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      The hum of the highway settles into a rhythm, like the sound of white noise in the background of my thoughts. The air vents blow steady, but the car is still warm from the late-morning sun filtering through the windshield. I tug the hem of my sundress across my thighs, more for comfort than modesty, because Kendall is sitting up front with her bare feet on the dash like she owns the place, and I know Jason is sneaking glances at her legs every so often. He probably thinks I don’t notice, but I do.

      Kendall tosses her head back, sunglasses perched in her hair instead of over her eyes, and keeps talking about some guy she met at a bar last weekend. “He had this whole bad-boy biker vibe going for him. Leather jacket, tattoos, smirk that screamed I don’t text back. I thought, okay, maybe he’s my type for one night. Then I wake up to a text that says, and I quote, ‘Your beautifull’—with two Ls.”

      Jason snorts, shaking his head as he keeps his eyes fixed on the road. “That’s tragic.”

      “Tragic is one word for it,” Kendall replies, flashing me a look over her shoulder. “Definite dealbreaker. If a man can’t spell, he’s not getting into my bed.”

      I laugh, though my shoulders tighten the way they always do when the conversation veers toward sex. With Kendall, it usually does. She doesn’t shy away from it. She revels in the details, flaunts her escapades like someone showing off vacation photos. And Jason eats it up more than he wants me to notice.

      “You’re too picky,” Jason teases, his voice warm but edged with curiosity.

      “No,” Kendall says quickly, wagging a finger. “Not picky—selective. There’s a difference. Besides, someone has to balance out you two. You’ve been married, what, five years? And you’re already basically an old couple. Date nights scheduled like dentist appointments. Matching pajamas. Probably missionary-only sex by now.”

      “Kendall,” I groan, pushing my hair back from my face.

      Jason laughs under his breath, and I swat his arm. “Don’t encourage her.”

      “I’m only teasing,” Kendall insists. “You guys are disgustingly perfect. It’s not fair. Meanwhile, I’m one bad Tinder date away from swearing off men entirely.”

      “You’ve sworn off men a dozen times,” I remind her.

      “Yeah, but I never mean it,” she says with a grin, stretching her long legs across the dash. The denim of her cutoffs is frayed, the threads brushing her smooth thighs. My stomach twists when I notice Jason’s glance flicker down before he catches himself.

      I shouldn’t notice. I shouldn’t care. Kendall has that effect on everyone—she fills up a room, pulls all the attention to her like it’s effortless. She’s always been bold and beautiful, the kind of woman men notice in an instant. Even women notice. I’ve never admitted how much I do, but sometimes, when she laughs too loud or tosses her hair back, I feel the tug of her magnetism like a secret lodged in my chest.

      “So what’s the plan once you ditch me in the city?” Kendall asks. “Candlelit dinners? Moonlit walks? A couples’ spa package? Vanilla sex at a respectable hour?”

      Jason chokes on his laugh, and I whack his shoulder again. “She’s impossible.”

      He grins, eyes crinkling at the corners. “She’s not wrong, though. We do have the spa package booked.”

      Kendall gasps dramatically, pressing her hand to her chest. “Of course you do. My God. You two really are an ad for marital bliss. Do you even fight?”

      Jason glances at me, then back at the road. “Sometimes.”

      “About socks,” I say dryly. “And how he leaves them all over the floor.”

      Kendall laughs so hard she nearly doubles over. “That’s it? That’s your marriage conflict? Socks?”

      “Hey, don’t minimize it,” Jason says, mock-serious. “It’s a recurring issue.”

      Her laughter fills the car, bright and contagious. I find myself smiling too, though under it all there’s that prickle of defensiveness, the way her words stick like burrs. Perfect marriage. Sorted out. Bliss. If only she knew how many nights Jason and I spend sitting across from each other at dinner with silence heavy between us. How often I lie awake, wondering if this is it. If comfort and predictability are all that’s left.

      Kendall leans her head against the seat and sighs. “God, I need your life. Or at least your husband.”

      Jason stiffens, and I feel my body tense right along with him.

      She’s joking. She has to be joking. That’s what Kendall does. She pushes buttons, tests boundaries, thrives on shock value. But she doesn’t take it back right away. She just smiles lazily, eyes closed like she didn’t just drop a grenade into the car.

      Jason clears his throat. “Careful, Kendall.”

      “Relax,” she says with a laugh, waving her hand. “I’m kidding. Sort of.”

      I laugh too, because what else can I do? My cheeks burn hot, though, and not just from embarrassment. There’s something under her words, something that makes the air in the car shift. Jason’s jaw tightens, his hands steady on the steering wheel, but I can feel the heat radiating off him.

      I look out the window at the endless highway, my reflection faint against the glass. My heart is beating faster than it should, and I don’t know if it’s from irritation or something else.

      We stop for gas an hour later, and Kendall insists on buying snacks. She comes back with an armful of chips, candy, and bottled water, dumping them into the backseat with me then slipping in beside me leaving the passenger seat empty.

      “Road trip essentials,” she declares, tearing open a bag of sour gummies and offering me one.

      Jason shakes his head with a smile as he fills the tank.

      I pop one into my mouth and nearly wince at the tang. “You’re going to rot your teeth.”

      “Worth it,” she says, her lips stained a little pink from the sugar. She leans closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Besides, I know Jason likes it when I suck on things.”

      My eyes widen. “Kendall!”

      She bursts out laughing, clutching her stomach, and I throw a gummy at her. It sticks briefly to her tank top before falling into her lap.

      “You’re awful,” I mutter, but I can’t help laughing too. I know I should be mad, jealous, or worried. But the truth is, I’m not. I never have been. The truth is, part of me likes it when Jason looks at her.

      Jason climbs back into the driver’s seat, raising a brow. “Do I even want to know?”

      “Nope,” I say quickly, shooting Kendall a glare.

      She winks at me, unbothered. “Girl talk.”

      The rest of the drive hums with that same energy—lighthearted banter, Jason trying not to laugh at Kendall’s outrageous comments, me stuck between wanting to scold her and wanting to crawl into the part of myself that wonders what would happen if I stopped pretending to be above it.

      By midafternoon, the car is really heating up, sunlight streaming through the windows. Kendall naps with her head tilted toward me, hair falling across her face. Jason glances at her in the rearview mirror, his expression unreadable.

      I watch him watch her, the smallest twitch at the corner of his mouth betraying thoughts I don’t want to imagine. But the problem is—I am imagining them. And worse, I’m imagining myself there too.

      Her bare knee brushes mine when the car jolts over a bump, and heat pools low in my stomach. She doesn’t move away. Neither do I.

      As the miles slip by, Kendall stirs awake and stretches, her tank top riding up enough to expose a sliver of toned stomach. Jason’s gaze flickers again. This time I catch it fully, and for a moment our eyes meet in the reflection of the rearview mirror.

      He knows I see him. I know he can see me seeing him.

      And then Kendall yawns and says, “God, this trip is already the best. I love being stuck with you two. You’re the only couple I can stand for more than a day.”

      She grins, oblivious to the way the air has shifted again.

      I force a smile, but inside, my pulse won’t settle. Something is stirring—dangerous, tempting, impossible to ignore.

      I tell myself it’s nothing. Just Kendall being Kendall.

      The dashboard light blinks red, followed by a low hiss I’ve never heard before. Jason mutters something under his breath and guides us to the shoulder, the car groaning like it’s in pain. When he kills the engine, silence drops heavy, the kind that makes every sound sharper—the tick of cooling metal, the whoosh of passing cars, the faint rush of wind over dry grass.

      “Tell me that’s not what I think it is,” I say.

      Jason rubs the back of his neck, frowning at the gauges. “Overheated. Damn it.”

      Kendall leans forward, peering over the seat. “Translation: we’re stranded in the middle of nowhere.” She pulls out her phone, squinting at the screen. “And of course, I’ve got one bar. One. This is how horror movies start.”

      Despite myself, I laugh. “If a guy with a chainsaw comes out of the woods, you’re bait. You know that, right?”

      She gasps in mock outrage, clutching her chest. “Excuse me? I’m the one who would survive. You two would be too busy holding hands and whispering sweet nothings while I save the day.”

      Jason chuckles, pushing his door open. “Sweet nothings, huh? You really don’t know us at all.”

      He gets out, lifting the hood. A puff of steam curls upward, and the heat rolling off the engine hits me even from inside the car. Kendall groans dramatically, tossing her head back against the seat.

      “It’s ninety degrees and climbing,” she moans. “I’m going to melt into this leather.”

      I roll down the window, but the breeze is hot and sticky, doing nothing to ease the sweat prickling at my skin. My sundress clings to the backs of my thighs, and I shift uncomfortably, fanning myself with a map we grabbed at the gas station.

      Kendall pulls her tank top away from her chest and fans herself too, exposing just enough cleavage to make me glance before I can stop myself. I swallow hard and look away, cheeks warming, but not from the sun.

      Jason comes back to the driver’s side, wiping sweat from his forehead. “We’re going to need roadside assistance. I’ll call it in.”

      He scrolls on his phone, voice low and practical, while Kendall turns her attention back to me. She grins, her teeth catching the light. “Well, Vanessa. Looks like you’re stuck with me for a while longer.”

      “Lucky me,” I say, trying to sound light, but something in my chest tightens.

      She shifts closer, her bare knee brushing mine. The contact is small, probably unintentional, but the warmth of her skin lingers. My pulse jumps, and I don’t move away.

      “You know,” she murmurs, lowering her voice just enough so Jason won’t hear, “if this was a horror movie, I’d make sure you survived. I’d protect you.”

      Her words are teasing, but the way her eyes hold mine makes it feel heavier. My lips part, some half-formed reply caught in my throat, and for a moment the heat in the car feels charged, like something I can’t name is pressing in around us.

      Jason’s voice cuts through. “Tow truck’s on its way. Hour, maybe more.”

      Kendall leans back, sighing. “Great. One whole hour to slowly bake alive.”

      She strips off her tank top in one smooth motion, leaving only a thin sports bra stretched across her chest. She tosses the top into the backseat like it’s nothing.

      “Jesus, Kendall,” I whisper, darting a look at Jason.

      “What?” she says innocently, though her grin betrays her. “It’s hot. Don’t act like you’re not dying too.”

      Jason keeps his eyes trained firmly out the window, but his jaw works, tense. I know him too well—I can feel the effort it’s taking him not to look.

      I force a laugh, fanning myself faster with the map. My throat feels dry, my skin humming, and I realize the air between us has shifted again. It’s not just heat anymore. It’s something heavier, darker, a current I can’t stop noticing.

      Kendall stretches, arching her back, and her sports bra rides up just a little. She knows exactly what she’s doing. She always does.

      “God,” she says, leaning her head back, “I feel like I could just peel out of my skin. Vanessa, remember summers when we were kids? Lying around in your parents’ backyard, barely wearing anything, just trying not to faint from the heat?”

      I swallow. “Yeah. I remember.”

      Back then it was innocent—girls sprawled on towels, dripping popsicles staining our fingers. But remembering it now, with her so close, so exposed, the memory tilts, reshapes itself into something else. Something I can’t push away.

      Jason clears his throat again, and I see the way his knuckles whiten on the steering wheel. He’s pretending not to notice, but his body tells another story. To gain some distance, he exits the car and returns to the front.

      Kendall notices too. Of course she does. Her grin widens as she shifts even closer, her shoulder brushing mine now. The smell of her—coconut sunscreen and sugar from the candy she’s been eating—wraps around me, dizzying.

      “Guess it’s not so bad, being stuck out here,” she murmurs. “We’ve got shade, snacks, and each other.”

      The words shouldn’t make my stomach flip. They shouldn’t make my pulse race. But they do.

      I look at her, really look. Her golden hair sticking to her damp skin, her lips glistening where she licked sugar from them, the curve of her chest rising and falling with every slow breath.

      Something inside me sparks, low and deep, and I can’t help but wonder—what would it be like to lean in, just once? To blur that line we’ve kept between us for years?

      The thought terrifies me. But it also thrills me.

      Before I can chase it further, Jason shuts the hood with a loud clang. “Tow truck’s thirty minutes out now. Guess the guy was closer than they thought.”

      I jump at the sound, as though caught in something I shouldn’t be thinking. Kendall just smirks, unbothered, and squeezes my knee before pulling back. The touch lingers long after she moves away.

      The car is still hot, still suffocating, but the warmth on my skin feels different now—heavier, charged, impossible to ignore.

      The tow truck lurches to a stop in front of the motel, its neon sign buzzing faintly in the twilight. The kind of place you pass a thousand times on the highway and never imagine actually stepping inside. The paint was peeling, ice machine clattering on the side, a faded row of doors all lined up like weary soldiers.

      “Charming,” Kendall mutters, sliding out of the truck behind me. She looks around with narrowed eyes, her arms crossed under her chest, like she’s already bracing herself for bedbugs.

      Jason thanks the driver, then grabs our overnight bags from the trunk. His jaw is set, his movements efficient, but I can tell by the tight line of his shoulders he’s just as unimpressed as Kendall.

      “Come on,” he says. “Let’s get checked in.”

      The lobby smells faintly of stale coffee and lemon cleaner. A dusty ficus droops in the corner, and behind the counter a tired-looking man scrolls on his phone. When Jason explains the situation, the man barely looks up before sliding a single key across the counter.

      “Only one room left.”

      Jason blinks. “Just one?”

      The man shrugs, already returning his attention to his screen. “It’s the weekend. You want it or not?”

      Kendall turns to me, wide-eyed. “One room? As in one?”

      My stomach twists. “Apparently.”

      “Absolutely not,” she says, shaking her head. “No way I’m third-wheeling in the honeymoon suite.”

      Jason rubs the bridge of his nose, his patience thinning. “It’s not a honeymoon suite, Kendall. It’s just a room. And it’s either that or we sleep in the parking lot.”

      I glance toward the glass door, out to the tow truck already pulling away, the driver disappearing down the road. We don’t have a choice. The reality presses in on me like the lingering heat of the day.

      “Let’s at least go check it out,” Jason says finally.

      He pockets the key and leads the way, and I follow, Kendall at my side, grumbling under her breath. Our shoes crunch on the gravel until we stop in front of a chipped blue door. Jason pushes it open, flicking on the light.

      The room is… better than I expected. Clean enough, if a little dated. Beige walls, a floral print bedspread, curtains that don’t quite meet in the middle. There’s a queen-sized bed against one wall, a dresser with a small TV bolted on top, and a sofa shoved into the corner that looks about two sizes too small for anyone over five feet tall.

      “Oh, hell no,” Kendall says immediately, throwing her hands up. “There’s only one bed.”

      My heart stutters, even though I knew this was coming. Seeing it—seeing the bed, the sofa, the lack of any other option—makes it more real. More dangerous.

      Jason sets the bags down by the dresser. “Okay. I’ll take the sofa. You two can have the bed.”

      I glance at him. “Jason, that sofa’s tiny. You’ll be miserable.”

      “It’s fine.” His voice is steady, but his eyes flick briefly toward Kendall before shifting away. “I’m not making her sleep on it.”

      Kendall smirks, tilting her head. “Aw. Chivalry isn’t dead after all.”

      Jason doesn’t take the bait, just pulls at his collar like the room is already too warm.

      I walk over to the bed, smoothing a hand over the spread. “It’s not like it’s the first time you and I have shared a bed,” I say to Kendall, but mostly to myself.

      And it’s true. There have been plenty of sleepovers, vacations, nights when one of us crashed at the other’s place after too many drinks. It was always easy, effortless, safe.

      But this doesn’t feel the same. Not with Jason here. Not with his presence thickening the air, not with the way his eyes dart between us like he’s trying not to look too long.

      Kendall flops onto the bed, bouncing a little against the mattress. “Fine. I call this side.” She stretches out, her tank top riding up enough to expose a strip of her stomach. She doesn’t bother adjusting it.

      I try not to stare. Jason definitely tries not to stare.

      The silence that follows is heavier than it should be.

      “Well,” Kendall says finally, propping her head up on her hand, “this is going to be fun. One big slumber party.”

      Her grin is mischievous, her eyes glinting with something I can’t quite name. Teasing, yes. But more than that. A dare, maybe.

      Jason clears his throat. “I’ll go see if there’s a vending machine.” He grabs his wallet and steps outside, the door clicking shut behind him.

      The room feels instantly smaller without him. Kendall turns onto her back, staring at the ceiling. “You don’t actually mind, do you?” she asks.

      “Sharing a bed? No. We’ve done it before.”

      She turns her head, her gaze sliding to mine. “But never with him here.”

      My breath catches. “It’s not… it’s not a big deal.”

      Her lips curve, slow and knowing. “If you say so.”

      She rolls onto her side, propping her cheek in her palm, and studies me like she can read everything I’m trying not to show. My pulse quickens under the weight of it, heat pooling low in my stomach.

      I force myself to look away, focus on the window, the outdated curtains, anything but her. But my skin still hums, every inch aware of the bed beneath us, of the empty space Jason will eventually return to fill.

      It’s just one night, I remind myself. Just one room.

      But as Kendall shifts closer, the mattress dipping under her weight, I know it’s not just the bed that’s too small. It’s the distance I’ve been trying to keep between us, and it’s shrinking faster than I can stop it.

      Shortly after Jason returns, Kendall sits up from the bed. “I don’t know about you guys, but I need a shower. That heat was no joke.” She practically skips her way into the bathroom but only cracks the door. Then I hear the water running.

      I spare Jason a glance on my way to the bathroom to remove my make-up. Kendall and I have shared bathroom time before, and I want to freshen up, too. Or that’s what I tell myself, at least.

      The bathroom fills with steam the second Kendall turns the water on. The mirror fogs, the cheap overhead light smears into a halo, and the whole room smells like synthetic citrus and hot porcelain. I hover in the doorway with my makeup bag in hand.

      “Mind if I sneak in?” I ask. “I want to take my face off before it melts off.”

      “Get in here,” she calls over the spray. “Plenty of steam for both of us.”

      It is the most normal thing in the world. I have done this a dozen times with her, in crummy hostels and nice hotels and my apartment when we were twenty-three and believed sleepovers solved everything. I tell myself that as I step inside, close the door, and set my bag beside the sink.

      The glass shower door is fogged white. Kendall’s outline moves behind it in blurred strokes: an arm lifted to shampoo, the slope of a shoulder, the long line of a thigh when she angles toward the spray. The sound is loud in here—water pattering tile, her humming some pop hook under her breath. I focus on my reflection and start with my mascara, swiping a pad under my lashes until the black gives way to skin.

      “God, this feels amazing,” she says, voice softened by steam. “I think I sweated out half my personality on the side of that highway.”

      “You were very brave,” I say, and she laughs.

      I reach for cleanser and rub in slow circles. The steam makes everything feel close, intimate, like the room itself is breathing. Her silhouette turns again and I catch the suggestion of hip, the curve of back as she rinses her hair. It is nothing I have not seen. It is also everything, because I am suddenly aware of how my skin feels under my dress and how I am breathing through my mouth. I drop my gaze to the sink and rinse.

      “Do you think the bedspread is clean or clean-ish?” she asks.

      “Clean-ish,” I say. “I saw the vacuum lines on the carpet. I’m placing all my hope in that.”

      She snorts. “I am sleeping on my side of the sheets like a church mouse.”

      I smile and step back to blot my face. The towel is rough, the hotel kind that drinks water and leaves you pink. Behind the glass, she lifts her face into the spray, throat extended, and I feel a quick spark low in my belly. It surprises me enough that I freeze, towel pressed to my cheek, like maybe stillness will reset whatever is happening.

      I angle away and force my thoughts into safe channels. Lip balm. Hair tie. Night routine. This is ordinary. It is just steam and a shower and us.

      I tuck everything back into my bag and grip the zipper. My pulse climbs when I glance up and catch another suggestion of her through the glass—nothing explicit, just the softness of a woman at ease in her own skin. It hits me that the door on the other side of this room leads to Jason, channel surfing, pretending he is not imagining any of this. That thought drops like a warm pebble into deeper water.

      “I’m going to head out,” I say, as much to myself as to her.

      “Okay,” she says over the water. “Tell your man I’m almost done.”

      The endearment lands too sweet. I swivel, open the door, and let the cooler air of the motel room kiss my face.

      Jason is propped against the headboard, remote in hand, clicking through a blur of cable options that all look the same. Sports, local news, a cooking show where someone is flambéing something with too much confidence. He looks over when I come out and pats the spot beside him. I sink onto the bed, the mattress dipping toward his weight.

      “Find anything?” I ask.

      “Only proof that TV is a wasteland,” he says. “But this bed is better than it looks.”

      I lean into his shoulder. The cotton of his T-shirt is warm from his skin. I set my palm on his thigh, casual at first, then a little firmer, tracing the seam of his jeans with my thumb. He tips the remote down, interest sliding from the television to me.

      “We should add an extra day to our trip,” I say. “Make up for this lost one.”

      His mouth crooks. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

      He covers my hand with his. Heat rolls between us, familiar, safe. It should settle me. Instead it makes me sensitive to every tiny thing—the scrape of denim under my fingertips, the soft indent of the quilt against my knee, the faint hiss of the bathroom fan.

      The bathroom door opens with a hush and Kendall steps out in a cloud of citrus steam. She has a towel wrapped high around her chest, a second one twisted around her hair. Droplets string along her collarbone and catch in the hollow above her sternum, bright as beads. Her legs are bare, clean and flushed from heat. The towel hits midthigh and tilts when she walks, a careless sway.

      Jason’s eyes slide to her before he can stop them. It is a flicker, fast and guilty, but I see it because I am looking right at him. I follow his gaze and then I am staring too. The sight pins me, but in a different way than it pins him. I catalog details. The damp lashes. The sheen on her shoulders. The little twist of terrycloth at her chest where she’s tucked the edge in. My stomach drops and lifts at once, a strange rollercoaster of feeling.

      Jealousy arrives in a thin flare, sharp and bright. Right behind it lives something darker, warmer, humming under my skin. I imagine the water sliding over her in the shower and my mouth goes dry. Jason shifts, small and tense beside me, and I know he feels me noticing. I know he is cataloging me cataloging her.

      Kendall crosses to her suitcase like she is oblivious, though I have known her long enough to guess that she clocks everything. She kneels on the carpet and flips the top back. The towel rides up another inch and then settles. She rummages like a magpie, humming, pulling out soft cotton and a pair of sleep shorts.

      “Do you mind?” she asks, looking up with a grin that is all teeth and mischief. “I’m going to get dressed now.”

      We both react like we’ve rehearsed it. Jason turns his head toward the TV. I angle my face toward the window and the late neon buzz slanting through the curtains, as if the parking lot suddenly merits deep interest. My hand, which has been idling on Jason’s thigh, tightens without my permission.

      He sucks in a breath, not loud, but it hits me everywhere. The muscle under my palm is hard, the kind of tension that comes from self-control and wanting. Heat flashes through me and I keep my eyes trained on the curtain. I do not look at his lap to see if he’s hard. I do not look at Kendall. Restraint feels like a thread that could snap at a single wrong move.

      Behind us there is the whisper of towel and the soft swish of fabric. The lightest scrape of a drawer. Kendall’s perfume, warmed by her skin and the shower, curls into the air—coconut and something sweet, the same scent from the car but heightened, intimate. I hear the faint hitch of fabric as she tugs the towel free from her hair. Water ticks onto the carpet. She shakes her head and the sound is a gentle, rhythmic shiver. It lands somewhere under my ribs.

      Jason’s thumb strokes over my knuckles once, a small apology or a small admission, I cannot tell which. The gesture threads through me. I loosen my grip on his leg but do not pull away. My chest feels tight and open at the same time, like I have held my breath too long and also like I cannot stop drawing air.

      “Okay,” Kendall says after a moment, cheerful, oblivious on the surface. “Crisis averted. Pajamas achieved.”

      I let myself look. She has pulled on a thin sleep tank and soft shorts that cling in places I would rather not stare at. Her hair hangs damp around her shoulders. She smiles like nothing at all just happened, like this is any other night on any other trip.

      Jason risks a glance and catches mine instead. For a second we see each other seeing her, and the mirror of it makes something click into place I have been pretending not to hear. Jealousy is there, yes. It bites at the inside of my mouth. But arousal is there too, dense and warm, and it does not recede when I bite back the first.

      Kendall fluffs her pillow like she owns the bed and drops onto her side with a soft bounce. She reaches for her phone and scrolls. The television murmurs, a sitcom laugh track filling the space where words should go.

      Jason’s stomach growls before any of us say it aloud. He rubs his hand over his middle, sheepish. “I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving.”

      “Finally,” Kendall says, sitting up on the bed. “I thought I’d have to gnaw on the complimentary soap.”

      I laugh, relief loosening my chest. “Takeout?”

      “Takeout,” Jason agrees, pulling out his phone. A few taps later he has a menu pulled up for the one place still delivering this late. Greasy diner food, nothing fancy, but it will do. We each rattle off our orders—burgers for them, a salad for me—and Jason makes the call.

      By the time the food arrives, the room smells of fried onions and ketchup. We spread everything across the low dresser and eat with our fingers, perched wherever we can. Kendall sits cross-legged on the bed, tearing fries in half and feeding them into her mouth like she’s performing for an invisible audience. Jason eats quickly, head down, though I catch his eyes sliding toward her more than once.

      Kendall notices too. Of course she does. She pops a fry into her mouth, chews slowly, then grins at me. “This is fun. Girls’ night with a chaperone.”

      Jason snorts. “Chaperone?”

      “Yeah,” she says breezily, reaching for another fry. “You’re the designated dad. Making sure we don’t stay up too late gossiping and painting our nails.”

      I laugh, though my throat is tight. “He’s terrible at rules. He’d be asleep first.”

      Jason raises a brow but doesn’t rise to it. He lets Kendall’s words float in the space, then turns his attention back to the TV, scrolling aimlessly through channels again. The low light from the screen paints his face in shifting color, and for a moment I imagine what he looks like to Kendall—broad-shouldered, easy smile, dark hair falling across his forehead. The thought makes my pulse skip.

      When the cartons are empty and our fingers greasy, we toss everything into the trash by the door. Kendall sighs dramatically and pats her stomach. “That was disgusting and perfect. I regret nothing.”

      “Same,” Jason says.

      I wipe my hands on a napkin and glance toward the bed. “I think I’m calling it. Long day.”

      Kendall stretches, arms high above her head, her tank top riding up enough to show a strip of stomach. “Same.” She hops off the bed, grabs her phone, and crawls back under the covers like she’s settling in at home.

      Jason lingers, remote in hand, pretending to still be invested in the TV. But his eyes flick toward us, watching as I slide under the sheet beside Kendall. The mattress dips under my weight, and suddenly the bed feels much smaller than it looked before.

      Our shoulders brush. Then our hips. The accidental, unavoidable kind of contact that should mean nothing but makes my skin tighten everywhere. I shift slightly, but Kendall shifts too, and the brush of thigh against thigh lingers.

      She grins sideways at me, whispering just loud enough for me to hear. “Cozy, huh?”

      “Very,” I murmur, though my voice comes out thinner than I’d like.

      Jason clears his throat. I glance at him as he settles on the couch, pretending he isn’t watching.

      Kendall stretches her legs under the sheet, her toes grazing my ankle. The touch is fleeting, light, but it jolts through me like a spark. I can feel the warmth of her body seeping across the narrow divide, the scent of her shampoo faint in the pillow between us.

      “Girls’ night,” she says again, soft and playful, rolling onto her side so she’s facing me. Her hair falls across her shoulder, damp strands curling against her cheek. “You and me, like old times.”

      My throat is dry. “Old times,” I echo, though it feels nothing like old times. Not with Jason sitting so close, not with the air thick with things none of us are saying.

      Kendall props her head in her hand, eyes gleaming in the glow of the television. “Remember when we used to stay up until sunrise? Talking about boys, about how our lives were going to turn out?”

      “I remember.”

      Her smile softens. “Not quite what we pictured, is it?”

      My chest tightens. I think of the word she used in the car—perfect. The way it stung even as it flattered. I don’t answer.

      The silence stretches. Jason shifts again, his hand pressing against his thigh, the fabric of his jeans pulling taut. My gaze flickers there before I catch myself. When I look back up, Kendall’s watching me, a small smile playing at her lips.

      She rolls onto her back, shoulder pressing into mine. “Don’t hog the blanket,” she murmurs, tugging the sheet higher.

      “I’m not,” I protest, but I let her have it anyway.

      Kendall turns onto her side again, facing me. Her knee brushes mine under the sheet. I hold still, afraid moving will make it more obvious—or make me miss it.

      The television hums softly, forgotten. Jason shifts on the sofa, back to us, though I know he’s awake. His breathing isn’t the steady rhythm of sleep; it’s the careful kind, measured, like someone pretending.

      Kendall’s hand tucks under her cheek. Her eyes search mine in the dim light. Something flickers there. Mischief, but also something gentler. Tender. My heart thuds.

      I close my eyes, but I don’t move away. Our shoulders are pressed, our knees almost aligned, the sheet tangled around both of us. Jason is right there, pretending not to pay attention, and the weight of it presses down like a secret none of us want to say aloud.

      The night is quiet except for the sound of our breaths and the faint buzz of the neon sign outside the window. I should sleep. Instead I lie there, hyperaware of everything: Kendall’s warmth, Jason’s presence, and the sense that the distance between what is allowed and what I want has thinned to almost nothing.

      The room goes dark when I click off the TV. The soft glow from the neon sign outside seeps through the curtains, washing everything in a faint red that makes the shadows look deeper.

      Beside me, Kendall adjusts on the mattress, the sheet tugging across my hip as she rolls onto her side. I’m on my back, staring at the ceiling, but I can feel her facing me, her breath fanning lightly across my shoulder.

      For a while, we just listen. Jason’s even breathing from across the room. The faint whine of a truck somewhere on the highway. The two of us, too close under the same sheet, sharing the same warmth. Half an hour goes by, and I’m no closer to sleeping. Apparently, neither is Kendall.

      “You awake?” Kendall whispers.

      “Yes,” I murmur.

      “Too much fried food,” she says, voice low and amused. “My skin is getting flushed all over again.”

      I smile into the dark. “That’s your punishment for ordering chili fries.”

      “Worth it.” She shifts again, her knee brushing mine under the covers. The touch is light, probably unintentional, but it makes my body hum with awareness.

      Another pause. Then, softer: “Does it ever feel weird? Being married?”

      The question lands heavy in the dark. I turn my head, though I can barely make out her features, just the shape of her hair against the pillow. “Weird how?”

      “Like… one day you’re free to do whatever you want, and the next you’re locked into this—forever.”

      I let out a quiet breath. “Sometimes.”

      It feels strange to admit it, stranger still with Jason only a few feet away. But once the words are out, more tumble after them. “Sometimes I look at you and I feel jealous. You get to live however you want, no strings attached. You try on men like shoes. If one doesn’t fit, you toss him aside and find another. I don’t get that anymore.”

      Kendall is quiet for a beat, then she laughs softly. “Trust me, it’s not as glamorous as it looks. I’d trade most of those nights for someone who actually stayed.”

      Her tone softens, and her hand shifts on the sheet between us, close enough that I feel the warmth radiating off her skin. “But jealous, huh? Didn’t expect that from you.”

      Heat creeps up my throat. “I didn’t mean it like—”

      “No,” she cuts in gently. “I get it.”

      Silence again. This one heavier, charged. I can hear Jason shift faintly on the couch, the fabric of the blanket dragging, though his breathing stays steady, as if he’s asleep.

      Kendall leans closer, her whisper brushing against my ear. “Want to borrow it for a night?”

      “What?”

      “Freedom. And I’ll borrow your husband.”

      The words hang there, wicked and playful, but threaded with something deeper. My chest tightens, my stomach flips, and I feel the air catch between us.

      “That’s not funny,” I whisper back, though my voice doesn’t sound convinced, even to me.

      “Who says I’m joking?” she teases, but her tone is softer than usual, not the bright, sharp humor she wields in daylight. This feels like an invitation wrapped in a dare.

      I swallow, unable to find a reply. The mattress dips slightly as she settles back, but I can feel her watching me, waiting. My skin tingles everywhere our bodies are close—the brush of shoulder, the press of knee, the faint drift of her hair when she shifts.

      My hand grips the sheet at my side, twisting it tight. Across the room, Jason exhales, the sound quiet but not quite even. For a heartbeat I wonder if he’s awake, if he’s listening to every word. The thought sends another current through me, sharp and startling, as if the room itself is alive with everything we’re not saying.

      Kendall’s voice comes again, barely audible. “You don’t always have to be perfect, you know. You can want things. Even if they’re… different from what you’re told to want.”

      I close my eyes. The words settle into me like a secret. Dangerous. True.

      The silence stretches until the motel hum is the only sound again. My heart won’t slow. Every breath feels like it’s dragging me closer to a line I’m not sure I can uncross.

      Kendall shifts once more, her body curling toward mine. Her thigh brushes my hip under the sheet and stays there, warm and steady.

      I don’t move away.

      Beside me, Kendall shifts again, rolling closer until her knee brushes mine. My breath stutters.

      Neither of us speaks. The silence feels too heavy for words. I can sense Jason across the room, the steady rhythm of his breath under the blanket. Asleep, I tell myself. Or pretending to be.

      Kendall moves closer. Her hair slides against the pillow, strands tickling my arm. She doesn’t stop when her thigh presses against mine. The warmth of her body seeps through the thin sheet, through my skin, into the places I’ve been trying to ignore.

      I should roll away. I should laugh it off, make a joke, keep the boundary we’ve always had. But I don’t.

      Her hand brushes mine under the sheet, tentative, almost like an accident. Then her fingers curl against my knuckles. My chest tightens.

      Slowly, so slowly, she leans in. Our noses nearly touch. I can smell her shampoo, faint and sweet from her shower.

      And then her lips brush mine. Just a whisper of contact—soft, cautious, questioning.

      I freeze. My mind screams stop, but my body doesn’t listen. The kiss lingers, light as a feather, and then her mouth presses again, firmer this time.

      A soft sound escapes me, half gasp, half surrender.

      Jason stirs on the sofa. The springs creak, fabric rustles. My eyes fly open, heart hammering. But he doesn’t speak. He just shifts, breathes, still and watchful.

      Kendall pulls back a fraction, her eyes glinting in the faint neon light. “Vanessa,” she whispers, almost a question.

      I should end it. I should tell her no. But instead, I lean forward and kiss her back.

      This time, it isn’t slow. Her lips are warm, insistent, coaxing. My body answers with a shiver, my fingers curling into the sheet between us. Her mouth parts, and the kiss deepens, soft and slow, exploratory. It tastes like salt and heat and something forbidden I’ve been aching for without knowing.

      Every inch of me is alive.

      Her hand slides up, brushing over my hip beneath the sheet. The touch is light, testing, but it ignites a fire under my skin. My breath comes quicker, my chest rising and falling against hers as we kiss again, deeper, hungrier.

      “Wait,” I whisper, though I don’t pull away.

      Kendall’s hand lingers at my waist, fingers tracing lazy circles. “Tell me to stop,” she breathes, her lips brushing mine.

      I can’t. I don’t want to.

      Instead, I kiss her harder, my hand finding her shoulder, then the smooth curve of her arm. Her skin is warm, damp from the lingering heat of the shower. I let myself feel the shape of her, the muscles flexing under her skin as she moves closer.

      Her thigh slides against mine, higher now, pressing between my legs through the sheet. The friction makes me gasp.

      Across the room, Jason shifts again. My body tenses, caught in the collision of desire and fear.

      “Kendall,” I whisper, but it comes out like a moan.

      Jason’s name slips from me before I can stop it. “Jason…”

      My husband doesn’t answer. He doesn’t move. But I know—God, I know—he’s awake. Watching. Pretending not to.

      Kendall’s mouth finds mine again, swallowing my words. Her hand slides higher, under the edge of my night slip, fingertips grazing the bare skin of my thigh. The sensation shoots straight through me, sharp and sweet.

      “I can’t,” I whisper, even as I arch into her touch.

      “Yes, you can,” she murmurs, lips tracing the line of my jaw. “No one’s stopping you.”

      Her fingers trail upward, brushing the edge of my panties. The contact is feather-light, but it makes my hips jerk. A soft sound escapes my throat before I can bite it back.

      I glance toward Jason, my vision hazy in the neon glow. His back is still to us, his breathing slow and deliberate. He could stop this. He doesn’t.

      The tension winds tighter. My pulse throbs in my ears, my body trembling between restraint and the need to give in.

      Kendall kisses me again, deeper, her tongue teasing mine, her hand slipping bolder along my skin. The sheet tangles around us, heat building with every brush, every moan muffled in the dark.

      I clutch at her arm, half to steady myself, half to hold her closer. The world narrows to her touch, her lips, the fire pooling low in my belly.

      The motel fades away. Jason’s presence fades into a shadow, silent but heavy, a constant reminder that makes every second hotter, sharper, more dangerous.

      Kendall’s mouth leaves mine only long enough to whisper, “God, you’re shaking.”

      “I know,” I breathe, my voice breaking on the edge of a moan.

      The heat builds, unbearable and irresistible. Every movement, every stolen sound, is restrained urgency, the kind that feels like it could snap at any second.

      And even though part of me knows this is the point of no return, I don’t stop.

      I can’t.

      Kendall’s lips are still on mine, hot and insistent, when I hear it—the soft catch of breath from across the room. Not the steady rhythm of someone asleep. The sharp, involuntary sound of someone aroused.

      Jason.

      My pulse jumps, panic and desire crashing into each other inside me. I break the kiss, chest heaving, and turn my head toward the sofa. The shadows blur his outline, but I can see the rise and fall of his chest, the way his arm shifts against the blanket.

      Kendall notices too. She follows my gaze, her mouth curving into a wicked smile. “He’s paying attention,” she whispers, low enough that it feels like she’s brushing the words straight against my skin.

      A flood of heat rushes through me, so intense it almost knocks me off balance. I should be mortified. I should shove her away, bury myself under the covers, pretend none of this happened. Instead, a shiver of arousal tears through me, sharp and undeniable.

      “Kendall…” My voice trembles.

      She kisses me again, softer this time, teasing, as though daring me to decide. When she pulls back, her eyes are gleaming in the neon haze. “What do you want, Vanessa?”

      I glance at Jason. He’s given up pretending. His face is turned toward us now, his features tense and hungry, eyes catching what little light there is. The blanket is pulled across his lap, but it does nothing to hide the hard outline beneath it. My husband—silent, transfixed, utterly undone.

      Something inside me breaks open. The shame twists into something darker, hotter, a rush of power and need.

      I lean close to Kendall, my lips brushing her ear, and say the words that feel like crossing a threshold I can never come back from.

      “Come here.”

      The invitation is meant for both of them.

      Jason’s body goes taut. He doesn’t move right away, like he’s afraid this is another dream that might dissolve if he reaches for it.

      Kendall smirks, her hand gliding over my hip as she murmurs louder, playful now, taunting him. “You heard her.”

      For a moment the room is silent except for our breathing, ragged and uneven. Then Jason rises from the sofa, the thin blanket falling away, and the sight of his arousal, blatant now, straining against his jeans, makes my mouth go dry.

      My heart pounds so hard I can feel it in my throat. The air is electric, thick with the weight of what’s happening, what we’re letting happen.

      Kendall shifts onto her back, her arm draped casually behind her head, as if she’s perfectly at ease being the center of attention. Her legs brush mine under the sheet, a deliberate nudge, daring me to feel everything.

      Jason stops at the edge of the bed. He looks at me first, not her. His eyes are searching, needing. Permission.

      I nod, the smallest motion, but enough.

      He exhales hard, as though he’s been holding his breath for hours.

      Kendall tilts her head, grinning. “Guess this isn’t just girls’ night anymore.”

      I laugh, shaky and breathless, the sound cracking open the last of my resistance. My hand reaches for Jason’s, pulling him closer. His skin is warm, trembling faintly, and when his knee hits the mattress, the bed dips under his weight.

      The three of us are so close now.

      Jason leans down, his lips brushing mine—familiar, anchoring—but I feel Kendall pressed against my other side, her fingers still tracing circles on my skin. My body is caught between them, every nerve alive, every boundary unraveling.

      I know this is it. We’ve crossed the line. There’s no going back.

      Jason’s weight on the mattress changes everything.

      He kneels at the edge of the bed, hesitating like he’s not sure where to start, while Kendall is already at my side, bold as ever, fingers tugging at the hem of my night slip. Her grin is wicked, daring, and I can’t look away.

      “Let’s get this off you,” she whispers, and before I can second-guess, she pulls the fabric up over my hips.

      The air hits my bare skin and I gasp, my heart pounding. Jason’s eyes widen, his gaze drinking me in like he’s never seen me before—even though I know every inch of me is already familiar to him.

      Kendall leans down and kisses me again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding against mine, her hand smoothing over my thigh. I moan into her mouth, my hands clutching the sheets for balance. She tastes like salt and heat, like the secret I’ve been holding back for years.

      Jason watches, frozen, reverent. His breathing is ragged, his eyes fixed on the way Kendall kisses me like she owns me.

      I reach for him blindly, my hand curling around his wrist. “Come closer,” I whisper.

      It’s all the permission he needs. He climbs onto the bed beside us, his hand cupping my face as he kisses me too. His mouth is firmer, familiar, anchoring—but Kendall’s hand is still stroking my skin, her nails grazing lightly, keeping me suspended between the two of them.

      The sensation is overwhelming—two different touches, two different mouths, both of them pouring into me at once.

      Kendall slips her fingers between my thighs and laughs softly against my neck, pulling back just enough to speak. “God, Vanessa. You’re so wet.”

      She slides lower, her lips brushing down my throat, across my collarbone, her tongue leaving a trail that makes my body arch. Jason kisses me harder, his hand slipping into my hair, but I can feel how close he is to breaking apart.

      When Kendall’s mouth grazes the swell of my breast, I jolt. She pauses, glancing up at me with a wicked glint. Jason groans softly, the sound catching in his throat.

      For a moment, Kendall and Jason’s eyes meet over me—hers daring, his wide and overwhelmed. Then Kendall lowers her mouth and takes my nipple between her lips.

      The shock of it rips a sound out of me, half gasp, half moan. My hips lift off the bed without permission, searching for friction. Jason grips my hand tight, his thumb stroking over my knuckles as if to ground me.

      “Oh my God,” I whisper.

      Kendall pulls back just enough to smirk. “You taste so good.”

      Jason lets out a strangled groan, and then he’s kissing me again, desperate now, while Kendall slides her hand down, under the waistband of my panties. Her fingers brush me, and I cry out, burying my face against Jason’s shoulder.

      It feels too good, too much, the heat coiling in my belly sharp and urgent.

      Kendall’s voice is low, playful. “She’s so wet for us.”

      Jason groans, his forehead dropping against mine. “Don’t… don’t stop.”

      I open my eyes and see him—my husband, flushed and undone, looking at me like I’m something holy and forbidden at once. And Kendall, bold and grinning, her fingers stroking me in steady, teasing circles.

      The two of them together are too much. And not enough.

      “Jason,” I whisper, reaching for him.

      He hesitates, torn, but then Kendall grabs his wrist and presses his hand to my hip. “She wants you too,” she says, and there’s no mistaking the hunger in her tone.

      Jason slides his hand lower, trembling, until his fingers join hers. The sensation makes me cry out again, my back arching, my body caught between their touches.

      Kendall laughs softly. “See? Perfect husband.”

      Jason kisses me harder, his breath ragged. “God, Vanessa… you feel amazing.”

      Their hands move together, their rhythm building, until I’m panting, writhing, clutching at both of them like I’ll fall apart if they stop. Kendall nips at my shoulder, playful, while Jason whispers my name against my mouth, reverent.

      The dam is gone. The three of us are tangled, breathless, a wild, frantic dance of hands and mouths and heat.

      Kendall pulls back just long enough to shed her own top, tossing it aside with a grin. Her skin glows in the dim light, her breasts full and perfect, and my hands reach for her without thinking. The feel of her—softer than Jason, curving under my palms—sends another jolt of heat through me.

      Jason groans, his eyes fixed on us, his arousal straining against his jeans. He looks wrecked, like he can’t believe this is real.

      I tug at his shirt, pulling him closer. “Jason,” I whisper, “don’t just watch.”

      That’s all it takes. He yanks his shirt over his head, then lowers himself between us, kissing me deeply before turning his mouth to Kendall too. She laughs, surprised, but kisses him back, bold as ever.

      The three of us are a knot of limbs and lips, every touch feeding the fire higher.

      Kendall’s hand slides between my thighs again, and this time Jason follows, their fingers brushing as they stroke me together. I cry out, louder now, the sound filling the motel room.

      Kendall’s voice is a purr against my ear. “You love this, don’t you? Both of us touching you.”

      I can’t answer. I can only moan, my body trembling on the edge.

      Jason kisses me again, his words breaking against my mouth. “So beautiful. So perfect.”

      The heat builds and builds, every nerve lit, until I know I’m going to break. And I don’t care. I want to.

      But before I can come, Kendall removes her fingers and slides lower on the bed, kissing along my stomach and hip bones on the way.

      I watch as I take my husband’s cock, bringing it to my mouth. Jason braces against the headboard behind me, thrusting his cock in deeper while he watches Kendall push my legs wide and lower her mouth over me.

      Kendall’s mouth on me feels like fire and silk at once, a contradiction I can’t hold in my mind for more than a second before sensation shatters thought. My head tips back against the pillows, my fingers twisting helplessly in the sheets as her tongue teases me closer to something I don’t want to admit I need. I’ve only ever known Jason this way, only ever imagined intimacy belonging to us alone. But here I am—spread open, gasping for air, trembling under the shocking pleasure of my best friend’s lips.

      Every stroke, every flick, every slow, deliberate swirl drags me tighter and tighter toward the edge. I suck Jason harder, faster, more hungry and desperate than I’ve ever been. His groans are new, created just for her, for us, and I can’t believe we’re really doing this.

      My body doesn’t care that it’s wrong, doesn’t care that she’s a woman, doesn’t care that this is a line I swore I’d never cross. It only cares about the sweet heat gathering low inside me, the pressure building until I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t fight it.

      The climax rips through me so hard I cry out, my back arching off the bed, my thighs clenching around her shoulders as waves of release shake me apart. It’s overwhelming—hot, dizzying, a shuddering surrender that leaves me clutching at her hair, pulling her closer instead of pushing her away. When the tremors fade, I expect her to stop, to laugh it off, to retreat and leave me shaking with shame and relief.

      But she doesn’t stop.

      Instead, Kendall shifts. Slowly, deliberately, like she’s known all along this moment was coming. She drags her mouth upward, her lips pressing over the curve of my stomach, her breath searing trails against my damp skin. Strands of her hair cling to me, sticky with sweat, tangling with mine. And then she rises higher, her body moving over mine until the heat of her thighs brackets my ribs.

      “Jason, I want you to fuck your wife. Feel how wet she is. And I want her to taste how wet I am for her.”

      Jason lets out a growl. He’s not used to being bossed around in the bedroom, but I think he’s willing to make an exception.

      I can barely catch my breath before Kendall straddles my face and lowers herself onto me. Her scent fills my senses, her taste floods my tongue the instant I open to her. It’s shocking—wild and intoxicating, impossibly intimate. Her pussy, the part I’ve never let myself think about, is now pressed against my mouth, demanding, desperate.

      I press my tongue up to meet her, letting instinct guide me where experience can’t. She gasps, her thighs tightening around my face, her hips rocking forward as if she’s been starving for this as much as I have. I drink her in greedily, drowning in her sweetness, in the way she trembles when my tongue finds the places she craves. It’s euphoric, forbidden, and yet it feels so natural I can’t remember why I thought I was straight, why I thought this was impossible.

      Jason’s weight shifts beside me, grounding me even as he pushes me higher. I feel his hands at my hips, his weight between my legs. He presses the head of his cock to my slick pussy and inches in. The familiar press of his body claiming mine falls in perfect rhythm. The bed rocks with his thrusts, his breath falling hot against my neck, but his hands reach above me—sliding up to Kendall’s breasts, cupping them, squeezing as if he needs to feel her come apart too.

      The sound of him—his low groans, the way her cries tumble over mine—floods the room until it feels like the air itself is vibrating. I’m caught in the middle of them, suspended beneath my husband and my best friend, between what I swore was sacred and what I can’t stop craving.

      I should feel guilt. I should feel fear. I should feel like everything we are is unraveling, torn apart by one reckless choice.

      But I don’t.

      I feel lightheaded. Delirious. My heart hammers in my chest, my body sings with sensation, my mind can’t hold onto anything except the way they both make me feel. Swept up, consumed, I’m drowning in the impossible ecstasy of giving myself to them both—of sharing my marriage, my friendship, my body in a tangled knot of pleasure that feels more real than anything else in the world.

      Kendall moves above me, frantic now, chasing her own edge. Jason’s hands knead her, tugging her closer, urging her on. And then he shifts. He pulls out from me and scoots forward, his cock pressed flush against Kendall’s ass, as he moves to claim her in a way I’ve only ever imagined.

      I can only watch, stunned, as boundaries blur further. Kendall tilts her hips, welcoming him, and the sound he makes as he fills her tight hole is guttural, primal. I feel the vibration of it through my chest. She cries out above me, shaking, clutching at his arms while I keep my mouth on her, unwilling to let go of the taste that’s undoing me piece by piece.

      It should be too much. It should shatter me. But the sight of them together, the sound of my husband claiming her while she writhes against my tongue—it makes me burn hotter than I knew was possible. It’s reckless.. And yet, in this tangled collision of bodies and need, everything feels achingly right.

      Jason’s moans mingle with Kendall’s ragged breaths, and I’m trapped under them, feeding on her, surrendering to him, letting my own arousal spiral until I’m teetering on the brink again. Every nerve in my body is alive, every boundary obliterated, every fear swallowed up by the tidal wave of pleasure crashing over us.

      Jason leans one arm back and begins to play with my clit, making me cry out against Kendall’s pussy. My tongue dips and teases in and out of her. I suck on her clit while my own is teased, all while Jason pounds into Kendall’s ass, seeking release.

      I taste her. I hear him. I feel them both surrounding me, inside me, through me, until I can’t tell where I end and they begin.

      Kendall’s body trembles above me, every muscle strung tight, every sound spilling out of her throat raw and unguarded. Jason drives into her with a force that shakes the mattress, his grunts turning ragged, desperate, the sound of a man chasing the end as fiercely as she is. And I’m caught beneath it all—her taste flooding my mouth, his hand working me until I’m writhing under his touch, until the world outside this bed ceases to exist.

      The three of us move like a single pulse, a fevered rhythm that builds and builds until I’m certain I’ll come apart. My cries are swallowed against Kendall’s body, muffled by her skin as pleasure claws through me with a vengeance. I can’t breathe, can’t think, can’t hold back. I break against Jason’s fingers, the climax ripping through me, shaking me so hard I nearly throw her off me. But I don’t. I hold on, desperate to give her what she’s giving me.

      She bucks harder, riding my mouth with a frantic rhythm, her hands tangling in Jason’s arms as he pounds into her from behind. Her voice cracks on my name, then his, then nothing at all—just a choked scream as she shatters, her release pouring over my tongue. The taste of her pushes me higher, my body still spasming in echo, a chain reaction of pleasure that won’t let me come down.

      Jason holds her tight, his thrusts turning frantic, punishing, until he groans so deep it vibrates through both of us. His body jerks, slamming flush against hers as he finally spills over the edge, burying himself in her with a guttural cry that sounds more animal than human. The tension leaves him in a flood, his weight sagging against her back as he gasps for air.

      For a moment, everything is chaos—panting, shaking, sweat-slicked skin tangled together with no beginning and no end. And then the world tilts into silence. Only our breathing remains, ragged and uneven, filling the darkened room like a confession.

      Kendall slumps forward against the headboard, her body still quivering as I cradle her hips. Jason withdraws and collapses beside us, his arm heavy and protective as it drapes across my waist, pulling both me against him as Kendall finally collapses to the other side of me. We’re a mess—damp, trembling, undone—but in the middle of that tangle I feel a strange, impossible peace.

      I should be panicking. I should be consumed with guilt. But as Kendall’s heartbeat pounds against my chest and Jason nuzzles my neck with a tired groan, all I feel is a dizzying, dangerous kind of rightness. Like everything we are, everything we could be, has just been rewritten in fire and sweat and the taste of her still lingering on my tongue.
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        * * *

      

      Sunlight presses against my eyelids, warm and insistent. The first thing I notice is the heat—bodies on either side of me, their weight pinning the sheet low across my waist. The second is the mess: clothes scattered across the motel carpet, shoes tipped onto their sides, Jason’s jeans half inside out near the door.

      I shift and blink my eyes open. Kendall’s blonde hair spills across my shoulder, her arm flung loosely around my stomach like she’s claimed me in her sleep. Jason’s hand rests over my hip from behind, steady and protective, his chest pressed into my back. For a moment, I just lie there, suspended in the haze of memory—kisses, touches, sounds that still make my skin prickle.

      Jason stirs first. He presses his lips to the back of my neck, a smile curving against my skin. “Morning,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough with sleep.

      I hum a faint reply, trying not to move too much with Kendall wrapped around me. But she shifts anyway, letting out a groan that turns into a laugh. “God, this pillow smells like sex,” she mumbles.

      I snort, clapping a hand over my mouth to keep from waking the rest of the motel. Jason chuckles too, his breath warm against my skin. “That’s because it does.”

      Kendall lifts her head, her hair tangled, eyes still half-closed but mischievous already. “Well, aren’t we overachievers.”

      Her gaze darts between us, the grin on her lips lazy but knowing. I expect the panic to hit me any second—the guilt, the regret, the spiral of what we did and what it means. But it doesn’t. Instead, I feel lighter. A little sore, a lot wrung out, but somehow freer than I’ve felt in years.

      Jason reaches for his phone on the nightstand, squinting at the screen. A red notification flashes, and he presses play. The voicemail fills the room with the clipped voice of the auto shop. “Good morning, this is Dan over at Miller’s. Just letting you know your car’s ready for pickup anytime today. You’ll just need a ride out here.”

      Jason drops the phone onto the bedspread and groans. “Guess our little detour is over.”

      “Aw,” Kendall says, curling against my side again. “And here I was starting to like roadside motels.”

      I laugh, brushing her hair back from her face. “You hated it last night.”

      She smirks. “I changed my mind.”

      Jason props himself on one elbow, looking down at both of us, his expression softer than I’ve seen it in a long time. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this glad a car broke down.”

      Heat creeps into my cheeks, but I don’t look away. “Neither have I.”

      Kendall wiggles between us, sighing dramatically. “Okay, but who’s buying breakfast? Because after all that cardio, I need pancakes. At least three.”

      Jason shakes his head, grinning. “You’re impossible.”

      “And you love it,” she fires back, her voice sing-song.

      I laugh, pulling the sheet higher around us, though modesty feels ridiculous after the night we’ve had. The room is warm with sunlight and the faint hum of traffic outside, but in here, it feels like we’re in our own bubble. Tangled, tired, messy—but together.

      Kendall stretches, pressing a kiss to my cheek before rolling away to grab her phone. Jason’s hand finds mine under the sheet, fingers curling around it with a quiet squeeze. When I glance at him, his smile is small but full, his eyes soft in a way that tells me he’s not just thinking about last night—he’s thinking about everything after.

      I don’t know what happens when we leave this motel. I don’t know if this was a wild detour or the start of something none of us saw coming. But as Kendall hums under her breath and Jason’s thumb strokes over my knuckles, I realize one thing with absolute certainty.

      The road trip didn’t go the way we planned.

      It went somewhere better.

      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      Letting Her In

      Shared Heat

      She Won My Husband

      Tempting the Coach

      Lessons in Temptation

      Fully Exposed

      The Cheerleader’s Dare

      My Husband and My Boss

      Room Share

      Thin Walls

      Shared Focus

      Her Husband’s Gift

      Show Me Everything

      One Kiss Too Far

      Her Favorite Student

      Jealous Heat

      The Flirt Next Door

      Her Favorite Flavor

      Moving In On Him

      Birthday Massage

      Busted

      A Helping Hand

      Her Turn With Him

      She Let Me Watch

      His Free Pass

      Our First Video

      Put in Her Place

      The Secret Between Us

      Dare to Watch

      Ours to Share

      Sharing the Sitter

      Crossing the Line

      A Deal With Desire

      More Than Roommates

      Her First Taste

      The Other Woman’s Terms

      More Than Friends

      The Fire Between Us

      Shared Between Us

      All the Right Moves

      The Boss’s Offer

      Power Play

      Just a Taste

      Triple the Heat

      Dirty Games

      Her Eyes on Him

      What She Wants

      Her Rebound

      Stay the Night

      Just Like Hers

      The Guest Room

      Room for Three

      The Perfect Gift

      Enemies

      Dirty Little Secret

      Caught By My Boss

      Loaning Him

      Ex-Boyfriend

      Her Rival

      Leaving Her Mark

      Side Hustle

      His First Wife

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Polyamorous (8 Books)

      Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

      Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

      Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

      Girls that Watch (9 Books)

      Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

      Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Curious Wives (8 Books)

      Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

      Temptation (13 Books)

      Deep Desires (8 Books)

      Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

      Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

      Experimenting (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

      Watching Them (6 Books)

      Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

      FFM Couples (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing (6 Books)

      First Time Sharing (7 Books)

      Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

      FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            New Release Updates

          

        

      

    

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

      Click here to join my newsletter!

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

      No spam, just romance goodies!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want More Stories?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Check out my full catalog!

      

      

      New releases:

      Letting Her In

      Shared Heat

      She Won My Husband

      Tempting the Coach

      Lessons in Temptation

      Fully Exposed

      The Cheerleader’s Dare

      My Husband and My Boss

      Room Share

      Thin Walls

      Shared Focus

      Her Husband’s Gift

      Show Me Everything

      One Kiss Too Far

      Her Favorite Student

      Jealous Heat

      The Flirt Next Door

      Her Favorite Flavor

      Moving In On Him

      Birthday Massage

      Busted

      A Helping Hand

      Her Turn With Him

      She Let Me Watch

      His Free Pass

      Our First Video

      Put in Her Place

      The Secret Between Us

      Dare to Watch

      Ours to Share

      Sharing the Sitter

      Crossing the Line

      A Deal With Desire

      More Than Roommates

      Her First Taste

      The Other Woman’s Terms

      More Than Friends

      The Fire Between Us

      Shared Between Us

      All the Right Moves

      The Boss’s Offer

      Power Play

      Just a Taste

      Triple the Heat

      Dirty Games

      Her Eyes on Him

      What She Wants

      Her Rebound

      Stay the Night

      Just Like Hers

      The Guest Room

      Room for Three

      The Perfect Gift

      Enemies

      Dirty Little Secret

      Caught By My Boss

      Loaning Him

      Ex-Boyfriend

      Her Rival

      Leaving Her Mark

      Side Hustle

      His First Wife

      The Operator

      Fake Boyfriend

      Taking a Ride

      The Bait

      Risky

      Tempted

      Extra Credit

      New Year’s

      Surprise Ex

      Her Help

      Head Cheerleader

      Sharing My Boyfriend

      His New Nurse

      Loophole

      Her Billionaire Husband

      Couple’s Therapy

      Bringing Home Another Woman

      Giving In

      College Girls

      Selling It

      Older Coach

      Her Revenge

      Older Boss

      We’ll Do Anything

      Country Girls

      Serving Her

      Long Hours

      Yearbook

      Foreign

      Come Closer

      Caught With Him

      Personal Assistant

      Sitter Job

      Older Man Next Door

      Flipped

      Caught by the Maid

      Steamy

      Lip Service

      Big Gift

      Van Life

      Heating Up

      Something New

      Old Flame

      

      Bisexual Menage Series:

      Polyamorous (8 Books)

      Sharing Him with Other Women Series (6 Books)

      Dirty Taboo Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Cheating Husbands (7 Books)

      Friends and Enemies (7 Books)

      Girls that Watch (9 Books)

      Stolen Husbands (9 Books)

      Bisexual Wife (7 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Curious Wives (8 Books)

      Watching Him With Her (7 Books)

      Temptation (13 Books)

      Deep Desires (8 Books)

      Bisexual First Time (7 Books)

      Best Friends Share Everything (7 Books)

      Experimenting (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 1 (9 Books)

      Husband Sharing Menage Vol 2 (9 Books)

      Jealous Girls (8 Books)

      Sharing Him With Her (12 Books)

      Watching Them (6 Books)

      Bisexual Fun (8 Books)

      FFM Couples (8 Books)

      Bisexual Menage Romance Stories (8 Books)

      Husband Sharing (6 Books)

      First Time Sharing (7 Books)

      Sharing Husbands (10 Books)

      FFM Bisexual Menage Romance Bundles (23 Books)

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      Selena Hart is an author of bisexual ffm short stories.

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

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

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

      Books by Selena Hart

    

  


cover.jpeg
SELENA HART





