chuckle. The words slipped out of my mouth before I could stop them. They sounded snide and defensive, and I immediately regretted saying anything at all. A quick glance at Liam’s face confirmed my fears - he had noticed the tone in my voice.

      "Are you jealous or something?" he asked, his deep brown eyes staring right into mine.

      I bristled at the accusation, trying to keep up my facade of nonchalance. "Jealous? What? No way. Why would I be jealous of a bunch of girls on a web-cam site? They probably live in other countries, anyway," I said, hoping to appear unfazed by the whole situation.

      My deflections seemed to work for the moment, but I knew that Liam knew me well enough to see through them. He could always tell when something was bothering me.

      For the most part, I tried to go about my daily routine and pretend like everything was normal. But deep down, I couldn't shake off the feeling of insecurity and betrayal that had settled in my gut ever since Liam started working as a cam model. Every time he logged onto his sessions after coming home from his day job, a part of me would shrink further into myself.

      But then she showed up - Bethany. And suddenly, nothing would ever be the same again.

      I remember seeing her name pop up in the user list of Liam's chat-room - 'Bethbabe6969.' At first, I didn't think much of it. Just another one of his loyal fans, I assumed. But then the chat room exploded with excitement as other fans typed out messages to this mysterious 'Bethbabe6969.'

      They wrote things like "Whoa?! Bethany, is that you?!" and "The queen has arrived, guys!" It was clear that she held some kind of power and influence over Liam's followers.

      I decided to click on her name. Normally, doing this brings me to a small profile page with a little bio that most people fail to fill out or choose to leave anonymous. Sometimes the page leads me to another model that has dropped into my husband’s room. Clicking on their name brings me to their cam session and by that point, I had only ever seemed to stumble upon other male cam-models when I did this—all that were gay fans of my husband’s big dick.

      But Bethbabe6969 was a different story. I clicked on her name and it took me to a cam-model page where her cam was live. There I saw a bombshell blonde with the most beautiful face and the most jaw-dropping body. She had long, flowing blonde hair and rosy cheeks to match her big, blue eyes. She looked hardly a day over eighteen or nineteen and she was wearing a thong and a sports bra, giving away shots of her slender nearly-naked body, which had an intoxicating curve to it. If this had not been bad enough, I then looked at saw her ‘fan count,’ or the number of people who were following her cam page.

      Now my husband had around twenty-thousand followers. I’d seen a few other female models from browsing on a slow night and they all seemed to average anywhere from one to three-hundred thousand. But this ‘Bethbabe’ girl? She had over a million followers!

      She, indeed, was the queen of the camming website my husband was on. It didn’t take long before I realized this. And now she was in Liam’s room typing out playful messages to him. “I’m on my cam too but I just had to see this big dick that was on the front page,” she wrote, following with a smiley-face emoji and a drooling smiley face.

      “Thanks,” Liam said modestly. “I think I’ve seen you on here but to be honest, I haven’t explored much of the website.”

      “Well, click on my name and take a look if you want,” she wrote out.

      I could see my husband doing just that. His expression changed to a grin and he nodded, “Wow,” he said with a laugh. “Yeah, you’re very pretty,” he added. He knew I was likely watching him on the cam, but always the one to make sure everybody is having a good time at parties, Liam did not want to let Bethany go without returning the gestures she threw at him.

      I was more furious than I wanted to admit, but how could I not be? This insanely hot girl was ogling and drooling over MY husband’s dick? Any girl would be jealous of that. And it did not help things that she was this spunky, young girl who was ten years my junior. I was already having insecurities about hitting thirty—Bethany’s big, perky boobs and tight young body did not help this.

      Eventually, Liam ended his show, but not without Bethany lobbing compliment after compliment and practically obsessing over his big dick. She wrote out all the dirty things she wanted to do to it and, judging by the messages the other fans wrote out for Liam, this was not something Bethany ever did with other people on the website. “Bethany is hooked on you, bro,” one of Liam’s fans wrote. “I’ve never seen her so wet for a guy, before.”

      As Liam logged off, I pretended to not have seen any of this. Of course, I could only hold it in for so long.

      "So, how was your show tonight, babe?" I asked him with a smile, trying my best to appear nonchalant.

      "Same old, same old," Liam replied with a shrug. "You didn't see?"

      "Well, I might have caught a glimpse or two," I admitted sheepishly. "I saw some girl in there really gushing over you, too," I said, giving Liam a little shove playfully. "All the girls love you."

      Liam rolled his eyes and sighed. "Yeah, she was really... something else," he laughed. "You know what's even crazier? She messaged me after my show and said that she wanted us to do a show together. Can you believe that?"

      "What?" I exclaimed in shock, my jaw dropping somewhere on the carpeted floor.

      Liam laughed at my reaction. "Yeah, she must be a wild girl to just suggest something like that, huh?" he teased.

      I felt a mix of emotions bubbling inside me - surprise, jealousy, and curiosity all fighting for dominance. "Wh-what did you say?" I managed to stutter out.

      Liam looked at me as though I had just spoken gibberish to him. "What do you mean? I didn't say anything, but of course I was going to tell her 'no thanks,'" he chuckled.

      I let out a nervous laugh, trying to brush off the strange feeling in the pit of my stomach. "Well... okay," I said uncertainly.

      "Why?" Liam asked me, his eyebrows raised in confusion.

      "Well, it's just... I was looking at her profile for a minute and... well, she lives in the same city as us and she has over a million followers. You could probably make a ton of money if you did it," I blurted out, unable to hold back my thoughts any longer.

      Liam's eyes widened in surprise. "So you want me to do it?" he asked cautiously.

      "What? No, I... definitely not," I insisted with a nervous laugh. But deep down, I couldn't deny the small part of me that was intrigued by the idea. After all, Liam and Bethany seemed like a match made in Hollywood - both beautiful and talented. It was a dangerous mix that could lead to all sorts of trouble.

      As we continued to discuss the possibility, my mind couldn't help but wander to wild scenarios of Liam and Bethany together on camera. The thought of his big, strong hands exploring her body and his thick cock pushing into her tight, bald slit sent shivers down my spine. A mixture of revenge and arousal surged through me, and I couldn't deny the sudden wetness between my legs.

      I tried to push the thoughts aside, reminding myself that this was just fantasy and nothing would ever come of it. But as I watched Liam's face light up with excitement at the idea of making money from doing something he loved, I couldn't help but wonder... what if? What if I gave into my jealousy and allowed him to explore this opportunity with Bethany? Would it bring us closer or tear us apart?

      I quickly shook off those dangerous thoughts and laughed it off, insisting that we should focus on our own careers and not get caught up in fantasies. But deep down, I knew that a part of me wanted to see where this path could lead us - even if it meant risking everything we had built together.

      I shook my head and doubled down on my dismissal of it all. “It’s ridiculous,” I said to him, again.

      And this was the last we spoke about it until Liam’s next session, in which I watched as Bethany entered his room, again.

      “You never answered my question, babe,” she wrote with a sad-face.

      “Well, um, it’s just that…” Liam said to the camera, before clarifying, “I’ll email you tonight, all right? And then I can explain.”

      After this, an hour-long session ensued in which Bethany ‘tipped’ my husband over two-thousand dollars’ in his room. I couldn’t believe it. And I knew Liam couldn’t believe it, either.

      “That’s a drop in the bucket compared to what we’d make if we worked together,” she said to him. “Maybe twenty or thirty-thousand for a big show together?” she added, with a winking smiley face, before cryptically logging out of the chat room.

      When Liam was done with his session we were back in our living room, together.

      “I saw what happened, tonight,” I said to him. “I think you should do a show with Bethany,” I said. It was the hardest thing I’d ever had to tell my husband but I knew it was too much money to pass-up. The last thing I wanted to see my husband do was bury his dick in some tight eighteen year-old blonde girl for the whole world to see. But I was too cowardly to join him on the cam sessions and Bethany’s popularity would make Liam the biggest male performer on the website. It all seemed like a proper trade-off, despite my queasy feelings about watching my husband with another girl.

      Of course, my conscience did not want to see my husband with another girl. That was the absolute last thing it wanted to see. And yet, my body did.

      Liam emailed Bethany back and told her that he would work with her but only under one condition—that they do a ‘dress rehearsal’ together, first. Essentially this meant that they would have sex together with no camera watching. “I want to make sure we would work well together,” Liam wrote her. He was certain that this would completely turn Bethany off and the problem would simply ‘fix itself,’ as he put it.

      I was not exactly thrilled about the idea of this ‘dress rehearsal.’ But Liam insisted that if he was to do a show with Bethany that they fuck once beforehand to make sure there were no ‘weird surprises,’ as he said to me. I did not know what he could be talking about. “Have you seen her body? There is nothing ‘weird’ or not downright, unbelievably perfect on it, anywhere. I know—I’ve seen all of her,” I said to him, recalling Bethany’s smooth-bald pussy that was puffier and rosier than my own. I had prominent lips that made my own pussy look a bit ‘messy.’ But Bethany had that perfect “porn-star pussy” where everything was tight and tucked nice and neat. Good for her, right? Not!

      “We’ll fuck once and it will just be for work,” Liam said. “I’m not doing it for any other reason, you know,” he said to me.

      “I know,” I said, shrugging.

      And just like that, the wheels were in motion. An hour later Bethany responded and miraculously, agreed to Liam’s terms without any hesitation whatsoever. “Even if we don’t work together, I’ve got to know what that big thing feels like deep inside me,” she wrote back to him.

      “Did you tell her you were married?” I asked Liam.

      “No,” Liam said.

      “What? Why not?” I asked, shocked.

      “Well, because I wasn’t sure if she would agree to it if I told her that, babe,” Liam said.

      He was right. I wasn’t so sure about it, either. But still. How could he not have told her first and foremost that he was married and he already had a woman to feel his dick ‘deep inside’ her? I was pouty and indignant, but I tried my best to hide it as I counted the days until the fated afternoon in which Bethany was coming over.

      When it arrived, we both showered and groomed and prepared ourselves. “What do you want me to do?” I asked.

      Time seemed to slow down as the doorbell rang. Liam and I exchanged a nervous glance before he went to answer it. My mind was racing with wild ideas, fueled by the adrenaline of the unknown.

      As soon as the door opened, my heart skipped a beat. Standing on our front porch, in the flesh, was 'Bethbabe6969'. Her appearance was just as I had imagined - blonde hair, full lips, and a tight dress that left little to the imagination. She gave a little courtesy and a wave, her smile bright and inviting.

      Liam's face lit up with recognition as he greeted her. "Hi," she said with a sultry voice.

      "Come inside," Liam said, stepping aside to let her in.

      "That's what she said," Bethany joked, causing Liam to laugh along with her. But my nerves were getting the best of me and I couldn't find it in myself to join in.

      As they walked past me into the living room, Bethany's eyes lingered on me for a moment longer than necessary. It was clear that she knew who I was, but she didn't seem bothered by my presence. In fact, her smile only faltered slightly before returning with full force.

      As Bethany slipped her hands around Liam's back, my palms began to sweat. She leaned in close to him and whispered something in his ear, causing him to chuckle nervously. Then, without warning, she planted a long, slow and passionate kiss onto Liam's mouth.

      My heart raced as I watched them embrace. Seeing another woman touch my husband like that made me feel possessive and jealous.

      But I couldn't let that show. I had to remain in character as the supportive and adventurous girlfriend. So I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around Liam's waist.

      Bethany pulled away from the kiss and turned to face me with a grin. "Who is this?" she asked playfully.

      I took a deep breath before answering confidently, "I'm Nicole, Liam's girlfriend."

      Bethany's smile widened as she looked back at Liam, her gaze lingering on his lips. "Girlfriend, hm?" she mused.

      Before I could respond, Bethany continued, "Well, I hope Liam has told you about our plans for the afternoon?"

      "Oh, he has," I said with a coy smile and a slow nod.

      "Good," Bethany said, her eyes flickering between us. "Because I don't work with other girls, you know."

      Bethany pressed her body against Liam's once again, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of jealousy? Possessiveness? Or maybe it was just the excitement of the unknown.

      Liam returned the gesture happily and ran his hands around Bethany’s slender curves. I could only watch as this naughty girl immediately claimed my husband as her territory. I was furious, but I couldn’t do a thing about it unless I wanted to ruin everything.

      I watched as they kissed for what seemed like ages. I felt pained and jealous as fuck watching them. But I was so fucking aroused that I felt the dampness of my panties, too. The way my husband towered over Bethany’s petite body, like he could so easily dominate and scoop it right up to have his way with her, left me feeling weak with lust.

      And by the time they pulled away, Bethany was giggling and whispering to my husband, “Well, well, I can feel that million-dollar dick, already.”

      She looked back at me as she lowered her hand and ran it over Liam’s bulge. “Doesn’t he have the most incredible cock?” she laughed.

      “Yeah, he does,” I said with a smile.

      “Well, I’m going to borrow it for a while. I hope that’s okay?” She said.

      “Um, it is,” I said. The words felt painful as they escaped my mouth, but I couldn’t stop it. Now that I was aroused by everything that was happening before me, I could not turn back.

      And with that, Bethany whispered to Liam as she grabbed her fist around his bulge and he sighed. “This way,” he said, as if she had asked where the bedroom was located.

      I started to follow them when Bethany turned over her shoulder and wagged her finger at me. “No, no, no. Just me and your boyfriend. Thanks,” she said with a sassy tone. She then pulled Liam ahead and giggled loudly as they entered our bedroom.

      I snuck over to the doorway. Neither Liam nor Bethany had shut the door completely, so I could still see what was happening through the crack in the door. I watched as Bethany continued to make out with my husband. Then, she smiled at him and lowered herself before him. She began to undo his pants and with the ease of a girl who obviously did sexual deeds for a living, she tugged his pants and boxers down until my husband’s big dick spilled out with a hard shaft that began to swell even bigger.

      “Oh my god!” Bethany gasped. “Fuck… it’s even bigger in the flesh,” she laughed. She immediately wrapped her fingers around Liam’s cock and began to stroke him a few times. She wasted no time at all sliding her lips over his dick-head and beginning to suck him.

      I could not believe what I was seeing. I was relegated to the hallway, watching my husband get head from a completely different girl! She was on her knees feasting on his cock while I was ordered to stay out of the bedroom—MY bedroom—while she did it! The nerve of the girl!

      But I could only obey her. Not only was she hotter than me, but she had all the confidence in the world to boss me around. And she did it all while she acted as though she had claimed my husband for herself and nobody else’s.

      “Fuck…” Liam groaned. He grabbed Bethany’s head and ran his hands through her hair. “Are you fucking kidding me,” he sighed.

      Bethany pulled her mouth off Liam’s cock and giggled. “Better than your girlfriend, huh?” She laughed.

      “Oh yeah,” Liam said. “Fuck,” he growled, as Bethany’s big, juicy lips sealed around his cock a second time. She slid them half-way down his shaft before pulling back. She then clutched her hand beneath his sack and clasped his balls in her hand, massaging them and enjoying their size.

      After a few minutes of all of this, she then slid her mouth nearly the entire way down Liam’s shaft. I could not believe my eyes. “Shit,” Liam gasped as he looked down and laughed.

      Bethany held this for a few moments before she pulled back and off my husband’s dick. She coughed and her eyes were teary and wet as she started to laugh. “I just had to make sure I could do that for our cam-show,” she said. “I’m going to need more practice, though. You’re too damn big!” She said with a playful spank on my husband’s thigh.

      I hated every second of this. I watched and grit my teeth as I scowled at the stupid blonde girl who was taking my husband from me with her amazing blowjob-skills. And yet when I came out of my daze I realized that I had my hand down inside my panties and I was touching myself to all of it. I was as wet as when I was a college girl watching my husband with the blonde whore.

      After a few more attempts to deep throat Liam’s cock, Bethany pulled off and Liam grabbed her arms and hoisted her up. He pushed her onto the bed and said, “Enough of this.” The dominant man I knew so well was coming out, and I knew Bethany had no idea what to expect. She looked vulnerable and submissive, suddenly, whereas before she seemed to be controlling the situation in the room. Though she had interacted many times with Liam, he was always very chill and relaxed on his cam sessions. But I knew my husband well and when it came to sex, he was very demanding and physical. He took what he wanted and I loved every second of it.

      But now I had to watch him take another girl. As much as I hated the idea of him having sex with Bethany, I was so damn aroused watching him dominate her.

      “Yeah, you want me?” She said to him with a whisper. “You want me body?” She said as Liam began to yank off her clothes until she was completely naked before him.

      “Fuck,” he said, and shook his head with disbelief at her beautiful naked body before him.

      “You want this pussy?” She asked. “Tell me it’s better than your girlfriend’s,” she said to him.

      “It looks better, that’s for sure,” Liam said with a laugh. “But how does it feel?” he asked, as he grabbed his hard cock and began to shove the head into Bethany’s puffy, pink pussy.

      “Oh!” Bethany gasped, as my husband’s cock began to disappear into another woman’s body. It was surreal watching this. I was peeping, if I’m being honest. Bethany did not want me to see it, but like I was going to listen to the girl who was fucking my man!

      “Oh, fuck,” Liam growled as he shoved his cock balls-deep into Bethany’s pussy and said, “Yeah, feels way better, too. Holy shit,” he moaned.

      It took no time at all for the sound of skin spanking and smell of sweat to fill the air. I watched as my husband split Bethany open around his massive shaft and she whimpered and whined with blissful delight. She pulled him down for one long kiss after another while he pumped deep into her.

      I could only watch like a pariah from the corner, rubbing and grinding against my pussy furiously as I watched my husband have sex with another woman. It was unlike any experience I had ever had in my life. But it was playing out right before my eyes and now there was nothing I could do about it.

      Hearing my husband admit that he liked Bethany’s body better than mine was like one barb after another, too. My ego had already been bruised, and yet, I was only more aroused at this. There was something going on that I simply did not understand—something about being so submissive and humiliated that was arousing me beyond any and all comprehension.

      My heart raced as I watched and listened to Bethany climax while Liam fucked her with a ferocity I had never seen before. She was moaning and trembling like a puddle of pure sex under him, reaching yet another orgasm while he was still deep inside her. It was something I had never been able to achieve, and it filled me with envy and hatred towards Bethany. And yet, I couldn't deny the intense attraction I felt towards her. The way she took control and demanded more from Liam only added to my conflicting emotions.

      A few minutes later, after Bethany had reached yet another peak of pleasure, she turned to Liam and said those words that cut through me like a knife: "I want you to cum inside me."

      Liam's response was a guttural growl that seemed to tear through the air of our bedroom. He spanked Bethany on the side of her butt, causing her to gasp in pleasure as she begged for his load inside her. I could barely believe what I was witnessing - my husband, the man I loved, was giving himself up completely to this blonde slut.

      And then came the moment that shattered any illusion of control or fidelity in our marriage. As Liam pumped his sperm deep inside Bethany's womb, she brazenly declared that his dick and balls were hers, along with all the seed they held. Her words seared into my mind as I sat against the wall in a mess of desperation and frustration, grinding my hand against my own throbbing pussy until I too found release.

      In that moment, watching my husband give himself fully to another woman, I knew that things would never be the same between us. But despite the turmoil and betrayal, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through my body - one that made me question just how far I was willing to go for my own pleasure and desires.

      By the time I was done, I saw my husband was still balls deep inside Bethany until the pearly load began to ooze out of her around his girth. I was so bitter and angry, but not at my husband or Bethany—at my body. My body loved every second of it. And now, I knew I was addicted to something that I hated.

      It was a weird sensation—a sensation that I loved every second of, and was already hoping for another round of!

      Bethany and Liam eventually emerged from the bedroom, laughing and kissing. I knew it was over for the afternoon, but the two of them had only begun their little working (and perhaps personal) relationship.

      And I knew that my relationship with my husband was never going to be the same. Bethany was now in charge of everything, and I knew my life was about to change forever!
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      She was there, as always, sitting in the front row with her perfectly coiffed blonde hair and seductive blue eyes. The kind of eyes that could lead a man straight to damnation without him even realizing it. Her lips were painted a soft pink, and her soft pink lips wrapped around her pencil while she chewed on the end of it.

      I couldn't help but watch her, even as I droned on about the events of World War II. She was the epitome of every man's fantasy - a petite frame, perky breasts, and a hint of hips that made my mouth water. She dressed in conservative colors, as if to hide the true nature of her desires, but I saw right through her facade.

      She was my girl, my prize. The only problem was getting her to agree to my plan. As my mind worked on a strategy. I’d offer her extra credit.  Little Miss A Student would love that.  If that didn't work, I could always threaten to give her a lower grade. It was a risky game, but one I was willing to play to catch my husband in the act of cheating.

      There was always the chance that she would go to the Dean and report me, but something about the look in her eyes told me she wouldn't dare. In fact, something about that look told me she would be more than willing to steal my husband from me.

      Little did she know, I had been watching her all semester, waiting for the perfect opportunity to make my move. And as I continued to lecture, I knew that today would be the day.

      I could only imagine how many husbands she'd stolen before. Her perfectly manicured nails clicked against the desk in front of her, each click taunting and tempting me to come closer. I could see the greed in her eyes, the hunger for another conquest, the thrill of knowing she could make any man leave his wife for her.

      I was willing to bet that she had slept with someone's husband the night before, and I couldn't help but think that she would do it again with mine. At least, she could if she wanted to. She was the siren that could lure men to their doom, the woman every man desired.

      As she twirled her hair around her finger, her little pink tongue swirled around the tip of her pencil. It was as if she was already tasting victory, knowing that she would be the ultimate prize in any man's game. She was the mistress of seduction, the queen of illicit affairs.

      I couldn't stop staring at her, mesmerized by the way she commanded attention without even trying. She was the perfect little plaything, the perfect little temptress. Since I was already convinced my husband was cheating on me, I was convinced he’d fall for her instantly.  I was already preparing for the divorce.  Our marriage hadn’t been what it once was anyway.  With her, I’d have my proof.  I’d clean him out.  I’d take everything from him.  Because I would have video of the two of them together.

      Of course, I was getting a little ahead of myself.  I needed to get her onboard first.  Little Miss Annie.  Little Miss A Student.  Little Miss Perfect.

      I finished the history lecture on autopilot.  I’d given the same useless lecture a million times before.  These kids didn’t care about the Second World War.  Unless it was something happening right in front of their faces, it was just a boring bedtime story to them.

      Not that I could blame them.  At the moment, I was hardly interested in the Second World War myself.  I only cared about the war I was bringing with me to the bedroom.  Little Miss Annie would be my greatest weapon.

      When class ended, I called her name.  Her blue eyes grew even rounder with surprise.  I never called her name.  I doubt she thought I even knew her name.  “Annie?  Can I see you for a moment?”

      It was a risky move to talk to her in the classroom.  I knew that.  But I was up for risks lately it seemed.  What did I really have to lose anyway?  A cheating husband?  A career that I was bored with?

      Little Miss A Student bounced over to me.  “Yes, Mrs. Halifax?”

      “Please,” I said.  “Call me Lynn.”

      She smiled and my knees weakened.  She would be my greatest weapon if she didn’t destroy me first.  “How would you like some extra credit?” I asked her.

      She was so youthful.  She probably hadn’t even celebrated her twentieth birthday yet.  Her eyes were wide with hope as her head bobbed.  “Yes,” she said.  “I’d love some extra credit.”

      “Not that you need it,” I said with a smile.  “You’ve done very well this semester.”

      “I want to be valedictorian,” she said.  “I want my work here to really stand for something.”

      "I'm sure you do," I replied, watching as the last student left the room. I hesitated before continuing, knowing that what I was about to say would be unconventional and not related to history.

      "This extra credit assignment has nothing to do with history," I said, meeting her curious gaze.

      Her blond hair fell around her shoulders as she tilted her head.  “I don’t understand,” she said.  

                  “Have you ever been cheated on, Annie?”  Her brow furrowed and I laughed.  “No, of course you haven’t. I bet no one’s ever broken your heart, either.”

      ”Has someone broken your heart?" she asked. Annie's hand reached for mine, sending a surge of heat through my body. If I wasn't a married woman, I might have given into the temptation to kiss her right then and there. She showed me more tenderness in that single touch than my husband had in years.

      But I knew I had to resist. I pulled my hand away, fearing what I might do if I didn't.

      I couldn't help but laugh at her innocence, but there was also a pang of jealousy in my heart. “That’s not the point.  The point is, I think my husband is having an affair.  I think he’s been having multiple affairs.  But I can’t prove it.  That’s where you come in,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

      Annie took a step back and shook her head. "I'm not sure what you're asking me to do," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. She clutched her books to her chest, as if trying to hide her delicious figure, but it was a futile attempt. Her creamy legs stretched out from under her skirt, and her delectable hips were still perfectly visible. She was like a ripe peach just begging to be plucked and eaten.

      "I think you do know, Annie," I said, taking a step closer to her. "And if you do what I ask, I'll make sure you get an A for the rest of the semester, whether you do the work or not. Wouldn't you like that? You could focus on your other classwork instead. Increase your chances of making A's in them."

      She bit her lower lip, and it stirred something inside me. Something that hadn't been stirred in so long. She was absolutely irresistible, even to a straight woman like me. I almost lost myself in that moment. I almost stepped towards her, gripped her hair in my hands, and kissed her hard.

      "What do I have to do?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

      "Good girl," I said, a sly smile forming on my lips. "My husband is a counselor at the university. Have you met him?"

      She shook her head, her eyes wide with curiosity.

      "Well, you're about to," I said. "I want you to go in for some counseling. I want you to just be you. I want you to shift your hips seductively for him. I want you to bite the end of your pencil. I want you to look at him with those sad, lost eyes of yours as if you're pleading for his direction. Can you do that for me?"

      “That’s not really how I see myself,” she said.

      “Trust me, that’s how everyone sees you.”

      "Do you want me to fuck him?" she asked, her voice quiet and breathless.

      I could feel the lump rising in my throat, the last piece of my marriage sliding down into my stomach. "Yes," I said, forcing the words out. "I want you to fuck him. I'll be recording the whole thing."

      Her eyes widened in surprise and a flicker of fear. "How?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Where?"

      "I've already installed a hidden camera in the bookshelf in his office," I explained. "He likes to pretend he's well read, but I know better. I know exactly which books haven't been touched by the amount of dust on them. You just seduce him. If he doesn't fuck you, then I can continue living my sad marriage, wishing for a different life. But if he does fuck you, then I will take everything he has and start a new life for myself."

      I could see the hesitation in her eyes, the conflicting emotions warring within her. But in the end, she nodded, a determined look appearing on her face. "I'll do it," she said with a steely resolve.

      “I’m sorry,” she said, and for a moment I worried she wouldn’t do it.  “I’m sorry you’ve felt so unloved.”  "You're a strong, beautiful woman," she said, her words like honey on my skin. "You deserve all the love in the world."

      With those words, I was hers. I couldn't resist her any longer. I leaned down, my hand finding its way to her neck as I kissed her hard. My mind raced with the consequences of this impulsive act, but in that moment, I didn't care. I waited for her to pull away, to scream, to reject me, but she didn't. She kissed me back eagerly, her body pressing against mine.

      Her fingers laced into mine, and her tongue danced with mine. My heart raced as I gave in to the moment, allowing myself to get lost in her touch.

      But then, I forced myself back to reality. I pushed her away gently, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. "I'm sorry," I said, my voice shaking. "I don't know what came over me."

      Her beautiful eyes searched mine, filled with understanding and desire. "You don't have to be sorry," she whispered. "I enjoyed it."

      I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I had just kissed my student and she was telling me it was okay. "But we can't," I protested weakly.

      "Why not?" she asked, her lips grazing my ear. "We're both adults. Why deny ourselves the pleasure we both want?"

      I couldn't think of a good reason why not. I stared at her for a long moment while I decided what to do.  "Check the doors," I told her, my voice tight with desire. She nodded eagerly, rushing around to the two exit doors and making sure they were locked. Then she rushed back to me with such enthusiasm, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

      "I've never done this before," I confessed, my heart racing in my chest.

      "It's okay," she reassured me with a warm smile. "I have."

      With that, she took my hand and led me from the podium to my nearby desk, her touch sending shivers down my spine. She pushed me against it so that the edge of it was cutting into my thighs, her fingers deftly working to unbutton my blouse. I trembled like a virginal idiot, unable to resist the charm and confidence radiating from this gorgeous vixen. What could she possibly want with me? And what the hell was I doing with her?

      My panties were soaked, but I had never been with a woman before. I couldn't explain this overwhelming desire to be with her, but I didn't want to fight it anymore. She slipped my blouse from my shoulders, her lips following a path down my collarbone. Her fingers pulled the cups of my bra down slowly, exposing my breasts to her hungry gaze.

      "You're so beautiful," she whispered, her lips wrapping around my right nipple. A jolt of electricity shot through my body as she sucked and pulled at it, her hands finding my hips and pushing them back until I was inching onto my desk.

      Her lips moved to my left nipple, her blue eyes gazing up at me. "I've been fantasizing about you for a long time, Mrs. Halifax," she confessed with a mischievous smile. "I mean, Lynn."

      The way she said my name made me grip her blonde hair tightly in my hands. "Say it again," I said, my voice husky with need. "Say my name again."

      Annie moaned as she sucked on my nipples, her hands roaming over my body with such familiarity that it felt like she had known me for years. "Oh, Lynn," she said, her breath hot against my skin. It made me quiver, the way she said it, the way she made my name sound like a promise.

      And when she kissed her way down my stomach, I was trembling with nerves and anticipation. I had never done this with a woman before, but in that moment, I didn't care. All I cared about was the way Annie's lips felt against my skin, the way her hands roamed over my body, igniting every nerve ending.

      I had never felt so alive, so free, as I did in that moment. All my inhibitions fell away as Annie reached up under my skirt and pulled my panties down my thighs. I didn't think about the consequences, about how this could ruin my career. All I cared about was feeling those perfect pink lips on my aching pussy, and all the pent-up desires and frustrations of my life seemed to melt away in that moment.

      For a brief, blissful moment, all that existed was the pleasure that Annie was giving me, and the intense intensity of my own desire. In that moment, I was no longer a wife, a teacher, or any of the roles I had played in my life. I was just a woman, experiencing pure and unadulterated pleasure, and it was the most liberating feeling in the world.

      I didn’t care about anything but feeling those perfect pink lips on my aching pussy.

      As Annie slipped my panties off my ankles, I adjusted my skirt by bringing it up around my hips.  Annie pressed on the insides of my thighs, spreading them wide.  Her mouth hovered an inch away from my pussy, her warm breath trailing across wet skin.  I leaned back on the desk, not caring how much of an animal I’d look like if someone should barge in.  My tits were exposed, my legs spread.  When Annie’s lips wrapped around my mound, I couldn’t think about anything else.

      Her hot tongue was like a flickering flame on my skin, sending sparks of electricity through my body. She knew exactly where to lick, suck, and kiss, teasing and taunting me until I thought I might burst.

      As she slipped two fingers inside me and sucked on my clit, I knew I was done for. She curled her fingers, hitting that special spot deep inside me, while her tongue flicked against my swollen bud, sending me spiraling into pleasure. I couldn't contain my moans and whimpers, unable to resist the overwhelming sensations coursing through me.

      And then I broke. I looked down at her with her eager blue eyes, and it shattered me. My pussy walls clenched and released, every muscle in my body contracting as the climax consumed me. I never wanted it to end, never wanted to come down from the thrilling high she had brought me to. I never wanted to leave this moment, this perfect pleasure. But eventually it faded, and I collapsed against her, trembling and breathless.

      "Fuck," I whispered, my voice barely audible. She grinned up at me, her lips glistening with my juices. I pulled her up, our lips meeting in a fierce kiss as we tasted each other. I wanted to thank her, to let her know how incredible she had made me feel, but words failed me. So instead, I poured all my gratitude and love into the kiss, hoping she could feel it.

      I straightened the cups of my bra as I caught my breath.  She picked up my panties from the floor and slid them back up my legs lovingly.  That’s what she was.  Loving.

      I absolutely adored her.  I only hoped I wasn’t about to ruin her completely.
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      Annie and I had arranged to meet a few days later, just before her meeting with my husband. She was wearing a seductive red dress that clung to every small curve of her body. My legs trembled as I looked at her, remembering how she had made me come. Now, I was supposed to share her with my husband in order to exact my revenge. I should have been jealous of her stealing my husband, but instead, I was envious that he would get to experience her in that way.

      "Do you remember the plan?" I asked, trying to push away my conflicting emotions.

      Annie smiled, her eyes full of confidence. "It's not much of a plan, you know. I'm just going to go in there and seduce him."

      "Yes, exactly," I agreed, feeling a knot forming in my stomach.

      "I've got this," she reassured me, her fingers lightly brushing along my arm. "Remember the other day?"

      I nodded, my throat feeling dry. "Good luck," I said.

      "I don't need luck," she replied with a sly grin.

      I waited for her to go inside the administration building before I walked to my car.  I clutched my phone in my hand and opened the camera app.  I was planning to watch the whole thing.  Originally, I had thought I’d watch with anger and hatred.  But now, I’d be watching out of curiosity and with desire.  I didn’t know how I could love someone so quickly, but I loved her.  I loved Annie.

      I saw my husband's office on my phone just as Annie walked in, her presence oozing with a sly sensuality that set my heart racing. She took a seat, crossing her legs in a suggestive, come-hither sort of way, causing me to lick my lips as I wondered what her pussy tasted like. I bet it was as plump and sweet as the rest of her.

      My husband, Nick, was staring at her with a hunger that could only be described as wolf-like. He had abandoned his desk and sat close to her, his attention solely on her. My stomach twisted with a rage of jealousy, a fire that burned hot and fierce within me. I didn't want him to touch her. I wanted to touch her.

      Annie, sensing the effect she was having on my husband, faked a sob and turned to him, her hand reaching for his knee. I could see the longing in his eyes as his hand instinctively went to her thigh. My heart felt like it was being ripped apart at the sight.

      And then, to my shock, he pulled away.

      He gripped her wrists, pulled her up to standing, and slammed her against the nearest wall.  She looked afraid – and I was afraid for her.

      “What have I done?” I wondered.  I closed the app and put my phone back in my purse.  I grabbed the keys and rushed into the administration building toward his office.  He was going to hurt her, and I couldn’t let that happen.

      Nick wasn’t a violent man, so his actions surprised me.  But they were made all too clear once I barged into his office.  Annie was whimpering against his grip while he held her to the wall.  “I knew it,” he said when he saw me.  “I fucking knew it.”

      “Let her go,” I said.

      “It was a setup,” he said.  “I fucking knew it.”

      He let Annie go and she ran over to me.  I wrapped my arms around her and scowled at Nick.  “What do you mean you knew it?”

      “There was something fishy about her coming in here dressed the way she was,” he said.  His dark hair fell into his dark eyes as he came closer.  “I bet you have some kind of camera around here too, don’t you?”

      “No,” I lied.  “But that’s not the point.  I know you’ve been sleeping around behind my back,” I said.  “I just wanted to catch you for once.”

      He rolled his eyes.  “You always think I’m cheating on you,” he said.  “We haven’t had sex in years and I haven’t cheated on you once.”

      He took Annie’s wrist and pulled her from my grasp.  He held her lithe body against his and inhaled the scent of her hair.  “Is that what you want, Lynn?” he asked as his hands roamed her body.  “Do you want me to cheat on you?”

      The answers that were clear days ago were now fuzzy.  I didn’t want him to have Annie, but seeing his hands roam her curvy body ignited that same fire in me from the day before.  His hands cupped her breasts and her little mouth opened to gasp.  He made her feel good, and she made me feel good.

      “If I’m going to fuck her,” he said, “which I would gladly do, then you, Lynn, are going to watch me.  Because I refuse to have you saying I cheated on you.  So tell me what you want, Lynn.”  One of his hands moved down to her thighs and spread the apart.  His fingers traveled up the skirt of her dress until they brushed against her panties.

      “Annie,” I said, her hooded eyes meeting mine.  “What do you want?”

      She sighed and gasped.  “To please you,” she said.  “I only want to please you.”

      I stepped toward her while my husband clutched her body.  I stroked her cheek and brushed her hair from her face.  “Will you take my husband’s cock, Annie?  Will you let him do what he wants with you?”

      “Will it please you?” she asked.  I nodded.  “Then I will take his cock.”

      I traced her lips with my fingers and then pushed two inside along her tongue.  “Will you suck his cock for me, Annie?”  She nodded.  “Will you take his big cock into your tight little pussy?”  She nodded and sucked on my fingers.

      My eyes met Nick’s and saw a fire burning there that I hadn’t seen in so long.  He hiked Annie’s skirt up around her hips, bringing her ass back against him.  But the he surprised me by leaning forward and kissing me hard with Annie between us.

      I broke his kiss to kiss Annie while he pulled her panties to the side.  He licked his fingers and worked them deep inside her.  She moaned against my mouth, and I trembled.  I had to have her.  I had to have all of her.

      I tugged the top of her dress down under her breasts.  I unfastened her bra and tossed it to the side.  She had the most perfect breasts I’d ever seen.  I cupped them and kissed my way to her nipples, sucking them in one at a time.  Meanwhile, my husband was behind her, unfastening his slacks and pulling his huge cock free from his briefs.

      Annie’s moans were soft and delicate.  I could tell when Nick’s cock pressed to her pussy by the change in her tone.  “He’s the biggest man I’ve ever had,” she told me, and I smiled.

      “Enjoy it,” I told her.  “I mean it.”

      Nick reached around and cupped her tits while he thrust his cock into her from behind.  I took a step backward to watch them.  Annie’s eyes stayed on me the entire time.  She looked perfect in that half bent position while she took my husband’s cock nice and deep.

      My fingers wandered to my thighs and slid upward.  I was so wet my juices were dripping down my legs.  By the time my fingers met my panties, they found a wet pool building there.  And when my index finger brushed against my clit, I thought I would come then and there.

      Nick looked rough and rugged as he grunted and pounded Annie from behind.  Her small tits shook with every thrust.  He walked her to his desk and bent her over so I could get a clear view of her ass and his cock sliding in and out just underneath it.  Her pussy was puffy and pink as it choked my husband’s cock.

      Annie started to cry out so Nick took action.  He gripped her blond hair in his hand and pulled her head up.  His other hand reached around and covered her mouth.  A moment later, there was a knock at the door.  “Is everything alright in there?”  It was the voice of his secretary.

      “It’s fine,” I called out, and I could almost hear his secretary blushing from the other side.

      “Mrs. Halifax!  I didn’t see you come in.  I’ll let you two be,” she said.  To her, it appeared as if Nick and I were fucking.  It was the perfect cover.

      The secretary’s footsteps faded away and I turned my attention back to Nick and Annie.  He pulled his cock free and turned her around.  “I’m going to come,” he said.  “I want you on your fucking knees.”

      Annie glanced at me and I nodded.  “You heard him,” I said.  “On your knees.”

      Nick looked at me and said, “I want you to come here.”  I did as I was told.  I knew I’d lost control of this game a long time ago.  I walked up to him as Annie fell to her knees.  Nick gripped me by my throat and kissed me hard.  “This is your fucking punishment,” he told me.  “Don’t you ever pull a stunt like this again.”

      “Or what?” I spat.

      His fingers wedged themselves between my thighs, past my panties and thrust inside me.  “Or I’ll fuck your little toys right in front of you.  And then I’ll fuck you.”

      My hands went to his shoulders to keep from falling.  My knees were weaker than they’d ever been with him.  Annie opened her mouth and sucked his cock inside while Nick worked his fingers in and out of my pussy.

      Nick’s mouth found mine and his tongue circled my tongue.  I wanted him for the first time in years.  I wanted him to make me come for the first time in so long.  “Please,” I begged.  “Make me come.”

      “Me first,” he said.  He turned his attention to Annie, gripped her head in his hands and slammed his cock deep into her throat.  Her eyes watered as he stretched his cock down, pounding and thrusting against her soft features.  He grunted and groaned, his muscles flexing as he worked his cock.  He took one hand from her head and placed it back between my thighs, wedging his fingers back inside me.

      A moan escaped me as he lost control.  He pulled his cock back and coated Annie’s gorgeous face in his thick white ropes.  At the same time, his thumb circled my clit while he twisted his fingers in me.  I shook and quivered, feeling the same overpowering climax that I had with Annie.

      I came.  I was embarrassed to come by his hand, but I came.  Once I was finished, I pulled myself away and stared at my husband.  I saw him differently now.  Rugged.  Powerful.  I hated him even more than before, but now I wanted him.  I wanted Annie and I wanted him.

      Annie stood up and blinked her eyes.  I came to her aid as my husband’s cum dripped from her face.  I gripped her shoulders and stretched out my tongue.  I licked her chin, her cheeks, her nose.  I cleaned up every drop of cum my husband sprayed.  When I was finished, I kissed Annie one more time, and her tongue slipped against mine, eager to taste my husband’s cum.

      The three of us got dressed in silence.  Nothing had gone the way I planned.  Nothing had gone the way Annie planned.  I wondered where we stood now that we had this secret burning between us.

      “What now?” I asked Nick.  Annie watched us with curiosity.

      “That’s up to you,” he said.  “If you want to bring me more girls to seduce me, you’re going to face this punishment every single time.  If I ever so much as see Annie again, you’re both going to be punished.  You’ll have to decide if that’s worth it to you.  But you will not pull one over on me.  You will not get what you came after.”

      I nodded and wrapped an arm around Annie.  “Come on,” I said.  “Let’s get out of here.”

      We turned our backs to Nick and headed for the door.  Before I left, I glanced at him over my shoulder and found him staring at me in a way I’d never seen.  He wanted more.  He wanted me.  And I wanted him too.

      “Mrs. Halifax, I am so sorry,” said Annie.  “I messed everything up.”

      I didn’t respond until we’d left the administration building.  “No, you didn’t.  Nothing is messed up.   I knew you were the solution to my problems, but I was looking at the wrong problem.  You may just be the girl that can heal my marriage.  I was trying to use you to tear it apart.”

      “What do you mean?” she asked.

      “I mean that I want you to visit my husband again.  Can you do that for me?”

      She brushed her hair out of her face and smiled.  “I would do anything for you Mrs. Halifax.”

      I reached up and stroked her cheek.  “I told you.  Call me Lynn.”
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      “It’s just some silly little gift,” I said to my husband, trying to sound nonchalant. I held the box like it was something I didn’t want to bring into the house—an obligation more than a present. And, if I’m being honest, I didn’t care about a virtual reality headset in the slightest.

      “A virtual reality headset, huh?” Ethan said, taking the sealed box from my hands. He turned it over with a mix of curiosity and amusement, his blue eyes lighting up as he read the label. “I’ve heard about these,” he added, raising an eyebrow.

      “Do you want it?” I asked, trying not to sound too eager to be rid of it.

      “You don’t?” He gave me a look, followed by a laugh—because of course he already knew the answer. I’d been hoping our end-of-year corporate gift would be something practical, like a HomeGoods gift card. That had been the rumor around the office, anyway. Instead, everyone got the same shiny box, complete with a cheerful note: Compliments of our merger with VRExcitetainment!

      Our company had indeed been on a tech-acquisition spree lately, and this partnership with a virtual reality startup had been the latest. I had no interest in it whatsoever. I figured Ethan might get a kick out of the gadgetry, but what I didn’t expect—what I couldn’t have predicted—was that it would change my life in a way I never saw coming.

      A few days later, Ethan appeared in the hallway, shaking his head like he’d just returned from somewhere strange. He ran a hand through his dark hair and gave me a look.

      “Babe,” he said, “I don’t know about this thing.”

      “Something wrong with it?” I asked.

      “Yeah… it’s a little too real,” he said, grimacing. “Thanks, but no thanks.” He handed the headset back to me like it had burned his fingers.

      I shrugged and figured I’d try to sell it. Why not make a little extra money on the side?

      That’s when I started doing research—and discovered an entire subculture I didn’t know existed. VR porn.

      It was like falling through a trapdoor.

      Why did that intrigue me? Well… because I had a secret. A secret I’d never even told my husband. I had always harbored a quiet, unspoken fantasy about being with another woman. Nothing wild or scandalous—at least not by today’s standards—but for me, the straight-laced, good-girl version of myself I’d been clinging to for years, it still felt like a big deal. A buried desire I wasn’t ready to face out loud.

      So, I told myself I would just try it. Just one video. Just for the curiosity of it. A private indulgence. A way to explore a piece of myself I’d never dared acknowledge. I knew it wouldn’t be the real thing. But maybe—just maybe—it would be enough to satisfy the hunger.

      I was wrong.

      On both counts.

      Not only was the experience more vivid, more real than I had ever imagined—it didn’t satisfy my appetite. It ignited it. Intensely. Completely.

      I didn’t come away feeling fulfilled. I came away ravenous.

      And then something else happened.

      I started browsing other videos—“straight” ones this time—and I found one that made my breath catch. The man in the scene looked almost exactly like Ethan.

      And in that moment, something shifted inside me.

      Suddenly, I wasn’t just fantasizing about being with another woman. I was fantasizing about watching Ethan with another woman. Not in anger or jealousy—but in fascination. In arousal. I couldn’t stop watching. I kept going back to that one video, over and over again, locking the door to my home office and telling Ethan I was “buried in work.” But what I was really doing was pressing the headset to my face and rubbing myself to the thought of my husband fucking another woman while I sat in the corner, helpless, hungry, hypnotized by the sight of it.

      I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on. I had expected to explore my desire for women—but this? This need to watch Ethan with someone else?

      I hadn’t seen it coming.

      And now that it had arrived, I couldn’t unfeel it. Couldn’t unsee it. The craving had taken root, and no screen could satisfy it anymore. I needed the real thing.

      I needed to see it—really see it—with my own eyes. I needed to watch him lose himself in someone else. And maybe, just maybe, I needed to see her look back at me while it happened.

      But how was I supposed to ask for that?

      I hadn’t even admitted to Ethan that I’d started watching VR porn—let alone the kind that involved him and another woman.

      And yet, the idea had already begun to take shape.

      Not just an idea.

      A fantasy.

      One that I wasn’t sure I could keep buried for much longer.

      Each time I looked at my husband after that, something in me shifted. The sight of him—his big, muscular arms straining the sleeves of his heather gray T-shirt, his worn blue jeans snug around the thick bulge beneath his zipper—set off a spark that had nothing to do with routine desire. I’d bite my lip, my imagination racing with images I couldn’t say out loud.

      Ethan would grin, scoop me into his arms like always, and press a quick kiss to my forehead. He assumed he knew what was on my mind. We’d usually end up in the bedroom a few minutes later, tangled in the familiar heat of our bodies. But what he didn’t know—what he couldn’t know—was that my fantasies had taken a new, forbidden shape. One I didn’t dare speak aloud.

      The guilt crept in slowly. The secret felt too large, too charged to keep hidden for long. I wanted to tell him. I really did. Part of me even thought he might love the idea. I mean, what man wouldn’t be thrilled to hear that his wife wanted to watch him sleep with another woman?

      But still, I hesitated.

      Because what if he didn’t react the way I hoped? What if he thought it was too strange, too out of character, too… deviant?

      I didn’t know how to bring it up, and the uncertainty gnawed at me. That’s when I stumbled across a word I’d never heard before: cuckquean. And suddenly, everything started to make sense.

      There was an entire community of women—smart, confident, sexual women—who shared the same desire I’d been too afraid to name. Women who wanted to see their partners with other women. It was eye-opening, comforting, and deeply validating. I wasn’t crazy. I wasn’t broken. I simply wasn’t alone.

      The website I found was discreet and surprisingly well-run. It had forums, discussion threads, and even a classifieds section where couples and singles could post what they were looking for. Even more impressive, they offered a system for uploading current STD test results—a level of organization and safety that I hadn’t expected.

      Still, I wasn’t sure I was ready. Not really.

      I knew I couldn’t ask one of my friends. Kayla, Stacy, and Emily had all crushed on Ethan since the day I’d introduced him. They used to tease me about my reactions, calling him “beefcake Ethan” just to watch me glare. I could never trust them in a scenario like this. The jealousy would be too real—and not just theirs. Mine, too.

      And that was the strange part.

      I’d always been the jealous one. Possessive. Territorial. I didn’t like sharing. I didn’t even like talking about sharing.

      But this new fantasy? It wasn’t about generosity. It wasn’t about handing Ethan over to another woman with a bow on top. No, it was something deeper. Stranger. It was about power and surrender. About watching someone else—someone I knew was younger, prettier, maybe even better—take what was mine. Take him.

      And me? I’d just watch.

      Could I really do that?

      Could I sit back and let another woman ride my husband while I trembled in the shadows, wanting, aching, coming from the sheer thrill of it?

      I wasn’t sure.

      And yet, the more I fed my VR addiction, the more I edged toward the answer. The simulated orgasms were explosive, the rush intoxicating—but they weren’t enough. Not anymore. I’d started imagining the fantasy during sex with Ethan. I’d close my eyes and picture myself in the corner, watching the other woman ride him instead of me.

      That’s when I knew.

      I couldn’t hold it back any longer.

      Ethan’s thirty-eighth birthday was coming up, and I wanted to give him something unforgettable. Something beyond cake and candles. I wanted to give him her.

      So I went back to the website and searched.

      That’s how I found Tessa.

      She was nineteen. A student at the university just a few miles away. And honestly? She was one of the most gorgeous girls I’d ever seen—slim, golden-skinned, with a mouth made for trouble. When I messaged her, I sent over a few photos of Ethan and wrote the most flattering description I could come up with, emphasizing his big blue eyes and the impressive size of what he had hidden behind that zipper.

      Tessa didn’t hesitate.

      She said she was in.

      And the best part?

      Tessa was into girls, too.

      I didn’t know exactly what the night would bring, but suddenly I was less afraid of watching… and more afraid I’d never want to stop.

      I decided to meet Tessa alone first.

      It only made sense. How could I trust everything in her profile without meeting her face to face? I needed to see for myself—not just who she claimed to be online, but how she moved, how she spoke, how she carried herself. So I suggested we meet at a small café near the square in the college town, not far from where she worked part-time as a waitress.

      I don’t think I’ve ever been so nervous in my life.

      There was a knot in my stomach the entire drive over. And along with the nerves came a tangle of guilt—hot and sticky in my chest. I felt like a voyeur, like a dirty little secret wrapped in lipstick and a blazer. Sitting there, sipping overpriced espresso and pretending to scroll my phone, I couldn’t help but wonder what people would think if they knew the real reason I was there.

      And then I saw her.

      Tessa walked up the sidewalk with a confident, breezy ease that made me feel about a hundred years old. She was stunning. Not just college-girl pretty—fantasy pretty. The kind of pretty that turns heads without even trying. Long, sun-kissed blonde hair caught the light as it fluttered around her shoulders. Her eyes were such a bright, crystalline blue I could see them sparkling even before she crossed the street.

      She wore a fitted white T-shirt and high-waisted jeans that hinted at curves and secrets in equal measure. The nose ring was what struck me most—small, silver, and unassuming, but somehow rebellious. It added just the right edge to her otherwise sweet, girl-next-door vibe. Like a subtle warning label: not as innocent as she looks.

      And I knew it to be true.

      Every day, I saw girls like her on the street. But they didn’t know what kind of woman I really was under my professional polish. They didn’t know I had secret cravings that burned behind my polite smile. Tessa did. She knew. She was the kind of girl who liked to sleep with married men—with their wives’ permission. And not just permission, but participation. That knowledge—our shared understanding—made something flutter low in my belly.

      She spotted me and smiled, stepping over with a relaxed air like this was any other casual meetup.

      “Hi,” she said, her voice bright but curious.

      “Hi,” I replied, standing a little too quickly. We exchanged a polite hug, and she slid into the seat across from me.

      “I hope this isn’t too awkward for you,” I said, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

      Tessa grinned and shook her head. “Trust me, considering the kinds of things I like to do for fun… this is not awkward.”

      She laughed, low and confident, and I got the distinct impression that she enjoyed catching people off guard. She knew exactly what she looked like—and exactly what kind of power she held. She wasn’t just a pretty girl. She was a weapon. A walking, talking, blue-eyed temptation. And she was perfectly aware that women were out here offering their husbands to her.

      I could feel the shift in dynamic almost immediately. She was proud of who she was, unbothered by societal judgment, and so sure of herself it made me squirm in my chair. Meanwhile, I was a woman in her mid-thirties, fighting insecurity, afraid my husband might discover he preferred someone younger… someone like her.

      Just sitting across from Tessa was a milestone for me. But then we started talking about the fantasy—my fantasy—and a different kind of tension crept in. One I hadn’t anticipated. It was a blend of nerves and arousal, like standing on the edge of a very high, very thrilling cliff.

      “So,” Tessa said after a pause, lowering her voice just enough to make it feel conspiratorial, “is he really that big?”

      We’d moved inside by then, the crisp breeze too sharp to ignore despite the sun. Our coffees sat between us like props in a scene neither of us was entirely sure how to play.

      I nodded, feeling a smile tug at my lips. “He says he’s around eight or nine inches. I’ve never measured, but… that’s the ballpark.”

      Tessa arched a brow. “Mmhmm. A lot of guys say that.”

      “True,” I said, chuckling. “But I’ve been with a few others. I know what’s average. And Ethan?” I leaned forward slightly, my voice lowering without meaning to. “Ethan’s not lying.”

      Her eyes lit up, and she let out a soft, amused hum. I couldn’t tell if she was intrigued or impressed—or both. But I could tell one thing for sure: she was definitely picturing him now.

      And, strangely enough, that turned me on even more.

      After we’d been talking for a little while, I found myself far more at ease with Tessa than I’d expected. Despite the taboo nature of our conversation—and the boldness of her past escapades—she came across as refreshingly open, playful, and completely disarming. She didn’t posture or gloat. She simply spoke with the ease of someone who understood her desires and felt no shame in indulging them.

      At one point, she leaned in, resting her elbow on the table as a teasing smile curved her lips.

      “So,” she asked, eyes twinkling, “when should we ‘hang out’?”

      I blinked, momentarily thrown. “Well, um… Ethan’s birthday is tomorrow.”

      Her smile deepened. “I could do it tonight.”

      “Tonight?” I repeated, my heart suddenly galloping in my chest.

      She nodded, her grin widening. “Why wait?”

      There was a sparkle of eagerness in her expression—an almost mischievous thrill. And in that moment, I realized something that both startled and excited me: Tessa wasn’t doing me a favor.

      I was doing one for her.

      She was going to get to unwrap my husband, run her hands over his broad chest, ride that thick cock of his until her voice broke. I knew exactly what awaited her—how he filled me, how I came apart every time I ground against him just right. A tight, lithe girl like Tessa? She’d have the time of her life.

      I hesitated, the weight of the decision hanging in the space between us. Then, after what felt like the longest pause of my life, I nodded.

      “Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it. Tonight.”

      I gave her the address and left soon after, adrenaline coursing through me the entire drive home. Ethan would be back from work around six. I arranged for Tessa to arrive at five-thirty so she’d have time to settle in and get comfortable.

      And me?

      I treated the evening like a red-carpet event.

      I took a long bath, shaved meticulously, lotioned every inch of my skin. I chose a soft, form-fitting dress, did my hair, and put on makeup that said I was a woman in control—even if I was shaking inside.

      When six o’clock neared, I made the house dark, save for a trail of candles flickering softly in the bedroom. Tessa was already changed by then, lying across our bed like a decadent secret.

      She wore scarlet lace—just a bra, a delicate thong, and sheer thigh-highs that hugged her legs like silk. She had even tied a little red bow into her hair, a final touch that made her look like the gift she truly was.

      “I want him to be really confused,” she whispered with a giggle as I dimmed the last light.

      She was enjoying every second of it, and truthfully… so was I.

      I crouched low in the far corner of the bedroom, hidden in the shadows, barely breathing. My heart was hammering as I waited. My palms were sweating. My thighs pressed tight together in a hopeless attempt to ignore how wet I already was.

      It felt like an eternity before I heard the front door open.

      “Babe? Jessica?” Ethan’s voice echoed faintly down the hall.

      He sounded puzzled, the way he always did when the house felt too quiet.

      Then footsteps. Closer. The creak of the floor outside the bedroom.

      Finally, the door opened.

      “What the—?” he started, caught off guard by the dim candlelight and the nearly naked stranger sprawled across our bed.

      Tessa grinned at him, propping herself up on her elbows. “Hey, babe,” she said sweetly, as though she’d been expecting him all along. “Were you looking for me?”

      Ethan blinked. “Um… what?” He let out a nervous laugh. “What is this?”

      “Are you looking for your wife?” she asked, voice sultry but playful.

      “Yeah,” he said slowly, his eyes still taking her in. “Who are you?”

      I could hear the confusion in his voice, laced with wariness. But I also saw the way his gaze dropped—just for a second—to the red lace stretched across her breasts. The way his stance shifted. The way his breath hitched.

      He was intrigued. And aroused. Even if he didn’t want to be.

      Tessa tilted her head, lips curling.

      “Well,” she said, “your wife’s not around right now. But she did want you to have your birthday gift a little early.”

      Ethan blinked again. “I’m sorry, what?”

      Tessa slowly stretched her arms out to her sides, the motion lifting her breasts just slightly beneath the lace.

      “Me,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “I’m your gift.”

      He stood there in stunned silence, still half in the hallway.

      “I don’t understand. Who are you? What’s going on here?” Ethan asked, his voice a mix of confusion and suspicion as he stood frozen in the doorway.

      Tessa responded with a sultry smile and a slow, graceful curl of her finger—the universal come hither gesture. “Come here,” she said, her tone smooth as silk.

      Hesitantly, Ethan stepped toward the bed.

      Tessa rose onto her knees, crawling across the rumpled sheets like a cat stretching toward its prey. Her lingerie clung to every curve, catching the glow of candlelight in all the right places. Ethan let out a quiet, incredulous chuckle and shook his head.

      “I’m guessing this is a prank,” he said, glancing around the room as though hidden cameras might reveal themselves at any second. “Something the guys at work cooked up? Very funny, but I’m not buying it. This is obviously some kind of tease. Is Jessica in on this?”

      Tessa tilted her head coyly and smiled. “Well, if it’s just a tease,” she murmured, sliding closer, “then why am I doing this?”

      She ran her hand slowly down the front of Ethan’s pants, tracing the outline of his growing arousal. He inhaled sharply as she reached the bulge beneath his zipper.

      “Wait, what are you—” Ethan started, but Tessa pressed a single finger to his lips.

      “Shhh,” she whispered, eyes glinting with playful authority.

      Then, almost imperceptibly, she looked toward me.

      I was crouched low behind an accent chair in the corner, doing my best to stay hidden while still catching glimpses of the unfolding scene. My angle wasn’t perfect, but I could see enough. My heart pounded like a jackhammer against my ribs as I watched her hands move with slow, deliberate confidence.

      She was unzipping my husband’s pants.

      In mere moments, those delicate fingers would be wrapped around him. I felt frozen—part voyeur, part wife, part accomplice. My emotions tangled into a hot, dizzy mess: anticipation, jealousy, desire, disbelief. A small, startled ache flared somewhere deep in my chest, but it only made the heat between my thighs more insistent.

      Ethan wasn’t resisting.

      A part of me wanted to be angry about that. But even more than that, I was aroused. The fact that a beautiful nineteen-year-old girl could make him forget about me—just like that—made my pulse race with wicked fascination.

      “That’s it,” Tessa whispered, her voice low and satisfied.

      I nearly rose from my hiding spot, my mouth already forming the words to explain it all. To tell Ethan this was a gift. That I had planned this. That he wasn’t cheating—he was unwrapping.

      But Tessa glanced my way again and subtly shook her head.

      Stay put, her expression seemed to say. Let it play out.

      And so I stayed.

      Was it a power trip? Maybe. Maybe she wanted to prove she could seduce a man right in front of his wife and make him forget she existed. Maybe that was part of the game for her.

      But whatever it was, it worked.

      I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move. My panties were soaked, my breath shallow, and my body thrumming with electric tension. I should have said something. But I didn’t. I watched.

      “Do you like blonde college girls, Mr. Larson?” Tessa asked, her voice dripping with flirtation.

      Ethan blinked, clearly struggling to make sense of any of it. “How old are you?”

      “Nineteen,” she said sweetly. “So it’s fine.” She leaned in closer, her tone going syrupy and conspiratorial. “I won’t tell Jessica… if you don’t.”

      With that, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants and boxers and tugged them down in one smooth motion. I could see the evidence of his desire—half hard and thickening quickly as Tessa’s gaze locked on him.

      Her breath caught. “Wow,” she whispered, her eyes wide. “She said you were big but… wow.”

      She gave a breathy, nervous giggle, and I knew it wasn’t entirely an act. There was genuine awe in her voice. And that only made me burn hotter with arousal—and with pride.

      Ethan stammered, still trying to regain control of the moment. “What is this? What’s going on? Are you saying Jessica knows—?”

      “You’re asking far too many questions,” Tessa interrupted, her voice firm and teasing. “I think it’s time I shut you up.”

      And then, she lowered her mouth toward him.

      She looked up at him through her lashes, her lips parted just enough to tease what was coming. She ran her tongue slowly across them, as if savoring the moment, and then leaned in.

      Ethan gasped as her mouth met him.

      A long, low moan escaped him, involuntary and stunned.

      “Holy shit,” he groaned.

      And from the corner, still hidden in shadow, I trembled—because I’d never heard him sound like that before.

      Tessa went to work on my husband with a confidence that was both shocking and mesmerizing.

      I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—what I was allowing.

      There she was, kneeling between Ethan’s legs, her lips slowly parting around the thick length of his cock. My husband’s cock. And I was just… watching. Not only watching, but growing intensely aroused by the sight of it. Every stroke of her tongue, every wet sound that reached my ears, sent shivers down my spine.

      I should’ve felt guilty. And I did—on some level. But it was tangled up in something else, something darker and more intoxicating. The guilt only made the desire more intense. I felt like I was doing something forbidden, something dirty. But no matter how wrong it seemed, I couldn’t stop watching.

      Tessa, on the other hand, looked completely at ease. Like she belonged there.

      Her mouth stretched wide around him, her lips glistening. Even with his cock filling her mouth, she looked almost pleased—like she was smiling around it. Like she was proud of how much she could take. It was clear she was enjoying herself. And from the way Ethan moaned, I could tell he was, too.

      Maybe more than he ever had with me.

      That thought hit me hard.

      Ethan and I had always had great chemistry, especially in bed. I’d always prided myself on how well we fit together—how well I pleased him. But now, here was this young, gorgeous college girl, and he sounded like he was losing his mind just from the way she sucked him.

      I felt a sudden flare of jealousy. A possessive jolt that screamed, That’s mine.

      And yet—I didn’t stop it. I didn’t jump up or demand it end.

      Instead, I stayed hidden behind the chair, trembling and soaked, my fingers clenched tightly between my thighs.

      Because no matter how jealous I felt… I was turned on. Wildly. Shamefully. Hopelessly.

      I’d never seen another woman go down on a man before—let alone my man. Tessa’s technique was impressive, if I was being honest. She took her time, building the tension with slow, deliberate strokes. She sucked him deep, inch by inch, her hands stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. And then—God help me—I watched as she took all of him.

      I saw her throat strain. Saw her blink away tears as she pushed through the discomfort, determined to please him. Her tongue peeked out to flick against his balls as his entire length vanished into her mouth.

      When she finally pulled back, gasping for breath, she wiped the corner of her eyes and gave a dazed, breathless laugh.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered to myself, my voice barely audible.

      The longer I sat there, the less I felt capable of revealing myself. I didn’t want Ethan to know I was watching. I didn’t want to interrupt the raw, unscripted heat of what was happening. I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t want her to stop.

      So I stayed silent, touching myself in the shadows like the dirty little voyeur I’d secretly become.

      Then Ethan groaned, low and hungry, and slipped free from Tessa’s mouth.

      “So,” he said, his voice hoarse, “you’re mine now, huh?”

      Tessa looked up at him and nodded slowly, her lips still swollen from use.

      “I’m your gift,” she murmured. “You can do whatever you want with me.”

      Ethan let out a dry laugh, still trying to make sense of the surreal moment. “Right,” he said, sarcasm bleeding through. “So if I told you I wanted to bend you over and take your ass, you’d just say yes?”

      Tessa bit her bottom lip and gave him a wicked smile. She didn’t flinch.

      Instead, she nodded again.

      Ethan’s breath caught. He shook his head like he was trying to wake up from a dream. “Okay then,” he said, voice low. “But I’m going to start with your pussy. And then… we’ll see.”

      He stepped forward, grabbing her by the hips and turning her around.

      Tessa obeyed without hesitation, facing away from him as she lowered herself onto all fours. Her breasts grazed the sheets, her perfect round ass rising into the air in invitation.

      Ethan hooked a finger under the waistband of her thong and pulled it to the side. Then, to my absolute shock, he lowered his head—and buried his face between her legs.

      Tessa gasped, the sound sharp and involuntary. Her back arched. Her hands fisted the sheets. And the moans that followed were so desperate and raw, they didn’t sound fake for a second.

      “Oh, fuck,” she breathed, voice shaking with pleasure.

      I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. Ethan and I had never done that before—not like this. Not with this much hunger. And certainly not with me on the receiving end.

      Watching him devour her like that—his mouth moving over both her pussy and her ass—was something I didn’t know how to process. I felt… displaced. Envious. Exposed. But also dizzy with desire.

      Was I angry? Not exactly.

      I was aroused. More than I’d ever been in my life.

      I moaned softly and pressed harder against my clit, letting the rhythm of my breath match the rocking of my hips. I didn’t want to stop. I didn’t want it to end. I just wanted to watch.

      I watched with my breath caught in my throat as Ethan took himself in hand, guiding the thick length of his arousal between Tessa’s parted thighs. She was spread open for him on all fours, her soft, flushed body trembling with anticipation. I saw the exact moment he found her—her slick, pink heat welcoming the tip of his cock as he began to push inside.

      Tessa moaned against the sheets, her voice muffled but unmistakably aroused. Her spine arched subtly as he slowly filled her, inch by deliberate inch.

      “Oh… God… Mr. Larson,” she cried, her voice tight with a mixture of awe and strain.

      Ethan stilled, clearly gauging her response. “Too much?”

      “No,” she panted. “It feels good… it’s just… big. Just be gentle, please.”

      He nodded, though she couldn’t see it, and eased in deeper. Her moan turned into a breathy giggle, the kind that made my stomach tighten. I could see her gripping the sheets, her expression shifting between concentration and bliss. The image alone was nearly enough to undo me.

      Ethan groaned low in his throat, the sound deep and unmistakably pleased. With each slow thrust, he sank more of himself into her tight, wet body before pulling back again, finding a rhythm as he began to move. I watched, silent and trembling from the shadows, as my husband—my husband—began to lose himself in another woman.

      It was hypnotic.

      I’d thought I might feel sick, or angry, or overwhelmed.

      But I didn’t.

      I felt ravenous.

      For a few slow, agonizing minutes, I simply watched. Every motion, every sound, every tremble of pleasure from Tessa’s mouth worked me closer to another climax. My own fingers were slick, frantic between my thighs, mirroring the rhythm of Ethan’s hips. I was so far gone in arousal that I hardly registered what happened next—until I saw him withdraw.

      Then Ethan leaned down, spit into his hand, and reached for the small cleft between her cheeks.

      My breath caught.

      He was preparing her for something more.

      I wasn’t sure if Tessa and I had ever explicitly discussed that, but any hesitation I’d felt vanished the moment I heard her breathy little voice say, “Are you going to take my tight little butt now, Mr. Larson?”

      “Yeah,” Ethan growled softly.

      “Please go slow,” she murmured. “It’s so tight—and you’re so big.”

      She turned her head just enough to smile over her shoulder—right in my direction, though I was sure she couldn’t see me. “Has your wife ever let you have her like this?” she asked him sweetly.

      “No,” Ethan admitted, his voice low, almost sheepish. “She was always scared to. Said I was too big.”

      Tessa pouted playfully. “That’s a shame. I know guys really like it.”

      She looked back at him, biting her lower lip. “But not me. I can take it.”

      Her expression shifted as she braced herself, her smile faltering slightly into something more serious. I watched as Ethan gripped her hips and began to press the tip of his cock against her back entrance, applying gentle, persistent pressure.

      Tessa’s mouth opened in a silent gasp, her eyes fluttering shut. Her hand reached back to his thigh, fingers splaying as if to steady herself, to guide him—both in pace and depth.

      He pushed forward slowly, deliberately.

      “Oh… oh God… Mr. Larson,” she moaned, her voice breaking into gasps. Her jaw clenched, and her spine arched as he breached her.

      I stared, mesmerized.

      Half of Ethan’s length was buried in her now. Deep in the place I’d always been too afraid to offer him. And I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

      It was lewd. Raw. Unfiltered.

      And it made me climax right there, in the corner of our room, while I silently touched myself like the dirtiest voyeur imaginable. My body shook as the waves of release tore through me. I’d never seen anything so intensely erotic in my life.

      Tessa’s moans became softer, more rhythmic, until she was panting with every thrust. Ethan started slow—short, shallow strokes—testing what she could take. But it wasn’t long before his rhythm deepened, his hips rocking harder, more fluid, until he moved like a machine built for this moment. Every stroke pulled a breathy moan from Tessa’s lips, every push driving him further inside her.

      She took him willingly, eagerly, like she had been made for it.

      And all the while, I remained in the dark. Watching.

      By now, there was no turning back. No way to announce myself without derailing everything. Ethan still had no idea I was there—his own wife, hidden in the corner, watching him lose control inside another woman.

      And yes, there was jealousy. Frustration. Even a flicker of rage.

      This was a man who had sworn to be faithful to me.

      And yet here he was.

      And I had given him the permission—the invitation—without ever saying a word.

      But even in my conflicted storm of emotions, I couldn’t deny the truth that pulsed through every inch of my body:

      I didn’t want it to stop.

      “F–fuck me, Mr. Larson,” Tessa begged, breathless and trembling beneath him.

      Ethan gripped her hips, eyes dark with arousal. “You want it harder in your ass, don’t you?” he growled. “You dirty little girl.”

      “You’re going to make me—oh my God,” she cried out, her words dissolving into a frantic gasp.

      From where I sat, still hidden in the corner of our dimly lit bedroom, I could see her hand moving between her thighs. She was rubbing herself—fast, desperate, completely lost in sensation.

      Then her legs began to tremble, her entire body shuddering with release. She let out a deep, guttural moan as she came with my husband still buried inside her.

      I blinked, stunned. She was climaxing from anal.

      I clenched my fist in a flash of helpless jealousy. That should be me, I thought, biting down on the inside of my cheek. But I couldn’t exactly protest—not when I’d already climaxed twice just from watching. My other hand was still between my legs, slick and needy, rubbing furiously as the scene played out before me like a living, breathing fantasy.

      Tessa’s cries turned into soft, pleading whimpers.

      “Please,” she gasped. “Please, Mr. Larson—come for me. Fill me. Come in my ass.”

      Ethan hesitated for half a beat. “You sure?”

      “Do it,” she begged. “I need it.”

      He let out a low, disbelieving laugh. “You really are a naughty girl,” he said—and with a loud smack, he spanked her.

      Tessa moaned, arching her back like she wanted more. Ethan grunted and grabbed her hips, driving into her with quick, rhythmic thrusts. The sound of skin against skin echoed through the room, punctuated by her moans and his low groans of effort.

      The bed rocked beneath them. The candles flickered. My breath came in shallow, desperate bursts as I watched Ethan take her—hard and fast, just the way she wanted it. Her cries built with every thrust, her body rocking with his. He was relentless, a machine of muscle and desire, giving her everything she asked for.

      And then it happened.

      Ethan let out a deep, familiar groan—one I knew all too well—and I watched, transfixed, as his body jerked in release.

      His shaft twitched inside her as he finished, and Tessa gasped with pleasure, glancing back at him with flushed cheeks and a gleam of satisfaction in her eyes. She reached down between her legs, wrapped her hand around his sac like she owned it, and held it there for a beat.

      It was playful. Possessive. Bold.

      She’s staking her claim, I thought, stunned. And in that moment, I couldn’t help but wonder: How could Ethan ever go back to routine missionary with his wife of fourteen years after something like this?

      “Fuuuuck,” Ethan groaned, drawing out the word as he emptied himself inside her. His voice was hoarse, guttural, undone.

      He finally pulled out with a sharp exhale and collapsed onto the bed beside her, panting.

      After a moment, he reached for her thong and tugged it gently back into place over her flushed skin, giving her a soft spank as a parting touch.

      “I don’t know who you are,” he said between breaths, “but you’re something else.”

      Then, with a teasing grin: “Maybe I should leave my wife and do this with you all the time.”

      That was my cue.

      I stood abruptly, rising from the shadows.

      “That’s it,” I said, stepping into the light.

      Ethan turned his head toward me, eyes wide. “Babe?”

      “That’s right.” I crossed my arms over my chest. “I was sitting right there in the corner the whole time. Watching while you fucked a college girl in our bed. And now, after all that, you’re suggesting the two of you run off together?”

      Tessa sat up slowly, biting her lip. She looked uncertain—like the script had veered off-course and she wasn’t sure what her next line was supposed to be.

      Truthfully, I wasn’t sure either. I’d planned to watch Ethan with another woman. That had always been the fantasy. But hearing him joke about leaving me, not knowing if he thought it was a joke? That hit differently.

      There was a long pause. And then Ethan sat up, wiping sweat from his brow.

      “Yeah, I do have something to say,” he said. “Don’t leave your laptop open on the kitchen table.”

      I blinked. “What?”

      He grinned. “I saw your whole plan. The DMs, the emails, the calendar invite named ‘The Real Gift.’ Come on, babe. You think I’d run off with the first girl who gives me her ass?”

      Tessa burst out laughing. “I’m sorry, Jessica. I was in on it,” she said with a sheepish smile. “I couldn’t help it. We wanted to mess with you just a little.”

      I stared at them both, speechless.

      And then I laughed. I couldn’t help it. My husband had turned my secret surprise around on me—and now I was the one caught off guard.

      I walked over and gave Ethan a playful shove, then kissed his cheek. “Well, happy birthday,” I murmured.

      He looked up at me with a satisfied smile. “Let’s keep her,” he said, nodding toward Tessa.

      Tessa clasped her hands in mock prayer. “Please,” she said, her tone exaggerated and sweet. “I love his dick.”

      I rolled my eyes, laughing. “You’re such a jerk,” I said to him.

      “Hey, you’re the one who was sneaking around behind my back, setting all this up,” he said, grinning. “It’s only fair I knew a gorgeous girl was going to be naked in our bed. We guys don’t really like surprises, you know.”

      “Well,” I said, glancing between them, “then the next time won’t be a surprise.”

      Ethan raised an eyebrow. “Oh? And when is the next time?”

      I turned to Tessa, finally ready to be part of the action.

      “Right now,” I said.
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      I raced through the bedroom searching for the only pair of heels that matched my plum colored dress.  My husband, Roman, sat on the edge of the bed laughing at me.  I would’ve taken offense if he hadn’t had good reason to be laughing.  I was a hectic mess and I knew it.

      “Why do you always get like this when Heather comes into town?  Should I be jealous?  It seems like you might like her more than you like me.”

      I stopped in my tracks, partly because I’d just located my heels.  I slipped them on and scoffed.  “Nonsense,” I said.  “I could never love anyone more than I love you.”

      His dark brow rose until it almost met the dark hair of his bangs.  Fuck, my husband was the most beautiful man I’d ever seen.  “Are you sure about that, Sonya?  Because you and Heather grew up next door together and to this day you act like you’re about to go on a first date when she shows up in town.”

      “That’s just ridiculous,” I said, feeling my cheeks warm.  Was I blushing?  No, of course not.  I couldn’t be blushing over Heather.

      I mean, maybe Roman wasn’t completely in the wrong.  I did love Heather almost more than life itself, but not in the way he was suggesting.  She’d been my best friend since childhood.  I shared every aspect of my life with her.  Every aspect except my husband, of course.

      I walked toward Roman, trying to hide my blushing cheeks and prove to him that he was my one and only true love.  I knelt on the bed, placing each knee on either side of his lap until I was straddling it.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and let my fingers dance in his thick, dark hair.  “You know that no one does what you do to me.”

      His fingers slipped between my thighs, brushing gently against my panties underneath my dress.  He never broke eye contact as I tilted my head back and gasped.  “You mean,” he said, “no one makes you this wet?”

      I bit my lip and shook my head.  “No one.”

      His fingers slipped inside my panties and brushed against my clit.  His other hand pulled gently down on the top of my dress until one breast was free.  His mouth latched onto it, his lips sucking my nipple in with so much pressure I thought I might explode.  When his tongue flicked across my skin, it sent an electric charge through every inch of my body, making it quiver above him.

      When he saw how aroused I was, he gripped my hips and turned our bodies around until my back was flat against the bed.  He leaned over me, kissing my neck collarbone as he pulled the top of my dress down to my waist.  He unhooked my bra in one quick motion and flung it to the side.  He unfastened his pants, whipped out his long, thick cock and pressed it to my panty covered pussy.  He stroked it between my thighs as his lips claimed mine.

      I was his as I arched my back, eager to feel him inside me.  I could never love anyone else – man or woman – the way I loved him.  Even as my mind wandered to the few times Heather and I had practiced kissing in our youth, it was my husband’s cock I wanted.  Even as my thoughts flickered in and out of the times Heather and I teased each other’s pussies just to know what it was like, it was Roman’s mouth I wanted to feel on my body.

      When he grabbed his thick shaft and pulled my panties to the side, I was ready for him.  When he thrust it inside me with no mercy, I welcomed the pain.  His fingers and his lips played with my breasts like I was nothing but an instrument.  The gasps and moans that escaped me were all under his control.  They were nothing but a beautiful song being played by my body.

      He thrust his thick cock in and out of me and started to lose his cool.  His brows furrowed and his eyes focused on mine as he filled me deeper and deeper.  I clutched his neck, eager and ready to feel his cum shoot inside me.  His hips brushed against my clit, triggering the climbing of my own climax.

      He let out a groan and I released a whimper as our quivering bodies collided.  “Fuck,” he breathed against my ear as his hot load filled me.

      “Fuck,” I breathed as my body trembled and my mind danced with ecstasy.  I was lost to him.  All thoughts of Heather had disappeared.

      He pulled back and stared down at my half-clothed body.  “So no one can make you come like that?” he asked.

      I shook my head, trying to catch my breath.  “No one,” I said, but it was only a half-truth.  Heather had made me come like that once when we were in college, but I never told anyone about it.  It was a secret I planned to take to my grave.

      

      I met Heather at the airport, though I’d ended up being a few minutes late.  I never would’ve thought Roman could’ve distracted me from meeting Heather, but he did it successfully.  It took me ten minutes to tidy myself up after he’d ravished me and then I raced to the airport as quickly as possible.

      When Heather walked up to my car, dragging her suitcase behind her, my jaw dropped.  She looked more beautiful than ever.  Her blond hair was even more golden.  Her skin had the slightest tan.  I watched her slinky figure circle to the back of my car to put up her suitcase before she climbed into the passenger seat.

      “Wow,” I said.  “California has been good to you.”

      She shifted in her seat, a sly smile spreading into her cheeks.  “You like?”

      I elbowed her and turned away my gaze, but she caught me in an embrace.  She kissed my cheek and it made my heart race.  “I missed you Sonya,” she said.  “It’s been too long.”  When she pulled away, my chest felt hollow as if she’d taken a piece of my heart with her to the passenger seat.  “How’s Roman?”

      I thought about his dick between my legs, pounding my pussy raw.  My panties were wet again and I worried the smell would fill the car and give me away.  “He’s good,” I said.  I pulled the car out of the pickup zone and drove toward the exit for the airport.

      Heather started to laugh.  “I couldn’t help but notice you were late,” she said.  “You’re never late.”

      “I’m late sometimes.”

      Heather laughed again.  “You guys just finished fucking, didn’t you?”

      “What? Don’t be ridiculous.”

      “Oh Sonya.  I can smell it all over you.  I know what your sweet little pussy smells like, or did you forget about that time I went down on you?”

      My panties were wet before, but now they were soaked.  I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.  “No,” I said.  “I didn’t forget.”

      “Good,” she said.  “I’d hate to think Roman replaced me.”

      “No one could replace you,” I said.  And I meant it.

      “That’s just how girls are,” said Heather.  “We learn each other’s scents and curves.  No one could replace you either, Sonya.  Not to me.  But I bet you could swap yourself with another woman and Roman wouldn’t know the difference.”

      I scoffed.  “That’s insanity.  Roman knows my body as well as his own.”  Rain started to tap against the windshield and I put on my wipers.  The weather and the conversation was starting to make me uneasy.

      Heather raised her brow.  “You really think so?  Maybe I’m wrong.  Maybe he knows you better than anyone.  Maybe he wouldn’t be so distracted by his own arousal to notice he was fucking someone else instead of you.”

      “Come on,” I said.  “What are you saying?  That if you stuck a short blond in front of him instead of me, he wouldn’t know the difference?”

      She laughed.  “I’m saying if you blindfolded him and stuck a similarly sized woman in front of him, he wouldn’t know the difference.”

      “That’s ridiculous.”

      “That’s the truth,” she said.

      I couldn’t help but laugh and shake my head at the thought, though it did make me curious.  “I’m sorry, Heather, but I just don’t buy it.”

      “Oh yeah?  Well, what if I prove it to you?”

      I chuckled.  “Prove it to me?  How?”

      “With Roman.  Let’s blindfold him and see if he can tell the difference between you and me.”

      I raised my brow and my legs tingled.  “And do what exactly?  Make him suck on your breasts?”

      She let out a roar of a laugh.  “No,” she said.  “We can keep it simple.  A kiss will do.”

      I groaned.  “Surely you don’t think Roman can’t tell the difference between kissing you and kissing me.”

      “I don’t know,” she said.  “That’s what our little test will be for.  Or should we make it a bet?”

      “A bet?  What do you want?”

      Her smile curled into her cheek.  “If he can’t tell the difference, then I win.  And if I win, then I get to fuck your hot husband.”

      My panties were soaked now.  I side eyed her while trying to keep my vision on the road.  “Get out of here,” I said.  “You don’t want to fuck Roman.”

      “Like hell I don’t.  You married the hottest man on earth.  Any girl would be crazy to turn him down.”

      “Yeah, well.  He hasn’t exactly offered himself up to you,” I said.

      Heather laughed.  “I’m sure I can convince him.”

      “Well if he can’t tell the difference between us, then what fun would he have anyway?  It’s not like it would feel like a new experience for him anyway.”

      “Sure it would,” she said.  “Because by then, the blindfold will be off.  He’ll see my blond hair.  He’ll see my face.  It won’t be you and he’ll know it.  You’ll know it too.  And that’s half the fun.”

      “What’s the other half?”

      “Okay, that’s all the fun,” she corrected.

      Finally, I pulled the car into the driveway.  I chewed on my lip before inviting her inside officially.  I’d just asked Heather to stay with us – which she’d done plenty of times before.  But now it was different.  Now there was this weird point she wanted to prove and it could very well tear apart my entire marriage.

      Who knows, maybe that’s secretly what Heather wanted.
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      When Heather and I finally walked inside, Roman was sitting on the living room sectional, lounging in his best suit.  I rolled my eyes.  He hadn’t been wearing that suit last time I saw him.

      “Well, don’t you look nice?” Heather said, gazing upon my husband with more curiosity than usual.

      Roman smirked at her.  “I just got home from work,” he said.  His gaze flicked to me, his eyes asking me to keep his secret.  I did so reluctantly.

      “Is that so?” Heather asked.  “You worked late tonight then.”  Heather’s eyes met mine and spoke silently too.  I know he just fucked you, her eyes said.  So I know he’s lying.

      I didn’t want any part of their silly little games, but I did wonder why they bothered playing any.  Had they ever flirted like this before?  Was this typical Heather-Roman behavior that I’d never noticed?  My wet panties were starting to get uncomfortable between my thighs.  I wished I wasn’t wearing panties at all until I remembered that without them, my thighs would be just as slick.

      “I’m going to go upstairs and change,” I told them, and they both nodded.  I skipped up the stairs, worried about the fact that I was leaving them alone together.  Maybe a blindfold wouldn’t even be necessary.  Maybe Roman had always wanted Heather.

      I thought about the two of them as I slipped my wet panties down my legs and tossed them to the side.  I considered grabbing a fresh pair, but decided against it.  I would just have to clench my thighs together to prevent my arousal from spreading.

      I hurried back downstairs to find my husband already blindfolded.  “What’s going on?” I asked.

      Heather, who was standing behind my husband wrapping his tie around his eyes, turned to me.  “I told him about our little bet,” she said.  “I told him he wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between you and me.  He swears he can.”

      “By your perfume alone,” Roman teased.

      “That’s a good point,” said Heather.  “I’ll have to spray on some of Sonya’s and she’ll have to spray on some of mine.  It’s only fair.”

      I sighed, my nerves wracking silently underneath my skin.  Heather scurried upstairs to try on my perfume.  I dug through her bag until I found hers.  “Are you sure you want to do this?” I heard Roman asked as I sprayed Heather’s perfume on my wrists.

      I shrugged even though he couldn’t see me.  “Why not?  Are you worried you won’t be able to tell the difference?”

      He smiled.  “I’m not worried about that.  I’m worried how you’ll feel about watching me kiss your best friend.”

      I couldn’t tell him that I was wet thinking about it or that it sent me into a jealous rage.  I had to keep both emotions tightly locked within my chest because it didn’t matter.  I’d somehow made this crazy bet with Heather and now we would have to see it through.

      “Are you ready?” asked Heather as she frolicked downstairs.  “Pull your hair back,” she added.  “Like mine.”

      I reached behind me and secured my hair in a high ponytail.  “Who goes first?” I asked.

      Heather laughed.  “I can’t say.  But for now, why don’t we both stand in front of him?”

      I followed Heather’s lead until we were both in front of my husband.  Heather stood to the left and I stood to the right, but Roman didn’t know that.

      Heather looked at me and gestured for me to lean in.  So I did.  I leaned in quickly and kissed him.  His lips latched onto mine as they explored our kiss more deeply than I’d expected.  His moans were more inquisitive than passionate as he tried to figure out who he was kissing.  I pulled away from him and gestured Heather forward.

      The first thing I noticed was that Heather leapt in just as quickly as I had.  She was mimicking my movements to the point of appearing like the wife herself.  There was a comfort about her that she hadn’t earned – it was a comfort that came only from being a spouse.  When their lips met, I felt a sharp tingle in my chest and between my thighs.  Hot rage and euphoria spread through me like the edge of a blade dragging over my skin.  I didn’t know whether to be afraid or aroused, but the arousal was winning.

      When my husband grabbed her hips like he had mine, I knew then that she’d probably lost.  I felt a hint of defeat at the possibility, of knowing I’d never be able to see more between them.  I waited for him to remove his blindfold and to laugh in Heather’s face, but he didn’t.  His kiss deepened and his hands began to roam her body.

      I took a step backward, almost stumbling into the chair behind me.  He pulled Heather onto his lap and she didn’t protest.  Their tongues met and she rocked her hips over him.  He groaned and smiled and said, “See?  I knew I’d be able to tell the difference.”

      Heather slowly lifted the blindfold and said, “Guess again.”

      Roman was horrified.  His eyes moved between Heather and me.  I felt my chest seize up and my knees trembled.  What did this experiment serve but to torture all of us?

      “Sonya,” he said, his lower lip quivering, “of course I was only joking.  I knew it was Heather the whole time.”

      “Save it,” I said.  I marched into the kitchen to get space, but Roman and Heather quickly followed.

      Heather was laughing.  “Come on Sonya.  It’s not that big of a deal.  I told you he wouldn’t be able to tell the difference and I won.”

      Roman hung his head.  “I’m sorry,” he said.  “So?  What did Heather win?”

      Heather’s brow rose and I stared hard at my husband.  “She won you,” I said.

      Roman chuckled.  “What?  Won me how?”

      Heather walked up to him and wrapped her arms around his neck.  “How would you like to fuck someone new?”

      Roman looked confused and unwrapped Heather’s hands from his neck.  He came close to my side and whispered a desperate plea for clarification.  “I won’t do that,” he said.  “You don’t have to worry about anything.”

      I lifted my eyes to him.  “I’m not worried that you’ll fuck her,” I said.  “I’m worried that you won’t.”

      “What?”

      “I hate that you couldn’t tell the difference between us,” I said, “but watching you two kiss was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.  I’m sorry, but I have to see this through as much as I hate myself for it.”

      “Unless,” said Heather, “you’re not into me.”

      Roman took a step back and surveyed the two of us.  “Let me get this straight.  My wife wants me to fuck her best friend?”

      “That’s what it sounds like to me,” said Heather.  “Isn’t that right, Sonya?”

      I balled up the jealousy and shoved it down.  “Yes,” I said.  “I’m ready.  I want this.”  I barely believed the words as they left my mouth, but deep down I knew them to be true.

      Heather hiked up her dress to her waist and hoisted her hips onto the kitchen counter.  “Well then.  Let’s get this show on the road.”

      Roman looked at me with a frown, but I nodded at him.  “I want this,” I told him.  His gaze moved to Heather who had her legs spread and her wet panties showing.  Then he walked toward me and kissed me long and hard.

      “Are you absolutely certain?” he asked.  “Will this make you happy?”

      I nodded.  My body was tight with jealousy, but I had to see it through.  I had to see them together.  “This will make me happy,” I told him.

      He grunted and pulled away from me as if it was painful.  But when he walked up to Heather, unfastening his pants and whipping out his cock, I knew it was what he wanted too.  He was rock hard for her and his restraint couldn’t hold back his pleasurable breaths as he pawed at her body.

      His hands were at her waist and then her tits as she stroked his cock.  They had lost themselves to each other, and I was merely standing on the sidelines.  I hoisted myself up onto the kitchen island and gasped as the cold marble touched my wet pussy.  I moved a hand between my legs and began to play with myself to the sight of them.

      Roman had Heather’s dress pulled down until her breasts were exposed.  His lips claimed one nipple and then the other.  He kissed his way over her dress-covered tummy and down between her legs.  He inhaled the scent of her pussy – a scent I remembered well – and then pulled her panties to the side.  His tongue came out and forcefully lapped against her folds.  Her fingers were in his hair, gripping and clawing at his scalp, and in that moment I was no longer jealous of Heather.  I was jealous of Roman, instead.

      I wanted to the one licking my best friend’s pussy.  I wanted to be the one to make her come.  But I’d done that before and Heather only wanted what was new and exciting.

      Her legs shook one either side of Roman’s dark head.  She cried out, her eyes holding my gaze as he made her body quiver.  “Oh, Roman,” she moaned.  “Just like that.”

      My fingers thrust inside my pussy as if they had a mind of their own.  My eyes remained fixed on Heather’s as she came, my thumb brushing gently over my clit.  But I wasn’t ready to come yet.  No, I wanted more.  I wanted to see him inside her.  I wanted to see him go somewhere so forbidden I’d never be able to forget the sight of it.

      He pulled himself up and wrapped his arms around Heather’s waist.  His hands dragged her off the counter and spun her around until she was bent over.  Her head turned to look at me while her breasts were pressed to the marble countertop.  I wondered how the coolness felt against her hard nipples.

      With primal abandon, Roman gripped his cock and thrust it inside Heather’s dripping wet pussy.  She cried out and reached for anything to clutch as he pumped in and out of her like she was just some toy.

      My fingers worked feverishly at the sight.  I was eager to come when Roman did.  I was eager to live through him as he fucked my best friend like he couldn’t help it.  One look at him and I thought that might be the truth.  It was as if he couldn’t help himself.  He couldn’t be stopped now.

      Roman stopped thrusting and I thought he was about to come, but he didn’t.  He gripped Heather’s shoulders, lifted her upward toward him and spun her around to face me.  Then, with his cock still buried deep inside her, he maneuvered her in my direction until Heather and I were inches apart.  It didn’t take us long to figure out his game plan.  If he was going to get off while fucking Heather, then so was I.

      Heather kissed me hard and lowered the top of my dress.  We cupped each other’s breasts, playing with each other’s nipples as Roman fucked her from behind.  Heather slowly lowered until her head was between my legs.  Her tongue replaced my fingers and I had a better look of the wild eyes my husband had.

      His fiery gaze burned into mine as he gripped Heather’s hips and pounded her so hard I thought she might break.  At the same time, my fingers worked around Heather’s ponytail and held it tightly while she licked me.  I arched my back, my breasts thrust into the air, desperate for attention they wouldn’t receive.  I rocked my hips against Heather’s face and watched in pleasure as Roman took her hard and fast from behind.

      His grunts escaped over and over, closer and closer together.  He was close and so was I.  Heather was so good at eating pussy I wouldn’t be able to last long.  With my fist around her ponytail, I held her head to my pussy and rubbed myself against her.  I felt the slow buildup of hot electricity until a fiery explosion burst within me.  I cried out and Roman pounded Heather harder in response until his grunts turned into one long roar.

      Heather was the conduit as Roman’s sexual energy moved through her and into me.  The three of us were out of breath, half laughing at ourselves as our thoughts danced in a euphoric haze.

      Roman withdrew from Heather and the three of us adjusted our clothes.  “You know,” said Roman.  “You lied to me tonight, Sonya.”

      Heather and I exchanged glances.  “I did?  When?”

      “When you said no one had ever made you come like I do.  I saw what Heather did to you.  She drives you wild.”

      Heather smiled.  “You’re welcome,” she said.

      “So why did you lie?” Roman asked.  “Why not tell me the truth?  You two have fucked before, haven’t you?”

      My cheeks warmed.  “It was a long time ago,” I said.  “I didn’t want it to change how you thought of me.”

      Roman walked toward me and wrapped his arms around me.  He pulled me off the counter and pressed me close to his body.  “Well it’s too late for that,” he said.  “Because now I see you in a completely new light.”

      “You do?”

      He nodded.  “Now I want you even more than before.”

      “Hey,” said Heather, sliding her hands between us and parting us.  “What about me?”

      Roman shot me a glance and we both laughed.  Roman gripped Heather’s hips and pulled her in for a kiss.  “That sounds like you’re ready for another good fucking,” he said.

      Heather’s wide eyes met mine and my heart fluttered.  Somehow, I think Heather’s vacation was going to be far more exciting than she’d planned for.
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      My husband, Paul, had been distant lately.  We hadn’t made love in far too long.  Maybe that was the reason I was drawn to Nina in our interview.  Maybe that’s why I had noticed her soft brown hair and her smooth, long legs.  Maybe that’s even why I hired her as our maid.

      Even now, as she cleaned the kitchen table, I was transfixed by the way the sunlight turned her brown hair golden.  My gaze was locked on her perfect figure as she bent over the glass table and wiped it in circles.  Her curves shifted deliciously as she moved her arm counter clockwise.  I’d never seen cleaning look so sexy.

      She looked over her shoulder and smiled.  “Can I get you anything?” she asked me.  “Another coffee?”

      It was then I realized I’d been holding my mug so tightly it might break.  I smiled at her and shifted my body on the sofa.  “No,” I said.  “I’m fine.”  But it was a lie.  That answer was as fragile as the mug in my hand, and I was hanging onto the lie as tightly as I held my cup.

      It wouldn’t take much for all of it to shatter.

      She moved to the kitchen counter and picked up my wedding ring.  “Here,” she said, bringing it over to me.  “You left this.”

      I took it from her.  “Thanks.”

      “It’s beautiful,” she said.  “The diamond is stunning.”

      I smiled and nodded.  I vaguely remembered a time when it had impressed me.  I vaguely remembered a time when Paul had impressed me.  He’d always been handsome.  Tall, thick, and wide.  He had piercing eyes and a scowl that made my knees weak.  I wondered if he could make a girl like Nina’s knees weak.  As I stared up into her shimmering blue eyes, I cowered beneath them.  No, I thought.  She’s too strong to be weakened like that.

      She returned to cleaning and I returned to my phone.  It was sitting in my lap, hundreds of work emails staring back at me.  I scrolled through them for a moment before giving into taking one more peek at her.  She was leaning over the counter, her shirt just low enough to reveal some cleavage.  I clenched my thighs together on instinct and felt a spark between them.

      This is ridiculous, I thought.  I’m never going to get any work done around here.

      I stood up and grabbed my things.  “Heather?” she asked.  “Are you heading out?”

      “For a bit,” I told her, resisting the urge to lick my lips.  “I’ve got a few errands to run.”

      She smiled at me and my knees buckled.  “Alright.  See you soon.”

      I nodded and smiled and tried not to look like a disaster as I shuffled off to my car.  Once I was in the attached garage, I let out a deep breath.  “Get it together,” I told myself.  I got in the car and drove to the nearest park.

      The park was empty and I was the only car in the lot.  I tried to collect my thoughts as I watched trees sway in the wind, but my mind kept coming back to one thing: Nina.

      I pulled out my phone and loaded a camera app I’d installed years ago.  I shouldn’t be doing this, I thought.  The cameras in the house were for security – I’d never meant to spy.  But I couldn’t stop myself as I opened the app and zoomed in on Nina’s tight little body.

      I groaned when I saw her on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor.  I wondered what it would feel like to be underneath her in the position.  I wondered what it would feel like to have her tongue on my pussy.

      I looked around at the empty park and slipped my hand between my legs.  My fingers inched up underneath my skirt.  I jolted at the spark my fingers created when they grazed against my wet panties.  My eyes had fallen closed while my fingers slid underneath the wet cotton when I heard his voice.

      “Hey there, beautiful,” he said in the same tone he’d always said it to me.  I stopped touching myself and stared at the camera in disbelief.  Paul was there, home earlier than he should’ve been.  But how did he know I wasn’t home?  I looked at the frame of my car.  Of course.  My car is missing.

      Nina started to get up when Paul stopped her.  “No, no,” he said.  “I like you just like that.”

      My blood was boiling, but my pussy didn’t care.  My clit was sparking on its own a Paul set down his brief case and walked toward her.  He lowered to his knees and gripped her hips.  He pulled them back against him.  He pretended to fuck her while she was on her hands and knees.

      “Do you feel that?” he asked her.  “Do you feel what you do to me?”

      She moaned and it was honey to my ears.  My heart raced as anger and desire pulsed through me.  Paul was a little cheat, and I would get him back for it later.  But for now, I wanted to hear that moan again.  I needed to hear it.

      His hands were sliding along her thighs, up underneath her skirt.  I could only dream of what he was doing to her under there.  I watched her expression shift and change from something tense to something soft.  Desire released.

      She sat up on her knees, resting her back to him.  I could see the movement of his hands underneath the front of her skirt.  He was teasing her or fingering her.  She reached back, cupped his neck and angled her chin to him.  He kissed her hard just as she was about to moan.

      My fingers were back at my pussy, circling my clit and slipping inside.  I was so fucking wet, I couldn’t believe it.  I should never be this wet when my husband was cheating on me.  Still, I couldn’t help it.  My fingers played and swirled and pinched.  My nipples were hard against my bra, wishing they could come out to play.  I leaned back against my seat and closed my eyes.  I pictured my husband inside her, making her moan as she touched me.  Oh, how delightful that would be.

      Just as her climax broke, so did mine.  We came together thanks to my horrible cheat of a husband.  My body shook as the revenge played out in my mind.  If this is what he wanted, then this is what he would get.  But not without me getting something in return, I thought.

      First, though, I would need a reason for spying on her.  I glanced at the wedding ring on my finger and got an idea.
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      The next day, I left my ring intentionally on the counter and made sure to leave the house before she could give it back to me.  I drove to the same park as before and opened my camera app.  Come on you little slut.  Be a thief too.  I know you want it.

      I waited for nearly an hour before she noticed it and picked it up.  For a moment, she looked around as if I’d still be there.  Then she sighed and set it back down.  I frowned when she went back to cleaning.  This might not be so easy after all.  But just before I was about to give up, I noticed her eyes wander back to it.

      She picked up the wedding ring and slipped it onto her finger.  That no good little slut, I thought, but the anger only seemed to turn me on.  She stared at the diamond on her finger and spun around, smiling.  She started to dance through the living room and played ‘wife.’

      A door shut in the distance and she quickly removed the ring in a panic.  Nervous, she slipped it into her apron pocket and not back on the counter.  Bingo.  Now I had my reason to barge in on them.  And thankfully, my husband had showed up just like he had the day before.

      When are you getting any work done, Paul?  It seems like you’re too busy fucking our maid.

      He walked up to her and put his hands on her waist, pulling her in for a kiss.  She wrapped her arms lovingly around his neck, her fingers swirling into his hair.  His hands lowered to her ass and I bit my lip.  It was so horrifying and so tempting at the same time.  Half of me wanted to stop it and the other half of me begged for it to continue.

      I knew now was the best time, if ever, to show up and expose them.  But I knew once I went into that house I would have to commit to following through, or else I would lose Nina forever.  I had to be damned sure this was what I wanted.

      A moment later, Paul lifted Nina’s skirt and showed her plump ass in only a thong.  His hands gripped it and my legs quivered.  I wanted this.  As much as it pained me, I wanted it.  I had to see him inside her.  I had to see more of the two of them together.

      I reluctantly closed the app, started the car, and drove home.

      

      My heart was still racing when I walked through the door.  The lock must’ve given them some warning, because they were standing far apart by the time I could see them.  “Paul?” I asked.  “Shouldn’t you be at work?”

      He looked flustered and stumbled over an excuse.  Nina came to his rescue which sent a chill through me.

      “Ms. Brooks,” said Nina when I walked in.  “How was your day?”

      I didn’t answer her, but instead, I set down my purse and shrugged off my sweater.  I flung it over the nearby sofa and smoothed out my outfit with my hands.  I turned to face them with a scowl even though my body was shaking.

      “Nina, did you take something of mine?” I asked her outright.  I was no longer referring just to the wedding ring, but also to my husband.

      “What are you talking about?” she asked.

      I marched up to her, reached inside her apron pocket, and pulled out the ring.  Her eyes went wide.  “That was an accident,” she said looking from me to Paul.  “I swear it.  I only tried it on for a moment, and in a panic, I must’ve slipped it into my pocket.”  Her fear was palpable and it turned me on all the more.

      “How did you know about that?” asked Paul.  He stepped toward us, as if to protect Nina.  It made my stomach turn and my panties wet.  Oh how I wanted him to take her right then and there.  “Were you watching her?”

      “I’ve been watching her the whole time,” I said.  “It seems the wedding ring isn’t the only thing Nina has been stealing from me.”

      He swallowed.  “I can explain,” he said.

      “I don’t want your explanations,” I told him.

      “I swear, I was about to put an end to it.  To the whole thing.”  I knew he was lying.  Nina looked up at him.  She was trembling.  She was terrified and looking to Paul as some kind of life raft.  I hid my chuckle.

      I turned to her.  “Nina, did you take something else that belongs to me?”

      She looked at me, but she was confused.  “No, ma’am.”

      “So you didn’t let my husband finger you yesterday?  You didn’t let him grab your bare ass today?”  I placed my hands on my hips, and I could feel my scowl stretch into a smile.  I couldn’t contain my excitement, even though there were nerves bubbling underneath.

      Her eyes widened and her lower lip began to quiver.  I wanted to take it between my teeth and then claim her mouth with mine.  I’d never wanted to do that with anyone before.

      A tear fell from her eye and down her cheek.  “I’m so sorry,” she said.  “I’ll never do it again, I swear on my life.”

      Paul stepped forward, frowning.  “Where are they, Heather?” he asked.  “Where are the cameras?”

      “You don’t remember?” I asked.  “You installed them yourself.  Back when you gave a shit about me.”  I pointed to the corner of the room.  “You helped me use the app and everything.”

      “I can’t believe you were spying on us.  How did you know to spy in the first place?” he asked.

      “I was spying on her,” I admitted shamefully.  “I haven’t been able to take my eyes off her for weeks now.  And it’s a good thing I was so infatuated with her or I never would’ve known that my husband was cheating on me.”  But even as I was scolding him, my legs were weak and my pussy was wet.  I wanted to see it again and again.  I wanted to watch my husband take this little flower and ruin her.  I wanted to watch her curtain of brown hair sway around their writhing bodies.

      “You were infatuated with her?” he asked.  Nina’s cheeks were bright pink.  I wondered what she was thinking as she heard this conversation.

      “Yes,” I admitted.  “I suppose she managed to hook both of us.”

      “I never meant to hook anyone,” Nina argued.  “I’m so sorry for all of this.  Really, Heather, I am.”

      “The really fucked up part is that I liked watching the two of you.  I almost let it continue.  I almost waited to see how far you’d go.”

      “What do you mean?” asked Paul.

      “What I mean,” I said, stepping up to Nina and taking her chin in my hand, “is that I enjoyed the show.”  I looked at Paul.  “It’s the secrecy that I couldn’t tolerate.”

      “What are you talking about?” he asked.  “Are you serious?  You actually want to watch us?”

      “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”  I turned to Nina and ran my thumb across her lower lip.  Then I leaned forward and took her mouth in mine.  To my surprise, she kissed me back.  She kissed me like she’d always wanted to kiss me.  I slipped my tongue between her full lips and met her tongue with mine.  I pulled back, still tasting her on my lips, almost reluctant to hand over her sweet tasting body to my husband.  I almost wanted to keep her for myself.

      “I don’t understand,” said Nina.  Her wide eyes were filled with nerves and desire.

      “I want you to fuck my husband,” I whispered.  “But I don’t want you to just let him grab all over you like you’re some doll.  I want you on your knees, taking his big cock in your tiny little mouth.  And then I want you to let him take you from behind, until you’re crying out, begging for me to let you come.”

      Her eyes swept over my face.  She was nervous, but still she nodded.  “If that’s what you want,” she said.

      I kissed her one more time and inhaled her honey scented skin before stepping over to my husband.  He glared at me while I unfastened his pants.  But he didn’t protest.  He didn’t beg to get out of this.  Because he knew – as we all did – that he wanted Nina.  He wanted her badly enough to risk our marriage once, and he wanted her badly enough to risk it again.  And now, I was giving permission, so how could he argue?

      I tugged his slacks and briefs down to his ankles.  I gripped his thick, hard cock in my hand and smiled up at him.  “Don’t pout.  You’re finally getting what you wanted all along,” I said.

      “Is it?” he asked. But as I started to stroke him, he grew quiet, until his words were replaced by soft groans.

      “Come here, Nina,” I told the girl.  She came toward me and I took her hand.  I wrapped her fingers around my husband’s cock and showed her how to stroke him.  He groaned louder when it was her hand in place of mine.  My body ached to see them do more.  “Now, drop to your knees,” I ordered.

      Nina lowered down and licked her lips as she stared at my husband’s big cock.  I settled down beside her.  “I can tell you’ve sucked cock before,” I said.  “You have that eager look on your pretty little face.”

      “Of course I have,” she said.  “But your husband is so big.  I don’t know if I can handle it.”

      “I’m certain you can,” I assured her.  “Just part those lips nice and wide.”  I gripped Paul’s cock in my hand and almost moaned when Nina unfurled out her tongue.  I rested the tip of him against her tongue until she was ready to wrap her lips around him.

      Paul looked down at both of us as if he thought he was lost in a dream.  Certainly this isn’t real, his face said.  He reached out and touched Nina’s dark hair as if it was made of rare gems.  He gazed on as Nina tried her best to suck him back toward her throat.  But he could only fit halfway in her small mouth.

      I knew how to help move things along.  I reached for Nina’s dress and pulled the straps down.  I removed her bra and let her dress hang low around her waist.  I massaged her breasts in my palms, feeling her tiny pink nipples harden against my skin.  Then I leaned down and sucked one of her nipples in my mouth.

      As I sucked, she arched her back and moaned.  And when she moaned, her throat opened wider.  Paul slid his cock in deeper until I heard her gag.  He pulled back to give her a breath before sliding in again.

      I twisted her nipples in my fingers and kissed her chest.  I alternated between twisting and sucking.  I loved her full breasts.  I slid a hand between her thighs, inching it up underneath her dress until my fingers found her soaking wet panties.  They were just as wet as mine.  My mouth watered.  I wanted nothing more than to get her off right there.  But I was waiting. I wanted her to come with my husband’s huge cock deep inside of her.

      I massaged her pussy through her panties while Paul pumped his cock in and out of her mouth.  Paul started to lose control as she moaned and whimpered.  He gripped her head in his hands and pushed deeper, as deep as he could, until he couldn’t stand it anymore.  “Fuck,” he groaned.  I knew by the low register in his voice that he was about to come, and then he did.

      Nina tried her best to swallow every single drop, but his seed came flooding out of her mouth, spilling down her chin and all over her pretty breasts.  I loved the look of her, covered in my husband’s cum, but at the same time I wanted to clean her.  I wanted to taste his cum against her skin.  I leaned down and licked every drop of cum that she’d failed to swallow.

      But it wasn’t enough.  I wanted to taste his cock.  I wanted to smell her scent on him.  I took Paul’s half-hard dick in my mouth and sucked.  I could smell her honey scent.  I could taste her sweet saliva on him.  And I wondered if I’d always be able to taste her and smell her there.

      Paul ran his fingers along my cheek as I sucked.  He gazed at me in a way he hadn’t in a long time.  There was love in his eyes and tenderness.  He brushed his thumb against my cheek as I made him hard again.  Hard enough to finally fuck the maid while I watched.

      I pulled back and turned to Nina.  “Bend over the back of the sofa,” I told her.  “Keep your dress around your waist.”

      She nervously stood and walked to the sofa.  She bent her body over the back of it and pulled the bottom of her dress up over her ass, revealing the black thong I’d seen in the camera app.  My tongue swiped over my lips.

      “Heather, are you sure about this?” Paul asked.

      “Absolutely,” I told him.  He didn’t need any further confirmation.  He moved behind the maid and held his cock in his hands.  He reached forward for her hips, pulling her thong down just below her ass.  He angled her ass up slightly and pressed the tip of his cock to the puffy pink slit that poked through between her thighs.  I stayed on my knees where I could enjoy the show best.

      “Fuck,” he groaned at the sight of it.

      Nina had her face turned to one side. She was staring at me over her shoulder as I watched my husband push his cock slowly inside of her.  My stomach twisted at the sight of him entering another woman, but my pussy was throbbing and tingling.  I hiked my skirt up, showing both Paul and Nina my wet panties, and then I slipped my hand inside them.

      I circled my clit and slipped a finger inside me while I watched my husband with the maid.  He gripped her ass in his hands and pulled back.  He pushed in again, slowly working himself deeper and deeper inside of her.  Nina could barely keep her eyes open as she winced from the size of him.  She slipped a hand between her legs and started playing with herself.

      “How does it feel?” I asked her while I touched myself in the same way.

      “Painful,” she said.  “But it’s a nice pain.”

      I could hardly hold back any longer.  I’d been waiting to come since watching them on the hidden camera.  I lowered the top of my dress and pulled my tits free from my bra.  Then I twisted my nipple as I fucked myself with my fingers.

      Paul turned more animalistic as he fucked her.  He started thrusting harder and faster against our dirty little maid.  His pelvis slapped against her round ass as he buried himself deeper and deeper into her tight little pussy.  I couldn’t wait to taste her when he was done.  I couldn’t wait to taste her cum filled pussy.

      “I need a condom,” he growled, starting to lose control.

      “No,” I said.  “I want you to come inside her.”

      They both looked at me wide-eyed, but they didn’t protest.  “If you say so,” he said.  He moved faster and slammed harder.  She shifted against the sofa, looking for relief from his huge cock.  My gaze met Nina’s as my climax built inside me, breaking at the same time that theirs did.  Paul groaned while Nina whimpered.  My body shook and I couldn’t keep from gasping over and over again.  It was the strongest climax I’d ever had, fueled by how dirty and wrong this situation was.

      The three of us came down together, trying to catch our breath.  Paul slowly withdrew his cock and I could see his cum dripping out of Nina’s perfect pink pussy.  I moved behind her, in his place, and I pushed my tongue inside her.

      She jolted forward and moaned, but then she quickly relaxed around me.  I swirled my tongue, searching for every drop of his cum.  Nina was the sexiest girl I’d ever known, and tasting my husband’s cum in her pussy was like a dream come true.

      I pulled back and turned her around to face me.  I stood and planted one last kiss on her soft, full lips.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth, searching desperately for my husband’s cum.  Her desperation made my heart flutter.

      “I guess I’m fired now,” said Nina with a frown.

      “Hardly,” I said.

      “But now that you’ve seen me with your husband, how can you let me stay?  How can you trust us?”

      “Because we’re far from finished here.”

      “You mean, you want to do this again?” asked Paul.

      I smiled.  “I want to do this as much as possible,” I told him.  “But no secrets, got it?  I want to know about it each time.”

      Both he and Nina nodded.

      “I want to be here whenever you fuck.  And if I can’t for some reason be present,” I said, turning to Nina, “then I want you to save his cum in your pussy for me until I get back.”

      She trembled as she nodded.  “Okay,” she said.  “I can do that.”

      “This is assuming you still want to be our maid,” I said.

      She looked from me to Paul and her eyes lit up.  “I want this more than anything,” she said.

      “Good answer,” I said.
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      “Babe, come on; a sex therapist? What even is that?” Brandon said with a dismissive laugh.

      “It’s exactly like it sounds,” Lauren returned. The twenty-nine year-old shifted her green eyes about her fiancé’s body as he stood across from her in the kitchen with his arms crossed. She looked him over, studying the tall, rugged man that she had fallen in love with three years prior. She sighed with defeat and ran her hand through her short red locks.

      “I don’t understand. You’ve never had any complaints,” Brandon said. The dark-haired former football player cocked his brow. His blue eyes narrowed as he continued. “Wait… this isn’t about…”

      “What?” Lauren asked, feigning innocence.

      “This is because I’ve been asking for anal, isn’t it?” Brandon said. The jock smirked and shook his head. “Babe, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable—really. I know you’re not into that and I’ve already forgotten all about it.”

      “Well, what about the text messages you sent to your buddy, Spencer?” Lauren said.

      Brandon rolled his eyes and sighed long and hard. He rubbed the back of his neck and said, “Okay, so, you’ve been spying on my phone?”

      “No,” Lauren said, defensive. The girl knew that it was exactly what she had been doing and she had little recourse in defending herself. The truth was that she knew she had done something a bit unethical, but she could not help it—her jealousy and insecurity had grown far too intense.

      “Like you don’t talk to your girlfriends about this stuff?” Brandon pressed. He ran his fingers through his short, blonde hair and his eyes grew wide. “Well?”

      “Okay, so we do—so what?” Lauren asked. “Are you seriously not even going to consider it?”

      Brandon shrugged and smiled. “Babe, if that’s what you want, then I’ll do it. You know I would do anything. I just… I’m trying to get you to understand that we don’t need that kind of thing because I happen to have a slight fetish for something that’s completely normal.”

      The red-head seemingly ignored her fiancé and grabbed her phone. “I’ve set up an appointment with Dr. Manet. For tomorrow afternoon, okay?”

      “So, you’ve been planning this, already?” Brandon said.

      Frustrated that her fiancé had been so good at discovering her plotting, Lauren rolled her eyes and stormed off.

      She bit her lip as she thought of the last time she and Brandon had had sex. It was only two nights, before. Though Brandon had not asked for anal sex for a few weeks by that point, it was always on Lauren’s mind each time they made love. This time had been no different. She had been down on her knees, sucking Brandon’s cock. When he was fully hard—his cock-head glistening with her spit, she had nearly worked up the courage to turn away from him and let him slide his cock into her ass. But, even with the prospect of copious lube, it all seemed far too terrifying for her. She had never done anything so naughty, so reckless.

      Lauren had been a “good girl.” She had made the dean’s list in college, and had been working on a very proper career path in the hospitality field. She considered herself to have it all, and solely because she played by the rules—because she was a good girl. Her sister had been quite the opposite—a party girl with a slutty reputation who had been in and out of rehab.

      Lauren knew she shouldn’t be so presumptuous as to suggest it meant anything about whether her sister, Devon, deserved any of her circumstances. She knew such a thing was just wrong. But, Lauren was protective of how hard she worked in her professional life. And she was just as protective of how hard she worked in her personal life, too.

      She loved Brandon. But, she had always been incredibly jealous of him, too. He was a professional football player until only recently. He had decided to retire early and dive deeper into his charity organization, as well as a few business ventures that a few of his former teammates had brought him into. He still had a chiseled, wide frame that left Lauren aching with want. She felt right at home, like a petite ballerina, in his massive forearms. She felt like his and his alone. But being a football player’s fiancé did not come without suspicions.

      It was all the more reason that she knew she shouldn’t necessarily decline her husband-to-be’s desires. She knew a handsome, brawny guy like Brandon could get any girl he pleased. She was lucky to have his loyalty and his faithfulness. She knew exactly how the other football players had been; being friends with their wives and girlfriends had given her enough sobering evidence to know how the culture was.

      “Just keep his balls empty and you won’t have anything to worry about—at least when he’s not on road trips,” one of the player’s wives had told her.

      Lauren knew what she was marrying into. However, it had been made all the easier to imagine marrying Brandon when he decided to retire. No more road trips, no more jealousy. But Brandon was a hometown hero, too. All the girls in town knew him. And many of them didn’t seem to let the presence of a red-headed wife-to-be around his arm stop them from approaching him.

      She would seethe with quiet jealousy whenever girls—sometimes teenagers, even—would approach him flirt with him. It all seemed to reach its crescendo when the lights were down low and she and Brandon were in bed. Their sex life was good. Brandon came every time, and Lauren came every time. She knew it was a rare treat to be so lucky, in fact. It was another area in which her girlfriends confided in their own troubles in finding satisfaction in the bedroom—the same satisfaction their husbands and boyfriends took for themselves time and time again.

      But try as Lauren had wanted to serve her man, she could not let herself give up her butt. Maybe if he wasn’t so damn big, she would think to herself with frustration. And each time, a little curl would come to the corner of her mouth—a smirk from the delight she always seemed to garner from Brandon’s massive cock. It was just another way in which Lauren felt like she had lucked out. Brandon had the biggest penis she had ever been with, but it wasn’t too big as to be problematic. It was seven and a half inches of thick shaft—smooth and beautiful with two heavy, low-hanging balls that Lauren especially enjoyed sucking on and teasing. She would caress them and think of one day carrying Brandon’s child. She always smiled at the big, virile balls, imagining all the virile sperm that blasted from them each time her fiancé growled with blissful release.

      Of course, it was always inside of a condom. This was yet another fact that left Lauren insecure. She did not want to think about children until marriage, and after having a negative experience on the birth control pill in college, she was not interested in going back to it. On some occasions she would swallow, but Brandon’s strong taste and equally massive loads always left her nearly gagging on his forceful cumshots as they painted the back of her throat.

      She carried the insecurities about her sexual fears around with her. Little did she know that Brandon was mostly fine with them all. He was in love with the red-headed girl who had stolen his heart during an off-season back in his home town. Lauren was one of the most beautiful girls he had ever seen, and he’d had his pick and share of women from his sports career.

      But he knew Lauren was different. She was a hometown girl who was not flashy or wild or naughty like the girls he met in big cities on road trips for his games. With that came her conservative nature in the bedroom. He didn’t mind, but he certainly would not have argued with Lauren’s sexual evolution, either.

      The pair was a bit tense before their meeting with Dr. Manet. They had no idea what to expect. Lauren had never been to a sex therapist before and Brandon had never heard of one to begin with. The couple sat in the waiting room, which was a sleek and modern-looking interior with frosted glass windows and dark-steel beams that reached up toward the tall ceilings. There were plants sitting on white stone bases. And on the coffee tables sat a few erotic art books which left Lauren’s eye brow curling upward.

      Brandon had not been able to ignore the covers, featuring beautiful and nude young women whose mono-chromed bodies had been draped in shadows to cover their most private areas.

      “Where is everybody?” Brandon asked, as he eyed his fiancé.

      “I don’t know,” Lauren said, equally confused. Aside from a small check-in desk with a tidy and well-dressed young woman behind the counter, the waiting room had been entirely devoid of other patients.

      After fifteen or so minutes, a large oak door opened and a gorgeous woman appeared in its doorway.

      Wow, Brandon thought to himself. Who is THAT?

      Lauren thought much the same, noticing the woman and her breathtaking beauty. She was tall, slender and poised with perfect posture. She had luscious blonde hair that had been done up behind her and a pair of sleek, stylish black-framed glasses. Her complexion seemed other-worldly in its perfection and both Brandon and Lauren looked at one another, no doubt confused by the woman’s youthful appearance.

      “Brandon? Lauren?” The woman called.

      The couple stood and walked over, smiling and greeting the woman, who was wearing a black leggings and a tight, black shirt that seemed to barely fit over a pair of full breasts.

      Lauren eyed the girl and shook her hand.

      “Hello,” she said. “I’m Annabelle. I’ll be assisting you, today. If you’ll both follow me down to Dr. Manet’s office?”

      The pair walked down a long corridor with onyx-black stone tiles and high ceilings that had frosted window panes serving as skylights. The entire office seemed as if something out of a Hollywood thriller.

      “Nice place,” Brandon said, trying not to watch the blonde’s tight, round butt as it shifted with each step ahead of Lauren and himself.

      Who does she think she is? Walking around in those tight clothes? This is a sex therapy office; the only thing that’s going to do is cause more confusion… she’s beautiful, Lauren thought to herself. She began to bite her nail from nervousness as she took more indulgent glances of the blonde girl than Brandon had risked doing.

      When the blonde looked back over her shoulder, she produced a cool, confident smile. “You’re so big,” she said to Brandon.

      “I used to play ball,” the blonde-haired jock returned.

      “Hm; I thought you looked familiar,” she returned with a smile. “I must’ve seen you play or something.”

      “I’ve been on a few commercials throughout town,” Brandon shrugged, with a bit of modesty.

      “Well, it’s nice to meet you up close. I’m going to like working with you,” she said, and after a long pause, she added, “And you, of course,” turning her eyes to Lauren.

      The redhead rolled her eyes, already a bit uncertain about the entire ordeal.

      What did I get myself into? Am I just bringing Brandon here so he can flirt with girls that are way hotter than me? Lauren thought. She felt a touch of heat up and down her body watching the blonde girl flirt with her fiancé. This was unlike what she saw on the streets from time to time. This girl had confidence and a sexual prowess that she had never seen before. I guess it makes sense—she DOES work in a sex therapy office. Maybe she is just very comfortable with her sexuality. Maybe she’s a lesbian and she’s just having fun with Brandon.

      Lauren did not know why, but she found the flirting somewhat arousing. She felt especially proud of herself for being with a man that a woman like this would find as attractive as to break her professionalism and flirt with him. It left her as thrilled as much as it left her nervous.

      “Here we are,” Annabelle said. She waved for Lauren and Brandon to walk into the room. The room did not look like a medical room or even a psychologist’s office. Instead, it looked more like a professional office, albeit with some strange differences. In the center of the room was a very wide and large ottoman that was eggshell white and leather. The room was very large, with the same stone tile floors as in the hallway. In the corners were tall plants and the entire back wall had been made up of the same frosted glass windows that seemed to be a motif throughout the building’s interiors; sitting right before it was a massive executive desk.

      “Dr. Manet will be with you shortly. Please have a seat on the couch right here,” Annabelle said, motioning to a long leather sofa against the wall opposite the executive desk and shut the door as Lauren and Brandon thanked the girl.

      The pair took a look around at a few certificates and diplomas hanging on the walls. Lauren, looking around, noticed a few bottles of what appeared to be lube sitting on a shiny tray near the ottoman. She wasn’t sure what possible use they could have, but figured perhaps they would be used for presentations or demonstrations. Maybe it’ll be like high school all over again with condoms on bananas, she thought with a chuckle.

      Just then, a slightly older woman, perhaps in her mid-forties entered the room. She was wearing a white doctor’s coat and beneath it seemed to be a sleek skirt and blouse ensemble that was dark-colored. She had beautiful dark-red hair and also wore a pair of glasses.

      Despite her being older, Lauren found her almost as intimidating as the girl that had showed them to their office room.

      “Hello,” the woman said. The couple stood as the woman continued in a voice that had a very slight French accent, “I am Doctor Manet.”

      She came around and shook both Brandon’s hand as well as Lauren’s. “Shall we begin? I have your preliminary information that you filled out in the waiting room,” she said.

      “It was very empty out there. Is there not much demand for sex therapy?” Lauren asked with a nervous laugh.

      “No, no,” Dr. Manet said. “I have no other appointments, today. You told me about your problem and I wanted to ensure we had time to explore my solution.”

      “Your… solution?” Lauren asked.

      “That is right. But first, please, tell me a little bit about your situation?” Dr. Manet said, bringing out a pen and a notepad.

      “Well, um, it’s just that, I think my fiancé wants things in bed that I don’t feel comfortable providing,” Lauren began.

      “I see,” Dr. Manet nodded.

      “Right, and, um, well, I really love Brandon. And I really wish that I could give him those things. But I just… well, he’s got a really big,” Lauren said, before giggling and turning slightly red.

      “But I’m so jealous that he’s going to leave me for another girl because I’m not ‘naughty’ enough in bed,” Lauren finished.

      “Babe, you know I’d never do that—come on,” Brandon dismissed.

      “Please, Brandon. You’re fiancé’s feelings are very valid. It sounds to me as though she has some deep-rooted insecurity about her relationship that might very well originate from herself.”

      “From… myself?” Lauren asked.

      Just then, the girl from earlier entered the room. Only this time, she was wearing skimpy, lacfey lack lingerie that showed off her bust and her long, slender legs. She turned to close the door and both Brandon and Lauren caught sight of her flawless butt. Lauren wanted to nudge Brandon for looking, but she could not help but look, herself.

      “Um, what is going on?” Lauren asked Dr. Manet. “Is she in the right room?” she continued with another nervous laugh.

      “Yes, of course,” Dr. Manet said, with a calm and warm smile. “Annabelle is exactly where she is supposed to be. Anny, dear, why don’t you have a seat, please, between Lauren and Brandon.”

      “Sure!” the blonde girl said, with a squeaky tone. Her hair was now down and flowing over her shoulders. As she sat down, Lauren could smell the girl’s vanilla scent wafting about the area. The young woman smile and crossed her long, smooth legs. Brandon and Lauren both looked down at them. Brandon had a hungry, indulgent grin on his lips, as though he found the girl salivating.

      “Is this really necessary?” Lauren said to the doctor, who nodded.

      “Of course it is,” Dr. Manet returned. “I want you to tell me, Lauren, how it is making you feel to see this woman sitting between your fiancé and you.”

      Lauren shifted her eyes and bit her nail. “Well, it’s… I don’t know.”

      “Come on, Lauren. Be honest. I want to hear exactly what you’re thinking about. This is a safe place.”

      “Well, okay,” Lauren said. “It makes me jealous. Like, she’s way hotter than me. She’s probably younger, too. I know Brandon is attracted to her. Who wouldn’t be? It makes me kind of hot looking at her, myself, and I’m not even… I mean, I’ve never been… well, you know what I mean.”

      Dr. Manet smiled with satisfaction.

      “Brandon, please place your hand atop Annabelle’s thigh—anywhere you like,” Dr. Manet said.

      “Are you sure?” Brandon said.

      “Yes,” Dr. Manet nodded. “Annabelle knows all of what I am doing. She consents to all of this, is that not right, Anny?”

      “Yes it is,” Annabelle smiled.

      “Um, well, okay,” Brandon said. The jock then brought his hand down on the girl’s smooth, succulent thigh. He rested his hand atop it and felt his heart racing from touching her.

      “How old is she?” Lauren asked.

      “I’m twenty,” Annabelle answered her, with her nose turned into the air.

      “And what exactly is the point of this?” Lauren asked, with a snippy tone.

      “Well, Lauren, I want you to tell me now it makes you feel to see your fiance’s hand upon this beautiful young woman’s leg,” Dr. Manet instructed.

      “I don’t know,” Lauren said, crossing her arms. Lauren played with her hair. She was jealous—incredibly jealous—and yet, it turned her on to see her fiance’s large hand atop the skimpy, skinny blonde girl. Brandon looked so dominant beside her, and she derived a special pleasure out of this sight.

      She was not going to admit this, but Dr. Manet could see it in her eyes. “Tell me, Lauren, how it truly makes you feel.”

      “Um, I… I don’t know,” she repeated with a nervous laugh. Her pale cheeks were blotched pink as she bit her lip.

      “Brandon, will you please move your hand inside Anny’s thigh? Move it up and inside, until your finger is resting against her panties,” Dr. Manet said.

      Brandon, hesitant and looking at his fiancé, moved his hand up and pushed the side of his hand against the black, lacey panties. He could feel the warmth of Annabelle’s sex radiating through the thin fabric.

      The blonde girl giggled with enjoyment as Lauren turned redder.

      “Now, Lauren, please, will you tell me how you feel?” the doctor asked.

      “I… I don’t know, okay? How am I supposed to feel? I feel jealous. My husband-to-be has his hand right next to this girl’s, well, pussy. He’s only inches from it. And here I am just watching it, getting aroused—I mean nervous!” Lauren said, catching herself as she covered her mouth.

      “Ah, so the truth finally comes out,” Dr. Manet said.

      “I didn’t… I meant to say… well, I,” Lauren stumbled.

      Dr. Manet crossed her arms and smiled with delight. “You see, Lauren, you are jealous of other girls because you do not feel that you truly deserve a man such as Brandon. You are worried that if another woman is willing to do the things that you are not, that Brandon will leave you for this woman, no?”

      “I… I don’t know. Maybe,” Lauren returned.

      “You are worried that if Brandon were to have sex with another woman, he would leave you for her, no?” Dr. Manet pressed.

      “And perhaps most crucial of all is that you are terrified that you would be aroused by this turn of events, would you not?” Dr. Manet said.

      “Wait… really?” Brandon asked.

      “What? I… I don’t know, okay,” Lauren said. Though the girl already knew the truth. Dr. Manet had brought it right out of her subconscious and she knew that her stuttering was a paltry denial.

      “Anny, please take your position here atop the ottoman, as we discussed,” Dr. Manet instructed. At once, the blonde girl walked over to the ottoman and began to strip from her lingerie as she faced Brandon and Lauren.

      “What is she… is she?” Lauren started, as both watched the tall, slender blonde girl become completely naked before them. She had a bald-shaved pussy that showed her puffy lips on full display between her crossed thighs as she stood there. She then turned around and slowly crawled atop the ottoman. It was a sensual and slow motion, as if she had been deliberately trying to turn on her audience. She was doing a nice job as Brandon felt his cock growling fully-hard in his jeans. Lauren eyed down at her fiance’s waist and saw the massive bulge in his jeans. She bit her lip with jealousy and arousal.

      Who is this lady? This is ridiculous. What the hell kind of methods are these? And why is it turning me on so much to see Brandon salivate over this gorgeous girl? Fuck, she’s beautiful. It isn’t fair! Lauren thought to herself.

      “Now, Brandon, I would like you to come over here,” Dr. Manet said, motioning to Brandon. Brandon stood and walked over, until he was standing right before Annabelle, with his waist near her face as she remained on all fours on the ottoman.

      “Anny, you can re-adjust if it would be easier for you,” Dr. Manet said, and the girl took to kneeling atop the ottoman and facing Brandon.

      “Now, Brandon, I want you to let Annabelle perform fellatio on you,” the doctor said, with a mischievous grin on her face.

      “What?!” Lauren cried.

      “Do you object to this, Lauren? We can stop, but I must warn you, you’re only want to break through to the other side is to confront your fears right here and now,” Dr. Manet said.

      “Babe, maybe we should try it,” Brandon said.

      “Oh, of course you think we should try it,” Lauren said.

      The redhead was aghast but simply could not fight the fact that she indeed wanted to see this blonde girl suck her fiance’s cock. She wanted to see the look on Annabelle’s eyes when Brandon pulled his dick out. Then she’ll be sorry, when she sees what she’s dealing with, she thought to herself.

      Lauren’s heart sped fast in her chest as she watched the naked girl on the ottoman, smiling with excitement as she awaited the moment in which she could suck Brandon’s dick. It was, indeed, her worst fear come true. And yet, she was not as averse to this as she expected. Dr. Manet cleared her throat.

      “Lauren, will you let us proceed? It appears that your fiancé would like to continue the treatment,” Dr. Manet said.

      “This just seems so… unorthodox,” Lauren said.

      “Trust me, Lauren. It does not make sense yet, but it will,” Dr. Manet said.

      “Um…” the redhead hesitated. “Okay.”

      “Good,” Dr. Manet said, eyeing Annabelle. “Anny, if you would?”

      Brandon looked down and watched as the blonde girl began to unbuckle and unzip his jeans. They sagged around his thighs as she saw his briefs, and the massive bulge inside of it. She placed her palm atop it and bit her lip. “Fuck,” she said.

      “Anny, be a good girl. No foul language! Behave yourself!” The doctor snapped.

      “Sorry Dr. Manet,” the girl smiled as she began to caress the bulge. Brandon groaned quietly as she did this. After a moment, she yanked the band of his briefs and they tugged down until his cock swung out, nearly fully-hard.

      Annabelle gasped and grinned.

      “Well, my goodness,” Dr. Manet said. “Brandon, you’re quite gifted, aren’t you?” the doctor continued with a cordial smile.

      “I’ll say,” Annabelle said. The blonde girl gave an indulgent smile as she wasted no time clenching her fingers around the meaty shaft and stroking it. “Mmm, wow,” she giggled, as she eyed back to Lauren. The blonde had an expression of pride and arrogance, as if she knew she was driving Lauren wild.

      That bitch, Lauren thought. That total bitch. Look at her smiling like it’s all hers. Fuck… if it wasn’t so hot I would run over there and slap her so hard… ugh, but… it’s kind of hot, Lauren continued.

      Lauren watched with pain and strange fascination as Annabelle then slid her lips over the big, flanged head of her fiance’s cock. “Fuck,” Brandon moaned, as the girl’s tight, pouty lips swallowed the head of his cock.

      “Damn,” the jock continued, smiling with bliss.

      “And how does her mouth feel, Brandon? Does she feel better than your fiancé?” Dr. Manet smiled.

      “Um, I… I don’t know,” Brandon said through moans.

      “Come on. We must be honest, here,” Dr. Manet pressed.

      “Her mouth is so fucking soft, like… fuck, I’ve never had anything like it. Fuck,” Brandon groaned.

      “Good,” Dr. Manet smiled, and looked back to Lauren.

      “Lauren, how does it make you feel that Brandon prefers Annabelle’s mouth to yours?” the doctor continued

      “I… I don’t know,” Lauren stumbled. Her breath became bated and her chest heaved. Lauren touched her chest and teased her hair as she watched Annabelle take expert mouthfuls of her fiance’s cock, sliding her mouth all the way until she had consumed over half of his cock.

      “I think it turns you on, no?” Dr. Manet said with a cocked brow.

      “Well… I mean… so what if it does?!” Lauren cried with a heated expression.

      The doctor smiled and said, “Anny, good girl. Keep sucking until he can no longer hold off. And then I want you to stop.”

      The blonde girl obediently sucked Brandon’s cock for several minutes. She began to play with his balls and soon after Brandon moaned. Annabelle pulled her mouth from the jock’s dick and giggled, “My jaw is getting tired from how big his penis is!”

      Lauren balled her fists with quiet anger as she heard the comment. “You have an amazing mouth, babe,” Brandon said, evoking another wave of heated fury deep inside Lauren.

      But the redhead could only continue to watch with utter arousal. She had not even noticed that her hands were now sitting in her lap, inching closer to her sex.

      “Well, now, Anny, I would like you back on all fours. Brandon, you will please use lube and take Anny from behind,” the doctor instructed.

      “What?! You can’t be serious,” Lauren protested as she watched her fiancé stand there—his cock fully hard and bouncing as he stepped about. It glistened in the light as it was still coated in the blonde girl’s spit. Meanwhile, she moved into all fours and licked her lips. “His pre-cum is strong.”

      “Well, Lauren, we can always stop. But I do not think that would be a good idea. You are making such excellent progress. And I believe Brandon would like to continue. Would you not?”

      “Yeah, I would,” Brandon said.

      “Good,” Doctor Manet said. “Now, for this session we will not be focusing on vaginal sex. You are going to have anal sex with Annabelle,” she explained.

      Lauren felt herself on the verge of tears. And yet, her hand moved deep inside her thighs as she began to rub her clit through her clothes. Anal sex? With that tramp? But… but… fuck… I have to see it. But I cannot make it look like I want to see it, Lauren thought to herself. She heaved with breath as she watched Brandon stroke his cock with lube.

      He then brought his face down and grabbed each of Annabelle’s butt cheeks. It was unexpected, but he began to eat her ass for a moment, savoring in the girl’s pornstar pussy and tight, bald asshole. Annabelle was hairless and immaculately groomed. To Lauren she seemed unreal—a model obviously picked out of thousands of women for her perfect physique and private parts. Lauren was livid, but continued to rub herself discretely as Brandon slid his tongue over the blonde girl’s asshole and she moaned loud and indulgent.

      “Well, Lauren, how does it make you feel to see Brandon take matters into his own hands and perform anilingus on another woman—a younger, prettier woman?” Dr. Manet pressed, ready to jot down the results in her notepad.

      “I don’t know. Angry? I’m… so hot and… I don’t know,” Lauren said.

      Doctor Manet smiled and said, “Lauren, you have all the textbook examples of a ‘cuckquean.’ I want this final experiment to prove it. Brandon, I know you are enjoying eating Anny’s ass, but we must move along, now. Please go ahead and start to penetrate her.”

      Brandon stood and stroked his cock. He put the head of his cock against the blonde’s tight butthole and pushed. His face tightened as he felt the girl’s butt opening up around his cockhead. “Oh, fuck,” Brandon moaned.

      Annabelle seemed somewhat discomforted trying to take Brandon’s girth, but it seemed more easy to her than Lauren would have expected.

      “Do not worry about Anny,” Dr. Manet said to Lauren. “She is trained. Just before this session she was prepared with a plug. However, I dare say she was not expecting Brandon to be quite so endowed,” the woman said with a mischievous and sadistic grin.

      “Ugh… oh,” Annabelle moaned, as she arched her back and Brandon pushed deeper into her butt. Lauren watched as her fiance’s shaft began to disappear into the blonde girl’s rear. She bit her lip and knit her brow as she watched with utter jealousy, anger and arousal.

      “You see, Lauren, a ‘cuckquean’ is a woman who is terrified of her husband leaving her. She has a deep-seated jealousy that is accompanied by inexplicable and unshakable arousal to the very thing she fears. She does not want to see her partner with another woman, and yet, it is exactly what she craves. We had to run this experiment today to see if you are, indeed, a cuckquean. Why? Because this is how you and Brandon will be happiest in wedlock,” Dr. Manet explained.

      Lauren shook her head, as if she did not want to accept it. And yet, she rubbed her clit firmer and firmer, even sliding her hand inside her panties to feel the moist, nub against her balmy fingers. “Mmm, oh,” the redhead moaned softly, as she watched Brandon’s cock sink deeper into Annabelle’s ass.

      “Fuck her…” Lauren moaned. “F… fuck her,” she continued.

      “That’s it,” Dr. Manet said. “Be honest. Tell Brandon how you feel.”

      “Brandon, you think Annabelle is gorgeous, don’t you? And her butt? It feels incredible, doesn’t it?” Dr. Manet said.

      “Fuck yeah it does,” Brandon said with heavy moans, as he pulled his cock back and dunked it back inside. He began to pump slow but consistently in and out of Annabelle’s butt.

      Lauren watched as her fiancé grabbed Annabelle’s taut butt cheeks on either side and pumped deeper into her. The blonde reached back between her legs and started to rub her clit as the jock squatted above her and thrust down into her—his sack tight and full.

      The redhead watched as her boyfriend continued to fuck the blonde girl in her butt. She rubbed her clit and felt just how wet it had all made her—her fingers sliding with ease over her clit, thanks to her natural lubricants. “Fuck…” she moaned.

      “That’s it, Lauren. You see Brandon—he is getting, finally, to have anal sex with another woman. She is prettier and younger than you are. Listen to his moans. Watch how amazing Anny is making him feel. Enjoy it. Let yourself accept it. You are the second priority in your relationship. Brandon’s needs come first. You will serve him and let other girls provide for him what you cannot or will not, yes?” Dr. Manet continued.

      “Yes, I… I…” Lauren continued, rubbing firmer and faster.

      “And Brandon, you love Lauren, don’t you? But you will have your way with other girls as Lauren watches!” Dr. Manet said. The doctor then began to touch herself over her clothes as she spoke, and watched the trio fall into complete abandon and ecstasy.

      Annabelle began to moan loud, just as Lauren did the same. Both girls, amazingly, began to orgasm at the very same time. It was as though even this was a competition, however, with Annabelle making sure to moan and louder and tremble harder as Brandon pumped nearly his entire shaft into her butt.

      “Brandon, you will climax inside of Anny,” Dr. Manet instructed.

      “And Lauren, you will watch and you will enjoy it, won’t you?” the doctor continued, flashing another mischievous grin.

      “Yes, yes… cum for me, Brandon, babe,” Lauren moaned, as she continued to orgasm through her tight expression.

      Brandon began to pound into Annabelle until he felt the pressure ripple through his body. The jock felt the pressure snap and the long, forceful shots of cum pumped deep into Annabelle’s butt, panting her bowels with his virile sperm.

      “Oh… fuck,” Brandon growled from his stomach as he felt his balls empty deep into the blonde’s steamy, tight rear-end. “Fuck… fuck,” he continued, all as Annabelle and Lauren moaned with utter delight.

      By the time Brandon had finished injecting his load deep into Annabelle’s butt, both Lauren and the blonde had come down from their climaxes. Brandon pulled out—his cum polishing the head of his cock as Dr. Manet came up and patted Brandon on his shoulder.

      “Brandon, you did wonderful. And Lauren? You were excellent,” the doctor said, turning to the redhead.

      “You enjoyed yourself, I see,” the doctor said. Lauren felt bashful, suddenly, and could only bite her lip.

      “Annabelle and I are going to leave the two of you to adjust yourselves. Brandon, there is a bathroom right in this door, if you need to use it. You can sign-out at the front desk when you are ready,” the doctor said. Annabelle collected her clothes and gave a little smile and a wink at Lauren and Brandon as she walked off.

      “That was… wow,” Brandon said. His cock was still hard and throbbing every so often as a pearl string hanged from the tip of his cock.

      “Are you okay?” he asked Lauren.

      “I… I’ve never been better,” Lauren said, grinning from ear to ear.

      “Good,” Brandon said. “Me neither. I think this is exactly what we’ve been missing, huh?”

      Lauren wanted to roll her eyes at her boyfriend. Instead, she wrapped her arms around him and he kissed her cheek.

      The pair cleaned themselves and checked out at the front desk. As they did, the girl at the front counter slid a small card with two phone numbers scrawled across it.”

      “What is this?” Lauren asked.

      “That is Annabelle’s number. And the other one is mine,” she smiled. “Dr. Manet feels it necessary for you to try this method at home. Annabelle and I will be lending our services whenever you are ready.”

      Brandon grinned and Lauren bit her lip as she took the card and stuck it in her purse.

      “Whenever we are ready, huh?” Brandon said, eyeing his fiancé.

      “It will be sooner rather than later—that much I know. Are you both free tonight?” the redhead said with a laugh.
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      I stared at Greg’s big brown boxer as he drooled all over the clothes I’d just packed.  “Why can’t we just board him?” I asked.

      Greg ran a towel through his wet hair, another towel wrapped tightly around his waist.  His smile sparkled as he took my concerns lighter than I’d have liked.  “You wanted someone to watch the house while we were gone,” he said.  “What good is boarding Samson?”

      Pfft, Samson.  What a dumb name for a big dumb dog.  I wasn’t a dog hater.  In fact, I loved how much my husband loved dogs.  What I didn’t love was how much boxers drooled everywhere and how much Samson liked to jump on me to say hello.

      “I thought we’d have someone watch the house but have a dog kennel board the dog.  What is a house sitter really going to know about taking care of Samson?”

      Greg stepped up behind me and wrapped his arms around me, kissing my neck softly.  “The girl I found loves dogs, Sandra,” he said.  “It’ll be fine.”

      I gave him a side glance and groaned.  “I still don’t know why I couldn’t have interviewed her with you.  How do I know what type of person you’ve hired?  What if she steals things?”

      Greg laughed.  “You’re just going to have to trust my judgement.”

      I stared at Samson again and frowned.  “If your judgment was any good there’d be a different animal staring at me now.”

      “I think I know what’ll take your mind off that,” he said.  Greg whistled and it made me jump.  Samson also jumped up and rushed out of the room.  Greg closed the door and unwrapped the towel from his waist.

      “Please,” I said.  “I’m not in the mood.”

      He walked toward me.  “Oh, come on.  This is officially the start to our vacation.  Let’s make the most of it.”

      As Greg came closer, I reached inside the suitcase for my drool covered bikini and held it out to him.  “I don’t have time because of Samson.  I’m going to have to wash all of my clothes again.”

      Greg raised his brow.  “Including the ones you have on?”

      I looked down and saw a big drool stain on my t-shirt.  “Ugh, great.”

      Greg reached for my shirt and started to lift it upward, but I stopped him.  “Really,” I said.  “I’m not in the mood.  Not tonight.”

      My husband stopped, but he seemed hurt.  “Alright,” he said.  “But it’s been months.”

      “I know,” I said.  “I just haven’t felt myself lately.”

      “Because of Samson?” he asked.

      “What?  No, it has nothing to do with him.”

      Greg’s eyes shot straight through me.  “We haven’t slept together since I picked him out.  You don’t like him, do you?”

      “I don’t love him,” I said.  “But that’s not the issue.”  As the words left my lips, though, I wondered.  Maybe Samson was the issue and I hadn’t even realized it.

      “What do you mean you don’t love him?” asked Greg.  “I knew he annoyed you a little bit, but I still thought you loved him.”

      I sighed.  “Maybe I’ll learn to love him,” I said.  But it was too late.  Greg was already hurt.    I went to him and placed my hands on his chest.  “Maybe this trip will be good for us.  It’ll give us some time alone.  Just the two of us.”

      “Yeah,” he said with a distant look in his eyes.  “Maybe.”

      That night, Greg insisted Samson sleep on the bed with us and I agreed in order try and alleviate some of the guilt I was feeling.  But Samson took over the entire bed until I practically rolled out of it.  I took a blanket and pillow and slept in our guest room instead.

      When I woke up the next morning, I heard voices coming from the foyer of the house.  I climbed out of bed and cinched my robe tightly around my waist.  I’d woken up late.  It was already bright outside.  I should’ve been grabbing my clothes from the dryer and shoving them in my suitcase so we didn’t miss our flight, but I was distracted.  Who was talking in my foyer?

      I walked down the hall until I saw Samson’s tail wagging and then I paused.  There was a young woman – no more than nineteen – with strawberry blond hair kneeling on the floor.  She was smiling and laughing as Samson licked her face.  Thank god she isn’t wearing makeup, I thought.  It would’ve smudged all over.

      My husband stood beside Samson, patting his back and laughing with the young woman.  She was beautiful, but that isn’t what sent a surge of jealousy through me in that moment.  No, I was jealous because she liked the dog.  She actually wanted to be down on the floor with him.  Greg watched her with a sparkle in his eyes and neither of them seemed to even notice me.

      I cleared my throat and everyone but Samson turned their attention my way.  Greg wiped the stupid grin off his face and came toward me.  “Sandra, hi.  This is Kelly, the house sitter.”

      I narrowed my eyes on her, studying her perfect figure as she stood.  She wore tightly fitted khaki’s and a bright blue polo, a professional enough outfit and yet she still looked like more of a cheerleader than anything else.  She smiled at me and stretched out her hand.  “Nice to meet you, Sandra,” she said.  “Your husband has told me so much about you.”

      I took her hand in mine.  “How did you two meet again?”

      Greg laughed.  “Don’t be ridiculous, Sandra.  She answered the ad.  We’ve only met the once for her interview.”

      And yet, I thought, you two seem particularly chummy.

      “Sandra, aren’t you ready?  We have to leave in a few minutes to catch our flight.”  I looked down at my robe and sulked.  The last thing I wanted to do was leave this young, pretty thing in charge of my house.  Suddenly, I didn’t want to go on vacation at all, even if it meant I’d have to hang around with Samson all weekend.

      “I just have to throw on some clothes and grab my things.”

      “Well, hurry up,” said Greg.  When I turned to get ready, I heard them chatting again and I couldn’t help but wonder if he would fuck her if he had the chance.

      

      We finally made it to the hotel after rushing to catch our flight.  We’d been to Hawaii before, but that didn’t matter.  My husband and I weren’t here to see the sights so much as try to fix our marriage.  It had been suffering lately despite our attempts to keep it together.  I stared at the hotel room and realized this might be my last chance to make it work.

      Greg and I dropped our suitcases and then he pulled me onto the bed.  He kissed me long and hard as he climbed on top of me.  His fingers stroked my cheek and my neck, but I was numb to them.  They felt like they were prodding me more than teasing me.  I sighed but tried to make it sound more sensual.  It was no good.  Greg pulled his head back and stared at me inquisitively.  “You’re not in the mood?” he asked.  “Still?”

      “Maybe I need more than a few palm trees,” I said.  “Maybe I need some more romance.”

      He sat up and chewed his lip.  “We have a nice dinner planned tomorrow.  I guess we can wait.”

      I felt the cord of our marriage start to unravel.  I had to figure out something.  I reached for Greg and pulled his face to mine.  As we kissed, I tried to think of anything that might arouse me to help the situation.

      I never expected Kelly’s image to pop into my head.  Her glowing smile.  Her reddish blond hair.  Her youthful curves and sparkling eyes.  As I kissed my husband, I pictured myself kissing her.

      A moan escaped my lips and Greg took that as a sign to continue.  So I let him.  His fingers returned to my neck and they felt new.  They felt feminine – like I imagined hers would feel.  I kept my eyes closed as his fingers lifted my shirt from my body, brushing against the hard nipples in my bra.  A spark of electricity ignited – a spark I hadn’t felt in quite some time.

      I leaned back on the bed and arched my back as I helped Greg pull my pants free.  He tugged them down and then stood while he stripped all of his clothes from his body.  He climbed over me again and kissed my chest while his fingers moved behind me to unfasten my bra.  His lips were on my bare nipples, sucking and teasing.  All I could think about was her.

      I pictured her soft reddish blond head against my chest as she sucked my nipples instead.  I wondered what her own naked breasts looked like.  I wondered what her beautiful little pussy tasted like.  And then, as I felt my husband’s hard cock slap against my thigh, I wondered something else.

      What would she look like with my husband inside her?

      My eyes shot open, my mind filled with surprise.  I watched my husband pull my panties down my legs.  His mouth met my pussy which was soaking wet for the first time in ages.  He licked ravenously and slipped his fingers inside.  I clutched his hair, his face now exciting me more than ever.  I stared at every rippling muscle in his body and felt aroused.  But I didn’t want him to be doing it to me.  I wanted him to be doing this to her.

      In that moment, I pretended that I was her.  A youthful, naïve woman with a big strong man to show her the ropes.  In that moment, everything changed.

      My husband sat up and places himself between my legs.  His thumb brushed against my clit as he slipped his hard cock inside me slowly.  I wondered what Kelly’s face would look like with his big cock inside her.  I studied my husband’s furrowed brows and pretended they were for her, a woman he shouldn’t have but had to have anyway.

      He buried himself inside me and then leaned over.  His lips found my tits again and began to suck.  I wrapped my legs around his torso as he thrust himself forward and back.  We rocked together, our muscles flexing and relaxing until I felt the climax break over me.

      “Fuck,” I cried out as I came for the first time in months.  I wrapped my arms around Greg’s neck as he began to pound me harder and faster.

      “Fuck, yeah,” he groaned, losing himself to the moment.  Losing himself to the realization that he’d made his wife come.  I would never tell him that it was hardly his doing, but hers.

      I felt his hot cum shoot inside me, deep into my belly.  I wanted to see his cum inside her, spilling out of her puffy pussy as he withdrew.  My body was craving more.  More touching.  More images.  Kelly’s image somehow had brought me closer to my husband, and I worried this wasn’t the end of it.

      Greg and I fell asleep shortly after and spent the rest of the vacation fucking like we were in college again.  Every time we fucked, though, I thought of her.  I was counting down the days until I could see her again.
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      We arrived home from our vacation and Kelly was there waiting for us.  So was Samson.  In all my excitement to see Kelly, I’d forgotten about the dog.  We walked in through the door and they both greeted us, but I noticed something different about Samson.  Sure, he was still drooling, but he seemed better behaved.  He sat until Kelly called to him.  “Hold out your hand,” she told me.  She grabbed my hand and I felt a spark of electricity shoot underneath the skin.  She unfolded it and told Samson to shake.  Samson put his paw in my hand and my jaw dropped to the floor.

      Greg was pleased too.  “How did you do that?” he asked.

      She smiled.  “I used to help my aunt with dog training,” she said.

      “We could use you around here more often,” I told her, hoping that I’d found a reason to see her more than just this once.

      Kelly’s eyes studied me, her smile unwavering.  “I’d like that,” she said.  “Samson’s such a good dog.”

      “Yes, he is,” said Greg.  “Let me just get my wallet and send you on your way.”

      I placed my hand on his shoulder.  “Already?  Nonsense.  Kelly, why don’t you stay for dinner.  Maybe drinks too, if you’re old enough.”

      Kelly blushed.  “Not quite,” she said.

      I winked at her.  “A virgin cocktail for you then.”

      She smiled and nodded.  “I don’t want to impose, though.”

      Greg put the dog up in the other room and then returned.  “Yeah, Sandra.  Let’s just send the girl home already.  She probably has other things she wants to be doing.”

      I turned to him.  “Are you afraid to have a cute little thing hang around the house for a few hours?”

      Both Kelly and Greg looked surprised.  “No,” he said, glancing between me and her.  “It’s not that.”

      I turned to Kelly.  “It’s okay,” I said.  “I’m sure you know how hard he gets for you.”

      Kelly blushed and I smirked.  She might’ve been shy, but she was interested.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I don’t know what you mean.”

      Greg scowled.  “Sandra, just stop this ridiculousness.  I thought we had a good weekend.  Did we not?”

      “Oh we did,” I said.  “Because I couldn’t stop thinking about Kelly.”

      “What?” she asked.

      I looked her straight in the eyes and said, “I couldn’t stop picturing my husband fucking you with his huge cock.  I bet you’d like it, wouldn’t you?”

      Her cheeks were bright red and she stammered.  “I…I don’t…I wouldn’t know anything about that.”

      Greg stepped between the two of us and gripped my shoulders.  “What’s gotten into you?” he asked.  “You can’t talk to a person like this.”

      I pursed my lips and reached for his cock.  It was rock hard in his pants.  Now Greg was the one blushing and I found that I had all the control.  My panties were wet just thinking about it.  Greg stepped to the side.

      “Tell me, Kelly,” I said.  “Tell me you don’t want him.  Tell me you haven’t touched yourself while thinking about my husband while we were gone.”  I stepped toward her.  “I bet you even laid yourself down on our bed and fingered yourself while thinking about him.”  Her eyes watched me, but she didn’t back away.  I brought my fingers to her soft cheeks and traced them down her neck.  Her eyelashes fluttered.  “How wet are you right now?”

      She chewed on her lip and it was so deliciously sweet of an expression.  I couldn’t contain myself.  I leaned in and kissed her hard.  I hadn’t anticipated it.  Tonight was about letting Greg seduce her.  I hadn’t expected to kiss her myself.  She didn’t protest or fight back.  No.  Instead, her lips parted and her tongue slipped out until it met mine.

      I heard Greg’s breathing shift behind us.  At first it was quick with fearful anticipation, but now it was slow and shallow.  He was enjoying the show.

      I broke my kiss with Kelly and held her chin in my fingers.  “I want you to get yourself to the bedroom and take off all of your clothes.”  Her eyes moved from me to Greg, but I jerked her face back toward me.  “Don’t look at him,” I said.  “He can’t save you now.”  She swallowed and nodded.  Slowly, she backed away and headed toward the bedroom.

      Once she was gone, I turned to my shocked husband.  “I want this,” I told him.  “She wants it.  The only question left to answer is if you want it.”

      “Fuck, Sandra,” he breathed.  “What are we doing?”

      “You’re going to go fuck the house sitter.  I’m going to watch you.”  His eyes were hooded as my words teased him.  His dick was so hard his pants were struggling to contain it.  “Come on,” I said.  “Let’s go find our little whore.”  I took his hand and led him to the room.

      

      Kelly was naked, standing at the foot of the bed.  Her strawberry blond hair was draped over her shoulders.  Her breasts were small and perky with perfectly hardened pink nipples.  Her creamy torso was begging to be kissed and her pussy was shaved, showcasing just how wet she was as her arousal dripped down her inner thigh.

      I licked my lips.  Greg was frozen at my side, which was for the best.  I touched his shoulder – a signal to let me go first.  On my way to Kelly’s gorgeous, youthful body, I shed my clothes.  I kneeled my naked body down in front of her.  I ran my hands up her thighs and brushed my thumb along her wet slit.  She shivered and let out a single gasp.  She was so beautiful I couldn’t stand it.

      My mouth claimed her pussy.  This had not been part of the plan, but I couldn’t help myself.  I swiped my tongue up her wet slit and teased her clit at the end of it.  Her fingers found my hair and gripped the dark strands.  I slipped two fingers inside her tight pussy and sucked on her clit.  Her back arched.  She moaned again and again.  Behind me, I could hear Greg stroking his thick cock.  I smiled.  He couldn’t wait to fuck our new little doll.

      I couldn’t wait any longer, either.

      I pressed my palm to her taut stomach and pushed until she fell back against the bed.  I wiped my lips and stood, beckoning my husband over.  His clothes were still mostly on, but he had worked his cock out of his pants and was stroking it with delight.

      “Are you sure about this?” he asked me, and I nodded.  He took my waist in his hands and kissed my neck.  I gasped as I unfastened his shirt and slipped it from his shoulders.  I helped him lower his pants and briefs to the floor and my heart raced as he stepped out of them.

      I turned to Kelly – the little tease that had captured my desires from the first day – and I felt my stomach twist with knots.  This is it, I thought.  There’s no turning back after this.

      Despite how much I wanted this, I couldn’t stifle the fear that my husband would never come back to me after this.  What if he no longer desired me?  What if he left me?  But my desire to see him claim Kelly’s body was so strong, I didn’t care about those worries.  I would deal with the consequences later.

      I moved to the side of the bed and watched my husband climb over the younger woman.  Her strawberry blond hair was fanned out behind her.  He stared at her youthful body and ran his hands up and down her sides.  She writhed against his touch.  She was uncertain and aroused at the same time.  Her cheeks were perfectly rosy as her sparkling eyes stared up at him, the man who was about to take her while his wife watched.

      I kneeled on the side of the bed and stroked her hair.  She turned her attention to me, and I realized that I loved it.  I wanted her focus to be on me the entire time.  “Don’t take your eyes off me,” I told her.  She nodded in understanding.

      Her eyes remained fixed on me as my husband lowered his mouth to her breast and sucked in one nipple.  Her back arched and her eyelids fluttered, but her gaze stayed on my naked body.  It drifted from my face to my breasts and down to my stomach.  As my husband switched breasts, her hand reached out, her knuckles grazing my abdomen.

      I took her hand in mine and slid it between my legs.  Her fingers played me softly and gently.  I squeezed my thighs together and rocked against her touch.  I turned my attention to my husband who had risen up and taken ahold of his huge cock.  He lay the shaft against her shaved pussy and slid it along her wet slit.  The puffy lips of her pussy spread around him, getting wetter the more he stroked himself against her skin.  He tilted the head downward until it rested just at her opening.  My heart pounded against my ribs.

      Kelly’s fingertips rested just at my entrance, similarly to Greg’s cock against hers.  Greg slowly pushed himself inside her, and Kelly slowly pushed her fingers inside me.  I watched her pussy spread wide for Greg and I felt her fingers penetrate.  The deeper he pushed into her, the farther Kelly’s fingers slipped into me.

      I hunched forward, unable to control the pleasure anymore.  Kelly lifted herself up to meet my breast as they hung over her.  Her tongue stretched out and met my nipple and a shudder spread through me.  I gripped her face and pulled her from my breast.  I stared into her hooded eyes as my husband began to fuck her.

      I leaned down for a kiss and felt her passion ignite.  She moaned against my lips, her tongue helpless against my tongue.  I broke our kiss and swung my legs over her head so that I was facing my husband.  I lowered my pussy to Kelly’s mouth and felt her hot breath against me.

      I lifted my eyes to Greg and he lifted his eyes to me.  He could barely keep focus and his breath was shallow and quick.  I leaned forward and gave him a kiss while he fucked our house sitter.  One hand gripped her hip and his other hand lifted to my breast.

      We formed a pyramid of sorts.  Kelly’s warm tongue stroked my clit, my husband’s mouth and hand teased me more, and all the while, I could feel the jerks of Kelly’s body underneath me as my husband thrust his cock deeper and deeper inside her.

      I gripped my husband’s shoulders and he broke our kiss.  I felt a shudder come over me as white hot electricity shot through me.  I let out an unfamiliar cry, a mix of pain and pleasure, and I felt the walls of my pussy contract as I came against Kelly’s mouth.

      That’s when my husband lost his last scrap of self-control.  He placed both hands on Kelly’s hips as I climbed to the side.  Kelly reached down and played with her eager little clit while she watched my husband fuck her.  He pounded and pounded her again and again until they were both crying out.

      Their moans went on for a small eternity, their bodies shaking in unison.  When they were finished, my husband collapsed against her and held her body to him.

      I climbed off the bed and walked behind my husband, pulling his hips backward until his cock withdrew.  He rolled to the side of the bed and I dropped to my knees.  I raised a finger to Kelly’s pussy to catch the cum that was dripping out of it.  I brought that finger to my lips and licked it clean.

      The three of us got dressed in silence.  I could tell that Greg and Kelly were still unsure of my feelings, so I knew I had to make them clear.

      “So, Kelly, do we have a deal?  You’ll come over here regularly to train Samson?”

      She swallowed and nodded.  “I’d like that.”

      “And maybe you’ll get a little training, too,” I added.

      Her cheeks turned bright pink and she smiled.  My husband, Greg, walked toward me and wrapped his arms around me.  “Who are you and what have you done with my wife?” he joked.

      “She was lost,” I told him as I glanced over his shoulder at Kelly.  “But I think I may have finally found her.”
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      “Julia? I need you to stay late tonight.  We’re going to have an executive meeting to discuss where to take the company after the merger.”  Maria Thompson was standing in my doorway, the picture of professionalism.  The last thing I wanted to do was stay late, but my husband had been working odd hours lately too, so I didn’t argue.  Not that I could’ve argued if I’d wanted to.

      “You know I’ll be there,” I said.  It wasn’t until Maria left my office that I remembered the opera tickets my husband and I had for later that night.  “Shoot.”  I picked up my phone and dialed his law office.

      “You’ve reached the office of Mr. West,” said a new voice.  I opened my mouth to speak, but I couldn’t find the words.  The voice was young and smooth.  It sent a strange warmth through me while also piquing my curiosity.

      “Hi,” I said.  “This is Carter West’s wife.  Are you the new secretary?”

      She giggled and my chest seized up.  How young was she?  “Yes,” she said.  “Good catch.  I’ll put you through to Carter now.”

      Did she just call him by his first name?  Maybe she was only mirroring me.  Surely, they weren’t on a first name basis in an office setting.  “Thank you, um – ”

      “Bianca,” she said.  “Just a moment.”

      The silence heightened my anxiety as I wondered what the girl looked like and whether or not she was just hired for her youth and her looks.  Of course, I had no idea what she looked like, but she sounded confident enough in herself to be quite attractive, and she did seem to have youth on her side.

      The sound of my husband’s voice was like sandpaper to my thoughts.  It was rough and deep compared to the smooth velvet I’d just listened to.  “Julia?  What can I do for you?”

      I cleared my throat before speaking.  “I won’t be able to make it to the opera tonight,” I said.  “We are having an executive meeting tonight and I have to attend.”

      “Oh,” he said in a voice that landed somewhere between disappointed and pleased.  “That’s alright.  I may stay late and finish up some things here, too.”

      My heart raced.  Stay late?  Will your secretary stay late too?  “How late?” I asked him.

      He laughed a deep laugh.  “I don’t know,” he said.  “How late will your meeting run?”  I didn’t respond.  The truth was that I didn’t know.  “Exactly,” he said, reading my thoughts.  “I’ll be home when I’m home.”

      I nodded and muttered an ‘okay’ before hanging up the phone.  I tried to return to my work, but I kept staring at the phone, thinking about Bianca and wondering what she looked like.  The rest of the day was long and torturous.  I couldn’t stop wondering if she was attractive and that if she was, would my husband be attracted to her?

      Would he make a move on her?

      I shook my head.  No, I thought.  He’s never cheated before and he wouldn’t now.  Of course, that didn’t mean he wasn’t a flirt.  He’d always been a flirt with waitresses and the like.  He’d always made every woman that came near him want to go to bed with him.  What if Bianca was in too close proximity?  Day in and day out might make it more difficult for him to resist.  After all, a waitress serves just one meal.  Bianca would be there forty hours a week and more if he stayed late.

      And then they’d be staying late together, when everyone else had left the office.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and realized it was 6 p.m. all of a sudden.  The meeting was due to start any minute.  I grabbed my notes and moved through the maze-like halls of our corporate building until I’d reached the meeting room.  I was the last to arrive.

      The group of us discussed the merger, but the merger was the farthest thing from my mind.  I couldn’t help but wonder if my husband would be working later than me.  Maybe I could drive over to his office and peek into the windows.

      That’s ridiculous, I thought.  What if he catches you peeking?

      My heart was in my throat by the time the meeting ended.  My thighs clenched together as I felt strangely aroused at the thought of my husband lusting after another woman.  Aroused, yet jealous.  So jealous it was overtaking my mind, distracting me from my business.

      I said goodbye to my colleagues and got in my car.  It was only 7 p.m.  Plenty of time to drive by his office.

      Every mile that I drove made me feel crazier and crazier.  Was I really going to do this?  Was I really going to stalk my husband and try to catch him cheating on me?  I consoled myself with the thought that if Bianca was ugly, I could just go home and forget all about it.  Or perhaps she was really older and only sounded young.

      Before I could decide on how to feel, I reached my husband’s building.  His car and another’s was still in the parking lot.  I didn’t want to park beside them in case they left while I was there.  So I pulled into the fast food restaurant next door.  I would walk over and hope to god I didn’t get caught.

      I parked the car and felt the weight of my decisions with each step I took.  My heels dug into the grass median between the two buildings.  Finally, they found solid pavement as I moved toward the nearest window to his office.  I lowered myself down and then peeked into the corner.

      The window I’d chosen had the perfect view of Bianca’s desk.  My husband’s door was within view and had a window of its own.  I wasn’t brave enough to go to that window just yet.  So I knelt down and watched the girl behind the secretary desk.

      She was so beautiful, it pained me.  A surge of electricity moved through me as I studied her wavy blond locks, so delicately pulled back into a high ponytail.  She had fashionable glasses on her tiny little nose and her figure was something any girl would envy.  She was fitter and slimmer than I’d ever been my whole life, and when she stood to smooth out her skirt, I could only think of my husband running his hands over her body.

      As if he had been reading my mind, my husband left his office to speak to Bianca.  I read their body language and studied their faces.  They stood close to each other – much too close.  They smiled after nearly every remark.  It seemed that there was more than professionalism between them.

      And yet, they didn’t touch, or kiss, or do much of anything else.  It was all just innocent flirting.  So why did I have this ache in my chest?  Why did I have a similar ache between my legs?  Did I want them to go farther?  Did I want my husband to cheat on me?

      I noticed the car keys in my husband’s hand and panicked.  I moved around to the back of the building and a few minutes later, I heard his car start up.  A few minutes after that, another car started up.  Were they going somewhere?  A hotel, maybe?

      I rushed back to my car, but it was too late to follow them.  All I could do now was go home and see if that’s where my husband was.
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      His car was parked in the garage and I felt disappointed and relieved at the same time.  I walked into the house and heard him in the kitchen.  “Look at that,” said Carter.  “We’re home at the same time.”

      I faked a laugh.  “Yeah, look at that.”  I joined him in the kitchen and Carter’s gaze landed hard on me.

      “How was work?” he asked.

      “It was good,” I said.  “The meeting resolved everything regarding the merger.  It shouldn’t be too long now.”

      “Come in here,” he said, motioning for me to join him.  He was making pasta and it smelled amazing.  But as I moved toward him, I felt like something was off.  Carter wrapped his arms around me and pulled me in close.  His fingers gripped my chin and tilted it up toward him.  He kissed me long and hard – something he hadn’t done in a while – and I couldn’t help but wonder if Bianca had anything to do with his renewed vigor.

      “So,” I said, when our kiss finally broke.  “It sounds like you have a new secretary.”  I wasn’t sure why I let the words leave my mouth, but they did nonetheless.  I took a few back steps and asked, “Is she pretty?”

      He pursed his lips.  “Don’t tell me you’re jealous.  So what if she is pretty?”

      “You didn’t answer the question,” I said, trying to sound more like I was teasing than prying.  “Is she or isn’t she?”

      He shrugged his shoulders.  “I don’t know,” he said.  “What do you think?”

      My back tensed up.  “What do you mean?”

      His eyes stared long and hard at me.  “You know exactly what I mean,” he said.  “Did you forget that my law office has security cameras around it?  What were you doing peeking in through the windows?”

      My heart pounded like a drum inside my chest.  I couldn’t hear anything else over it.  I tried to formulate words, wondering if I’d lost my husband’s trust forever.  “I, um…fuck, I don’t know.  I don’t know what I was doing.”

      “Honestly, Julia,” he said.  “She answered the phone once and you think I’m going to sleep with her?”

      I tried not to let my fear or disappointment show.  “It’s not that,” I said.  “I mean…it is a little bit.  It’s just…”

      “What?  It’s just what?”

      My heart had turned into a hammer, pounding away, trying to burst a hole through my chest to escape.  “She…um…sounded pretty and I just wanted to see.”

      “She sounded pretty?  So that must mean I’m sleeping with her?”

      The pounding in my chest stopped and the fog around my head lifted.  “Why are you so defensive?” I asked him.  “This isn’t like you.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      I stepped toward him and folded my arms over my chest.  “Have you already fucked her?”

      His gaze was serious as he said, “No.”  He was confident, but there was something he was hiding.

      When I realized his little secret, I couldn’t help but laugh.  “But you want to fuck her, is that it?”

      “What’s the difference?” he asked.  “I would never cheat on you.  So what the hell does it matter?”

      “It matters a lot,” I said.  “Because maybe I wanted to see you do it.”

      He inhaled a sharp breath.  “What?”

      “I didn’t think I wanted that.  Clearly, I drove over just to see if she was pretty or not.  And then, when you came out and you flirted, I waited for something else to happen between you two.  When it didn’t, I felt this ache deep inside my body.  Like I wanted it.  Like I wanted to watch you two.”

      “Is this some kind of test?” he asked, and I shook my head.

      “Think of it what you want,” I said.  “But I’m telling you the truth.”  I started to walk away when I felt his hand grab my wrist.  I turned to face him.

      “Julia, are you fucking with me right now?  Do you really want me to sleep with that girl?”

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “I shouldn’t want that, right?”

      “But do you?”

      My eyes moved from his face to his groin and I noticed the erection in his slacks.  I focused on his face and said, “Does she want to fuck you?”

      He exhaled and smiled nervously.  “I don’t know…I mean I think so.  I wouldn’t push it on her or anything like that.”

      “Of course not.”  His eyes were filled with gratitude.  “So, here’s what we’ll do.  You’re going to stay late tomorrow night with Bianca.  You’re going to leave the back door unlocked and I’m going to slip into the office across from yours.  You’re going to find out if she wants to fuck or not, and if she does, I’m going to watch you take her, right on her secretary desk where I’ll have a good view.”

      “This is crazy,” he said.  “Is this really what you want?”

      “Isn’t it what you want?” I asked.  Carter’s only response was a hard swallow.
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      I got off work the next day and drove back to the same parking lot as before.  I walked over to my husband’s law office building and let myself in through the back door.  I heard Bianca typing away, but I didn’t want her to see me slip into the empty office.  I sent a text to my husband and he came to my rescue, distracting Bianca with some meaningless assignment.

      I made my way into the dark, empty office across from his and cracked the door.  Through the sliver, I could see Bianca behind her desk, looking girlishly up at my husband.  He had his hand on her desk and I noticed it was shaking.  Get over your nerves, Carter.  She’s not going to want to fuck a nervous boss.

      He cleared his throat and steadied himself.  “You look lovely today,” he told her.  Her cheeks reddened and she lowered her gaze.

      “Thank you, Carter.  You don’t look too bad yourself.  In fact, I’ve – ” she stopped mid-sentence.

      “You’ve what?” he asked.

      “Oh, I shouldn’t say.  I’m sorry.  It would be out of line.”

      “I won’t tell anyone if you won’t,” he said.

      She looked up at him and smiled.  “I’ve had a crush on you since the interview,” she said.  “But I know you’re married.  I know that nothing could ever happen between us.”

      His fingers met her chin and tilted her face upward.  “Why couldn’t it?” he asked her.

      She shrugged and her eyes moved toward his pants zipper.  “I don’t know.  I just assumed it couldn’t.”

      “Did you want something to happen between us?” he asked.

      She didn’t respond except to lift her hands to his thighs.  She rubbed them and then gazed up at him again.  “I could show you what I want,” she said.

      I could hear his deep breath all the way down the hall.  My own body was shaking now, quivering with lust.  My chest ached of jealousy, but I didn’t care.  I couldn’t stop it.  The desire between my legs was stronger than the jealousy in my heart.  Carter was mine, but this wasn’t cheating.  He had my permission.  I was sharing him, that was all.  Or at least, that’s what I told myself.

      I moved a hand between my thighs and inched it up underneath my skirt.  My fingers brushed against my silk panties which were already soaking wet.  I felt a spark ignite that took over every thought in my head.  My body was hot and feverish, my nipples hard and needy.  I pinched one of them through my blouse and bit my lip to keep from moaning.  All of this before Bianca had even pulled my husband’s cock free from his trousers.

      When she finally did pull it free, my breaths became haggard.  I was losing control of my head and the situation.  My husband and I were actually going to go through with this, and I knew there would be no turning back.

      In a way, I felt humiliated.  This is what I’d been reduced to.  Did it really turn me on to watch my husband with another woman?  A younger, prettier one?

      As Bianca wrapped her hand around my husband’s now exposed cock, I realized that it did turn me on, and I didn’t care what that might mean.

      She parted her pretty pink lips and stretched out her tongue.  My husband’s eyes nervously flicked in my direction before focusing on Bianca again.  She wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and used her tongue to trace designs along his shaft.  I couldn’t believe I was watching my husband slide his dick inside another woman’s mouth.  But I was, and I liked it.

      Bianca sucked in her cheeks while my husband’s fingers slid through her hair.  Their eyes remained locked on each other as he shifted his hips, pulling back and pushing forward.  I watched her throat shift too as he inched deeper and then gave her release.  It was with that pattern – their pattern – that I brushed my fingers against my clit, igniting that familiar spark through me.

      My knees were shaky and weak so I dropped to the floor, careful to keep one hand on the knob so the door didn’t reveal too little of Bianca or too much of me.  I was surrounded by darkness, looking in on the tiny sliver of light that revealed my husband fucking another woman’s mouth.

      I recognized the familiar groans and pants as he lost control.  He pulled out his cock and sprayed cum on her face.  She didn’t wince or whine.  Instead, she stuck out her tongue, eager for each drop that landed there.  I was just as eager as she was.

      My husband reached down for her shoulder and lifted her up until she was sitting on the desk, her legs facing me.  My husband wiped her face with his hands and then she licked them clean, sucking on each finger until there was no trace of his cum.  He knelt down between her legs and reached up under her skirt.  He rolled her panties down her thighs, and then her calves, and then rolled her skirt up to her hips.

      Her pussy was shaved bare and dripping wet.  My husband reached for her blouse and undid each button, one by one.  She removed her bra to aid in the process and his hands cupped her perfect, supple breasts.  I found myself, oddly enough, wishing that I was cupping them instead.  So I did the only thing I could.  I pinched my nipples harder through my shirt, wondering if she liked to be pinched as well.

      As my husband played with her perky little tits, his head moved deeper between her thighs.  I knew when his tongue had made contact by the way Bianca’s back arched and the way her fingers wove through his hair.  He lapped and licked at her wet pussy and she thrust her tits forward, begging for more stimulation.  If only I could give it to her.  If only I could tease her nipples while my husband made her come.

      Her body quivered and her legs wrapped around his head.  She was so close to coming and so was I.  But I withdrew my fingers, holding back.  I wanted to come when he did.  I wanted to come while my husband was deep inside her.

      Bianca cried out.  It was almost painful sounding, as if the ecstasy was ripping through her.  Even as she came down, she wasn’t finished.  “I want you inside me,” she told my husband.  “I want you to fill me up with that big cock of yours.”

      My husband kissed her inner thigh and cast a side glance in my direction.  He was trying to communicate with me.  He was trying to give me a chance to stop things before it was too late to go back.  But I was already far gone and I wanted them to join me deep into this sexual wilderness.

      So I stayed put, knees digging into the office carpet and one eye peering through the crack in the door.  My husband stood and tore off the rest of his clothes.  Bianca did the same until they were both completely naked.  My husband turned her sideways to give me a profile of her body, and he leaned her back against the desk.  He walked up beside her, positioning himself between her legs.  He angled his cock, pressing the tip of it toward her shaved pussy.  Bianca’s back arched and he fell victim to the sight of her perky breasts.  He leaned forward and sucked one tit into his mouth and then the other.  And then he kissed her on the lips, their tongues stretching out to meet one another.

      It was mid-kiss when my husband slid inside her.  It was when he slid inside her that I pushed my fingers deep inside me.  A groan tried to escape me but I muffled it with the back of my other hand.  My eyes studied my husband’s cock as it disappeared, inch by inch, into another woman.

      The painful ecstasy that swept through me took me by surprise.  It was as if anger and passion really were on in the same.  I felt disgusted and humiliated, while my pussy ached and throbbed for release.  My body was alive in a way it never had been before, even while the embarrassment burned into my cheeks.

      What was worse than watching his cock slide in and out of Bianca, was watching the expression on his face.  He had lost himself to her.  He had forgotten I was even there.  He pulled his hips back and thrust them forward, fucking her with such passion, such need.  My stomach knotted while the electricity of my arousal swept through every nerve.  What we were doing was insane, but I couldn’t bring myself to end it.

      Their forehead touched and together, their bodies rocked back and forth.  My husband placed a hand between her legs, stroking her clit to try and make her come again as he neared his own orgasm.  I shoved my fingers deeper inside me, as if fucking myself harder would steal the humiliation away.  I could hear my wet fingers slap against my skin.

      I was just a pathetic cuckquean on a dark floor watching my husband give and receive pleasure to someone else. But I didn’t care.  I didn’t care what it made me or how useless I was to them in their passion.  My body was alive with its own light and I was determined to see how far it could go.

      My husband’s grunts grew louder and more forceful.  Bianca whined and whimpered with each thrust of my husband’s hips.  He was fucking her harder now and rougher.  He had moved one hand to her throat and gave it a gentle squeeze.

      “Come in me,” she begged, making my heart race.

      If he comes in her, he could impregnate her.  My thoughts were scattered.  He couldn’t come in her.  There was no way.  But the thought of it alone, dialed up the electricity shooting through my body.  Come in her, I thought, knowing how stupid of a thought it was.  I want to see your cum spill from her bare pussy.

      He fucked her hard and groaned until his body froze, his balls emptying their load deep inside her.  At the same time, Bianca’s whimpers were less controlled and her hips kept rocking back and forth against him.

      My fingers were still working quickly on my pussy, strumming my clit and fucking myself good and deep.  I was so close to coming, I kept playing and teasing, but it was when my husband pulled out that my climax finally peaked.

      His cum dripped from her pussy onto the desk below, and that’s what did me in.  My head was fuzzy as the euphoria took over.  It was a high unlike anything I’d ever known.  With each drop of my husband’s cum that fell onto the desk, my climax built.  And when I came down, I almost didn’t know where I was.

      Bianca sat up on the desk, smiled, and clapped her hands.  My husband had grabbed his pants and paused, raising his eyebrow.  “What’s that for?” he asked.

      “For the performance,” she said.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Mrs. West?” she called, and my heart nearly leapt from my chest.  “Come on, you guys.  You didn’t really think you had me fooled did you?”

      Carter blinked and swallowed.  “You knew she was here?  And you continued?”

      I picked myself up off the floor and pulled the door open like bad student that was about to be punished.  My cheeks were on fire as I revealed myself into the light of the hallway that led to Bianca’s desk.

      “Of course I continued,” she said, swinging her hips in my direction.  “I don’t mind if your wife wants to watch.”

      I twisted my hands and watched my husband for cues.  What had we gotten into?  She could blackmail us with something.  She could make our lives a living hell.

      “I just want one thing in return,” she said.  I was overwhelmed with nausea.  What would she want?  She knew we had money.  How much would she ask for?

      “What do you want?” I asked, my eyes focused on the pussy in front of me, dripping with my husband’s cum.

      “I want you to clean up your husband’s mess,” she said, her lips curling into one half of her face.

      My husband responded, “I don’t understand.

      “I do,” I said, and I dropped to my knees.  I pressed my hands on Bianca’s inner thighs and stretched out my tongue.  I lapped up every drop of my husband’s cum until there was nothing left but to slip it inside of her.  When I did, my head was fuzzy again.  It was like tasting salted honey and I couldn’t get enough of it.

      I licked and licked until she was completely clean and free of his cum, and then I licked the desk.  When I lifted my gaze to my husband, I saw pity.  He felt sorry for me in my humiliated state.

      “One more thing,” said Bianca, as I stood up.  “I want to do this every night.  From now on, I call the shots.  From now on, Mrs. West – you’ll do whatever I say.”

      I nodded even as my husband came to my defense.  “Come on now,” he said.  “You’re being ridiculous.  After all, I didn’t pressure you to do anything you didn’t want to do.”  Before he could keep rambling, I took his hands and stopped him.

      “It’s okay,” I told him.  “I want to.”

      The naked Bianca smiled up at me and said, “That’s a good girl.”
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