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      Claire stood just out of sight, her hand curled around the edge of the doorway to Ethan’s home office, listening to the sound of her husband’s laughter. It was that genuine kind of laugh—the one that only came out when he wasn’t trying. The kind of laugh he used to share with her before they both got too busy.

      Now, apparently, he saved it for his assistant.

      Jenna.

      Claire exhaled slowly through her nose and stepped fully into view, lips curved into a polite smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

      Jenna was perched on the corner of Ethan’s desk like she owned the place—back arched ever so slightly, cleavage pushed forward just enough to seem accidental. Her blouse, blush pink and tissue-thin, clung to curves that Claire could admit—grudgingly—were unfairly perfect. The kind of curves that didn’t need Spanx or gym memberships. Young. Effortless.

      “Oh, hi, Claire!” Jenna beamed as if they were old friends. She slid off the desk with a little bounce, the tight pencil skirt hugging her hips indecently as she smoothed it with delicate fingers. “I was just going over Ethan’s schedule for the week. We’re trying to be proactive.”

      Claire’s gaze dipped—just briefly—to Jenna’s manicured hand still resting on Ethan’s arm. She held it there a second too long before she finally let go.

      “Proactive,” Claire echoed, her voice velvet-smooth. “That’s wonderful.”

      Ethan, oblivious—or pretending to be—stood and reached for his coffee, giving Claire a distracted smile. “Jenna’s been amazing, honestly. Total lifesaver.”

      Claire offered a brittle laugh. “She must be, the way you’re smiling.”

      Jenna tilted her head. “I try my best. Ethan has a lot on his plate.”

      Claire stepped back, crossing the threshold into the open-concept kitchen that overlooked the office nook. From there, she had the perfect vantage point—close enough to hear every word, far enough to feel untouchable.

      

      “You’re right. He does.” She reached the counter and opened the fridge a little too hard. “Good thing he has someone like you… watching his back.”

      From behind her, Jenna’s laugh tinkled like wind chimes. “And his calendar.”

      Claire poured herself a glass of water, grip tight around the stem of the glass. She could feel Jenna’s gaze on her back—assessing, curious, maybe even smug.

      She didn’t blame Jenna for being pretty. She didn’t even blame her for being flirty.

      But Claire had been in enough boardrooms and charity luncheons to know exactly what that type of woman looked like—soft on the outside, sharp beneath. The kind of girl who knew how to be seductive without crossing a line. The kind of girl who liked to toe it. The kind of girl who pretended not to notice how close she stood when she leaned over your husband’s shoulder.

      Claire turned around, sipping her water slowly. “Ethan, you didn’t tell me you were working late tonight.”

      Ethan rubbed the back of his neck. “Yeah, I figured I’d catch up before the week gets crazy. Jenna offered to help organize the rollout materials.”

      “So generous of her,” Claire said, eyes cutting to the assistant. “Are you staying for dinner, Jenna?”

      Jenna blinked, caught off guard. “Oh—I hadn’t planned on it.”

      Claire smiled. “You should. It’s the least we can do. After all, we wouldn’t want you working too hard.”

      There was a flicker in Jenna’s eyes then—recognition. A hint of tension crackled between the three of them, too subtle for Ethan to pick up on, but Claire felt it thrum through her body like a string pulled too tight.

      Jenna smiled slowly. “If you insist.”

      “I do.” Claire’s voice dipped slightly, velvet turning to silk. She turned back toward the stove, hips swaying just enough. “I have a feeling we’re all going to enjoy this evening.”

      And behind her, Claire didn’t need to see Jenna’s expression to know the game had just changed.

      She had issued the challenge. And Jenna had accepted.
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        * * *

      

      Dinner was served with linen napkins, a bottle of sparkling water, and a dangerously low-cut neckline.

      Claire moved through the dining room like a woman on a mission, placing the roasted vegetables beside the grilled salmon, setting the tone with a curated playlist humming low in the background. Nothing overly romantic—just enough bass and mood to remind them both that she was in control of this evening. Or so she told herself.

      Jenna sat across the table, legs crossed tightly beneath her pencil skirt, sipping her water like it was champagne. She hadn’t gone home to change. Still in the same soft pink blouse and high-waisted skirt from earlier—but something about her now felt bolder. More deliberate.

      Ethan, as always, was obliviously charming—complimenting the food, nudging Claire’s thigh with his under the table, making casual conversation about quarterly reports and office drama like nothing was amiss.

      Claire tried to keep it light.

      “So, Jenna,” she said smoothly, “tell me—do you always stay late at your boss’s house?”

      Jenna smiled, tilting her head just slightly. Her earrings caught the light and shimmered like mischief.

      “Only when invited,” she said, voice honey-slick. Her eyes flicked toward Ethan, then back to Claire, lingering. “But I can be very... accommodating.”

      Claire’s fork paused midair. She forced a smile and set it down slowly.

      “Well, I’m glad to hear it. Ethan certainly seems to appreciate your… flexibility.”

      “I do,” Ethan chimed in, clearly trying to smooth over the subtle jabs. “She’s been incredible with the new onboarding packet.”

      Claire’s lips curled. “I bet she has.”

      Jenna laughed at that—soft, feminine, maddeningly confident. “You’re so funny, Claire,” she said, leaning forward slightly over her plate. “And you look gorgeous tonight. That dress is… wow.”

      Claire arched a brow. “Thank you. It’s one of Ethan’s favorites.”

      Jenna’s gaze dropped to Claire’s cleavage and lingered there for a beat too long. “I can see why.”

      Heat prickled at the back of Claire’s neck, but she didn’t flinch. She reached for her glass and sipped, willing her expression to stay unreadable.

      “So,” Jenna continued, voice a little breathier now, “how long have you two been married?”

      “Seven years,” Ethan said, smiling as he glanced at Claire. “Feels like yesterday, though.”

      “Longer for me,” Claire said lightly, running her fingertip around the rim of her glass. “But some things only get better with time.”

      Jenna’s eyes dipped again, this time to the hollow at Claire’s throat. Claire caught it—the subtle tilt of Jenna’s chin. The way she shifted in her chair, legs uncrossing slowly before re-crossing, drawing Ethan’s attention like a magnet. His gaze flickered, just briefly, to the movement.

      That flicker made Claire’s chest tighten.

      She looked at Jenna—and that’s when it hit her.

      This girl wasn’t just flirting with Ethan. She was flirting with both of them.

      Jenna turned her attention back to Ethan, laughing at something he’d said, and touched his arm again—casually, easily. But then she glanced at Claire, lips parted, eyes heavy-lidded, almost challenging.

      Claire’s pulse thudded between her thighs, unwanted and undeniable.

      She wasn’t supposed to be turned on by this. She was supposed to be in charge, keeping her husband’s new assistant in check. But instead, her body was reacting like she was part of some forbidden game, her skin hot beneath her dress, her nipples tightening against the fabric as if Jenna had brushed them herself.

      “You’re staring,” Jenna murmured, so quietly Claire almost thought she imagined it.

      Claire’s cheeks flushed. She straightened her spine and leaned back, crossing one leg over the other in a slow, calculated motion.

      “I was just thinking,” she said smoothly, “how interesting you are. So confident. So... fearless.”

      Jenna smiled. “Confidence is easy when you know you’re wanted.”

      There was a pause. The air was thick—no longer playful. No longer safe.

      Ethan cleared his throat and reached for his water. “So, um—how’s the salmon?”

      Neither woman looked away.

      Claire held Jenna’s gaze for one second longer before letting herself smile. Not the kind of smile that said I’m your friend. No—this one said, You’ve just walked into my territory, sweetheart. Let’s see how far you’re willing to go.

      And Jenna? Jenna smiled right back.
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        * * *

      

      They ended dinner with chocolate-covered strawberries and a silence that pulsed beneath the small talk like a current.

      Jenna lingered in the doorway of the living room, twirling the last berry between her fingers as if it were a distraction, not a weapon. Ethan flipped on a low lamp while Claire poured them each a splash of something fizzy, pretending not to notice how Jenna’s eyes had settled—not on him, but on her.

      Claire sat on the edge of the sofa, legs crossed, back straight. She sipped her drink slowly, watching Jenna drop onto the adjacent cushion like she’d done it a thousand times before.

      “You two always this domestic?” Jenna asked, popping the berry between her lips. Juice glistened on her mouth. She licked it off slowly.

      Ethan chuckled, clueless as ever. Claire didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her throat felt tight with heat. With hunger. With something dangerously close to curiosity.

      “Let’s play a game,” she said suddenly, surprising even herself. “Truth or dare.”

      Jenna arched a brow, a slow grin blooming across her lips. “Seriously?”

      Claire shrugged one shoulder and held her glass aloft. “Why not? We’ve had dinner. We’ve talked about the weather and quarterly projections. Let’s talk about something real for once.”

      “I’m in,” Jenna said, voice lilting. “But only if we agree not to be boring.”

      Ethan gave a nervous laugh. “Define boring.”

      Jenna turned her body slightly, her knees angling toward Claire instead of him. “I’ll start,” she said, pointing at Claire. “Truth or dare?”

      Claire tilted her head, narrowing her eyes. “Truth.”

      “Describe your first orgasm,” Jenna said without missing a beat.

      The room went quiet.

      Claire stared at her, lips parting slightly. Jenna didn’t blink. Neither did Ethan.

      Claire took another sip, letting the bubbles cool her throat, and then set the glass down with a click. “Fine,” she said, smoothing a hand over her knee. “It was on a hotel balcony in Rome. My fingers, alone. I was eighteen during a college summer abroad. I had just watched a couple fuck on the rooftop across from ours.”

      She let her gaze slide over to Ethan, who had stopped blinking entirely, and then to Jenna.

      “I got off so hard I bit my wrist trying not to moan,” she finished, her voice low and steady.

      Jenna’s smile turned molten. “Damn,” she murmured. “Definitely not boring.”

      “Your turn,” Claire said coolly. “Truth or dare?”

      “Dare,” Jenna replied without hesitation.

      Claire’s mind moved faster than her body. “I want to see you kiss my husband,” she said, almost unable to believe her boldness. “But make it slow.”

      Ethan choked slightly, but Jenna just smiled and shifted closer. She slid a hand to his jaw and leaned in, pressing her lips to his. She kissed him like she enjoyed knowing Claire was watching. Because she did.

      Claire clenched her thighs. Her stomach was tight with something too tangled to name. Regret? Jealousy? Arousal?

      When Jenna pulled back, Ethan exhaled like he’d been holding his breath for hours.

      “My turn,” Jenna whispered, turning back to Claire. “Truth or dare?” It became obvious that this game was only between Jenna and Claire. Ethan was hardly on the radar except to be used as some sexual pawn.

      Claire stared back, her voice like smoke. “Dare.”

      Jenna didn’t hesitate. “Kiss me.”

      The room tilted.

      Claire didn’t move right away. Her whole body buzzed. Her mouth was dry. Her heart beat low and heavy between her legs. She wasn’t sure if she was more shocked by the dare… or by how badly she wanted to say yes.

      Ethan sat frozen between them, eyes wide.

      Claire uncrossed her legs and stood, slowly, letting her dress fall back into place as she walked the few steps between them. She stopped in front of Jenna and looked down at her, saying nothing.

      Jenna’s chin tilted upward, her lips slightly parted.

      Claire leaned in.

      Their mouths met in a kiss that was nothing like she expected. It wasn’t sharp or rough or quick. It was soft. Exploratory. Jenna’s lips were warm and full. Claire’s breath caught in her throat as their mouths moved, curious but lingering, heat passing like a secret.

      When she pulled back, Claire’s chest rose and fell too quickly. Her pulse thrummed in her ears.

      Jenna’s lips were wet. Her eyes hooded. “Well,” she murmured, “that was worth the wait.”

      Claire turned slowly, locking eyes with Ethan. His mouth hung slightly open. The outline of his hard cock was visible, poorly hidden by the fabric of his pants.

      Claire sat back down, smoothed her dress, and smiled tightly. “Your turn, Ethan,” she said, finally including him.

      “Truth or dare, Claire?”

      Ethan’s voice cut through the thick haze left behind by her kiss with Jenna.

      Claire blinked. Her heart was still fluttering, her lips tingling with the ghost of Jenna’s mouth. She sat up straighter on the couch and crossed her legs, even though the dampness between her thighs made the friction almost unbearable.

      “Truth,” she said, more breath than voice.

      Ethan didn’t smile. His brows pinched just slightly as he looked at her with something deeper than amusement. Curiosity. Maybe even concern.

      “What’s your angle?” he asked. “With Jenna.”

      Claire didn’t answer at first.

      She felt both women’s eyes on her. Jenna sat beside Ethan, relaxed, but her gaze was sharp beneath the softness. And Ethan—he looked almost hurt. Not angry. Just… uncertain.

      Claire opened her mouth. Closed it.

      What was her angle?

      Was it jealousy? Control? Curiosity? A test?

      She swallowed, her throat dry again. “I need to check on something,” she said quickly, standing up.

      “Claire—”

      “I’ll be right back.”

      She turned and walked down the hallway, heels clicking softly against the hardwood. But she didn’t go far. Just to the edge of the kitchen, where the hallway narrowed into shadows. She stood in the dark, pressed a hand to her chest.

      She couldn’t answer him. She couldn’t answer herself.

      The air was thick with the scent of wine and heat and something more dangerous.

      She told herself she was just giving them space. That she needed a minute to clear her head.

      But when she turned her body slightly, she could see back into the living room.

      Jenna was still sitting beside Ethan. Her hand was on his thigh now. Claire hadn’t heard her move, but she must have—the shift was obvious, intimate. Ethan didn’t push her away.

      He looked up, as if checking for Claire, but didn’t see her in the shadows. Or maybe he did. Maybe he didn’t care.

      Jenna leaned in and said something, her lips close to his ear. He shook his head faintly, but he didn’t move. She smiled at him—not sweetly. Like a cat who’d found the one mouse dumb enough to freeze instead of run.

      Claire’s fingers curled around the doorframe.

      She should step in. She should say something. Stop it before it started.

      But she didn’t.

      She stood there, heart pounding, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

      Ethan’s jaw was tense. He was holding back. Claire could see it in the way his shoulders flexed beneath his shirt, how his hand hovered near Jenna’s waist but didn’t quite touch.

      Jenna leaned closer. Her hand moved from his thigh to the buttons of his shirt. She didn’t undo them—but the suggestion was there.

      Claire’s mouth went dry.

      She pressed her thighs together, just slightly, a dull ache pulsing between them.

      She watched as Ethan finally reached out. His hand landed on Jenna’s knee—tentative, conflicted. But not resisting.

      Claire’s pulse throbbed.

      She could stop it. Still. Walk in and end this.

      But she didn’t want to.

      And that was what shocked her most of all.

      Not that Jenna was making a move.

      Not that Ethan was letting her.

      But that she—Claire—was standing in the dark, hot and wet and shaking, and all she could think was: Don’t stop. Let me see.

      She bit down on her bottom lip, hard enough to sting, and waited for what came next.

      Claire didn’t breathe.

      The shadows in the hallway wrapped around her like a lover, cloaking her in a false sense of control. But she felt everything. Every heartbeat. Every throb. Every pulse of heat between her legs.

      And then Jenna turned her head.

      Their eyes locked.

      Claire didn’t flinch, didn’t blink. She didn’t have to. Jenna had already seen her.

      But instead of freezing or retreating, Jenna smiled.

      She didn’t look surprised. She looked knowing.

      And then she said it—casually. Boldly. Like she had the upper hand all along.

      “If you’re going to watch,” Jenna murmured, her voice rich and low, “then come over and watch.”

      Claire’s breath hitched.

      Jenna didn’t wait for a response. She returned her attention to Ethan, her hand sliding higher up his thigh now. Ethan turned slightly, his mouth open to say something—but then closed it again. His gaze flicked to the hallway.

      Claire knew he saw her now.

      And still—no one moved to stop anything.

      Claire stepped forward.

      Her body led, not her mind. Her heels whispered against the floor as she crossed the living room again, the air buzzing with heat. Jenna didn’t break eye contact. She stood slowly and took a step back, putting herself in full view between the couch and the lamp’s warm, ambient glow.

      Claire sat on the arm of a nearby chair, spine straight, heart pounding.

      Jenna began to undress.

      She started with her blouse, unfastening each pearl-button one by one. Her fingers moved slowly, deliberately, like she wanted Claire to savor every inch as it was revealed. The blush fabric slid down her arms, exposing the creamy skin of her shoulders, the soft curves of her upper chest, and the swell of her full, natural breasts beneath a thin, nude bra.

      She unhooked that next.

      The fabric fell to the floor like it didn’t belong on her at all.

      Her breasts were perfect. High and full with dusky pink nipples that hardened in the cool air. Claire’s breath caught. Jenna’s stomach was taut, with just a hint of softness above her waistband. Her hips curved out like they were built to be held. Her thighs were strong, sensual, thick in the best way. She was a painting—lush and lithe, all temptation and control wrapped in skin.

      Claire’s hands curled against her thighs.

      Jenna undid the side zipper of her skirt and let it slide down her hips. It pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but lace panties that clung to her curves and barely covered the fullness between her thighs.

      She stepped out of them slowly. Deliberately.

      Then she knelt in front of Ethan.

      Claire couldn’t look away.

      Jenna’s hands worked at Ethan’s belt with a quiet confidence that made Claire’s throat tighten. Ethan didn’t move—just watched her with wide, dazed eyes as his pants were unfastened, pulled open, and slid down his legs.

      Claire’s gaze followed.

      Jenna reached inside his boxers and freed him. Ethan’s cock sprang forward, hard and flushed, thick in her grip. She wrapped her fingers around him and stroked once—twice—then leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

      Claire let out a soft gasp.

      Ethan’s head fell back against the couch, his mouth parting. His fingers dug into the cushions beside him.

      Jenna moved her head slowly, mouth gliding along his shaft, her tongue tracing the underside as she went. She held him like he belonged to her—like she’d been doing this forever. Her lips slid down until her nose brushed his lower abdomen, and when she pulled back, she left a string of moisture along his length that made Claire's entire body clench.

      Claire’s thighs pressed together involuntarily.

      Her nipples hardened beneath the fabric of her dress, brushing against the silk lining as if even her clothes wanted to be stripped away.

      Jenna looked up at Ethan and licked her lips.

      Then she stood.

      Without a word, Ethan pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside. His chest rose and fell, each breath deeper than the last.

      He reached for Jenna’s waist and turned her around.

      She didn’t resist.

      He bent her over the arm of the couch, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades, the other sliding between her thighs. She arched her back, spreading her legs for him, eyes fluttering shut as his hand disappeared beneath her.

      Claire couldn’t move.

      She sat frozen, her fingers digging into the edge of the chair. Her eyes locked on Ethan’s body—strong, sculpted, straining—as he positioned himself behind Jenna.

      And then he pushed in.

      Jenna let out a slow, guttural moan.

      Claire’s breath hitched again.

      She slid one hand slowly beneath the hem of her dress. Her fingers found heat—wet and slick. Her hips shifted. Her thighs trembled. She touched herself as Ethan began to move.

      Each thrust was slow at first. Deliberate. Deep.

      Jenna moaned with every push, her hands gripping the back of the couch, her body rocking forward and back. Her hair spilled over her shoulders, hiding her expression, but Claire could hear it—the ragged moans, the breathless curses, the yes yes yes whispered into the room like a mantra.

      Ethan groaned behind her, his muscles taut, his movements growing rougher with each passing second.

      Claire’s hand moved faster. Her breath caught. Her legs tensed. The room was filled with the sound of skin meeting skin, gasps, wetness, and the obscene, aching rhythm of pleasure just out of reach.

      She didn’t feel jealous.

      She felt possessed.

      Jenna wasn’t taking something from her. She was offering it—this scene, this view, this experience.

      Claire had never felt more wanted. And she had never felt less in control.

      This wasn’t her seduction. It wasn’t her game.

      She had invited Jenna in thinking she was the puppet master. That she could pull strings and show off her husband like a trophy, letting Jenna see what she’d never have.

      But now? Claire wasn’t the one being watched.

      She was the one watching.

      And she didn’t want to stop.

      Her fingers slipped over her clit, her hips rocking against the chair’s edge as Ethan buried himself inside Jenna, harder now, faster. Jenna cried out, voice thick and ragged and perfect.

      Claire’s release came quietly, like the air had been sucked out of her lungs. Her body arched, thighs trembling, lips parted in a silent moan as waves of heat rolled through her.

      She watched, panting, as Ethan drove into Jenna once more and groaned aloud, his head falling back.

      And still—Claire didn’t move.

      She simply sat there, flushed and aching and wet, and finally, finally honest with herself.

      The room was still heavy with heat.

      Ethan collapsed onto the other chair, his chest rising and falling, his skin glistening with sweat. His pants lay somewhere on the floor, forgotten, and his shirt was draped over the armrest like a discarded napkin.

      Jenna remained bent over the couch for a moment longer, catching her breath, her back arched and skin flushed from the intensity of it all. Then she shifted, slowly and gracefully, onto her back, her legs still parted, her inner thighs gleaming.

      Claire sat on the armchair across from them, one hand resting on the damp fabric of her dress, her breathing shallow. She still hadn’t moved. Her hand had slid out from beneath her hem minutes ago, trembling from the aftermath of her orgasm, but her mind hadn’t caught up with her body.

      Her heart was still trying to understand what she’d let happen—and why it had felt so good.

      Jenna tilted her head lazily and met her gaze.

      “I want you to taste him inside me,” she said.

      Claire didn’t speak. Her stomach clenched. Her thighs twitched.

      She wasn’t shocked anymore. She wasn’t scared. She was burning.

      Without a word, she rose from the chair and stepped toward them.

      Ethan watched her carefully, his expression unreadable. Jenna didn’t move. She just smiled—softly, smugly—and spread her legs a little wider, hips angled toward Claire like a throne being offered.

      Claire lowered herself slowly to her knees between the other woman’s thighs.

      The scent hit her first—warm and musky, familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. The tang of her husband’s release mingled with the sweetness of Jenna’s arousal. Her mouth watered. Her body responded before her mind could stop it.

      She leaned in.

      Her tongue flicked out, slowly at first, tasting the slickness along the curve of Jenna’s folds. Heat surged through her belly. She pressed deeper, licking slowly, thoroughly, letting herself absorb the flavors, the textures, the raw evidence of what she’d just watched.

      She had never done this before. Not like this.

      She had never tasted another woman slick with her husband's come.

      The first lick had been daring.

      The second felt like surrender.

      Jenna’s thighs tensed around her. Her hips lifted slightly, just enough to press herself closer to Claire’s mouth. Claire let her hands slide up Jenna’s thighs, holding her steady as her tongue licked again—this time slower, deeper. She didn’t think. She just tasted. She wanted it. Needed it.

      Each flick of her tongue was a confession: I want this. I asked for this. I belong here.

      Claire pressed her mouth more firmly between Jenna’s legs, her tongue tracing the rim of her entrance, dipping in to gather what was left of Ethan inside her. Her own breath came in soft, ragged gasps, the taste of them thick on her tongue, clouding every thought that wasn’t hunger.

      Jenna moaned, hand tangling in Claire’s hair, guiding her, encouraging her. Claire didn’t resist. She let her mouth move slower now, her lips brushing over Jenna’s clit, her tongue stroking languidly through the aftermath.

      Her whole body ached again.

      And through it all, she was aware—aware of Ethan watching from the couch, still panting, his cock twitching at the sight of his wife between his assistant’s thighs. She didn’t look at him.

      Claire kissed the inside of Jenna’s thigh once more and sat back on her heels, her lips and chin slick, her breath uneven. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

      Jenna opened her eyes and smiled down at her, looking utterly satisfied.

      Ethan was still watching, frozen in something between awe and disbelief.

      Claire sat back on her heels, breath ragged, lips glistening with the taste of them both. Her pulse still fluttered low in her belly, but her mind was oddly quiet.

      She had done it. She had watched. And she hadn’t broken.

      Jenna stretched like a cat on the couch, limbs lazy and satisfied, her legs still slightly open, her body glowing with the aftermath of pleasure. She glanced down at Claire, a soft, wicked smile curving her lips.

      “I knew you wanted this,” Jenna murmured, her voice like silk and sin. “You like doing what I say, don’t you?”

      Claire didn’t answer, though she knew it was the truth.

      

      Jenna reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from Claire’s cheek, then slid her fingers beneath her chin and tilted her face up. Their eyes met.

      “Next time,” Jenna whispered, “you won’t wait so long to join in.”

      The words slid beneath Claire’s skin like heat. She swallowed, her mouth still tasting of them both, her thighs pressing together again, helpless to stop the ache building all over again.

      Jenna leaned back against the cushions with a satisfied hum, her fingers drifting lazily along her own thigh.

      Claire stayed kneeling between them, chest rising and falling, knowing now—without doubt or shame—that she would always come when Jenna called.
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