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Chapter One



I could tell the itch was creeping up again. It had been nearly a year since Ben had done anything even remotely adventurous, and I knew that wasn’t like him. Not at all. He’d always been an outdoorsman—one of those rare people who actually felt more relaxed covered in dirt, with the sun beating down on their back, than curled up on a couch. It was one of the few things we didn’t share, and maybe the only one I truly wished we did.

But I started noticing the signs. Subtle at first. Flyers and glossy trail maps began showing up in the mail, each one promising pristine views, adrenaline highs, or total wilderness isolation. They weren’t addressed to him, exactly—probably just junk mail—but I knew those glossy landscapes were whispering to him louder than I ever could. It was early summer, the air thick with heat and blooming jasmine, and even though Ben wouldn’t admit it, he was restless. Dying to escape.

He couldn’t sit still. His legs would tap under the dining table like a drumbeat he didn’t know he was playing. His phone screen glowed late into the night with adventure blogs and gear reviews. And sometimes, he’d look at me like he wanted to ask something—his mouth parting, a question on the tip of his tongue—but then he’d close it again, like he was afraid of the answer.

Even in bed, his energy had shifted. He still touched me, still kissed me like he meant it—but there was a distracted edge, like his mind was somewhere far away, tangled in trees or climbing toward some unseen summit.

I knew what I had to do. If I really wanted to love him the way he needed, I’d have to give him permission. Not just casually suggest it, but actually offer it. Let him go. Let him get out there and do something that lit him up again.

But God, the last thing I wanted was to go with him. The thought of hiking through mud, waking up sore in a tent, carrying my own toilet paper? No, thank you. I felt bad about that—guilty, even—but I liked my comforts. Give me a hot bath, a soft towel, and a well-written book any day.

If I thought he’d go alone without asking me, I wouldn’t have hesitated. But I knew Ben. He’d never just take off and leave me behind without at least trying to include me. And that’s what I was afraid of—that he’d invite me along. That he’d need me to say no out loud, and I’d disappoint him in the process.

I watched him sulk for weeks. It wasn’t dramatic, but it was there—in the way he moved slower around the house, or stared out the window for too long, like the street might suddenly turn into a hiking trail. I kept trying to get up the courage to suggest a solo trip. Something just for him. The truth was, I didn’t want him to leave at all. I knew I’d miss him. The house would feel too quiet, too hollow without him. His toothbrush by the sink. His laugh from the other room.

But I couldn’t watch him fade out like this.

So one night, over dinner, I finally broke the silence. The garlic bread was still warm. The spaghetti steamed between us. Ben had barely touched his plate.

“Have you thought about going anywhere this summer?” I asked, keeping my tone light even though my stomach was tight.

He didn’t answer right away. Just kept twisting his fork through the noodles, winding them up in a tight spiral but never lifting them to his mouth. His eyes stayed down for a beat too long, then he finally looked up at me.

“What do you mean?” he asked, his voice careful. He ran a hand through his thick chestnut hair, pushing it back the way he always did when he was nervous or trying to buy time.

He still looked like an athlete, even though he hadn’t worked out in weeks. His jaw stayed sharp, his arms still lean and toned beneath the sleeves of his worn black T-shirt. I’d always thought he was too attractive for me—too effortlessly fit, too symmetrical, too sharp where I was soft. But whenever I started down that spiral, I reminded myself of all the ways we did fit.

We liked the same obscure bands. We made each other laugh until our stomachs hurt. Our late-night movie arguments were legendary. And when we touched each other, it felt like coming home. At least, it used to.

“You know,” I said, nudging gently, “an adventure. Something outdoorsy. I know you miss it.”

“Oh,” he said softly, dropping his gaze back to the plate. He kept twirling the fork. “I mean… I don’t have to or anything.”

“Yeah, but you want to, don’t you?”

He shrugged, like it didn’t matter. But it did. “Did you want to do something like that?” he asked, the hope in his voice too obvious to ignore.

“God, no,” I said with a short laugh before I could stop myself.

He frowned, just slightly, and I felt the guilt crash in fast.

“I’m sorry,” I added quickly. “It’s just not my thing. You know that. But I know how important it is for you.” I reached across the table and touched his hand. “Maybe you could join a group or something. You don’t need me there.”

“It’s a shame you don’t like any of it,” he said, nudging his plate aside. “It’d be more fun to do with you.”

I reached across the table and laced my fingers through his. His hand was warm, strong, and familiar—like everything else about him. “I know,” I said softly. “I’m sorry. I wish I did like it, I really do. But I can’t stand the outdoors. I barely even use our swimming pool, and it’s five steps from the door.”

He laughed, the sound low and warm. “That’s true. You never touch it. Even on those 90-degree days when I’m practically begging you to get in.”

“What can I say?” I shrugged and gave him a sheepish smile. “I don’t like being damp unless it involves a bath. Or a glass of wine. Or both.”

He tilted his head, still smiling. “But what is it you hate so much? Like… seriously. What is it about the outdoors that bothers you?”

I blinked, then glanced up at the ceiling like the answer might be written there. “I guess I’ve never broken it down before. I don’t know… the bugs, for starters. I’m sweet blooded or something. They swarm me. And the temperature swings? No thank you. One minute I’m sweating, the next I’m freezing. Humidity turns me into a walking frizz ball.”

He smirked. “You do have strong feelings about frizz.”

“And convenience,” I added. “I like comfort. I like knowing where the closest bathroom is. I like outlets and air conditioning. I don’t like carrying my entire life on my back. And the exercise…” I grimaced. “That’s the big one. I hate moving just for the sake of moving.”

“But exercise is good for you,” he said, teasing.

“Not for me it isn’t,” I said with a laugh. “It just makes me ache and sweat and wish I were dead. It’s easier for me to just watch what I eat instead.”

He leaned back and gave me that look—the one where his eyes softened and something mischievous curled at the corners of his mouth. “Being outdoors gives me such a thrill,” he said. “There’s something about being out in the elements. You’re small, and the world is big, and you just… surrender to it. Or fight it. Sometimes both.”

I watched the way his face lit up while he spoke. The way his voice shifted, like he was already halfway into the wilderness just thinking about it.

“Climbing something that scares you,” he continued. “Reaching the top. Your legs burning, your arms shaking, but you did it. It’s a rush. Endorphins swarming your head like bees. And when it’s over?” He leaned forward slightly. “I’d treat you real good after a day like that.”

I snorted. “If I went rock climbing, I wouldn’t want you anywhere near me. I’d be sore and grumpy and probably covered in dirt. I’d just want a long, hot bath and twelve hours of sleep. In silence. With snacks.”

He chuckled and shook his head. “You’d get used to it.”

“Doubt it,” I said, grinning. “Which is why you should go. You don’t need me there. I’d only drag you down. I’d slow you down and complain and ruin the vibe. But I don’t want you sacrificing your whole summer just because I’m a hermit.”

He didn’t respond right away. Just stared at me, the humor fading a little as something more serious settled in his expression. His jaw flexed, and the muscles in his cheeks shifted as he processed it. Then he let out a breath and sat up straighter, shoulders squaring like he’d made up his mind.

His white T-shirt clung to the lines of his body—lean muscle from years of climbing and hiking and probably just existing with better posture than most people. “You’re right,” he said. “I do need to get out and do something. Staying home’s driving me a little crazy. But you’re sure you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” I said, squeezing his hand. “I just want you to be happy.”

He stood and came around to my side of the table. I turned in my chair and looked up at him, and the moment felt suddenly… heavier. More real. Like I was giving him something bigger than just a weekend away. He leaned down and kissed me—longer and more deeply than he had in weeks. There was heat in it. Gratitude. A flicker of something almost desperate.

“Thank you, Lucy,” he murmured against my mouth. “You’re the best girlfriend.”

I smiled, but it felt small. “No I’m not. If I was the best, I’d want to go with you.”

“Close enough,” he said. “You want what’s best for me. That counts.”

I kissed him again, softer this time, and let my hand rest on his chest. I could feel his heart beating there, steady and strong beneath my palm.

“I do,” I said. “I want to see you happy.”

“You make me happy,” he whispered.

I nodded. “Then go find something that excites you. Some event. Some adventure. Let me know what you pick.”

“Can do.” He kissed my forehead, then pulled his phone from the pocket of his khaki cargo shorts and walked into the living room. He dropped onto the couch and started scrolling, his thumb flicking with purpose as he browsed through upcoming excursions.

I sat there finishing my spaghetti, but my appetite was fading. A weird knot had settled in my stomach—tight and twisting, like something I hadn’t quite named yet. I told myself I was doing the right thing. That letting him go would be good for both of us. But as I watched him from across the room, excitement blooming on his face while he scrolled, I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d just made a mistake.


Chapter Two



Only a few days had passed before Ben came to me with something real. I was sitting at my vanity in a soft tank top and sleep shorts, running a flat iron slowly through my damp brown hair, trying to tame the waves before they dried into a frizzy mess. The morning light spilled across the floor in slanted beams, and I was still half lost in my thoughts when he walked in, phone in hand and a flicker of excitement in his eyes.

“It’s a rock climbing group,” he said, his voice careful but hopeful as he stepped closer. “They go out every weekend during the summer. I think I’m going to join.”

He held out his phone like it was good news. And it should have been. But the moment I looked at the screen, a pit began forming in my stomach—tight and low, like something sinking. My eyes scanned the photo. Eight people, all smiling in some sunlit group shot, hands on each other’s shoulders like they’d known each other forever. I might’ve said something encouraging if I hadn’t spotted her. The blonde.

Something in my chest went cold.

I pulled the phone from his hand and stood. “Wait… how did you find out about this group?”

Ben blinked at me. “What do you mean?”

I didn’t answer. I zoomed in on the photo and stared at the familiar shape of her face, the bright hair pulled back in a braid, the way her hand was resting casually on someone’s shoulder like she belonged there. “Did you get invited? Did a friend tell you about it? Like…” I swallowed. “Emma, maybe?”

Ben let out a soft breath, then reached for his phone, tugging it gently out of my hand. He turned away without another word and crossed to the other side of the room like he couldn’t stand to be looked at.

I waited.

“Fine,” he said finally. “Yeah. Emma told me about it. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

My throat tightened. The name felt like a bruise. I stood there, my arms limp at my sides, my heart racing even as the rest of me stood still.

Emma. His ex. The one who did like the outdoors. Who’d once gone camping solo for an entire week just because she wanted to "reset." I couldn’t even make it to the mailbox barefoot.

“She’s going?” I asked, barely recognizing my own voice. It came out thin and tight, like it had to fight its way past every fear I’d shoved down since the moment we met.

He didn’t answer, which was all the answer I needed.

“Do you come back at night or is it… like a cabin thing?” My voice cracked, the words choked by something sharp in my chest. I hated how desperate I sounded, how obvious my panic was.

Ben hesitated. Just long enough to confirm everything I was afraid of.

“You can’t share a cabin with her,” I said. “That’s out of the question.”

“Jeez, Lucy,” he said, turning back toward me. “Don’t you trust me?”

He reached for my hands, but I stepped back and let them fall to my sides again.

“She has everything I don’t,” I whispered, staring at the carpet. “And we haven’t exactly been… close… lately.”

I felt him move behind me before I felt his arms around my waist. He pressed himself against my back and rested his cheek on the crown of my head. His breath was warm, his voice soft.

“Lucy, she means nothing to me. You know that. The only thing we have in common is the whole adventure thing. That’s it.”

I closed my eyes, trying to believe him. But my heart wouldn’t settle. I turned in his arms until I was facing him, until I could look him in the eyes.

“But that thing… it’s everything to you.”

“No,” he said, and he didn’t hesitate this time. “You’re everything to me.”

He kissed me before I could argue. His lips found mine with a kind of urgency I hadn’t felt from him in weeks. His hand slid up the side of my face and into my hair, and I melted into him, even as my mind kept racing. He guided me gently to the bed, his body warm and solid as we sank onto the mattress.

He kissed my neck, his breath hot against my skin, while his fingers moved to the buttons of my blouse. One by one, he undid them, slowly exposing me to the cool air of the bedroom. I stared up at the ceiling, feeling the silk of the blouse slip off my shoulders and down my arms.

I couldn’t help thinking how different we were. I loved the feel of that silk—cool, smooth, luxurious. He loved cargo shorts and trail mix and whatever made him sweat.

He tossed my blouse aside and trailed kisses down my chest. His lips were soft. His teeth found the edge of my bra and tugged it down just enough to expose me. Then his mouth wrapped around one nipple, then the other, his tongue warm and wet as he circled each one, teasing until my back arched and a gasp escaped my lips.

Even then, with pleasure sparking through my nerves like firecrackers, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. About Emma. About how she had me beat in one crucial way. I couldn’t help wondering if this was his way of reassuring me—or distracting me.

I didn’t want to ask. I wanted to give. I wanted to make this the kind of sex he wouldn’t forget, no matter how many mountains he climbed with her nearby.

I pulled his shirt up and over his head, kissed him hard, and felt the shift in his body as the tension turned to hunger. He unclasped my bra while I fumbled with the button on his shorts, fingers trembling just enough to make it frustrating.

We kissed like we needed it. Like it could fix something. His hands gripped my waist, then slid down to my hips as we helped each other undress. Layer by layer, everything came off until there was nothing left between us. His skin was warm against mine, his body hard and familiar, the shape of him fitting perfectly over me.

His cock rested heavily against my wet pussy, the thick weight of it dragging slowly along my slit. He rocked his hips with careful control, the length of him gliding over my clit again and again, drawing out soft pulses of pleasure that made me twitch beneath him. His skin was warm, smooth with a thin sheen of sweat, and his kisses were tender, unhurried—each one landing softly along my jaw and neck like he didn’t want to rush this. Like he still loved me.

He pressed the swollen tip of his cock to my slick entrance and eased forward. My breath caught as he pushed in slowly, inch by inch, stretching me open with steady pressure. My body welcomed him, but it still felt like he was taking all of me, like there was no space left for anything else. He rocked his hips, thrusting deeper with each movement, and I clutched his shoulders hard. My legs wrapped around his waist, holding him close.

But something inside me twisted.

It wasn’t enough. Not tonight. I needed to do something more—something reckless and unforgettable. Something that would stick in his mind even if Emma was standing right next to him on some sunny mountaintop.

“Stop,” I whispered, breathless.

He paused, our eyes meeting. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I said, already reaching between us. I pushed at his hips, guiding him to slide out of me, his cock slick and flushed. I rolled onto my stomach beneath him, the movement instinctive and charged. His groan rumbled low in his chest as I repositioned myself, arching my back and lifting my hips.

I felt his cock rest along the small of my back for a second, hot and heavy. His hands moved gently—sweeping my hair away from my neck. He kissed the nape of my neck, then my shoulder, his breath warming my skin. His forehead pressed to my back as he shifted above me, angling himself toward my entrance again.

But I stopped him with one word.

“No.”

He froze. I reached back with a trembling hand, wrapped my fingers around his cock, and guided the wide, slick tip downward.

“Not there,” I murmured. “There.”

I pressed him to my asshole.

He went still.

“Are you sure?” he asked, voice low, hesitant.

I nodded. I knew why he was asking. I’d never let him fuck me there before—not once in all the time we’d been together. But tonight, I needed him to remember me. I needed to leave something behind in him that she never could. My heart thudded painfully as I swallowed hard and forced the words out.

“Yes.”

Ben exhaled slowly. He braced one hand against the small of my back, holding me in place. With the other, he reached beneath me, his thumb finding my clit with practiced ease. He circled it gently, warming my body back up, coaxing me into soft, slow arousal as he pressed the tip of his cock to my tight hole.

I gasped as the pressure started to build. He moved slowly, almost reverently, easing his way inside. My fingers clutched at the sheets, knuckles white, as the stretch became more intense. It burned. My muscles clenched involuntarily around him, and for a moment I wasn’t sure I could take it.

But then his thumb stroked my clit again. Gently. Patiently. And something shifted.

I began to open for him.

“How’s that?” he asked, his voice strained, as he sank deeper.

“It’s… good,” I said, breath hitching. Part of me was lying—there was still discomfort—but part of me meant it. As he pushed further inside, my body adjusted. I relaxed into the stretch, into the strange fullness of it. There was a heat that bloomed deep in my belly, sharper and more intense than anything I’d expected.

It was unlike anything I’d felt before. Almost more than I could handle.

His thick cock swelled inside me as he sank deeper. His thumb never stopped moving, drawing tiny, firm circles around my clit. I whimpered, burying my face into the sheets as he pulled back just enough, then pushed forward again.

And that was it.

Pleasure hit me like a wave crashing down—sudden and hot and overwhelming. My legs shook. My hands fisted the sheets, but this time it wasn’t from the stretch. It was from the sheer force of the orgasm ripping through me.

A moan tore out of me and I couldn’t stop it. My entire body clenched and pulsed, every nerve lit up. Ben groaned behind me, his rhythm shifting as he began to thrust, his pace still careful but growing more desperate. He gripped my hips and rocked into me, slow and deep, each stroke dragging a new gasp from my lips.

I turned my head to look at him, my eyes heavy and dazed, and kissed him over my shoulder. His mouth met mine hungrily. His hands slid over my ass, spreading me open as he pushed harder, faster.

“Fuck,” he breathed. His voice was raw now, his breathing ragged.

He filled me again and again, his cock driving deep into my body. I could feel myself still fluttering around him, my body not fully recovered from the orgasm. My muscles trembled, legs weak and shaking beneath me.

Then I felt it. The tension in his hips. The rough edge to his movements. He was close.

With one final, deep thrust, he let out a long, low groan and spilled inside me. I felt the hot rush of him filling me, and for a second, neither of us moved. We just stayed there, skin against skin, sweat cooling on our backs.

He withdrew slowly, and I felt the slippery warmth of his release slide out of me. My thighs quivered. I rolled to the side and he lay down beside me, pulling me into him. Our bodies were sticky and spent, tangled together under the covers.

I curled into him, my head on his chest, his heartbeat thumping steady beneath my cheek. My breath still came in short bursts, my body buzzing from the heat of his cock, from the risk I’d taken. From what I’d given him.

“I want to go with you,” I whispered.

He brushed his fingers through my hair, then kissed the top of my head. “No you don’t,” he said softly. “Don’t kid yourself. Nothing’s going to happen with Emma. I’ll pick something else for the summer. Something solo. You don’t have to worry.”

“No,” I said, lifting my head to look at him. I placed my hand on his chest. “I want to be outdoorsy for you. I want to learn to like it. I want to be what you need.”

“You are what I need,” he said. “Trust me. You don’t need to change for me.”

“But I want to,” I told him. “I want to share it with you. I want to be there when you’re out there chasing that feeling. I want to see what it does to you. I want to feel it too.”

He held me tighter and kissed my forehead again. “Sleep on it,” he said. “If you still feel the same in the morning, I’ll sign us both up.”

We fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms, bodies still warm and slick from everything we’d just shared. But even as I drifted off, I already knew.

I was going with him.

And I was going to show Emma just how much of an adventurer I could be.


Chapter Three



I trekked through the woods beside Ben, my boots crunching over fallen twigs and soft pine needles as I fought the urge to scratch the bug bites blooming along my legs. The heat clung to my skin, and the humid air made my hair frizz no matter how tightly I’d tied it back. I kept glancing toward Emma, never letting her out of my sight. She was just ahead of us, leading the way like she owned the trail, casting cheerful glances over her shoulder now and then with a bright, knowing smile that made my stomach twist.

Every time she turned around, I smiled back—carefully, politely—and waited until she faced forward again to swat at the flies and slap the mosquitoes biting at my thighs. I wouldn’t let her see how much I hated being out here. I wouldn't give her that satisfaction.

Ben stayed close, his hand brushing against mine every so often, and when the path narrowed, he reached for my hand outright, threading our fingers together like we were in this as a team. But even with the warmth of his grip, I couldn’t ignore the way his eyes drifted to her. The slope of her waist. The strength in her legs. Her posture, relaxed and confident, like she belonged out here in a way I never would.

He probably didn’t even realize he was doing it. Or maybe he did. Maybe he was just letting himself imagine it—what it would be like to fuck her again. Maybe that was all it was. Just a fantasy.

But the thought didn’t just make me uneasy because of what it meant about him. It made me uneasy because of what it stirred in me. My thighs trembled with each step. There was a heat between my legs I didn’t know what to do with. I kept trying to ignore it, to breathe past it, but it was there. The way she moved. The way he looked at her. The fact that I could picture it too, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

They were both beautiful. Strong. Athletic. And I… wasn’t. Not in the same way. Not in a way that made me feel like I belonged here, sweating under the weight of borrowed gear with dirt on my calves and a forced smile on my face.

And of course, Emma wasn’t just on the trip. She was leading it.

Out of all the groups Ben could’ve joined, he picked this one. Or maybe it picked him. Either way, she was the one in charge, calling the shots and giving the lessons.

Which meant I had to learn from her.

She called my name first when we reached the bouldering site. I barely had time to breathe before Ben gave me a gentle push on the small of my back.

“You’re up,” he said, grinning.

I hesitated, my feet rooted to the ground. I didn’t want to get closer to her. Not with the way my stomach flipped every time she looked at me.

But I stepped forward anyway.

The moment I approached, I caught the scent of her shampoo—floral and sweet, thick with hibiscus. Her blond hair was pulled up into a messy bun, wisps clinging to the back of her neck. It still looked damp, like she’d taken a dip in the lake before we arrived. She wore a bright yellow tank top that clung to her chest, and tiny blue shorts that made her tan legs seem even longer. Her light brown eyes sparkled in the afternoon sun as she smiled and handed me the ropes.

I took them without speaking, and she moved behind me to fasten the harness around my waist. Her fingers were quick and practiced, brushing across my stomach and hips with a professional kind of intimacy that made my thighs clench in response. I swallowed hard. Every muscle in my body was tight with tension. And of course, everyone was watching.

She leaned over my shoulder to check the harness. Her breath was warm against my cheek, and I turned my head without thinking.

Our eyes met. Our lips were barely an inch apart.

My breath caught. There was a pull there, unmistakable and immediate. I didn’t know what it meant. I didn’t know what to do with it. I just knew I wanted her closer.

Then she blinked and pulled away quickly, adjusting her bun like nothing had happened. The moment dissolved into air.

“You’re ready to climb,” she said casually, motioning Ben forward. “Why don’t you climb with her? Might make her feel more comfortable.”

“I’d prefer he belays,” I said, a little too fast.

Emma raised an eyebrow. “You don’t trust me to do it?”

“Not really, no,” I said, shrugging.

She laughed and put her hands on her hips. “Well, I guess you’re going to have to get over that.” She turned and called someone else forward to belay for Ben, then motioned for us to get into position. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Ben and I climbed together. Or tried to. I slipped a few times—my fingers sweating, my boots not catching right—but every time I lost my balance, he caught my hand.

“You don’t have to rescue her,” Emma called from below. “She can lean back at any time. I’ve got her.”

“You’re doing great,” Ben said quietly, ignoring her.

But my heart was racing. “I can’t do this,” I whispered, clinging to the rock. “I hate this. I can’t keep going.”

“Yes, you can,” he said. “Just follow my lead.”

I nodded and watched his hands and feet. Every motion he made was smooth, practiced. Like he was built for this. And somehow, I followed. I forced myself to mirror every placement, every pull. I didn’t think. I just moved.

It took nearly an hour, but we made it. At the top, he reached back and helped pull me over the final ledge. I collapsed onto the flat rock beside him, out of breath and sweating, but the view was… incredible.

The trees stretched endlessly in every direction, thick and green and shimmering in the breeze. The sun was starting to dip, casting everything in gold.

“You just climbed a hundred feet of boulder,” he said, smiling at me like I’d done something miraculous. “How do you feel?”

My chest rose and fell with every breath. My legs ached, my hands were scraped, and my shirt was damp with sweat. But for the first time all day, I wasn’t thinking about Emma.

I wrapped my arms around him and pressed my chest to his, my heart thudding hard between us.

“I feel amazing,” I said, grinning. “I fucking did it.”

He laughed and kissed me—hard, proud, full of something fierce and real. I melted into him, my arms locked tight around his neck, the thrill of what I’d just done buzzing through every nerve in my body.

When we finally broke the kiss, I looked down.

Emma stood at the bottom of the climb, her face tilted toward us, her expression unreadable.

I wondered what she saw when she looked up at us like that.

And I wondered what she felt. Watching her ex kiss another woman at the summit.

“Are you ready to come down?” Emma called up, her voice steady but light, like she already knew I was nervous.

I looked at Ben, my fingers still gripping the edge of the rock, heart pounding in my throat. The wind teased my hair across my cheeks, and my whole body trembled—not from exertion, but from everything that had been building between the three of us all afternoon.

“I’m scared,” I admitted quietly. “What if she drops me?”

“She won’t,” he said. “She’s good at what she does. Trust me.”

I nodded, but it still took effort to make my body move. My heart was hammering. I peeled one hand away, then the other, and lowered myself down a foot. My boots scraped against the boulder until I found a solid place to plant them. I leaned back slowly, forcing myself to trust the tension in the rope, to let my weight settle into the harness.

Adrenaline shot through me like a lightning strike. My breath caught in my chest, but I didn’t fall. She had me.

The descent was slow and controlled. I felt the rope shift, inch by inch, as Emma eased me down the face of the rock with complete focus. The world tilted and my mind floated somewhere between fear and exhilaration. When my boots finally touched solid ground again, I felt the high hit me all at once.

I’d done it.

She walked over and stood in front of me, her hands reaching for the harness clips without hesitation. Her fingers worked quickly at my waist, tugging straps, unfastening buckles. She leaned in close and I felt her breath—warm and faintly sweet—brush against my cheek.

I was still high on endorphins, my whole body humming. My brain wasn’t thinking in full sentences anymore. I just felt her.

And before I even realized what I was doing, I stepped into her and kissed her.

Just a soft press of lips. Quick. Thoughtless. Charged.

She stiffened against me, then pulled back, eyes wide with surprise. I blinked, breath catching. The moment stretched like elastic, and then I heard the shuffling of boots and voices behind us.

Everyone had seen.

Heat surged up my neck and into my face. My stomach dropped.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out, backing a step away. “Shit. I’m so sorry.”

Emma gave a quick, uneasy laugh. “It’s okay,” she said, trying to brush it off. “The climb does different things to all of us.” She winked, light and playful, but my knees buckled a little under the weight of it. I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me, forgiving me, or flirting. Probably all three.

“Hey, Emma!” one of the guys from the group called out. “Can I get a kiss on the way down too?”

“Not likely,” she said, her voice sharp now. Her whole posture shifted—shoulders squared, tone clipped—as she turned her attention back to the gear. She waved him forward and started hooking him into the harness like the interruption never happened.

I felt eyes on me from every direction. Whispers. Chuckles.

“Ben, you missed it,” someone said. “Your girl just kissed Emma.”

“She what?” Ben asked, his voice rising in surprise.

I looked at him, panicked. My mouth opened and closed. “I… uh… I don’t know what happened,” I stammered. “I just kind of… fell…”

That earned a full laugh from the group. “That was no fall,” said the guy. “I think they’ve got the hots for each other.”

Ben raised his eyebrows, playing along. “Really?”

My entire body was on fire with embarrassment. I felt like I was shrinking, like I could peel myself out of my own skin and disappear into the trees.

I turned and stormed off, boots slamming against the packed dirt trail. I couldn’t handle the attention. I didn’t want to hear another joke or see another look passed between them. I needed out.

“Lucy! Wait! Where are you going?” Ben called after me.

“To the cabin!” I shouted over my shoulder. “I need to get out of here!”

I heard him jogging to catch up. He caught me by the hand and slowed to match my pace, his fingers firm but gentle around mine.

“I’ll go with you,” he said.

“What about your group?”

“Emma’s got them,” he said, giving me a crooked smile. “She’s clearly in charge, right?”

I didn’t answer. I was too busy trying to breathe through my humiliation.

“So…” he said, bumping my shoulder lightly with his. “Did you really kiss her?”

I looked up at him and bit my bottom lip. My pulse was still thudding in my ears. I glanced back toward the rocks where the others were still climbing and turned back to Ben.

“Yeah,” I said. “I did.”

He grinned. “That’s hot.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Maybe next time I could watch?” he added, half-joking, but still testing the waters.

“Trust me,” I said, trying to sound confident even though I was still buzzing. “There won’t be a next time.”

But even as I said it, I wasn’t sure I believed myself.

Because the feel of her lips was still on mine. And her wink? That was still tingling down my spine.

And I couldn’t have been more wrong.


Chapter Four



Ben and I had the cabin to ourselves for the first time all day. The fire crackled gently in front of us, casting a soft, flickering glow across the room. We were curled up on the sofa, legs tangled, my head resting on his shoulder. The smell of woodsmoke lingered in the air, and the warmth from the hearth had begun to lull me into something that felt almost like peace.

But then the front door creaked open behind us.

I turned, startled, and saw Emma standing in the doorway. Her cheeks were flushed from the hike, her blond bun slightly messier than before, strands falling loose around her temples.

“Emma?” Ben said, straightening slightly. “Did you leave everyone out there?”

“They’ll be fine,” she replied, stepping inside and shutting the door behind her. “I put Hugh in charge. He knows the ropes as well as I do.”

I glanced at Ben. He nodded like that checked out.

Emma’s gaze shifted to me. Her expression was unreadable at first—focused, a little nervous. She held her breath for a second, then let it out slowly.

“I wanted to talk to you,” she said. “Lucy, right?”

“Yes,” I said, sitting up straighter. “I’m really sorry about earlier. That kiss… it wasn’t planned. I didn’t mean to put you in a weird spot.”

She raised her hand, shaking her head. “No. Don’t be. I’m the one who’s sorry.”

I blinked. “What are you sorry for?”

“For acting weird about it. For freezing up.” She reached up to adjust her bun, fingers fiddling with the loose strands. Her eyes darted between me and Ben, searching. “The truth is… I’ve been watching you all day. I wanted to kiss you too.”

Ben let out a soft laugh, almost like a cough. “Be my guest,” he said quickly, but both of us turned and shot him the same look.

“Seriously?” I asked her. “I thought you were watching him.”

She smirked. “Oh, I was. You’re both easy to look at. But it wasn’t just about that. I guess in my wildest fantasy…” She paused, a flush creeping into her cheeks. “I could have you both.”

“Shit, Emma. Are you serious?” Ben was now leaning so far over the arm of the sofa he looked like he might tumble off it. His voice had gone low, disbelieving.

Emma looked down at her feet, then back at me. “It’s embarrassing to say out loud, but yeah.”

The room went still.

I didn’t say anything at first. Just watched her. The flicker of the fire danced in her eyes, and the tension in the room started to hum—soft and low, like a distant drumbeat. We still had hours before the others made it back. The fire was warm. The door was shut. And I was tired of overthinking everything.

I stood and walked toward her slowly. She didn’t move, didn’t flinch. I reached for her hand and felt the strength in her fingers as they curled around mine. Then, without a word, I led her down the hallway and into the nearest bedroom.

“Ben?” I called out over my shoulder. “Are you coming?”

He was off the couch in seconds. “Oh, I’m definitely coming,” he said, practically tripping over himself to follow us.

Inside the bedroom, I pushed the door shut and turned the lock.

The three of us stood there for a moment, breathing. Watching. Waiting.

And then we moved.

Emma’s hands were on my clothes, tugging at my shirt, sliding it up over my head as I unhooked her bra and let it fall. Ben kicked off his shoes, peeled off his shorts, and yanked his shirt over his head in one fluid motion. Emma and I stumbled toward the bed, already kissing, already pulling at the last pieces of fabric between us. Her hands were in my hair, her mouth hot and eager against mine.

Ben climbed onto the bed behind us, but Emma and I were tangled together first—skin to skin, lips parting, chests pressing.

Our breasts brushed as we kissed, nipples pebbling from the heat and contact. I cupped her full, soft tits in my hands, moaning when she mirrored me, her thumbs grazing my nipples before her mouth dipped lower. Her tongue circled one, then sucked it in between her lips, slow and deliberate.

My fingers threaded through her hair, clutching as I gasped. Ben slid in behind me, his warm palm finding the curve of my other breast. He kissed the side of my neck as his hand squeezed gently, his thumb brushing my nipple in rhythm with Emma’s mouth.

It was dizzying. I couldn’t believe how good it felt—how right it felt to have both of them touching me like this.

My pussy was soaked.

Emma pulled back slightly, her lips swollen and pink. “I want to see you suck his cock,” she said, her voice low and thick with want. “I want to see how you look with a full mouth.”

I didn’t hesitate. I turned toward Ben, dropped to my hands and knees, and reached for his cock.

It was already hard—thick and long, the way I remembered, with that familiar curve that always made me clench when he hit just right. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft and stroked slowly, letting the slick tip brush against my lips before I opened up and took him into my mouth.

Emma knelt beside me. I could feel her breath on my shoulder, then lower. She cupped Ben’s balls in her hands and kissed them, her tongue darting out to tease as I took more of him into my throat.

We licked and sucked him together, our mouths meeting occasionally as we worshipped his cock. Our tongues brushed as we took turns, then kissed again, greedy and wet, unable to keep our hands off each other.

Ben groaned above us, one hand on the back of my head, the other resting gently on Emma’s neck. His hips rocked forward and back, slow and steady. He was watching everything—eyes wide, jaw clenched.

I pulled away just long enough to kiss Emma again, her lips sticky with spit and swollen from everything we’d just done. Then I laid her back on the bed and crawled between her thighs.

Her pussy was bare and already glistening. The scent of her arousal hit me hard—sweet and sharp and so intoxicating I could hardly think.

I ran my tongue up the length of her slit, slow and deliberate, before circling her clit and sucking gently. She gasped, her hips rising off the bed as she grabbed at the sheets. My hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as I worked her with my mouth—licking, teasing, then sucking harder as her moans got louder.

Behind me, I felt Ben’s hand slide up the curve of my ass. His cock pressed against my dripping pussy, and then I felt the hot, thick tip ease inside me.

I moaned into Emma’s clit, the sound vibrating through her as she shuddered beneath my tongue.

Ben pushed in deeper, filling me, stretching me open slowly with each thrust. The rhythm of his hips matched the flick of my tongue as Emma’s hands dug into my hair, her whole body trembling.

We were a chain of sensation—one movement feeding the next. Every moan, every thrust, every gasp sent shockwaves through all three of us.

Ben slid into me from behind, his hands tight on my hips as he pulled almost all the way out before driving back in. The rhythm of his thrusts quickened, stronger each time, his hips snapping against my ass with a wet, hungry sound that filled the room. The force of him rocked my whole body forward, and with every thrust, my tongue was pushed deeper into Emma’s pussy.

She tasted incredible—salty and sweet, the heat of her arousal clinging to my lips. Her thighs trembled on either side of my face as I licked her, my mouth moving in slow, deliberate strokes until her breathing turned ragged and she started crying out my name. Her fingers dug into the sheets, her spine arching as she came hard, her body quaking with the kind of release that looked more like surrender than climax.

It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

Emma collapsed back against the mattress, flushed and panting, her chest rising and falling in uneven waves. Her lips parted. “I want to switch.”

I blinked up at her, still catching my breath. “What?”

“I want to taste you while your boyfriend fucks me.”

The words hit me like a jolt—hot and electric. My stomach twisted. I wanted to say yes. I also wanted to run. The idea of Ben being inside her, even after everything that had already happened, still felt like a line I hadn’t crossed. Not really. Not yet.

What if he liked her better? What if he wanted her again?

But something darker pushed through the fear. Curiosity. Craving. The same hunger that had driven me up that boulder hours ago now pulsed low in my belly. I wanted to see them. I wanted to watch. And I wanted to be touched while it happened. To feel everything.

I lay back on the bed, my thighs still damp, my whole body still aching. Emma moved between my legs slowly, her breath hot against my pussy as she settled in.

She kissed me softly at first, her lips brushing my slick folds like she was savoring the moment. Then her tongue dragged up the length of my slit, ending with a tight swirl over my clit that made my hips jerk.

I moaned. I couldn’t help it.

I lifted my head just in time to see Ben move behind her. His cock was hard and glistening as he positioned himself at her entrance. He locked eyes with me for a second—just long enough to check in, to make sure I wasn’t going to stop it.

I could’ve said something then. That was my moment. My chance to pull the plug before any invisible boundary shattered.

But I didn’t.

I watched as he pushed forward and slid into her, his thick cock disappearing inch by inch into the woman he used to love.

Ben’s mouth fell open, and his head tipped back slightly as he sank all the way in. His eyes fluttered closed like he was remembering her. Remembering how she felt. I couldn’t stop myself from wondering if she felt better than me. Tighter. Wetter. More familiar.

But God, the sight of them together was so fucking hot.

Emma moaned against my pussy, her tongue never stopping. She worked her fingers inside me, slow and deep, curling them just right as she circled my clit. Her mouth was confident, practiced. She knew exactly what I needed and gave it to me without hesitation.

Ben fucked her hard, gripping her hips and driving into her with force. Her body rocked with every thrust, her ass smacking against his thighs, her breasts swaying with the motion. His abs flexed with the effort, and I could tell he was close. He always tensed like that right before he came. That tightening, that quiet growl that built low in his throat.

He was going to come for her.

He was going to come inside her.

And I was going to come watching him do it.

Emma flicked her tongue over my clit faster now, her fingers moving in time with Ben’s thrusts. The pressure built fast—too fast—and then I was gasping, my voice breaking into a scream as I clenched around her fingers. I came hard, grinding against her mouth, my thighs squeezing her face as I pulled her head tight to my pussy.

Ben groaned behind her, thrust one final time, and I knew he was filling her. I could feel the way his body jerked. The low, broken sound that escaped him. It wasn’t just sex anymore. It was something raw. Something we’d all just given into.

Emma collapsed forward, her cheek resting on my thigh. Ben pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with both of us, and rolled to the side.

But I wasn’t finished.

I crawled over Emma’s body, straddling her hips to get to Ben. I took his still-hard cock in my hand and brought it to my lips. I licked it clean—slow and messy. I could taste her on him. I could taste the three of us mixed together. And I knew something had changed.

I wouldn’t ever be able to fuck him again without remembering this. Without remembering her.

That thought didn’t scare me. It turned me on.

A new idea bloomed in my mind, wicked and irresistible. I glanced down at Emma and then slid back between her thighs.

She let out a soft gasp as I lowered my mouth to her pussy.

My tongue found the mess Ben had left inside her, warm and sticky. I stretched as far as I could, licking her slow and deep, cleaning up everything he’d given her. She moaned and tangled her fingers in my hair, stroking gently as I devoured her.

I didn’t stop until she was shaking again beneath me.

Finally, the three of us collapsed on the bed, tangled in each other. My cheek rested on Emma’s chest, her skin soft and damp beneath mine. Ben lay behind me, his arm draped protectively around my waist.

Emma stroked my hair in slow, soothing movements, and I felt her lips press lightly against the top of my head.

For so long, I’d been afraid of losing Ben.

But I’d never once considered I might gain something instead.

Wrapped up in both of them, their skin against mine, I’d never felt so wanted. So complete.

And the best part?

The weekend had only just begun.
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