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      “Hey, what about these?”

      Eve held up a pair of black crotchless panties, bold as ever, her voice light and teasing. She twirled them around her finger like a prize, as though it didn’t faze her that half the store might be watching.

      I stepped in closer, heat blooming in my cheeks. I had always been the more reserved one between us. Without thinking, I took the lingerie gently from her hand and placed it back on the display table.

      “What do you even need those for?” I asked, trying to sound casual. “Do you have some new boyfriend I don’t know about?”

      Eve scoffed, her smile playful but laced with mischief. “Please. You know I only have eyes for your man, Matt.”

      She batted her lashes with exaggerated innocence.

      It was a line she’d used before—a joke, supposedly. And yet every time she said it, something inside me clenched. I never knew whether I was more unsettled by the idea of her wanting him… or the fact that part of me didn’t completely mind.

      “That’s not funny,” I muttered, a little too quickly.

      “Oh, what’s wrong?” she said, leaning in. “Things not so perfect between you and Mr. Perfect?”

      “He’s not perfect.” My voice came out flat. I tried to cover the crack in it, but the ache in my chest had already started to rise. Things between Matt and me hadn’t been the same ever since I set a boundary he didn’t like. When I told him I wasn’t ready to try anal, he acted understanding at first—but the space between us had grown noticeably colder since.

      “Uh-oh,” Eve teased. “Trouble in paradise?”

      “You didn’t answer my question.” I forced a smile and nudged the conversation back. “Who are the crotchless panties really for?”

      With a slow, theatrical flick of her golden hair, Eve gave a one-word reply.

      “Myself,” she said. “They’re for a new endeavor.”

      I blinked. “A new endeavor? What kind of endeavor involves... that?”

      Her eyes met mine, sharp and glittering. “Ever heard of a little website called MyFans?”

      I stared at her, stunned into silence. For a split second, my brain couldn’t compute the words. And then—remembering this was Eve—I let out a short laugh.

      “Okay, sure. You almost got me.”

      But she didn’t laugh with me. Instead, she rolled her eyes and reached into her purse.

      “Becca, I’m serious.”

      She glanced around the boutique, checking for onlookers. When she seemed satisfied, she pulled up her phone, tapped a few times, and handed it to me.

      I took it hesitantly.

      And then I saw them.

      Photos. Dozens. Eve—my best friend—posed in lingerie, without lingerie, fingers between her thighs. Her expression somewhere between sultry and undone. Some shots were explicit enough to make my stomach flutter and my throat go dry.

      I could feel the blood drain from my face—and then rush right back. My whole body tensed. My thighs pressed together instinctively.

      I swallowed hard and handed the phone back to her, trying to mask the strange, unexpected heat unraveling inside me.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” I asked, my voice a little thinner than I wanted it to be.

      Eve shrugged, slipping her phone back into her bag. “I don’t know. It was just something I did for myself. Until now.”

      I raised a brow. “Until now?”

      “Well,” she said with a smirk, “you were being very unhelpful with my shopping.”

      A breathless laugh escaped me. “I didn’t realize you were shopping for... career materials.”

      “Then let this be a learning experience,” she said breezily. She picked the crotchless panties back up and held them to her waist. “So? What do you think of them now?”

      The image flashed in my mind before I could stop it—Eve in those panties, the delicate fabric framing her smooth, bare center, nothing hidden. I thought of the soft, flushed skin I’d caught glimpses of whenever we changed for the beach. But this wasn’t a glimpse. This was an invitation. A performance. A confession.

      My mouth went dry. And then, to my horror, I felt it water.

      “I think…” I cleared my throat, trying to steady my voice. “I think they’re hot. You’d look incredible in them.”

      Eve tilted her head, studying me for a beat longer than necessary. Then she smiled and tossed a few more pairs into her basket.

      Without a word, she turned toward the checkout. I followed, still shaken by the quiet, pulsing ache between my thighs—and by the realization that maybe, just maybe, I didn’t mind her wanting Matt.

      Maybe what I really wanted… was her.
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        * * *

      

      On the drive back to my place, Eve lounged in the passenger seat of my sedan, casually toying with the black crotchless panties she’d just bought—stretching the fabric between her fingers like it was nothing more than a napkin.

      “I should really buy some new heels,” she mused, her voice light and unbothered. “Maybe you could come help me pick them out. Something tall. Strappy. Ridiculously slutty.”

      I glanced at her, then quickly back at the road. I still couldn’t get the image of her naked out of my mind. Not just naked, but posing—touching herself—like she had been made to be watched.

      “I don’t know how you do it,” I said, my tone quieter than I meant it to be. “Honestly.”

      “Do what? Take off my clothes?”

      She laughed, a bright, unfiltered sound that filled the car. “It’s really not a big deal, Becca. Everyone gets naked. I just happen to do it in front of a camera. For a few thousand strangers. Online.”

      “Yeah, but it’s not just nudity…” I hesitated. “You… do more than that.”

      Eve turned toward me, amused. “What, you mean masturbate?”

      Her hand slid onto my thigh. Just the tips of her fingers. She let them linger, brushing upward in slow, measured strokes. My breath caught, and I shifted in my seat. She chuckled and pulled away.

      “God, I can’t believe you’re the one with the hot boyfriend,” she teased. “You’re such a prude sometimes.”

      The words landed harder than she knew. I hadn’t told her about Matt—hadn’t told anyone, really—that we’d hit a wall. That I’d drawn a line, and he hadn’t taken it well. Ever since I’d said no to anal, something had shifted between us. He said he understood, but his touch had cooled, his eyes wandered more. I felt it every time he turned away from me in bed.

      “I’m not a prude,” I said, defensive. “It’s just… sex is intimate for me. I couldn’t share it with strangers. I couldn’t share myself like that.”

      Eve raised a brow. “That makes me wonder… do you think Matt could?”

      My head snapped toward her. “What? Why would you even ask that?”

      “Relax,” she said, brushing a piece of hair behind her ear. “Just wondering. It’s not like I’d do anything. I mean, something’s missing from my content—some real cock, you know? Most of my page is just me, solo. And Matt…” She let the name hang in the air. “You used to brag about how big he was. Remember?”

      I tightened my grip on the steering wheel, focusing hard on the road. “Did I?” I said flatly. “I don’t remember.”

      “Come on,” she coaxed. “Be honest. Is he still packing heat or not?”

      “That’s none of your business.”

      “Oh, don’t be like that.” Her voice dipped into something more mischievous. “We’ve been best friends since we were in diapers. You’re really not going to tell me what your boyfriend’s dick looks like?”

      “No,” I said firmly.

      She sighed, then grinned. “Fine. I’ll just have to sneak a peek myself.”

      I pulled into my apartment complex and parked near the front entrance. My heart was pounding faster than it should have been.

      “Eve,” I muttered, shaking my head. “You are such a handful.”

      She cupped her breasts in her palms, squeezing them together with mock innocence. “Some might say two.”

      I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t stop the smirk tugging at my lips. We headed inside, expecting the apartment to be empty. Matt was supposed to be at work, but the moment I pushed open the door, I spotted him on the couch—lounging in a T-shirt and mesh shorts, a beer in hand.

      “What are you doing home?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

      He looked up, saw Eve, and gave a half-smile. “Bad news,” he said. “I got let go.”

      I set my purse and keys down on the kitchen counter. “You’re a server. Who gets fired from waiting tables? What did you do—dump a pitcher of beer on someone’s kid?”

      He exhaled through his nose and took another sip. “I’m not in the mood, Becca. Can we not argue right now?”

      “Whoa,” Eve interjected, raising her brows. “What happened to you two?”

      “Nothing,” Matt and I answered in unison.

      Eve tilted her head, clearly amused. “Well, if you’re short on cash,” she said, throwing a wink my way, “I might know a way to help.”

      “Eve, please—” I started, heart thudding in my chest. Don’t say it. Don’t drag him into this.

      “How?” Matt asked. His curiosity had been piqued.

      My breath caught.

      “Ever heard of MyFans?” she asked, casually.

      Shit.

      Matt turned slightly, his interest no longer subtle. “Uh, yeah. Who hasn’t?”

      Eve smiled like the cat who’d cornered the canary. “Well,” she said, her voice dropping a note, “I’ve got a page.”

      “Bullshit.”

      Eve reached into her shopping bag without hesitation, pulled out a pair of black crotchless panties, and tossed them onto Matt’s lap like she was laying down a dare. The delicate fabric fluttered before settling on his jeans.

      I buried my face in my hands, half in disbelief, half in secondhand shame. This wasn’t happening. This couldn’t be happening.

      Matt held up the panties between his fingers, inspecting the gaping hole in the center as though he were trying to figure out if it was some kind of joke.

      “And what exactly do you think I bought those for?” Eve asked, a sly smile curling at the edges of her lips.

      Matt tilted his head. “Prove it,” he said. “Let me see your page.”

      “Matt!” I snapped. Anger rose fast and hot in my chest, bubbling under my skin like a pot ready to boil over. “She’s my best friend. Do you seriously think I’m going to stand here and let you gawk at naked photos of her?”

      His brows lifted in mock innocence. “So, you are naked on there. Huh. Didn’t expect that confirmation from you.”

      Eve sauntered over to the couch and sank down beside him, her movements slow and deliberate. She pulled out her phone without hesitation. “Yeah, take a look.”

      Before she could hand it over, I crossed the room and snatched it from her grip. “Hey!” she cried, half amused, half annoyed.

      “This is crossing a line,” I said, holding the phone tightly. “Both of you.”

      Matt leaned back, arms crossed, face unreadable. “Why am I not surprised?” he muttered under his breath.

      That tone—dismissive and distant—stung more than it should have. Eve heard it too. Her playful smirk faded as her gaze flicked between us.

      “What’s going on here?” she asked, eyes narrowing. “Something’s happened between you two. I can feel it.”

      Matt looked at me but didn’t speak. “That’s for Becca to tell you,” he said finally.

      Eve turned toward me. Her voice softened, but it was still direct. “Spill. What happened?”

      “No,” I said quickly. “It’s stupid. It’s embarrassing.”

      Eve cocked a brow. “What—he couldn’t make you come or something?”

      Matt let out a short, incredulous laugh. “That’s not the issue.”

      “Oh, please,” I snapped. The words exploded before I could stop them. “You act like you’re some perfect lover, but I’m sorry I don’t want your dick in my asshole, okay? It’s too fucking big anyway!”

      Eve blinked, stunned for all of one second—then grinned like a cat who’d just found a wounded mouse. “Wait, did I hear that right?” She turned to me with wide eyes and a wicked smirk. “You won’t let Matt fuck your perfect little ass?”

      My lips parted, but no words came. I could feel my bottom lip pout out involuntarily, making me look far more vulnerable than I wanted to.

      “What’s so perfect about it?” I muttered.

      Eve rolled her eyes. “Oh, Becca. Have you seen yourself?”

      Every day, I thought. And every day, I wondered why Matt didn’t look at me the same anymore.

      Eve’s expression shifted. Calculated. Playful. Dangerous. “Look, if Matt’s cock is really as big as you used to brag about, then he’d be perfect for my MyFans page. And if you don’t want to give him that kind of release… well…”

      “No,” I said, the word sharp and instant. “Absolutely not.”

      “Sounds like a compromise to me,” Matt said, his voice surprisingly casual.

      I turned to him, shocked. “Are you kidding right now? You actually want to fuck my best friend for money? For content?”

      Matt shrugged, nonchalant. “Why not? It’s not like it means anything.”

      “Exactly,” Eve added, seizing her opening. “It’s just sex. And even then, it’s barely that. It’s business. He gets to check something off his list, and I get a whole new audience. Win-win.”

      My chest tightened. My voice was thinner now. “And what about me?” I asked. “What about how I feel about it?”

      Eve didn’t blink. She met my eyes and stepped closer. “So, how do you feel about it?”

      I hesitated.

      She smiled slowly. “Don’t you think it’d be hot—watching your boyfriend fuck someone else?”

      “No,” I said, the word catching in my throat. “I don’t think that would be hot at all.”

      But even as I said it, something warm and unwelcome twisted inside me.

      Eve studied me, her smirk returning, this time edged with certainty. “You’re lying,” she said. “I know you too well, Becca. You’re a terrible liar.”

      I scoffed. “Why would I lie about something like that? Why would I want my boyfriend to—”

      “To cheat?” Eve interrupted with a laugh, cutting me off. “It’s not cheating if you give permission. That’s kind of the whole point.”

      Matt watched me in silence, his beer untouched now. I could feel their eyes on me—curious, hungry, waiting for me to admit something I wasn’t ready to say out loud.

      Matt stared at me, eyes dark with a mix of frustration and desire.

      “Becca, come on,” he said, his voice low and careful. “Just think about it. That’s all I’m asking.”

      “There’s nothing to think about,” I replied, though my voice betrayed me. I felt like the outsider in my own relationship—like I was already being edged out by something I didn’t fully understand. “There’s nothing good about this idea.”

      Eve crossed the living room, graceful and deliberate, and stepped into the kitchen beside me. Her tone dropped, soft but charged.

      “Real talk,” she whispered, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear as she leaned in. “Tell me, honestly. Doesn’t the thought of it make you even a little bit hot?”

      I opened my mouth, unsure of what I was about to say. “Even if it did, I—”

      “I knew it,” she said, triumphant. She grabbed my hands and tugged me gently back toward the living room. The tension was palpable, hanging in the air like humidity before a summer storm. My pulse quickened as I faced Matt again—his jaw tense, his eyes flickering with something between hope and guilt.

      “Hear me out,” Eve said, positioning herself between us. “What if you don’t just watch the video? What if you’re part of it? You get to direct us. You call the shots. You tell us when to start, when to stop. And if at any point it gets to be too much—if you want us to stop and scrap the whole thing—we will. I promise. But at the very least…” She stepped closer, her voice almost reverent. “Just give it a chance.”

      Matt couldn’t meet my eyes. His gaze stayed fixed on the carpet, like he didn’t trust himself to look at me. I could feel him slipping further away from me, and the worst part was knowing it had started long before this conversation. Our problems hadn’t begun with sex, not really. The issue wasn’t anal—it was everything else we left unsaid. We wanted different things. He chased thrill and novelty. I craved comfort and quiet. Somewhere along the line, we’d stopped meeting in the middle.

      And yet…

      There was Eve—fearless and magnetic. She knew what excited him. She could give it to him without flinching. Without shame. Maybe… maybe she could teach me how to give it to him, too.

      No, I told myself. This is madness.

      But when I shifted my weight, I felt it—my panties, damp with arousal. My thighs pressed subtly together, instinctively. My body had already betrayed me, pulsing with a need I didn’t understand. My mind raced, spinning with images I couldn’t seem to silence: Eve, naked on the couch. Matt’s mouth on her skin. Her legs parted beneath him. My heart thundered in my chest.

      Eve was watching me. She must have seen something shift in my expression, because she moved with elegant certainty, her hands slipping down to the waistband of her jeans.

      “I’m going to take these off,” she said, her voice husky and unshaken. “You can tell me to stop at any time.”

      I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

      She unzipped her jeans slowly, letting the sound stretch in the quiet room. Then she shimmied them down her hips, revealing a bright pink thong and a pair of long, toned legs that looked like they belonged in an ad for summer. The air seemed to still around us.

      Matt sat frozen, his eyes wide, locked on every curve she revealed. His breathing had changed—shallower, heavier.

      I turned to say something. To stop this before it went any further. But the words caught somewhere in my throat and refused to come.

      Eve’s shirt came off next, slow and deliberate, the hem lifting over her toned stomach, then over her bra—lacy, white, and barely covering anything.

      And I realized, as I stood there rooted in place, that the words I’d been looking for were never going to come.
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      “This is ridiculous,” I said, folding my arms across my chest as I tried to steady my breath. “You don’t even have a camera set up.”

      Without missing a beat, Eve reached into the front pocket of her jeans and pulled out her phone. “You’re so impatient,” she said with a teasing smile. She unlocked it with a swipe, tapped into the camera app, and propped it upright on the edge of the bookshelf overlooking the living room. The angle captured the space just enough—intimate, but not invasive. Functional. Intentional.

      As she adjusted the lens with her back to us, I caught Matt watching her. His eyes were fixed on her practically bare ass, the pink thong highlighting every inch of her toned curves. The hunger in his gaze made my stomach tighten—and not entirely from jealousy. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen.

      “There,” Eve said, turning around with a little flourish. “Ready to go.”

      Her bra matched her thong perfectly—bright, bold, and daring. With a practiced motion, she reached behind her back and unfastened it, letting the straps fall from her shoulders.

      “Wait a second,” I said, stepping forward. “How are we actually going to do this?”

      Matt, who had been visibly struggling to keep his composure, licked his lips and turned to me. “Does that mean you’re… considering it?”

      I hesitated. “I don’t know. I mean, this is crazy, right?”

      “No,” Eve said simply, brushing her hair over one shoulder. “Not really.”

      “Plenty of people have casual sex,” Matt added. “Some of them are even in committed relationships. Open ones.”

      I looked at him sharply. “So is that what we are now? An open relationship?”

      Eve let out a soft giggle. “Becca, come on. You’re overthinking this. It doesn’t have to mean anything. That’s the point. It’s what makes it hot—it’s completely meaningless.”

      “I don’t buy that,” I said, shaking my head. “You can try to convince yourself otherwise, but I think there’s always meaning when two people share something that intimate. Even if it’s just a little.”

      Eve tilted her head and offered a disarming smile. “I promise, I’m not here to take anything from you or Matt. If anything, I think this would feel a little fairer if you joined us. Got naked, too. Then it wouldn’t just be me seducing your boyfriend.”

      I glanced at the phone, still propped on the bookshelf, its small black eye staring blankly out at the room.

      “Don’t worry,” she added, her voice softening. “You’re out of frame. The closer you are to the bookshelf, the safer you’ll be. Now come on. Get undressed. Show Matt what he’s always known—you’re the reason he’s here. Not me.”

      I wanted to believe her. But I wasn’t sure I could. Not when Matt hadn’t taken his eyes off her since she’d walked into the room half-naked. He hadn’t even seen her fully exposed yet, and already he looked like he’d forgotten I was standing right beside him.

      Or maybe I had forgotten about him.

      Because as I looked at Eve, bold and bare and fearless, something in me stirred. Something that felt dangerously close to awe. My mouth had gone dry. My thoughts were no longer just confused—they were aroused.

      I drew in a deep breath, letting it fill my lungs, and slowly lifted my shirt over my head. The fabric slipped past my arms and fell to the floor. The air hit my skin and goosebumps followed.

      I couldn’t turn down another opportunity to give Matt the thrill he clearly craved. I couldn’t let myself be seen—again—as the girlfriend who always said no. The one who hesitated. Who lacked imagination. If I didn’t give him what he wanted, someone else would.

      And if I couldn’t be everything, maybe Eve could be the next best thing.

      At least, that’s what I told myself.

      I unfastened my denim shorts, the button slipping free beneath my fingers. I stepped out of them, aware of Matt’s gaze shifting back toward me. There was a flicker of surprise in his expression—like he hadn’t believed I would actually go through with it. He smiled, just a little.

      Not smug. Not mocking. Just… intrigued.

      Maybe that’s why he’s not fully hard yet, I thought as I glanced at the growing outline in his shorts. Maybe part of him still doesn’t believe this is really happening.

      I eased my shorts down to my ankles and stepped out of them, nudging them aside with the toes of my shoes. The air felt cool against my thighs, and I was suddenly aware of how exposed I was. I stood there in nothing but a bra and my damp panties, feeling awkward and self-conscious—on display for both of them.

      To my surprise, it wasn’t Matt’s gaze I felt first. It was Eve’s. Her eyes roamed over me openly, hungrily, with a confidence I didn’t possess.

      “You’re so fucking hot, Becca,” she said, her voice almost reverent. “You’d make a killing on MyFans.”

      A nervous laugh escaped me. “I don’t think so. I could never do something like that.”

      Eve smirked and winked. “Who knows? Maybe by tonight you’ll be a whole new woman.” She stepped closer, playful and bold. “Now… how about we take our bras off at the same time?”

      Matt sat forward slightly on the sofa, his palms rubbing together in anticipation before he readjusted himself, clearly hardening beneath his jeans.

      “Let’s do this,” he said, almost under his breath.

      Eve’s hands reached for her bra clasp when I stopped her. “Wait,” I said quickly, surprising even myself. “Let Matt do it. You know… for the video.”

      They exchanged a brief look—Eve’s amused, Matt’s stunned—and then she walked toward him with a slow, sensual sway in her hips.

      That’s when Matt’s bravado broke.

      His cheeks turned pink. His mouth parted slightly, and his eyes went wide with disbelief. He leaned back as she straddled his lap, his hands hovering uselessly at his sides, unsure of where to land, unsure of the rules. It was clear he didn’t know what was allowed.

      I swallowed hard, my pulse racing, my panties soaked through. My throat was dry and my voice was thin. Still, I found it in me to speak.

      “Matt,” I said, gently clearing my throat, “why don’t you… um… grab her ass?”

      He glanced at me, startled, then nodded. Slowly—like he was afraid I might change my mind—he placed his hands on Eve’s bare cheeks. “Like this?” he asked.

      God. Just like that.

      “Yeah,” I said, nearly breathless. “That’s… good. Now slide your hands up her back and unhook her bra.”

      Matt shifted beneath her, nodding again. He looked at me once more, his expression filled with disbelief. I didn’t blame him. I could hardly believe it myself.

      “I’m going to do it,” he said, more to himself than to me.

      “Go ahead,” I whispered.

      In one smooth motion, his fingers found the clasp and popped it open. The straps slipped down Eve’s shoulders, and the bra hung for a moment, dangling between them like a held breath. Eve, ever the performer, leaned back just enough to tease him, shimmying her chest until the fabric slipped free.

      Her breasts bounced loose, full and perfect, and Matt’s eyes zeroed in on them immediately. It was like watching him fall under a spell. His hands stayed at her sides, but his mouth parted, and his pupils dilated. She was inches from him—almost naked, straddling his lap, her breasts swinging softly with every breath—and he could barely look away.

      Every now and then, his eyes darted up to meet hers, but they always returned to her body, to her curves.

      Then Eve looked over her shoulder and pinned me with a devilish smile.

      “What now, director?” she purred. “Want me to suck your boyfriend’s big, thick cock first?”

      My breath hitched. My mouth was dry, and yet I could feel saliva pooling beneath my tongue. My thighs pressed together. Heat surged low in my belly.

      “Um…” My voice cracked. “Yes. Go ahead and… suck his cock.”

      Fuck. Did I really just say that?

      There was no walking it back now.

      Eve climbed off his lap and sank to her knees between his legs with practiced grace. No hesitation. No fear. Only hunger and purpose.

      Matt, visibly stunned, pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing the tight cut of his abs. Eve ran a hand up his chest, her fingers lingering over the ridges of muscle before trailing down toward his waistband.

      She unfastened his jeans and eased the zipper down. Matt lifted his hips slightly to help, and together they slid both jeans and briefs down to his thighs. His cock sprang free—long, thick, and heavy, slapping back against the firm plane of his stomach.

      Eve gasped. “Holy hell,” she whispered, reaching for it instinctively. “No wonder you didn’t want to do anal with him.”

      “Does that mean you don’t want to either?” Matt asked, his voice husky, strained.

      “Oh, I want to,” Eve replied with a grin, her tone sultry and teasing. “But that doesn’t mean you’re going to fit very easily.”

      She wrapped her hand around the base of his thick shaft, guiding the swollen head toward her lips. Her eyes flicked up to meet his. “Let’s find out.”

      “Fuck,” Matt breathed, visibly trembling under her touch. But before Eve could wrap her lips around the tip, he paused, his voice gentler now. “Becca… are you sure this is okay with you?”

      How could I answer that? How could I explain the way my mind screamed no, while my body practically begged for more?

      Did I want to share my boyfriend with Eve, to watch him star in some amateur porno for her fans? No. Not really. Not in theory.

      But standing there, half-naked, watching the two of them grind and tease and flirt? Feeling my panties cling to my wetness, my nipples tight with arousal, my whole body lit up like a live wire? That was a different kind of truth.

      “Yes,” I said softly. A half-truth. Maybe a whole one. “It’s okay with me.”

      Eve glanced over her shoulder and winked. “Good girl.”

      Then she turned her attention back to the task at hand. She parted her lips and slid them over Matt’s cock, inch by inch, until he was buried in the wet heat of her mouth.

      “Oh, fuck,” Matt groaned, one hand tangling in her hair. His fingers threaded through the strands as she bobbed her head, cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deep.

      I couldn’t move. Couldn’t look away.

      I watched her closely, fascinated. She did things I’d never dared to try, not even during my most confident moments with Matt. She took him so deep she gagged, pulling off only long enough to catch a breath before diving in again. Every time she surfaced, she dragged her tongue slowly up the length of his shaft, circling the tip with a practiced flick that made Matt’s entire body twitch.

      My pussy throbbed. I could feel the slick ache between my thighs building, pulsing with each sound of her mouth and his breathy curses. I had sucked his cock before—but never like this. Not with that kind of abandon.

      I swallowed hard. “Now, um…” I began, my voice thin and breathy. “Maybe she could… ride you? Just to get her ready.”

      Eve slid his cock from between her lips, glancing up with a gleam in her eyes. “That’s a great idea,” she said. “I’ll ride him until I come. Then I’ll be nice and relaxed for the main event.”

      Matt groaned. “Sounds good to me,” he rasped.

      Eve stood, her body fluid and confident, and slowly peeled her pink thong down her legs. Matt watched her every movement, stroking his cock in anticipation—until he saw her fully exposed.

      And then he stopped.

      I knew why.

      Her pussy was bare and flushed, glistening slightly with arousal. If he’d kept touching himself, he would’ve come right then and there.

      Eve climbed back onto his lap, straddling him with easy confidence. She reached between them to guide him to her entrance, angling his cock just right.

      “Fuck,” Matt hissed as the head pressed inside. “I don’t know how long I’ll be able to last.”

      “Think of the reward,” Eve whispered. “Just hold on a little longer.”

      Then she lowered her hips, slow and deliberate, and I watched—eyes wide, chest tight—as Matt’s thick cock disappeared inside her inch by inch.

      With it, something inside me cracked. Not all at once. Not violently. But with a quiet snap, like something deep had been loosened.

      There it was: the moment everything changed. The moment the monogamy we’d held onto so tightly dissolved in front of my eyes.

      And yet… as Eve rolled her hips and Matt moaned beneath her, I couldn’t deny the aching, liquid heat between my legs.

      Giving him to her felt like it should’ve broken me.

      But what if it was the breaking that set me free?

      “Now fuck her,” I said. My voice came out steady. Clear. Stronger than I expected. “Fuck her hard.”

      Eve looked over her shoulder with a smirk. “Not too hard,” she teased. “We don’t want him blowing early.”

      “Fuck,” Matt muttered again, gripping her ass in both hands and starting to thrust. His rhythm was controlled, his jaw tight with restraint as his hips rocked into her.

      Eve moaned, her body arching as she ground herself against him. Her breasts bounced with every motion, swaying in hypnotic rhythm.

      Matt’s hands slid upward, from her ass to her waist, then finally to her breasts. He cupped them reverently, his mouth slightly open as he stared at her with pure, carnal hunger.

      And there I stood, watching—barely clothed, completely wet, while my boyfriend fucked my best friend.

      Eve began to moan—low, drawn-out sounds that vibrated through the room and sent a tremor straight through my core. I couldn’t keep standing. My legs buckled beneath me, and I sank to the floor, dazed and burning from the inside out. I didn’t even realize how tightly I was breathing until my back hit the carpet.

      While Eve and Matt remained tangled in each other, lost in a rhythm all their own, I slipped my hand into my panties. My fingers found the swollen bundle of nerves aching for attention, and I began to circle it, slowly at first, then faster as heat rippled through me. The feeling was overwhelming—raw, forbidden, electric. My eyes rolled back, and I let out a quiet moan I couldn’t suppress.

      “Oh, fuck,” Eve gasped, grinding harder on Matt’s cock, the sound of wet skin meeting skin echoing through the living room. “Yes—just like that, Matt. Don’t stop. Fuck, just like that.”

      Matt’s groan was guttural, like he was holding back a flood. The strain in his voice made me wonder if he was already coming inside her or if he was barely holding on. I watched Eve’s body tremble, her back arching as she cried out again—this time higher, breathier—as the orgasm took her. Her movements slowed, then stilled, her body slack against him as she collapsed onto his chest, panting.

      For a long moment, they just breathed. Then she lifted her hips, and I saw it—Matt’s cock still rock hard, glistening but unsatisfied. His brows were drawn in tight, and his abs clenched in clear, visible effort. He hadn’t come.

      Not yet.

      Eve turned her head and caught me watching. Her smile widened when she saw where my hand was.

      “Playing with ourselves, are we?” she asked, cocking an eyebrow.

      I jolted slightly and looked down, as if I could somehow hide my fingers still tucked inside my panties. I’d forgotten I wasn’t invisible. “I, um… I didn’t mean to—”

      “It’s okay,” she interrupted, her voice soft and teasing. “I’m glad you’re enjoying the show. But you know what would be really hot?”

      I swallowed. “What?”

      “If I went down on you while your boyfriend fucked my ass. Or even better…” Her eyes sparkled with wicked delight. “What if we ate each other out while he took me from behind? You’d get an up close view of everything.”

      I looked up toward the camera still perched on the bookshelf, its lens cold and unblinking. It felt like a second set of eyes, capturing every flicker of doubt, every moment of surrender.

      “Come on,” she said softly. “Don’t be shy.”

      Fuck it, Becca. You’re already in this far.

      I stood slowly, my heart pounding against my ribs. I stepped into the camera’s frame as Eve moved toward me, closing the distance with surprising tenderness. She helped me out of my bra first, her fingers warm and steady. Then she hooked her thumbs in my panties and guided them down my hips, her hands skimming my thighs in a way that made my skin erupt in chills.

      By the time she whispered, “Lay back,” I was already dizzy with need.

      Matt stood and stepped aside, giving me room on the couch. I lowered myself onto the cushions, my breath shallow and unsteady. Eve climbed over me, her knees bracketing my shoulders, her hips poised above my face.

      And then—she began to kiss my pussy.

      Her tongue was hot and deliberate as it slid between my folds, and I gasped aloud. My hands flew to her thighs, clinging to her as pleasure crackled through my body. I was on camera now—bare, open, being eaten out by my best friend while my boyfriend stood nearby, cock in hand—but I couldn’t have cared less. Shame had evaporated. There was only sensation.

      Through the blur of pleasure and disbelief, I saw Matt reappear at the edge of the frame. His cock hovered over Eve’s back, poised near her ass. I lifted my head just enough to see, and in doing so, brought my tongue to her slick folds.

      She moaned—loudly—her breath vibrating against me, making my whole body hum.

      I held her hips steady and licked deeper, tasting her arousal. Her body rocked gently in rhythm, caught between my mouth and Matt’s hands.

      He spit into his palm and stroked himself slowly, coating his cock with slickness. Then, with the same kind of care Eve had shown me, he slipped one finger into her ass. She gasped, pressing back against him.

      Her hips rolled harder, grinding against my tongue, while Matt worked in a second finger. She moaned again, the sound deeper now, needier.

      I couldn’t help but wonder—was it me making her feel like that… or him?

      Or maybe both.

      Matt withdrew his fingers and guided the tip of his cock to Eve’s ass, steadying himself as he pressed against her tight entrance.

      It all started with this, I thought. The fact that I didn’t want to do anal. That was the line I couldn’t cross.

      And yet—watching it now, seeing Eve so open to him, so relaxed and willing—it didn’t look nearly as terrifying as it once had. It wasn’t vulgar. It wasn’t degrading. It was... beautiful. A slow, deliberate merging. Intimate in its own way.

      Eve exhaled and lowered her hips, and just like that, Matt slipped inside her.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, the sound rough and awestruck as he entered the tightest hole of his life.

      Above me, I watched Eve stretch around him as I continued to devour her pussy, my mouth still slick with her taste. Her moans vibrated against my body as she pressed her face to me again, her lips wrapped around my clit, sucking gently as pleasure rolled in both directions.

      Matt pushed deeper, his cock disappearing inch by inch into her ass. Eve whimpered into my folds, her breasts brushing against my stomach with every breath, every jolt of pleasure. Matt began to move in steady, careful strokes, his hands gripping her hips as his pace found rhythm. I felt the warmth of his body as it hovered just above mine, his balls swaying close to my face, brushing against my lips and chin with every thrust.

      I saw my chance—and took it.

      I licked a slow line from Eve’s clit to the underside of Matt’s balls. He gasped at the contact, his hips jerking forward as a tremor rippled through his legs. With every deep thrust he gave her, Eve’s moans grew louder, the vibrations from her mouth making my clit throb in response.

      I kept licking, back and forth between them, tasting both of them, claiming both of them, like I could tether the three of us together with just my tongue.

      A storm of heat built inside me—tight, burning, and fast approaching. I moaned against Eve’s mouth, and she moaned right back, the echo of our cries tangled together like a shared secret.

      Matt’s breathing quickened. I could hear it—the shallow, frantic edge in each grunt, each groan—and I knew he was close. So was Eve, her body trembling on top of mine, her cries growing more desperate.

      And then there we were: a strange, beautiful triangle of pleasure. A tangle of limbs, of breath, of moans. I felt more connected to them in that moment than I had ever felt to anyone. With Eve’s mouth pressed to my pussy, and Matt’s cum dripping slowly from her stretched, used ass, I knew something had shifted.

      We weren’t just playing.

      We had become one—one body, one hunger, one blinding, breathless climax.

      By the time the three of us finished, we were limp, tangled in each other, breathless and spent. The room was thick with sex, with sweat, with satisfaction. I laid beneath Eve, still catching my breath, when I turned my head and saw the camera perched on the bookshelf, still recording. A cold lens capturing our moment of raw, unfiltered truth.

      What will people think when they see this?

      “Don’t worry,” Eve said, looking down the length of her body to meet my eyes. “This can be a dress rehearsal, if you want.”

      “Don’t you mean a naked rehearsal?” Matt joked from behind her, still catching his breath.

      Eve reached back and slapped his thigh lightly. “I’m trying to be sensitive to your girlfriend’s feelings, you ass.”

      I slid out from under her, and she eased off Matt’s lap. The two of them parted, just enough to breathe.

      “It’s okay,” I said softly. “Really. If you think your fans will like it, then… I’m okay with it.”

      Matt studied me, his gaze heavier than before. “What happened to you?” he asked. “You’re different.”

      I looked over at Eve, at the flush still glowing on her cheeks, at the mess we’d made together. I smiled. “It’s simple,” I said. “I saw Eve naked.”

      “And you became a fan?” Matt teased.

      Eve and I both rolled our eyes at him—but we laughed anyway.

      “Maybe next time, you’ll be the one trying anal,” Eve said, her tone playful but suggestive. “I bet I could help you relax enough to let him inside.”

      I met her gaze and felt a flutter of something new, something fearless. “I have no doubt you could,” I said. “In fact, I think I need you around more often.”

      Eve tilted her head, her lips curving. “Need me around… like this?”

      I nodded. “I feel braver with you.”

      Matt was already hardening again, his hand casually stroking his cock as he watched us. “Whatever you need, Becca,” he said. “Just say the word.”

      I reached for Eve and took her hands in mine. “I need Eve,” I said quietly.

      Matt leaned back and smiled. “Sounds good to me.”

      Eve and I exchanged a glance—one filled with a different kind of intimacy now, deeper than curiosity or lust.

      That was the moment I realized: I never had to fear losing Matt to Eve.

      If anything, Matt should have been afraid of losing me to her.

      But in truth, none of us needed to be afraid.

      Because what I wanted—what I had finally found—wasn’t him, or her.

      It was us.

      Together.
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