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Samuel and I hired ourselves out as a package. If you needed lighting for a commercial shoot, a movie-of-the-week, even a corporate video, if it was on-location, we were your package. We did everything together and we were good.
Up valley a couple hours was everywhere in the world. Locations around there have appeared as Vietnam, Columbia, California, even alien planets. And lighting is always what made it work.
So this job was a 5-day shoot, and my girlfriend Callie, who worked strictly on-line, meaning anywhere there was cell data, wanted to come this time. “I need a good time, baby,” she said.
“We usually just take one motel room on these things,” I said to her when the three of us were sitting around our kitchen table putting together our plan of attack. “Save money, you know?”
“One room’s fine with me,” Callie replied all carefree and happy. She leaned back and threw her arm around Samuel’s neck, pulled them both close together, even smooched his cheek. “Me and Sammy get along, don’t we Sammy?” she said in a cooing voice, and she turned to him and held his gaze for one full second before bursting out laughing.
“Your girlfriend is going to be trouble,” Samuel said, politely lifting her arm off his shoulders. “Going to go all Callie Ono on us.”
That made me laugh out loud, but the die was cast. “Get a room with two beds this time, I guess,” I said.
Samuel burst out laughing this time and it took Callie a couple of turns of the crank to get it before she said “Ew!” and got up to get beers  for all from the fridge. “Just make sure it’s got a window, and preferably second floor, I’m going to be cooped up inside it all day. And a kitchenette would be nice.” She came strolling back in. “So I can serve both my boyfriends.” It was her turn to burst out laughing this time, and my turn to narrow my eyes.
We went for the historic five-floor hotel in the middle of the old town instead of our usual strip-mall motel out in gasoline alley, which would allow Callie to get outside occasionally, too.
The room wasn’t half bad, if a little antique for my taste, with the faucets and the curtains. But Callie liked it and I thought it would be a gas having her along for this one. Her and Samuel got along like houses on fire. We were really three close friends, except Callie and I shared a bed.
All the way up in our panel work van, she lolled around in the front seat between us leaning back against Samual to tease me, poking me with her bare painted toes, making us all laugh pretending to neck with Sam when I was right outside the window fueling up.
We dropped her at the hotel with the bags and reservations and left it to her to get us the room and get set up, and we got to the site on time at noon sharp, just as planned. Then it was heads down and nose to the grindstone no joking all the way past midnight setting up the lighting for the shoots staring next afternoon.
We got back to the room at about 1 in the morning. Callie was ready for us with cold beers, hot food, and  a playlist. We always took time to wind down after a typical day at work no matter the time we got in. She even managed to steal an extra chair she spotted in an open storage closet and had a large low padded table brought in. She was already proving her worth. The room was more like a suite, with a separate bedroom off a living room where the other bed was and a kitchenette in between.
We had our feet up and cold brews open with hot food on real plates minutes after coming in the door and we had to clang cans at that. Then, the day settling back from our minds, Callie cleared things away and came back to lower the lights and turn up the tunes, and we both slumped deep down in our comfy chairs. That’s about when this whole thing started.
Callie liked to tease me about Samuel, about how she maybe “might try him after she’s tired of me,” about how he’s better looking than me, and so on, and she was teasing Sam at the same time the same way, because he’d get red in the face and roll his eyes when she got going like that. It only inspired Callie, who loved that kind of risqué fun above all else.
“I wonder whose bed I’ll pick tonight,” she said in a straight casual tone, and she faced me and bent at her waist and knees, reached behind her to catch her weight with her hands on the arms of Sam’s chair, and eased herself down on his lap. That was typical Callie.
Sometimes I thought she took things too far. This night certainly would qualify as one of those nights. I noticed she had undone the button in the front of her white denim shorts, and as she reclined back against Sam, her crop-cut white hoody came up far enough to show too much, but only to me, so far.
I knew better than to react, however, so I ignored her and drank my beer. The scene, however, was unnerving, especially as she reached behind her back and brought Sam’s two arms out and around her body, making him close his hands over her bare stomach.
Samuel is about six-foot-three and as built as an athlete, a man you’d call “big and black.”Callie is five-foot-six and is a woman you’d call “petite.” She was also super hot and never missed an opportunity to use it. I was sure there was some hotel worker enjoying a wet dream for how she looked at him convincing him to carry the chair and low table to our room earlier in the day.
Seeing small Callie reclined back against big Sam, his massive arms around her tiny body, I knew she was staring at me just waiting for me to look at her eyes. “What are you thinking about, Rowan?” she said casually, and she tilted her can of beer back at her lips and nearly spilled it she was grinning to herself so wide.
“What this movie’s about we’re lighting up,” I said, and I immediately regretted it.
“Oh yeah? What’s it about honey?” she said, all innocent and coy, mouth open, eyes wide, making sure I saw her push her arm behind her back and down into the vicinity of Sam’s junk.
“You tell her Sam, I can’t do it,” I said.
Callie twisted around in Sam’s lap and made sure to pull his arm around her neck as she brought herself sideways in his lap. She was intrigue now, a dog with a bone. Her face was way too close to his. “What’s it about, Sammy?” She tickled the underside of his chin with her long fingernail.
Sam smirked and tried to look away and drink his beer, but Callie brought his face back to hers. “You can tell me, baby.”
“Not exactly sure of all the nuances,” Sam began, and he drank back more beer like he needed to steel himself. “But seems to be about a wife that sleeps with her husband’s best friend.”
The room fell silent three full beats before Callie overreacted as thought it was a joke, inhaling a big shocked breath and shooting her big beautiful eyes over to me. “Are you serious?” She dropped her mouth even wider open when I nodded and she realized it was no joke.
“Except,” I said, not knowing then the mess I was stepping into, “it’s not cheating.”
“Oh, my, God,” Callie pronounced, and she covered her mouth with her hand. This time she wasn’t joking with her shock, either. “You mean her husband . . . “ she started and she pushed up from Samuel’s lap and in the most seductive walk she ever walked, and she could walk it well, she crossed the floor and leaned over me with her hands on my lap giving me the view of a lifetime down the top of her hoody. “ . . . liked it?” she whispered in my ear, before she spun around and landed in my lap the way she had been sitting in Sam’s lap, only this time she really was squeezing my junk under her ass even while facing Sam now.
I knew she’d find it the height of hilarity. It was exactly what she teased me about with Sam remorselessly, and Sam too. “What are the chances,” she said.
That was how the whole thing that night started. Callie was on fire after that, like she’d just caught the scent of something she couldn’t believe was real. She kept her weight pressed hard down in my lap, rubbing her hips in little pulses, like it was all part of the joke, but her eyes were locked on Sam. She lifted her beer again, emptied the rest in one go, and gave a satisfied little gasp before tossing the empty can toward the kitchenette. She didn’t even look where it landed. She was on clean-up duty anyway.
“That is so messed up,” she said, but her voice didn’t match the words. It was soft and heady now, her breath brushing my neck. She leaned forward and tugged at the hem of her hoody inching it higher, her lace bra flashing in the lamplight before she let it drop again like it had been an accident. Her arms came up stretching behind her, and I felt her back arch against my chest.
Samuel, for his part, was doing his best to keep cool. His beer was clutched a little tighter now and he hadn’t touched it in a while. He was watching the playlist flicker on the screen, the glow dancing across his face, but his eyes kept drifting with quick, involuntary cuts to Callie’s legs, the smooth curves of her thighs, the way her shorts were now, unbuttoned and half undone. I always caught him checking my Callie out. I never minded.
“Okay, but like,” Callie said slowly, rolling her neck and letting her hair spill down her back, “what if that really happened. Like what if, ” she slid off my lap and onto the padded table she’d brought in earlier, laying back on her elbows, her legs still bent, feet flat, heels planted wide on the cushions. “What if the wife didn’t even plan it. What if it was just . . . vibes. Like the party went a little too late. And the best friend was just . . . ” her eyes locked on Sam again, “. . .  a little too hot.” She pushed her leg out and scrunched her toes into his thigh.
“Is she talking about you or the movie now?” I said, thinking it was a joke, only nobody laughed.
Callie was drawing a finger in a slow arc along the waistband of her shorts now, her nail slipping beneath the denim and dragging  downward an inch. It was enough to show more lace, and enough that Sam had to look away entirely.
“I think she’s trying to mess with both of us now,” Sam muttered. “Told you not to bring her.”
“I’m just playing around,” Callie said lightly, but she reached down, pulled the zipper in her shorts down the rest of the way, and lay back fully on the table between us. “You guys are the ones making it weird.”
She stretched like a cat, legs long, arms over her head, the hoody bunched up nearly to her ribs now. Her white panties were thin, and the lace caught the light with every breath she took. Her nipples were starting to press hard through the thin lace of her bra, clearly visible beneath the loose crop of her top. She let the music fill the space and we all got into our second beers.
She sat up slowly and looked between us. “So. In this movie, does the best friend make a move first? Or does the wife?”
“I think it sort of just happens,” Sam said, his voice low now. “They’re drinking. He’s there. She lets him.”
Callie nodded like that made total sense. She swung her legs around and let her bare feet touch the floor, then stood between us. Her hoody had ridden so high now that her belly was bare, toned and tanned, the lacy edge of her panties fully exposed. She walked back over to Sam’s chair and stood in front of him, one hip cocked, then leaned forward slowly until her hands were on the arms of the chair and her face was inches from his.
“And does the husband,” she murmured, “just watch the whole thing?”
She didn’t wait for an answer. She dropped to her knees between Sam’s legs.
I didn’t say a word. I didn’t move. My beer got warm in my hand. Callie liked to tease and she liked to play and act. She’d teased Sam before in her underwear. But this was suddenly something else. Maybe being away from home in an oddball hotel room made it different, I don’t know.
Callie reached up and placed her palms on Sam’s thighs, inching them apart as she pressed her body between them, her hoody slipping looser, the neckline sliding wide off one shoulder. The soft curls of her hair tumbled forward as she looked up at him, eyes big and wicked now, the kind of look I’d seen before on her, but never like this, never when I wasn’t the one on the receiving end. Sam glanced at me and I gave him nothing back. Inside, though, I was thinking, “See? That’s what she does to me, too.”
“Do you want me to stop?” she asked, still speaking to Sam, but she looked over her shoulder at me.
I couldn’t say anything. My throat was tight and my heart was hammering. She interpreted my inability to answer as a “no.”
Sam hadn’t moved either, but his chest was rising and falling faster now.
Callie smiled. “Then I guess that means I should keep going, right? Is that what she does in the movie?”
She didn’t rush. She knew how to drag things out. She let her hands drift slowly up along the inside of Samuel’s thighs, her fingers splaying wide as they traveled, her palms warm against the dark denim stretched taut over his legs. Her eyes never left his, and even when he shifted, adjusted his position like he was trying to get comfortable in his chair, straighten himself out inside, she didn’t break the rhythm of her movement. The air in the room felt charged now. The music was mesmerizing. I didn’t know what was happening, and from the look on Samuel’s face, he didn’t either.
When her fingers reached the top of his thighs, she paused, not to hesitate, but to tease, lifting one hand to trace the seam along his zipper with the very tip of her nail, slowly dragging it up and then letting her knuckles brush the swell beneath. She smiled when she felt him twitch under her touch, quietly pleased with herself, like she’d found confirmation that this was real, that he wasn’t just enduring her antics, but feeling them fully.
She glanced over her shoulder again and still I was choked and could say nothing. How could I? She was my girlfriend, but what she was doing, it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.
From where I sat, I could see the curve of her ass beneath the barely-there white denim, the shorts hanging looser now from where she’d undone them, riding low enough that the top band of her panties had become a visible arc across her back. The lace was intricate, high-cut, expensive, not the kind of thing you wore for comfort and not the kind of thing you wore for your boyfriend on a shoot weekend in a hotel. It was the kind of thing you wore when you knew you’d be watched.
She slid one hand down again and began tugging at the waistband of his jeans with steady pressure that said she already knew where this was going, even if we did’t. Samuel’s hands lifted from the arms of the chair and were hovering now, unsure where they were allowed to land. He looked over at me checking but I didn’t move, I didn’t nod, I didn’t say anything. I probably should have by that time.
Callie noticed his glance and leaned in closer. Her voice came out low and breathy, but perfectly clear. “Don’t worry about him. He wants to see it.” I swallowed visibly hard.
That was when she lowered her head to his lap, her lips brushing against the fabric before her tongue traced a slow line along the underside, following the shape of him through his jeans. Her hand moved at the same time, undoing his button, slipping his zipper down, all of it methodical, smooth, practiced in a way that made my chest tighten.
The moment his jeans came undone, she sat back on her heels and tugged gently at the waistband of his briefs. She looked up at him, then over her shoulder at me again. Her grin was crooked now, full of heat and trouble, her eyes half-lidded, her cheeks flushed.
“I want to see it too,” she said with a wicked grin, and then she yanked his underwear down.
Sam was already hard, huge and thick, the kind of size that made a girl’s breath catch whether she meant it to or not. Callie blinked once and then reached up with both hands to wrap them slowly around the base like she needed to take a moment just to feel the weight of him. She exhaled softly, a sound that might’ve been awe, or delight, or just anticipation.
I didn’t know what to do. Things had their own momentum now, they seemed unstoppable by anyone.
She leaned in, pressed her lips against the head in a soft kiss that lingered, then opened her mouth and let her tongue flick across the tip. She didn’t take him into her mouth right away. Instead, she trailed kisses down the side of him, along the shaft, then back up again, teasing every inch.
I sank back deeper in my chair with the only thought in my head being, “holy fuck, holy fuck, holy fuck.”
When she wrapped her lips around him, it was in one smooth, controlled motion. Her jaw opened wide and she took him in slowly, inch by inch, her hands stroking what she couldn’t yet take, her eyes never leaving his. She built a rhythm with care, starting shallow, then deeper, the glide of her mouth unhurried and exact. Every time she descended farther, her hoody crept higher up her back, revealing more of that lace, more of the bare skin underneath, until the hoody bunched beneath her arms and her entire torso was exposed, the bra a pale wisp against her skin.
I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. I just watched, frozen like a man plastered there.
She was focused entirely on him, but somehow, I never felt invisible. It was as if she was doing this for both of us. She moaned around him softly, eyes fluttering shut for a moment, her hands tightening at the base, her cheeks hollowing with each deepening motion. Her pace was still slow, still deliberate, a kind of worship. She wasn’t rushing toward any end, she was soaking in every second of this.
I knew what it meant. This wasn’t a joke anymore. It wasn’t teasing. She was for real. She wasn’t going to stop suddenly and pop up and laugh and run off.
Samuel let out a breath he must have been holding as Callie’s mouth sank lower around him again, her hands braced against his thighs now for balance. His eyes closed briefly, his chest rising, but he found his voice again and glanced toward me without moving anything else.
“So if we’re building out the plot,” he said, his voice barely steady, measured hard, almost like we were back on set, the way we liked to talk to pass the time, “the tension’s gotta be front-loaded. You know, right? You can’t have the wife just jump into it out of nowhere. The audience needs to feel the pressure building up.”
I couldn’t believe what he was trying at a moment like this. I looked down at my girlfriend bobbing in his lap and back up to him dumbfounded.
But Callie made a soft hum in agreement, though whether it was in response to his idea or the weight of him in her mouth wasn’t clear. She pulled back with slow control, her lips sliding over his length in a way that made Samuel shift again in his seat, but she didn’t pause. Her tongue and mouth stayed busy while her eyes lifted to him with interest, clearly listening.
“She’s has to be right there in the same space,” I finally said, adjusting my position on the chair but not looking away from her. “She’s around them constantly. That’s what you use. The small stuff. Body language. Overheard things. Maybe the husband’s oblivious, maybe not. But the audience sees it.”
Samuel nodded faintly, then reached for his beer with a kind of automatic muscle memory, lifting it but not drinking. His other hand hovered near Callie’s shoulder, unsure what to do with it. I mean, his cock was balls-deep in his friend’s girlfriend’s mouth. “So maybe the best friend’s not pushing it at all,” he added. “He’s even backing off. Trying to stay respectful.”
Callie paused long enough to look up at him, lifting her lips off with a soft wet sound, then grinned and said, “Like you?” before licking slowly along the underside of him, from base to tip, as if to answer her own question.
“I’m not doing a damn thing,” Samuel said, his voice rougher now.
“She’d be the one pushing it,” I said. “The wife. But it’s subtle. She doesn’t even realize how far it’s gone until something crosses the line. Maybe it’s just touching his arm too long. Sitting too close on the couch. Things she doesn’t pull back from.”
“She touches him first,” Callie said, wrapping one hand tightly around Samuel and stroking him slowly while she looked at me. “But only when her husband’s in the room.”
Samuel swallowed. “That’s bold.”
“She doesn’t think it is,” Callie replied. “That’s the trick. She tells herself she’s innocent. Even when she’s not.”
She dipped her head again, this time taking him back in deeper than before, her fingers tightening near the base as she built a rhythm that was steady and slow, her body rocking gently with it. Her hoody was nothing more than a bunched-up belt beneath her arms now, her bare back exposed fully, her hips tilted up behind her, the white lace of her panties clinging tight between her legs.
I forced myself to speak clearly, even as my voice caught. “So then, the turning point. There’s a moment when the husband sees something. Something that should’ve made him react. But he doesn’t.”
“Right,” Samuel said. “Not because he’s okay with it, but because he freezes. Doesn’t know what it means yet.”
“He tells himself she wouldn’t go that far,” I said.
Callie glanced up with a flicker of amusement in her eyes and pulled back again, resting Samuel against her cheek while she stroked him with both hands. “That’s what makes it so hot,” she said softly. “Not knowing if it’s already happened or if it’s just about to.”
Samuel drank from his beer. “And then what? It does happen? Or it stays in that space forever?”
“She takes him to another room,” I said, my voice quieter now. “That’s how it ends.”
Callie’s grin widened. “And shuts the door. Even hotter than leaving it open.”
Callie lowered her head again without a word, slipping him back between her lips with the same practiced ease, but this time her pace changed. She wasn’t drawing it out anymore, she was sinking into it, a slow rhythm building now as she used her whole body, the motion smooth and anchored in her shoulders, her back arching in a way that made her ribs flex under the white hoody still bunched tight around her arms. Samuel’s fingers found her side, light at first, then curling softly at her waist as though he couldn’t stop them.
“She brings him to the edge first,” Samuel said, his voice lower, like it was costing him effort to stay in the moment of the conversation. “Not just sexually. Emotionally. She keeps testing him, pushing him just close enough he’s wracked with guilt.”
Callie let him slip free with a wet gasp, and without breaking rhythm, she turned her head and kissed the inside of his thigh before speaking. “And the husband watches it all. Maybe not openly. But he knows.” She smiled against Samuel’s leg and met my eyes without an ounce of shame.
I nodded, barely breathing. “He’s there for all of it, yeah. The couch. The hands. The drinks. Her body always turned slightly toward the friend. The husband catches those angles. The ones where her knees are pointed at him. The ones where she’s laughing a little harder with him.”
Samuel blew out a breath, his fingers tightening on Callie’s waist. “She starts dressing for him, too. Subtle at first. Then not. Tops she wouldn’t wear around anyone else. Skirts that ride high when she sits.”
“Something like this?” Callie murmured, and she leaned up on her knees, hooked her thumbs into the sides of her white shorts, and easing them down over her hips. The fabric slid slowly, inch by inch, until it dropped to the floor and left her in nothing but the delicate lace that clung like it had been made for this moment. She didn’t wait to be told before she straddled one of Samuel’s shins stretched out to the low table and leaned forward again, resting her hand on his chest now, her mouth gliding back around him in the same unbroken rhythm as before, the new position giving him full access to the curve of her ass and the wet fabric between her legs.
I watched her hips begin to move, grinding softly into Samuel’s shin as she worked her mouth around him stroking him, her other hand braced against his chest. Her back rolled with each motion, and her moan this time was deeper and muffled.
“She stops pretending it’s not happening,” I said, my throat tight. “But she doesn’t say anything either. No confession. Just this ongoing shift. Like she’s living both lives at once. One with him. One with the friend.”
“She still sleeps next to her husband at night,” Callie said, pulling back just long enough to speak, her voice quiet and flushed. “But she feels different. She’s already changed.”
“And the husband doesn’t ask questions,” Samuel said, touching her back now without hesitation, both hands wide against her skin. “Because he already knows the answers.”
Callie turned her head toward me, her cheek resting on Samuel’s thigh. “You’d keep watching, wouldn’t you?”
I didn’t answer that, I couldn’t.
She smiled and went back to work, slower now but deeper, her entire body rocking against him, her legs parted wider, her hips rolling with every glide of her mouth. Samuel’s fingers slid down along her sides, then gripped her firmly, guiding her slightly  like he’d accepted his role in the scene she was directing.
Callie moaned again, this time louder, her movements sharper, needier. Her wetness was visible now in the lace, darkening the fabric between her legs as she pressed harder into his thigh. She was the one building the rhythm, but it was Samuel’s body she was using to anchor herself, his thigh, his hands, his cock in her mouth.
“I think the wife starts changing,” I said, my voice ragged now. “Not just how she acts. How she sees herself. She doesn’t even think of it as cheating. Not anymore.” I watched her mouth tight around his cock.
“She thinks of it as necessary,” Callie whispered, lifting her head for a moment, her lips glossy, her breath hot. “Like this version of her was always there. Waiting for the chance to come out.” She glanced over her shoulder at me and dragged the soaked head of his cock over her lips.
“She doesn’t feel guilty,” Samuel said, his voice rough. “Because she never lies. She just never admits it out loud.”
Callie slipped her fingers into the waistband of her panties and slowly dragged them down over her thighs as she kept moving against him, not looking at either of us now, her breathing shallow, her body in motion and fully on display.
“She takes what she wants,” she said. “And still makes breakfast in the morning.”
She slid up his thigh, bare now, wet and open, and eased herself into his lap, her thighs straddling his, the tip of him pressed just barely beneath her. She stayed there rolling her hips slowly, teasing the moment, holding it suspended.
“Now we find out what kind of film this really is,” she said, and she snickered but made serious eyes at me.
Callie remained perched in Samuel’s lap, her knees spread wide to either side of him, the soft glow from the side lamp casting a warm wash down her back and picking up the line of her spine and the way her ribs expanded with every breath. She was moving almost imperceptibly, rocking her hips as she kept him right where he was, poised against her, but not inside, and held herself there with quiet, ruthless control. Her body was bare below the waist, her lace bra still in place, a pale contrast against her flushed skin. Her hands were flat on Samuel’s chest holding herself there like the long pause was part of the act.
Samuel’s eyes were locked on hers now, and his hands had settled around her waist. He looked like a man trying to stay composed during a storm, like he knew that a single wrong move would either end it or set it off. His jaw was tight, his lips parted slightly, his breath moving through his nose in shallow pulls.
“So she’s different now,” Callie said, her voice soft and low, still speaking of the wife in the film as though nothing was happening between us, as though her bare skin wasn’t pressed warm and wet against his length. “It’s not just the way she talks to him, it’s the way she sits when she thinks no one’s watching. The way she stands closer than necessary. Her clothes get thinner, not sluttier, but softer. Easier to move, easier to take off,” she said to me over her shoulder.
“She stops reacting when her husband walks in,” I added, unable to take my eyes off the slow way she circled her hips, so slight it was like watching breath move. “She lets the friend see her in those in-between states. Half-dressed. Getting ready. Toweling off. No apologies.”
Callie dipped her chin, her hair falling over one eye, and began to roll her hips just a little more, letting him glide along her slit in a long, slow drag that never once pushed forward. She tilted back her head, lips parting as she felt the full length of him trace along her again, each time wetter than the last, the slow friction of skin on skin unbearable in its precision.
“But she’s not seducing him,” she said, her voice thinner now, breathier. “She’s just giving him access. Letting him make up his own mind about what he really wants. Her husband and his friend,” she added.
Samuel’s hands moved. One slid around to the small of her back, the other flattened against her ribs just beneath the band of her bra. He was letting her keep the pace, but his fingers were starting to twitch against her skin, his restraint cracking.
“She wants to be seen,” I said. “She puts herself in those moments because it makes her feel alive. Because when the friend looks at her, he doesn’t see the wife. He sees the version of her that can choose. The version that can want.” The way she said “want” made my spine shiver.
Callie lifted herself higher now, the slow drag of her wetness now unmistakable as the head of him slid through her folds. She lingered at the very tip, not yet taking him, and looked hard over her shoulder at me.
“And when the husband watches, he doesn’t stop her, does he. Not because he approves, but because he’s too stunned by the sight of it to do anything.”
Her eyes didn’t leave mine as she reached between them and held him steady with one hand. She brushed the tip of him again against herself, one long stroke from front to back that made her exhale hard through her nose. Her hips circled once more, and this time she lowered herself just slightly, enough to feel pressure against her opening.
Samuel’s eyes flicked toward me once, his mouth tense.
“She doesn’t ask,” Callie said. “She just begins.”
And still, she didn’t take him in.
Her breathing was shallow now, her thighs trembling slightly from the effort of control, from the ache of holding him right there, her body ready and wet, her inner muscles twitching in waves, begging for what she was denying them. Her hand stayed wrapped around him, guiding him with tiny corrections every time he threatened to slip in. Her other hand slid up Samuel’s chest and over his throat, her fingers teasing the line of his jaw.
“She’s dragging it out,” I said. “Because she knows this is the part that lasts longest. Not the fucking. Not the finish. This. The moment before.”
“She wants it burned into both of them,” Samuel murmured.
Callie was trembling now, but she hid it beneath a slow breath and a deeper sway of her hips. The tip of him slid again along her entrance, nudging with just enough pressure to make her catch her breath, but still, she didn’t let him in. Her thighs flexed. Her fingers tightened against his chest. She leaned forward a little, bringing her lips near his ear, and whispered something, her mouth curling into a grin as she pulled back and glanced toward me again, half-lidded and flushed.
“She doesn’t do it to her husband,” she said softly, but the words were directed to both of us. “It’s not punishment. She’s not angry. She loves him. That’s the worst part.”
Samuel’s eyes didn’t leave hers. His hands were firmer on her now, not guiding, but anchoring. “She’s not breaking anything,” he said. “She’s testing.”
Callie moaned quietly and tilted her hips again, letting herself lower just enough to kiss the head of him with her slick opening. Her lips parted as she dragged herself forward and back, one long glide along the full length of him, so close it was unbearable. Her breath hitched when he twitched against her, and she squeezed her eyes shut, not to block it out, but to feel it more completely.
“The best friend doesn’t want to be the cause,” I said, my voice low now, barely steady. “But he’s not strong enough to say no. Because she’s not seducing him. She’s choosing him.”
Callie opened her eyes and looked at me, still grinding in that maddening rhythm, still holding him on the edge of him entering. “She wants to be with someone who sees her not as a wife but as a woman who could fuck up her whole life just to feel this way again.”
“She wants to forget herself for a night,” Samuel said. His voice was tighter now, more raw. “Not to lose her husband. But to remember something about her body that only this man, this one man, pulls out of her.”
Callie lifted one hand and cupped her own breast through the lace bra, rolling her nipple between her fingers as she breathed through her nose, hips circling harder now, wetter. Her other hand reached behind to hold him in place again, aligning him with agonizing precision.
“I think she’s waited too long,” she whispered. Samuel groaned, just once, quiet and hoarse.
“But she still doesn’t take him,” I said.
Callie grinned, breathless, sweat starting to bead at her lower back. “Because she wants him to do it.”
And right then, Samuel’s hands moved, one sliding down her spine, the other gripping her hip, and he lifted his hips enough for the head of him to press past her for a heartbeat. She gasped, fully, sharply, but pushed herself back up again, lifting off him just before he could breach her.
She laughed, not cruelly and not playfully, just wildly.
“She’s terrified,” she said. “Because once he’s inside her, that version of her, the good wife, is gone.”
“But maybe she wants to disappear,” I said.
Callie leaned in closer to Samuel again, her nose brushing his. “Then he needs to help her go there.”
Slowly, painfully, she began to lower herself onto him. She sank onto him, inch by inch now, and I could see her jaw slacken, her lips part slightly, her breath catch and stutter as her body opened to him. Her thighs trembled, her spine arched, her stomach pulled in tight, and all the while, she kept her eyes on me.
It was happening. He was inside her. I didn’t move. I couldn’t. Not because I was frozen or scared or turned on beyond reason, though I was all of those things, but because something in me had already agreed to this.
I was the one who’d let it become our joke, over and over. I let her sit in his lap. I let her tease us both and keep pushing, one inch further each time. I let it happen because I needed to know, I needed to see what she would do when I didn’t stop her.
And now I knew.
She ground down o him slowly, burying him deeper inside her, her head falling back now, mouth parted, her whole body slack with the weight and stretch of it. Her voice came out in a whimper. She couldn’t fake that sound, and she wouldn’t have tried. Her hands were back on his chest, bracing again, her nails dragging on his skin as she adjusted the angle and sat deeper.
“She lets him in,” Samuel said, breath thick in his throat, trying to stay tethered to the story even as his hands gripped tighter at her waist. “And she waits for the moment it feels too far. But it doesn’t come.”
“She crossed it already,” Callie murmured, her voice trembling through her chest. “It was behind her the second she unzipped his jeans.”
I wanted to say something, to join the conversation again, to keep pretending this was just a shared fantasy we were spinning aloud, but my mouth wouldn’t work. I was watching her roll her hips now, each motion deeper, smoother, more assured. She looked completely taken over by it.
She was fucking him, not pretending to, and not teasing about it, but my girlfriend was actually fucking my best friend, and I was watching every moment of it.
The part that scared me most, more than what it meant for her, for us, was how hard I was. I wasn't dissociating or detaching. I was more alive than I had ever been. The flicker of the lamp on her skin, the arch of her neck, the wet sounds coming from where they were joined, every detail was clear and hot and wired directly into the center of my brain.
“I don’t think she’s thinking about her husband at all anymore,” I managed to say, my voice raw but controlled. “She’s lost in what she feels now. It’s not betrayal. It’s the first time she’s fully selfish.”
“She’s just honest,” Callie said, lowering herself all the way down now with a long, choked exhale, burying him inside her until her thighs met his. “She’s done pretending.”
Samuel’s head tipped back. His jaw was clenched, his hands like stone at her hips. “She wants to be ruined,” he said. “Not to be punished, but to be changed.”
“She wants to go home tomorrow,” I said, “but not as the same woman.”
Callie started to ride him then, slow and relentlessly. Her hoody slipped down her arms and her breasts shifted beneath the lace as her body moved on him. Her hands slid to Samuel’s shoulders, gripping him hard for rhythm, for leverage, and she kept her eyes closed now, as though this wasn’t about either of us anymore.
I’d let it happen. Maybe I’d even wanted it like she kept joking to me about. But now that she was fully in motion on his lap, hair swinging, breath ragged, body flushed and slick with sweat, it didn’t matter what I’d thought I was agreeing to.
Callie’s pace shifted gradually, her rhythm changing from long, slow strokes to a shallower, more urgent grind that pulled little gasps from her throat every time her hips met Samuel’s. Her thighs were shaking now, her fingers tight at his shoulders as her body adjusted to the new depth, to the pressure. Sweat formed in the hollow of her back, her bra loose now as the strap slid down her arm, forgotten.
Samuel let her ride until her motion stuttered, until the rhythm slipped for just a moment, and then he moved.
His arms came around her in one swift, clean motion, and he stood, lifting her off the chair with her legs locked around his waist. Her back arched as he carried her, her fingers tangled in his hair now, breath broken into small whimpers against his ear.
He didn’t lay her down. He just held her there, impaled on him, suspended, pressed chest-to-chest, as he stepped toward the padded table she’d brought into the suite. Each step jarred her slightly, a new angle pressing deeper with every shift of his hips. She clung tighter to him, her voice high and breathless.
He set her down gently on the table, but he didn’t follow her down. Instead, he pulled free from her, the drag of his exit so deliberate she whimpered at the loss, and he dropped to his knees between her legs. Her thighs fell open for him like they’d been waiting, and she let her head drop back over the edge, arms flung above her, chest rising and falling beneath the wet lace.
Samuel leaned in and licked her, slowly, deeply, his hands spreading her wider. He buried his face against her, his mouth relentless, and her whole body bucked.
“Is she thinking of her husband now?” he murmured between strokes of his tongue.
“She’s trying not to,” I said, voice low and wrecked. “But that’s what makes it worse.”
Callie lifted her head and looked at me with wild, wet eyes. “She doesn’t want him to stop her,” she said. “She wants him to know how badly she needs it.”
Samuel pulled back only long enough to lift her thighs higher, draping them over his shoulders, and he dove in again, slower now, more focused. Callie was gripping the edge of the table, knuckles white, her body jerking with every swirl of his tongue.
Then suddenly, she sat up and pushed at his shoulders, not to stop him, but to pull him up. She slid off the table, breath ragged, hair stuck to her forehead, and she dropped to her knees in front of him.
She undid his jeans the rest of the way and pulled them down along with his briefs, pushing him back into the chair. He sat, breathing heavy, and she followed him down, taking him into her mouth in one slow, wet slide. Her hands stroked the base while her mouth worked the length, her hips still twitching from what he’d done to her.
I couldn’t take my eyes off her. Her mouth was slick and hungry now. She was moaning faintly with every bob of her head, her fingers gripping his thighs for balance. Samuel watched her with his mouth open, his hand resting on her head but not guiding, just holding her there, feeling her move.
“She wants to taste it,” I said. “She wants every part of him. Like it’s not just about being taken, but consumed.”
Callie looked up at me, her mouth full, her cheeks hollowed, and then pulled back slowly with a wet pop.
“She wants to own it too,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Not just be used. But to use.”
She stood again turning her back to him and bending forward over the table, her ass high in the air, her legs parted wide, her whole body slick and open.
“She’s ready for more now,” she said, looking over her shoulder at both of us.
Samuel rose from the chair, towering behind her. This time, he didn’t ease in. He drove into her with one smooth, deep stroke.
She cried out. He held her hips steady as he pushed into her from behind, burying himself fully with that first thrust, his hands spanning her waist. Callie let her elbows drop to the padded table, arching her back hard, offering herself up with a sound that was closer to a sob than a moan, like something cracked open, unguarded. Her hair hung in wild strands across her face, her hoody still twisted around her upper arms, and the lace of her bra had slipped down beneath her breasts entirely now.
Samuel took his time with my girlfriend. He didn’t pound himself into her, he rolled his hips in long, heavy motions, letting my girlfriend feel every inch of him, drawing slow circles with his grip at her waist. Her body rocked forward with every push, her thighs quivering, the table creaking beneath her. My girlfriend’s sounds came raw and repeatedly, punctuated only when he pressed deeper or changed angle.
I sat forward, elbows on my knees, unable to tear my gaze away. Her face was tilted toward me, her cheek resting against the padded vinyl, and between the strands of hair I could see her eyes open, unfocused and wild, but fixed in my direction.
I brought my face close to hers. “She’s not ashamed,” I said, the words coming like a confession. “Not even hiding it. Because it’s not about secrecy anymore, is it. It’s about being seen.”
Samuel grunted low in his throat and changed his angle, lifting one of her legs up onto the table, opening her more. Callie gasped sharply, her whole body pitching forward with the shift, and then he was deeper, somehow thicker, fuller, each stroke now hitting her with a wet sound and a ripple that moved up her back.
“She wants him to feel how wet she is,” I said. “How ready she was before he even touched her.”
“She wanted that pressure,” Samuel said, not breaking pace. “That stretch. That ache.”
Callie was gasping now, one hand reaching back blindly, curling around his wrist. “She needed this so badly,” she cried, her voice cracking. “Not gentle, not safe.”
Samuel gripped her harder, pulling her back into him as he thrust forward, a slow, brutal rhythm that made her collapse fully onto the table, her body limp beneath him, mouth open, eyes closed.
He bent over her, his chest on her back, his mouth near her ear. “But she still needs her mouth full,” he said. “Doesn’t she.”
Callie moaned, helpless and feral, and reached down between her legs as he pulled out of her slowly. Her body clenched as he slipped free, twitching with need. She turned around, dropped to her knees in front of him, still breathless, her thighs slick and shining.
She opened her mouth without a word and took him in again, messier now, hungrier, her fingers stroking him as she sucked with greed. His length was glistening with her arousal, and she didn’t seem to care, she wanted it, all of it, her hands cupping his balls as she bobbed deeper and faster, moaning around him, eyes glassy and shining.
He groaned loudly now, fingers threading into her hair, holding her as he pumped her mouth. His body was stiff, every muscle clenched.
“She’s going to push him past the edge,” I said, barely able to speak.
Callie pulled off with a gasp, stroking him hard now with both hands. “And then let him cool down,” she whispered, breath hot, “so he can use her again.”
She stood, walked to the bed, and crawled onto it on hands and knees and looked back, waiting.
Samuel didn’t speak as he followed her, he just moved with quiet force, stripping the last of his clothes away without ceremony, his eyes never leaving her body as she crawled to the center of the bed. Her legs parted naturally, her back arched in invitation, and she looked over her shoulder with a flushed, open expression that wasn’t smug or cocky. She was dazed and hungry. Her body glistened in places, her thighs damp, her bra sliding down her arms now, one strap caught at the crook of her elbow.
He climbed onto the bed behind her and ran his hands up the backs of her legs, slow and steady, tracing the slick skin with his palms. When he reached her hips, he paused long enough to adjust her angle and then lined himself up and pushed into her with one long, gliding stroke. Callie dropped her head to the mattress and cried out loud.
This was no longer careful, no longer measured rhythm. He drove into my girlfriend with a pace that built immediately, one hand at her hip, the other on the small of her back, controlling the arch of her spine. Her body met each thrust with a jolt, her legs slipping wider as she pushed back against him. The room filled with the sound of skin and breath and the soft creak of the mattress.
She was gone now, lost in it. Her moans came without filter, high and broken and constant, her fists clutching at the sheets. I sat there, a few feet away, watching my girlfriend get used by my best friend, and I still hadn’t said a word to stop it.
I realized it wasn’t that I’d allowed it. It was that I’d enabled it. Every laugh, every open door, every time I watched her flirt with him and pretended it didn’t get to me. I’d been waiting, too. I just hadn’t admitted it, not to her, not to myself. It never was a joke, after all, was it.
“She’s not testing him anymore,” Samuel said between breaths, his pace never faltering. “She’s not asking for permission.”
Callie reached one arm back blindly and he caught her wrist and held it firm. She moaned louder at that, her whole body shuddering.
“She needs him to control her now,” I said. “Because she can’t control herself, not anymore.”
He bent over her body, pressed his chest to her back, and fucked her harder, deeper, sharper, in strokes that made her cry out into the pillow. Her legs gave out and she collapsed onto her stomach, but he stayed with her, adjusting only enough to keep driving into her from behind, the full weight of him on her body now.
Then he pulled out again and flipped my girlfriend Callie onto her back.
She was panting now, eyes glassy, lips swollen. Her legs fell open for him without thought. He slid in to her face-to-face. Her legs came up to wrap around his hips. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders.
He started moving on her again with deep and slow grinding strokes, and she whispered his name.
He buried himself inside her again with that slow, full-body press, his weight sinking into her as her legs wrapped tighter around his waist. She arched up to meet him, her arms locking behind his neck, her chest rising against his, her breath hot and sharp in his ear. There was no rush now, no frantic pace, just the heavy, consuming rhythm of bodies locked in something too far gone to stop.
He moved with a depth that made her gasp every time his hips rolled forward, long, dragging strokes that kept her pinned to the mattress, unable to squirm, unable to escape the pressure of it. Her fingernails dragged along his back, her thighs trembled around his waist as he filled her again and again. Every motion was deep enough to make her eyes flutter closed, her mouth drop open, her whole body pulse around him.
I watched from the corner of the bed, close enough to see the way her face changed, how it moved between overwhelmed, desperate, and something close to wonder. She was somewhere else now, somewhere only he could take her. And I had put her there.
“She’s not thinking in words anymore,” I said quietly, like I was narrating the scene of the film we all kept pretending we were making. “She’s not planning. She’s not conflicted. She’s just gone.”
“She’s allowed to be gone,” Samuel said, his voice tight, his pace smooth. “She didn’t come here to destroy anything. She just wanted to be out of control with someone who could handle her.”
Callie turned her face toward me on the pillow, her lips parted, her breath shallow. “And he so is,” she whispered to me. “He is so handling me.”
She pulled Samuel down into a kiss, not sweet, not loving, but consuming. Her hips bucked up into him as her tongue tangled with his, her fingers digging into his back like she needed him deeper, harder, fuller. He responded by shifting his weight, adjusting his angle, and her whole body jerked as he struck a spot that made her whimper into his mouth.
She broke the kiss and grabbed his face with both hands. “Get off me,” she said, breathless.
Samuel hesitated, blinking. “You okay?”
She nodded, already pushing at his chest. “Lie down.”
He rolled onto his back and she climbed on top. Her thighs straddled his hips, her hands braced on his chest, and without waiting, she reached behind her and guided him back inside her. Her head dropped back with a low, guttural moan as she sank down, inch by inch, taking him to the hilt.
She stayed there for a moment, impaled, unmoving. Then she began to ride him with slow, rippling waves of motion through her core as she rolled her hips and ground down into him, her fingers splayed on his chest, her eyes closed in focus. Her breath came hard through her nose. Her thighs flexed and released in a steady rhythm, her whole body alive with motion.
From where I sat, I could see the full wet glide of her riding him, the way her body opened and took him again and again, no resistance, no hesitation. I could hear the slap of skin, the wetness of her arousal, the low groans he tried and failed to contain beneath her.
“She doesn’t want it to be over,” I said, almost to myself. Callie opened her eyes and looked straight at me as she fucked him so hard. “Then don’t stop just watching.”
She rolled her hips in slow, grinding circles, her hands sliding up Samuel’s chest as she sat straighter, adjusting her angle until her body aligned with his in a way that made her moan, quiet at first, then deeper and more focused. She rode him like she needed to learn every inch of him, not bouncing, not slamming down, but pressing, dragging, rising, and sinking again, using her entire body to control the depth, the pressure, the heat.
Her head tilted back exposing the length of her throat, her chest flushed and rising fast. She moved like she was weightless, guided only by instinct and need, no hesitation anywhere in her. Her thighs trembled with effort and she bit her lip as her pace shifted again, still slow, but harder now. She was chasing something, and Samuel could feel it. His hands moved to her hips to match her rhythm to hold her tighter as she rocked.
Callie looked down at him and leaned forward, planting her hands on the mattress on either side of his head, her breasts swinging free above him. She kissed him again, but this time it was different, slower, drawn-out, their mouths parting lazily as she ground her hips down into his with every movement of her tongue. Her body was flush to his now, the slide of her skin wet against his chest, their rhythm locked together.
Then she pulled her mouth away, turned her head, and looked at me over her shoulder. .
“Get over here.”
I didn’t move at first. I couldn’t. My entire body was strung tight, my cock hard against the inside of my jeans, my hands gripping the edge of the bed like they were the only things anchoring me.
She slid down Samuel’s body, still keeping him inside her, and lowered herself until she was laying against his chest, her arms stretched back behind her toward me. I stood slowly, my knees shaking, and stepped closer.
Callie’s eyes met mine as she reached for my jeans, her fingers slow and steady as she undid the button, then the zipper. She pulled me out with both hands, her palms hot, and guided me to her mouth, all without breaking the rhythm of her hips grinding down onto Samuel below her.
She took me in, warm, wet, and full. Her lips wrapped around me and she moaned as she sucked, the sound vibrating down my shaft, her mouth sloppy and open, spit pooling as she moved her head in counter-rhythm to the way her hips rode Samuel.
It was unbearable.
“She doesn’t want to be taken,” I said, my voice hoarse, my hand sliding into her hair. “She wants to serve him at the exact moment she’s being filled by his friend.”
And that’s exactly what she was doing. She was being fucked by my friend and sucking my cock at the same time, a woman completely open, completely used, completely in control of her own surrender.
Her mouth worked me slowly, sloppily, her lips stretched wide as she took as much as she could, the rest stroked by her hand in a rhythm that matched the way her hips stayed in motion, grinding down on Samuel beneath her with deep, circular rolls. The double sensation, his cock inside her, mine between her lips, made her whole body twitch. I could feel it in the way her throat vibrated with her moans, in the way her back arched subtly beneath my hand, in the way her ass clenched as she rocked back on him, over and over.
Samuel wasn’t still anymore. He thrust up into her now with a smooth, heavy rhythm, meeting her grind with pressure that made her moan around my cock each time he filled her. The sound was warm, broken, swallowed. Her lips were wet, stretched tight, her jaw working slowly as her tongue licked the underside of me every time she pulled back. She kept one hand at the base of my shaft, stroking me in time, slick with spit, her other hand planted flat against Samuel’s chest for balance.
She was a machine of sensation. She wasn’t switching between one of us and the other, she was with both of us, fully, completely, her body doing two things at once and somehow giving everything to each of them. Her mouth was hot and wet and focused. Her pussy was full and flexing and insistent. Her hips never stopped moving, and neither did her lips.
I looked down and watched her, watched the way her tongue curled, the way her throat opened, the way her eyes fluttered closed every time Samuel’s hips lifted into her harder. Sweat glistened at her temples. Her hair stuck to her cheek. The bra was gone now, flung to the side at some point.
“She doesn’t know how this ends,” I said, barely able to get the words out, driving my fingers through her hair. “She only knows she can’t stop.”
“She doesn’t want it to end,” Samuel grunted. “She wants it to keep flipping. Mouth to pussy, pussy to mouth, over and over, until she forgets which is which.”
Callie moaned hard at that, the sound muffled by my cock deep in her throat, and she pulled off for just a moment, her lips red, stretched, spit trailing from her chin.
“Then move me,” she whispered. “Fucking use me every way.”
She spun around in one fluid motion, kneeling between us now on all fours, one hand stroking me again, the other bracing her weight on the bed. Her mouth found Samuel’s cock this time, slick with her own arousal, and she sucked him with the same hunger she’d just given me, licking up the shaft before swallowing him whole, all while her hips angled back toward me.
I dropped to my knees behind her and slid in. She was tight and soaked and twitching around me as I filled the space Samuel had just left.
She moaned into his cock, the vibration running through her entire body, and I grabbed her hips and began to fuck her from behind, slow and deep at first, savoring the slick grip of her, the heat, the stretch. Her ass bounced into my hips with every thrust, her back arched low, her mouth choking softly on Samuel’s length as I drove into her.
It was filthy and complete. She was being fucked from both ends, taken by both of us, and begging for more with every broken sound she made around Samuel’s cock.
I gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back into every thrust, feeling the way her body gave and tightened around me with each slow stroke. Her ass rippled against my thighs, slick and flushed, the tension in her legs trembling beneath my hands. She was still bent over Samuel, her mouth gliding up and down his cock now with messy, open hunger, saliva trailing from the corners of her lips as she worked him harder, deeper, her hand twisting the base when she pulled off to catch her breath.
Her hair was matted to her back with sweat. Her spine arched like a bow. I could feel how sensitive she was, how her whole body flexed around me every time I bottomed out inside her, the wet slap of our bodies growing louder, faster. I slowed deliberately, dragging the tip of me all the way to the edge before sinking back in, watching the way her back twitched and her fingers curled against the sheets. She moaned into Samuel’s cock, a soft, shuddering noise that vibrated against him, and he reached down to stroke her hair, his hand shaking slightly.
“She’s not servicing us,” I said under my breath. “She’s absorbing us. Like she wants both of us in her at once, like that’s the only way she feels full.”
Samuel exhaled sharply. “She’s giving herself to both men, completely. One in her mouth. One in her cunt. No part of her left untouched.”
Callie pulled back again, gasping, her face flushed and glazed, her mouth swollen from the work. “She doesn’t want to be loved right now,” she whispered, looking back at me over her shoulder as I drove into her again, slower, harder. “She wants to be wrecked.”
Her body rocked between us with every thrust, her voice catching when I hit a deeper angle, her mouth dropping back over Samuel’s cock with a needy growl. Her hips began to roll on instinct now, matching my rhythm, pushing back to take me deeper every time I moved. The sounds of her soaked heat pulling at me were obscene and constant, wet and shameless.
She was swallowing him down, gasping for air, fucking herself on my cock from behind like she’d trained for it.
Then, as if feeling the change in pressure inside her, she pulled her mouth away again and reached back with one hand to open herself wider for me, her fingers spreading her slick folds as she looked at me with a dazed, wild smile.
“She’s begging for it now,” I said, grabbing her hips harder, driving forward deeper. “No guilt. No apology.”
Samuel sat up and caught her face in both hands. “She’s never going to forget this,” he said. “Even if she never speaks of it again.”
Callie’s body was soaked with sweat now, her skin flushed from chest to thighs, every muscle shaking with strain and overstimulation. She was still on all fours between us, but she’d stopped moving with purpose, her hips rocked helplessly now, caught between the slow grind of my cock deep inside her and the weight of Samuel’s cock resting against her lips as she panted, lips parted, foaming spit trailing down her chin. Her body had gone pliant, submissive, but not passive, she was still taking us, still present in every breath, every shudder, every sound.
I reached around and cupped her breasts, fingers wet with sweat, feeling the way she arched into my hands. Her nipples were stiff, aching, and she gasped when I rolled them between my fingers. Samuel leaned down from where he knelt in front of her and kissed her, softly at first, and slow, open-mouthed, tongues sliding against each other, her moan swallowed into his mouth. My hands slid down her stomach, found her clit, and she cried out, full-throated, her body locking up between us like a current had ripped through her.
Her walls clenched hard around me, once, then again, milking every inch of me as I fucked her deeper, slower, dragging it out while her orgasm hit her like a seizure. Her legs buckled. Her arms gave out. She collapsed fully onto the bed, breath caught in her throat, body convulsing in pulses as I stayed inside her, not stopping, not pulling out, grinding into her as her climax tore through.
Samuel moved behind her then. I pulled out, and she whimpered, twitching as the emptiness hit her, but she didn’t have time to beg.
He was there in an instant, lifting her hips, guiding himself in with one smooth, brutal stroke.
She screamed into the mattress, all cracked pleasure as he took her again from behind, his hands gripping her waist hard now, driving into her with fast, full strokes. She sobbed into the sheets, breathless, overwhelmed, her legs spread wide and useless beneath her. I moved to her head, knelt beside her, and she turned her face toward me blindly, opening her mouth on instinct.
I coaxed her lips open with my fingers and slid my cock into her lips slowly, gently, and she moaned, slack-jawed and glassy-eyed as I fucked her mouth again while Samuel fucked her cunt hard from behind. The rhythm was violent now, urgent, final, his thighs slapping against her ass, her body jerking forward with every thrust, her throat vibrating as she tried to keep me in her mouth, even through the shaking.
“She’s never felt this before,” I whispered, hand in her hair, her eyes locked on mine. “Two men. One body. No protection. No plan.”
Samuel groaned, his hands digging harder into her waist. “She’s not going to last.”
Callie tried to speak, but it came out as a moan around me, her mouth filling with spit again as she gagged, then sucked harder, deeper, like she wanted the burn in her throat. Her eyes rolled back for a second, her whole body locking tight, and then she screamed again.
It hit her in waves, another orgasm, violent and involuntary, her body thrashing between us, thighs jerking, her breath shattered. She pulled off me and buried her face into the bed, her fists slamming into the sheets, her voice raw and broken.
I held her head in my hands and my hips broke lose. I drove myself into her throat with three uncoordinated thrusts, and erupted in her mouth until it run out her lips and over her chin.
Samuel didn’t stop. He growled once, deep, animal-like, and then slammed into her with three final, brutal thrusts, every muscle in his back tight and shaking. His fingers bruised her hips as he held her down and emptied himself inside her, deep, full, and pulsing. Her body took it, clenching hard around him, milking every drop.
He collapsed forward over her, both of them slick and breathless, chests heaving, skin burning.
I dropped to my knees beside them. Callie turned her head, hair plastered to her cheek, her eyes glassy and wide and she smiled. “That,” she said between heavy breaths, cum still running out of her mouth and now her pussy too, “is the end of the movie.”
The sunlight poured in through the old hotel window, too bright for the way my head felt. I was sitting in one of the chairs by the small table trying to pretend it was coffee. The air smelled like sweat and dried sex, faint but undeniable. My jeans were back on. Samuel was across the room, perched on the edge of the other bed, shirtless, staring at nothing.
Neither of us had spoken since waking up.
He’d said, “Morning,” in a tone that didn’t carry any actual intention, and I’d said it back, that was it. I could hardly face the guy, and he couldn’t face me any better. What the fuck had we done this time?
I didn’t even know what I was feeling yet. Shame, yes, but not quite regret, but something close. Some part of me was replaying every sound she’d made, the way she looked back at me as she took him in deeper, the way she collapsed under him when he came inside her.
The worst part was, I wasn’t angry at him like I thought I should’ve been. I just wasn’t. I didn’t even blame her, either. But I didn’t know what came next.
“She went to get coffee,” Samuel said, still not looking at me. “Said she’d be back in a bit.”
I nodded. “That sounds about right.”
He scratched the back of his neck then stood and started pacing. “Rowan, man, I don’t know what to say. I didn’t come here to do that. I didn’t plan that. I swear to God.”
“I know, I know,” I said, cutting him off. “It wasn’t a plan. It just happened.”
He stopped pacing. “That doesn’t mean it was okay.”
“No,” I said. “It doesn’t.”
I stared down at the table. My voice was quieter when I spoke again. “But we both let it happen. Her and me, I mean.”
He exhaled hard. “She was unbelievable.”
I looked up at him sharply. He said it with reverence, not gloating, like he didn’t know how else to explain what she’d become in that bed. And then we both started laughing, just snickers at first, but then we couldn’t stop.
“She was unbelievable,” I said. “That’s what scared me the most. Not the fucking. Not even you. Just how fully she gave herself to it.”
He nodded. “She wasn’t pretending, man I tell you what.” We laughed some more, both of us replaying scenes in our minds again.
The door clicked and Callie stepped inside holding two cardboard trays of coffee, three croissants, her sunglasses pushed up in her hair, cheeks flushed from the walk.
“Hey boys,” she said like it was any other morning, nudging the door shut with her hip. “One black, one with oat and a disgusting amount of sugar, and a mystery one I picked for myself.”
Neither of us moved at first. She set the coffees down, peeled off her light jacket, and stretched with a little groan, the hem of her hoodie lifting just enough to show she’d thrown it on over nothing.
Then she looked at us. “Oh my God,” she said, laughing as she walked toward the table. “Is this the ‘morning after church silence’ I’m walking into?”
“Something like that,” I said, and I raised my eyebrows and reached for a cup of coffee she handed me and leaned in to kiss my cheek all casual and sweet, like it was just another day. Then turned and passed Samuel his, not kissing him, but touching his shoulder briefly, affectionately, before sitting on the edge of the bed.
“I know what happened,” she said. “I was there, remember?”
Neither of us spoke.
“So, we can either pretend it was some kind of madness and pack it into a black box labeled ‘what-the-fuck” and bury it in the backyard, or we can actually talk about it like adults.”
Samuel sat down and I turned to her. Callie sipped her coffee and looked between us. “I don’t regret it. Either of you do?”
Samuel cleared his throat. “I don’t regret it. But I feel fucking weird. Like I crossed a line I wasn’t supposed to.”
“You did,” she said gently. “But I let you. And Rowan didn’t stop us.”
Her eyes met mine. “That’s what I want to understand. Are you okay?”
I looked at her for a long time. “I think I will be. I just didn’t expect to feel everything all at once.”
She nodded thoughtfully. “I felt very alive, though it was hard to walk straight,” she said and she turned to Sam. “Thanks for that by the way.”
Samuel looked down into his coffee and chuckled. “So now what?”
She smiled, held my arm. “Now we don’t pretend it didn’t happen. But we don’t wreck ourselves over it either. We just figure out if it meant something bigger than a fun old time, and if it did, we decide what we want from it. Together.”
Another pause followed before I said, “We’re not the same people who checked into this room.”
“No,” Callie said. “But I don’t think that’s necessarily a bad thing.” For the first time that morning, I wasn’t sure it was either.
Callie tucked her leg up beneath her and sipped her coffee, calm in a way that made it clear she wasn’t bothered one bit. She wasn’t trying to smooth it over, she was just dealing with it.
Samuel was still tense, holding his coffee with both hands like it might spill if he relaxed even a little. “So is this something that changes everything, or is this just something that happened?”
Callie tilted her head, considering. “Does it have to be either or?”
“I don’t know,” he said. “It felt big. That wasn’t just messing around.”
“Yes, it felt very big,” she said and she laughed. “No offense boyfriend,” she said to me, but then she hid her face with her hand and made a face with her mouth wide open. “But no,” she agreed turning back to Samuel. “It wasn’t just messing around. It wasn’t planned neither, but it wasn’t meaningless.”
I leaned back in my chair, coffee warm in my hand. “I don’t think it ruins anything. Right buddy?” Me and Sam laughed at each other with defeat.
Callie nodded slowly, her eyes still on mine. “So be honest.”
I took a breath. “Okay well, watching you,  letting you, seeing what you turned into last night, it wasn’t betrayal for sure. It was like watching something bloom I hadn’t realized was in you.”
That made her smile and it was small but real. “So you’re not angry?”
“I’m a hundred other things,” I said. “But no, not angry.”
Samuel exhaled, relaxed his grip on the cup. “And I’m not trying to steal anything. Or get in the way of what you two have. I don’t want drama.”
Callie grinned. “Then we won’t have any.”
“What do you want from it?” I asked her quietly.
She looked at both of us, then down at the coffee in her hands, and answered without hesitation.
“I want to know what’s possible going forward. No shame, no pretending it didn’t feel good. I don’t need to repeat last night in every shape and form. But I’m not going to lie and say it wasn’t really good.” She slowly raised her eyes up to mine. “You knew I always had a thing for your big black fried, right?” she said, and she gripped her hand around his bicep.
Then Samuel looked up. “Can we keep working together at least?”
Callie laughed. “As long as you don’t get weird around grip stands and lighting gels.”
He grinned and nodded. “Fair.”
She looked at me again. “And you?”
I nodded. “Of course we keep working together. And we work it out as we go. Like adults.”
She leaned back on her palms, light catching the curve of her neck, and stretched. “Then I’ll go shower, and when I come out, we’re not going to tiptoe around anything. We’ll just be who we are now.”
She stood, walked toward the bathroom, but before she closed the door, she turned and said, “That was a hell of a first night on location, huh?”
Neither of us answered because she also chose that moment to disrobe in front of us. “You going to join me, Sammy?” she said, but then she cried out, “Just joking!” to me. “Sort of,” she said, and she squealed with laughter and went inside.
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