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Moving In On Him



Zach raked a hand through his thick, dark hair, letting out a low sigh as he paced the length of the kitchen. “Babe, I just... I don’t think this is such a great idea.”

At twenty-eight, he towered over his wife with a frame that moved like a restless tide—long, deliberate strides that gave the illusion of endless motion. Brooke stood by the counter, arms folded across her chest, her blue eyes following him, unreadable. She shook her head slowly, exasperation just beginning to surface.

“I just don’t understand why you’re so hesitant,” she said. Her voice was even, but there was a frown tugging at the corner of her lips.

Zach stopped and looked at her, his dark hazel eyes narrowing. “We’ve been over this,” he replied, his tone tight. He wanted to soften his expression, to meet her with something tender—something understanding—but he couldn’t quite bring himself to fake what he didn’t feel. Not when Brooke got like this. Not when she was caught up in another one of her big ideas, as he called them.

She always had one. And she never fully grasped what she was suggesting.

He studied her carefully. Her ocean-blue eyes glittered with intensity, and he could already tell her mind was racing ahead, impatient with his hesitation.

“She’s my best friend,” Brooke said, lifting a shoulder. “You’ve hung out with Jade five times now. I just don’t see what you have against her.” She shifted her weight onto one hip, placing a manicured hand on the curve of her waist.

Her fingers brushed over her blouse, and she glanced down, suddenly self-conscious. Ugh. Why did I wear this today? she thought, tugging lightly at the hem. The fabric clung in all the wrong places, highlighting her tension. As if she needed another reason to feel off balance—Zach’s resistance was enough.

“Babe,” he said, his voice low, warning, “don’t make me say it. You know what this is really about.”

Brooke’s breath hitched. For a fleeting second, she wanted to hate him—to scowl, to accuse, to lash out—but she didn’t. She couldn’t. Not when he looked like that. His jaw clenched, creating the kind of rugged tension she remembered from the early days—the way he used to look before pulling her against him in the heat of an argument turned passionate. That strength, that rough edge, was still there, just beneath the surface.

And he knew how to stand his ground. Just like she did.

She swallowed her instinct to push harder. One misstep, and he’d storm out, probably end up drinking with his brother and pretending nothing mattered. She kept her tone measured.

“She can’t do it alone,” Brooke said, tilting her head slightly in that disarming way she’d perfected. “What’s she supposed to do—ask me to haul her dresser and sectional up two flights of stairs? There’s no way two girls can move all that without help. She needs you.”

Zach rubbed the back of his neck, glancing away. His voice dropped.

“I’d be fine with it if you were going to be there, too.” He hesitated. “Then I’d know she wasn’t going to try anything.”

Brooke blinked. “Try anything?” she repeated, her tone part disbelief, part amusement.

She gave a light, airy laugh, flicking her wrist in that way that usually meant she was done taking him seriously. “Honestly, Zach... that ego of yours,” she said, though the words carried more curiosity than scorn.

She was watching him now—closer, deeper—waiting for what he wouldn’t say out loud.

“Babe, you’re not getting it. Jade has a thing for me. I can tell,” Zach said, breaking into a crooked grin as the words left his mouth. He knew how it sounded—arrogant, self-satisfied—but sometimes the truth didn’t come wrapped in modesty. And ignoring it just to protect Brooke’s pride? That would only backfire.

Brooke crossed her arms. “Fine,” she muttered, eyes narrowing. “Whatever.”

Shit, Zach thought. Here we go. That look means I’ll be drinking with my brother tonight.

He watched his wife’s icy blue eyes harden in that way that made it impossible to tell whether she was annoyed or about to say something cutting. Probably both.

“Why don’t you just cancel that meeting and come help us?” he offered, trying to recover. “Then it’s a win-win. I can help, and I don’t have to worry about your friend throwing herself at me.”

“She’s not my friend,” Brooke said, stepping closer and emphasizing every word. “She was my friend, yes. But she’s our friend now. That’s how marriage works, Zach.” Her voice softened, but her eyes didn’t. “And she’s my best friend. So, what’s mine is hers.”

Zach raised a brow, voice dipping into something darker. “Including your husband?”

Brooke groaned and spun on her heel, her long blonde hair flaring out like a curtain of silk. “Oh my God—you are so annoying right now.”

Zach winced as she left the kitchen, heels tapping out her frustration. He leaned against the fridge and reached for a cold can, cracking it open more out of habit than thirst. His gaze drifted, unfocused, thoughts flickering toward Jade.

Two years, he thought, mentally counting the time since he’d married Brooke—and the number of awkward, electric encounters he’d shared with her best friend since. It started off harmless, as these things usually did. At their first meeting, Jade had kept her distance, all polite smiles and minimal eye contact. Typical best-friend-of-the-girlfriend behavior.

But that changed fast.

As Brooke and Zach grew more serious, so did Jade’s attention. A lingering glance here. A little too much interest in his weekend plans. And then there was that night. The first time all three of them hung out at their new condo, newly engaged, half-drunk on champagne and early plans.

Brooke had run out to the corner store to grab more beer. Zach had offered to go, but she insisted. “It’ll give you and Jade time to get better acquainted,” she’d said, winking like she knew exactly what she was doing.

Zach had laughed it off at the time. But the memory stuck. Especially what happened next.

“So,” Jade had purred, stretching out beside him on the couch, her dark green eyes catching the low light, “how’s married life treating you?”

“Not bad,” he’d said casually, sipping his beer and trying to keep the mood light.

“I hope you’re still getting it regularly,” she teased, letting out a laugh that edged on something more than playful.

Zach blinked. That... wasn’t the kind of joke he was used to from her.

He gave a half-shrug, trying to stay cool. “Yeah, pretty much.”

“Well, I’ve heard it really slows down after marriage,” she went on, leaning in, voice dipping lower. Then, without warning, her hand was on his thigh—just above his knee—gliding in slow, deliberate strokes. Up. Down. Closer.

Zach tensed, shifting in his seat. But her hand followed.

“I know Brooke hates giving head,” Jade whispered, her breath warm. “She told me. She also said she’ll never do anal.” She gave a mock-pout, then grinned. “That’s where we’re different. I love all that stuff. The filthier, the better. I’ll bet that’s more your speed, isn’t it?”

His throat went dry.

“She even told me what you like. Naughty boy,” she added, laughing softly.

Zach tried to lean away, but Jade leaned in.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her tone turning faux-innocent. “I think I’m drunk.” She paused. Her fingers still teased the inseam of his jeans. “Or maybe not.”

Then, just as her lips parted—just as she started to lean toward him—the jangle of keys at the front door snapped through the room like a gunshot.

Brooke was back.

Jade recoiled in a flash, her legs tucked primly beneath her, her grin already replaced with a serene smile.

But Zach hadn’t forgotten the heat in her eyes. Or the things she’d said.

He’d never brought it up to Brooke—not once. Somehow, the right moment had never come. And if he were honest, Zach had always feared how she’d react. A woman like Brooke, strong-willed and quick to defend her own, might instinctively place the blame on him. That was the real problem. Because Zach knew girls like Jade. He’d dated them before. The type who smiled sweetly in public but played dirty in private—controlling, coy, and calculating.

Women like Jade didn’t like being called out. They didn’t want attention drawn to their intentions. They operated in the margins—harmless enough on the surface, until they weren’t. And when they’d already earned the trust of someone like Brooke, a best friend with blind loyalty, nothing Zach said would ever come off as credible. If anything, it would sound like projection. Like guilt.

And Jade had known that.

Whether she’d been bluffing that night or truly quoting things Brooke had shared in confidence, she’d been right about one thing: Zach had desires his wife wanted no part of. Brooke didn’t like giving oral. She’d shut down every conversation about trying anal. And the more Zach tried to bridge that gap, the clearer it became that she just wasn’t interested—not in experimenting, not in indulging, not in anything beyond the basics. He loved her deeply. But the hunger she didn’t share never fully disappeared.

Still, it wasn’t as if he lusted after her best friend. Sure, Jade was hot—dark-haired, petite, with that infuriating confidence that flickered between flirtatious and reckless—but Zach had never once seriously considered cheating. I would never do that to Brooke, he told himself again, the phrase echoing in his mind like a silent vow. As though he were reciting it for her benefit, too, even if he never said it out loud.

He considered it his responsibility to keep Jade’s advances at bay, to draw the line she refused to acknowledge. Brooke might never believe him, might even accuse him if Jade crossed it again—but Zach still had to be the one to hold it.

What made it harder was how relentless Jade had become.

Every time they saw her, her interest grew. Bolder glances. Slight brushes of her fingers. Suggestive jokes she played off as harmless. And now, today—alone with her for the first time—Zach could already feel the heat simmering below the surface.

But he also knew this: helping Jade move would make Brooke happy. And if he could do that—if he could prove he was trustworthy, dependable, respectful—maybe it would quiet the silent tension that had started creeping into their marriage. He’d just have to keep his distance, even if Jade didn’t make it easy. Even if she tried something.

Still, as he stood in Jade’s mostly empty loft, muscles sore and shirt clinging to his back, Zach couldn’t help but wonder if he was walking straight into a trap.

He exhaled. God, I hope I’m not making a huge mistake.
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“So,” Jade said brightly, standing in the middle of the new living room with her hands on her hips, “how did she rope you into helping me at eight in the morning, anyway?”

Her green eyes sparkled with curiosity, but there was something more behind them—something calculated, as if she were trying to read every flicker of hesitation off his face.

Zach gave a casual shrug, keeping his gaze low. “Oh, you know. The usual.” He looked up and caught her eye with a polite smile. “I just wanted to help.”

“Uh-huh.” She licked her bottom lip, slowly. But the way she said it—flat, almost bored—made the air between them shift. She wasn’t being coy or seductive. She was guarded, distant. A little sharp around the edges.

Zach couldn’t tell what had changed. She still seemed attracted to him—he could feel that much—but there was something else now. Agitation? Annoyance? Had he done something to offend her? Or was this part of the act?

He wasn’t sure. But what he did know was that they were nearly done.

For the past four hours, he’d hauled box after box into the loft, while Jade either scrolled through her phone or picked up items so light they barely deserved attention. It had been grueling. And weird. But now it was almost over.

Zach straightened up and planted his hands on his hips, sweat darkening the collar of his shirt. “It’s looking good,” he said, nodding toward the wide windows that stretched across one end of the downtown loft. The early afternoon light poured in, bathing the wood floor in gold.

Jade turned toward him, then back to the view, her smile returning. “I know, right?” she said, practically beaming. “I’m thinking parties. Little get-togethers. You know—on the reg.”

Zach laughed softly, trying not to imagine what kind of parties she meant. Or what she might try when Brooke wasn’t around to watch.

“The reg?” Zach repeated, raising a brow.

“You know... the regular,” Jade said, with a hint of a blush coloring her cheeks. There was a momentary dip in her voice, a flicker of self-consciousness she hadn’t meant to show. It was rare for her—being uncertain. But lately, uncertainty seemed to thread through everything.

She’d dreamed of the downtown lifestyle for years—since graduating college and landing a junior position at one of the most prestigious agencies in the country. She’d imagined herself in sleek heels, sipping espresso beneath towering loft windows, her world buzzing with possibility. And now, finally, she’d made the leap. No more long commutes from the suburbs. No more waiting.

But even in her freshly painted loft, with the hum of the city just outside her windows, Jade felt it—that tight, sinking anxiety that whispered you’re still not enough.

She tried to push it away, but it clung to her decisions. It echoed in her laugh. It tinged her flirtations with her best friend’s husband.

Zach.

He was supposed to be harmless. Just Brooke’s man. Polite. Helpful. Off-limits.

But that had only made it worse.

Because Zach wasn’t just handsome. He was magnetic in that rare, effortless way—like the kind of guy you saw in a rugged denim campaign, all strong arms and smirking restraint, but real. Tangible. Sweating in your living room real. The kind of man who could throw you over his shoulder, pin you against a wall... if he wanted to.

And that was the part that made Jade’s stomach twist.

She wanted his attention. She wanted more than that. And she knew she shouldn’t. Not unless he made the first move. But waiting for it—watching the play of muscle beneath his shirt as he hefted another box—was becoming a kind of exquisite torture.

Her eyes lingered on him now, drifting from his arms to his chest, down to his jeans. The tight curve of his ass. The way the denim bulged just slightly at the front.

God, she thought, pressing her teeth gently to her thumb, pretending to bite her nail. He looked like he could break her in half—and she’d thank him for it.

Brooke is my best friend, she reminded herself. But the thought didn’t carry the conviction it used to.

Why did she get Zach?

Brooke had been wild in college—reckless, unapologetic, selfish. Jade had been the good girl. The polished one. She’d followed the rules. And where had it gotten her?

Alone in a loft. Watching someone else’s husband carry her boxes.

“Well?” Zach’s voice cut through her spiral.

Jade startled, visibly jumping.

“Sorry,” Zach said with a laugh. “Didn’t mean to sneak up on you.”

He stood just inches from her now, impossibly close. Towering, broad, confident. She looked up and caught his smile—the one that felt almost unfair.

“I called your name a couple of times,” he added, amused.

Jade chuckled softly and dropped her gaze. “Sorry. I’m just... a little stressed, I guess. The move’s been a lot.”

“I thought this was supposed to be a good move,” he said gently, his voice lowering just enough to sound personal.

“It is,” she said quickly, brushing her fingers through her long dark hair. “Totally. It’s just... I don’t really know anyone downtown yet. It’s new. Kind of lonely.”

Her eyes met his then, more direct than before. “Hey,” she said, the edge of suggestion in her tone just barely veiled, “want to go downstairs and grab a drink?”

Zach tilted his head. “That bar on the first floor?”

Jade nodded, her face lighting up in a flash of genuine excitement—one she maybe didn’t want to think too hard about.

“I’m game if you are,” Zach said, brushing the sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. “Let me just text Brooke and see if she wants to join us.”

“Oh,” Jade replied, her lips curving into a slow, mischievous grin. “Why don’t you let me do that?”

Zach hesitated for a beat—caught off guard, maybe—but then gave a casual nod. “Uh, sure. Go for it.”

He turned back toward the final stack of boxes, unaware of the way Jade’s pulse had quickened. She pulled her phone from her back pocket, thumbs dancing across the screen as she composed a message to her best friend.

Babe, Zach has been a total dream today. I was thinking of giving him a little ‘thank you’ gift 😉

Her stomach fluttered. The rush of adrenaline mingled with something hotter—darker. When her phone buzzed in response, she nearly dropped it.

What kind of gift? Brooke had replied.

Jade hesitated, breath catching. Her fingers hovered, then typed before she could second-guess herself.

The kind you gave Richard when he helped you get that promotion.

There. It was out.

Her thumb trembled as she hit send. Her chest tightened, her nerves screaming. But her body—her body buzzed with heat. She knew exactly what she was doing. The reference was a knife wrapped in velvet: the one secret Brooke had sworn would never surface. The one moment of weakness she had begged Jade not to repeat to anyone—especially not to Zach.

Jade swallowed. Her smile was crooked now, barely hiding her nerves. What the hell am I doing? she thought. But the answer was simple: she wanted him. Just for a night. Just for herself.

Zach had become more than temptation. He was something she craved.

Brooke let me borrow him, Jade reasoned. Why shouldn’t I borrow all of him?

Another buzz.

What are you talking about?!

Jade’s eyes glittered as she typed her reply.

I’m just talking about an innocent ‘thank you’ kiss... just not on his lips. 😘

She grinned, her whole body tingling. Years of listening to Brooke’s explicit confessions—the wild stories, the casual flings, the reckless dominance—had left Jade both aroused and invisible. Always the observer, never the participant.

But not tonight.

This was her new life. Her new loft. Her fresh start downtown.

And what better way to mark it... than with a delicious little bang involving the man she’d wanted from afar for far too long?
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Across town, Brooke was pacing in her office, her heels tapping furiously against the hardwood floor. She’d been just about to shut down her laptop for the night when the first text came through. Then the second. And then the third.

“That little slut,” she muttered under her breath, tossing her phone onto the desk before picking it right back up.

She’d spent the last two years brushing off Zach’s suspicions. “Jade? Really? No way,” she’d told him. “You’re not her type.”

But she’d known. Deep down, she’d always known.

It was written all over Jade’s smirks. In the way she lingered after dinner. The way she hugged Zach just a little too long when they said goodbye.

The truth was, Brooke had dreaded this moment from the beginning. She knew Jade well—better than anyone. And though she had once been the wild, fearless one, the one who could make any man beg with a glance, those roles had shifted over the years.

Now Jade was the one who seemed bolder. Hotter. Unattached and unapologetic.

And Brooke?

Brooke was in a blazer with coffee breath and a ponytail that had long since collapsed under the weight of her day. She felt tired, tense—and worst of all—replaceable.

The memory struck her like a slap: that morning, years ago, when she and Jade had gotten ready for the wedding in Jade’s apartment. Brooke had left the room to grab her earrings and returned to find Jade’s laptop open, a slideshow of sultry photos paused on one image.

Zach—shirtless, wet, back when he was modeling fitness gear.

Brooke hadn’t said anything then. But she remembered. And now the mask was off.

Is she drunk? Delusional? Or just being Jade? Brooke wondered as she stabbed the elevator button with one manicured nail. Her pulse pounded as she descended toward the garage.

She’s probably all dolled up, Brooke thought bitterly, rushing to her car. Looking gorgeous. Pouting her lips. And I’m out here looking like I just lost a merger.

Still gripping the steering wheel, she pulled up Jade’s thread one more time, ready to send one final warning—one sharp line that would shut this down before it spiraled further.

But then she paused.

Her finger hovered over the screen.

A strange smile touched her lips.

Or... maybe I should let her try.

Jade doesn’t know that he’s huge, Brooke thought smugly, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter. A sly smile tugged at her lips as her foot eased down on the gas.

For a fleeting moment, Brooke almost hoped her best friend would go through with whatever teasing game she had in mind. Let her try. Let her taste just a little of what she thought she wanted. Because only Brooke knew the full weight of what came with Zach—literally and figuratively. Her husband wasn’t just tall, rugged, and gorgeous. He was intense. He was dominant. And he was blessed.

“She has no idea what she’s getting herself into,” Brooke murmured aloud, the grin returning to her face as her mind drifted deeper into fantasy.

She could picture it now—Jade on her knees, struggling, moaning around Zach’s cock, her jaw stretched wide as her eyes watered. And Brooke? She’d be in the corner, calm as ever, sipping chilled champagne, legs crossed, entirely in control of the moment.

Put up or shut up, she imagined saying, laughing to herself as the traffic light changed.

At the very next stoplight, she reached for her phone and typed back:

I would prefer you didn’t. But I can’t stop you. Just try to be finished before I get there. Please.

Her thumb lingered a moment before she hit send.

And then she drove faster.

[image: ]


“Well,” Jade said with a coy smile, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. She took a breath, composed, her pulse pounding beneath her ribcage.

Zach turned around, wiping his hands on his jeans and clapping them together. “You ready? Is Brooke on her way?”

“Actually…” Jade took a step forward, her tone featherlight as she closed the distance between them. She giggled softly, catching the flicker of confusion that crossed his handsome face. He has no idea what he’s about to receive, she thought, biting her lower lip.

She glanced down at herself—at the deep-cut top that framed her cleavage, at the curve-hugging shorts she’d worn beneath the guise of “comfort,” even though they’d been wholly impractical for moving day. But they were perfect for this moment. She looked every inch the tease. Every inch the invitation.

“Um…” she said sweetly, lifting a finger toward the corner of her mouth. “Come here.” She reached for Zach’s hand—large, calloused, dependable—and wrapped both of hers around it as she gently tugged him toward the sleek black sofa. The same one he’d spent nearly two hours assembling earlier that day.

“Sit,” she commanded softly.

Zach blinked but obeyed, settling onto the couch, arms resting loosely on his thighs. He looked almost wary—and yet not quite enough to stop her. His white V-neck shirt clung to the hard lines of his chest and shoulders, his body still radiating the scent of honest sweat, soap, and something distinctly masculine. Clean. Musky. Irresistible.

Jade lowered herself beside him, her eyes drifting to his lap before sliding back up to meet his. “So,” she began, dragging her fingertips lightly across the top of his thigh, “I was thinking maybe we skip the drinks and I give you something else instead... something a little more personal. A little more memorable. As a thank you.”

Zach inhaled slowly. “Something else?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though his voice caught just slightly.

This girl is insane, he thought. Wild. And yet—his eyes couldn’t stop tracing the hem of her crop top, the glimpse of toned midriff, the curve of her waist disappearing into the low rise of her cutoffs. She looked like temptation wrapped in denim and bare skin.

“I mean…” she giggled, “you’ve done so much for me today. The least I can do is make it worth your while.”

Her voice had softened into a purr.

Zach cleared his throat and shifted in place, trying not to look down as she leaned in closer. Her hand was at his zipper now, fingers curling around the tab and sliding it down in one smooth motion.

“Jade—” he said, his voice low, almost strained. He reached down quickly, his hand wrapping around hers, halting her movements. “What are you doing?”

His eyes met hers—concerned, conflicted—but not unkind. “You know we can’t. I’m married. This... isn’t okay.”

Jade blinked up at him, her expression the picture of innocence. A practiced innocence, to be sure—but convincing nonetheless.

“Oh, but it is okay,” she said sweetly. “I asked your wife.”

Zach stared at her.

“I’m serious,” she continued, brushing her lips into a mischievous smile. “She told me I could... as long as I’m done before she gets here.”

“You asked Brooke if you could do this?” Zach asked, blinking slowly, as if trying to wake from a dream he wasn’t sure he wanted to end.

“Mmhmm.” Jade nodded sweetly, her dark lashes fluttering as her fingers danced along the waistband of his jeans.

“And she was... okay with it?” he asked again, the hesitation thick in his voice.

Jade gave him a knowing smirk, her voice low and coaxing. “Just relax, babe. I know you want this,” she purred, winking as she leaned in closer.

Zach exhaled, uncertain but already yielding. There was something in her tone—confident, daring, undeniable. She seemed so sure, so reckless and beautiful in that moment, that the weight of his doubt crumbled. With a slow shake of his head and a chuckle of disbelief, he leaned back against the sofa, lacing his fingers behind his head.

This is insane, he thought, watching as his wife’s best friend—petite, dark-haired, and entirely too alluring—sank to her knees between his thighs.

What if she’s lying? What if Brooke flips out? The concern nipped at the back of his mind, but then Jade unzipped his jeans with slow precision and slid her hand inside.

And thought became impossible.

The first brush of her fingers—soft, deliberate—found the heat beneath his boxers. Her touch was warm velvet, wrapping around the thick length of his cock, still only half hard but already formidable. Her perfume rose in soft waves, sweet and floral, blending with the scent of his sweat and the clean musk of his skin.

“Fuck,” Zach muttered under his breath.

Jade paused, eyes widening slightly as she explored him further.

“Whoa,” she whispered, breathless. Her fingers tightened around his shaft. He was still soft—mostly—but already so thick that her hand couldn’t close fully around him. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said under her breath, cheeks flushing as she tugged down both his jeans and boxers in one smooth motion.

The thick, ruddy length sprang free and slapped against his upper thigh, heavy and commanding. Jade gasped.

“Oh shit,” she said, her voice caught between disbelief and laughter. “It’s... fucking giant.”

She covered her mouth with both hands, laughing, then peeking through her fingers with wide, sparkling eyes. Zach smirked, visibly pleased, his chest rising and falling as he watched her react.

“I warned you,” he said with a crooked grin.

Jade blushed deeper but recovered quickly, brushing her hair behind one ear as her confidence returned. Brooke must’ve known it would be like this, she thought. That clever little bitch.

But Jade wasn’t backing down. Not now. Not when her prize was within reach.

She curled her fingers around his girth, marveling as they failed to meet. The feel of him—smooth skin over hardening steel—sent a pulse of heat through her belly. He’s too big... but I still want him. No, need him.

It would hurt at first. She was sure of that. But pain had its pleasures. And Jade had never been one to turn down a challenge.

Just as she began to lower her head, lips parting in anticipation, the front door swung open with a sharp, echoing bang.

Brooke strode into the room, heels striking the hardwood, her posture upright and commanding. Her eyes locked onto the scene—her husband reclined, pants open; her best friend on her knees with a hand wrapped tightly around his cock.

“Well, hello,” Brooke said, cool as glass.

Jade looked up and winked. “Hey babe.”

Zach jolted upright, panic flickering in his eyes as he tried to sit up. “She said—you said it was okay,” he stammered. His voice was tight, almost guilty, though his cock was still clenched in Jade’s small, determined fist.

Brooke raised an eyebrow. Her lips pressed into a thin, unreadable line.

“Oh, it is,” she said smoothly. “But I’m still the one in charge here. If you want a taste of my man, you’re going to be served it. This isn’t some all-you-can-eat buffet where you just waltz up and grab what you want.”

Jade rose to her feet, unfazed. “Fine,” she said with a casual shrug, though her smirk lingered.

Zach looked from one woman to the other, utterly confused. “Am I missing something?”

“No,” they answered in unison.

Brooke stepped closer, folding her arms under her chest, cocking one hip. Her gaze narrowed at Jade.

“You think just because you spent college buried in textbooks and playing the sweet little virgin you can sneak in and steal what’s mine?” she said. “Let’s be clear. You’re not stealing anyone. I’m letting you sample him. Just enough to show you what you’ll never get to keep.”

“Oh, I think I can handle him just fine,” Jade said, a little too proudly. “You don’t know everything about my social life, Lis. I’ve had plenty of practice since college.”

She dropped back to her knees, tossed her hair over her shoulder, and looked up at Zach with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

And then, without hesitation, she lowered her mouth over the broad head of his cock, lips stretching wide as her throat began to accommodate the size of the man both women now claimed.

That shameless slut, Brooke thought, her jaw clenched as she stood frozen just inside the living room. Her fists tightened at her sides as she watched her best friend—former best friend?—wrap her glossy, cherry-red lips around the thick crown of her husband’s cock. Jade’s mouth opened wide, sealing around him with slow, deliberate hunger.

Zach groaned above her, his head tipping back slightly, the sound of pleasure rough in his throat. “Fuck,” he muttered, audibly and without shame.

Brooke bit the inside of her cheek, lips twitching between a scowl and something she didn’t want to name. She stepped forward with slow precision, her heels clicking against the floor like punctuation marks in the charged silence.

“Easy,” she said quietly, her tone edged in sweetness but lined with steel. “No need to choke.”

She reached down and slid her fingers into Jade’s thick, dark hair, curling them gently at first—then tightening just slightly. “That’s it,” Brooke said, her hand becoming more authoritative, guiding the other woman’s head forward with a calm but commanding grip.

Jade moaned softly around the thick shaft in her mouth, letting the sound vibrate through Zach’s cock as her lips descended farther. The flared crown dragged against the roof of her mouth, and her tongue curled instinctively along the underside of his length. She widened her jaw, feeling the firm pressure of Brooke’s palm at the back of her head. It wasn’t just a guide anymore—it was a challenge.

She’s not going to win, Jade told herself, the thought sharp and furious. She’s not going to outdo me or make me feel small. I’m going to be the one who surprises her. I’m going to be the one who breaks him.

A salty drop of pre-cum touched her tongue, and her eyes fluttered half-closed. Zach groaned again, thighs tensing beneath her hands as she braced herself against them. She slid one hand lower, cupping his balls, massaging the heavy weight of them in her palm. They were full and warm, rolling between her fingers like ripe fruit.

Jesus, even his balls are huge, she thought in awe, her brows lifting as she slowly stroked them.

Brooke’s breath hitched. Her arms crossed tightly over her chest, though the gesture felt less like control and more like a brace against something breaking inside her. What the hell is she doing? Massaging him like that? she thought, almost scandalized. I never—

Zach let out a sound—a full-bodied, deep-throated moan of pleasure—and Brooke’s heart sank.

He never moans like that for me, she thought bitterly.

She stared, transfixed, watching as her husband’s cock disappeared inch by inch into Jade’s mouth. The rhythmic bobbing, the gleam of saliva, the pink flush of Jade’s cheeks as she took him deeper than Brooke ever had—maybe deeper than she could—it all stirred something hot and cold inside her.

How is she taking him that deep? she thought.

But what Brooke couldn’t see was the fierce mental battle playing out behind Jade’s smoldering eyes. Her gag reflex fought to rise, and her throat burned, but she held her ground. Don’t gag. Don’t break. Show her what I can do, she told herself. Brooke’s fingers remained firm at the back of her head, and Jade used the pressure, used the control, letting it guide her rhythm as her lips slid over the slick length of Zach’s cock.

Finally, she pulled back with a wet gasp, lips swollen, eyes slightly reddened, but her smile was bright—triumphant. She wiped her mouth slowly with the back of her hand, then looked up at Zach with a teasing glint.

“Having fun?” she asked, her voice raspy but proud.

“Fuck yeah,” Zach grinned, breathless, his chest rising and falling.

Brooke’s eyes snapped toward him. “Babe,” she said, sharply.

Zach turned his head. “Come on, babe,” he said, trying to soften his tone, though he was still drunk on sensation. “You’ve got to admit—she’s amazing at sucking dick.”

Brooke's nostrils flared.

Zach shrugged. “And since you don’t like sucking dick, it kind of works out perfectly.”

Jade smirked, still kneeling between his legs. “Yeah, Lis. It works perfectly,” she said, winking. Without waiting for another word, she dipped her head again and took him back into her mouth, sliding her lips over his cock with renewed fervor.

“Ffffuck,” Zach hissed through his teeth as her lips wrapped around him tightly, dragging against every ridge and vein along his shaft. Her mouth was hot, wet, devastatingly tight. His hips jerked involuntarily, chasing the sensation, lost in the relentless pull of her lips and tongue.

Brooke stood frozen, her heart pounding as she watched her best friend pleasure her husband better than she ever had. Part of her hated it. Part of her burned with envy. But another part—dark, twisted, and hungry—was riveted.

Look at her... Brooke’s thoughts hissed like steam as she stood, arms crossed, watching her best friend’s skilled mouth work its way up and down her husband’s thick shaft. She’s a pro.

Zach was moaning—loudly, freely—in ways Brooke had never heard from him before. It wasn’t polite pleasure. It was raw, guttural, unrestrained. And every sound he made stabbed at Brooke’s pride.

That dirty little slut, she thought. That hot little slut.

Her anger simmered beneath the surface, but something else rose just as forcefully—a pulsing ache between her thighs. Her breathing had deepened, her nipples hardening beneath the fabric of her blouse. Every wet slurp, every soft gag, every breathless whimper from Jade sent a wicked thrill down Brooke’s spine.

She shifted her weight, thighs pressing together.

Come on, she thought darkly. Use that sassy little mouth. I want him to cum so deep you can’t even talk afterward. The thought made her grin—wide and wicked.

Jade pulled back with a slick pop, Zach’s cock glistening with her saliva. She curled her hand around him and began stroking with steady, practiced motions.

“How do I feel?” she asked breathily, her eyes rising to Zach’s. “Do you like my tight little mouth on your cock?”

“Fuck yeah,” Zach groaned, head resting back against the sofa. His voice was thick with pleasure.

“Good,” Jade said with a smile, glancing over her shoulder. “I bet your wife loves watching me make you moan like that, too. Don’t you, Brooke?” Her voice was sweet, mocking, triumphant. “I’m so glad you sent Zach to help me move today.”

Brooke’s jaw tensed. She smiled thinly.

“I know you’ve always had to have what I have, Jade,” she said smoothly. “And I want you to have Zach—if that’s what you really want.”

The words dripped with insincerity.

“Oh, I do,” Jade replied without missing a beat.

She stood, tugging her jean shorts down over her thighs and letting them fall to the floor in a puddle around her feet. Brooke’s eyes dropped immediately to the curve of her best friend’s hips, to the skimpy pink panties clinging tightly to her pert little ass.

Jade bit her lip and gave Zach a sultry look. He drank her in without restraint.

“I want something more than a blowjob,” she said, voice low and breathy.

She slipped her thumbs beneath the waistband of her panties and pulled them down slowly, revealing a nearly bare mound with a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair above it. It was precise. Intentional. Planned.

She was ready.

“Do you want me to ride you, Zach?” Jade asked, voice syrupy as her eyes sparkled with playful heat.

Zach, already panting slightly, gave a dazed grin and turned to his wife. “Babe, this is amazing. I’m so glad you’re cool with this.”

Brooke nodded once, expression unreadable. “Oh, definitely.”

Zach reached for Jade and gripped her slender waist, pulling her forward and guiding her onto his lap. She let out a tiny gasp as she straddled his thighs. Brooke watched as her husband’s broad hands explored Jade’s smooth sides, positioning her effortlessly.

Jade reached down between them, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and angled him beneath her entrance. She hovered just a moment, teasing herself with the fat, sensitive crown.

Then she sank down.

“Oh fuck,” Jade whimpered, her breath hitching as the tip pushed inside her tight heat.

Brooke stood frozen, eyes locked on the sight of her husband’s cock disappearing inch by inch into her best friend’s slick little cunt. Jade’s body trembled as she stretched to take him, her hands gripping Zach’s shoulders for balance.

“F-fuck... fuck,” Jade whispered, eyes fluttering shut as her hips lowered further.

Brooke stepped closer. She reached forward, brushing Jade’s hair off her flushed face, then let her fingers drift through it, stroking slowly.

“How’s that cock feel now, you dirty little whore?” she asked softly, her voice lined with mock affection.

Jade squeaked involuntarily as Zach thrust slightly upward, seating himself deeper inside her.

Brooke couldn’t deny it any longer—her arousal throbbed hot and insistent. Watching Jade ride her husband wasn’t just humiliating... it was intoxicating. Something primal had been awakened. She slid her hand down the front of her pants, beneath the lace of her panties, and gasped quietly at the slickness waiting there.

She rubbed her clit slowly, eyes fixed on the place where Zach’s cock plunged into her best friend’s tight, eager body.

“You’re so... so big,” Jade moaned, hands braced on Zach’s chest.

Zach groaned, his hands locked on her hips. “Too big? Should we slow down?”

Jade shook her head furiously. “No way,” she whispered. “Don’t stop.”

She dropped her hips again, taking more of him inside. Her walls clamped around him like a fist, warm and wet and impossibly tight. Zach gritted his teeth, struggling to keep from losing control.

The sight of his cock stretching her open, the sound of their bodies meeting, and the feel of Jade’s perfect cunt squeezing every inch of him made restraint almost impossible.

Brooke rubbed herself faster, her eyes never leaving the scene.

She wanted to see everything.

Jade began to ride him slowly, adjusting to Zach’s size with practiced control. Each bounce drew a gasp from her lips, her body learning the rhythm as she found the sweet friction of his thick cock pressing against every inner nerve. Her thighs flexed, her movements growing faster as the tension built inside her. She dropped one hand between her legs, fingers circling her clit while she ground down harder, riding him to the base.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut. “So fucking full…”

She opened them again and looked down at him—at the man panting beneath her, flushed and desperate.

“Do you like it when your wife watches?” she asked breathlessly, her voice laced with wicked glee. “Do you like it when she sees me riding your cock, Zach?”

Then she twisted her head and glanced over her shoulder. “You enjoying the view, Brooke?” she asked with a wink.

“Fuck yeah,” Zach groaned, his voice tight with restraint, his hands clenched on the couch cushions.

Jade leaned forward and pressed her lips to his neck, kissing his skin between gasps. “I want you to cum so hard for me,” she whispered, dragging her mouth along his jawline. “I want you to fill me up while she watches. I want your wife to see just how much fun you’re having with me.”

Brooke could only watch, torn between fury and arousal. Her chest heaved. Her hand was still inside her panties, fingers slick and trembling. She’s actually doing it, Brooke thought. The quiet one. The nerd. The late bloomer. She’s fucking my husband—and making me wet in the process.

The humiliation was real. So was the heat. Brooke had never felt so betrayed—and so turned on.

She bit her lip, trembling with a mix of anger and surrender, watching as Zach’s hands clamped down on Jade’s waist. He gripped her firmly and began to thrust upward into her, letting the power shift back to him as he manhandled her petite body on his lap. Jade gasped, her nails digging into his chest.

“Fuck... I’m—I’m going to cum all over you,” Jade cried, her voice shuddering with the tremors of oncoming climax. “Brooke... I’m going to cum all over your husband’s cock!”

Her entire body went taut, legs shaking violently as her orgasm hit. She cried out, loud and unfiltered, her pussy clenching around Zach in pulsing waves. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, rocking through it, her body shining with sweat, skin flushed and gleaming.

Brooke’s eyes were locked on the scene—and that’s when Jade saw it.

She saw the way Brooke’s mouth parted.

The way her body tensed.

The way her knees wobbled.

And she knew.

She just came. Brooke tried to hide it—tried to bite her lip and breathe through the wave—but Jade saw everything.

A grin stretched across her face. She licked her lips, triumphant. Of course she did. A woman always knows when another woman peaks.

Jade turned back to Zach, her voice low and teasing. “Now... are you going to fill me up with that hot load, or are you going to make me beg for it?”

Zach’s eyes fluttered. “What...?”

Brooke’s voice cracked as she spoke up, trying to reassert herself. “He can’t cum inside you. You’re not on the pill… are you?”

Jade didn’t even flinch. She looked back over her shoulder at Brooke with a smile that said you’ve already lost.

“That’s none of your business,” she said. “If Zach wants to pump me full of cum, then he will. I’m his to use tonight. It’s the least I could do after he helped me move.” She turned back to Zach and gave him a slow, seductive roll of her hips. “Isn’t that right, baby?”

“Fuck,” Zach groaned, gripping her tighter.

Jade giggled—genuinely delighted by the feeling of being handled, controlled, claimed.

Then she turned her gaze back to Brooke, who stood rigid, flushed, and visibly conflicted. “Don’t deprive your husband, ‘Lis,” she said sweetly. “He’s been deprived enough. You don’t give him blowjobs. You won’t even try anal. At least let him cum inside me.”

She paused, then added with a smirk, “Or would you prefer he finish in my ass?”

The audacity of it left Brooke momentarily speechless.

When did she turn into such a little monster? Brooke thought, stunned. She’s unstoppable. She’s making me look like a joke... and somehow I can’t look away.

Because the truth was undeniable now.

She wasn’t just letting this happen.

She was enjoying it.

Brooke had nothing more to say.

No clever retort. No cutting remark. No plea.

She could only watch, silent and breathless, as Jade rode her husband like a woman possessed—like a jockey nearing the finish line, pouring every last ounce of energy into a victorious sprint. Her wet, flushed pussy bounced rhythmically atop Zach’s thick cock, the ruddy shaft glistening as it disappeared inside her again and again.

Brooke stood transfixed, her hands clenched at her sides, her breath caught in her throat. Each motion brought them closer to the inevitable. Each desperate thrust, each strained groan, became a countdown. And she knew what was coming—could feel it in the air.

Then it happened.

Zach let out a deep, feral growl—primal, raw—and slammed up into Jade with finality, his entire body locking into place as he spilled inside her.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, voice low and ragged.

Brooke’s gaze dropped between their bodies. She could see the base of his shaft throbbing visibly, veins pulsing as he emptied himself into the woman on top of him.

Jade let out a dazed little giggle, her head falling back, still seated fully on his cock. “Mmm... that’s it. Fill me up,” she murmured, almost purring. “Don’t worry about making a mess. Your wife can clean it up for us while we snuggle.”

Brooke flinched—but didn’t move.

She watched, wide-eyed and flushed, as Zach’s cock continued to twitch inside her best friend. Watched as he gave her everything—shot after shot of hot, thick cum straight into Jade’s tight, quivering cunt.

She won, Brooke thought. She didn’t say it aloud. But she knew.

Jade had done what Brooke always feared she might.

She hadn’t just fucked her husband.

She’d claimed him.

And what was worse—Brooke had watched it all… and climaxed while watching. Her body had betrayed her. Her pride, her dignity, all sacrificed to the voyeuristic thrill of seeing her best friend fuck her man into oblivion.

She didn’t know what to feel.

Anger. Shame. Lust. All tangled together in the knot forming deep in her stomach.

And yet, she couldn’t look away.

Jade sat still on Zach’s cock, still stuffed full, a smirk tugging at the corner of her lips as she looked over her shoulder. “God, ‘Lis... he came so much in me I think he’s leaking. Why don’t you come lick us clean?”

Brooke trembled.

And then—she moved.

Wordlessly, she knelt between Zach’s thighs, her lips parting as she leaned in. The smell of sex was heavy, intoxicating. She brushed her tongue slowly along the underside of his shaft, now wet with both Jade’s slick and her husband’s cum. Then she licked higher, tasting the swollen lips of her best friend’s pussy as they stretched around the softening but still impressive length inside her.

Jade giggled, breathless. “Oh... that’s it. She finally gets to taste your cum,” she said, glancing down at Zach, who could only moan in blissful aftershock.

Brooke’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t stop. She let her tongue explore, savor, obey.

“Okay,” Jade said eventually, giving a soft laugh and gently brushing Brooke’s hair back from her face. “That’s enough. I want most of him to stay inside me.”

Brooke blinked, retreating slightly, licking her lips.

“Should we, uh... get cleaned up?” Zach asked, finally finding his voice.

Jade smiled, playful and smug. “That’s actually a great idea. Then maybe we can hit that bar I told you about earlier.”

In one swift motion, Zach scooped her up in his arms. Jade gasped, laughing, wrapping her legs around his waist—his cock still nestled inside her as he carried her across the loft.

Brooke sat back on her heels, watching as they disappeared into the bathroom and the soft sound of water began to hum from the walk-in shower.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and exhaled shakily.

“This isn’t over,” she whispered to herself.

Then she smiled faintly.

“At least... I hope it isn’t.”
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