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      “How do I look?” I asked, smoothing the purple dress over my hips and tousling my blond hair in the mirror. I shifted from foot to foot, feeling that familiar mix of hope and dread tighten in my chest.

      Brad was in bed, his laptop balanced across his thighs, the glow of the screen casting a faint blue hue over the room. Work had swallowed up so much of his attention lately that sometimes I felt like a ghost drifting through our house, seen only when necessary. I wondered if I would even be able to pull his eyes away tonight.

      “You look great,” he said without lifting his gaze from the screen.

      I caught his reflection in the mirror—the steady, inattentive curve of his brow, the unbroken rhythm of his typing—and my heart sank. He hadn’t even looked.

      “You didn’t even see me,” I said, my voice soft but edged with disappointment.

      He sighed, the sound heavy with exasperation, and closed his laptop with a firm snap. Swinging his legs off the bed, he set the laptop aside and looked at me—really looked, in that overexaggerated way meant to make a point. His eyes widened theatrically.

      “Like I said,” he drawled, a hint of impatience threading through his tone. “You look great.”

      “Do I?” I pressed, the question slipping out before I could catch it. “Really?”

      “Yes, Julie. Really. Why do you care so much anyway? She’s just an old friend.”

      I bit my lower lip, glancing away. “Because she was the coolest girl in our sorority,” I admitted, my voice almost a whisper. “I don’t know... I guess I want to impress her.”

      Brad arched a brow. “Why does she want to meet now? You haven’t spoken in years.”

      “She just moved to the area,” I said, brushing an invisible wrinkle from the dress. “She’s been living in California all this time.”

      My heart gave a small, anxious flutter at the thought of seeing Lucy again—her effortless beauty, her magnetic laugh, the way she could make you feel like you were the only person in the room. The memory alone made my skin feel too tight.

      Brad seemed to notice the change in me. He stood and crossed the room, the mattress creaking behind him. He placed his broad hands on my shoulders and looked down at me, so tall and solid that his closeness made me feel suddenly small—and exposed. It had been a long time since he had touched me like this, a long time since simple proximity made my breath catch.

      “You look beautiful,” he said, his voice low and sincere.

      My lower lip trembled, betraying the deep ache I had tried so hard to ignore. I wanted him to kiss me—to remind me that whatever spark had once existed between us wasn’t entirely gone. I would have kissed him first, but the fear that he might pull away rooted me in place. I couldn’t bear that kind of rejection from him. Not again.

      His gaze drifted to my mouth, and for one hopeful heartbeat, I thought he might close the distance. Instead, he lifted his thumb and brushed it across my trembling lip, a tender, almost apologetic gesture. Then he leaned in—not to kiss my lips, but to press a soft, chaste kiss to my forehead.

      My heart sank like a stone.

      “I’ve got to get back to work,” he murmured. “But have fun at your lunch.”

      Without waiting for a response, Brad returned to the bed, flipping open his laptop as if nothing had changed—as if I hadn’t just broken a little more in front of him.

      It wasn’t that Brad didn’t love me. I knew he did, in that steady, reliable way that felt more like loyalty than passion now. But the fire—the hunger—had long since gone out. I didn’t know when we lost it, or why. All I knew was that somewhere along the way, we had stopped being lovers and become something else. Roommates, maybe. Old friends. A pair of souls who shared the same roof but slept on opposite shores of the same bed.

      He cared about me. He just didn’t want me anymore.

      Blinking back the sting of tears, I turned back to the mirror. The woman staring back at me looked polished enough: the blonde waves, the soft purple fabric, the delicate sweep of eyeliner. But if this was the best I had to offer—and it still wasn’t enough to make my own husband want me—what hope did I have of impressing Lucy?

      With a sudden burst of frustration, I pulled the purple dress over my head and tossed it onto the bed. I slipped into a little blue dress instead—something simpler, shorter, with a neckline that dared to be just a little bolder. I pulled my hair back into a loose, low bun, letting a few strands fall free to frame my face.

      This time, I didn’t ask for Brad’s opinion.

      Some things, I decided, I had to feel good about on my own.

      “I should be back in a few hours,” I said, slipping my purse over my shoulder and reaching for the front door.

      “Don’t rush,” Brad called from upstairs. “I’ll just be working.”

      His words, though casually spoken, felt like a permission slip I hadn't asked for. I gave a small, absent nod and headed downstairs, my heels tapping lightly against the hardwood. As I pulled open the door, a figure startled me—standing bold and radiant on the other side.

      I stumbled back a step before recognition hit. It was Lucy.

      She stood framed in the doorway, wearing a skin-tight red dress that hugged every delicious curve of her body. Her long brunette locks spilled in glossy waves over her shoulders, and when she smiled, her blue eyes practically sparkled.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice pitching higher than I intended.

      Lucy laughed, a soft, throaty sound that curled around me like smoke. “I thought we could do lunch here instead,” she said brightly. “I wanted to see where you live.”

      I hesitated, instinctively glancing up toward the staircase as though Brad might materialize and intervene. In truth, I was thinking about how deeply buried he was in his work—and how little he tolerated interruptions.

      “My husband works from home,” I said carefully. “I don’t think he’d be able to focus if we stayed here.”

      Lucy only smiled wider. She pressed one manicured hand against the door and pushed it open farther, inviting herself inside with the kind of breezy confidence that had always been her signature.

      “Nonsense,” she said lightly. “You can’t let a man run the house like that.”

      I stumbled over my words, feeling small and awkward under her bright gaze. “I don’t... I mean, I don’t let a man... run things,” I said, but even to my own ears, it sounded weak.

      Lucy was already strolling into the living room, pausing in the middle of the space to turn and face me fully. It was then that I noticed just how much she had changed. Her figure, once slim and athletic, now boasted a full, luscious bust that strained against the fabric of her dress. Her skin had a golden, California glow, the kind you only get from years spent in the sun and a few expensive treatments.

      “What happened to you, Julie?” she teased, tilting her head. “You seem so shy and reserved all of a sudden.”

      I swallowed hard, my throat dry. My gaze dropped involuntarily to her chest, and before I could stop myself, the words tumbled out. “Are you... are you pregnant?”

      Lucy threw her head back and laughed—a rich, musical sound that made the air feel too warm.

      “Why? Do I look fat?” she asked with mock offense.

      I shook my head quickly. “No, no, it’s not that at all.”

      She glanced down at her own chest and cupped her breasts casually in her hands, lifting them as if weighing them. “Oh, you mean these?” she said, flashing me a wicked grin. “I got a little procedure done while I was living in California. They look real, don’t they?”

      I nodded dumbly, my face heating. “Yeah... they sure do.”

      At that moment, Brad’s voice floated down from upstairs, sharp and impatient. “Julie! When are you leav—?”

      His words cut off abruptly as he rounded the corner and caught sight of Lucy standing in the foyer.

      I saw it happen—the way his body stilled, the way his hand tightened slightly around the railing. The way his eyes flicked down Lucy’s body with a hunger he hadn’t shown me in what felt like forever.

      My chest ached.

      “I’m Lucy,” she said brightly, extending her hand toward him even though he remained frozen halfway down the stairs.

      “Shit,” Brad muttered under his breath, too low for her to catch, but not low enough for me to miss.

      Lucy let her hand fall and turned her dazzling smile on me instead. “He’s handsome,” she said sweetly. “But rude, isn’t he?”

      I met Brad’s gaze, feeling my cheeks flush with humiliation. “Will you come down and introduce yourself properly?” I asked, my voice tight.

      “No,” he said flatly, turning back toward his office. “You two need to leave.”

      Lucy’s eyebrows lifted in amused surprise, but she recovered quickly, shrugging as if it didn’t matter in the slightest. I burned with the awkwardness of it all.

      “Will you just... give me a moment?” I asked her, desperate to buy a sliver of time to salvage whatever dignity I had left.

      “Of course,” she said, waving her hand airily. “Mind if I help myself to your kitchen?”

      “Be my guest,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

      I ran up the stairs, my heart pounding with a cocktail of anger and humiliation, and found Brad standing in the bedroom doorway, leaning against the frame with his arms crossed casually—too casually for the way he had just embarrassed me.

      “Do you know how much you humiliated me just now?” I snapped, barely able to keep my voice steady.

      Brad sighed, shifting his weight against the doorframe. “I’m sorry,” he said, sounding more tired than repentant. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. It’s just... I swear I’ve seen her somewhere before.”

      I narrowed my eyes. “Where?”

      He hesitated, glancing past me as if hoping to find an escape route. His fingers raked through his dark hair, a nervous tell he couldn’t seem to control.

      “I don’t want to tell you,” he said finally. “It might ruin your image of her.”

      I stepped closer, feeling emboldened by a fierce, protective loyalty I hadn’t even realized I still had for Lucy—or maybe I just needed to understand why Brad was acting so strangely. “Tell me,” I demanded. “I need to know.”

      His gaze flicked back to mine, almost apologetic. “I’ve seen her... in movies.”

      My brows furrowed. “What, like Hollywood movies?”

      He shook his head slowly, the corners of his mouth tightening into a grimace. “The naked kind.”

      For a moment, stunned silence stretched between us. Then, unexpectedly, laughter bubbled out of me, high-pitched and disbelieving. “That’s it? You think you’ve seen her in a porno? That’s ridiculous. Lucy would never—” I faltered, remembering the unapologetic way she had flaunted her new curves. A tiny seed of doubt sprouted in my chest.

      “She did live in California,” Brad pointed out, his voice maddeningly reasonable.

      “Lots of people live in California,” I countered, though my conviction was already faltering.

      “True,” he said, shrugging. “But so do a lot of porn actresses.”

      I shot him a withering look and turned on my heel. “Fine. Stay up here and hide if you want. But I’m not kicking her out because you think she looks like someone else.”

      I left him there and headed back downstairs, forcing myself to shake off the conversation. But when I entered the kitchen, I stopped cold.

      Lucy was standing at the counter, a glass of water tipped back in her hand. Only she wasn’t drinking it like a normal person. Her back was arched in a sinuous curve, her head tilted back gracefully as she swallowed in slow, languid gulps. Her full breasts were thrust forward, straining against the thin fabric of her dress, and one of her hands braced against the counter behind her, elongating her lithe figure. She looked like a woman savoring something far more decadent than just water—like a goddess indulging in some private, forbidden pleasure.

      I cleared my throat. “Um, Lucy?”

      She snapped upright at once, her cheeks coloring slightly as she set the glass down. It was a small, fleeting crack in her otherwise flawless confidence.

      “Julie,” she said with a breathless little laugh. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

      “That’s alright,” I replied, struggling to find my footing. “I’m sorry about my husband. He can be a real ass sometimes.”

      Lucy brushed it off with a dazzling smile. “I don’t mind. I’m used to that type.” She leaned forward slightly, her tone teasing. “He’s very attractive, by the way. If he weren’t married, I’d snatch him up for myself.”

      A nervous laugh escaped me before I could stop it. “He, um... he thinks he’s seen you before.”

      Lucy’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “Oh?” she asked, tossing her hair over one shoulder. “What kind of movie was it?”

      I hesitated, willing her to save me from having to say it out loud. When she didn’t, I pressed forward awkwardly. “You know... the naked kind.”

      I braced for her laughter, but none came. Instead, Lucy’s gaze dropped to her water glass, her expression unreadable. She lifted the glass once more, pausing just before she drank.

      “That’s because he has,” she said, her voice silky. Then she took another slow, deliberate sip, watching me over the rim of the glass.

      I blinked, certain I had misheard her. “Wait... what?”

      Setting the glass down carefully, she smiled—a slow, secret smile that seemed to light her from within. “I’ve been in a few adult films,” she said breezily. “Or whatever you want to call them.”

      “When?” I asked, the word escaping in a whisper.

      “Right after college,” she said, as though discussing nothing more scandalous than a summer internship. “The extra money helped pay off my student loans. I heard you’re still struggling in that department.”

      Her words hit their mark, and I felt myself shrink under the weight of her proud, unflinching gaze. She wasn’t embarrassed. She wasn’t apologizing. If anything, she seemed to revel in the revelation—revel in my stunned silence.

      I realized with a sickening twist in my gut that my hands were trembling. Brad had seen her naked. Probably desired her. And now he was upstairs, hiding, leaving me alone to face the knowledge that I would never measure up—not in his eyes, and certainly not in Lucy’s.

      Lucy studied me openly, as if waiting to see how I would react, as if daring me to flinch first. I scrambled to recover, desperate not to let her see the impact she had.

      “So,” I said, forcing a brittle smile onto my face, “how do you... do it?”

      Lucy sauntered toward me, her arms folding slowly over her chest, which only served to push her full breasts higher. She tilted her head and gave me a knowing smile, one that curled with mischief.

      “You need me to tell you about the birds and the bees?” she teased, her voice rich and teasing.

      “Not that,” I said quickly, feeling the heat creep into my cheeks. “I meant... how do you... you know... fuck strangers?”

      Her smile widened, a playful gleam lighting up her blue eyes. “They’re not all strangers,” she said casually. “I’ve gotten pretty close to some of the guys.”

      “How many guys?” I blurted out before I could stop myself.

      Lucy didn’t answer. She only smiled wider, a slow, sultry expression that made my stomach flutter uncomfortably. Then her eyes flicked over my shoulder, and she gave a little laugh.

      “Oh look,” she said lightly. “There’s the coward now.”

      I turned to see Brad making his way hesitantly down the stairs. He had changed into nicer clothes—a button-down shirt, slacks—but his movements were stiff, his face flushed. He looked like he wanted to be anywhere but here.

      “Hello,” he said awkwardly. “Who’s a coward?”

      Lucy chuckled, an effortless, wicked sound. “Your wife tells me you’ve seen some of my movies. I was worried you’d spend the whole night hiding upstairs—which would’ve been such a shame. I wanted to meet the man who captured Julie’s heart... and maybe her soul too.”

      “That’s... that’s me,” Brad said, his voice trembling slightly. His hands fidgeted at his sides. I could practically see the sweat beading on his forehead.

      I felt a growing knot of regret settle in my stomach. Somehow, this afternoon had spun so far beyond what I had imagined. I glanced downward instinctively—and there it was. A definite, undeniable bulge straining against the front of Brad’s pants.

      A fresh wave of embarrassment crashed over me.

      “Let’s go to lunch,” I said hastily, grabbing Lucy’s arm and tugging her toward the door.

      “Well, look at you,” she said, laughing as she allowed herself to be led away. “Looks like we have two little cowards.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I muttered under my breath.

      “Oh, come on.” She flipped her hair back over her shoulder. “Just because I was in a few adult films, you can’t even introduce me to your husband properly? You think we’re going to strip down and fuck on the kitchen island or something?”

      “I didn’t say that!” I protested, horrified.

      “Yeah, but you thought it,” Lucy said, her voice a playful purr. She leaned in close enough for me to smell the faint, sugary scent of her perfume. “If I was going to fuck anyone in here right now, Julie... it would be you.”

      I froze, the words crashing into me with the force of a freight train.

      “What? Me?” I echoed, my voice barely a whisper.

      “Fuck, that’s hot,” Brad blurted out, his voice thick with awe.

      Both Lucy and I turned to glare at him in unison.

      “Shut up,” we said together.

      Brad’s eyes widened, and he took a hasty step backward, clamping his mouth shut like a scolded schoolboy.

      Lucy turned back to me with a sly grin. “I’ve been with a few women in those movies too, you know.”

      “Oh, I know,” Brad said under his breath, unable to help himself.

      Another sharp glare from both of us shut him down immediately.

      Lucy’s smile softened, and she lifted a single finger to trace my cheek, the touch featherlight but electric. My breath caught in my throat. When her fingers found the curve of my neck, a visible shudder ran through me.

      “When I came back,” she said in a voice that was barely more than a whisper, “I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like... to kiss my old friend.”

      I glanced at Brad instinctively, expecting him to object, to say something—anything. But he just stood there, rooted in place, his eyes wide and dark with longing.

      I didn’t know what to do. Lucy was breathtaking. Hypnotic. I had never been with a woman before. But then again, it had been so long since anyone had touched me with anything resembling real desire.

      And then a deliciously wicked idea struck me.

      I turned back to Lucy, my pulse racing. “Then why don’t you and I go upstairs?” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “We can have a little fun... while Brad stays down here.”

      “No way,” Brad said immediately. “I’m not letting you just go upstairs without me.”

      Lucy only laughed and walked toward him. She trailed a soft hand down his chest, and I could hear the low, involuntary groan that escaped him.

      “Maybe if you behave,” she said teasingly, “there’ll be a reward for you later.”

      Brad swallowed hard, visibly struggling, but finally managed to croak out, “Fine. Do whatever you want.”

      My heart pounded wildly as Lucy took my hand and led me upstairs. I was lightheaded, breathless, the world tilting strangely around me.

      I showed her to the bedroom and closed the door firmly behind us, turning the lock with a click that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet.

      “We’re not really going to do this, are we?” I asked, my voice barely more than a whisper.

      Lucy turned to face me, her expression open, sincere, and devastatingly beautiful. “You don’t want to?”

      There was no pressure in her voice, no guilt. Just the simple offer of a new world I had never dared step into before.

      “I mean... do you?”

      She smiled. “I was being honest downstairs. If that’s what you’re asking.”

      I hesitated, every rational thought in my head telling me to stop. But the feeling of her so close—the memory of her finger tracing my skin, her lips so near mine—made it impossible to find the word “no.”

      “I’ve never been with a... with a woman before,” I admitted quietly.

      Lucy stepped closer, her hands settling gently on my hips. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice a soothing murmur. “I’ll show you how it’s done.”

      She leaned in, and I closed my eyes, bracing myself for the kiss. But nothing could have prepared me for the reality—the sweet, fierce crash of her mouth against mine. It wasn’t tentative. It wasn’t careful. It was hungry, electric, and alive.

      Her lips parted mine easily, and her tongue slipped inside, claiming me. A jolt of raw sensation raced through my body, and I gasped softly into her mouth. Her hands slid upward, tracing my ribs through my dress, pausing briefly at the curve of my waist.

      Then she cupped my breasts gently, her touch sending sparks shooting straight through me. My nipples hardened instantly beneath the fabric, and a low, helpless moan escaped my lips.

      Lucy pulled back just enough to murmur against my mouth, “Lay back on the bed.”

      I obeyed, dazed and trembling. I broke away from her and backed onto the bed, sitting first, then reclining slowly until my legs stretched out across the mattress. My heart hammered against my ribs as Lucy approached, her blue eyes darkened with intent.

      I shifted slightly, making room for her, and she climbed onto the bed beside me with a predatory grace, her hands already reaching for my bare thighs, her fingers skating higher and higher.

      When Lucy’s fingers slipped beneath the hem of my dress, another helpless moan tumbled from my lips.

      “You sound so sweet when you want to come,” she murmured, her breath hot against my mouth. Then she caught my lower lip gently between her teeth, biting just hard enough to leave the faint taste of metal on my tongue.

      Her fingers continued their slow, deliberate climb, brushing against the damp fabric of my panties. I gasped at the contact, my body arching slightly in invitation.

      With infuriating patience, she slid my panties down over my hips, drawing them along the curves of my thighs before tugging them free. Her hands found my legs again, urging them apart, and the skirt of my dress bunched up around my waist.

      Lucy paused, gazing down at my exposed pussy with open, hungry admiration. She licked her lips, and for a wild moment I thought, Is this really happening? Is my friend about to go down on me?

      Her head dipped lower until I could feel her breath—hot and teasing—against my bare skin. Her tongue darted out, sliding slowly up the slick folds of my sex.

      A sharp, broken gasp tore from my throat as I collapsed back against the bed, already a panting mess under her tongue. It had been so long since anyone had touched me like this, so long since anyone had made me feel wanted. My body responded with a desperate, reckless urgency.

      I came embarrassingly fast, my fingers clutching the bedspread in tight fists as my back arched off the mattress. Moan after moan escaped me, loud and unrestrained, as the waves of release flooded through me. Her mouth stayed firm and hungry against me, coaxing every last tremor from my body until I lay trembling beneath her.

      When at last the aftershocks subsided, Lucy pulled back and let out a small, delighted giggle.

      “I’m sorry,” I gasped, still struggling to catch my breath. “That was so quick.”

      “That’s all right,” she said with a teasing smile. “I could tell you haven’t been laid properly in a long time.”

      I frowned, feeling a hot flush of embarrassment. “Really?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with it,” she said, leaning over me and brushing her knuckles down my cheek. “It’s not your fault.”

      I shrugged helplessly, unsure what to say. “So... what now? Do you want me to, um, go down on you? You made me feel so good. I want to make you feel good too.”

      Lucy smirked wickedly. “You know what I really want?”

      “What?” I asked, my voice small.

      Her eyes glinted. “I want to fuck your husband while you watch.”

      My mouth went dry as the desert.

      “You... what?” I managed to croak.

      “Trust me,” she said smoothly. “You’ll like it. And he’ll be so grateful—and so guilty—he’ll never say no to you again.”

      I stared at her, struggling to process the words. “What if... what if he only wants you after? I mean... you’re like every guy’s fantasy.”

      Lucy laughed softly and stroked my hair. “Trust me. It’ll bring you closer together than you’ve been in years. And I’ll get to have a little fun too.”

      “I don’t know,” I whispered.

      She didn’t press. Instead, she leaned in and kissed the side of my neck, her lips featherlight against my skin. Her fingers found the zipper at the back of my dress and eased it down, the fabric loosening around me. She kissed lower, her mouth trailing over my collarbone, and eased the dress down over my breasts with practiced grace.

      She slipped my bra straps from my shoulders and unhooked the clasp with a deft flick of her fingers. I was bare before her now, heart hammering against my ribs.

      “Picture it,” she whispered against my skin. “Picture your husband fucking me.”

      Before I could protest, she caught one nipple in her mouth, sucking gently until it tightened under her tongue. A shudder raced through me, and despite myself, I did what she said. I pictured Lucy bent over the bed, her perfect body arched, and Brad moving behind her, claiming her.

      My pussy throbbed at the image. Lucy’s hand slid between my thighs, her fingers slipping inside me with an easy, confident push that made me cry out.

      “Doesn’t it turn you on?” she whispered. “Imagine his big cock sliding in and out of my pussy. Imagine how good it would feel to watch.”

      “I can’t,” I said weakly. “It would ruin us.”

      Lucy switched to my other nipple, sucking and teasing until I was mindless again.

      “I guarantee it won’t,” she whispered against my skin, her fingers plunging deeper.

      My head was spinning. My body screamed yes even as my mind flailed for solid ground.

      “Okay,” I breathed at last, my voice raw with need. “You can fuck him.”

      Lucy pulled her fingers free and lifted them to my mouth. Wordlessly, I sucked them clean, tasting myself on her skin. She smiled like a cat who had caught a particularly delightful mouse.

      “Good girl,” she murmured. “Now go get your husband for me.”

      I clutched the loosened fabric of my dress to cover myself and descended the stairs, my legs shaky, my body still humming from her touch.

      Brad was sitting stiffly on the sofa, looking every inch the awkward, overwhelmed man. When he saw me, he stood abruptly, his eyes dragging hungrily over my half-dressed body.

      “Julie... you look beautiful,” he said, voice thick. “I see she’s already taken your clothes off.”

      “Only halfway,” I said, pausing halfway down the staircase. “You should know... she made me come.”

      His gaze faltered, dropping to the floor for a second before lifting back to meet mine.

      “Was she... was she good?” he asked hoarsely. “Because you deserve someone good. Someone better than me.”

      My stomach flipped, a strange, giddy rush of feeling that made it hard to breathe.

      “She was good,” I said softly. “And you’re right. I deserved that.”

      Brad’s face twisted in a complicated mix of sadness and desire. I stood on the stairs in front of him, half-naked, half-innocent, half-wild, feeling like I was standing at the edge of a cliff.

      “But you deserve something too,” I added.

      He stepped closer, placing one hand on the railing between us. “What do you mean?”

      I smiled slowly, lowering the dress further to bare my breasts to him. His breath caught.

      “I mean,” I whispered, “that it’s only fair you get to fuck Lucy too.”

      Shock flickered across his face. “You don’t want that,” he said. “That’s not you.”

      I took another step down, until we were nearly nose-to-nose.

      “It is now,” I said.

      Something snapped in him. He gripped my hips and pulled me into him, his mouth capturing one nipple and then the other in desperate, greedy kisses.

      He spun me around, pressing me back against the wall, unfastening his jeans with shaking hands. His cock, hard and insistent, throbbed against my inner thigh as he lifted me effortlessly, my legs wrapping around his waist.

      He found my entrance—slick and aching—and pushed deep inside me with a rough groan.

      “You’re not wearing panties,” he said, voice breaking.

      “Not missing,” I whispered, clinging to his shoulders. “Intentionally removed.”

      He growled low in his throat and drove into me hard, the impact making the wall rattle behind me. Each thrust sent shocks of pleasure through me, and I dug my nails into his shoulders to hold on.

      We were still tangled together, breathless and frantic, when Lucy appeared at the bottom of the stairs. She was naked except for a pair of black lingerie and heels, her hands on her hips.

      “What the hell is this?” she demanded.

      Brad barely paused, still thrusting into me, his eyes locked on hers.

      “You were supposed to bring him to me,” Lucy said, her voice teasing but a little sharp.

      Brad withdrew slowly and pressed his forehead to mine. His voice was raw with need.

      “You don’t want to do this, Julie,” he whispered. But it wasn’t a protest. It was a plea. A trembling, desperate plea for permission.

      “Yes, I do,” I told him, even as my heart quivered with second thoughts. But deep down, I knew Lucy had given me more than just an orgasm—she had given me back something I hadn't even realized I had lost. She had given me my confidence, my allure, the feeling that I was still desirable.

      I hadn't had Brad take me up against a wall like that since the early days of our relationship. Somehow, in letting go, I had gotten a piece of myself back. I owed Lucy for that. And if my husband was what she wanted as payment, then so be it.

      “Go,” I told him, forcing a brave smile. “Be with her.”

      “Don’t forget,” Lucy added from behind me, her voice honey-sweet and commanding, “I want you to watch the whole thing.”

      Brad hesitated for only a second before shoving his still-hard cock back into his pants. He grabbed my hand and led me upstairs after Lucy, both of us trailing behind her slow, teasing sway.

      When we reached the bedroom, Lucy turned and picked something up off the bed—one of Brad’s ties.

      “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, holding it up with a mischievous glint in her eye. “I want to make sure your wife doesn’t change her mind.”

      Brad looked concerned, his gaze darting to mine. He was waiting for me to say something, to object—but I stayed silent.

      Lucy moved behind me, gathering my arms behind my back with a firm, yet oddly gentle touch. She wrapped the silky tie around my wrists and knotted it securely. When she returned to face me, she gave my nipples a playful pinch, making me gasp and shudder.

      She smiled, clearly pleased. “Drop to your knees,” she commanded.

      The thrill of submission lit my nerves on fire as I obeyed, sinking to the floor. I knelt there, my dress rumpled around my waist, my chest bare and my hands tied, feeling a rush of excitement at not knowing what she would do next.

      Lucy turned her attention to Brad. She reached into his open pants, her hand sliding inside like it belonged there, and pulled his cock free.

      “What was your favorite movie of mine?” she asked with a coy tilt of her head as she dropped to her knees beside me.

      I was only inches away as she stroked my husband’s length, slow and deliberate, her hand wrapped tightly around him.

      “I... I liked them all,” Brad stammered, clearly dazed.

      Lucy chuckled. “If you tell me your favorite,” she purred, “I’ll give you that experience.”

      Brad’s eyes flicked to me, almost pleading, as though expecting a reprimand. But when his gaze dropped to my bare chest, the sight of my tied hands was reminder enough that I had already given my permission.

      “I really loved the schoolgirl one,” he said, voice cracking with nerves.

      Lucy giggled and winked at me. “I should’ve guessed. They all love that one.” She turned back to Brad. “Well, I don’t have a schoolgirl outfit on me, but how’s this?”

      Without another word, she wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock, sucking gently and pretending to struggle with its size. Brad’s head fell back, his eyes fluttering closed in bliss. I watched, helpless and aching, as my own arousal soaked the hem of my dress.

      Lucy devoured him with practiced ease. Brad gripped her hair and thrust deeper until she gagged slightly. She pulled back, smiling wickedly.

      “Please, Mr. Howard,” she said in a breathy, innocent voice. “Tell me what I need to do to get my grades up.”

      Brad groaned, losing the last of his composure. He hauled Lucy to her feet and carried her to the bed. In a flurry of movement, he stripped her of her lingerie, baring her flawless body to us both.

      He kissed her neck, her breasts, and angled his cock toward her glistening pussy. She wrapped her legs around his waist, her mouth parting in a gasp.

      “Please,” she whimpered, her voice pure innocence. “Be gentle. I’ve never done this before.”

      I watched, utterly spellbound, my nipples hard against the cool air, my pussy throbbing. Brad drove into her slowly, and a raw, needy moan slipped from my lips as I watched his thick cock disappear inside my friend—my beautiful, shameless friend.

      Brad gripped her ankles, pushing her legs toward her chest as he pounded into her harder and harder. Lucy cried out with each thrust, her fingers slipping between her legs to rub her clit furiously.

      “Harder,” she begged. “Please. I never knew it could feel this good.”

      Her cries were part performance, but there was real pleasure there too—I could see it in the way her body trembled under him.

      Brad roared as he pounded her, the bed frame creaking under their frenzied rhythm. Lucy’s body jerked as she came, her fingers wild against her clit. Brad buried himself deep inside her, groaning as he emptied himself.

      I could see his cum spilling from her swollen pussy, and the sight made my own core clench hungrily.

      Breathless and spent, Brad collapsed beside her. Lucy propped herself up on one elbow and turned to me, a wicked grin on her flushed face.

      “Look how red your cheeks are,” she teased. “I knew you’d enjoy the show.”

      I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the slick, dripping mess between her thighs. Lucy waved me closer.

      “Come here, Julie. You want to taste it, don’t you?”

      I climbed shakily to my feet, then dropped back to my knees at the edge of the bed. The scent of sex was heavy in the air—salty, musky, intoxicating.

      Lucy stroked my face gently. “Go ahead.”

      Brad’s hand cupped my other cheek. His voice was thick and hoarse. “Do it, Julie. Be a good girl.”

      My heart thundered. Their words, their touch, their command—it broke something open inside me.

      I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste Lucy’s slick folds. The flavor of her and my husband mingled on my tongue, salty and sweet and dizzying. I lapped at her eagerly, my tongue probing deep inside her, cleaning her as they watched.

      Lucy moaned, rocking her hips against my mouth. Brad stroked himself beside us, getting hard again in seconds.

      “She’s being so good,” Lucy whispered. “Maybe you should give her a little reward.”

      “What kind of reward?” Brad asked, his voice ragged.

      Lucy leaned close and whispered something in his ear, too soft for me to catch. Whatever it was made Brad groan low in his throat.

      He moved behind me, guiding my hips back toward him. His cock, slick and ready, pressed against my entrance. He slipped inside me with an easy, familiar stretch that made me gasp against Lucy’s cunt.

      Brad wrapped his arms around my waist, anchoring me against him as he rocked his hips, fucking me slowly, deeply, while I continued to lick and suck Lucy.

      Lucy played with my nipples, pinching and rolling them between her fingers. Brad’s hand slipped between my thighs to rub my clit in fast, desperate circles.

      My body bowed between them, trembling and overloaded. My moans vibrated against Lucy’s pussy, sending her over the edge again. Her thighs squeezed around my head, her cries echoing through the room.

      The wave of my own orgasm crashed into me, hard and fast. Brad pressed his forehead to my back, groaning as he pumped into me once, twice more—and then I felt the hot spill of his seed inside me.

      We collapsed together in a tangle of bodies—breathless, trembling, satisfied.

      I rested my cheek against Lucy’s thigh while Brad slumped against my back, his cock still pulsing inside me.

      “Look at you,” Lucy whispered, stroking my hair. “Closer to your husband than ever. I told you I knew what I was doing.”

      “Not just closer to him,” I murmured, gazing up at her like she was something sacred, something untouchable. “I feel closer to you too.”

      Lucy smiled, a slow, satisfied smile, and leaned down to kiss me deeply.

      “That’s because you are,” she said, her lips brushing mine.

      Then she turned, kissed Brad’s stunned mouth, and said with a soft, wicked grin, “We all are.”
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