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Chapter One




Bree’s long blond hair spilled down the center of her bare back as she peeled off her black crop top and tugged a tight pink T-shirt over her head. The soft cotton clung to her skin, tracing every curve in a way that made it impossible not to stare. I didn’t understand why my mouth watered at the sight of my best friend’s bare shoulders or why a slow, restless throb spread between my legs at the thought of her turning around. All I knew was that I could never act on any of it. Not if I wanted to keep her. Not if I wanted our friendship to stay safe.

She turned toward me, and her nipples pressed clearly through the thin fabric. The room suddenly felt too warm. I sank deeper into my mattress and pulled my knees up to my chest, trying to hide the way my thighs trembled.

“We’re going to have so much fun tonight,” she said, her smile bright and open, like she had no idea what was going on inside my head. “It’ll be just like when we were kids. I really missed you this year at school.”

I forced myself to sit up a little straighter and lowered my legs back toward the side of the bed, keeping my eyes on her face instead of drifting anywhere else. Her expression softened, almost sad.

“I know,” I told her quietly. “I missed you too. You could always apply and live in the dorms with me.”

“You know that’s not my style, Sara.” She shrugged, loose and carefree. “College isn’t for me. I’m not the book-reading type. I just want to live life to the fullest. Have fun and ride the adventurous wave of an unplanned future.”

“Doesn’t that ever scare you?” I asked. The words came out softer than I meant them to.

“Fear is part of what keeps me feeling alive. The uncertainty can be such a rush.”

I waved a hand like I was brushing off her philosophy, even though part of me envied how fearless she sounded. “I guess I like stability,” I said, my thoughts drifting to my year-long relationship and everything that came with it.

“You just want Travis to propose already, don’t you?” she teased, her tone playful.

I shrugged, unsure how honest I wanted to be. “I love him. I don’t know that I’m ready to marry the guy.”

Bree unfastened her jeans, the button popping free with a soft click, and slid the denim down her long, smooth legs. My breath caught when I saw the white cotton panties underneath, clean and simple, no hint of hair showing. I told myself to look away, but my eyes lingered anyway, drawn to the shape of her hips and the way the fabric hugged her. A dangerous thought flickered through me. I wondered if she was wet. I wondered if she ever thought about me the way I thought about her. The realization hit me hard, and guilt rushed in right behind it. Two friends weren’t supposed to think like this.

She stepped into a pair of silky pajama shorts, white with tiny pink hearts that matched her shirt. The fabric shimmered when she moved, catching the light as she crossed the room and climbed onto the bed beside me. Her arms wrapped around me without hesitation, warm and familiar. She smelled faintly of roses and something sweet, and the heat of her body made my stomach twist in a way that felt both comforting and dangerous.

“For what it’s worth,” she murmured, her voice softer now, “I think Travis is a pretty great guy. If you did marry him, I’d approve wholeheartedly.”

I laughed, though it came out a little breathless, and turned my face toward hers. She was so close. Inches away. Her lips looked relaxed, slightly parted, and my gaze kept dropping to them before I could stop myself. I didn’t understand why I wanted to close the distance and press my mouth against hers. Especially when I was in a serious, monogamous relationship with a boy I loved.

For a long moment, neither of us said anything. Our eyes held each other’s, searching, waiting. I wondered if she felt it too. If she was thinking the same impossible thought. Before it could swallow me whole, I pushed her away lightly and let out a playful laugh to break the tension.

“I’m glad you like my boyfriend,” I said, forcing an airy teasing tone into my voice. “As long as you don’t try and steal him for yourself.”

She threw her head back and laughed, the sound bright and easy as her long blond hair bounced against her shoulders. I tucked a piece of my wiry hair behind my ears and worried at my bottom lip, suddenly aware of every awkward inch of myself. No matter how many times Bree told me I was beautiful, I always felt smaller standing next to her. Quieter. Less effortless.

“You know I would never steal him from you,” she said, her smile turning mischievous. “Share him with you, sure.”

My heart stuttered hard enough that I felt it in my throat. “What?”

She nudged my shoulder with hers and giggled, like she’d just told the most harmless joke in the world. “I’m teasing,” she said quickly. “Hey, when are you going to change into your pj’s? You can’t sleep in that flouncy little skirt of yours.”

Her legs slid across my lap, warm and smooth against my bare skin. The contact sent a spark through me that I couldn’t hide. I clenched my thighs together, hoping she wouldn’t notice the way my body reacted to something that should have felt innocent.

“I will, just… turn around,” I said, even though part of me wanted her to watch.

“Like I haven’t seen you before,” she teased. “You can strip in front of me. I don’t care.”

I swallowed hard and pushed myself off the bed. My feet hit the cold hardwood floor, sending a chill up my legs. It shouldn’t have felt different from all the times we’d changed around each other growing up, but it did. Everything felt charged now. College had changed me, or maybe it had just made me more aware of things I used to ignore. Bree didn’t feel like family anymore. She felt like temptation, and that terrified me.

With my back to her, I lifted my white tank top over my head. Cool air brushed over my bare chest. I didn’t bother with bras most days since my breasts were small enough to go without, but suddenly I felt exposed in a way I never had before.

“Turn around,” Bree said softly.

A shiver slid down my spine. I turned slowly, my shoulders curling inward as her eyes settled on my nipples. Her gaze didn’t look shocked or embarrassed. It looked curious. Intent.

“I wish I had small breasts,” she said, glancing down at her own chest before looking back at me. “You can get away without wearing bras. That must be awesome.”

I shrugged, unsure what to do with my hands. “It’s okay,” I murmured, heat rising into my cheeks. The silence between us stretched thick and heavy while her eyes moved slowly over my body, like she was memorizing every detail.

“Well, go on,” she said, her voice softer now. “Now your skirt.”

My fingers found the zipper at my side. They trembled as I slid it down, the soft sound loud in the quiet room. The fabric loosened and slipped past my hips, pooling at my ankles. I stepped out of it and looked back at Bree.

Her attention was fixed on my pink panties. Her teeth pressed into her lower lip, and the intensity of her stare made my breath catch. I followed her gaze downward and felt my stomach drop when I saw the damp spot spreading through the thin cotton. Heat flooded my face. I covered myself quickly, stumbling over my words.

“Um, sorry… that just… happens sometimes. Out of nowhere.”

She lifted her eyes to mine, her expression softening into something warmer. “Hey… remember what we used to do?” she asked gently. “When we didn’t have any boys around yet? Remember when we practiced being each other’s boyfriend? So we would know what to do?”

I nodded slowly, my stomach flipping at the memory. Back then it had felt like a game. Now it felt dangerous.

“I know you have a boyfriend,” she continued, her voice low, almost careful, “but we could do that again… for old time’s sake?”

“I don’t know,” I said, bringing an elbow across my body to block her view of my damp panties. My pulse was racing, my thoughts tangled. “Wouldn’t that be kind of weird?”

“Well, if you think Travis would mind…”

“No,” I said quickly. The word came out before I could stop it. “I mean… I wouldn’t have to tell him. He wouldn’t have to know.”

Her eyes darkened, lids lowering slightly as she studied me. “Does that mean you want me to?”

I knew what the right answer should have been. I knew I should slow down, should think about Travis, should think about what this could change between us. But all I could focus on was the way Bree looked at me, the heat in her gaze, the way my skin prickled under it.

Almost without thinking, I nodded.

And she smiled.

Bree slid down toward the end of the bed and patted the mattress beside her, her eyes warm and inviting. My heart pounded as I crawled closer and stretched out on my back, my body stiff and unsure of where to rest. I felt younger than I actually was, nervous in a way that made my chest tight. It felt like a first time all over again, like stepping into something I didn’t fully understand but couldn’t walk away from either.

Bree moved between my legs, her knees pressing into the mattress as she leaned over me with a soft giggle. Warm air brushed across the damp spot on my panties when she exhaled, and my hips shifted on instinct, a quiet reflex I couldn’t control.

Her fingers slid to the waistband of my pink panties, delicate and slow, giving me time to pull away if I wanted. I didn’t. She tugged them down carefully, her knuckles grazing my thighs as she guided the fabric lower. I bent my knees to help her, a breathy moan slipping from my lips as her hands traced down my calves before freeing me completely. The cool air against my bare skin made me shiver.

She tossed the panties to the floor and pressed her palms to the insides of my trembling thighs, easing them open until I felt completely exposed beneath her.

“You have such a cute little pussy, Sara,” she murmured, her voice low and smooth.

I lifted my hands above my head and looked down at her. She was beautiful like this, framed between my legs, her green eyes shining in the soft light. Her tongue slid slowly across her bottom lip, hovering just inches above me. Normally I felt small next to her, like I was fading into the background of her confidence, but seeing her there made something inside me swell with a fragile kind of power.

She flicked her tongue through the air without touching me, teasing, testing. I groaned softly at the anticipation, and she giggled at my reaction.

“You do really want this, don’t you?” she asked.

I nodded quickly but turned my face away, heat flooding my cheeks.

“Then say it.”

I glanced back at her, my eyebrows drawing together. “Say what?”

“Tell me you want me to lick your wet pussy,” she said, her voice playful but edged with something more serious.

“Bree,” I protested, half laughing, half embarrassed.

“Say it.” Her tone shifted, firm and commanding enough to make my stomach flip.

I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry, my pulse racing in my ears. “I want you to… lick…”

“What?” she prompted softly.

I exhaled slowly, forcing the words out. “My wet pussy.”

Her smile deepened, and before I could think too hard about what I’d just admitted, her tongue swept upward along my slick slit. The sensation hit me instantly, sharp and electric. She pressed her mouth against me, sucking gently while her tongue slipped in and out, playful and relentless.

Heat rushed through my legs and into my belly. I arched my back, my fingers reaching automatically for her hair. My hands tangled in her blond strands as a loud moan escaped me before I could stop it.

She pulled back just enough to press a finger to her lips. “You don’t want your parents to hear you,” she whispered.

I knew she was right, but the loss of her mouth made me whimper. She reached down, picked my panties up from the floor, and pushed the soft cotton between my lips. The familiar scent filled my senses, making my whole body tremble.

Bree lowered her mouth to me again, sucking and licking with growing confidence. Her tongue flicked over me again and again until I was biting down on the fabric, muffling my sounds. My hips lifted off the bed without permission, pressing my wet, pulsing cunt harder against her face.

Electric waves shot through me, leaving me breathless and dizzy with pleasure. My grip tightened in her hair as my body chased the sensation, every nerve alive and humming. I cried out against the panties, my voice muffled as the heat built higher and higher.

Eventually my hips dropped back to the mattress, my muscles trembling as the intensity softened. The panties slipped from my mouth as I gasped for air, my chest rising and falling rapidly. Bree lifted her head and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes still locked on me while I struggled to steady my breathing.

I got dressed slowly while Bree watched from the bed, her eyes following every small movement like she didn’t want to miss a thing. I wasn’t sure why she’d wanted to do that to me or why she’d looked so focused while she did it, but I couldn’t deny how good it had felt. My skin still buzzed where her mouth had been, and my thoughts kept drifting back to it whether I wanted them to or not. She’d been softer, more patient than Travis ever was, and the comparison slipped into my mind before I could stop it. I wondered, guiltily, if I’d think of her the next time Travis put his mouth on my cunt.

“Want to watch a movie?” I asked, trying to sound casual while I pulled my pajama shorts up over my hips. Bree tilted her head and shook it slowly.

“I have a better idea,” she said, her smile curling at the edges. “Why don’t we invite your boyfriend over?”

My eyes widened so fast they almost hurt. “Why? We’re just having a girl’s night.”

“I don’t know,” she replied, her voice light but teasing. “It could be fun. Just for the movie, then we’ll send him home. He’ll see you in those sexy pajama shorts and it’ll torture him. Come on, it’ll be a blast.”

The image hit me instantly. Travis walking in, seeing me like this, knowing how turned on I still felt. The thought made my stomach flip with a strange mix of nerves and excitement. The idea of being the one in control for once, of making him squirm a little, sent a warm rush through my chest.

“Okay,” I said, reaching for my phone on the nightstand before I could second-guess myself. I typed out a quick message and watched the typing bubble appear almost immediately. He said he’d be right over. I looked up at Bree with a small smile. “He’s coming.”

“Great,” she said, clapping her hands softly. “Now let’s make you look even sexier.”

She handed me one of her lipsticks, a bold red that I usually would’ve been too shy to wear. She guided my chin gently while I applied it, then stepped closer to fluff my brown hair. Her fingers brushed my temples, lifting strands until my reflection looked different somehow. More confident. More grown up. Like I knew things about sex that I’d only just started to understand.

“You’re gorgeous, Sara,” she said, her voice warm and certain. “He won’t be able to resist.”

“Thanks,” I murmured, my cheeks burning as I caught my reflection again. My gaze drifted to her chest, where her nipples still showed clearly through the thin pink shirt. “He’s not going to be able to resist you either, you know.”

She waved the comment away with a small laugh. “He’s your boyfriend. He only has eyes for you.”

I turned back to the mirror and adjusted my hair again, smoothing the sides without really thinking about what I was saying next. I mentioned that I’d caught Travis looking at her a couple of times before.

“Oh?” she asked softly, stepping closer until her arms wrapped around my waist from behind. Her chin rested lightly on my shoulder, her breath warm against my skin. “Did it bother you when he did?”

The memory made my thighs press together automatically. Strangely, it hadn’t bothered me at all. If anything, it had made something inside me flutter in a way I didn’t fully understand.

“No,” I admitted quietly. “You’re my best friend.” My hands slid over hers where they rested on my lower stomach, our fingers overlapping. “I think I’d be more offended if he didn’t find you attractive.”

Bree pressed a soft kiss to the nape of my neck, sending a shiver down my spine that made my breath hitch. “You know, I’d never do anything you didn’t want me to do,” she murmured. “I have no intentions of fucking your boyfriend unless it’s something you wanted.”

Her words spun through my head, heavy and unexpected. I’d never really let myself imagine it before, but the image formed anyway. Her with him. Me watching. Heat rushed through my body so fast it made me dizzy, and I hated how much it turned me on.

“That’s why you’re my best friend,” I said, forcing a small smile and hoping she’d let it drop there. I didn’t want to look too closely at what that reaction meant. I didn’t want either of them to know how wet my panties felt again just from thinking about it.

“Is it something you want?” she whispered, brushing my hair aside and pressing slow, soft kisses behind my ear.

My head tipped back without thinking, a quiet moan slipping out before I could stop it. My nipples tightened under my shirt, and a sharp spark flared between my legs.

Again, the answer came before my brain could catch up. “Mmhmm.”

Bree’s lips brushed against my ear, her breath warm and teasing as she whispered, “Is that a yes? Do you want me to seduce and fuck your precious little boyfriend?”

The words sent a shiver straight down my spine. Before I could form an answer, her hand slipped slowly down my stomach and beneath the waistband of my panties. Her fingers found my clit instantly, circling with a slow, confident rhythm that made my knees soften. I rocked my hips back against her without thinking, chasing the pressure as a quiet moan escaped my throat.

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Yes… what?” she asked, her tone playful but firm.

My throat felt tight, my mouth dry as I tried to speak. I swallowed hard, wetting my lips while her finger kept moving, drawing small, steady circles that made my thoughts blur together. “Yes… I want you to…”

“Say it,” she murmured, her touch quickening just enough to make my breath hitch.

“To fuck him,” I gasped.

“Who?” she pressed, her voice low against my ear.

“Travis,” I panted, shame and heat twisting together in my chest. The words felt wrong and intoxicating all at once, and the pleasure flooding through me made it impossible to pull back.

Bree bit gently into my bare shoulder, the sharp sensation sending a jolt through my body. I cried out, my hands reaching blindly for balance as her free hand came up to cover my mouth, muffling the sound. Her fingers worked faster between my legs, pushing me over the edge again. My muscles tightened, and a second wave of pleasure crashed through me, making my knees buckle.

She held me upright as I trembled, my back pressed against her, my breathing ragged while the intensity slowly faded. For a moment I just stood there, trying to steady myself, trying to make sense of what I’d just said.

Then the realization hit me.

I turned around quickly, my eyes wide. “I didn’t mean… um…”

She giggled softly, brushing a strand of hair away from my flushed cheeks. “Yes you did,” she said gently. “It’s okay. I don’t think it’s weird or anything. In fact, I think it would be hot.”

“You do?” I asked, my voice quieter than I intended.

“Mmhmm,” she teased, her eyes sparkling. “Especially if you were watching while I did.”

My body stiffened even as adrenaline raced through me. “Watch?”

“Yeah,” she said easily. “It could be fun. Just a little playing around.”

Before I could figure out how to respond, the doorbell rang downstairs. Bree slipped away from me in an instant, moving toward the hallway like a gust of wind. I followed more slowly, leaning over the banister from the second floor just in time to see her pull Travis inside.

She greeted him with a bright smile and led him toward the stairs. His gaze flicked over her body, lingering on the way her nipples showed through the thin pink shirt, and a hot spark lit low in my belly when I noticed.

I can’t do this. I shouldn’t do this. He’s my boyfriend, and girlfriends don’t share their boyfriends with their best friends.

My hands trembled against the railing as fear twisted through me. But underneath it was something stronger. Curiosity. Excitement. The thought of never knowing what it would feel like to watch Bree with him felt heavier than the risk of actually going through with it.

“Hey,” Travis said when they reached the top of the stairs, his eyes moving over me. “You look sexy, Sara.”

My cheeks burned, and I dropped my gaze to the wooden floor, a shy smile pulling at my lips. “Thanks.”

“Come on,” Bree said brightly, looping her arm through mine and guiding both of us back toward the bedroom. “Let’s get this movie going.”

“She’s eager, isn’t she?” Travis joked, glancing at me over Bree’s shoulder.

“You have no idea,” I said with a small giggle, my pulse still racing as we stepped inside together.


Chapter Two




Bree guided Travis toward the bed and grabbed the remote, turning on a movie across from us like everything was completely normal. My pulse thudded in my ears as I settled onto one side of him, the mattress dipping under our combined weight. Bree climbed onto his other side, close enough that her thigh brushed his. The glow of the screen flickered over all of us, but it felt like no one was really watching it.

“Doesn’t Sara look so sexy, Travis?” Bree asked casually, like she was commenting on the weather.

He turned toward me slowly, his eyes dragging over my body from my bare legs up to my lips. Heat rushed through me under his attention. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “Of course she does.”

Bree’s hand came to rest on his thigh, just above the dark denim of his jeans. Her fingers spread slightly, confident and possessive in a way that made my stomach twist. “That’s what I thought too,” she said lightly. “That’s why I just had to taste her wet pussy.”

My head snapped toward her, eyes wide. What the hell was she doing? The words felt too raw, too exposed to be spoken out loud. But Travis didn’t look shocked. He didn’t pull away. His gaze stayed locked on me, intense and searching.

“Really?” he asked, his voice lower than usual.

My body trembled, fear mixing with something hotter that I couldn’t ignore. What if he thought I’d crossed a line? What if he saw it as cheating? Technically it was, even if it didn’t feel that simple in my mind. Bree was my best friend. We’d always been close. It wasn’t the first time she’d kissed me there, even if this time felt different.

My cheeks burned as I gave a small, hesitant nod. I couldn’t lie to him. He’d see right through me if I tried.

“That’s so…” he started, but his words trailed off.

“Dirty of her?” Bree finished with a teasing smile.

He nodded slowly, finally glancing toward Bree before looking back at me. “Yeah.”

“She has another little confession to tell you,” Bree added, her fingers sliding a little higher along his thigh. “Don’t you, Sara?”

Travis’s soft blue eyes met mine again, but they looked different now. Brighter. Hungrier. A flicker of something wild danced there, and it made my chest tighten. Part of me wanted to deny everything, to pretend none of this was happening. But seeing that fire in his gaze made me crave it more.

“I told Bree…” My voice wavered, my hands twisting together in my lap.

“Yeah?” he urged gently, leaning closer. My eyes dropped to his lap, and my breath caught when I noticed the obvious bulge in his jeans. Bree’s hand continued to massage his inner thigh slowly, deliberately.

“I want her to…” I struggled to finish the sentence, my throat tightening.

Travis leaned closer, his lips barely brushing mine as he whispered, “Yeah?”

“Jeez,” Bree cut in with a soft laugh. “She wants me to fuck you while she watches.”

Travis blinked, his dazed expression snapping into sharp focus. His eyes widened as they flicked between us, like he was trying to understand whether this was real. Whether I really meant it. Shame curled through me, heavy and thick, and I bowed my head as if that might hide it.

“Don’t hate me,” I whispered, my voice small.

His finger slid gently under my chin, lifting my face until I had to look at him again. His expression wasn’t angry. It wasn’t disgusted. If anything, it looked careful. Curious. “I don’t hate you for that,” he said softly. “I couldn’t. But I don’t want to do anything you don’t really want. Is this what you really want?”

His gaze held mine, intense enough to make my breath catch. My tongue felt dry as I swallowed, his lips hovering just inches from mine.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word trembling out of me. “It’s what I really want.”

His mouth crashed into mine, hot and sudden, his inhale loud and impatient as if he’d been holding his breath all night. The kiss was rougher than I expected, full of heat that made my thoughts scatter. He pulled back just enough to press his forehead to mine, our breaths tangling together. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bree’s hand sliding higher along his inner thigh until she cupped the obvious bulge beneath his jeans. Travis’s chest rose and fell against me, his eyes wild and unfocused.

“If… you’re… sure,” he panted.

I nodded, my heart hammering. A second later he turned toward Bree, grabbing her face in both hands and pulling her into a hungry kiss, sucking her bottom lip between his teeth. The intensity of it made my stomach twist. I slowly shifted toward the foot of the bed, giving them space, unsure where to put my hands or my eyes. I’d never seen him like this before. So forceful. So completely overtaken by desire.

Bree climbed onto his lap without hesitation, her thighs straddling his hips as their tongues tangled together. She tugged his black T-shirt up and over his torso, gasping softly when his chest was revealed. His muscles flexed under her touch, and a small, proud smile tugged at my lips when she saw him like that for the first time. I knew how strong he felt beneath my hands. I knew how lucky I was. The realization that she would feel that too sent a strange flutter through me.

They kissed again, slower this time, and Travis’s hands slid beneath Bree’s pink shirt. His fingers traced up her spine, pausing at her ribs before moving forward to cup her full breasts. Bree let out a soft moan that vibrated through the room, and my thighs pressed together at the sound.

A flicker of jealousy surprised me. I almost wished it was me making her sound like that.

She helped him pull her shirt off completely, her chest bare under the soft glow of the television. Travis leaned forward and wrapped his mouth around her nipple, sucking slowly. Bree’s hands came up to hold his head in place, her fingers threading through his hair. Watching them like this made my chest tighten. It felt private, intimate, like something I wasn’t supposed to witness.

And somehow that made it more thrilling.

Bree tipped her head back, her blond hair cascading over her shoulders as she moaned softly. Travis’s hand slipped inside her shorts and panties, disappearing between her thighs. Her hips rocked against him in small, needy movements, and I could only imagine the way his fingers slid along her wet slit.

She shivered and clutched at his hair, her breathing growing uneven. The way her body tensed made it obvious she was coming, and I stared, almost mesmerized. She looked ethereal in that moment, flushed and beautiful, like a siren pulled under by her own pleasure.

When she climbed off his lap, she dropped to her knees in front of him. Travis helped push his jeans and briefs down, freeing his long, thick cock. It sprang forward, heavy and flushed, and Bree’s eyes widened.

“Sara, you’d have to be a naughty girl to take this cock regularly,” she teased, glancing back at me.

“Maybe I am,” I replied softly, my eyes flicking up to meet Travis’s.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked again, concern flickering through his expression despite the tension in his body.

“I’m certain,” I said. “I promise.”

“Because once we start, I don’t know if I can hold back.”

“I don’t want you to hold anything back.” The words came out steadier than I expected. Something about watching them, about choosing this moment, made me feel strangely free. Sharing him didn’t feel like losing him. It felt like opening a door that brought all three of us closer together.

Travis’s attention returned to Bree as she wrapped her lips around his cock. She took him deep, her mouth sliding down until he pressed against the back of her throat. His hips began to move, thrusting forward and back in slow, powerful motions. The tip of him hit hard enough to make her gag, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she reached up and guided his hands to the back of her head, silently asking for more.

My mouth fell open at the sight in front of me. Travis pushed Bree’s head down on his cock, guiding her slowly until she took as much of him as she could. His body tensed and a deep groan slipped out of him before he could stop it. I hurried closer and pressed my hand over his mouth, my heart racing.

“My parents,” I whispered urgently.

He nodded quickly, biting down on his lip to muffle himself while Bree continued to swallow him over and over again, her movements steady and confident. The wet sounds filled the room, mixing with the low hum of the movie playing in the background.

After a moment he pulled free from her mouth and stood up, his chest rising and falling fast. His hands gripped Bree’s shoulders as he turned her and bent her over the edge of the bed. In one quick tug, he dragged her pajama shorts and cotton panties down her thighs, exposing her glistening wet cunt to him. The sight made my stomach flip with heat.

He stepped behind her and pressed the tip of his cock forward, slowly pushing inside.

Bree gripped the sheets tightly and moaned, her voice soft but desperate. “Sara!”

I moved to her immediately, leaning down until our faces were close. Her lips found mine, and her tongue slid into my mouth, warm and searching. The kiss grounded me even as everything around us felt unreal.

“Let me help,” Travis said, his voice rough as his hand slid into Bree’s hair. He pulled her head back gently, exposing the long line of her neck and lifting her mouth to the perfect height for me.

He thrust deeper into her, burying himself fully. I sucked on her lower lip the way he had earlier, and her body reacted instantly, a trembling shiver running through her. Travis gripped her ass with one hand while the other wrapped around her hips, holding her steady as he moved. His fingers found her clit, circling it while his cock slid in and out of her wet heat.

Seeing my boyfriend inside another woman sent a flash of jealousy through me. It hit sharp and quick, but it didn’t stay. It softened into something warmer, something tangled with desire and affection. The man I loved was bringing pleasure to my best friend, and instead of anger, all I felt was an overwhelming need to see them both come undone.

I slid my hands down Bree’s chest, my palms brushing over her skin while Travis’s rhythm grew faster behind her. I rolled her nipples gently between my fingers and kissed her again to quiet her sounds. Travis’s head dropped forward, his abs tightening as his breathing turned ragged. I recognized the signs immediately. He was close.

Bree squealed softly against my mouth, her body shaking as he thrust hard and then stilled, hunched over her as he came inside her. They both panted, their bodies slowing together as the tension eased.

Travis pulled out slowly and stepped back, running a hand through his hair. Bree rolled onto her back, her legs parting as she stared down at her come-soaked pussy, her chest rising and falling with each breath. Something stirred inside me then, an impulse I didn’t question. I dropped to my knees in front of her and leaned in, licking the warm come from her inner thigh and along her wet slit. Her fingers slid into my hair, stroking gently while I cleaned her.

The taste was salty and sweet at the same time, and the air carried a soft warmth that made my head spin. I didn’t want to pull away. I didn’t want the moment to end.

Eventually I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, my chest tight with. “I hope we do this again,” I said before I could stop myself.

Bree glanced toward Travis, her cheeks flushing. “Me too,” she admitted softly.

“You know I’m down,” Travis said with an awkward little laugh, still catching his breath.

Bree patted the space beside her, and I climbed up onto the bed next to her. “But for now,” she said with a playful smile, “maybe we’ll just watch the movie.”

“Sounds good,” I replied, glancing at Travis. He still looked dazed, his eyes wide as he handed Bree her clothes before pulling his own back on.

The three of us settled together, closer than we’d ever been before, and deep down I knew this wasn’t the last time I would share Travis with Bree.
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I woke up before anyone else. Everything felt softer in the morning light, like the world had taken a deep breath and decided not to make things complicated.

Travis was stretched out on one side of me, his arm heavy across his stomach. Bree lay on the other side, curled toward the wall with her blond hair fanned across the pillow. Seeing them there together didn’t make my chest twist the way I thought it would. If anything, I felt calm. Full. Like something that had been pulling at me for years had finally settled.

I slipped quietly out of bed and padded downstairs. The kitchen felt colder than the bedroom, and I wrapped my arms around myself while I started a pot of coffee. My reflection in the dark window caught my eye. Same messy hair. Same sleepy face. But something behind my eyes looked different. More certain.

I wasn’t ashamed.

That realization hit me harder than anything else.

Footsteps sounded behind me, soft and familiar.

“You’re always the first one up,” Bree said, her voice still thick with sleep.

I glanced over my shoulder and smiled. “Couldn’t help it.”

She grabbed a mug from the cabinet and leaned against the counter beside me. For a minute neither of us spoke. The silence felt easy, not heavy like I’d feared it might be.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I nodded, watching the coffee drip into the pot. “Yeah. I think I am.”

She didn’t push for more. She never did when I needed space to sort through my thoughts.

Travis shuffled in next, rubbing his eyes and blinking at us like he wasn’t sure what kind of morning this was going to be. “Hey,” he said softly.

“Coffee’s almost ready,” I told him.

He hesitated for half a second, like he was waiting for a sign from me. I crossed the room and hugged him first. His shoulders relaxed immediately, and he pressed his cheek into my hair.

“You good?” he asked under his breath.

“I’m good,” I said. “Are you?”

He nodded slowly. “I just didn’t want anything to feel… weird.”

“It doesn’t,” I admitted. And it was the truth.

Bree snorted softly behind us. “Look at you two being all serious.”

We laughed, and just like that the tension broke.

We spent the morning on the couch with blankets and mugs of coffee, pretending to watch some random show while we talked about everything except the night before. School. Work. Bree’s plans to travel somewhere warm when she saved enough money. It felt strangely normal, like the three of us had just stepped into a version of our friendship that had been waiting under the surface all along.

At one point Travis laced his fingers through mine, his thumb brushing over my knuckles. Bree leaned her head on my shoulder from the other side, her weight warm and grounding. I realized I didn’t feel torn between them. I felt connected to both of them in a way that didn’t make me smaller.

Later that afternoon Bree helped me pick out an outfit while Travis waited downstairs. She adjusted my hair and handed me a different lipstick, grinning when I rolled my eyes at her.

“You look happy,” she said.

“I am,” I replied, surprising myself with how easy the words felt.

When we finally walked outside together, the air was cool and bright, the kind of day that felt like a fresh start whether you wanted one or not. Travis reached for my hand automatically. Bree bumped my shoulder with hers.

I didn’t know exactly what this meant for us long term. I didn’t know if we’d do something like that again or if it had been a one-time leap into something new. But for the first time, I wasn’t afraid of the questions.

I’d chosen it. All of it.

And as we headed down the driveway together, I realized that nothing had really ended last night. If anything, it felt like we’d just begun learning how to be honest with each other in a way we never had before.
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