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Synopsis




Get 15 of Selena Hart's hottest first time bisexual FFM stories in one giant bundle. Full of tales about wives sharing their husbands and girlfriends sharing their boyfriends with the women that are closest to them. Or, in some cases, sharing them with an attractive stranger.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter




Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

Click here to join my newsletter!


My Husband and the Nanny




When Sienna arrived that afternoon, I wasn’t expecting to feel intimidated.

She was only supposed to be a nanny. Grant had found her through a friend’s referral. “She’s young but dependable,” he’d said. “A college student looking for structure and a quiet place to stay.”

Quiet, I thought. She had no idea what kind of home she was walking into.

The doorbell chimed just after four. I was still barefoot, hair loosely pinned, wearing a silk blouse that clung a little too closely to my skin in the afternoon heat. When I opened the door, Sienna stood there with a leather tote over one shoulder and the kind of posture that made her seem taller than she was.

She couldn’t have been older than twenty. Her skin looked smooth and warm, the kind that never needed makeup. Her eyes were a startling hazel that caught the sunlight in shifting greens and golds. And her lips looked perpetually soft, slightly parted, as if she’d just licked them.

“Hi,” she said with an easy smile. “You must be Julia.”

I nodded, feeling my voice hitch in my throat. “Come in. Grant’s just finishing up a call.”

Her sneakers squeaked faintly on the marble as she stepped inside. She looked around with the kind of curiosity that was hard to disguise, her gaze drifting over the vaulted ceilings, the wide staircase, the framed photographs that Grant insisted on keeping even though I sometimes thought they made us look too perfect.

“This place is incredible,” she murmured, setting her bag down carefully by the entry bench. “You must be busy all the time trying to take care of it.”

I gave a small laugh. “You could say that. That’s why we need help keeping everything running.”

When Grant appeared a minute later, he was still rolling up his sleeves. He looked effortlessly handsome, even after a day of back-to-back meetings. His hair had started to gray near the temples, which only made him look more distinguished. He smiled when he saw her.

“You must be Sienna,” he said, reaching out his hand. “I’m Grant. Thanks for coming.”

The handshake lingered just a fraction longer than necessary. I noticed it because I always noticed him. The way his thumb brushed her fingers in that brief contact made something coil low in my stomach. Sienna didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she did, because a faint blush rose in her cheeks as she met his gaze.

“You can call me Mr. Bennett if you prefer,” he teased. “Though that makes me feel like someone’s dad.”

She laughed softly. “You’re old enough to be,” she said, tilting her head playfully. “No offense.”

Grant chuckled, but the sound wasn’t quite innocent. “That’s exactly what I was afraid of.”

The comment was light, but it landed inside me like a stone sinking through water. My husband was only joking, yet the reminder of our ages, the reminder of hers, twisted something sharp behind my ribs. I was still attractive, still fit, still the kind of woman who could turn heads at a dinner party, but standing next to her I felt the weight of years I hadn’t noticed before.

I moved toward the kitchen, pretending to fuss with the coffee pot. “Would you like something to drink?”

Sienna nodded and followed, her steps light and unhurried. She smelled faintly of something floral, not cheap body spray but a delicate perfume that clung just long enough to make me aware of it. She perched on a barstool as if she already belonged there, her bare knees brushing the hem of her simple summer dress.

“It’s beautiful here,” she said. “You both must love it.”

Grant leaned against the counter beside her, arms crossed. “We do. But it’s a lot of house for two people. Especially when both of us work late. Between the house and little Michael, it can be a handful.”

He looked at me then, smiling, and I knew he was trying to sound professional. Still, there was a spark in his eyes that hadn’t been there all morning. I saw it flicker toward her and then back to me, testing the boundaries.

“Coffee?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Got any tea?”

“Of course.” I poured her a glass of iced tea, my hand steady though I felt anything but calm. Sienna thanked me and took a slow sip, her lips closing around the straw. My gaze lingered longer than it should have.

“So,” I began, clearing my throat, “you’re studying at the community college, right?”

She nodded. “Early childhood education. But my classes are mostly online this semester, so my schedule’s flexible. I’m good with errands, organizing, light cooking—whatever you need.”

Her voice carried an easy confidence that caught me off guard. There was no nervousness in her tone, no awkward fidgeting. She was poised, open, almost disarmingly natural.

Grant asked a few questions about her references and hours, but his tone had softened. I could tell he liked her, maybe a little too much. I watched the subtle shifts in his body language. The way he leaned in when she spoke, the small curve of amusement at the corner of his mouth when she smiled. It was familiar. It was the same way he’d looked at me years ago, when everything between us was new and uncertain.

I told myself I was imagining things, that it was harmless, that men just had that instinctive way of warming to a beautiful girl. But every time she laughed, it echoed in my chest like something intimate.

When the interview wrapped up, Grant offered to show her the guest suite. I followed, trailing behind them through the long hallway lined with framed artwork. Sienna walked beside him, her hair swinging over her shoulder, her dress hugging the soft curve of her hips.

“This would be your space,” Grant said, opening the door to the suite. “Private bathroom, walk-in closet, separate entrance from the patio.”

She stepped inside and turned slowly, her expression one of genuine awe. “This is nicer than my apartment.”

Grant grinned. “We like our help to feel at home.”

The word help made me flinch. Not because he meant it cruelly, but because it emphasized the difference between us. She was young and new to the world; we were established, settled. And yet the air between the three of us felt charged, humming with something unsaid.

Sienna looked from him to me. “I’d love to work here,” she said simply. “If you’ll have me.”

Grant nodded. “We’d be lucky to have you.”

I smiled automatically, but inside I felt a complicated mixture of excitement and unease. Something about her presence unsettled the calm rhythm of our marriage. It wasn’t just her looks, it was the way she carried herself, the quiet confidence that filled the room.

As we walked her back to the front door, I caught Grant watching her one more time, his gaze lingering just a second too long. He didn’t notice me noticing.

When the door closed behind her, the silence stretched.

“She seems great,” he said finally.

“She does,” I replied. My voice sounded steadier than I felt. “Almost too great.”

Grant laughed softly and slipped his hands around my waist, pulling me against him. “You’re not jealous of a college girl, are you?”

I smiled, even as my heart quickened. “Of course not.”

He kissed me then—slow, familiar, but my thoughts stayed tangled in that brief look he’d given Sienna, and the faint scent of her perfume still hanging in the air.
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Grant had been coming home later and later. The first few nights, I waited up for him with the TV on low, pretending not to notice the time. Then it became routine. The hum of his car engine would drift up the driveway close to midnight, long after I had already showered and changed into one of his old T-shirts.

Sienna and I began crossing paths in those quiet hours between dinner and bed. The house felt softer then, stripped of its daytime bustle. She would be wiping the counters or folding laundry in the den, her movements unhurried and graceful, her dark hair loose around her shoulders.

One night I came down to refill my water glass and found her in the kitchen, perched on a stool with a mug of tea. She wore a loose gray tank and cotton shorts, the kind of clothes that weren’t meant to be seductive yet somehow were. Her legs were bare, long and smooth in the glow of the under-cabinet light.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” she asked, her voice soft.

“Not tonight,” I said, setting my glass on the counter. “Grant’s been working late again. It throws off my rhythm.”

She smiled sympathetically. “You must miss him.”

“I do,” I admitted. “Although sometimes it’s nice having a little quiet. I forget what the house sounds like when it’s just me.”

Her eyes lifted toward me, curious. “You aren’t lonely?”

“Not anymore,” I said, realizing that I meant I had her for company.

Sienna’s gaze lingered for a moment before she took another sip of tea. There was something easy about her presence, as if she could fill a silence without needing to speak. I sat beside her and we talked for the first time as something other than employer and employee.

She told me about her classes, about wanting to work in counseling someday. I told her about the marketing firm I managed and how it sometimes left me drained. The conversation flowed effortlessly. I was surprised by how quickly she could read me, how she tilted her head slightly when I said something vulnerable, as if she could see past the surface.

At one point she said, “You’re not like I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know. Someone more… formal, maybe. But you’re kind of like me.”

The comparison caught me off guard. “You’re half my age.”

She grinned. “Age doesn’t change compatibility.”

Her words hung between us, warm and intimate. I watched her trace her finger along the rim of her mug. The movement was slow and rhythmic, almost hypnotic. My thoughts drifted somewhere they shouldn’t have, noticing the delicate shape of her wrist, the curve of her shoulder under the thin strap of her tank top.

I shifted slightly on the stool. “You really are mature for twenty.”

She laughed softly. “I’ve had to be.”

I wanted to ask what she meant, but she stood and rinsed her cup before I could. The fabric of her shorts rode up as she reached for the faucet, revealing the faint outline of her underwear through the thin cotton. My eyes lingered without meaning to. She caught me watching.

For a moment, neither of us said anything. She smiled, a quiet, knowing kind of smile, and then brushed it off with a yawn. “I should probably get some sleep.”

“Goodnight, Sienna.”

“Goodnight, Julia.”

I stayed there long after she left, the kitchen light dim around me. My pulse was still unsteady. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t attraction, not exactly. It was something more complicated, something that made me feel alive in a way I hadn’t in years.

Over the next week, our nights together became a pattern. I would finish work, shower, and find her somewhere in the house. Sometimes she’d be in the living room reading on the sofa, or outside watering the plants barefoot in the moonlight. We talked about small things, like books and music and how quiet the countryside felt at night. She made me laugh easily. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d laughed like that with another woman.

One evening, we opened a bottle of wine after dinner. Grant had texted that he would be home late again.

“This house feels different at night,” she said. “Like it’s holding secrets.”

I smiled. “Maybe it is.”

She tilted her glass, watching the liquid swirl. “Do you ever feel restless? Like you want life to be more exciting, but you don’t know how?”

Her question landed too close to something inside me. I took a slow sip. “All the time.”

She looked at me then, really looked, and I had the strange feeling she could sense every thought I tried to hide. The silence stretched, not awkward but charged. My throat felt dry, and I was grateful when she finally laughed and changed the subject.

When she stood to put the glasses away, she brushed my shoulder with her hand. The touch was light, almost absentminded, but it sent a tremor through me.

I watched her walk down the hall toward her room, the soft sway of her hips illuminated by the low light. My stomach fluttered with something that was not guilt but curiosity. I wanted to understand what it was about her that kept pulling me closer.

Later that night, when I lay in bed alone, I could still smell her perfume faintly on my skin. I thought about the curve of her smile, the way her eyes lingered when she spoke. I thought about how easily she had become part of my evenings, how she seemed to slip under my guard without even trying.

Somewhere down the hall, a door clicked softly. I imagined her moving through her room, undressing for bed. The thought made my body tense, heat spreading beneath my sheets.

I closed my eyes, pretending I wasn’t listening for her footsteps. Pretending I didn’t want to hear the rustle of her sheets or the soft sound of her breath.

But I did. I wanted to hear everything.
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The house was unusually quiet that afternoon. Grant was still at the office, and I had come home early, planning to catch up on emails before dinner. I had just dropped my bag on the kitchen counter when I decided to ask Sienna what she’d like to eat.

I knocked on her door but there was no answer, so I slowly turned the knob. That’s when I heard water running in her bathroom. The door was cracked slightly, just enough for a sliver of steam to spill through into the hallway.

I hesitated. I should have turned around. But something about the steady rhythm of the water, the faint scent of shampoo drifting out into the room, drew me closer.

Through the narrow gap, I could see the mirror fogged over and the shape of her body behind the glass shower door. It wasn’t clear, just the outline of movement, the curve of her breasts, the taper of her waist. My breath caught before I even understood why.

Sienna’s silhouette moved slowly under the spray. She lifted her arms, fingers sliding through her hair, and the water streamed down her back in thin silver lines. I should have looked away. I told myself I was just startled, that I was about to knock to warn her. But I didn’t.

My pulse thudded in my ears. I could see the faint shimmer of her skin through the steam, the gentle rise and fall of her chest, the way her hips shifted as she reached for something off the shelf. The image was blurred and dreamlike, yet every detail felt vivid in my mind.

The shower door opened halfway, just for a second, and she stepped into view enough for the light to catch the droplets on her skin. Her body was lean but soft in all the right places, her breasts full and firm, her stomach smooth. The water glistened on her thighs before disappearing down between them.

I couldn’t breathe. I just watched.

Then guilt hit me so sharply it almost made me dizzy. I pulled back quickly, heart racing. What was I doing? She was just a girl. Beautiful, yes, impossibly beautiful, but still young enough to make me feel as though I’d crossed a line just by looking.

I moved down the hall as quietly as I could, hoping she hadn’t seen the shadow of movement in the doorway. My hands trembled as I gripped the railing at the top of the stairs. The sound of the shower still echoed behind me, soft and rhythmic, like something intimate I wasn’t supposed to hear.

In the kitchen, I leaned against the counter and exhaled slowly. My cheeks burned. I had never looked at another woman that way. Not even once. And yet the image of her lingered in my mind, so clear it almost felt like a memory rather than a moment.

I poured a glass of water and drank half of it without tasting it. The guilt mingled with something darker, a low hum under my skin that I didn’t want to name. I told myself it was just curiosity, that Sienna’s beauty was distracting in the same way a model’s would be. That anyone would notice.

But that wasn’t true. I hadn’t just noticed. I had watched. Nearly salivated.

I pressed my palms against the countertop until my knuckles ached, trying to ground myself. When I closed my eyes, I could still see the drops sliding down her skin, the way her hair clung to her neck. The memory was too clear, too alive.

By the time Sienna came downstairs, wearing a tank top and lounge shorts, her hair damp against her shoulders. I had forced my expression into something calm. She smiled when she saw me and immediately forced words out.

“I’m about to make dinner,” I said, keeping my tone even. “Any requests?”

“Whatever you feel like. You’re such a good cook, I’ll enjoy it either way,” she replied, her voice casual and sweet. “I’m going to go fold some clothes in the meantime.”

I nodded and watched her head down the hall, leaving a faint trail of steam in her wake. I watched her until she turned the corner, my heart still beating faster than it should have.

When I heard the laundry room door close, I finally sat down. The quiet of the house pressed in on me, heavier now. I told myself to stop thinking about it, to forget it had happened. But I couldn’t. Every time I tried to focus on work, the image returned—her skin glistening under the water, the delicate movement of her hands as she washed her hair.

That night, when Grant called to say he’d be working late again, I felt an unexpected wave of relief. It meant it would lessen their time together. It meant he wouldn’t see what I had seen, wouldn’t notice the things I was trying not to notice.

For the first time since she’d moved in, I felt uneasy having her there. I trusted my husband, but Sienna was young and stunning, and I couldn’t ignore the way she carried herself. Certainly Grant wouldn’t be able to ignore her either.

I told myself I was being paranoid, that it was just guilt making me imagine things. But when I finally went to bed, I could still smell her shampoo in the hallway. It clung faintly to the air, warm and sweet, and I lay awake listening to the house settle, wondering what she was doing behind her closed door.

And wondering why I wanted to know.
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The first sound that woke me was laughter. Soft, low, and unmistakably intimate.

For a few seconds, I lay still, eyes open in the dark, unsure if I had imagined it. The clock on my nightstand read 12:43. Sienna should have been in bed hours ago, but Grant had to be talking to someone and she was the only one who made sense.

The laughter came again, this time followed by a man’s voice. His voice.

I slipped out of bed quietly, my pulse already quickening. The house was dim, the only light coming from the faint glow downstairs. As I reached the landing, I could make out the murmur of conversation. I knew I should go back to bed, that nothing good ever came from sneaking around my own house, but something stronger pulled me forward.

The soft hum of voices grew clearer as I descended the stairs. I stopped halfway down when I saw them.

Sienna sat on the sofa, one leg tucked beneath her, her body angled toward Grant. She was wearing one of her loose sleep shirts, barely covering the tops of her thighs. Her hair was down and slightly tousled, as if she had only just woken up. Grant sat beside her, closer than I expected, with a drink in hand. The two of them looked completely at ease, their bodies angled inward, their conversation flowing easily.

The sight hit me in a way I couldn’t name.

They weren’t flirting exactly, but there was a comfort between them that felt personal. His expression was warm, the kind he hadn’t worn for me in weeks. He laughed at something she said, tilting his head back, and the sound of it stirred something deep in me.

I realized, too late, that I had always assumed their schedules barely overlapped. I thought Sienna went to bed before he came home, that their paths rarely crossed. But now, watching them, I knew I had been wrong. They had been spending these late nights together. Talking. Sharing moments that used to belong to me.

Grant leaned closer as she spoke. His fingers brushed the sofa cushion near her knee, a subtle, careless touch that still felt intimate. Sienna smiled, oblivious to how close he was. Or maybe not oblivious at all.

I should have been furious. Instead, a strange pulse of heat spread through me, low and deep. My breath caught as I realized what I was feeling wasn’t jealousy. It was arousal.

The intimacy between them was quiet but electric, and it made something inside me come alive. Watching them from the shadows, I felt the same forbidden thrill that had washed over me that day by the bathroom door. I hated myself for it, yet I couldn’t look away.

Sienna laughed again, softer this time, and leaned forward, touching his arm in a casual, familiar way. Grant didn’t move away. If anything, he seemed to draw closer, his body shifting toward hers.

My heart pounded so hard I was sure they could hear it. I took a slow step back, pressing myself against the wall. The angle gave me a clearer view of Grant’s face, and just then, his gaze flicked toward the staircase.

For one terrifying moment, our eyes almost met.

He didn’t move or say anything, but his expression shifted slightly, his laughter dying off. It was as if he had sensed me there. As if he knew I was watching.

I froze, barely breathing, waiting for him to speak. But he didn’t. He turned back to Sienna, and whatever moment of awareness had passed between us seemed to dissolve. Sienna kept talking, unaware of anything out of place, her hands gesturing lightly as she spoke.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that he knew. That somewhere deep down, he had felt my presence.

I stepped backward slowly, retreating up the stairs until their voices faded into a gentle murmur again. My body was warm all over, my pulse still thudding with a mix of guilt and something darker.

Back in bed, I lay on my side staring into the dark, trying to slow my breathing. My mind kept replaying what I’d seen. The way she looked at him. The way he looked at her. The way his voice softened when he spoke to her, the same way it once did with me.

I told myself it was innocent, that I had walked in on nothing more than a late-night conversation. But deep down, I knew better. The distance between them had changed.

And what unsettled me most wasn’t fear of losing him. It was the lingering ache in my body, the way my skin still tingled as if his gaze had touched me instead of her.

When I finally drifted to sleep, the last image that lingered behind my eyelids wasn’t of Grant’s face or even Sienna’s. It was the two of them together, talking softly in the glow of the living room light, while I watched from the shadows, wanting something I couldn’t yet name.
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I told myself I wasn’t going to do it again.

But when midnight came and I heard the low murmur of voices below, I found myself slipping quietly out of bed. The floorboards were cool beneath my feet as I crept toward the stairwell. I didn’t turn on any lights. I didn’t need to. The soft glow from the living room was enough to see by.

They were on the sofa again. The same spot as the night before.

Sienna had her legs folded beneath her, wearing a thin camisole and drawstring shorts. Her hair was down, the long strands shining in the warm lamplight. Grant sat beside her, one arm draped lazily along the back of the sofa, his body angled toward her in a way that made my breath catch. He was relaxed, confident, the way he always was when he wanted to charm someone.

He said something I couldn’t hear, and Sienna laughed softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. The sound sent a ripple of jealousy through me, sharp and hot. I gripped the railing to steady myself.

He leaned closer. His fingers brushed her arm in what could have been a casual gesture, but it wasn’t. I saw the way she froze for a moment, the way her lips parted slightly before she forced a small smile.

“Don’t,” I whispered to myself, though I didn’t know who I was talking to. Him, or her, or me.

Grant said something else, quieter this time, and Sienna tilted her head, listening. She shifted slightly, her bare thigh brushing his jeans. I saw the faint tremor that ran through her. He noticed it too.

My heartbeat quickened. Every inch of me was aware of the way his hand lingered near her skin, the slow way he moved his thumb as if testing how far he could go.

Sienna’s eyes met his, wide and uncertain, but she didn’t move away. The tension between them was unbearable. I could feel it from where I stood, hidden in the dark.

Night after night, I had been watching them get closer, the distance between them shrinking inch by inch. At first it had seemed harmless, friendly even. But now it was something else entirely. There was heat in their silence, and it drew me in like a moth to a flame.

Grant reached out again, his hand grazing the back of her neck. She closed her eyes briefly, her chest rising with a shaky breath. I saw the conflict in her face, the desire she was trying to hide.

“Grant,” she said softly. “We shouldn’t.”

He smiled, small and dangerous. “You don’t want me to stop.”

My stomach twisted. The words felt too intimate, too deliberate. He leaned in, his mouth close to her ear. I could almost hear the soft exhale of her breath. Her hand came up as if to push him away, but it only rested lightly against his chest.

Then he tilted her chin upward with his fingers. For a moment she looked as though she might protest. Her lips parted to speak, but before she could, he kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. It was hungry, the kind of kiss that carried weeks of unspoken longing. Sienna gasped softly against his mouth, her fingers curling in his shirt. Her body gave in even as her conscience tried to resist.

I felt heat bloom through my chest and down between my thighs. I knew I should have turned away, but I couldn’t. Watching them was like being caught in a dream I didn’t want to wake from. Every sound, every breath, every flicker of movement pulled me deeper into it.

The kiss grew more urgent before she finally broke it, breathless and trembling. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips glistening. “I shouldn’t have done that,” she whispered. “I really don’t want to lose my job.”

Grant looked at her with a steady, knowing gaze. “That won’t be a problem.”

The way he said it made my heart skip. His eyes flicked toward the staircase for just a second. My blood turned cold.

He couldn’t see me. He couldn’t possibly see me.

But something in his expression told me that he knew I was there. That he had known for a while.

Sienna didn’t notice. She was too busy gathering herself, straightening her camisole, trying to breathe evenly. Her innocence made my chest ache.

Grant reached for her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. His voice softened again, low and soothing. Whatever he said next made her smile faintly, though she still looked nervous.

I backed away slowly, afraid of the sound my heartbeat might make. I crept up the stairs as quietly as I could, each step measured, each breath shallow. When I finally closed the bedroom door, I leaned against it, trembling.

I should have felt betrayed. I should have been furious. But I wasn’t.

I was aroused.

My skin tingled where the cool air touched it, and I could still see them in my mind, the image burned into me. His hand on her neck. Her lips parting under his. The heat between them.

I lay in bed, eyes open, unable to sleep. The ache in my body refused to fade. Every few minutes, I glanced toward the doorway, imagining them still downstairs, imagining what might be happening now that the kiss had already broken the boundary.

When I finally drifted off near dawn, I dreamed of Sienna’s flushed face, of Grant’s hand tangled in her hair, and of my own shadowed reflection watching from the dark.
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Grant was gone by the time I woke. The bed beside me was cold, his pillow undisturbed.

I made coffee and sat at the kitchen counter staring at my phone for almost an hour before I finally started typing.

Julia: I saw you last night.

Grant: Be specific.

Julia: You and Sienna. I saw you kiss her.

The dots appeared, then stopped. I waited, my stomach twisting.

Grant: I know you did.

My breath caught. I reread the words three times, unsure if I’d misunderstood.

Julia: What do you mean you know?

Grant: I knew you were there. I’ve known for a while. You’ve been watching us. Hiding in the shadows like you don’t want me to notice.

Heat rushed to my face. My hands trembled as I typed.

Julia: That’s not true. I wasn’t hiding. I was shocked.

Grant: You weren’t shocked. You were wet.

The words hit me like a physical touch. My breath hitched and my thighs pressed together instinctively. I wanted to deny it, but something about his confidence made my pulse quicken.

Julia: You’re wrong.

Grant: Am I? Be honest with me, Julia. When you stand in the dark watching us, what are you feeling? Is it jealousy? Or do you like seeing me touch her?

My heart thudded painfully in my chest. The kitchen felt smaller, the air heavier. I could almost hear his voice in my head, low and deliberate.

Julia: Stop.

Grant: You stop pretending. You want this. You want to see it happen.

I stared at the screen, unable to move. The steady vibration of desire spread through me until it became impossible to ignore. My phone buzzed again.

Grant: Touch yourself and tell me I’m wrong.

I dropped the phone on the counter as if it had burned me. My chest rose and fell in sharp, uneven breaths. I told myself to delete the messages, to walk away, to do anything other than what he wanted. But I couldn’t.

I went upstairs, my body already trembling with need. I closed the bedroom door and climbed onto the bed, still clutching my phone. I read the messages again, each one sending another jolt of heat through me.

Grant’s words filled my mind. His voice. His tone. The memory of his mouth on Sienna’s.

My hand slid beneath the waistband of my shorts before I even realized what I was doing. I moved slowly, eyes half closed, imagining what he had done the night before. I pictured Sienna’s lips parting against his, the way her body leaned into his touch. My breath came faster, quiet and shallow. I bit my lip to keep from making a sound.

The room was quiet except for the soft rhythm of my breathing. I was lost in it, completely, when I heard the creak of the door.

“Julia?”

Sienna’s voice.

I froze, my body tightening in shock.

She was standing in the doorway, still in her pajamas, her hair slightly tousled. For a moment she didn’t seem to understand what she was seeing. Her eyes widened, and then she just stood there, frozen.

Neither of us spoke.

Her gaze fell to my hand, then back to my face. She didn’t look embarrassed, not at first. She looked… entranced. Like she couldn’t look away. Her lips parted, and I saw her swallow hard before she finally turned her head.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, barely audible.

She closed the door quickly, the sound of her footsteps retreating down the hall.

I lay there, heart pounding, my skin flushed with heat and shame. The echo of her voice lingered in the air, soft and trembling.

I pressed a pillow over my face and let out a shaky breath. My pulse refused to slow. I couldn’t tell if I was mortified or even more aroused.

The air in the room still carried the faint scent of my arousal, mixed with the sweetness of her shampoo from earlier that morning. I thought about her face, the way she had looked at me, the way her eyes had lingered.

Neither of us would ever mention it. I knew that. But she had seen me. Really seen me.

And somewhere deep inside, I wondered if that was exactly what Grant wanted all along.
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The next night, I didn’t plan to watch them again. I told myself I wouldn’t. But when I heard the low murmur of their voices downstairs, my body moved on its own. The house was dark, except for the faint amber light spilling from the living room. I crept down the steps until I reached the shadowed curve of the banister. From there, I could see everything without being seen.

Sienna sat close to him on the sofa, her knees drawn up beneath her, wearing a thin white top that clung to her chest in the warm air. Grant was angled toward her, one arm resting along the back cushion, his fingers tracing slow, thoughtless circles against the fabric. Their voices were low, casual, but there was something in the silence between their words that made my stomach twist.

He reached toward her, fingers grazing the hem of her shirt. Sienna looked startled, though she didn’t pull away. He kept talking softly, something teasing and confident, and she smiled even as her breath caught. I could see her chest rise and fall, unsteady.

“Grant,” she whispered. “We can’t.”

He smiled like he didn’t believe her. His hand slipped higher, brushing the edge of her bra through the fabric. She trembled. Her hands stayed at her sides, her body frozen between fear and want. He lifted her top slowly, revealing the pale curve of her skin, until the cups of her bra were exposed. She made a small sound, half protest and half surrender.

My breath came shallowly. The air felt heavy against my skin. I should have gone back upstairs, but I couldn’t. I was trapped in the moment, watching the rhythm of his hands, the way her body softened under his touch.

He tugged her bra down just enough to bare her breasts. They were perfect, round and flushed, the nipples tightening in the cool air. Grant’s hand closed around one, his thumb brushing the peak. Sienna gasped, then covered her mouth as if afraid of being heard. The sound of it sent a shiver down my spine.

He leaned in and took her nipple into his mouth. The sight made my knees weaken. His tongue moved slowly, circling her, and she arched into him, a low moan escaping despite her effort to stay quiet. The sound echoed faintly through the room, a soft pulse that went straight through me.

I pressed my thighs together, my heartbeat drumming in my ears. The heat between my legs built until I couldn’t ignore it. My hand moved on its own, slipping underneath my night slip and beneath the waistband of my panties. I touched myself lightly, trying not to breathe too loudly. Watching them felt illicit, wrong in every possible way, yet I was trembling with need.

Grant kissed lower, his mouth trailing over her stomach. He murmured something I couldn’t hear, and Sienna nodded faintly, eyes closed. He slid his hand between her thighs, pressing against the thin fabric of her leggings. She whimpered softly, her hips lifting toward him.

I bit my lip hard. My fingers moved in slow, aching circles. Every small sound she made, every breath he took, seemed to sync with mine.

He pushed his hand beneath the waistband, slipping under her panties. Sienna’s back arched as his fingers moved against her. Her mouth opened, a quiet cry catching in her throat. She tried to muffle it, her hands gripping the sofa cushion. Her whole body trembled, caught between pleasure and fear of discovery.

I could barely breathe. The sight of it, the sound of her, the way Grant’s expression changed from hunger to something like triumph was too much. My body tightened. I pressed my palm harder between my legs, my breath coming in short, uneven gasps.

Sienna came quietly, her body tensing, then shuddering in release. Her face tilted toward his shoulder, her lips parted as if she were trying not to moan. Grant held her close, his hand still moving slowly until she stilled. When she finally opened her eyes, she looked dazed, almost ashamed.

He brushed a strand of hair from her face and murmured, “Don’t be embarrassed.”

Her voice was barely a whisper. “I shouldn’t have let that happen.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said softly. “Don’t be ashamed.”

She looked away, her cheeks flushed, her breathing still uneven. She didn’t know why he sounded so sure of himself, so calm, so in control.

And she had no idea I was standing just beyond the edge of light, trembling in the shadows near the stairs, watching everything.
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The next day, during work hours, Grant texted me again.

Grant: You liked watching us, didn’t you?

Me: Stop.

Grant: You did.

Me: I didn’t.

Grant: You touched yourself. I could hear you breathing while you watched.

My thumbs hovered above the keyboard, but I couldn’t make myself reply. I stared at the glow of the screen, the words pulsing like a secret heartbeat. He knew. He had known all along.

I set the phone facedown on the bed, but the thought of him downstairs with her kept circling through my mind—the way he looked at Sienna, the slow, careful control in his voice, the hunger he didn’t even try to hide anymore. The more I tried to push the memory away, the stronger it grew, until I could almost smell the faint mix of his cologne and her shampoo again.

That night, I told myself I was only going downstairs for water. But when I saw the light still on in the living room, I slowed. The air felt heavy, the silence almost deliberate. When I reached the curve of the stairs, I saw them.

Sienna was backed against the wall near the living room archway, her hands flat against the plaster, her breath unsteady. Grant stood close—so close that his chest pressed against hers. His hand was at her hip, the other sliding up to her shoulder as he leaned in to whisper something I couldn’t hear.

She was wearing a skirt tonight and a soft gray sweater. Grant’s voice was low, coaxing, confident. He touched her the way a man touches when he already knows what the answer will be. She tried to steady herself, but her head tilted back slightly, as if surrendering. When he reached for the edge of her sweater, she hesitated only a moment before he slipped it over her head. The soft fabric fell to the floor.

Her bra was pale pink, delicate. Grant unclasped it with one hand, letting it slide from her shoulders until it pooled at her feet. His mouth moved to her collarbone, then lower, catching one of her nipples between his lips. She gasped, her fingers curling against the wall.

Grant unbuckled his jeans, the metal glinting faintly in the light. He pushed them down just far enough to free himself, his cock thick and hard in his hand. Then he bunched her skirt up around her waist, revealing the curve of her thighs and the dark patch of her panties. I saw the way his hand moved—slow, deliberate—as he pressed himself against the damp fabric and rubbed along her heat.

Her back arched, her breath catching on a low sound that trembled through the room. Grant’s mouth returned to her breasts, sucking and teasing while his hips moved in small, steady circles. The sight of it made my body ache. My fingers tightened around the banister, my heart beating so hard it felt like it might shake the air.

I knew I should look away, but I couldn’t. The shadows held me there, pinned in place by the quiet rhythm of their movements. Every breath I took felt thick and forbidden. My thighs pressed together, a pulse throbbing where I shouldn’t have wanted it.

Then a sound escaped me—a sharp, startled gasp I hadn’t meant to make.

Sienna froze. Her eyes flew open. “What was that?” she whispered.

Grant paused, then smiled—a slow, dangerous curve of his mouth. “You heard her,” he said quietly. “Didn’t you?”

She blinked, confused. “Who?”

“Julia,” he said, his tone calm, certain. Then louder, to the shadows, “Come out, sweetheart. You’ve been watching long enough.”

My breath caught. The room spun. Every nerve in my body told me to run, but my feet wouldn’t move. Sienna looked toward the darkened stairs, her expression shifting from disbelief to shock.

“Julia?” she said softly. “Is that—are you⁠—?”

I stepped out from behind the banister, one slow step at a time. The light caught me halfway across the room. My pulse was hammering, but my voice came out steady.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Go on.”

Sienna’s mouth parted, her cheeks flushed deep pink. She looked at Grant as if waiting for him to explain, but he only smiled, still holding her close.

I took another step forward and sank into the armchair across from them. My heartbeat filled the silence. “You heard me,” I said. “Go on. Drop to your knees and show me how much you want my husband.”

For a long moment no one moved. Then Grant turned his head toward Sienna, his voice quiet but firm. “Do as she says.”

Sienna’s gaze flicked between us, confusion and desire battling in her eyes. I saw the moment she understood what I wanted—what I needed. The air between us trembled. Slowly, she lowered her head, her hair falling forward as she began to obey.

I sank deeper into the chair, my breath unsteady. The world outside seemed to disappear, leaving only the soft sounds of the room, the faint tremor of her voice, and the heat building inside me as I watched.

Sienna hesitated for only a moment before sinking to her knees. Her hair fell forward, brushing against Grant’s thighs as she looked up at him. I could see the uncertainty in her face, the faint tremor in her hands, but her desire overpowered her fear.

Grant’s hand slid into her hair, his fingers curling as he guided her closer. His cock was hard, flushed at the tip, and when she opened her mouth for him, the sound that left his throat was a low, rough exhale that made my own breath quicken.

She took him slowly at first, her lips closing around him, her tongue flicking over the ridge. The movement was tentative but eager, the kind of rhythm that came from wanting to please. Grant’s fingers tightened, pulling her closer until the soft sound of her gagging filled the air.

My pulse raced. The sight of her lips stretched around him was both obscene and beautiful. Her eyes watered, her throat worked, and still she didn’t stop. I could see the determination in her expression as she steadied her breathing and tried again, taking him deeper this time.

Grant groaned softly and tilted his head back. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Good girl.”

His voice was low and approving, a tone I hadn’t heard in years. My stomach clenched, heat pooling between my thighs. My night slip had bunched up around my waist, and I could feel the cool air against my bare skin. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I told myself I would just watch, but my fingers moved on their own, brushing lightly over my clit, tracing the slickness that had already gathered there.

Sienna’s eyes flicked toward me, startled to find me without panties and touching myself. Her lips stayed wrapped around him, but a soft moan escaped her throat that made my whole body tense. She began to move faster, her hand working the base of his shaft as her other slipped between her own legs.

The sound of her pleasure mixed with his. Grant tangled his fingers deeper in her hair, guiding her pace, his hips pushing forward in slow, deliberate thrusts. Every time she gagged softly, his voice broke with another sound of pleasure.

My breath came faster. I pressed my hand harder against myself, watching her, watching him. Every small motion between them felt magnified—the glint of saliva on her lips, the flex of his abdomen, the slow rhythm of his hips. I couldn’t look away.

Grant’s gaze flicked toward me suddenly, locking with mine. His mouth curved into that knowing, dangerous smile. He didn’t say anything, but he didn’t have to. His eyes told me he wanted me to keep watching.

Sienna’s moans grew louder, her body rocking with the movement of her hand between her thighs. Grant’s grip tightened again, his thrusts sharper now. The muscles in his stomach tensed as he let out a low groan.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. My voice sounded strange, distant, like it belonged to someone else.

Sienna whimpered around him, her eyes fluttering shut as she obeyed. Her pace grew desperate, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder. Her hips moved restlessly against her hand, her body trembling from the effort and the pleasure tangled together.

Grant’s breath turned ragged. He guided her one last time, his voice thick with release. “Just like that.”

I bit my lip hard, my body arching as I came quietly, the orgasm rushing through me in waves. The world blurred at the edges, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell whose sounds were whose—hers, his, or mine.

When I opened my eyes again, Grant was still standing over her, his chest rising and falling heavily. Sienna rested her forehead against his thigh, her lips still glistening, her breath shaky.

Grant’s hand loosened in her hair, sliding gently down to her shoulder. His gaze moved back to me, heavy and knowing.

“Did you like that, sweetheart?” he asked softly.

I couldn’t speak. I just nodded.

His smile deepened. “Good. Because I’m not done showing you yet.”

Grant’s words hung in the air, heavy and deliberate. I could barely breathe. My body still trembled from my release, but his tone—low and possessive—brought the ache back instantly.

I swallowed hard. “Show me,” I said.

He smiled faintly, that confident smile that used to belong only to me. Then he looked down at Sienna. “Take off your skirt.”

Sienna hesitated, her lips still parted from catching her breath. She looked between us, searching my face for some sign of what I wanted. I didn’t look away. I wanted her to see the hunger there, the permission. Slowly, she stood and reached for the hem of her skirt. The fabric slid down her thighs and pooled at her feet along with her panties.

The sight made me gasp before I could stop myself. Grant stepped out of his jeans and boxers, his body hard and flushed. He took my hand briefly, leading me toward the sofa. When he sat, I stood over him, watching the muscles in his chest flex as he leaned back and looked up at Sienna.

“Ride him,” I said quietly. My voice didn’t shake, but my pulse did.

For a second, she just stared, as if waiting for me to take it back. Then she nodded once. She moved closer, her knees brushing the edge of the cushion as she climbed onto his lap. Grant’s hands came up to her hips, steadying her as she straddled him. His cock brushed against her, slick from his own arousal and her wetness, and they both exhaled at the same time.

She reached down and guided him in. The sound that escaped her throat was soft and broken as she sank onto him inch by inch. My breath caught as I watched him disappear inside her, his jaw tightening, her body trembling as she took all of him.

I couldn’t look away. The sight of her body stretched around him, the way his hands gripped her waist and pulled her closer, was too much and not enough all at once. My fingers moved between my thighs again, instinctive and needy.

Grant’s voice came out rough. “Look at her, Julia. Look at how perfect she is.”

I did. I watched every motion as Sienna began to move, rolling her hips slowly, finding a rhythm that made her breasts bounce softly in front of him. Grant’s head tilted back, his mouth falling open as she rode him deeper. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room—wet, rhythmic, undeniable.

I touched myself harder, faster, my body pulsing in time with theirs. Sienna’s breath quickened, and she leaned forward, her palms on his chest, her hair falling around her face like a curtain. Her moans turned breathless and high, the kind that made my stomach twist with jealousy and arousal all at once.

Grant’s hands moved up her sides, over her ribs, to her breasts. He squeezed, then slid his thumbs across her nipples until she cried out. Her back arched, her pace stuttered, and he took over, thrusting upward into her with sharp, deliberate movements that made her voice break. The sound of skin against skin grew louder.

I felt the heat spread through me again, sharp and unstoppable. My orgasm built quickly, curling low in my belly until it took over completely. I moaned softly, trying to stay quiet, but I didn’t care if they heard. My body shook with it, every nerve lit up from watching them.

When the wave passed, I let my hand fall and breathed hard, still trembling. But I wasn’t done watching. I wanted to see him finish. I wanted to see how he looked inside her.

Sienna’s rhythm faltered. Her thighs quivered as she pressed harder against him. Grant’s grip on her tightened. His voice turned rougher, lower, the words almost lost in his breath. “Don’t stop. Keep going.”

She whimpered, her body clenching around him. I could see it in her face—the moment she started to come. Her lips parted, her eyes shut, her body shuddered in slow, shaking pulses. Her moan filled the room, desperate and unrestrained.

Grant thrust harder, faster, the sound of his breath ragged and uneven. I stood and moved closer, drawn in by the heat and the sound. My knees brushed the edge of the sofa as I reached out, unable to stop myself. My fingers found her shoulder, then trailed lightly down her arm. Her skin was hot, damp with sweat, trembling beneath my touch.

Sienna gasped at the contact, her climax still rolling through her. I touched her reverently, sliding my palm across her back, down to the curve of her hip. Her skin was so soft, her body alive and open under my hand. I cupped her breast gently, my thumb brushing her nipple. She moaned again, even as her body kept moving against him.

Grant’s thrusts grew erratic. He grabbed Sienna’s hips, driving deeper, his voice a strained growl. I leaned down, my face close to his, close enough to feel the heat of his breath. When his eyes met mine, I kissed him. It wasn’t soft. It was desperate, claiming, full of everything we hadn’t said.

He groaned into my mouth as he came, his whole body tensing beneath her. I felt it through the kiss—the low, deep sound that tore from his chest, the final thrusts that left them both shaking. He stayed buried inside her, still breathing hard, her body slumped against his.

I pulled back slowly, my lips tingling, my pulse wild. Sienna was still trembling, her hair sticking to her damp skin. I stroked her shoulder gently, brushing her hair aside. She looked up at me through half-lidded eyes, flushed and beautiful, her lips parted.

For a long moment, none of us spoke. The room was filled only with the sound of our breathing. Grant’s hands stayed on her hips, holding her there, as if reluctant to let the moment end.

I reached out again, my fingertips tracing the outline of her collarbone. “You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

Sienna’s mouth quivered in something between a smile and disbelief. “Julia…” she began, but the rest of her words faded.

Grant’s hands finally loosened on Sienna’s hips, though she still trembled slightly in his lap. Her thighs quivered as she lifted herself off him, a faint whimper escaping as his cock slipped free. Her skin glistened in the lamplight, a mixture of sweat and the shine of arousal.

I watched, unable to move, as she caught her breath. Her chest rose and fell quickly, the flush still bright across her cheeks and breasts. She turned toward me, uncertain and dazed, strands of hair clinging to her damp face.

“Come here,” I said softly.

She hesitated for only a second before moving toward me, her bare skin still quivering from the intensity of what had just happened. I reached out and took her wrist, my fingers sliding down to her hand, then guided her closer until she stood between my knees.

Grant leaned back on the sofa, his chest rising and falling heavily, his cock still hard and slick from her. The sight of it made my pulse stutter. I looked up at Sienna, her lips parted, her eyes wide with something like fear and wonder.

“I want to taste you,” I told her.

Her breath caught. “You… you want⁠—?”

“Yes.”

Grant’s eyes flicked to me, dark and knowing. He didn’t say a word. He just watched.

Sienna swallowed, then nodded faintly. She stepped closer, her legs brushing my knees. The scent of her arousal filled the air—warm, sharp, unmistakable. When she parted her thighs, I saw the gleam of Grant still inside her, thick and wet between her folds. My heart raced as I leaned forward and touched her lightly, my fingers trembling as I spread her open.

Her breath shuddered out when my tongue found her.

She tasted sweet and faintly salted, the flavor of both of them mingled together. I moaned softly against her skin, the sound vibrating through her. Her hands came to my shoulders for balance, her nails grazing lightly against my skin.

Grant’s low groan drifted through the air. I knew he was watching, his hand slowly stroking himself as I licked her clean. The idea of the two of them watching made my whole body tighten with need.

Sienna’s hips moved tentatively at first, then with growing confidence. I held her steady, circling my tongue around her clit before slipping lower again. She gasped, her voice breaking, and I felt her fingers tighten against me.

When I finally pulled back, she was trembling all over. I looked up at her, her thighs glistening, her expression dazed.

“Come here,” I said again. I stood and took her hand, leading her upstairs toward the bedroom. “I want you to sleep with us tonight.”

Grant followed us silently, his movements slow and deliberate. I climbed onto the mattress first, slipping out of my night slip so that the three of us were bare. The sheets were cool against my skin, the air heavy with the scent of sex.

Sienna lay between us, her hair fanning across the pillow. She turned her head toward me, her lips parted in a shy, uncertain smile. I brushed her cheek with my fingertips. Grant lay on her other side, one arm draped over her stomach.

No one spoke. There was nothing left to say.

I felt the warmth of their bodies against mine, the rise and fall of their breathing slowly syncing together. My hand rested lightly on Sienna’s thigh, Grant’s fingers covering mine.

Eventually, the trembling in my body faded, replaced by a deep, humming calm. I let my eyes close, feeling her breath on my shoulder and his on the back of my neck.

The three of us drifted there—bare, tangled, and wordless—until sleep finally took us.
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The light that morning was soft and golden, slipping through the sheer curtains and spreading across the bed. Sienna stirred between us, her body warm and relaxed, her hair a dark tangle against the white sheets. I blinked slowly, half-awake, my skin still tingling from everything that had happened hours before.

Grant was already awake. I felt the shift of the mattress as he turned toward her, his hand tracing lazy circles over her stomach. She sighed softly in her sleep, her lips parting as though she were still lost in a dream.

I watched, silent for a moment, letting the scene sink in—their bodies so close, their breaths mingling in the quiet morning air. My body reacted instantly to the sight of him touching her again, even before she opened her eyes.

When she finally did, she smiled. “Morning.”

Her voice was small and sleepy, but it sent a warm pulse straight through me. I reached out and brushed a lock of hair from her cheek. “Morning, sweetheart.”

Grant leaned in first, pressing a slow kiss to her mouth. She sighed against him, her hand sliding up his arm. I watched his tongue slip between her lips, their breathing deepening as the kiss grew longer. When he finally pulled back, I replaced him, cupping her face and kissing her softly. She tasted faintly sweet, like sleep and skin and something that still lingered from the night before.

She moaned against my mouth, her hips shifting slightly between us. Grant’s hand followed the sound, moving lower until his fingers brushed the inside of her thigh. I trailed my kisses down her neck and over her collarbone while his touch grew bolder. Her legs parted instinctively, giving him room to explore.

“Good morning, baby,” he murmured against her ear.

She gasped when his fingers slid through her folds, already slick and hot. I kissed the curve of her breast and caught her nipple between my lips, flicking it lightly with my tongue until she arched. Grant met my eyes over her body, his mouth curving into a knowing smile.

“Still sore?” he asked her quietly.

“A little,” she breathed, “but it feels so good.”

I moved lower, letting my fingers replace my mouth. I teased the other nipple, pinching lightly until she whimpered. Her hips began to roll, pressing against Grant’s hand as he slipped a finger inside her. She moaned, the sound rising and falling between us like a pulse.

Grant leaned over her, his mouth finding mine again. The kiss was deep and slow, tasting faintly of her arousal. He slid a second finger inside Sienna as our tongues tangled, and she cried out softly, her body tightening.

I reached between them and added my own touch, circling her clit in small, steady movements while Grant’s fingers thrust deeper. Her head tilted back against the pillow, her breath coming faster. I kissed her again, catching her bottom lip between mine.

“You feel incredible,” I whispered.

She tried to answer but only managed a trembling sound. Grant pressed his lips to her neck, his free hand cupping her breast as his rhythm grew more deliberate. I matched him, my fingers moving faster until her thighs began to shake.

“Don’t stop,” she begged.

Neither of us did. I could feel her body tighten, every muscle drawing taut beneath my hand. Her eyes fluttered shut, and then she came with a soft, breathless cry, her hips jerking as we held her between us.

The sight of her undone like that, glowing in the morning light, was almost too much. Grant kissed her shoulder, then leaned back against the headboard, watching her recover. She turned her face toward me, still trembling, and smiled.

“That was…” she whispered, unable to finish.

I smiled back and kissed her forehead. “Perfect.”

She laughed quietly, the sound warm and a little disbelieving. “Am I… fired?”

Grant chuckled, low and rough. “Not a chance. You’re not going anywhere.”

Relief crossed her face, quickly replaced by a lazy, blissful grin. “Good. Because I don’t want to.”

I pushed myself up on one elbow, brushing her thigh with my fingertips. “I’m going to make breakfast before either of you distract me again.”

Grant caught my wrist, pulling me back for a quick kiss. “Don’t bother getting dressed.”

I laughed softly, my heart full and strange and new. “Neither of you are making it to work today, are you?”

“Not a chance,” he said again, his voice low with promise.

Sienna giggled, curling against his side. “Guess you’re both calling in sick.”

I smiled as I slid out of bed, the cool air brushing my bare skin. When I looked back, they were tangled together in the sheets, Sienna’s head resting on his chest, his fingers tracing lazy lines along her arm.

It was the kind of sight I never thought I’d want, yet now I couldn’t imagine anything else.

I pulled on my robe and headed toward the kitchen, still flushed and trembling, the echoes of their laughter following me down the hall.

For once, the house didn’t feel too big or too quiet. It felt alive.


My Husband’s Assistant




I stopped outside Graham’s office door and took a breath before knocking. The paper bag in my hand had gone soft with steam from the soup I’d picked up on the way over. It had been a long week for him, and I told myself this was a nice gesture.

Inside, I could hear voices. His and a woman’s. When I tapped on the doorframe, both of them looked up at once.

Graham was at his desk, sleeves rolled up, tie loosened, the way he always looked when he was actually getting things done. Across from him, a younger woman was perched on the edge of the guest chair, holding a stack of color-coded folders. She smiled first.

“Oh, hi! You must be Margot,” she said, standing quickly. “I’m Jade. I’ve heard so much about you. It’s really nice to finally meet you.”

Her tone was bright but not fake. I managed a polite smile in return, though my pulse had already started to pick up.

“Hi, Jade. It’s nice to meet you too. I thought I’d bring Graham some lunch. I didn’t realize he had company.”

“Oh, you’re saving me from his vending-machine habits,” Jade said with an easy laugh, glancing back at him. “You’d think someone who works across the street from five different cafés would remember to eat.”

“I was just telling her I’d grab something later,” Graham said, rubbing the back of his neck. “But this is perfect timing.” He looked at me with that familiar grin that still disarmed me sometimes. “You’re the best.”

He took the bag from me and set it on his desk. “You want to join us? Jade’s been helping me reorganize the client files, but we were about to take a break.”

I hesitated.

“Sure,” I said, and Jade immediately started clearing a few papers off the small side table near the window. She moved easily in the space, like someone who’d been here for years instead of weeks.

Graham leaned back in his chair, watching Jade shuffle folders. “She’s been a lifesaver this week,” he said to me. “You know that merger account I’ve been buried under? She caught a mistake in one of the reports before it went to the partners.”

Jade flushed slightly. “It was nothing. Just a formatting thing.”

“It saved me two days of work,” Graham said, and his tone carried a mix of gratitude and pride I wasn’t used to hearing from him at home. He looked at her the way you might look at someone who’d rescued your project from disaster, with open admiration, not flirtation. But admiration, still.

I tried to sound casual. “How long have you been working here?”

“Just about three weeks,” Jade said, settling into the chair again. “I’m still learning the ropes, but everyone’s been great. Graham’s been really patient.”

“He can be,” I said lightly.

Graham laughed, maybe catching the undertone, maybe not. “She’s sharp,” he said, gesturing at Jade with his coffee. “I don’t know how I managed without her.”

That line caught in my chest. It wasn’t anything. It shouldn’t have been anything. But I still felt the tug of it—like I’d walked in on something private. Intimate.

Jade didn’t seem to notice. She asked a few questions about the city, about restaurants nearby, about traffic on my commute. She was friendly in that new-employee way, earnest and slightly self-conscious. When she spoke, her eyes darted between us, careful not to linger too long on him.

Still, I found myself watching every glance.

Graham stirred his soup with the plastic spoon. “You’d like her, Margot. She’s into photography too.”

“Oh?” I said.

Jade brightened. “Yeah, but just for fun. You’re a professional, right?”

“Not exactly. I sell prints online sometimes.” I smiled, or tried to. “Mostly I shoot landscapes.”

“That’s so cool,” she said. “I’ve been trying to learn light balance, but everything I take ends up looking flat.”

“You’ll figure it out,” Graham said. “Margot’s got an eye for color. You should see the wall at home. She caught this photo in Big Sur last year—it looks like a painting.”

Jade’s eyebrows lifted, impressed. “You must have a really good camera.”

I shrugged. “Mostly patience. Light’s unpredictable.”

They both laughed at that, though I hadn’t meant it to be funny.

The conversation drifted to work schedules, weekend plans, and a client dinner Graham might have to attend. Jade mentioned she’d moved into a small apartment nearby and hadn’t unpacked everything yet. Graham offered a few practical tips about parking and dry cleaners.

I watched them from the corner of my eye, feeling something quiet but insistent coil low in my stomach. Not jealousy exactly. More like awareness. The way she looked at him when he spoke—engaged, thoughtful, genuinely interested—was the way I used to. And the way he looked back, relaxed and unguarded, was how he hadn’t looked at me in months.

I told myself I was overthinking. She was young. He was her boss. It was nothing.

But still, when she leaned forward to point something out on his tablet screen, their heads almost touched. My breath caught. Neither of them seemed to notice.

Graham must have felt the shift, though, because he glanced at the clock. “We should probably get back to it. The partners’ meeting’s in half an hour.”

“Right,” Jade said, standing quickly. “I’ll finish labeling those folders before then.” She smiled at me again. It was kind and open with no trace of competition. “It was really nice meeting you, Margot.”

“You too,” I said.

When she left, the room felt smaller. Graham exhaled and smiled at me like nothing had changed. “She’s good, huh?”

“Seems that way.” I started gathering the empty coffee cups. My hands were steady, but only because I was making them be. “You’re lucky to have her.”

He didn’t catch the edge in my tone. “Yeah. For once, HR actually hired someone competent.”

I smiled, but it didn’t quite reach my eyes. “I should let you get back to work.”

Graham stood and kissed my temple on his way to the door. “Thanks for lunch, babe. You’re the best.”

His cologne was familiar—warm cedar, faint citrus—and the contact made me ache unexpectedly. I wanted to say something, to ask if he noticed how she looked at him, how he looked back. But there was nothing concrete to hold onto, no proof of anything except my own uneasy pulse.

Outside, the hallway buzzed with phones and work chatter. I walked past the break room and caught a glimpse of Jade through the glass wall, her head bent over a file, her hair tucked behind one ear. She was focused, unaware that anyone was watching.

And maybe that’s what unsettled me most. There was nothing overtly wrong. No flirtation, no crossed lines. Just an ease between them that had no space left for me.

In the elevator down, I pressed the button for the lobby and stared at my reflection in the mirrored wall. My expression was neutral, composed. The kind of face you wear when you refuse to admit that something invisible has already started to shift.

I told myself I was imagining it. That she was just new, eager, doing her job. That Graham was exactly as devoted as ever. But as the doors slid shut, I realized my heart was still beating too fast.

And I couldn’t quite shake the thought: Why did that make me feel so weird?
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That night I’d made pasta. It was simple and quick, the kind of meal we always fell back on when neither of us wanted to admit we were tired. Graham had poured us both a glass of wine, and now the faint scent of garlic and basil hung between us.

He was scrolling through his phone beside his plate, smiling faintly at something on the screen. I watched the curve of that smile longer than I meant to.

“Good day?” I asked finally.

“Busy,” he said, setting the phone down. “But yeah, productive. We finally got the grant proposal formatted right. Jade stayed late to help me finish.”

I nodded, twirling pasta around my fork. “She seems eager.”

He grinned. “She is. Reminds me of myself a little. Always trying to prove herself.”

“You seem to really like working with her,” I said lightly.

Graham shrugged. “She’s sharp. Organized. Catches things before I do sometimes. It’s nice not to be the only one who cares about the details.”

I smiled, but something about the way he said it stung. “That’s good. Sounds like you make a good team.”

“Yeah.” He took a sip of wine. “She’s been calling me ‘Boss Man.’ I told her it makes me sound like I run a construction site, but she won’t stop. It’s kind of funny.”

I blinked. “She just started, but already has a nickname for you? That’s kind of fast, isn’t it?”

He looked up, surprised. “It’s not a big deal. She’s just enthusiastic. Why? Do you think it’s weird?”

“It’s not that it’s weird,” I said quickly, though maybe too quickly. I forced a small laugh. “It just sounds like she’s… very comfortable around you, that’s all.”

“She is. I want her to be. People do better work when they’re not afraid to talk to their boss.”

I nodded, pushing food around my plate. He wasn’t wrong. Still, the thought of her laughing in his office, tossing that nickname around while he grinned the way he used to grin at me—it made something in my chest tighten.

“I noticed you were helping her find a dry cleaner,” I said.

Graham frowned, thinking. “Oh, right. Yeah, she said the one near her place ruined a blouse, so I told her about the spot by the station. Why?”

“No reason,” I said. “You just seem… involved.”

He leaned back, studying me. “Margot, what’s going on?”

“Nothing. I’m just—” I exhaled slowly. “You talk about her a lot, that’s all.”

He tilted his head, the beginnings of a smile returning. “I talk about work a lot. She happens to be part of work.”

“I know.” I met his eyes. “It’s just different, hearing you so... enthusiastic. You sound lighter.”

He seemed caught off guard by that. “Lighter?”

“Yeah,” I said, softening. “Like you’re enjoying it again. The job, I mean.”

That seemed to land better. He reached across the table, resting his hand over mine. “I am. It’s been a long time since I’ve felt this focused. Jade’s just... she’s good energy to have around.”

Good energy. The phrase made me smile despite myself. I wanted to believe him.

“She seems nice,” I said. “Polite. I just wasn’t expecting someone so young.”

“She’s twenty-six, I think? Mid-twenties, anyway.” He grinned. “Which, apparently, is young now.”

“Compared to us,” I said, returning the smile, though it felt a little strained. “She seemed surprised to meet me.”

Graham looked up. “Surprised how?”

“I don’t know. Just… like she didn’t expect me to show up.”

He gave a short laugh. “Margot, she was probably just nervous. You came by out of the blue.”

“Maybe,” I said, though the thought still tugged at me. “Did she know you were married before today?”

“Of course. Why?”

I shrugged. “You don’t keep photos on your desk.”

“I used to. Remember? But the cleaning crew broke the frame.”

“Right,” I said. “I forgot.”

He gave my hand a small squeeze. “Hey, you don’t have to worry. She’s great, but she’s an assistant. That’s all.”

“I’m not worried.” The words came out too fast again, and I hated how they sounded—thin, defensive, unconvincing.

He raised an eyebrow but didn’t press it. He leaned back, swirling the wine in his glass, watching the light catch it. “You sure? Because it kind of sounds like you are.”

I sighed. “It’s not that. It’s just... I don’t know.” I paused, searching for the right words. “You ever meet someone and just get a strange feeling you can’t explain?”

“Like bad vibes?” he teased.

“Not bad exactly. Just... off. I can’t put my finger on it.”

He smiled again, softer this time. “Margot, you’re overthinking. You always do this.”

“Do what?”

“Assume every woman under thirty wants to sleep with me.”

I laughed, mostly to keep from frowning. “That’s not what I think.”

“Good,” he said, still smiling. “Because that would be crazy.”

We fell quiet again. Outside, the sky was deepening toward blue-black, and the streetlight from the corner window washed the table in a dull amber glow. He picked up his fork again, and I watched him eat, trying to read something in the slope of his shoulders, the way he chewed without looking up.

He didn’t seem guilty. He didn’t seem defensive. Just normal. Comfortable. Which almost made it worse. Maybe my gut feeling was wrong. Maybe I was making a fool of myself.

When we finished, he carried the plates to the sink and started rinsing them, humming under his breath. I stood beside him, drying. It was our small ritual—the closest thing to routine intimacy we had left.

“You really think I’m overthinking?” I asked after a moment.

“Always have,” he said lightly. “But that’s what I love about you. You see things other people miss.”

I smiled faintly, though my chest ached. “Maybe I just see things that aren’t there.”

“Maybe.” He bumped my shoulder playfully. “Either way, I promise there’s nothing to worry about.”

I nodded, though I didn’t entirely believe him. He handed me a plate, still dripping, and I reached for it without thinking. Our fingers brushed—small, ordinary contact—and for a second, something familiar passed between us. Warmth. History. The kind of tenderness that only builds after years of knowing someone down to their smallest habits.

Then the moment slipped away. He dried his hands and stretched, glancing at his phone again. “Jade just texted. Said she found that file we were missing. She’s a machine.”

I gave a small, careful smile. “That’s great.”

He looked back at me. “You’re really not jealous, are you?”

“Should I be?”

He laughed. “No. Not in a million years.”

I turned back to the sink, running the water hotter until the steam rose and blurred the glass window above it. “Then I’m not.”

But long after we went to bed, I found myself lying awake beside him, listening to his breathing even out as he drifted off. I tried to tell myself it was fine—that everything was fine.

Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted, quiet and invisible, somewhere just out of sight.
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The bar was louder than I expected for a Thursday night—low light, soft music, the hum of overlapping conversations. I’d only come to the company outing because Graham asked me to. “It’s casual,” he’d said. “Just a quick happy hour. You’ll like everyone.”

I wasn’t sure I would. But I’d said yes anyway, because saying no would have meant admitting I didn’t trust myself not to look for something.

Jade spotted us first. She was standing with two other people from Graham’s office near the end of the bar, a pale pink cocktail in her hand. Her face lit up when she saw him.

“Hey, you made it!” she said, brushing her hair back with the kind of unguarded enthusiasm that always makes you like someone in spite of yourself. “I was starting to think you bailed.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Graham said, smiling easily. He introduced me to the group—half of whom I already vaguely recognized from last year’s holiday party—and then ordered a drink for us both.

The bartender handed me a glass of white wine, condensation dripping down the stem. I held it mostly for something to do with my hands.

Jade talked easily, switching between teasing office jokes and asking me questions about my photography. I could see why everyone liked her. She had that way of listening that made you feel like you were saying something interesting.

Across the bar, someone told a story about a printer catching fire, and Jade laughed, the sound light and unrestrained. She rested her hand on Graham’s arm without thinking, just a brief touch before she reached for her drink again. He didn’t flinch. He didn’t even seem to notice.

But I did.

I watched her fingers—how easily they found their way there, how naturally his body accepted the contact. It wasn’t flirtatious exactly. It was casual. Familiar. That was the part that made my stomach twist.

A few minutes later, one of the partners called Graham over to meet a client. Jade turned to me. “He’s such a perfectionist,” she said, grinning. “You must have the patience of a saint living with that.”

I smiled because that’s what you do. “I’ve had practice.”

She laughed again, not unkindly. “He’s great, though. Everyone says he’s the easiest manager to work for. Always calm, never yells. It’s rare.”

“I’m glad he’s appreciated,” I said, though I wasn’t sure how much of it I meant.

When Graham came back, he was carrying two glasses of water. “Pace yourself,” he said to Jade with a mock-serious look. “Tomorrow’s going to be a long day.”

“Boss Man strikes again,” she said, grinning up at him.

He laughed. “I told you to stop calling me that.”

“But it’s accurate.”

“Not really,” he said, bumping her shoulder lightly. She laughed, too loud this time, then covered her mouth, embarrassed.

The rest of the table joined in, and for a moment it was easy to pretend I was part of it all—the jokes, the shared comfort, the familiarity of people who see each other every day.

But then Graham leaned in to hear something she said, close enough that I could see the way her eyes flicked to his mouth before she smiled again.

My stomach tightened. I took a slow sip of wine and turned away, pretending to check my phone.

The evening blurred after that—more laughter, another round of drinks, a song playing too softly to recognize. By the time the group started to thin, I was counting down the minutes until we could leave.

Once we were outside, Graham reached for my hand as we walked to the car, and I let him. His fingers were warm, steady. He looked relaxed, happier than he’d seemed in weeks.

“You didn’t say much in there,” he said gently.

“I was just listening,” I said.

He glanced at me, curious. “To what?”

“To everything,” I said, a little too quickly. Then, after a pause: “You two seem to have a good rhythm.”

He laughed softly. “She’s just friendly, Margot. Don’t read into it.”

“I’m not.”

“You kind of are.”

I smiled faintly, though my chest felt tight. “Maybe, I’m just observant. I see what’s already there.”

He squeezed my hand. “You always do.”

We reached the car. He opened the door for me, leaned down to kiss my forehead, and for a moment I almost let the warmth of that gesture dissolve everything else.

But when I glanced back through the window, I saw Jade standing by the curb, talking to one of the junior associates. She was laughing again—light, open, the same way she had laughed with him.

And I realized it wasn’t what she was doing that bothered me. It was how natural it all felt. How easily she fit into his world, one I hadn’t been part of in a long time.

As Graham started the car, I looked out at the bar lights reflecting in the rain-slick street and wondered when I’d started feeling like the outsider in my own marriage.
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I wasn’t snooping. That’s what I told myself at least.

It was Saturday morning, sunlight cutting sharp and low across the kitchen floor. Graham was still asleep upstairs. I’d come down to make coffee and check the directions to the new farmer’s market, but my phone was dead. His was right there on the counter, facedown beside the sink.

I picked it up, unlocked it—no passcode—and opened the maps app. While I was typing, a message banner slid down from the top of the screen.

Jade: Hey, I didn’t mean to say all that last night, but it’s been on my mind for weeks. I know it’s dumb, but I have a huge crush on him. I can’t help it. I feel like I’d do absolutely anything for him. He’s just so kind, and he actually listens. Not to mention the hottest guy I’ve ever seen. Please don’t tell him. I’ll get over it. I promise.

My breath caught. For a second, I couldn’t even process what I was reading. The message wasn’t meant for him—she must have sent it to the wrong contact by mistake—but that didn’t make it any easier to see.

My stomach flipped. I read it twice, then a third time. Seeing it written out like that—the words huge crush on him—felt like stepping into cold water.

For a long moment I just stared, trying to decide what I felt. Shock, sure. But beneath that was something else I didn’t want to name. Something quick and electric.

When I finally heard footsteps on the stairs, I locked the screen and slid the phone closer to the coffee mug like nothing had happened.

Graham came in wearing an old T-shirt and pajama pants, rubbing his eyes. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” I said, pouring coffee into his mug. “You were snoring.”

He smiled. “That’s nothing new.” He leaned against the counter, reaching for the cup, but paused when he noticed my expression. “You okay?”

I hesitated. The words were sitting on my tongue, heavy and hot. I could’ve let it go—pretended I hadn’t seen anything—but the thought of keeping it to myself felt worse.

“Jade texted you,” I said quietly.

He blinked. “What?”

“Well… not exactly you. There was a message on your phone. Looked like she meant to send it to a friend of hers instead.”

His brows drew together. “Okay…”

“She said she has a crush on you.”

He froze, still holding the mug halfway to his mouth. “What?”

“That’s what it said. I know it’s dumb, but I have a huge crush on him. And then something about how you actually listen to her.”

He set the mug down. “Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

He ran a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. “That’s… awkward.”

I waited.

“I swear I haven’t encouraged anything,” he said finally. “You know me, Margot. I’ve barely talked to her outside of work.”

“I know,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if I believed it. Or maybe belief wasn’t even the point.

He paced a little, muttering. “God, this is going to make things hard. I’ll have to talk to HR.”

“She said she’d get over it,” I murmured.

He looked at me. “Still. I can’t just ignore it.”

“She also said she’d do anything for you,” I added. The words sounded strange out loud—too heavy, too charged. “That’s… kind of intense, right?”

He frowned. “When did she say that?”

“In the message. I’d do anything for him.”

He shook his head slowly. “Jesus. I had no idea.”

Silence settled between us, thick as the steam rising from the coffee pot. He looked genuinely uncomfortable, not guilty. That should’ve made me feel better. Instead, it just made me feel more off balance.

I leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “You really didn’t notice?”

“Notice what?”

“How she looks at you.”

Graham sighed. “She looks at everyone like that. She’s just… open. It’s her personality.”

I wanted to accept that explanation, but the image of her hand on his arm at the bar flashed through my mind. The way she laughed too hard at his jokes. The way he leaned in to hear her.

“I guess,” I said finally. “It’s just… weird.”

“Yeah,” he said softly. “It is.”

He reached for me then, resting his hand on my shoulder. It was meant as reassurance, but something about the gesture—gentle, careful—made my heart thud faster.

I thought about Jade’s message again. About the words I can’t help it.

Part of me wanted to delete it, erase the proof. Another part wanted to read it again, just to feel that small, dark spark of power—the knowledge that I’d seen something I wasn’t supposed to.

“She’s probably mortified,” Graham said.

“Probably.”

He hesitated, then added, “You’re not angry?”

I met his eyes. “Should I be?”

He looked startled by the question, like he wasn’t sure what answer I wanted. “No,” he said after a moment. “It’s not like I did anything.”

“No,” I said softly. “You didn’t.”

We stood there for a while, both pretending to drink our coffee, both pretending the conversation was over.

Eventually, he went upstairs to shower. I stayed in the kitchen, staring at the faint outline of the message still burned into my memory.

It should have made me furious. Instead, I felt something far stranger—a pulse of curiosity, of heat, of imagining what she must see in him.

How she must look at him when he’s standing too close. The way his voice might sound when he tells her to pass a file, or thanks her for staying late.

I hated myself for thinking it, but I couldn’t stop.

When he came back down, hair damp, shirt half buttoned, I couldn’t look away.

He caught my gaze and smiled. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly. But my voice came out thinner than I wanted.

He leaned down to kiss me before leaving for the gym, and I let him, my fingers curling around the fabric of his shirt.

For a heartbeat, I imagined what it would feel like to watch him through someone else’s eyes. Someone who wanted him but couldn’t have him.

And in that split second, I understood exactly how Jade must feel.
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It was a Friday evening, one of those dusky, in-between hours where the light turns soft and the house feels too quiet. Graham had gone upstairs to finish an email when the knock came.

I opened the door to find Jade standing there, a manila folder tucked under her arm and a nervous smile on her face.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m so sorry to drop by unannounced. Graham didn’t answer his phone and I wasn’t sure if this needed to go out tonight or first thing Monday.”

Her hair was still damp from a shower, curling slightly at the ends. She was dressed casually—jeans, a loose cream sweater, the kind of effortless look that’s easy to underestimate.

“It’s fine,” I said, stepping aside. “Come in. He’s just upstairs for a minute.”

She hesitated on the threshold before entering, looking around as though she wasn’t sure how much space she was allowed to take up.

“This is such a lovely place,” she said. “It looks like the photos you take—quiet and balanced.”

I smiled, unsure how to respond. “Thanks. I guess it reflects us.”

“That makes sense,” she said softly, almost like a compliment but not quite.

Graham came down a few moments later, still typing on his phone. “Jade. Wow, you didn’t have to come all the way over here.”

“I just didn’t want to risk sending the wrong file again,” she said, handing him the folder. “It’ll only take you a second to check.”

He opened it, scanning quickly. “Looks good. You really didn’t need to drive across town for this.”

She shrugged. “It’s on my way home.”

I watched them from across the room. The exchange was completely professional—no glances that lingered too long, no awkward hesitations—but there was an ease between them I couldn’t help noticing.

When Graham went to the study to upload the final draft, I turned back to her. “Do you want some wine while you wait?”

“Oh, that’d be nice,” she said, smiling a little too quickly. “If you’re sure.”

I poured two glasses and handed her one. The first sip loosened the air between us, just slightly.

“You must think I’m a workaholic,” she said, setting the glass down. “Showing up at my boss’s house on a Friday night.”

“I think you’re conscientious,” I said. “There’s a difference.”

She smiled. “That’s kind. Most people would call it obsessive.”

I tilted my head. “Maybe both are true.”

For a moment, we just stood there, the silence stretching enough that I could hear the faint clicking of Graham’s keyboard upstairs.

Jade glanced toward the stairwell. “You two seem… solid,” she said finally. “I really respect that. The way you look at each other—it’s obvious.”

“Is it?” I asked.

She nodded, then caught herself. “Sorry. That sounded weird.”

“No,” I said, taking another sip of wine. “It’s fine.” I met her eyes. “Are we? Even with you around?”

She blinked, startled, then laughed—soft, nervous, genuine. “Wow. That sounded like a setup for trouble.”

“Did it?”

“Yes,” she said, still smiling. “But you don’t seem like the kind of person who picks fights for fun.”

“I don’t,” I said. “I just like honest answers.”

She swirled her wine, the glass catching the last of the light from the kitchen window. “Then… honestly? You make me nervous.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Because I’m your boss’s wife?”

“Because you’re hard to read,” she said. “I keep waiting for you to dislike me, but you never actually do.”

I let out a small laugh. “Would that make things easier?”

“Maybe,” she said, smiling into her glass. “Then I could stop worrying about it.”

The quiet stretched again, not uncomfortable this time but charged—like standing near a door neither of us wanted to open first.

Graham came back in, breaking the spell. “All done,” he said, setting the folder on the counter. “Crisis averted. Thanks again, Jade.”

She smiled up at him. “Anytime.”

He poured himself a small glass of wine, joining us in the kitchen. “You staying long?”

“I should probably head out,” she said, though she didn’t move right away. “But this is nice. I never really get to see you two outside the office.”

“Not much to see,” he said lightly. “We’re boring.”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “You just seem… comfortable. Like you know each other too well to need to talk all the time.”

Graham glanced at me, amused. “That’s one way to put it.”

“Maybe I’m projecting,” she said quickly. “My last relationship was all noise. Everything had to be said out loud.”

I watched her face while she spoke—how open it was, how easily she admitted things like that. I wondered if she even realized what she was giving away.

“Well,” I said quietly, “sometimes silence says more than you want it to.”

For a moment, no one spoke. The clock ticked faintly. Outside, a car door slammed somewhere down the street.

Then Jade smiled, breaking the tension again. “You’re both intimidating, you know that? I keep thinking you’re going to see through me.”

Graham laughed. “To what?”

She hesitated. “To how much I want to do well. To how much I want you both to like me.”

The words hung there—gentle, self-aware, but not entirely innocent. I felt something stir in my chest, a small pulse of warmth I couldn’t quite name.

Graham just smiled. “You’re doing great, Jade. Really.”

She looked between us, her expression unreadable for a second, then finished her wine in one long sip. “Okay,” she said finally, setting the glass down. “I should go before I say anything else stupid.”

“You didn’t say anything stupid,” I said.

She gave me a small, knowing smile. “I think we both know that’s not true.”

Graham walked her to the door. I stayed where I was, listening to their low voices in the hallway. When the door finally closed, the house felt heavier somehow, like the air had shifted.

Graham came back, half smiling, half uneasy. “She’s… something else.”

“She is,” I said.

He hesitated. “That didn’t feel weird to you?”

“Of course it did,” I said softly. “But not for the reasons you think.”

He looked at me then—curious, a little lost—and I knew he felt it too, that strange pull none of us wanted to admit out loud.

The night settled around us. Somewhere beyond the window, a dog barked, and the sound of it felt distant and ordinary, as if nothing unusual had happened at all.

But in the quiet that followed, I could still feel the warmth of her glass against my fingertips, the faint echo of laughter that hadn’t quite faded from the room.
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The next day, I visited Graham at the office, knocking on his door. He looked up from his laptop, brows pinching together for a second in confusion. But when he saw me standing there in the doorway, his expression softened like butter under a warm knife.

“Margot,” he said, his voice shifting from focused to surprised, though not displeased. “Everything okay?”

I stepped inside and gently closed the door behind me. The latch clicked shut with a quiet finality. Behind him, the floor-to-ceiling windows glowed with the last of the day’s light. Golden slants of sunset cut through the blinds, striping the walls, the desk, the side of his face. It was the kind of light that made everything look softer, like a memory.

“I was in the area,” I said, walking slowly toward him, letting my heels tap lightly across the carpeted floor. “And I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

His brow lifted, bemused. “Are you trying to seduce me at work?”

“Depends,” I said, coming to a stop just in front of his desk. “Is it working?”

He leaned back in his chair, lips curving into the beginnings of a smirk. “I’ve got a call in twenty⁠—”

But I didn’t wait for him to finish. I reached down and lifted the hem of my skirt, slowly, deliberately, high enough to reveal bare skin. No lace, no lining. Just me.

The smirk faltered. His gaze sharpened, eyes catching the light like metal catching fire. His mouth parted, but nothing came out for a moment.

“Margot,” he said, barely audible, his voice rougher than before.

I stepped around the desk, nudging his chair back with the press of my knee. The leather creaked faintly beneath his weight. “I missed you today.”

This was unlike me. We both knew it. My forwardness, the audacity of showing up unannounced—especially like this—was a break from the rhythm of our marriage. But I couldn’t shake the quiet ache in my chest lately. The feeling that I needed to remind him, and maybe myself, that we still had this.

That he was still mine.

He didn’t say anything right away. His hands just moved—slowly, reverently—until his fingertips found the curve of my thigh. The warmth of his skin against mine made goosebumps ripple up my legs. He traced upward with a tenderness that surprised me, as though relearning something familiar but precious.

“You’re going to get me fired,” he murmured, eyes never leaving mine.

“I’ll write you a good reference,” I whispered.

That made him smile—but only for a second. He stood, gently but with intention, his body close enough to block out the setting sun. Then he kissed me. Harder than I expected. A kiss that spoke of missing me too, of the tension neither of us had said out loud.

His hands slid to my waist, then lower, grounding me as he pulled me in. I felt the scrape of his belt buckle against my belly, the brush of his knuckles as he worked the zipper on his slacks. The sound of it—soft, metallic—made my pulse jump.

Without a word, he guided me up onto the edge of the desk. The wood was cool beneath my thighs, contrasting the heat that flushed through me. I leaned back slightly, hands bracing behind me as he stepped between my legs.

His mouth brushed my collarbone, then the sensitive hollow just beneath it. I inhaled sharply, threading my fingers into his hair, already losing track of time.

My knees parted without thinking, framing his hips in a gesture as familiar as it was urgent.

And that’s when we heard it.

The door creaked open.

We both froze.

Jade stood just inside the threshold, her eyes wide with disbelief. She wore a navy blouse and pale slacks, her usual manila folder clutched awkwardly in one hand. But the grip on it had slackened. The corners bent as her fingers trembled slightly.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. Her voice was barely more than a whisper. She stepped back once, blinking hard. “I’m—I’m so sorry⁠—”

I reached instinctively for my skirt, trying to tug it back down, but Graham’s hand was still on my thigh, as if he hadn’t fully registered what was happening.

We scrambled upright at the same time, adjusting clothes in rushed, awkward movements. I smoothed my blouse down with one hand, my cheeks burning with heat.

“It’s fine,” I said quickly, too quickly. “You weren’t supposed to see that.”

Jade shook her head, still rooted in place. Her expression had shifted—not embarrassment exactly, but something more complex. Fascination, maybe. Longing. Awe. “No—please don’t apologize. I shouldn’t have just walked in. I didn’t mean to…”

Her voice drifted off. The folder sagged at her side.

Graham stepped forward, trying to tuck his shirt back into his slacks without looking like he was trying. “It’s okay, really. Just—give us a minute?”

She nodded but didn’t step back. Didn’t leave.

Instead, she spoke again, her voice smaller this time. “Or…you could let me watch.”

The room turned to glass.

My breath caught.

I blinked. “What?”

Jade’s cheeks went bright red. She clutched the folder tighter. “I’m sorry. That was inappropriate.”

She turned as if to leave.

“Wait,” I said.

The word was out of my mouth before I could think better of it. It hung there between us, thick and heavy. I looked at Graham, expecting him to interject, to call the moment to a halt. But he didn’t move. Didn’t say anything.

He just watched me.

I turned back to her. “You want to watch?”

Jade’s throat worked as she swallowed. Her eyes flicked between us. “Only if… I mean, I wouldn’t say anything. I just…” She paused, then added, quieter, “I think it’s kind of hot. Don’t you?”

My heart was pounding again, but for a different reason now. Something twisted low in my belly. Part fear, part heat. I wasn’t sure which feeling would win.

I took a step closer to her, not closing the distance entirely. Just enough to feel the tension pulse in the space between us.

“You can stay,” I said, my voice steady despite the adrenaline coursing through me. “If you really want to.”

She nodded.

Nervous, but sure.

Graham looked at me for confirmation. Just the barest question in his eyes. When I nodded once, he exhaled quietly and stepped behind me again. His hands settled on my hips, steady and warm, the pressure of them familiar in a way that almost startled me now.

Jade moved carefully across the room and lowered herself into the chair by the window, its navy cushion making the quietest sigh beneath her. She sat perched on the edge, legs crossed tightly at the ankles, her ballet flats barely brushing the floor. Both hands gripped the seat beside her thighs like she needed something solid to hold on to. She didn’t lean back. She didn’t fidget. She just watched, wide-eyed and silent, her body tense with something I couldn’t quite name.

The air had changed. It felt denser now, the weight of it pressing down on all three of us, thick with breath and anticipation. My skin prickled under the office lights, not from chill but from exposure.

Graham leaned in and pressed a kiss to the back of my neck—slow, grounding, almost tender. His lips lingered just long enough to make me close my eyes and lean slightly into him. I could feel his breath there, warm against my spine.

Slowly, with deliberate care, he reached for the hem of my skirt again. His fingers brushed the back of my thighs, and I felt my breath hitch. It wasn’t just arousal. It was something else now, rawness. The sense of being observed while doing something so intimate.

The moment his hands touched me again, skimming upward until his palms found my hips, I couldn’t help it. I looked at her.

Jade sat motionless, as if even blinking would break the spell. Her lips were slightly parted. Her chest rose and fell in a rhythm that didn’t match the stillness of her posture. Her gaze was locked on us, unmoving, unblinking.

And then Graham slid his long, thick cock inside me.

A single, slow, careful push that made my breath come out in a sudden, gasping exhale. My fingers found the edge of the desk, curling around the polished wood as I braced myself. My legs tightened instinctively, thighs trembling with the sheer intimacy of it. Of being touched like this, filled like this, with someone watching.

He moved with a rhythm that started soft. Measured. His hips rocked gently.

“Eyes on me,” he murmured, voice low and gravel-edged, and I tried—I really did—but my gaze kept slipping sideways, toward her.

She was clearly aroused. She shifted in her seat like she didn’t know where to put her hands. Her nipples puckered through the fabric of her blouse. I wondered if her panties were wet, and I wondered if any of that arousal was for me instead of just him.

And that did something to me. It broke me open. I felt bared in a way I hadn’t expected—not just physically, but emotionally. Like she could see all of it: the way I clung to him, the ache I’d carried for weeks, the quiet desperation that had driven me here in the first place.

Worshipped. Exposed.

Graham’s hands gripped tighter, his fingers pressing into the soft flesh at my hips as he thrust deeper. I moaned—too loud, too real—and I heard it. I heard the soft sound that came from Jade then. A breath caught in her throat. A sigh she hadn’t meant to release.

I didn’t look at her again. I couldn’t. I leaned forward, elbows on the desk, my body arching into his as he moved inside me. The sounds filled the room: the wet, rhythmic joining of us; the rasp of his breath against my ear; the faint, involuntary noise she made when he groaned my name like it was the only thing he knew.

It happened fast, and yet so slowly. Time folded in on itself. My orgasm came sudden and unstoppable, cresting and breaking with a sharp cry that startled even me. My thighs trembled. My stomach clenched tight. I felt like I’d been split open. Undone by the moment, by him, by the knowledge that someone else had witnessed it all.

When it was over—when the last few shudders had passed through me and Graham held still, his arms firm around my waist—I turned my head, just slightly, enough to see her.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips parted like she’d been holding her breath the entire time. Her eyes looked glassy, dazed. Not from shame. Not from arousal, even.

From awe.

“I should go,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded, slowly. “Okay.”

She stood with care, like someone waking from a dream. No rush. No embarrassment. Just quiet.

She reached the door and paused with her hand on the frame. For a second, she turned back toward me. Our eyes met. Mine still wide, hers soft.

And then she slipped out, the door clicking shut behind her like a punctuation mark on something I didn’t have the words for yet.

Graham’s arms were still around me. I leaned back into his chest, letting the weight of him support me. My breathing was uneven, still catching in my throat. His lips brushed my shoulder, but he didn’t say anything for a long moment.

“I didn’t expect that,” he said eventually, his voice husky against my skin.

“Neither did I.”

We stayed like that for a while, neither of us moving, both of us suspended in something that wasn’t quite afterglow, wasn’t quite confusion. It was deeper. Thicker.

We’d let her watch us. We’d let her watch me. Laid bare, needy, powerful, and undone all at once.

And now we were different.

Something had shifted in the room, in the space between our bodies, in the way I saw him, the way he saw me. In the way I couldn’t stop wondering what she was feeling as she walked away.

Something had changed.

And I didn’t know yet whether it would pull us closer or pull us apart.

[image: ]


We barely spoke on the drive home.

Graham kept one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh, his fingers flexing occasionally against the denim like he was kneading an invisible worry into submission. The soft glow from the dashboard lit the sharp edges of his face—his furrowed brow, the faint crease between his eyebrows that deepened when he was deep in thought. His jaw worked in silence, clenched and unclenched, like he was chewing on something he couldn’t quite swallow.

The car was quiet except for the low, consistent hum of the tires against pavement and the whisper of the air conditioning. Outside, streetlights slid past the windshield in slow, even intervals. Inside, the silence pressed on us like humidity—thick and unspoken, not angry but full.

I didn’t push him. Not yet. I wanted to. My thoughts were a restless tangle, but I knew better than to force words into a space still crackling with aftershock. I kept my hands folded in my lap and watched the world blur past.

It wasn’t until we were back in the kitchen, the overhead lights warming the granite countertops, that he finally spoke.

“That was a complete HR nightmare.”

I looked up from the bottle I’d just uncorked—Malbec, the one we usually saved for long weekends or dinner with friends we didn’t see often enough. “You’re just now realizing that?”

He gave a dry, humorless laugh and dragged a hand through his hair, leaving it slightly tousled. “I mean it, Margot. I could lose my job. This isn’t some harmless fantasy. This is⁠—”

“A career-ending scandal?” I offered, raising a brow.

His expression didn’t change. “Yeah. That.”

I leaned against the counter, cradling my glass in both hands. “You won’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I do,” I said simply. “Because if she was going to report you, she wouldn’t have asked to watch.”

He gave me a look then—half stunned, half something harder to pin down. His eyes searched my face, like he wasn’t sure whether I was making light of it or laying down something dangerous.

I took a slow sip of wine. “But if you’re really that concerned…” I let the pause stretch just long enough. “Maybe we should invite her over.”

Graham blinked. “What?”

“I’m serious.”

He took a step away from the counter, still holding his untouched glass, the wine sloshing near the rim. “To our house?”

His voice had gone up a notch, edged with disbelief. “Margot, how is that supposed to help anything?”

I tilted my head slightly, studying him. “Maybe if we give her something in return… she’ll have a reason to keep quiet.”

He stared at me like I’d just spoken in a foreign language. “What the hell does that even mean?”

I didn’t look away. “You know what it means.”

Silence settled over us again—this one heavier, less passive. I watched him, watched the way his jaw tightened, the way his breathing slowed like he was trying to find the line between reason and desire and realizing it didn’t exist anymore.

He looked down at his glass then, finally raising it to his lips. Took one sip. Just one.

“She wouldn’t say no,” I said quietly. “We both know that.”

He didn’t respond right away. He didn’t have to.

“That’s not the point,” he said eventually, his voice softer, almost resigned. “It’s already messy. Inviting her here… makes it something else.”

I shrugged, my shoulders rising and falling slowly. “It already is something else.”

He didn’t argue. Just stared into the deep red swirl in his glass, like he thought the answer might be hiding there if he looked long enough.

The next morning, after coffee and silence and a lingering awkwardness we both pretended not to feel, I sent the message.

Would you be willing to come over tonight? Just to talk. No pressure.

Her reply came three minutes later.

Yes. What time?

[image: ]


By the time Jade arrived that evening, I had the house arranged the way I needed it to be—dim lighting, nothing theatrical. Just the warm, lived-in glow of lamps instead of overheads. A charcuterie board on the kitchen island: sharp cheddar, marinated olives, crackers, two kinds of jam. A decanted bottle of that same Malbec, now breathing beside three empty glasses. It wasn’t much, but it felt intentional. It made the night feel like a conversation, not a confrontation.

She arrived just past seven, stepping onto the front porch in a pair of scuffed black ankle boots, jeans that hugged her legs, and a cream top that dipped slightly at the neckline. Casual, but careful. Not oblivious to the weight of the moment.

When I opened the door, she hesitated—just for a beat. Not out of fear, I thought, but reverence. Like she wasn’t sure how much space she was being invited to occupy.

“Hi,” she said, her voice low, her smile cautious. There was a touch of vulnerability in her eyes, but also something else—resolve.

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside and gesturing toward the kitchen. “We’re in here.”

Graham stood near the sink, glass already half full, but still untouched. His posture was tight—shoulders set, eyes wary. He looked up when she entered but didn’t say anything.

Jade glanced at him, then quickly looked to me. “I wasn’t sure if I should say yes.”

“Why did you?” I asked, my tone gentle but curious.

She gave a small shrug, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Curiosity.”

I nodded, motioning for her to help herself. “That’s fair.”

She moved toward the island and reached for an olive, her fingers hesitant as if the act of eating might somehow make her too human for this strange triangle we’d created.

“You’re not mad at me?” she asked, glancing up from the bowl.

“No,” I said, watching her carefully. “Are you mad at yourself?”

Her gaze flicked to Graham again, then back to me—sharper this time, more direct. “No,” she said, more slowly. “Just… confused.”

I swirled the wine in my glass and took a sip, letting the silence build before I spoke again.

“Well,” I said, steady and deliberate, “let me clear one thing up for you.”

She stilled, eyes on mine, waiting.

“I know you want him.”

The words left my mouth before I could soften them, but I didn’t want to soften them. I wanted to name the thing that had been humming between us for weeks. Say it plainly. Pull it out into the open where we could all see it for what it was.

There it was.

Graham tensed beside the counter like he’d been hit with static. His body went rigid, his hand hovering mid-air with his wineglass still half-raised. He looked like he might step in, might try to deflect or minimize—but instead, he froze, caught in the gravity of the moment, his gaze darting between the two of us.

Jade blinked, startled. Her shoulders drew in slightly, and she set the olive down on the edge of the plate with a quiet clink. But she didn’t look ashamed. Not really. Her lips parted as though she meant to protest—but then she didn’t.

“I do,” she said softly, her voice like the hush of breath against glass. “But I’d never cross that line. Not unless…”

She trailed off, her voice catching in her throat. Her cheeks colored immediately, that soft flush climbing up the side of her neck, blooming beneath the delicate curve of her jaw. Her eyes flicked to Graham for only a second before landing back on me.

“Unless what?” I asked, my voice steady, but lower now.

Jade swallowed. Her jaw tightened like she had to force herself to meet my eyes. “Unless you wanted me to.”

The air in the room changed. It thickened—an invisible weight settling around us.

Behind me, I heard Graham’s glass finally touch the counter. The faint tap echoed louder than it should have in the stillness of the kitchen. He didn’t move any closer. He stayed right where he was, planted beside the sink, like distance would protect him from the pull of what was unfolding. But I could feel the shift in his breath, even across the room.

He was still pretending he wasn’t hanging on every word. But his silence betrayed him.

I took a slow step toward her. Not to intimidate—just to claim the space.

“You’re not wrong,” I said. “I do want to share him.”

Her breath hitched just slightly. I watched her chest rise beneath her shirt, the fabric pulling taut across her ribs as she held it. But she didn’t flinch or shy away. She stood her ground, eyes wide and locked on mine.

“But I’m not just handing him over.”

The muscles in her neck flexed as she swallowed again. Her fingers curled loosely at her sides, not quite clenched, but tense.

“I’ll run the show,” I continued, the words coming more easily now. “You don’t get to touch him unless I say so. You don’t get to please him unless I allow it. You take your cues from me. Always.”

For a moment, nothing moved.

Then her mouth parted—softly, slightly—as though I’d taken something from her she didn’t know she’d been holding. Her nod was small but unmistakable. Her voice, when it came, was barely a whisper. But I felt it everywhere.

“Yes,” she said. “Understood.”

My pulse fluttered at the base of my throat. A high, steady beat I could feel in my ears. The power of hearing her say it—so plainly, so willingly—was grounding and disorienting all at once. A calm settled over me, surprising in its clarity. I had expected hesitation. Doubt. But what I felt instead was steadiness.

I looked over at Graham.

He hadn’t moved. Still standing where I’d left him, still clutching the edge of the counter like it was the only thing anchoring him to the floor. His face had gone pale, his eyes wide—not with fear, exactly, but with something stranger. A kind of awe. Like he wasn’t sure if this was still real life or if he’d wandered into someone else’s dream.

“You okay over there?” I asked, my tone light, but not mocking.

He looked at me like he didn’t quite recognize me. Or maybe like he was seeing me fully for the first time.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” he said, and his voice cracked a little at the edges, rough and low.

“You’re not in trouble,” I said calmly, taking another sip of wine. “You’re just not in charge.”

A quiet beat passed. Then Jade smiled—faint, almost involuntary. Like it had slipped out of her before she could catch it. The look she gave him was quick, almost private. But I saw it. And so did he.

Graham didn’t speak. He just nodded once, eyes flicking down to the floor and back up like he was trying to process a language he hadn’t realized he understood.

We stood there in silence for a long moment. Me with my glass balanced loosely in my hand. Jade with her fingers still resting gently on the edge of the platter, untouched since her last olive. And Graham, hovering at the edge of his own marriage—halfway to aroused, halfway to undone. No longer the one holding the power. No longer even sure who he was in this story.

But for the first time, I didn’t feel uncertain. I didn’t feel threatened. I felt... clear.

For the first time, it felt like everything was exactly where it was supposed to be.

[image: ]


The bedroom felt too quiet when we stepped inside.

I stayed near the doorway for a moment while Graham and Jade drifted in ahead of me, stopping just past the foot of the bed like they weren’t sure if they were meant to sit or stand or disappear into the floor. No one moved. No one spoke. It felt like we were stepping into a charged silence we hadn’t fully earned yet.

The air buzzed. Not with tension exactly—but with awareness. The weight of what we were doing hadn’t landed yet. It hovered.

“Margot…” Graham’s voice was low, uncertain. He glanced at me over his shoulder, his brow furrowed like he was still trying to gauge if this was real—or if he’d misunderstood the script entirely.

I held up a hand. “Don’t speak unless I tell you to.”

My own words surprised me. Not because I didn’t mean them, but because of how calm they sounded. Quiet, but certain. Controlled. The effect was immediate. His mouth closed. His eyes dropped like something inside him recognized the shift. He didn’t argue.

Jade turned slightly to glance at me, as if on instinct. Her lips were parted, her chest rising with a slower breath. Waiting.

I took two more steps into the room. “I want you to kiss her,” I said. “Both of you. Right now.”

That made them pause.

They exchanged a look—hesitant, not out of resistance, but disoriented by the fact that it was me asking. Giving permission. Directing. That changed everything.

I came closer. Slowly. I didn’t need to rush. I wanted to feel it. The heat building between the three of us. The pull. I stood just to the side of them, a little behind and off-center. Close enough to watch every breath, every twitch of their hands. Close enough to smell the nervous edge of sweat beneath Graham’s cologne, and the faint citrus from Jade’s hair when she turned.

Graham moved first.

He reached up and touched Jade’s neck, tentative at first. His palm slid along her jaw, his thumb brushing the corner of her mouth like he’d been thinking about doing it for weeks but hadn’t let himself. His fingers curled behind her ear, and for a moment they just stood there—breathing. Their foreheads nearly touched. She tilted her head into him like a leaf leaning toward sunlight.

And then he kissed her.

It wasn’t cautious.

It was hungry.

Deep and deliberate, not rushed but fully committed. Like a current had snapped between them and they were just bracing against the voltage. Jade made a sound—soft and surprised. A little squeak of pleasure that felt involuntary, like a string had been pulled too tight inside her and plucked.

My stomach clenched. A low throb started deep in my pelvis.

I realized I’d been holding my breath. I exhaled quietly through my nose and let the ache pool a little deeper.

They pulled apart slightly, both blinking like they’d surfaced from underwater. Still touching. Still too close to pretend it hadn’t shifted something in them.

“Touch her,” I said. My voice came out lower than I expected. Rough around the edges. I didn’t tell him where. I wanted to see what he’d choose.

Graham’s hand slid slowly from her jaw, down the curve of her neck, then across her collarbone. His fingers paused over the hollow at her sternum before moving lower. He cupped her breast through the thin cotton of her shirt, thumb grazing lightly over the shape of her nipple. Jade’s eyes fluttered shut. Her mouth parted. She leaned into his touch with the faintest sigh.

I watched her chest rise. Watched the way his thumb circled, then pressed slightly firmer. The way her back arched without thinking.

The pressure between my legs intensified. A warm ache that made me shift my weight without realizing it. I pressed my thighs together. My panties were already damp. The heat was creeping up my abdomen, blooming in my chest, making it harder to keep my voice level.

“Take off her clothes,” I said. I meant it to be commanding, but it came out softer. Breathier. My breath was starting to hitch, and I didn’t try to hide it.

Graham looked at her—asking again without words. Jade nodded.

He reached for the hem of her shirt and lifted it, slow and careful, like he was undressing something sacred. Jade raised her arms, and the fabric slipped up and over her head with barely a sound. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts were small, natural, and perfectly shaped. The skin pale, her nipples already drawn tight from attention or the cool air, or both.

Something in my chest pulled tight.

She was beautiful. More than I expected. More than I was prepared for. My fingers curled around my own wrist to keep still.

He unbuttoned her jeans next. His hands shook slightly. Not much, but enough. He slid the zipper down, then knelt to pull the denim past her hips and thighs. The jeans dropped to the floor with a soft thump. She stepped out of them barefoot, quiet.

All she wore now was a pair of plain black underwear. Simple. Modest. But the cotton clung to her, slightly darker at the center.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband and looked up at her one last time for permission. She gave a barely-there nod. Her hair was coming loose from whatever had once held it back.

He pulled them down.

She stood completely bare now. Unflinching.

Graham looked stunned. Like he didn’t know where to rest his eyes—like her body had become too much to take in all at once. His throat worked visibly as he swallowed.

“Are you hard?” I asked.

He turned his head toward me, startled by the sound of my voice. He nodded, breath catching.

“Say it,” I told him.

His lips parted. “Yes.”

I looked down at his hand. He was still holding her jeans. His knuckles had gone white from gripping the fabric.

“Good,” I said, my voice steadier now. And I felt it then—that flood of something hot and unfamiliar rising inside me. It wasn’t just arousal. It was deeper. Possessive. Commanding. Like I’d found a part of myself I hadn’t realized I’d been missing.

I looked at Jade.

“Get on your knees.”

She didn’t say a word. Just moved, smooth and silent, as if the command had been waiting inside her all along. She knelt in front of him, the soft thud of her knees against the carpet barely audible in the thick quiet of the room. The overhead light cast a glow across her hair, turning the strands to copper and gold. She looked up at him, then at me.

I gave her the smallest nod.

Her hands lifted to his waistband, fingers steady. She took her time—unfastening his belt with slow, teasing movements. Then the button. Then the zipper. The metallic slide of it sliced through the hush like a blade, sharp and intimate. I felt the sound deep in my chest.

Graham let out a shaky breath, like he’d been holding it without knowing. His chest rose, then fell again, faster.

Jade eased his pants and boxers down just far enough, her knuckles grazing his thighs, and paused for half a second. She’d seen his cock before, but not up close like this. And the look in her eyes at the view nearly undid me.

Then she tilted her face up, and without breaking eye contact, took his cock into her mouth.

His groan was immediate, hoarse and broken. His hips jerked forward involuntarily, like his body was making decisions before he could catch up. One of his hands slid instinctively into her hair, fingers threading through the strands and tightening, not to guide her but to anchor himself. Jade made a low sound, a soft hum deep in her throat, and I watched him flinch—his eyes wide, his knees subtly buckling.

I couldn’t look away.

The way her lips sealed around him. The way her cheeks drew in as she moved. The wet sounds. The heat of it. She was slow, sensual, like she wasn’t in a rush to finish anything. Like this act alone was enough. Graham looked down at her, his expression raw and stunned, as if he still hadn’t accepted that this was happening. That she was really doing this. For him. For me.

I stood back, barely breathing. My hand pressed between my thighs over the clingy fabric, not rubbing, not moving—just grounding myself against the ache that had taken hold. My legs trembled. Every nerve in my body seemed to be listening, attuned to the rhythm of her mouth, the way his groans grew deeper, more desperate.

It wasn’t just about the pleasure. It was the surrender. The slowness. The way control slipped from his fingers like sand.

His breaths turned ragged. He tried to keep still, jaw clenched, but I could see it unraveling. The way his thighs twitched. The way his hips twitched forward. The flush across his chest. His hand trembled in her hair.

“Don’t stop,” I murmured.

And she didn’t.

She took his cock deeper, slower, almost possessively. Her tongue moved with calculated grace, her mouth sealing around his thick shaft again and again, her lashes lowered as if in quiet worship.

He was shaking now.

And then—with a sharp, guttural gasp that didn’t sound like anything I’d ever heard from him—he came, and I watched her throat bob as she swallowed down everything.

His body convulsed. His head fell back. His fingers fisted in her hair, holding tight as his release overtook him in violent, beautiful waves. He moaned through clenched teeth, hips twitching, mouth slack.

Jade didn’t pull away. She stayed with him, grounding him through it, letting him spend every last drop with his length still nestled between her lips. Only when his body sagged, trembling and spent, did she pull back gently and rest on her heels.

Her breath came through parted lips, flushed and quiet. She looked up at me—not smug, not shy. Just… still. Her lips were swollen. Her cheeks pink.

I didn’t move right away.

I stood still, breathing through the weight of what had just unfolded, letting the moment throb and hum in the quiet. My body was warm with arousal and flushed with something deeper—something slow and powerful and utterly mine. I let the image settle into me, memorizing it.

Jade, flushed and glistening, still kneeling on the carpet like a vision. Her lips were slightly parted, a faint sheen of saliva catching the low light, her chest rising in shallow, disordered breaths. Her hair was mussed, stuck to her cheek and throat in damp strands. The line of her neck, the trembling of her thighs, the small, involuntary tremor that still ran through her—she looked ruined in the most beautiful way.

Graham stood behind her, barely upright, his shoulders rising and falling like he was recovering from something volcanic. His chest was marked with red from where she’d touched him—fingertips or mouth, I wasn’t sure. His eyes were glassy, almost dazed, as if he hadn’t taken a full breath since the moment he spilled into her.

My husband had just come in another woman’s mouth.

Right in front of me.

At my request.

And still—I didn’t feel hollowed out or ashamed. I didn’t feel like something sacred had been broken. I felt the opposite.

I felt steady.

I felt powerful.

“Get on the bed,” I said, turning my gaze on Jade. My voice was calm, but it didn’t carry that softness anymore. It had weight now. Authority.

She blinked like she’d forgotten where she was, like the words needed time to reach her. But then she nodded, once, slow and obedient, and rose to her feet with a grace that surprised me. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t flinch from our eyes. She simply turned, her bare skin catching the warm lamplight—soft gold brushing the curve of her spine, the roundness of her hips, the dip behind her knees.

As she climbed onto the bed, her muscles shivered faintly—aftershocks still rippling through her. She crawled across the sheets like someone returning to a dream, then eased herself down onto her back. Her hair fanned out on the pillow. Her legs parted automatically, not with theatrics, but with something rawer. She was vulnerable. Willing. Her eyes met mine and didn’t look away.

I crossed the room slowly, pulse beating at my throat, and sank to my knees beside the bed. I could feel the heat from her body before I even touched her.

Behind me, Graham still hadn’t moved. But I could feel him too—his presence, the hum of his arousal, his body slowly rising to meet the moment again. I glanced over my shoulder.

He was hard.

Again.

His cock still glistened with her spit, thick and heavy, twitching slightly as he watched me kneel between her legs. He looked stunned by himself. Like he couldn’t believe he was ready for more.

I turned back to her and placed both hands on her thighs, spreading them wider with a deliberate slowness. Her breath caught in her throat. Her hips gave a tiny, reflexive jolt under my hands. I could feel the heat radiating from her core.

She was soaked.

I leaned forward and kissed her just above the knee first, then a little higher. Her skin was soft and salty, quivering under my lips. I heard her whimper, so faint I might’ve imagined it.

Then I reached her center.

I parted her folds gently with my thumbs and pressed my mouth against her—warm, open, reverent. Her taste was faintly sweet, a mix of sweat and something earthy. It bloomed on my tongue like fruit warmed by the sun. I moaned softly into her, letting the vibrations pass through her skin.

She gasped, her whole body reacting—legs tensing, then falling further open. I felt her hands clutch the sheets beside her hips, bunching the fabric into her fists.

I licked again—slow, flat, purposeful. Then again. My tongue found her clit and circled it once, lightly. Her breath hitched. Her thighs closed against my shoulders in a sudden squeeze that only made me hungrier.

Behind me, Graham groaned—a deep, involuntary sound that barely sounded human.

I smiled against her and kept going, pressing my tongue in deeper, curling it just so, then flicking it softly at the most sensitive part of her. She arched. Her fingers scrabbled against the sheets, then found my hair, threading into it as if she needed something to hold onto while she came undone.

I slid two fingers inside her without warning—slow but firm. She cried out, back arching, muscles clenching hard around me. She was so tight, so hot, her walls fluttering with every breath. I curled my fingers upward, hitting that spot, and sucked gently at her clit again.

That was all it took.

Her orgasm tore through her like a wave smashing through glass.

She didn’t scream, not exactly. The sound was caught somewhere in her throat. More of a choked sob, half shock and half surrender. Her hips bucked wildly. Her hands fisted in my hair and the sheets and her own thighs. Her whole body shook, and I stayed with her through every spasm, every twitch, my mouth still on her, my fingers still stroking until she was too sensitive to bear it.

Only then did I ease away, slow and careful. Her body sagged into the mattress, slick with sweat, her limbs splayed and twitching. She looked dazed—eyes glassy, lips parted, chest heaving like she’d run a marathon.

I sat up and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, breathing hard myself. My own thighs were soaked. I could feel the pulse of need between them like a second heartbeat.

I looked toward Graham.

He looked wrecked.

His chest rose and fell fast, his hands hanging at his sides, flexing uselessly. His eyes flicked from me to Jade and back again like he didn’t know which of us had ruined him more. His cock had come back to full attention—throbbing, thick, standing tall between his thighs.

“Your turn,” I said, stepping aside, my voice low but unwavering. “Fuck her.”

Graham’s head snapped toward me, eyes wide, pupils blown. “Margot⁠—”

“Now,” I said again, firmer.

Something in my tone must have struck him. He didn’t question me after that.

He moved toward the bed with a kind of urgency, his breath ragged, like his body already knew what it needed before his mind could catch up. His hand wrapped around his cock as he stepped between Jade’s trembling thighs, guiding himself with a grip that was tight, almost desperate.

She looked up at him, face still flushed, chest rising and falling like she hadn’t caught her breath from the last orgasm. Her legs opened for him without being asked—pliant, ready, still glistening from my mouth and fingers. He aligned himself with her entrance, and even from where I stood, I could see how easily his tip slipped through her slickness.

Jade gasped, her entire body going taut beneath him.

Graham groaned, the sound raw—half lust, half disbelief. Like he’d just stepped into something forbidden and sacred at the same time.

Then, slowly, he pushed inside.

Her hands flew to his forearms, fingers digging in instinctively as her lips parted in a silent cry. Her spine arched, her thighs tensed around his waist, and her eyes fluttered shut for a second like the sensation had overwhelmed her.

His cock disappeared inch by inch, swallowed by her heat, until he was buried inside her.

Graham’s mouth dropped open. His chest heaved once, then again, his entire body locked up like he couldn’t move. He just stayed there, completely still, eyes closed, forehead pressed lightly to hers, as if he needed to let the feeling sink in before anything else.

“Fuck,” he whispered. Less a curse than a prayer.

He began to move then.

Not roughly, not mindlessly. He started slow. His hips drew back, then pushed forward with careful precision, like he was trying to learn her body from the inside out. His hands braced on either side of her shoulders, fingers splayed wide against the mattress. He dipped his head to her collarbone, pressing a kiss there, then another, then moving lower, lips brushing her throat, her chest.

His rhythm built quickly, each thrust gaining weight, force, purpose. His hips snapped forward, a little faster now, and Jade responded in kind. She clung to him, arms wrapped tight around his back, her nails digging faint crescents into his skin. Her ankles locked around his waist, heels pulling him deeper.

I stood just a few feet away, watching my husband fuck another woman. And somehow, it didn’t feel like watching from the outside.

I took in every detail. The way her breasts moved with each hard thrust, nipples flushed and tight from friction and arousal. The way Graham’s mouth found them, sucking one between his lips, tongue flicking, then switching to the other as she writhed beneath him. Her moans grew louder, losing shape, breaking into little cries every time his hips slammed into hers.

Their bodies were slick with sweat now. I could see it glistening along his spine, pooling in the hollow between her ribs, dampening her hair against the pillow. He was gritting his teeth, growling softly through every thrust like he was trying not to lose control too fast.

And they were so tangled in each other—so caught up in the rhythm and the heat—that for a moment, I think they forgot I was there.

But I hadn’t forgotten them.

I was shaking from how badly I needed to be touched. To come. To feel what they were feeling reflected in my own body.

I slid one hand between my thighs, pressing against the soaked fabric of my panties. The contact made me gasp—sharp and involuntary. I was already drenched, the cotton sticking to me, clinging. I pressed harder, grinding my palm against the ache until it almost hurt.

Then I slid my fingers beneath the fabric.

My folds were slick and throbbing, my entrance fluttering around nothing, so needy I could barely slip two fingers in without my knees buckling. I groaned—quiet, but not invisible—and rocked my hips into the pressure, finding a rhythm that matched his.

Every time Graham thrust into her, I thrust into my own hand. Every time she moaned, I felt it inside me, like the echo of it vibrated through my bones. I was so full of sensation—sight, sound, heat, tension—I thought I might come just from watching.

Jade was unraveling again. Her moans had lost their shape entirely. She was babbling—little, high-pitched sounds between gasps, the kind of noises you make when you’re too far gone to care how you sound. Her hands gripped his shoulders, then his hair, then the sheets. Her thighs began to shake. Her entire body arched up into him, taut as a drawn bow.

Graham’s thrusts became erratic. Wild. Desperate. His face was buried in her neck, his hands gripping her hips so tightly they’d leave bruises. He was muttering her name under his breath, over and over, like it was the only word he remembered.

And me…I was so close I could barely stand.

I fucked myself harder, fingers soaked and slippery, my palm pressed against my clit now, rubbing fast and frantic as I stared at the two of them locked together like they’d never come apart again. The pleasure built fast and hot, rising through my spine like a fire lit from within.

Then it happened.

Jade cried out a sharp, high-pitched sound that sliced through the room like lightning. Her whole body convulsed, hips jerking wildly, back arching, mouth open in a silent scream. Her orgasm hit her hard, brutal, undeniable.

And that was all it took.

Graham cursed. It was loud and guttural, like the word had been dragged from his chest. He slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His whole body shuddered. His mouth clamped over her breast as he groaned into her skin, and I knew, without question, that he was coming inside her.

That image tipped me over the edge.

I came too.

Hard.

Silently at first, my whole body locking up, thighs squeezing together, my fingers deep and trembling inside me. Then the moan escaped. A low, broken sound against my palm as wave after wave of heat rolled through me. My knees nearly gave out. I braced myself against the footboard, panting, hips jerking against my own hand until I couldn’t take any more.

When it passed, I was light-headed. Empty and full at the same time.

Graham collapsed forward, his forehead resting on Jade’s shoulder, his arms trembling as he struggled to catch his breath. She cradled his head without speaking, eyes closed, her lips parted, tears clinging to her lashes that might’ve been from pleasure or just release.

All three of us were gasping. Damp. Shaking. Marked by one another.

No one spoke.

But the silence was no longer uncertain.

It was thick with something else.

Satisfaction. Intimacy. Awe.

A sense that something profound had happened.

We had broken the rules. And built something in their place.

The air in the room was warm and heavy, filled with the scent of sex and sweat and skin. Our bodies had stopped moving, but the echoes of what we’d done lingered in every breath, every heartbeat.

Graham had rolled off Jade and onto his back, one arm flung across his forehead, chest still rising and falling in slow, exhausted waves. His skin glistened, the muscles in his stomach twitching intermittently, like even in stillness his body couldn’t quite forget what it had just experienced.

Jade lay beside him, limbs splayed and loose, hair a tangled halo around her flushed face. She looked blissfully wrecked, her lips parted, lashes fluttering slightly each time her breath caught. A sheen of sweat covered her, and there was a rawness in her softness now. An openness that hadn’t been there before.

I climbed onto the bed quietly, easing between them without saying anything at first. My own thighs were still trembling, my body humming, but I moved slowly, intentionally. I reached out and brushed the damp hair away from Jade’s temple. Her eyes fluttered open at the touch.

I leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Graham’s shoulder, then shifted to kiss the space just below Jade’s collarbone. Her skin was warm beneath my lips. She sighed.

For a long moment, we just lay there, breathing each other in, bodies tangled, no urgency to move. My hand found Jade’s and held it loosely, our fingers sticky but relaxed. Graham reached out to rest a hand on my hip, grounding himself.

The silence was gentle this time. Familiar.

But reality still pressed in at the edges, waiting.

Graham cleared his throat. “So... I probably should ask the obvious question.”

Jade turned her head toward him lazily. “Mmm?”

“Is this…” He hesitated. “Safe? I mean. You’re still technically my assistant. And I—Jesus.” He let out a quiet laugh, scrubbing a hand down his face. “This would be the worst possible way to get fired.”

“I’m not going to HR,” Jade said calmly, eyes still closed. “If that’s what you’re asking.”

His brow furrowed. “You’re sure? You’d have every right⁠—”

“I’d rather have this,” she interrupted gently. Then she rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, her breasts brushing the sheet, her gaze soft but playful. “I’m not going to ruin this by pretending I didn’t want it.”

Graham looked at her for a long moment, quiet. “So… what do you want?”

Jade turned toward me then. Not ignoring him, but choosing where to answer.

“I want to do it again,” she said, voice light but sure.

I arched a brow. “Do you?”

Her smile widened. “Only if you want me to.”

“I’m not sure Graham’s capable of saying no to you now,” I murmured, trailing a finger along the inside of her thigh. She shivered slightly, the sheets shifting with her.

“I’m not asking for anything messy. I just…” Her voice softened. “I liked feeling wanted. By both of you.”

I let that hang in the air for a moment before replying.

“Then next time,” I said, brushing my knuckles down the slope of her belly, “you can come over after dinner. We’ll let things happen slower.”

She bit her lip, eyes darkening with possibility. “So there is going to be a next time?”

“If you keep this between us,” Graham said, his voice lower now, still recovering but firm. “No office gossip. No hint of it, ever.”

Jade nodded without hesitation. “I’d never risk that. I want to keep working with you. That hasn’t changed.”

He exhaled in relief.

“But,” she added, turning her gaze back to me with a sly smile, “I wouldn’t mind being invited over again. Even if it’s just to watch.”

That sent a spark through my chest. I leaned in, kissed her cheek, then whispered just beside her ear, “You won’t just be watching.”

She shivered again, and this time I wrapped an arm around her waist, tugging her gently into my side. She molded against me like she belonged there, her cheek resting on my shoulder.

Graham moved in closer, spooning her from behind, his arm draping over both of us now. I felt his breath against my neck, slow and steady. Jade’s hand found mine under the covers. We laced fingers.

It felt quiet again, but different than before.

Not heavy, but full.

Settled.

Like something had clicked into place.

We didn’t speak much after that. We just lay there, skin to skin, breath to breath, hearts finally slowing to match one another’s pace.

And as the warmth of the sheets settled around us, and the night deepened outside, I knew this wasn’t a one-time thing.


The Way She Moves




Claire adjusted the volume on the car stereo, letting the low thrum of music fill the space between them. Jason sat reclined in the passenger seat, arms folded behind his head, eyes squinting at the sun slicing in through the windshield.

“You’re not giving me even one hint?” he asked, shooting her a half-smile that made the corner of his mouth curve just enough to expose the dimple she still secretly loved.

“Nope,” she said, popping the p. “You said no gifts this year. So technically, this isn’t a gift.”

He snorted. “That’s exactly what people say when they’ve already bought something.”

“I haven’t bought anything,” she said, eyes on the road. “I planned something. There’s a difference.” It wasn’t the full truth, but it wasn’t a complete lie either.

Jason gave her a mock-suspicious glance. “Is this gonna be one of those things where I end up holding a goat at a petting zoo while someone takes couples’ photos?”

Claire laughed, the tension in her shoulders easing just a little. “Wow. That’s… actually a decent idea. Next year.”

He grinned and leaned his head against the window. “Whatever it is, I’m just glad we’re out. Together.”

That softened her, the way his voice sounded so genuine when he said it. Eight years married, and he still surprised her sometimes with how easy he could be when she let him. She reached across the console and rested her hand on his thigh. He laced his fingers with hers without looking, the familiarity of it somehow comforting and erotic all at once.

They pulled into a small side street lined with tall, swaying eucalyptus trees, the sun dipping behind the rooftops in the early evening glow. Claire parked outside a one-story brick building with wide windows and a soft amber glow coming from inside.

Jason sat up. “Okay. This doesn’t look like a petting zoo.”

“No goats,” Claire said, turning off the ignition. “Just a little dancing.”

His brows lifted. “Dancing?”

“Mmhmm.”

He hesitated for a beat, then turned to her with a crooked smile. “Like, actual dancing or sexy metaphor dancing?”

Claire raised a brow. “Maybe a little of both.”

Jason laughed, shaking his head. “You’re full of surprises lately.”

She grabbed her bag and stepped out of the car. “That’s kind of the point.”

The interior of the studio was smaller than she’d expected—intimate, warm, with soft wooden floors and high ceilings. There were plants in the corners and a single row of mirrors along one wall, though nothing about it felt clinical or intimidating. It smelled faintly of jasmine and worn leather, like the mix of perfume and old dance shoes.

Then Claire saw her.

Standing near the stereo system with a tablet in hand was a woman in dark leggings and a cropped tank top, barefoot, with sleek dark hair swept into a low bun. She turned at the sound of the door and smiled—and just like that, the air shifted.

“Hi,” she said, her voice smooth and grounded. “You must be Claire and Jason. I’m Sofia.”

Claire offered her hand, but Sofia leaned in for a light hug, just close enough to smell the hint of sandalwood on her skin. Her touch was light, brief, but it left a trail of heat up Claire’s back.

Jason greeted her next, casual and polite—but Claire caught the way his eyes lingered for a second too long. Not overt. Not rude. Just… curious. Claire didn’t mind. She was curious too.

Sofia gestured toward the space. “So this is a private anniversary session, yeah? Do you two have any dance experience, or are we starting from zero?”

Jason looked at Claire. “Zero. Absolute zero.”

Claire smiled. “I did ballet when I was nine. I’m sure it’ll all come flooding back.”

Sofia laughed, warm and easy. “Perfect. We’ll keep it simple. Close hold, basic rhythm, some partner connection work. Nothing fancy unless you’re feeling adventurous.”

She winked, and Claire’s stomach fluttered. Not from nerves, exactly. From something else.

Jason cleared his throat and looked around. “Nice space. Smells good in here.”

“It’s the jasmine oil,” Sofia said, walking barefoot across the floor to grab the remote. “And probably my arnica balm. I teach a lot of classes. Things get sore.”

Claire watched her move. She was graceful, grounded, and almost feline in the way her hips shifted with each step. She wasn’t tall, but she held herself with the confidence of someone who knew how to use her body. It was mesmerizing in a quiet way.

Sofia tapped her tablet and music began to hum from the speakers. Slow, rhythmic, with a sensual undercurrent that seemed to pulse through the floorboards. She turned back to them and smiled.

“Let’s start with something easy. Jason, why don’t you come over here first?”

He blinked. “Me?”

“Trust me,” Sofia said, already stepping into position. “If you can walk, you can dance. I’ll lead.”

Jason gave Claire a sheepish look as he crossed the floor. Claire shrugged with a smile, folding her arms across her chest as she watched him place his hands—awkwardly, endearingly—on Sofia’s waist.

“Relax,” Sofia murmured. “You’re holding tension in your shoulders. Drop them. There you go.”

Claire leaned against the wall, her gaze following the subtle shifts in her husband’s body as he adjusted to Sofia’s rhythm. She knew that look on his face. Focused, a little shy, and intrigued. It wasn’t lust, exactly. It was more like… the beginning of attention.

And strangely, instead of jealousy, Claire felt a spark of something different. Something hot and unexpected low in her belly.

Sofia was beautiful. That much was obvious. But it was her energy that Claire noticed most. She moved like she was always listening to music no one else could hear. She guided with her body, not just her words. Jason wasn’t ogling her. He was responding to her presence the same way Claire was.

Jason tried to follow Sofia’s lead, but his feet weren’t cooperating.

“I swear, I have rhythm. Somewhere,” he muttered.

Sofia smiled as she placed her hands lightly on his sides, guiding his hips into a more fluid sway. “You’re doing fine. Don’t think so much. Just listen to the beat and let your body respond.”

Claire watched from a few feet away, arms loosely crossed, her back against the wall. She should’ve felt awkward, maybe even a little embarrassed for him. But she didn’t. It was… weirdly hot, seeing Jason slightly out of his element. Vulnerable but game.

His hair had grown longer lately. He kept brushing it out of his eyes, then forgetting and doing it again. She remembered when that little flick of his hand used to drive her crazy. It still kind of did.

Sofia stepped in closer to him, adjusting his hand position. “Left hand here,” she said, lifting his arm. “Right hand at the base of my spine. Good. Now lead with your chest, not your feet.”

Jason swallowed and nodded. His hand hovered a moment too long before resting lightly against her lower back. Claire caught the way his jaw flexed.

Sofia moved like water. Every step she took seemed effortless, the music already pulsing through her limbs before the beat even landed. Claire found herself rocking slightly to the rhythm, fingers pressing into her upper arms as she watched them move.

Sofia looked over Jason’s shoulder. “Claire, ready to jump in?”

She blinked. “Me?”

Sofia gave her a warm smile. “Yeah. Let’s get you two dancing together. I just needed to get his muscles thinking like a dancer’s. Now he’s ready for the real thing.”

Jason turned to her, eyes soft. “You’re not getting out of this.”

Claire laughed, stepping forward. “Fine. But no judgment when I step on your toes.”

“I’ve been married to you for eight years. My toes can handle it.”

They met in the center of the room, and Sofia gently repositioned them. “Closer,” she said, nudging Claire’s hips toward Jason’s. “The more connected your bodies are, the easier it is to feel the rhythm.”

Claire’s hands rested on Jason’s shoulders. His palms slid to her waist, warm through the thin fabric of her blouse. They hadn’t touched like this in a while. Not in a public space, not without it leading somewhere fast and familiar. This was slower. Intentional.

Sofia circled them, barefoot and observant. “Okay, now count with me. One, two, three. One, two, three.”

Jason’s hand flexed on her back. Claire moved with him, a little stiff at first, her steps hesitant. But then she exhaled and let her body fall into sync with his. The music swelled and the sway started to feel almost natural.

“Nice,” Sofia said. “That’s it. Keep your eyes on each other. Forget the mirrors. Forget me.”

Claire looked up at her husband. His lips were slightly parted, his brow furrowed in concentration. But his eyes… they were focused on her. Really on her.

She gave him a small smile. “This feels kind of romantic.”

He smiled back. “That was the plan, right?”

Sofia’s voice was lower now, a little husky as she stepped back. “You two have good chemistry. Don’t force it. Just feel it.”

They danced for another minute before Jason lost the rhythm and laughed, pulling her closer in a half-embrace. Claire leaned into him, their foreheads briefly touching.

Sofia stepped in gently. “Mind if I step in with Claire for a sec?”

Jason raised an eyebrow but stepped aside. “Be my guest.”

Claire’s heart fluttered as Sofia turned to face her. She was a little shorter, with strong arms and long, expressive fingers. When those hands settled on Claire’s hips, Claire felt the warmth of them straight through to her skin.

“Just relax,” Sofia said. “I’m going to lead.”

Claire nodded. Their bodies moved closer than they had to. Sofia’s thigh brushed between hers on the step forward, and her hand at Claire’s back encouraged a deeper sway. Their bodies moved as one, Sofia guiding her without pressure. The air between them warmed.

Claire’s breath hitched. She told herself it was from concentrating.

Jason watched from the side. He didn’t look jealous. If anything, he looked fascinated. His head tilted slightly, and Claire could see the way his chest rose and fell, just a little quicker than before.

Sofia leaned in slightly. “You’re a natural. Seriously.”

Claire smiled, her pulse kicking up a notch. “I think that’s generous.”

“It’s not.” Sofia spun her gently and then guided her back toward Jason. “Go slow. No rush. Let your body do the talking.”

Claire took Jason’s hand again, but her gaze lingered on Sofia’s face for a moment longer than she meant to. The instructor’s eyes were calm and unreadable, her mouth tilted into the faintest smile.

Jason’s hand slid back to her lower back. “She’s kind of amazing,” he said quietly.

Claire nodded, though she wasn’t sure he noticed how breathless she still felt.

“She’s definitely something.”

The next song on Sofia’s playlist had a slower tempo. It was something low and smoky with a faint pulse of percussion under it. The kind of rhythm that settled under your skin before you even noticed.

Claire adjusted her stance, smoothing her palms down her thighs. Her legs already felt warm from the dancing, but now it was something deeper. Like the room had gotten smaller somehow. Closer.

Sofia dimmed the overhead lights with a quick flick of the switch near the mirror. Only the corner lamps stayed on now, casting soft amber shadows across the polished floor. She turned back to them, barefoot, graceful, seemingly untouched by her own exertion.

“Let’s work on leading and following a little more,” she said, stepping toward Jason again. “This part’s less about steps and more about connection. Where the energy is going.”

Jason looked a little unsure but nodded. “Okay. What do I do?”

Sofia stepped in and placed her hand on his chest, right over his heart. “Start from here. Not your feet. Let your chest guide her body. Claire’s going to feel the direction through contact, not choreography.”

Claire raised an eyebrow. “So I just... read his mind?”

“You read his body,” Sofia said with a smile. “That’s why you need to stay close. Trust is physical.”

Jason let out a soft breath, and his hand found the curve of Claire’s hip again. He drew her in slowly. Their bodies aligned more fully this time—chests brushing with each small sway. He began to move, cautious at first, then with a bit more confidence.

Claire followed, her feet responding to the way his torso shifted. It wasn’t perfect. They fumbled a little, stepped on each other once, but it didn’t matter. The closeness was doing something. Stirring something.

Sofia moved around them quietly, correcting posture with featherlight touches. She adjusted Claire’s spine with a hand pressed between her shoulder blades. Then she reached for Jason’s wrist, guiding it lower until his palm rested just above the swell of Claire’s backside.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Now move like you mean it.”

Claire exhaled slowly, her body relaxing into his. Jason looked down at her, the corners of his mouth twitching like he wanted to say something but couldn’t quite find the words.

They moved in slow circles, the music curling around them. Sofia kept her distance now, watching from a few feet away with her arms folded, one hip tilted slightly. The look on her face wasn’t instructive anymore. It was appreciative. Curious.

Claire leaned in, her cheek grazing Jason’s. “You’re getting good at this.”

“I have a great partner,” he said, his voice low near her ear.

His breath sent a shiver down her neck. She squeezed his hand gently and kept moving.

They danced like that for a while, unhurried, the silence between them filling with something thicker than conversation. Claire could feel the pressure of Jason’s thigh brushing hers. The way his fingers flexed slightly at her waist whenever she shifted just right. The tension was subtle but growing. Not the bad kind. The charged kind. The kind that felt like the beginning of something.

Sofia stepped in again, her tone still easy. “Want to try something a little more playful?”

Jason gave Claire a questioning look. She nodded.

“Let’s trade roles,” Sofia said. “Claire, you’re going to lead. Jason, let go a little.”

Jason laughed. “I’m not sure I’m built for surrender.”

“Oh, I think you’ll surprise yourself,” Sofia said, her smile a little slower this time. “Let her take over.”

They switched positions, awkward at first, with Claire trying to remember what Sofia had said about posture and intention. She mimicked the earlier hand placement, pressing her palm gently to Jason’s back, pulling him toward her.

Jason played along, shoulders loose, eyes locked on hers. “Bossy looks good on you.”

Claire rolled her eyes but smiled anyway. “Shut up and follow.”

Sofia moved closer, watching the shift in their energy. “Beautiful,” she said softly. “This is what I meant. When you trust each other’s bodies, everything starts to flow.”

Claire felt it then. The warmth in her chest. The swell of something more than arousal. Something tender. Their life had been so full of routine lately—work, bills, laundry, too-tired kisses in bed. But right now, it felt like the very first months again. That early pull, that delicious tension of possibility.

Sofia walked up behind her and placed a hand lightly on her hip. Claire’s breath caught. She hadn’t even heard her move.

“Let me show you something,” Sofia said, her voice softer now. She repositioned Claire’s foot, then smoothed her hand along Claire’s spine.

Claire’s skin buzzed under the contact. She didn’t move. Didn’t want to.

Jason watched them closely, his gaze flicking from Claire’s face to Sofia’s hand. His expression had changed. Less amused, more intent.

Sofia looked at him. “You’re watching.”

He nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

“Good,” she said. “Keep watching. Pay attention to what feels different. What feels better.”

Claire moved again, leading Jason with more fluidity now. The steps weren’t perfect, but the motion felt right. Real.

Her hip brushed Sofia’s. Jason's eyes tracked the contact. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

The room felt warmer than before. Claire’s shirt clung a little tighter at the back, her pulse humming in her ears. Jason’s lips parted, chest rising and falling just a touch faster.

And Sofia… Sofia hadn’t moved away.

She was still there, close. Close enough that Claire could feel the heat of her, the quiet confidence she carried like second skin. There was no pressure, no expectation. Just the gentle suggestion of more.

And for the first time in a long while, Claire didn’t feel like turning away from it.

She wanted to lean in.
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The music faded into silence, and Claire let her hands fall away from Jason’s chest. Her skin was flushed, her breath a little uneven, but it wasn’t from the effort of dancing. The air in the studio felt thicker now. Softer. Like everything had slowed just enough to settle into something unspoken.

Sofia stepped toward the sound system and tapped the screen on her tablet. “Let’s take a little break,” she said. “Water? Tea? I’ve got some cucumber slices in the fridge if you’re feeling fancy.”

Jason raised his hand like a kid in class. “Water sounds great.”

Claire laughed. “We’ll take whatever you’ve got.”

Sofia disappeared through a half-open door near the back of the studio. A small light flicked on behind her, casting a narrow glow down a hallway that seemed to lead to a kitchenette or office.

Jason dropped to sit on the floor, legs stretched out in front of him, one arm propped behind for balance. Claire sat beside him, smoothing her dress under her thighs. Her body still felt warm, buzzing in a quiet, steady way that didn’t seem to go away.

“That was... a lot more intimate than I expected,” Jason said.

Claire tilted her head toward him. “Yeah. But not in a bad way.”

He turned to look at her. “You okay?”

“I am.” She hesitated, then smiled. “Actually, I think I’m more than okay.”

He nodded, but his eyes held a question he didn’t voice.

Sofia returned a moment later with a tray of glasses and a small plate of fruit. She knelt and set it between them, then sat cross-legged across from the couple, her posture relaxed. Claire watched the way she moved, always grounded, never hurried.

“Your chemistry is lovely,” Sofia said. “You’re clearly comfortable with each other. It’s refreshing.”

Jason picked up a glass and took a long sip. “We’ve been married eight years. I think we’ve learned each other’s rhythms by now.”

Claire grabbed a cucumber slice and bit into it, the coolness cutting through the warmth in her mouth. “But we haven’t danced like that. Not ever.”

Sofia smiled, her fingers looping loosely around her glass. “A lot of couples don’t. There’s a kind of vulnerability in that kind of movement. It’s harder than people think.”

Jason nodded. “You don’t really notice it until you’re doing it.”

“I do,” Claire said. She looked at Jason, then at Sofia. “It caught me off guard, how good it felt to just... follow.”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “You? Follow?”

Claire laughed. “Shut up.”

Sofia leaned back on her palms, her eyes warm. “It’s not about control. It’s about tuning in. Most of the time, we don’t give our bodies enough credit. They know what they want, but we let our minds get in the way.”

Claire let those words settle. She wasn’t entirely sure if Sofia meant something more, or if she was just talking about dance. Either way, it landed.

“I didn’t expect this to feel so... intimate,” Claire said quietly. “I thought it would be a fun thing to do together, but I didn’t think it would stir anything.”

Jason was silent beside her, but his body had shifted. He was listening more closely now.

Sofia didn’t interrupt. She watched Claire, giving her room to think her way through it.

“I feel like I’ve been kind of numb lately,” Claire said. “Just tired. Going through the motions. This reminded me I’m still here.”

Jason touched her hand. His thumb traced slow circles over her knuckles. “You could’ve told me.”

Claire looked down at their hands. “I didn’t know how to explain it. It’s not about us. It’s just life, I guess.”

Sofia’s voice was gentle. “Dancing has a way of waking things up.”

Jason looked across the circle. “Is that why you do this? Private lessons like this?”

Sofia nodded. “Sometimes. For some couples, it’s just about fun. For others, it’s something deeper. A reset. A way back in.”

Claire met her gaze. “Is that what you thought this was?”

“I didn’t come in with an expectation. But I read people pretty well. And I felt something shift in both of you once you started feeling each other’s rhythms.”

Claire’s breath caught. Not because it was bold. Because it was true.

Jason spoke again, his voice lower now. “You weren’t just watching us dance, were you?”

Sofia smiled, slow and knowing. “I was watching the way you looked at each other.”

Claire swallowed. Her mouth felt dry again. She reached for her water.

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. It held something. A new shape. Like all three of them were suddenly aware that they were on the edge of something they hadn’t planned.

Claire leaned back against her palms. “You make it seem so easy.”

Sofia tilted her head. “Dancing?”

“Everything.”

Sofia’s gaze lingered. “It’s not easiness. I’ve just learned to pay attention.”

Jason shifted beside her. “And what do you see right now?”

The room stilled.

Sofia looked between them. “I see curiosity.”

Claire didn’t deny it. She couldn’t. Her cheeks were warm again, but she didn’t want to hide from it anymore.

She let the silence stretch a little longer, then finally said, “What would happen if we kept going?” Claire was no longer talking about just dancing. Even if she didn’t want to admit it to herself.

Sofia’s expression didn’t change. “We’d move slower. With more awareness. And we’d make sure every step was one you both wanted to take.”

Jason looked at Claire. She looked back.

No one said what they were really thinking, what they really wanted.

But no one said no either.

Sofia stood up slowly and walked to the stereo again. The next song she cued was quieter. Just piano at first, then a soft, steady rhythm underneath. Slower than before. The kind of music that left space for breath and silence.

She turned back to them with a thoughtful look. “Want to try something different?”

Jason looked up at her. “Define different.”

“No steps. No counts. Just sensation.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “I want you to try dancing with your eyes closed. One of you leads. The other follows. Everything else fades away.”

Claire sat up straighter. “Seriously?”

Sofia nodded. “It’s not about looking good. It’s about learning what connection feels like when you stop overthinking. You’ll notice things you’d usually miss.”

Jason glanced at Claire. “What do you think?”

Claire took a breath, then pushed up off the floor. “Let’s try it.”

Sofia smiled. “Good. Jason, start by closing your eyes.”

He obeyed, almost too quickly, like if he didn’t hesitate, it wouldn’t feel quite so vulnerable.

Claire stepped in front of him. Her heart was beating faster now, but not from nerves. From the stillness. The music filled the space around them, and for a second, everything outside the studio disappeared.

Sofia moved beside them, adjusting Claire’s position. “Place your hands here,” she said, guiding Jason’s palms to Claire’s sides. “Now let your body do the rest. Breathe. Don’t think.”

Claire closed her eyes too.

At first, there was hesitation. Small shifts. Jason’s hands were warm on her waist, thumbs pressing in slightly as he tried to lead without force. His body angled forward, his steps cautious. She followed, feet brushing softly across the floor, their breath syncing without effort.

Sofia didn’t speak. She let the music and movement guide them.

Claire felt everything more clearly with her eyes closed. The curve of Jason’s hand on her back. The way her own chest lifted against his. The tiny shifts in balance as they moved together in slow, wide arcs. Her body responded to his without question.

He wasn’t leading with logic anymore. He was leading with presence.

She lost track of time.

The music blurred into itself, and they kept swaying, turning in slow spirals. Jason’s hand slipped lower, resting just above the curve of her backside. Not overtly sexual. Just closer. More familiar. She leaned into it.

Then Sofia’s voice broke the quiet.

“Switch.”

Claire opened her eyes and blinked into the warm low light. Jason looked dazed, like he’d forgotten where he was.

“Claire, your turn to lead,” Sofia said gently. “Close your eyes again.”

Jason smiled faintly. “Ready when you are.”

Claire let her hands find his chest. She could feel his heartbeat through his shirt, steady and strong. She pressed her body closer, the way Sofia had shown her before, and began to move. Her weight shifted forward and back, her palms guiding the rhythm.

Jason followed easily. He trusted her without hesitation. His arms stayed loose, responsive, his breath slow.

Claire felt a surge of confidence. And something else. Something warmer.

She brushed her thigh along his and felt his muscles tense slightly. Her fingers slid across his shoulders, then down his arms. He was paying attention now, not just to the dance, but to her. The shape of her. The pressure of her body against his.

Sofia stepped closer, her voice low and smooth. “You’re doing beautifully. Let me add one more layer.”

Claire didn’t open her eyes, but she could sense Sofia moving behind her. The air shifted. A body near hers. Then she felt it—Sofia’s hand on her hip, light but purposeful.

“Here,” she murmured, guiding Claire’s movement just a little deeper.

Her fingers brushed the side of Claire’s waist, warm and sure. Claire let out a quiet breath. Not quite a gasp. Just a release.

Jason noticed. She could feel the change in him, the way his hand slid just a little tighter around her back.

Sofia stayed close. Her palm moved along Claire’s spine, correcting posture, encouraging flow. “Lead from here,” she said softly. “From the center of your body. Let everything else follow.”

Claire followed the cue. She arched slightly, her chest brushing Jason’s. Her breath caught, and this time, she didn’t try to hide it.

Sofia’s hand left her body, but the heat remained.

The music stretched out, languid and slow. Claire kept moving, slower now, like the whole world had shifted underwater. Her fingers threaded with Jason’s, and his grip tightened.

He pulled her in until their foreheads touched.

“I could do this all night,” he whispered.

Claire smiled, eyes still closed. “Me too.”

When the song finally ended, the room stayed still.

No one moved.

Claire opened her eyes first. Jason’s gaze met hers, soft and unreadable. His lips parted, but whatever he was about to say never came out.

Sofia spoke before either of them could fill the space.

“Beautiful,” she said quietly. “You feel it now, don’t you?”

Jason nodded. “Yeah.”

Claire turned to her. “You were right. Closing your eyes changes everything.”

Sofia tilted her head. “When you remove what you’re used to relying on, everything else sharpens. Sound. Breath. Heat. Even desire.”

She stepped forward, closer now than she had been before. Her eyes moved from Jason to Claire, then back again.

Claire felt something shift inside her. Not a decision. Just awareness.

The music faded. But something else was still playing under her skin.

Claire hadn’t realized how close to the edge of something she’d gotten until the music faded. Her heart was still beating faster than usual. Jason stood beside her, his arm brushing hers. He hadn’t said a word since the last song ended, but she could feel it in him. That same electric quiet.

Sofia walked to the stereo and set her phone down beside it. She didn’t play another track. Just turned to face them again.

“You’re both incredibly in tune,” she said. “Some couples come in here and stay in their heads the whole time. But you two... you’re already letting go. That’s rare.”

Claire looked at Jason. His expression was hard to read, but his shoulders had relaxed. His mouth was still parted slightly like he’d been about to speak and forgot how.

Claire turned back to Sofia. “What happens when people let go?”

Sofia didn’t answer right away. She stepped closer. Not invasive. Not assuming. Just near enough that Claire could feel the heat coming off her body.

“They start to move differently,” Sofia said. “More honestly. Less filtered. You stop thinking about how something looks and start paying attention to how it feels.”

Jason cleared his throat softly. “That’s definitely what just happened.”

Sofia’s gaze shifted between the two of them. “Would you like to explore that a little more?”

Claire’s pulse jumped.

She didn’t move, but her fingers curled slightly at her sides.

Jason looked at her first. Not at Sofia. His eyes searched hers with that quiet, patient way he had. Not pushing. Just asking.

Claire didn’t look away.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

Sofia’s voice stayed soft. “We can continue the way we have been. Or we can step out of the format. Loosen the structure a little. Let the connection take the lead.”

Jason stayed quiet. His hand grazed the small of Claire’s back, a subtle touch that grounded her.

Claire wasn’t sure what to call what she was feeling. It wasn’t fear. Not even nervousness, really. Just awareness. A heightened sense that they were standing on a line, and something in her wanted to see what was on the other side.

“I’m open to whatever Claire’s comfortable with,” Jason said.

His voice was low and steady. Claire felt a warm bloom of affection for him, for how he always gave her the space to decide without pressure.

She looked back at Sofia.

“What would that look like?”

Sofia smiled, but there was no smugness in it. No expectation. Just calm confidence.

“It looks like slowing down. Being present. Exploring touch in a way that feels intentional. Safe. Desired.”

Claire’s breath caught.

She thought about the way Sofia’s hands had felt on her hips. The way Jason had looked at her while she danced with another woman. The way she hadn’t wanted any of it to stop.

“Okay,” she said quietly.

Jason’s eyes flicked to hers. “You sure?”

Claire nodded. “Yeah. I want to see what happens.”

Sofia stepped closer. The lights in the room were already low, but the corners seemed to soften more with her presence. She reached for Claire’s hand. Her fingers were warm and steady. She didn’t pull. Just waited.

Claire let herself be led.

Sofia guided her a few steps toward the center of the floor again. The space felt different now. Not like a classroom or a studio. More like somewhere suspended. Private.

“Close your eyes,” Sofia said.

Claire obeyed. She felt Jason move in behind her. His hand slipped into hers. He didn’t speak, but his grip tightened gently, grounding her again.

Then Sofia’s hands touched her waist.

Not instructing this time. Not correcting posture.

Just touching.

Claire inhaled. Slowly. Sofia’s palms moved along the sides of her torso, then up to her ribs. The contact was firm but never rough. Her touch was confident and calm, not demanding.

Jason stepped closer. Claire felt his breath at the back of her neck. One of his hands found her hip, just beneath Sofia’s. They were both touching her now, both responding to the subtle shifts in her body.

Sofia spoke again. “Let yourself feel every part of this.”

Claire didn’t open her eyes. She didn’t want to.

Sofia’s fingers brushed higher, tracing the side of Claire’s ribs through the soft fabric of her dress. The material shifted slightly with each movement, not revealing anything, but still making Claire’s skin tingle underneath.

Jason’s other hand slid along her side. He was mirroring Sofia now. Claire stood between them, heart pounding, head tilted slightly back.

Sofia leaned in, her breath close to Claire’s ear. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

Claire’s voice came out quieter than she expected. “I don’t.”

She felt Sofia smile against her cheek.

Claire opened her eyes.

Jason was watching her.

His gaze wasn’t just aroused. It was open. Present. There was no shame in it. No confusion. Just quiet awe.

She reached for him, and he met her halfway, his lips brushing hers before deepening into something more. His kiss was soft, then hungry. Familiar, but heightened.

When they pulled apart, Sofia was still beside her, still close.

Claire turned toward her. Their eyes met.

Sofia didn’t move first.

Claire did.

She leaned in slowly, giving space to change her mind.

But she didn’t want to.

Their lips met. A soft press. Warm. Then fuller. Claire’s hand slid up Sofia’s arm, and Sofia’s fingers found the curve of her waist again.

Jason stood behind her, breathing steady.

Claire didn’t feel overwhelmed. She didn’t feel like she was watching herself from the outside.

She felt alive.

And she didn’t want it to stop.

Sofia’s lips brushed over Claire’s again, then lingered at the corner of her mouth before trailing slowly down her jaw. The movement was soft and deliberate, like she was waiting for the slightest resistance. Claire didn’t give any.

She felt Jason’s presence just behind her, the weight of his attention as palpable as his hand had been minutes earlier. He hadn’t touched her again, not yet. But she could feel the heat radiating off him.

Sofia’s fingers found Claire’s again. She stepped backward, drawing her gently across the floor to a thick padded mat in the far corner of the studio. Claire followed without hesitation, legs feeling looser than they had all evening.

Sofia leaned in close, her voice brushing warm against her cheek.

“You’re beautiful. I thought so the moment you and your husband walked in,” she whispered.

The words landed low in Claire’s belly. She swallowed, suddenly aware of how warm her skin had gotten under the dress. The fabric clung to her thighs, and her breathing was heavier now, though she hadn’t moved much at all.

Jason stayed a few feet away, watching. He hadn't spoken, but she could hear the weight in his silence. His chest rose and fell with slow, measured breaths, and when her eyes met his, there was no uncertainty left in them.

His hand moved to the front of his pants. She saw the way he touched himself, slow and restrained, like he didn’t want to break the moment. He was fully clothed, but the gesture was raw in its intimacy. It wasn’t desperate. It was reverent. Focused entirely on her.

That did something to her.

Claire turned back to Sofia, who was watching Jason too. She gave a small, knowing nod, then looked at Claire again.

“Is he always that patient?” Sofia asked, voice barely audible.

Claire smiled, breathless. “Not always.”

“Good,” Sofia said, her tone hushed. “He won’t have to wait much longer.”

She kissed Claire again, deeper this time, her hands sliding up along her thighs, gathering the hem of the dress inch by inch.

Claire didn’t close her eyes.

She wanted to see everything.

Sofia’s hands moved with intention, coaxing Claire’s dress higher until the soft fabric cleared her hips. She didn’t rush. Every inch was treated like something worth savoring. The backs of her fingers brushed Claire’s thighs as she slid the material upward, and Claire felt her breath snag.

Jason was kneeling nearby, watching like it was the most important thing he’d ever seen.

Sofia looked at her. “Okay?”

Claire nodded. “Yeah.”

Sofia eased the dress over Claire’s head. The room was warm, but goosebumps still raced down her arms as her bra was revealed—lace, pale, a little more delicate than usual. Jason’s eyes drank her in, his chest rising visibly.

The bra came next.

Sofia unclasped it with a touch so practiced it barely registered as movement. When the straps slid down Claire’s shoulders, she felt the air meet her skin and Jason’s gaze deepen.

Her panties were the last thing between them.

Sofia didn’t make a production of it. She just hooked her thumbs under the waistband and looked up, waiting for the nod.

Claire gave it.

The fabric peeled away, dragging slow across her thighs until she stepped out of them, bare now, knees slightly bent from the swirling heat low in her belly.

Jason moved closer, but Sofia held up a hand—gentle, not stopping him completely, just guiding the rhythm.

“Come here,” she said, her voice like velvet.

Jason leaned in and kissed Claire.

It was soft at first, lips brushing lips, familiar and grounding. But then he sighed against her mouth, and she opened for him. The kiss turned full and slow, heat rising between them. Jason’s hands slid over her ribs, inching slowly upward until they cupped her breasts. Claire gasped as his thunbs brushed over her nipples, nearly making her knees buckle.

“Lay her down,” Sofia instructed while her fingers danced lazily over Claire’s abdomen. Jason broke their kiss and did as he was told. With care, he lowered Claire to the mat and dropped to his knees beside her.

As they kissed, Sofia knelt between Claire’s thighs.

Claire barely noticed at first—too lost in the sensation of Jason’s mouth on hers—but then she felt it. A warm breath against her skin. A single kiss, lower than she expected, then another. Sofia’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady, and Claire’s head fell back.

Her body lit up like a fuse had been struck.

Jason kissed her harder, responding to the way she gasped into his mouth. She reached for him blindly, fingers curling into the back of his shirt as her knees started to tremble.

Sofia’s tongue moved with careful, coaxing pressure. Not rushed. Not mechanical. She tasted Claire like she was learning her.

Claire moaned softly, the sound breaking free before she could stop it.

“Jason—” she whispered, voice barely there.

“I’m right here,” he said, kissing her again.

She reached for his hand and held it tight, grounding herself as the pleasure built. The dual attention—the way Sofia licked and kissed her, the way Jason pressed his forehead to hers—unraveled her fast.

Her climax caught her by surprise.

She tried to hold it back, to slow it down, but her body surged. Her breath hitched, her thighs tensed, and the moan that tore from her chest was raw and broken. “Oh—God, Jason… Sofia⁠—”

Sofia didn’t stop right away. She eased her through it, mouth softening, then pulling back only when Claire slumped slightly forward, still pulsing with aftershocks.

Jason cradled her, kissing her temple, her jaw. She blinked through the haze, then turned to Sofia, who was sitting back on her heels, lips parted, eyes dark with focus.

Claire reached out, brushing her fingers across Sofia’s cheek.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice low.

Sofia’s brow arched. “My turn?”

Claire nodded. “I want to watch him with you.”

Jason stilled. “Claire⁠—”

“I want to see you take her,” she said, locking eyes with him. “Please.”

Sofia didn’t wait for further confirmation. She reached for Jason’s hand and guided him toward her. Her kiss was different with him—testing at first. Curious. Then deeper. Their mouths met with growing heat, and Claire could see the shift in both of them.

Jason sat back against the floor. Jason’s hand slid along Sofia’s waist and pulled her toward him. She responded by pushing closer, parting her legs to straddle his lap, her hands braced on his chest.

Claire laid back, one hand trailing down her stomach as she watched them. Her body still buzzed, but now it was mixed with a greedy, simmering need to see it. Sofia’s head tilting, Jason’s hand sliding up under her top, Sofia’s quiet sighs against his lips.

They kissed again, slower this time.

Claire’s heart pounded in her throat.

She wasn’t jealous. Not even close.

She felt alive. She felt open.

Sofia broke the kiss long enough to glance over at her. Her eyes met Claire’s, and she smiled a soft, secretive smile.

Then she turned back to Jason.

And kissed him again.

Beside them, Claire’s breath came faster, still tangled in the moment.

Jason shifted closer, his breath warm as he reached for Sofia. Claire watched from her place on the mat, legs curled beneath her, a flush rising in her cheeks that had nothing to do with embarrassment.

Jason’s hands skimmed Sofia’s waist, fingertips slipping back toward the hem of her top. He paused, eyes flicking up to meet hers, silently asking.

Sofia nodded once. “Go ahead.”

The words barely left her lips before Jason lifted the fabric over her head. Her skin was dewy in the low light, her breath shallow. The top joined Claire’s discarded dress on the floor, revealing the sleek black sports bra beneath. Jason’s hands hesitated again, but only for a second.

His fingers brushed Sofia’s ribs as he slid them up under the elastic, and she raised her arms to help. The bra came off slowly, revealing full, soft breasts and dusky nipples already tightening in the cool air. Claire sucked in a quiet breath, the sight of it hitting her harder than she expected.

Jason seemed stunned, too.

He leaned in and kissed Sofia—slow at first, then deeper. His hands cupped her breasts gently, thumbs grazing over her nipples. Sofia arched slightly into the touch, her arms wrapping around his neck. Her moan was low and throaty, vibrating into his mouth.

Claire couldn’t take her eyes off them.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, heart pounding as she watched her husband’s mouth move hungrily against another woman’s. There was no hesitation in him now, no awkwardness. He kissed Sofia like he needed her.

Claire’s arousal twisted tighter.

Jason pulled back enough to look at Sofia again. She was flushed and breathless, eyes half-lidded as she reached for the hem of his shirt.

“Your turn,” she said.

Jason smirked and raised his arms.

Sofia peeled his shirt off slowly, her palms gliding over the ridges of his abdomen as the fabric slipped upward. Claire watched her fingers trail over his torso, over the faint line of hair that dipped beneath his waistband.

When the shirt was gone, Sofia sat back for a beat and let her eyes travel over him. “Damn,” she whispered.

Jason laughed under his breath, but there was a flicker of heat in his eyes now. The kind Claire hadn’t seen in a long time. At least not like this. Not this open. Not this hungry.

Their mouths crashed together again, hotter this time. Messier. Hands roamed with less caution. Sofia pulled him closer, her legs parting to cradle his hips as their bodies pressed together.

Claire’s breath hitched.

Jason’s hand slid down Sofia’s side, then around to the small of her back as he gently guided her down onto the mat. He moved over her, kissing her again before his mouth trailed lower—her neck, her collarbone, then the swell of her breasts. He took his time, tongue circling each nipple until Sofia’s back arched off the mat.

His hands were already at her waistband.

He rolled her leggings down slowly, hooking her panties along with them, revealing her inch by inch. Claire’s mouth parted as she took in the sight. Sofia’s legs spreading open, her skin flushed and glistening, the quiet need written all over her body.

Jason didn’t hesitate now. He kissed down her stomach, his hand stroking the inside of her thigh before his mouth followed.

Sofia’s hips jerked slightly at the first contact. Her breath stuttered.

Claire crawled forward, pulled by instinct more than thought. She leaned over Sofia’s other side, her hand brushing against her cheek, then down to her shoulder. She bent and kissed her softly. Just a brush of lips, then deeper.

Sofia moaned into her mouth, and Claire swallowed the sound.

Jason’s head moved rhythmically between Sofia’s legs. Claire could feel the motion, could feel Sofia’s thighs tensing and relaxing beside her. The kiss between them deepened, Sofia’s hands gripping Claire’s hair lightly, her lips trembling under the weight of sensation.

Then Jason shifted, his hand moving to the button of his slacks. He undid it without pausing, lifting his hips just enough to push them down. He kicked them off one leg at a time, briefs along with them, never once breaking rhythm.

Claire pulled back to watch.

Jason knelt between Sofia’s legs now, one hand braced near her hip, the other guiding himself. He looked up at Sofia.

“You okay?” he asked.

Sofia nodded, her voice shaky. “Yes.”

Claire watched, wide-eyed, as Jason pushed into her. His big, thick cock looked even bigger as it stretched Sofia wide.

Sofia gasped—head tilting back, mouth open—and Claire felt the sound all the way through her.

Jason grunted softly, brow furrowed, as he slid deeper. Claire could see the way his body moved, the way his hips flexed forward. Sofia’s hands gripped the mat. Her thighs spread wider.

Claire’s breath came faster.

She leaned in again, kissing Jason as he moved. His mouth was hot, his breath uneven against hers. She tasted both of them on his tongue.

Her hand slid down Sofia’s belly, fingers finding the soft, slick skin between her thighs. She circled her clit with slow pressure, matching the rhythm of Jason’s thrusts.

Sofia cried out softly into the space between them.

Her back arched again, her chest lifting toward the ceiling. Her mouth found Claire’s shoulder, teeth grazing skin, and her legs trembled as the tension inside her snapped.

Claire kept moving her fingers, drawing it out.

Jason didn’t slow. If anything, he moved harder now—hips thrusting deeper, sweat glistening along his back. Claire pulled back to watch again, eyes wide as she saw the way he sank into Sofia over and over.

The sounds filled the studio. Breath and skin and the soft gasp of release.

Claire sat back on her heels, hand resting lightly on Sofia’s thigh, watching with rapt attention as her husband lost himself.

Jason let out a low groan, his body jerking once, then again.

His movements slowed. His chest heaved. He stayed inside her, head bowed.

Silence fell, thick and warm.

Claire felt her pulse throbbing in her ears, her own body still buzzing with need, even without being touched.

Jason collapsed gently beside Sofia, one arm draped over his eyes, the other still bent at the elbow near her waist. His body gleamed with sweat in the soft light.

Claire laid down between them, heart thudding.

No one said anything at first.

Sofia turned her head toward Claire and smiled, a slow, dazed thing. Her hand reached for hers.

Jason let out a quiet laugh.

“Well,” he murmured, eyes still closed. “That was... not what I expected when we signed up for dance lessons.”

Claire laughed too, breathless. “Same.”

Sofia exhaled, body relaxing fully into the mat. “I told you. Movement leads to connection.”

Jason opened his eyes and looked at both of them. “That was more than connection.”

Claire turned her face toward him, still catching her breath. “Yeah,” she whispered. “It was.”

They lay there together, tangled in heat and silence and the soft weight of what they'd just shared.

And for the first time in longer than she could remember, Claire didn’t feel like she was missing anything.

She felt completely full.

Claire’s body felt boneless and warm, her skin tingling in the best possible way. One of Jason’s hands was laced with hers, his fingers lightly stroking her palm. His other arm was stretched behind his head as he stared up at the ceiling, a faint smile ghosting across his lips.

Sofia rested on her side just a foot away, her head propped up on one hand, her other lazily drawing soft circles on Claire’s thigh. Her breathing had slowed, her body draped in the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly what they’d given and received.

No one rushed to move. The padded mat was cool beneath them, but their bodies radiated heat.

Claire’s skin still hummed from the inside out. She didn’t feel self-conscious or overexposed. She felt… bright. Like her cells had rearranged. Like something essential in her had been shaken loose and set properly for the first time in ages.

Jason turned toward her, his lips brushing her temple. Then her forehead.

“Best anniversary ever,” he whispered, voice low and rough.

Claire let out a breathy laugh, light and full. “You’re just saying that because you got laid by two women.”

“Not just that,” he said, squeezing her hand. “Though, yeah. That was—wow.”

Sofia chuckled softly and sat up. “You two are beautiful together,” she said, reaching for her water bottle. “Thank you for letting me join in.”

Claire turned her head to meet her gaze. “Thank you,” she said. “Seriously. That was… more than I knew I needed.”

Sofia smiled and stood, stretching slowly, every movement fluid. Her body caught the low light again, casting soft shadows across the space as she began to tidy the area around them. She moved without urgency, letting the silence hold.

Claire sat up slowly, pulling Jason’s t-shirt to her chest for warmth. “I feel like I should be embarrassed,” she murmured.

Jason blinked up at her. “Why?”

“I don’t know. For how into it I was. For not hesitating. For…” She exhaled, running a hand through her hair. “Just how natural it all felt.”

Jason pushed up beside her, brushing her hair from her face. “That’s not something to be embarrassed about. That’s something to hold onto.”

Claire met his eyes. “You’re really okay?”

“I’m better than okay,” he said. “Claire… I saw you. I saw you light up again. That was everything.”

A swell of emotion rose in her chest. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed being seen like that—really seen. Desired not just for being his wife or his partner or the person who remembered to pay the bills, but for being a woman in her own body. A woman who wanted. Who deserved to be wanted.

Sofia returned with two glasses of water and handed them off with a wink. “Hydration is the key to recovery.”

Jason took his glass with a grin. “Is that your professional opinion?”

Sofia sipped her own. “That, and a hot bath. But you’re on your own for that one.”

Claire stood and began dressing slowly, her limbs still languid. She slipped into her underwear, then her dress, the fabric clinging gently to her warmed skin. Jason followed suit, pulling his pants on with a quiet grunt and then tossing on the shirt Sofia had folded for him.

As Claire reached for her bag, Sofia turned toward them, her eyes bright with mischief.

“Same time next year?”

Jason laughed. “Is that an official offer?”

“It’s a joke,” Sofia said, smirking. “Kind of.”

Claire stepped closer and met her gaze. “Sooner.”

The word came out before she could think twice, but she didn’t regret it. Not even a little. The look that passed between them was soft and knowing, full of gratitude but not clinging. Just open.

“Drive safe,” Sofia said, stepping toward the door. She opened it for them, the cool evening air spilling into the studio.

Outside, the street was quieter now. The sun had dipped below the rooftops, and the eucalyptus trees swayed gently in the breeze. Claire’s fingers found Jason’s as they walked toward the car.

Neither of them spoke for a while.

They didn’t need to.

The connection between them was quiet but strong. Rebuilt. Not from scratch, but from truth. From desire. From the realization that letting go had brought them closer, not further apart.

Claire glanced at him as they reached the car. “I still can’t believe that happened.”

Jason opened the passenger door and turned toward her. “Believe it.”

He leaned in, kissed her slow and sure. Then rested his forehead against hers.

“I don’t know what’s going to come from this,” she said. “But I know I want more nights like this. With you. With her, maybe. Or just…” She trailed off.

“With us,” he said.

She nodded. “With us.”

They climbed into the car. The seats were cool against their flushed skin, and the engine turned over with a low hum. Claire adjusted the radio, letting the soft thrum of music fill the space between them again.

Only now, it didn’t feel like something was missing.

It felt like everything had finally started to fall into place.


He Caught Us Watching




The apartment smelled like cardboard and dust. Afternoon light slanted through the blinds, making thin gold stripes across the floor where boxes were stacked in uneven towers.

Tessa dropped a bag of clothes beside the couch and pushed her curls off her face. “Okay, so this is either going to be the best semester of our lives or the start of a slow mental breakdown.”

Lena laughed softly from where she was kneeling by the coffee table, slicing open a box labeled Kitchen Stuff. “You say that about everything.”

“Because it’s always true.” Tessa plopped onto the couch, testing the springs. “I’m telling you, Lena, off-campus living is freedom. No RAs, no quiet hours, no cafeteria food that tastes like chalk.”

“Just rent, utilities, and the joy of arguing over who does dishes,” Lena said. She pushed a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear and smiled.

They’d been roommates since freshman year, but this move felt different. Grown-up somehow. The place was tiny but full of promise—an old building with squeaky floors, a narrow balcony, and big front windows that looked straight across a narrow alley to another row of townhouses.

Tessa leaned forward, peering through the glass. “Oh my God, we have neighbors.”

“Of course we do.”

“No, I mean him.”

Lena glanced up, squinting toward the opposite window. Across the alley, maybe fifteen feet away, a man in a gray T-shirt was unloading groceries from his car. He looked older—mid-forties maybe, with strong arms and the kind of posture that made him seem both tired and solid. His hair was dark with streaks of silver at the temples.

“Wow,” Tessa said, smirking. “That’s not a college guy. That’s a man-man.”

Lena rolled her eyes but felt her cheeks warm. “You’re ridiculous.”

“I’m realistic. Look at him. He’s like the handsome English professor everyone has a crush on.”

“He’s carrying paper towels.”

“And doing it very attractively.”

Lena laughed, shaking her head. “You’re impossible.”

Tessa kept watching, narrating in a whisper. “Strong arms. Clean haircut. Probably owns at least one suit.” She looked at Lena. “If I end up writing a romance novel, he’s the inspiration.”

“You can barely write a grocery list.”

“That’s why you’ll ghostwrite it for me. I’ll handle the visuals.”

They both laughed. The man disappeared inside, shutting his door.

Lena turned back to her box, though her mind wandered. It had been a long time since she’d noticed anyone like that. Since she’d let herself look. There was something grounding about him, like he belonged to a slower, steadier world.

Tessa wandered to the kitchen counter, opening a takeout menu from a nearby Thai place. “So what do we think, dinner to celebrate independence?”

Lena nodded. “Pad see ew for me.”

“Of course. You’re so predictable.”

“And you’re getting the spiciest thing possible just to prove you can handle it.”

“Exactly,” Tessa said, grinning. “We balance each other out.”

By the time the food arrived, the sun had dipped behind the buildings, and the alley outside was painted in soft blue-gray light. They sat cross-legged on the couch with plastic containers spread between them.

“This place feels weirdly cozy already,” Tessa said around a mouthful of noodles.

“It does,” Lena agreed. “Kind of like a movie set.”

“Exactly! Like one of those artsy New York apartments where everyone has deep conversations and flirts with their neighbors.”

Lena smiled. “So who do you plan to flirt with? The guy with the loud motorcycle or the man with the groceries?”

Tessa licked sauce from her thumb. “Both, obviously.” She pointed her chopsticks toward the window. “But mainly him. What do you think his story is?”

Lena shrugged. “Divorced maybe. Or just private. You can usually tell when someone’s used to being alone.”

“That’s deep, Lena. You’re going to fall in love with him.”

“Please.” She reached for a spring roll. “You’ll be the one trying to make him your next project.”

“I don’t do projects,” Tessa said, feigning offense. “I do experiences.”

They were still teasing each other when the light flicked on across the alley. The window framed a bathroom—white tile, fogged mirror, faint steam curling into the air.

Tessa froze mid-bite. “Lena,” she whispered. “Look.”

Lena followed her gaze. Through the half-closed blinds, the man stood at the sink, shirtless. The warm light gilded the lines of his shoulders, the cut of his back. He ran a hand through his hair and leaned closer to the mirror, shaving slowly.

Tessa’s voice was barely audible. “Holy—he’s really—” She laughed under her breath. “He’s gorgeous.”

Lena’s first instinct was to look away, but she didn’t. Something about the scene felt unguarded, almost intimate, as if they’d stumbled into a private rhythm he didn’t know anyone could see.

“He’s going to notice,” Lena said softly.

“Not if we stay hidden.”

“That’s not how windows work.”

Tessa grinned. “You’re overthinking it. It’s just a little voyeurism. Totally harmless.”

Lena’s pulse ticked in her throat. “Still feels wrong.”

“Then don’t look,” Tessa said, though her eyes didn’t move.

For a long moment they sat there, the TV silent, takeout forgotten. The faint sound of a razor scraping, the flick of running water, the way light shifted as he moved. He wasn’t posing, not performing, just existing. And somehow that made it worse, or better, or both.

Lena finally exhaled. “Okay,” she murmured. “You’re right. He’s beautiful.”

“I knew you’d see it.”

“He’s also old enough to have fathered us.”

“Exactly my type.”

Lena laughed quietly, trying to shake the strange current running through her. “Promise me we’ll keep the blinds closed at night.”

“Sure,” Tessa said, smiling into her noodles. “If you want to miss the show.”

Later, when the dishes were rinsed and the boxes pushed aside, Lena curled on the couch scrolling through her phone. But her thoughts kept drifting back to that window, to the way his muscles flexed with everything he did.

She told herself she wasn’t thinking about him—just about curiosity, about how easy it was to look without meaning to. Still, when she stood to turn off the lamp, her eyes went to the window one last time.

Across the alley, the bathroom was dark now. The blinds were drawn. But Lena couldn’t stop picturing his shirtless body, and she knew it would bring trouble.
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The next night, Lena was distracted. The city hummed quietly beyond the alley, a low vibration that made everything feel closer than it was. Inside their apartment, the lights were dim, a single lamp casting a soft golden pool over the couch where Lena sat with her sketchbook open but untouched.

Tessa padded out of her room barefoot, holding a bowl of popcorn. Her dark curls were tied up messily, and her eyes had that mischievous spark Lena had learned to recognize as a warning.

“You’re not still thinking about him, are you?” Tessa asked, setting the bowl between them.

Lena didn’t look up. “Who?”

“You know who. The grocery man. The one who makes you blush every time I mention him.”

Lena smiled faintly, eyes still on her sketchpad. “I don’t blush.”

“You absolutely do.” Tessa leaned over, nudging her shoulder. “Come on. I know you looked last night.”

“I didn’t.”

“Liar.” Tessa grinned, her tone teasing but light. “You were curious. We both were.”

Lena tried to focus on the rough pencil lines of a half-finished figure study, but her pulse betrayed her. She had looked. Once. Maybe twice. She told herself it was just coincidence, that she’d only glanced up at the right time, but the memory of him shaving, the line of his arm, the way the lamplight touched his skin—those details lingered too clearly to deny.

“He probably keeps the blinds open because he doesn’t care,” Lena said quietly. “Not because he wants to be watched.”

Tessa popped a kernel into her mouth. “Or maybe he knows we’re watching and doesn’t mind.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Tessa tilted her head, eyes on the dark window across the alley. “You don’t think he’s noticed? He looked right toward us earlier. Remember?”

“That could mean anything.”

Tessa stood, pulling the blinds open just an inch. “Come here.”

“No,” Lena said quickly.

“Yes. Just for a second. It’s not a crime to look.”

“Tessa.”

Tessa turned back, her grin softening. “You don’t have to do anything. Just… take a quick glance with me.”

Something in her tone—half coaxing, half daring—made Lena’s chest tighten. She set the sketchbook aside and stood reluctantly.

The alley glowed faintly under a streetlight, their reflections ghosting in the glass. Across the way, the man—Ethan, according to the name on his mailbox—was in his living room. The blinds were tilted halfway, not enough to block the view.

He wore a faded T-shirt damp with sweat, clinging to his chest. A yoga mat was rolled out on the floor, and a small speaker sat nearby, humming faint instrumental music. He moved through a stretch, his body fluid, as if he were both disciplined and unaware of being seen.

“Oh, wow,” Tessa whispered. “He’s actually doing yoga. That’s so… not what I expected.”

Lena’s breath hitched when he lifted his arms overhead, the hem of his shirt riding up to reveal the hard plane of his abdomen.

Tessa leaned closer to the window. “He has to know we can see him.”

“Don’t,” Lena said softly, but her eyes didn’t leave him.

He knelt, folded forward, then shifted into a slow push-up. His movements were slow and steady. The muscles in his arms flexed and released.

Tessa let out a low whistle. “That’s a man who takes care of himself.”

Lena wanted to look away, but something about the rhythm of his breathing, the quiet control in his body, held her still. She wasn’t just watching; she was learning him—the weight of him, the quiet authority that came from age and ease.

“What do you think he does for work?” Tessa murmured.

“Something physical. Or maybe something that keeps him grounded. A teacher, maybe.”

“Or a secret spy.”

Lena smiled faintly. “Definitely not a spy. Do you think a spy would leave their blinds open like that?”

Tessa turned to her, her face lit by the glow of the opposite window. “You sound like you’ve thought a lot about him.”

“I haven’t.”

“But you want to.”

Lena’s voice came out quieter than she intended. “Maybe.”

Ethan stood then, lifting his shirt to wipe the sweat from his neck. The movement revealed a narrow trail of hair leading down from his chest, disappearing into the waistband of his shorts.

Tessa inhaled sharply. “Oh my God.”

Lena froze, heart pounding. She wanted to step back, to give him privacy but couldn’t. The simple act of him existing in that light felt magnetic.

“Okay,” she whispered, voice trembling with a laugh. “That’s enough.”

“Come on, you’re not even embarrassed,” Tessa said.

“I am. I just hide it better.”

He turned toward the window then, eyes cast down as he reached for a towel. For a moment, Lena thought he was looking directly at them. Her breath caught, and she pulled the blinds closed an inch too fast.

Tessa laughed softly, covering her mouth. “You panicked.”

“He saw us.”

“No way. He wasn’t even facing⁠—”

“He saw us,” Lena repeated, feeling heat flood her face.

They stood in silence, the blinds drawn again. Lena could still feel her pulse racing.

“You’re really worked up,” Tessa said finally, amused. “You liked watching him.”

“That’s not—” Lena started, then sighed. “I don’t know what that was.”

“Curiosity. That’s all.”

“Curiosity doesn’t make your heart do this.”

Tessa’s smile softened. “Maybe not curiosity, then.”

Lena didn’t answer. She gathered their empty bowls, carried them to the sink, and tried to ignore the strange restlessness in her body. She could still see him in her mind—the way his skin gleamed with sweat, the slow flex of muscle beneath it, the faint frown of concentration.

When Tessa disappeared into her room, Lena lingered a while longer by the couch. The blinds were still closed, but the light from across the alley seeped through the cracks. It painted thin lines across the floor, just like the day before.

She went to bed, pulling the blanket to her chin, but sleep wouldn’t come. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the way he moved, the way his abs looked when his shirt was lifted.

She told herself it was only curiosity, just a strange thrill from doing something she shouldn’t. Yet when she felt the faint ache low in her stomach, the quiet flutter of heat that refused to fade, she knew it wasn’t just curiosity.

It was want. Gentle, confusing, and new.

And as the night deepened, she kept seeing his silhouette behind her eyelids, steady and unguarded, as if he were still there waiting for her to look again.
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Rain had fallen earlier in the afternoon, leaving the air cool and heavy with the scent of wet asphalt.

Lena sat at the small dining table, her laptop open, a mug of tea cooling beside it. Across from her, Tessa lay sprawled on the couch with her psychology textbook open across her stomach, one leg draped lazily over the armrest.

“You know what’s funny?” Tessa said, voice soft. “We’ve been here two weeks, and I still haven’t seen him outside again.”

Lena looked up briefly. “Maybe he’s avoiding being ogled by the weird girls across the alley.”

Tessa grinned. “You mean us.”

“Yes, us.”

“Come on. It’s not like we hurt anyone. A little window curiosity never killed anybody.”

Lena smiled but kept her eyes on her notes. “Still feels wrong.”

“Wrong can be fun.”

“That should be on your tombstone.”

Tessa threw a crumpled page at her, laughing. “Admit it. You’ve looked again.”

“I haven’t,” Lena lied.

The truth was, she had looked. Not as often as before, but enough to notice that Ethan’s blinds were always half-open, that he read most evenings on the couch with a lamp burning low beside him. Sometimes he wore glasses. Sometimes he didn’t. There was a steadiness to him she found hypnotic.

Now, with the sky turning a soft lilac, the light through the alley began to change. A golden square appeared against the opposite wall—his living room window.

Tessa noticed first. “Speak of the devil.”

“Don’t.” Lena warned, though her heartbeat quickened.

“He’s just reading again,” Tessa said, sitting up. “Come look.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

Lena sighed, standing slowly, pretending annoyance. But when she joined Tessa at the window, she forgot to breathe.

Ethan was sitting on his couch, a book open in one hand, a glass of water on the table beside him. The warm light touched his face and the pale blue of his shirt. He looked calm, at home, completely unaware—or so she thought.

Tessa leaned closer. “He’s so composed. Like he’s in a movie.”

“Stop. He’ll see us.”

“He’s not even looking this way.”

Lena shifted her weight, brushing against the curtain. The fabric rustled, just enough to catch the light.

Across the alley, Ethan’s gaze lifted.

It was only a moment. Barely a heartbeat. But he looked directly at them.

Lena froze.

Tessa’s breath caught, and then she ducked, pulling Lena down with her. They dropped behind the couch, collapsing into breathless laughter.

“Oh my God,” Tessa whispered. “He saw us.”

Lena covered her face with her hands. “This is mortifying.”

“Mortifying? It’s hilarious. Did you see his face?”

“I didn’t exactly take a good look!”

“He wasn’t mad. Just… aware.”

Lena groaned softly. “We have to stop.”

“Sure,” Tessa said, grinning. “After dinner.”

Lena shook her head, trying to calm her pulse. Her body still hummed from the jolt of contact, that single, electric instant when their eyes met. It wasn’t anger in his expression—she was sure of that. It was something else. A quiet curiosity, maybe. The faintest edge of amusement.

They forced themselves back to work. Tessa flipped through her textbook, pretending to study, though she was clearly restless. Lena typed notes she didn’t read. Every sound seemed too loud—the rain, the ticking of the wall clock, the faint creak of pipes in the ceiling.

By the time night fell, the tension had turned into silence.

“I’m starving,” Tessa said finally, closing her book. “You want pasta or leftover Thai?”

“Pasta,” Lena said automatically.

Tessa moved into the kitchen, humming under her breath, the sound grounding in the stillness. Lena looked up from her laptop and found herself staring again at the blinds. They were closed now. The light across the alley had vanished.

She told herself not to care. He’d seen them, that was enough. The unspoken game was over.

Except… she couldn’t stop wondering what he was thinking.

After dinner, Tessa disappeared into her room to call her sister. Lena stayed in the living room, scrolling through her phone, pretending to read messages she wasn’t replying to. The blinds were drawn but thin enough that a sliver of light from the opposite building cut through.

She stood, hesitated, then walked closer.

Her reflection hovered faintly in the glass. Behind it, through the narrow opening in the blinds, she saw him again.

Ethan was standing by his window. The lamp behind him painted his silhouette in gold. His arms were crossed loosely, his posture relaxed, but his eyes—she was sure—were on her.

Her breath hitched. She didn’t move.

For a moment, neither of them did.

It was impossible to tell who was the watcher and who was being watched. The space between them seemed to pulse with quiet energy, that invisible current that existed only between two people who shouldn’t be looking but couldn’t stop.

Then, as if acknowledging the balance, he tilted his head slightly. Not a nod exactly—something subtler. Recognition.

Lena’s pulse fluttered. She almost stepped back, but her feet stayed planted.

The seconds stretched. She imagined he could see her the same way she saw him: the faint glow of her skin under lamplight, the curve of her jaw, the nervous way her fingers pressed into the window frame.

Tessa’s voice broke the spell. “Lena? You want tea?”

Lena startled, turning away. “Yeah. Sure.”

When she glanced back, he was gone. The window glowed empty, the blinds now closed.

She let out a shaky breath and joined Tessa in the kitchen.

“See? He’s probably forgotten about us already,” Tessa said lightly, handing her a mug.

Lena smiled faintly. “Probably.”

But later, lying in bed, she knew that wasn’t true.

She couldn’t stop replaying it—the look in his eyes, calm and steady, the almost imperceptible way he’d acknowledged her. It hadn’t felt like judgment or anger. It felt like understanding.

And when she finally drifted toward sleep, she dreamed of that golden square of light, the shape of him standing there, and the quiet invitation she thought she saw before he disappeared behind the blinds.
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By the end of the week, the quiet game between the windows had become part of their routine, though neither of them said it out loud.

It was Friday night, and it was raining again. Tessa sat cross-legged on the couch in a cropped tank and soft shorts, scrolling through her phone with one hand and sipping tea with the other. Lena was on the floor, organizing her art supplies.

“Do you think he’s home?” Tessa asked casually, her tone light but her eyes on the window.

Lena looked up. “You’ve been waiting for him.”

“I’ve been noticing that he’s usually around this time,” Tessa said, pretending to stretch. “It’s no big deal.”

“Right.”

Tessa set her mug down and went to the window. She tilted the blinds open just enough to peek through. “Oh. He’s there.”

Lena hesitated before joining her. Across the alley, Ethan’s living room glowed again, that warm amber light outlining him. He stood near the window, barefoot, wearing loose gray sweatpants and a black T-shirt. He wasn’t looking their way yet, but something about the way he moved felt aware.

Tessa smiled, her breath fogging the glass slightly. “He knows.”

“He can’t,” Lena said quietly. “He wouldn’t⁠—”

“Lena. Look at him.”

He was rolling his shoulders, stretching, slow and deliberate. It was different from last time. He pulled the shirt over his head, exposing his chest, then tossed it onto the couch behind him. His body was lean but strong, a man who took care of himself without vanity.

Tessa whispered, “He’s showing off.”

Lena’s pulse quickened. “You don’t know that.”

“He’s not doing yoga this time. He’s putting on a show.”

They stood side by side, neither breathing much. Ethan stretched again, turning slightly toward their window. His eyes flicked up—not directly, but close enough that it felt intentional. Then he reached for a towel, wiping the back of his neck with a slow, teasing motion.

Lena stepped back, heat rising to her face. “We shouldn’t be watching this.”

“Then don’t,” Tessa said softly, her eyes still fixed forward.

Lena hesitated, torn between retreat and curiosity. The moment felt fragile, like stepping onto ice that could crack underfoot. She took a small step closer again, the glow of his light catching in her hair.

“He’s looking this way,” Tessa whispered.

“Stop talking.”

“You love it.”

Lena gave her a look, but Tessa only grinned, resting her chin on her hand as if they were watching a movie.

When Ethan finally turned away, the spell broke. He disappeared into the hallway, leaving the room empty.

Tessa sighed dramatically. “He’s teasing us.”

“He probably doesn’t even know,” Lena said, though she didn’t believe it anymore.

Tessa smirked. “You want to know what I think?”

“No.”

“He’s watching us too.”

Lena frowned, confused. “What?”

“Maybe not right now. But he knows we’re here. You ever think about what he sees when he looks back?”

Lena swallowed. “That’s not funny.”

“I’m not joking.” Tessa tilted her head toward the window. “We’ve been acting like we’re the ones with all the power, but what if he’s the one choosing when to let us see?”

Lena shivered. “You’re making it sound like a game.”

“It is a game. You just don’t want to admit you’re playing.”

Lena turned away, pretending to tidy her pencils, but her hands shook.

A moment later, Tessa reached over and flicked on the lamp near the window. Its glow filled the room, warm and revealing.

“Tessa!”

“What? If he’s watching, he might as well see who we are.”

Lena stared at her. “You can’t just⁠—”

“He’s not a stranger anymore. He’s Ethan. The guy across the alley who reads and works out and drinks coffee in the same mug every morning. He’s… familiar.”

“That doesn’t make this normal.”

Tessa shrugged. “It doesn’t make it wrong either.”

Lena turned toward the window, caught between protest and intrigue. Their reflection shimmered faintly in the glass—two women in soft light, one confident, one uncertain.

“You look beautiful right now,” Tessa said suddenly.

Lena blinked. “What?”

“You do. Look at you.”

She didn’t want to, but she did. The reflection startled her—a version of herself she didn’t recognize. Her hair was down, a loose fall of chestnut around her shoulders, her skin glowing under the lamp. She looked softer somehow. A little vulnerable. A little bold.

For the first time, she wondered if Ethan might be looking at her as much as Tessa.

“He’s not watching me,” Lena said quietly.

“How do you know?”

Lena turned away from the glass. “Because I’m not the type people look at.”

“That’s not true.” Tessa’s tone softened. “You just don’t notice them.”

Something in Lena’s chest fluttered. She wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or something closer to desire.

Across the alley, movement caught her eye again. Ethan was back. He stepped into view, now shirtless, a towel draped over one shoulder. The way he moved was slower this time, measured, aware. He glanced toward their light and paused.

Lena felt her breath catch.

“He sees us,” Tessa murmured.

Neither moved. The air between them seemed to hum.

Ethan didn’t smile, didn’t look away. He simply met their gaze for a moment that lasted longer than it should have. Then, with quiet finality, he turned off his lamp.

Darkness flooded his window.

Tessa exhaled. “Did that just happen?”

Lena nodded faintly, her pulse still racing. “Yes.”

“That was⁠—”

“I know.”

Tessa laughed softly, her voice trembling with excitement. “He’s playing too.”

Lena turned off their lamp, plunging the room into soft shadow. Only the silver outline of their reflections remained.

For a long time, neither spoke. The quiet stretched, comfortable and strange.

Lena finally whispered, “We really should stop.”

Tessa smiled, her silhouette faint in the dark. “You don’t want to.”

Lena looked back at the window, at the empty square across the alley. The glass reflected only her own faint outline—wide eyes, parted lips, the flush of something she couldn’t quite name.

Maybe Tessa was right. Maybe part of her wanted to be seen too.
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Morning sunlight spilled through the blinds, pale and cool. Lena yawned, padding barefoot into the living room, her robe tied loosely at her waist. She was halfway to the coffee maker when she stopped short.

Something white was taped to the outside of the window.

She blinked, thinking maybe it was a flyer or a stray receipt caught by the wind, but when she stepped closer, she saw it was neatly folded, secured with a strip of clear tape. The handwriting was deliberate, dark ink pressed into the paper in even strokes.

If you want to watch, come closer.

Her stomach tightened. For a long moment she didn’t move, her pulse beating in her throat. The alley outside was empty. The opposite window—Ethan’s—was still and quiet, curtains half drawn.

“Tessa!”

A muffled sound came from the bedroom. “What?”

“Just come here.”

Tessa emerged, hair tousled, wearing one of Lena’s oversized shirts. “You’re way too awake for—” Her voice cut off when she saw the note. “Oh my God. You’re kidding.”

Lena shook her head. “It was just here. When I got up.”

Tessa stepped closer, squinting at the handwriting. “That’s him. It has to be.”

“Don’t say that.”

“Who else could it be? Nobody else can even see this window.”

Lena’s mind spun. Their apartment sat on the second floor, facing directly across from Ethan’s townhouse. Between them was the narrow gap of the alley—barely ten feet wide—with old iron fire escapes clinging to the brick. She glanced out, imagining him stepping onto his landing, leaning just far enough to press the paper to their glass.

Her voice came out low. “That’s insane. He could’ve fallen.”

“Or he knew exactly what he was doing.”

Lena turned away, trying to calm the thrum of her pulse. “We should take it down before anyone sees.”

“Who’s going to see? It’s not like people stroll through alleys at eight in the morning.” Tessa reached for the window latch. “I want to see what kind of paper he used.”

“Tessa—don’t⁠—”

But she’d already opened it just enough to tug the note free. The tape gave a faint peel, then it was in her hand. She turned it over carefully, smiling in disbelief. “Printer paper. Classic. No signature. No phone number.”

Lena folded her arms. “Because it’s not supposed to be romantic. It’s a message.”

“Yeah, and a sexy one.”

“Tessa!”

“What? It is.” She grinned, eyes bright. “Come on, admit it. This is bold. He’s not angry, he’s inviting us.”

Lena tried to sound calm. “Or he’s testing us.”

“That too. Tests can be fun.”

Lena sighed, though the word fun caught somewhere in her chest. She was trembling slightly, though she couldn’t tell if it was from fear or the thrill of being noticed.

They taped the note to the fridge, where it stared at them all day like an unspoken dare.

By the time night fell, the world outside was slick with drizzle again. The hum of the city had quieted into distant traffic and the soft hiss of water in the gutters. Tessa was on the couch with her laptop open, pretending to read.

Lena came out of her room, brushing her hair back. The blinds were already tilted open.

“He’s home,” Tessa said without looking up.

Lena’s breath caught. “You checked?”

“Of course I checked.”

Across the alley, Ethan’s lamp glowed amber, painting warm light across the rain-streaked glass. He stood near the window, wearing a fitted dark T-shirt and jeans, barefoot. His posture was relaxed, one hand resting against the frame.

“He knows we saw the note,” Tessa said quietly.

Lena whispered, “He shouldn’t.”

“He does.”

They stood side by side, the reflection of their faces faint in the glass. Tessa leaned closer to whisper, her breath brushing Lena’s cheek. “He’s looking right at us.”

Lena shook her head but didn’t move away. “He’s not.”

“Then why do you look like that?”

“Like what?”

“Like you want him to be.”

The words made something spark low in Lena’s chest. She could feel the heat of Tessa beside her, the slight brush of her arm.

Across the alley, Ethan shifted his weight and leaned one shoulder against the wall. His gaze stayed steady, unreadable. He didn’t smile. He didn’t hide.

Rain tapped gently against the glass. The lamplight blurred, haloed by mist. Lena’s reflection merged with his for a moment—her soft outline against his stillness—and she felt her heart stutter.

Tessa’s hand brushed hers, a quiet touch that lingered. “If we’re going to play, we should at least admit it.”

“This isn’t a game,” Lena whispered, though her voice had lost conviction.

Tessa smiled faintly. “It feels like one.”

They didn’t move for a long time. The silence filled with pulse and breath, the hum of the city fading away.

When Ethan finally turned off his light, Lena felt something inside her drop—a sudden, aching emptiness.

Tessa’s voice came low in the dark. “You know what I think?”

“What?”

“He left that note for both of us. But you’re the one he’s really watching.”

Lena wanted to argue, but the words tangled on her tongue.

She turned off their lamp, plunging the room into shadow. The only light came from the street below, glinting faintly off the rain. In the glass, their reflections hovered close—two figures breathing the same air, faces inches apart.

For a second, Lena thought Tessa might kiss her. The thought startled her, but she didn’t step away. This fact confused her. Was she secretly a lesbian? Bisexual? Or was this just some sort of tension between

Instead, they stood together, eyes fixed on the empty window across the alley, waiting for the glow to return.

When it didn’t, Lena whispered, almost to herself, “Maybe he’s waiting for us to come closer.”

Tessa smiled in the dark. “Then maybe we should.”
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The knock came just after noon. Lena was painting at the table, the windows open to let in the late-summer air, when a courier’s voice called from the hall.

“Delivery for apartment 2B!”

Tessa got to the door first, still in shorts and an oversized tee. She signed the tablet and accepted the small brown box before the courier disappeared down the stairs.

When she turned the label toward the light, her grin widened. “Oh, this isn’t for us.”

Lena looked up from her canvas. “Who is it for?”

Tessa’s voice softened into something wicked. “Ethan Caldwell.”

Lena’s stomach dipped. “Maybe they mixed up the address.”

“Or maybe the universe is giving you an excuse to go talk to him.”

Lena frowned. “You could go.”

“I could,” Tessa said, already setting the box on the counter. “But you should.”

“Why?”

“Because he likes you.”

Lena tried to sound casual. “You don’t know that.”

“Sure I do. He looks at you like he wants to lick your lollipop.”

Lena snorted. “That’s ridiculous.”

Tessa shrugged. “Then prove me wrong. Take it to him.”

Lena hesitated, staring at the label again. “What if he thinks we’re weird?”

Tessa’s lips curved. “Oh, he already knows we’re weird. That’s part of our charm.”

Lena rolled her eyes but felt the quickening in her chest all the same. “Fine. But if he says anything awkward, I’m blaming you.”

“I’ll take the blame.”

She tied her hair back, slipped on sandals, and picked up the box. It wasn’t heavy, but her hands felt clumsy against the smooth cardboard. Crossing the alley meant stepping out through the side door, down the iron stairs, and up the short path to the townhouse across from theirs. She knocked softly.

For a moment, nothing. Then footsteps approached, measured and steady.

The door opened.

Ethan stood there, barefoot, wearing a dark henley rolled to the elbows and faded jeans. He looked freshly showered, his hair damp at the temples. The faint scent of soap and cedar hung in the air between them.

“Hi,” Lena said, her voice catching. “I’m Lena. I think this got delivered to us by mistake.”

He looked down at the box, then back at her, a slow smile curving his mouth. “Ah. My big package.”

She froze, then blushed so hard she could feel it in her ears. “I—I didn’t mean⁠—”

His eyes gleamed with quiet amusement. “Thank you for bringing it over. I appreciate you handling it for me.”

The words came out smooth, playful, but not cruel. Still, her pulse tripped. “You’re welcome,” she managed.

He leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, still holding her gaze. “You live across the alley, right?”

She nodded. “With Tessa. We moved in a few weeks ago.”

“I know.”

There was no arrogance in the way he said it, just calm acknowledgment, the kind that made her feel both seen and unsteady.

He set the package on a small table by the entryway and turned back to her. “You’re an artist, aren’t you? I’ve noticed the canvases.”

She blinked. “You can see those?”

He smiled faintly. “Sometimes your curtains are open.”

Her throat went dry and she tried to hide it with a short laugh. “Duh. Right.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable exactly, but charged. She became acutely aware of everything—the creak of the floor, the soft hum of his voice, the warmth coming from his doorway.

“Well,” she said, taking a step back. “I should let you get back to your… package.”

“Lena,” he said gently.

She paused. Hearing her name from him startled her more than it should have.

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For being brave enough to knock.”

Her breath caught. She wanted to say something witty, but all she could do was nod. “You’re welcome.”

He watched her as she turned to leave. She felt his gaze on her back, steady and warm, following her down the short steps. Her pulse fluttered like something trapped.

When she reached the door of her own building, she glanced once over her shoulder. He was still there, standing in the doorway, one hand on the frame. Their eyes met again for the briefest instant before he stepped back inside.

She closed the door behind her, leaning against it, trying to slow her breathing.

From the kitchen, Tessa called, “So? Was he home?”

Lena tried to sound calm. “Yes.”

“And?”

“He said thank you.”

“That’s it?”

“Yes.”

Tessa’s laughter floated down the hall. “You’re a terrible liar.”

“I’m not lying.”

“You’re flushed.”

“I walked fast.”

“Uh-huh.”

Lena busied herself at the counter, pretending to tidy the already clean surface. Her heart was still racing. The image of his smile lingered in her mind, that low, measured tone when he said her name.

Tessa appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, a grin spreading. “You’re glowing.”

“I am not.”

“You are. And you’re thinking about him.”

Lena met her eyes and tried to find her usual composure, but it slipped away too easily.

“I just delivered a package,” she said softly.

Tessa tilted her head, stepping closer. “Sure. That’s all you did.”

The teasing in her voice was playful, but her gaze lingered a second too long, catching on Lena’s parted lips. For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Tessa smiled, light again. “I hope he remembers to thank me next time.”

Lena looked down at her hands. “For what?”

“For sending you.”
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The sound came softly, almost like the brushing of fabric, a faint slide against the wood. Lena glanced up from her book, frowning.

Tessa muted the TV. “What was that?”

Something white poked out from beneath the front door. Lena rose, her heartbeat already quickening, and crossed the room. She bent to pick it up, the paper smooth and freshly folded. Her name wasn’t written anywhere, but she didn’t need to see one.

If you’re curious, come by.

Her breath caught. She didn’t have to ask who it was from.

Tessa came to her side, eyes lighting up the moment she saw the words. “He didn’t.”

“He did.”

Tessa pressed her fingers to her lips, grinning. “Oh my God. This is wild.”

Lena’s voice came out quiet. “He must’ve slipped it under when we were watching a movie.”

“Or he knows our schedule.”

“That’s not funny.”

“It’s a little funny,” Tessa said, still staring at the note. “He actually invited us over.”

Lena shook her head, trying to slow her pulse. “We can’t go.”

“Why not?”

“Because that would make this real.”

Tessa’s eyes gleamed. “Maybe that’s the point.”

Lena’s chest tightened. “Tessa⁠—”

“You’re scared,” she said softly, not mocking, just knowing.

Lena hesitated. “Yes.”

“Then I’ll go with you.”

Lena looked up sharply. “You can’t mean that.”

“Sure I can. We’ll go together, just to see what he wants. We don’t have to stay.”

The silence stretched between them. The city outside murmured faintly through the open window.

Lena wanted to say no. She wanted to be sensible, the calm one, the anchor between them. But the memory of Ethan’s voice, low and smooth at the doorway earlier that day, replayed in her mind. The way he’d said her name. The way he’d looked at her like he was already imagining this moment.

“Just five minutes,” Tessa said.

Lena exhaled. “Five.”

They changed clothes without speaking much. Nothing revealing, just soft jeans and thin T-shirts. Casual, but still sexy. When they crossed the alley, the world felt quieter than usual, as if everything had paused to watch them.

The townhouse door was dark blue, paint chipped slightly at the corners. Tessa lifted her hand to knock, then glanced at Lena. “You sure?”

“No,” Lena said.

Tessa smiled faintly. “Good.”

She knocked.

It took only a moment for the door to open. Ethan stood framed in the warm light of his entryway, barefoot again, wearing a plain T-shirt and jeans.

His gaze moved from one to the other, his expression unreadable. “I was wondering when you two would stop by.”

Tessa tilted her head, trying to keep her tone light. “Oh yeah?”

“I hoped,” he said simply. Then, with a small, knowing smile: “I figured if we’re going to look at each other, we may as well do it up close.”

Lena’s heart stumbled. The words weren’t crude, not even overtly suggestive, yet they carried weight, like a truth spoken out loud after weeks of pretending not it wasn’t there.

Tessa let out a quiet breath, half a laugh. “That’s bold.”

Ethan’s smile deepened slightly. “You don’t seem offended.”

“I’m not easily offended.”

His gaze shifted to Lena. “And you?”

Lena hesitated. “I’m not sure what I am.”

“That’s fair.”

He stepped back, opening the door wider. “Come in. You can leave whenever you like.”

Tessa walked past him first, her chin high, curiosity bright in her eyes. Lena followed, careful not to brush against him as she entered. His house smelled like cedar and rain. The air was warm, the light low but soft. Bookshelves lined the walls, and a single candle flickered on the table near the window.

Lena stayed near the door, arms folded loosely. She felt out of place, like she was trespassing on something private. Yet when he turned his attention to her, she didn’t move.

He nodded toward the couch. “You can sit, if you want.”

Tessa sat immediately, crossing one leg over the other, confident as ever. Lena sat slowly beside her.

“I’m guessing you saw the note,” Ethan said.

Tessa smirked. “You mean the one you risked your life taping to our window? Or the one you slipped under our door?”

“Not much of a risk,” he said. “The fire escape reaches close enough.”

Lena found her voice again. “You shouldn’t have done that.”

“Probably not,” he agreed, his tone steady. “But you shouldn’t have been watching me either.”

Her cheeks warmed. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be.”

There was no accusation in his voice. If anything, there was amusement—gentle, controlled, and surprisingly kind.

Tessa leaned back. “So you watched back.”

“I did,” he said. “Curiosity goes both ways.”

Lena felt a strange calm settle over her then, mingled with tension. “What were you curious about?”

He met her gaze. “What you’d do if we were in the same room.”

The words sent a slow, hot wave through her chest.

“And now that we are?” she asked.

The silence that followed was thick but not heavy. The candlelight flickered, painting their faces in gold.

“Whatever you want,” he said. “You came to me.”

Lena’s pulse fluttered. “We shouldn’t stay long.”

“You don’t have to,” he said. “Like I said, you can leave any time.”

But neither of them made a move.

Tessa glanced toward the window—the same one they’d been watching from all this time. Across the alley, their apartment glowed faintly, its light spilling into the night.

Ethan followed her gaze. “It’s strange, isn’t it? The space between us was only a few feet, but it felt like something else entirely.”

Lena nodded, her voice barely above a whisper. “It still does.”

He smiled softly. “Then stay a little longer.”

The invitation hung there, quiet and unforced.

The living room felt much too warm, though the air hadn’t changed. Maybe it was the way Ethan stood before them, so steady it made the space around him feel still.

Neither woman spoke. The quiet was thick with anticipation. Lena’s heart raced. She wasn’t sure if she should leave or stay, but her feet wouldn’t move.

Ethan took a slow step toward Lena. “Hold still,” he said gently.

His hand found her waist, warm through her shirt, fingers firm but careful. The simple contact made her knees weaken. He drew her closer and kissed her. It started soft, almost questioning, but then deepened. His mouth moved with quiet hunger, his other hand sliding up her back until she trembled.

His tongue brushed her lips, parting them gently, before meeting with her own. A moan escaped Lena as their tongues danced, sending a pleasurable chill through her.

Lena gasped against his lips, clutching his arm for balance. The kiss left her dizzy—an entire world folding into that single, endless moment.

When he finally pulled back, her breath came fast.

Tessa shifted on the couch, her voice unsteady. “You’ve been wanting to do that for a while, haven’t you?”

Ethan turned his gaze toward her. “Come here.”

Tessa hesitated only long enough to smile at Lena before standing. He reached for her in the same slow way, his hand curving around her hips as he drew her in. His kiss with her was different—playful at first, then more demanding, his fingers pressing lightly at the small of her back.

Lena couldn’t look away. Watching them made her chest ache. The jealousy was sharp and surprising, but threaded through it was something else, something darker and more consuming. Desire.

Tessa’s soft sounds filled the space. She melted against him, her hands curling in his shirt. When he released her, her lips were parted, her eyes hazy.

“Your turn,” Ethan said quietly, his gaze flicking between them. “Kiss each other.”

Lena’s breath caught. “What?”

“You want to,” he said. “Even if you haven’t admitted it.”

Tessa turned to her friend, eyes glinting. “He’s right.”

Lena shook her head, but not in refusal. Her pulse pounded too loudly for words.

Tessa closed the space between them, her fingers brushing Lena’s cheek. The first kiss was hesitant—warm, trembling, their lips barely meeting. The second was bolder. Tessa deepened it, tilting her head, her tongue tracing gently against Lena’s lower lip until Lena gave in completely.

The room seemed to vanish around them.

Tessa’s hand slid up, skimming over Lena’s ribs, then beneath the edge of her shirt. When she pulled back for air, she whispered, “You’re shaking.”

“I know,” Lena said softly. “Don’t stop.”

Tessa smiled against her mouth, then lifted the hem of her shirt, removing it until Lena’s bra was exposed. Her lips trailed down her throat, across the curve of her collarbone, then lower, pressing kisses through the thin fabric that hid her breasts. Lena arched slightly, the touch both tender and electric.

Ethan stood nearby, watching in silence. His expression wasn’t lewd—it was fascinated, reverent almost.

When Tessa’s mouth lingered over one nipple, tracing lazy circles through the fabric, a quiet sound escaped Lena’s throat. Ethan stepped forward, sliding a hand gently through Tessa’s hair.

“Now you,” he murmured.

He drew Tessa up and kissed her deeply, his other hand finding her waist. When he pulled back, he lifted her shirt just as she’d done to Lena, revealing smooth skin and a lacy black bra. He pressed his lips along the swell of her chest, his breath catching against her skin before his tongue followed, slow and deliberate.

Lena’s whole body felt alive watching them. Every movement, every sound, drew her deeper in.

Then Tessa looked at Ethan, then down at Lena, and sank gracefully to her knees. The gesture was almost ritualistic, a shift in energy that made Lena’s pulse skip.

Ethan rested his hand on Tessa’s shoulder, steadying her.

Tessa hands were warm on Ethan’s thighs. The teasing spark in her eyes had faded to something reverent, almost worshipful. She reached for his belt and unfastened the buckle with a click. Her fingers eased the leather free, opening his jeans with a steady pull of the zipper.

The space between them felt wrong now, too far to breathe in the heat rolling off their bodies, and yet not far enough to keep her safe from the need pooling low in her belly.

Tessa slipped his jeans down and gasped at the sight of him. Lena looked on, too, wondering how his cock could be so large and thick.

Tessa glanced up. Ethan’s gaze stayed on her, calm and unreadable. She leaned in and took him into her mouth. Lena heard the soft catch in Tessa’s breath, the faint wet sound that followed, the deep inhale Ethan couldn’t quite hide.

Lena’s breath snagged. She should have looked away. She didn’t. She couldn’t. Tessa’s head moved in a slow rhythm, mouth and hand working together, wrist turning as her lips sealed around his thick girth. The line of her spine curved, her shoulders rolling with each motion, while Ethan’s hand settled lightly on her shoulder. His jaw tightened, a flicker of strain crossing features that usually gave nothing away.

Lena stood just a few feet away, rooted to the floor, arms at her sides, unsure what to do with her hands. Her breath came in shallow pulls, her thighs pressed together beneath her jeans. Then Ethan’s gaze found hers.

Something in his expression shifted and with one slow lift of his hand, he beckoned her closer.

Lena’s feet moved before her thoughts did. It felt like crossing some invisible line, the air between them thick and charged. Her heartbeat thudded in her ears as she stepped forward, drawn in by the quiet gravity of his presence, by the way he looked at her like he already knew what she needed.

Tessa didn’t pause. Her mouth worked his cock with more urgency now, her soft moans humming against his skin. Wet, rhythmic sounds filled the space, undercut only by Ethan’s quiet breath and Lena’s racing pulse.

As Lena reached them, Ethan’s hand slid behind her back, drawing her in. He kissed her without hesitation—deep, claiming, his mouth warm and open as his tongue slipped past her lips. Lena moaned softly into the kiss, caught off guard by how good it felt, how natural it was to fall into him.

He didn’t break the kiss as he reached behind her and unclasped her bra. The straps slipped from her shoulders, the cups falling away between them. His fingers moved lower, unfastening her jeans, tugging the zipper open with ease. His hand slid beneath the band of her panties without pause, finding the soft heat between her legs.

Lena gasped into his mouth, her hips stuttering forward. His fingers teased her clit in slow, deliberate circles, knowing exactly how to touch her without rushing, like he’d already mapped her reactions.

Tessa moaned again, her mouth moving faster now, her hands firm on Ethan’s thighs as she took him deeper. The sight, the sounds, the pressure of Ethan’s fingers, it all crashed together inside Lena like a storm.

She clung to his shoulders, her knees already shaky.

Then Ethan broke the kiss and looked down at Tessa. His voice came low, steady. “Take off your clothes, Tessa.”

Tessa pulled back slowly, mouth flushed and glistening, her chest rising with shallow breaths. She wiped the back of her hand across her lips and tilted her head up to him in silent acknowledgment.

Without a word, she sank back onto her heels and began undressing. One slow motion at a time—bra first, then she stood briefly to slide her jeans and panties down her hips before sitting back again, completely bare. Her skin glowed in the soft light, but her eyes never left them.

Ethan turned back to Lena.

His voice was calm, commanding. “Take off your panties.”

Lena didn’t hesitate. She hooked her thumbs beneath the waistband and pushed them down over her hips, letting them fall to the floor. The cool air kissed her skin as she stepped out of them, bare now in front of both of them, heart hammering wildly.

Ethan reached for her hand and guided her back, one careful step at a time, until her shoulders met the wall. The cool surface against her spine made her gasp.

He bent slightly, lifted her leg at the knee, and cradled it at his hip. Then he aligned his cock with her slick pussy and pushed inside her with one deep, smooth thrust.

Lena cried out, her head falling back against the wall. He filled her completely, the stretch and pressure overwhelming in the best way. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, clinging to him as he began to move.

He fucked her slowly at first—long, even strokes that made her toes curl and her breath catch. His hand held her thigh firmly in place while the other braced against the wall beside her head, anchoring them both.

Their bodies met again and again, the rhythm building with each breath. The sound of their skin, the soft slap of hips, her quiet gasps—it filled the room.

Lena’s eyes fluttered open just long enough to see Tessa.

Her eyes were dark, intense, locked on Lena.

Ethan groaned softly and drove deeper, grinding with each thrust. Lena whimpered, her back scraping lightly against the wall, her nails digging into his back as he fucked her harder.

“God,” she breathed, her voice breaking. “I’m so close⁠—”

“Yes,” he said, his voice tight, his breath ragged. “Come for me.”

The heat inside her shattered.

Lena cried out, her body writhing against the wall as the orgasm tore through her—hot, clenching, endless. Her thighs shook. Her mouth fell open. Her whole body pulsed around him, and he didn’t stop.

With a final deep thrust, Ethan groaned low in her ear, spilling into her as his body tensed and trembled. He pressed his forehead against hers, their breath mingling, his grip still steady at her hip.

They stayed there. Locked together, panting, sweaty, undone. Her leg still curled around his waist. Her arms around his neck. His heart thudding fast against her chest.

Ethan finally eased out of her with a slow, careful motion, his hand lingering on her thigh as he set her gently back on her feet. Lena wobbled slightly, still catching her breath, and he steadied her with a quiet touch and a look that said everything.

Tessa stepped closer, her gaze soft as it swept over Lena. No jealousy. No hesitation. Just want.

Without saying a word, she reached for her.

Tessa guided Lena gently down onto the soft rug, her fingers laced tightly through hers, their palms warm with shared tension. Lena’s back met the plush fibers of the rug, and her body settled into it with a slow, trembling exhale.

Tessa leaned over her, a tangle of dark curls spilling forward, her eyes bright with something between tenderness and hunger. She kissed Lena slowly, deep and languid, her lips parting with quiet reverence as her hand skimmed the side of Lena’s throat, then over the curve of her breast.

Lena whimpered softly into the kiss, her hands gripping Tessa’s waist. She didn’t know what surprised her more: how good it felt, or how natural it seemed to give in to it.

Tessa’s mouth began a slow descent, trailing warm, open-mouthed kisses along Lena’s collarbone, down the center of her chest, over her ribs. Her tongue flicked teasingly against the dip of Lena’s navel before she moved lower still, pushing Lena’s thighs gently apart with the steady insistence of someone who already knew she’d be welcomed there.

Lena gasped when Tessa’s lips found the tender skin of her inner thigh. She’d never done this with her best friend before. But Ethan pulled something out of them both.

Her legs trembled as they spread wider, the last threads of resistance unraveling beneath the heat of Tessa’s breath. Every nerve buzzed just beneath the surface. Her friend. Her roommate. Her hands were now pressing Lena’s hips down with firm, confident pressure, grounding her as she kissed closer.

Then her tongue found Lena’s clit.

Lena’s entire body jolted. Her fingers clawed at the rug, her hips lifting involuntarily as a strangled moan escaped her lips.

“Oh—God,” she whispered, eyes fluttering shut.

Tessa hummed in response, the vibration traveling straight through Lena’s core. She moved slowly at first, tasting her for the first time. Her tongue traced slow circles, then firmer strokes, adjusting with each twitch of Lena’s hips, each breathless sound.

Lena dared to look down and nearly lost it.

Tessa’s dark hair fell in soft waves between her legs, her back bare and arched, her mouth working with rhythmic intensity. The sight of her—so beautiful, so utterly focused—sent a pulse of desire through Lena that left her dizzy.

Behind her, Ethan stepped forward. His eyes were fixed on the two of them, dark with restrained hunger. He knelt behind Tessa, hands gliding over the slope of her hips. She moaned into Lena at the first touch, but didn’t stop.

He guided her gently back, positioning his cock with ease, and then slowly slid inside her.

Tessa cried out, the sound muffled as her mouth stayed pressed against Lena’s body. Her moan reverberated against Lena’s clit, and Lena’s whole body twitched in response, thighs trembling on either side of her best friend’s face.

Ethan began to move faster, gripping Tessa’s hips firmly as he drove into her from behind. The motion rocked her forward with every thrust, and Lena felt every ripple of it through Tessa’s tongue.

Tessa whimpered again, licking harder now, her mouth moving in hungry rhythm as Ethan fucked her deeper. Her own pleasure seemed to fuel her, her moans getting louder, more frantic, and the sound vibrated against Lena’s most sensitive spot.

Lena’s chest heaved. She gripped the rug until her knuckles ached, her head tipped back as her hips rolled instinctively to meet every flick of Tessa’s tongue.

She looked down again. Ethan’s muscles rippled with each thrust, his breath heavy, his hands commanding. Tessa’s free hand had slid down between her own thighs, fingers working frantically as she trembled between them—taken from both sides, consumed by sensation.

The pressure inside Lena built fast, climbing higher with every stroke, every moan, every glance. Her whole body tensed, her thighs clenching, her hips beginning to lose rhythm as the edge came into view.

“Tessa—” she gasped, voice breaking. “Oh God—I’m⁠—”

Tessa didn’t stop. Her hands gripped Lena’s thighs tighter, holding her in place as her tongue moved faster now. Sharp, relentless, purposeful.

Lena’s orgasm hit with devastating force.

She cried out, her body arcing off the rug, hips bucking uncontrollably as waves of heat and pleasure tore through her. Her vision blurred. Her limbs shook. Tessa kept licking, drawing it out, keeping her pinned while the aftershocks pulsed through her thighs and belly and chest.

Only when Lena collapsed, boneless and breathless, did Tessa lift her head, her lips and cheeks slick with arousal, eyes hazy with need.

A second later, her own orgasm overtook her.

Tessa’s back arched beneath Ethan’s hands as she cried out, voice raw and open. Her body clenched around him as she came, shaking, panting, her hand frozen between her legs. Ethan groaned in response, his thrusts rough and final now as he buried himself to the hilt.

His release came in a low, guttural sound, his grip tightening on Tessa’s hips as his rhythm stuttered, then stopped. He stayed pressed against her, both of them trembling in the thick, humid quiet.

For a while, no one said anything.

Ethan still knelt beside them, chest rising slowly. Tessa lay draped across Lena’s legs, her breathing steady now, cheek resting on warm skin. Lena stroked absentmindedly through her curls, her other hand trailing across the rug.

Eventually, Tessa murmured, “I feel like we just flipped to the last page of a book and now we have to go back and read the rest.”

Lena gave a breath of a laugh. “We skipped the whole plot.”

“You mean the part where we talk about feelings and boundaries and how we’re definitely not supposed to be doing this with our neighbor?” Tessa asked, not moving.

Ethan smiled faintly, his voice low. “You two weren’t exactly subtle.”

Lena’s fingers paused in Tessa’s hair. “How long did you know we were watching you?”

He looked at her then, something soft in his expression. “Long enough.”

Tessa shifted, propping herself up just slightly. “So… you weren’t creeped out?”

“No,” Ethan said. “Just curious how long it would take you to knock on the door.”

Lena rolled her eyes but smiled, brushing hair from her damp forehead. “This wasn’t exactly the plan.”

“Did you have one?” Ethan asked.

“No,” she admitted, her voice quieter now. “But I kept painting you.”

Ethan’s gaze lingered on her. “I know.”

That made her blush, unexpectedly. She looked away, suddenly fascinated by the pattern in the rug.

Tessa reached up and traced a slow circle on Lena’s hip. “You’re cute when you’re flustered.”

Lena caught her hand. “I’m naked in front of my best friend and our neighbor. I think I’m officially more than flustered.”

Ethan chuckled low. “I should get you both some water.”

“No,” Tessa said, stretching out again, one leg tangled with Lena’s. “You’ll just come back and we’ll start all over again.”

Lena smiled, her voice soft but sly. “Was that a warning or an invitation?”

Tessa raised a brow. “What do you think?”

Ethan glanced between them, breath just starting to steady. “Depends if you're thirsty or insatiable.”

Lena laughed under her breath. “Little bit of both.”

They looked at each other—three very different people who had just done something impossible to take back.

And before long, hands wandered again.

They didn’t stop at once. Or twice.

They kept going for hours, taking turns, trying everything they wanted, until all three of them were exhausted and finally passed out together sometime near dawn.
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Morning crept in slow and soft.

Lena stirred first, blinking against the pale light filtering through unfamiliar curtains. Her head was on Tessa’s shoulder; Tessa’s leg was draped over Ethan’s. All three of them were tangled in the sheets, bare and warm and sore in the best way.

Ethan let out a low hum, eyes still closed. “Either of you remember who pulled us into bed?”

“Gravity,” Tessa mumbled, her voice scratchy with sleep. “Or exhaustion. Hard to say.”

Lena stretched, winced, and then laughed. “I don’t think I can walk.”

“Well,” Tessa said, sitting up slowly, “we do have class.”

“Unfortunately.” Lena rubbed her face. “Adler’s is in fifteen minutes.”

Ethan finally opened his eyes, his voice still rough with sleep. “I was kind of hoping to see you two again.”

Tessa smirked, tossing back the covers. “Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Ethan said, leaning against the headboard. “But maybe not just through the window this time.”

Lena’s laugh caught in her throat. She leaned over, kissed him once, then glanced at Tessa.

“We’ll see what we can do.” They got dressed slowly, stealing glances and quiet touches, reluctant to let it end just yet.


Sharing Paradise




The heat hit me the second we stepped off the shuttle, smelling of salt air and the hibiscus that seemed to bloom everywhere. Palm trees lined the entrance to the resort, and the stucco walls gleamed in the late afternoon light, their pale color almost too bright to look at after the ride in. I was already sweating, though Daniel insisted it was a “healthy glow.” He’d said it with a grin that made me roll my eyes, but I couldn’t stop smiling either.

We were finally here. A week away, no deadlines, no dishes, no endless to-do lists pinned to the fridge. Just us.

The receptionist checked us in, sliding two plastic keys across the counter. “Ocean view, seventh floor,” she said warmly, as if every couple deserved their own little fantasy carved out of turquoise water and endless sky. Daniel picked up the keys, tugged our suitcase behind him, and I followed, practically floating through the lobby with its polished marble floors and ornate fountains.

The elevator opened onto a breezy hallway, and our room door clicked open with a satisfying little beep. The moment I stepped inside, I felt lighter, as if the stale parts of our everyday life had been left in the luggage downstairs. White curtains lifted in the breeze from the sliding glass doors, and the bed was huge, covered in soft cream linens I couldn’t wait to ruin with tangled sheets and the weight of his body pressed over mine.

I walked straight to the balcony, sliding the door open. The view hit me first. The sweep of ocean, glittering and endless, stretching far beyond where my eyes could land. Waves rolled in with steady rhythm, carrying the hum of something primal and soothing all at once. The air tasted like salt and freedom.

Daniel came up behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist. “What do you think? Is it worth the cost?” he murmured.

“More than worth it.” I leaned into him, feeling the warmth of his chest against my back. My body, wound tight from months of work and stress, began to ease just from standing there with him.

But then my gaze slid sideways, to the balcony next door. It was so close I could have tossed a pebble over and hit the railing. A frosted divider wall cut off the space halfway, but anyone leaning forward would have a clear view into our little paradise.

“Guess we won’t be sunbathing naked out here,” I said lightly, though my cheeks heated as soon as the words left my mouth.

Daniel chuckled, his breath brushing my ear. “I don’t know. Maybe the neighbors would enjoy the show.”

I elbowed him gently. “Don’t even think about it. I’d rather not become someone else’s entertainment.”

He kissed the side of my neck, slow and teasing, as if daring me to imagine it anyway. My pulse ticked up, the simple gesture a reminder of why we’d come here. To remember this heat. To remember what it was like when our bodies did the talking instead of our schedules.

“Let’s test the bed,” I said, turning in his arms. My tone was playful, though the flicker in his eyes told me he knew I wasn’t entirely joking.

We didn’t make it to the bed right away. He pulled me into him first, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that was all pent-up need and promise. His hands slid down to grip my hips, pulling me closer until I could feel exactly how much he’d missed this too. I clutched his shoulders, giving back as much as he gave, my lips parting for him, my tongue brushing his.

When we finally broke apart, breathless, I laughed softly. “If we keep this up, the housekeeping staff is going to have something to gossip about.”

“Then let’s give them something to talk about,” he murmured, kissing me again before dragging the suitcase to the foot of the bed.

I sat down on the edge of the mattress, bouncing slightly on its firmness. The sheets smelled faintly of detergent, crisp and inviting. Daniel stood over me, looking at me like I was the real view. My sundress had slipped up just enough to expose the curve of my thigh, and his gaze lingered there in a way that made my stomach tighten.

“We’re supposed to be unpacking,” I teased.

“Later,” he said simply, his voice low.

I tugged him closer and stole another kiss, one meant to stay light but that deepened quickly. My fingers threaded into his hair as his hand skimmed up my leg, stopping just short of where I burned for more. The anticipation was almost better than the touch itself, a promise waiting to unfold.

For a moment, I forgot about the balcony next door, forgot about everything except the way his mouth moved against mine and how good it felt to be wanted so completely. But somewhere in the back of my mind, a flicker of awareness remained that we weren’t entirely alone here. That someone could step onto the balcony and, with the smallest lean forward, see everything.

The thought made my skin prickle, my breath catch. I pushed it away, laughing again as Daniel pressed me back into the mattress.

“Vacation’s starting off right,” I whispered, closing my eyes and letting myself sink into the moment.
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The next afternoon, after we’d spent the morning wandering the resort grounds and dipping our toes into the pool, Daniel suggested we go back up to the room for a break. I was happy to, the sun already warming my skin in a way that made me crave shade. When we stepped onto our balcony, the ocean looked even brighter, a sheet of glittering blue rolling out to the horizon.

And then I saw her.

She was stretched out on the lounger next door, a bright coral bikini the only thing covering her sun-kissed skin. One arm was lifted over her head, the other draped lazily across her stomach, fingers skimming low enough that the gesture looked deliberate. Her legs were long, crossed at the ankle, and every slow shift of her hips seemed timed, as though she were posing for an audience.

I froze, caught between annoyance at how brazen she was and the sudden, unexpected pull of my gaze.

Daniel leaned against the railing beside me, his arm brushing mine. “View doesn’t get better than this,” he said, his voice casual.

I turned my head sharply toward the ocean, though I could feel his eyes weren’t on the water at all. They were on her.

My stomach tightened. It was ridiculous. I knew men looked. Hell, women look too. Daniel was no saint. But the way she reclined there, the way she tilted her head back and stretched, arching her back so her breasts lifted against the triangles of her bikini, it felt intentional. A performance. And Daniel was watching every second of it.

I told myself not to glance again, but of course I did. And that’s when I caught it. The faint curve of her lips, a smile tugging at the corner as if she knew exactly what effect she was having.

My cheeks heated, my heart thudding harder than it should have. I should have been furious. I should have grabbed Daniel’s hand, dragged him inside, reminded him who he belonged to. But the longer I stared, the more tangled my feelings became. The irritation was real, yes, but beneath it was something else. Something I didn’t want to name.

Daniel cleared his throat and finally shifted his gaze, pretending to check his watch. I didn’t call him out, though my pulse demanded I do something. Instead, I leaned against the railing, forcing myself to look at the horizon, but the image of her body remained sharp in my mind. The gleam of sun lotion on her thighs, the lazy flick of her ankle, the smug satisfaction written all over her face.

She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. Her hair spilled over one shoulder, catching the light. And then her eyes met mine.

It was only a glance, but it jolted through me like an electric spark. She didn’t look away. Her smirk deepened, as if to say she’d caught me looking, too.

I blinked, flustered, and focused on the waves again, but my skin prickled with awareness. I hated that she’d seen me. I hated that I hadn’t been able to stop staring.

Daniel slipped an arm around my waist, pulling me against his side. “Relax,” he murmured, brushing his lips against my hair. “We’re on vacation.”

I forced a smile, though it felt brittle. I wanted to believe him. I wanted to let it go. But all I could feel was the burn of her gaze and the echo of that secret little smile.

When she finally closed her eyes and stretched again, languid as a cat, I realized something unsettling: part of me wanted her to keep looking. Wanted her to know that she’d gotten under my skin.

The realization made my stomach twist. I pressed closer to Daniel, clinging to him, hoping he couldn’t sense the storm inside me. He thought I was just being affectionate, but my body was betraying me in ways I couldn’t admit yet.

I whispered against his shoulder, “Hope we don’t get noisy neighbors.” The joke came out thinner than I intended, my voice uneven.

Daniel chuckled softly, kissing the top of my head. “We’ll be the noisy ones.”

Maybe he was right. But when I glanced one last time at the balcony next door and saw the faintest slit of her eyes still open, watching us through lowered lashes, I knew she wasn’t going to be the kind of neighbor I could ignore.

And worse, I wasn’t sure I wanted to.
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The sun had dropped lower by the time we stepped outside again, the light spilling across the ocean in streaks of pink and gold. The air was softer now, cooler, but my skin still felt warm from the way Daniel had looked at me when I slipped into a new sundress before dinner. I wanted to hold onto that heat, wanted to believe the vacation glow belonged to us alone.

And then she appeared again.

Lila pushed open her balcony door with a lazy grace, carrying a glass of something iced. She wore a different bikini this time. Black, strappy, with thin bands that cut across her chest like deliberate accents, drawing the eye to the swell of her breasts. Her stomach was flat, her skin smooth and sun-kissed, her legs long and bare. She leaned against her railing as if it were a stage prop, arching her back slightly so the straps framed her curves even more.

“Hi there,” she said, her voice light but edged with amusement, as though she’d been waiting for us. Her gaze slid down Daniel first, then lingered on me. “I figured I should introduce myself, since we’ll be living side-by-side all week. I’m Lila.”

Daniel straightened, caught off guard. “I’m Daniel. This is my wife, Claire.”

Wife. The word should have made me feel secure. Instead it hung in the air like a challenge. Lila’s smile only deepened.

“Well, Claire,” she said, letting my name roll off her tongue in a slow drawl, “that sundress looks incredible on you. That color… it makes your skin glow.” Her eyes roamed over me openly, lingering at the neckline where the fabric dipped low. My skin prickled under the weight of her gaze, my pulse quickening even as I forced myself to hold still.

“Thank you,” I managed, though my throat was dry.

Then she turned to Daniel, tilting her head just slightly. “And you… well, I can see you’ve got good taste.”

The way she said it, her eyes sweeping over him with deliberate slowness, made my chest tighten. She wasn’t subtle about it, not even a little. Her look lingered too long on his shoulders, on the shape of his arms where his shirt clung. She wanted me to notice.

I bristled, shifting closer to Daniel as if to mark my claim, though part of me hated how reactive it felt.

Daniel cleared his throat and gave a polite smile. “We’re just getting settled in. First time here.”

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll love it,” she said, her voice curling around the words. She sipped from her glass, her lips glossy from the condensation. A bead of water slid down the side of the cup and onto her chest, catching in the hollow between her breasts. I couldn’t look away fast enough.

She set the glass down and leaned forward against her railing, her arms pushing her breasts together until the black straps framed them like an invitation. “The view’s even better at night,” she said, her tone layered, as if she meant more than the ocean.

Daniel glanced toward the horizon, pretending not to notice, but I caught the faint flush on his cheeks. That small betrayal made my stomach twist.

Lila’s gaze snapped back to me, sharp and knowing. “Don’t you think so, Claire?”

I swallowed, my mouth dry. “It’s beautiful,” I said carefully.

She smiled again, slow and feline. “Yes. It really is.”

Silence stretched between us, charged. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to drag Daniel back inside or lean over the railing and demand to know what game she was playing. My irritation prickled hot, but beneath it something darker coiled. A restless curiosity at how she could make me feel so exposed without even touching me.

Daniel finally broke it, saying something about dinner reservations, and we excused ourselves with quick goodbyes. But as I slid our balcony door shut, I glanced back once more.

Lila was still leaning on the railing, watching us leave with that same smug, teasing smile. And for a fleeting second, I hated how much I wanted her to keep looking.

The sliding door clicked shut behind us, muting the sound of waves and the faint rustle of palm fronds. I stood in the middle of the room, arms crossed, trying to shake the feeling of her eyes still clinging to us.

“You were staring at her,” I said flatly.

Daniel paused, halfway to the bed where our suitcase sat open. He looked at me, brow furrowed, like he wasn’t sure how to answer. “Claire⁠—”

“Don’t deny it.” My voice came sharper than I meant. “You couldn’t take your eyes off her. She knew it too.”

He dragged a hand down his face and let out a sigh. “Fine. I noticed her. She was… impossible not to notice.” His eyes softened, stepping closer to me. “But don’t twist it into something it’s not. I’m here with you. Only you.”

The reassurance should have soothed me, but instead it churned something hotter, stranger, low in my stomach. I hated how smug Lila had looked when she caught me watching. I hated more that I hadn’t been able to look away.

Daniel touched my arm gently, coaxing me out of the knot I’d wrapped myself into. “You look gorgeous when you’re jealous,” he whispered, brushing a kiss along my temple.

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t stop the shiver that went through me. “That’s not funny.”

“Not trying to be.” His lips trailed lower, across my cheek, toward the corner of my mouth. “I just want to remind you where my attention is.”

His kiss deepened before I could protest, his hands sliding around my waist, pulling me into the solid warmth of him. I melted despite myself, needing him to anchor me.

He laid me back against the bed, his body pressing into mine, and the shift was immediate. The air thickened, the heat between us sparking alive. His mouth moved hungrily over mine, his tongue stroking against mine until I sighed into him. His hand skimmed down my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress higher, and my breath caught.

But even as I arched beneath him, part of me drifted back to the balcony next door, to the possibility of Lila leaning against her railing, listening through the wall. The idea slipped into me like a forbidden thrill.

Daniel’s fingers brushed along the edge of my panties, tugging them aside. His touch was gentle, teasing, stroking until I gasped and curled my toes into the sheets. My nails dug into his shoulders, urging him on.

“You’re so wet already,” he murmured against my ear, voice rough.

I bit my lip, half from the sensation and half from the image in my head. Lila standing outside, eyes closed, pretending not to listen while my moans carried over the divider. My hips lifted into Daniel’s hand, shame and heat tangling inside me until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

Daniel’s fingers stroked me until I was trembling, my panties already damp and tangled around my thighs. He pushed them aside, teasing me until I gasped and clutched his shoulders.

“God, Claire…” His voice was rough, low with need. He fumbled at his waistband, pushing his shorts down with impatient hands. I heard the zipper, the soft thud of fabric hitting the floor, and then he was bare against me, hot and hard where I ached most.

I spread for him, breathless, and when he slid into me—his cock stretching me slow, deep—I clung to him, burying my face against his neck. Every inch of him filled me, grounding me, anchoring me to the moment even as my mind spun elsewhere.

His body rocked against mine in a steady rhythm, each thrust making the headboard tap faintly against the wall. The sound echoed too loudly in my imagination, as though it might carry straight through to the balcony next door.

I whispered his name, but in my head it was Lila who heard it. Lila who smirked in the dark, picturing me spread open, Daniel driving into me, every gasp and cry a show for her alone.

Daniel’s hand tightened on my hip, his thrusts growing stronger, his breath hot against my mouth. “So beautiful,” he groaned, his eyes locked on mine as he pushed me closer to the edge.

And I shattered, my body tightening around him, wave after wave crashing through me. I came hard, my cry muffled against his shoulder, but still too loud, too sharp. I almost wanted it to be. I wanted her to hear it, wanted her to know what she was stirring up between us.

When the aftershocks eased, I collapsed beneath him, trembling. Daniel kissed my hair, murmuring something soft, sweet, but my mind was far away.

Because even in my release, the image of Lila lingered. Watching, listening, savoring every sound I made.

And part of me had climaxed for that fantasy as much as for him.
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The morning sun poured over the balcony, warm and golden, carrying the faint crash of waves below. Daniel and I had eaten breakfast in the room—croissants, fruit, and strong coffee—and now I stood barefoot near the sliding door, enjoying the breeze. My body still hummed faintly from last night, every muscle loose, every nerve remembering how he’d driven into me while I imagined someone else listening.

I hadn’t slept deeply. Even when Daniel’s arm draped over me in the night, heavy with satisfaction, my mind kept circling back to the thought of her. Lila. Smirking against her railing. Hearing me cry out. Maybe even touching herself quietly in the dark as she listened.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine, one I tried to shake off as I stepped onto the balcony.

And there she was.

Lila lounged sideways in her chair, the back reclined low, her bikini a shock of white against her tanned skin. It was cut even smaller than yesterday’s, a triangle barely containing her breasts, the fabric damp enough to cling to the tight peaks of her nipples. Her stomach was flat, glistening with oil, and her legs were spread slightly apart, one bent at the knee, her inner thigh shamelessly exposed to the morning sun. And to us.

She was angled perfectly toward our side, as though she had arranged herself like a display. When she stretched, arching her back and rolling her hips, it was so purposeful I felt my own breath catch.

Daniel came out behind me, sliding an arm around my waist. The movement was casual, but I felt the way his body stiffened against mine when his eyes landed on her.

Lila didn’t even pretend not to notice. She lifted her sunglasses slowly, revealing eyes as sharp and knowing as the curve of her mouth.

“Morning,” she called, her tone lazy, teasing. “Enjoying the view?”

Her gaze flicked to Daniel, her lips parting in a smile that was more invitation than greeting.

I felt Daniel’s arm tense. He chuckled softly, as though trying to keep things polite. “The view’s pretty incredible,” he said, his voice careful.

My chest tightened. I wanted to elbow him, to remind him not to feed her little game. But before I could, Lila tipped her head, smirk widening.

“Of course it is.” She shifted, adjusting the strap of her bikini top so that the fabric barely held against her breast. Then her gaze slid to me, bold and unapologetic. “Though honestly, Claire, I think you’ve got the better angle.”

The words landed like a jolt of electricity. I froze, caught between outrage and a rush of heat low in my belly. She knew I’d been looking. She wanted me to admit it.

Daniel cleared his throat, but I couldn’t speak. My eyes betrayed me, sliding down her body again, across the sharp curve of her hip, the sheen of lotion that made her skin gleam. My mind flashed to last night. The possibility of her ear pressed to the wall, hand between her thighs. The pulse between my legs quickened.

I forced myself to lift my chin. “We should let you get back to your sunbathing,” I said, my voice thin.

Her laugh was low, throaty, as though I’d just confirmed exactly what she suspected. “Don’t mind me. I like an audience.”

She lowered her sunglasses again, stretching her arms over her head, her breasts lifting with the motion. My stomach fluttered, jealousy twisting with something darker, something wetter, something I didn’t dare show on my face.

Daniel steered me gently back inside, his lips brushing my temple as if to soothe me. But once the sliding door clicked shut, I leaned against it, pulse racing, thighs pressing together in a secret attempt to calm the ache.

Because the truth was undeniable now: her brazenness cornered me, yes. But it also thrilled me. And that terrified me more than anything.
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The evening air was cooler when Daniel and I stepped out after dinner, the sky bruised with shades of violet and orange. The sound of the waves was steady, a constant rhythm that should have been soothing. But my body felt taut, strung too tight from everything that had happened since yesterday.

I didn’t even know why I kept coming out to the patio. I told myself I wanted a better view, but it wasn’t the ocean that brought me out here time and time again. It was Lila.

I leaned on the railing, staring at the horizon, trying to breathe. Daniel brushed his knuckles against mine, a silent comfort, but before I could lean into him, the door on the balcony next to ours slid open.

And there she was.

Lila stepped out, barefoot, a thin silk robe tied loosely around her waist. The fabric was pale and sheer, clinging to her in the breeze. She sipped from a tall glass of water, her eyes catching ours immediately.

“Well, well,” she said, her voice lilting with amusement. “I was wondering if I’d see you two again.”

Her smile was wicked as she leaned forward against her railing, the robe parting just enough to reveal the side of one breast. My throat tightened as Daniel shifted beside me, and I wanted to grab his hand, force him to look away, but I couldn’t stop staring either.

She adjusted the tie of her robe slowly, and then, whether by accident or intent, the fabric slipped completely off one shoulder. The silk gaped open, exposing the smooth curve of her chest, the dusky pink of her nipple tightening in the night air. She didn’t rush to fix it. She didn’t cover herself. She just let it happen, eyes locked on us, daring either of us to look away.

My stomach clenched, heat coiling low between my thighs. Fury rose in me at how boldly she flaunted herself, but it was tangled with something I didn’t want to admit. Something wet, dark, and hungry.

Daniel cleared his throat, clearly flustered. “Evening,” he managed, his voice too polite, too stiff.

Lila’s gaze flicked over him, slow and appreciative. “Evening,” she echoed, her lips curling. “Tell me… are you two as adventurous as you look?”

The question hung in the air, heavy, dripping with suggestion. My pulse hammered.

Daniel opened his mouth, but no words came out. I could feel his body heat beside me, his tension, his confusion. I wanted to scold him for even hesitating, but my own voice was caught in my throat.

Lila’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She tilted her head, and for the first time, her gaze fixed squarely on me. “Honestly,” she said softly, “it’s you I’m curious about, Claire.”

The sound of my name from her lips made my skin prickle. My breath stuttered as her eyes roamed openly over me, lingering on the neckline of my dress, the slope of my shoulders, the line of my thighs. I felt stripped bare under her gaze, as though she could see straight through the fabric to what was hidden beneath.

Jealousy tore through me, sharp and hot. How dare she? How dare she stand there, bare and smug, acting like she could take what was mine? But beneath the fury, a pulse of arousal throbbed, undeniable and humiliating. The idea that she wanted me—the way her voice wrapped around the word curious—sent an ache spiraling low in my belly.

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay steady. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. We should go.”

My cheeks flamed, and I tugged Daniel back inside before I betrayed myself further. Once the door slid shut, I leaned against it, trembling.

Daniel turned toward me, eyes wide, still stunned from the exchange. “Claire… she was practically naked.”

“I know,” I snapped, hugging my arms around myself. My skin still burned where her gaze had lingered, as if she’d touched me without laying a finger on me.

His mouth curved in something between a smile and disbelief. “And she was… she was looking at you. Not me.”

I glared at him, but the heat in his voice betrayed him—he’d noticed too, and it turned him on. My stomach twisted tighter. “You liked that, didn’t you? Watching her… watching me.”

Daniel stepped closer, lowering his voice. “I liked seeing how she looked at you. Like she couldn’t help herself.” His hand brushed my arm, tentative but warm. “You don’t see yourself the way I do. Or the way she does.”

The compliment should have softened me, but instead it only fanned the fire. My body hummed, jealousy and desire knotted into something dangerous. I turned my face away, unwilling to let him see just how much her attention had shaken me.
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It was close to midnight when I dragged Daniel back outside. “I’m surprised you keep wanting to come back out here,” he whispered against my ear, sending a shiver through me.

He wasn’t surprised. He knew me too well. That I was playing a game, even if I didn’t know the rules yet.

The night air was warm, the ocean dark and restless below. The sound of the waves filled the silence between us, heavy and expectant, as though the sea itself knew what was building.

We sat side by side on the chairs, the wood cool beneath my thighs through the thin fabric of my dress. Daniel leaned back, gazing at the horizon, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the balcony next door. Lila’s sliding door was dark, her curtains pulled. For once, she wasn’t out there.

I should have been relieved. Instead, disappointment gnawed at me.

My chest tightened with the memory of her robe slipping open, of her nipple catching the last of the light, of her voice wrapping around my name like she already owned it. I burned all over again, furious at how deeply she’d gotten under my skin. And yet… the thought of her seeing me, of her knowing just how far she’d rattled me, made my thighs press together under my dress.

I turned to Daniel, my heart hammering. “Kiss me.”

He looked at me, startled. “Here? Claire, someone could⁠—”

“That’s the point,” I cut him off, grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer. My mouth pressed hard to his, desperate, greedy. The kiss deepened instantly, his tongue sliding against mine, his hand cupping the back of my head like he couldn’t deny me.

When I broke away, I whispered against his lips, “I want her to know she doesn’t own me. That you’re mine and I’m yours.”

His pupils darkened, his breath ragged. “Claire…”

I silenced him with another kiss, climbing into his lap, straddling him right there in the chair. The risk made my pulse pound harder. Every brush of his hands on my body felt magnified, dangerous. My dress bunched around my thighs, and when his palm slid up the bare skin, I gasped.

“She could come out any second,” he whispered, voice strained.

“Then let her watch.”

The words left me before I could stop them. My stomach flipped at the admission, but the hunger was stronger than the shame.

Daniel groaned, his mouth capturing mine again, his fingers slipping higher until they hooked beneath the edge of my panties. The thin cotton was already damp. When his fingers pressed against me, stroking gently, I bit down on his shoulder to keep from crying out.

The scrape of a sliding door cut through the night.

I froze.

Daniel stilled beneath me, his chest heaving. Slowly, almost against my will, I turned my head.

Lila stood on her balcony, leaning casually against the railing. She wore nothing but a camisole and panties, the fabric thin enough to hint at everything beneath. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, her eyes catching the faint light. And she was smiling. Not smug this time. Hungry.

Heat shot through me, a mix of humiliation and something far darker. She was watching. She was really watching.

Daniel’s lips brushed my ear, his voice low and rough. “Why don’t we give her a show?”

His hand slid the rest of the way under my panties, fingers finding the slick heat waiting for him. My thighs trembled as he stroked me, his gaze locked on mine even as Lila’s presence burned at the edge of my vision.

“Daniel,” I gasped, half in warning, half in need.

“Let her see,” he murmured. “Let her see how badly you come for me.”

The words broke me open. I stood shakily, pushing him back into his chair. With trembling fingers, I tugged my panties down and stepped free of them, the night air cool against my bare skin. I turned, leaning forward against the balcony railing, the ocean a black expanse before me, my body spread open behind.

Daniel dropped to his knees. The scrape of the chair echoed faintly, then his hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wider and bunching my dress up around my waist. I was completely exposed from the waist down when his tongue slid over me, hot and relentless. I cried out, the sound carrying into the night.

I dared a glance sideways.

Lila was still there, elbows on her railing now, her chin resting on her hands. Her eyes burned into me, unblinking, as though she were savoring every flick of Daniel’s tongue, every twitch of my hips. Her lips parted slightly, and I wondered if she was touching herself just out of sight.

The thought made me wetter, made me grind helplessly against Daniel’s mouth. His tongue circled my clit, fast and merciless, his fingers sliding inside me, curling just right. My knees buckled, my hands white-knuckled on the railing.

“God, Daniel, yes!” My voice broke on the words, shame and ecstasy flooding together until I didn’t care who heard.

I locked eyes with Lila. The ocean wind whipped my hair, Daniel’s tongue devoured me, and she watched, silent and intent, as if this was her private show.

The orgasm tore through me hard, my body clenching around Daniel’s fingers, my cry raw and unrestrained. For a breathless moment, all I saw was her face, her hungry smile as she watched me fall apart.

I collapsed against the railing, trembling, Daniel’s mouth still soft against me as he coaxed me through the last waves. When he pulled me back into his lap, kissing me deeply, I was shaking, spent, and yet still burning from the way her eyes had devoured me.

When I finally looked back, Lila was gone. The sliding door was closed, her balcony dark again. But the imprint of her gaze lingered on my skin like a brand.

[image: ]


Inside the room, the silence pressed down heavier than the night air outside. I stood near the closed balcony door, chest still heaving, thighs trembling from what Daniel had just done to me out there. My skin smelled faintly of salt and sex, but beneath the glow of release, unease gnawed at me.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I whispered, my body still trembling as I leaned against the door.

Daniel glanced at me, half-grinning, half in awe. “You started it.”

“I know.” My cheeks burned, my chest still heaving. “But she was there, Daniel. She saw… all of it.”

He stepped closer, eyes dark. “I saw her too.”

My stomach knotted. “And you liked it.” It wasn’t an accusation, not exactly. It came out more breathless, like I was confessing it for him.

His hand cupped my jaw, warm and steady. “I liked you. The way you looked when you let go. The way you sounded. God, Claire, I’ve never seen you come that hard.” His thumb brushed my cheek. “But yeah… knowing she was out there, knowing she could see what you do to me, it made it even hotter.”

A shiver ran through me. Shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them. “It made it hotter for me too,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I hated the way she stood there, staring like she owned us. Like she owned me. But it…” I swallowed hard. “It made me lose control.”

Daniel kissed me softly, his breath warm against my lips. “That’s because you’re irresistible. To me. To her. To anyone who lays eyes on you.”

I swallowed hard, shame and arousal knotting together in my chest. “I came harder than I have in months. Not just because of your tongue, or your fingers. But because I knew she was there. Because she was watching me fall apart.”

The confession burned my throat, but once it was out, I couldn’t stop. “I hated her smirk. I hated that she had the nerve to look at me like that. And yet… I wanted her to see. I wanted her to know exactly what you do to me. I wanted to rub it in her face.” My voice cracked, softer now. “And it turned me on so much it scared me.”

Daniel’s eyes darkened, his chest rising and falling faster. “Claire…”

He kissed me then, deep and lingering, as though the honesty had unlocked something in both of us. I clung to him, my mouth hungry for reassurance, but also for the fire I couldn’t put out. His tongue slid against mine, his hand cupping the back of my neck. I melted into him, trembling all over again, but when he pulled away, he just whispered, “You’re so fucking beautiful when you let go like that.”

We crawled into bed after, my body still humming from the echo of orgasm. Daniel curled around me, his breath evening out quickly, the day and the intensity finally wearing him down. Within minutes, he was asleep, his hand resting warm on my hip.

But I couldn’t sleep.

I stared at the ceiling, my body restless, my skin too tight for my bones. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Lila leaning against her railing, eyes sharp, lips parted like she could taste my cries in the air. My hand itched to slide down between my thighs again, to chase the release that had come so hard and fast outside, but I curled my fingers into the sheets instead.

The jealousy that had once burned like acid reshaped itself in the dark. It softened into something dangerous, something magnetic. I wanted to hate her, and part of me still did. But stronger than the hate was the pull.

I imagined her walking into our room, slipping out of that robe for real, stepping closer until her skin brushed mine. I pictured her mouth where Daniel’s had been, her tongue stroking me until I broke again, only this time with her eyes locked on mine.

The fantasy left me aching, my thighs pressing together under the covers, my pulse loud in my ears.

I turned my head toward Daniel, his face relaxed in sleep. He looked peaceful, content, oblivious to the storm raging inside me. I reached for his hand and held it tightly, grounding myself.

But in the dark, I couldn’t deny the truth.

I wanted her.
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The next day was the start of everything. The sun had set, and the night air was heavier than usual. Daniel and I sat on our balcony after dinner, the sliding door cracked behind us, to let in the smell of the ocean. I leaned into him, my legs curled beneath me, trying to pretend we were just another couple enjoying the view.

But my eyes kept darting to the divider wall. Waiting.

I didn’t have to wait long.

The soft scrape of a door sliding open broke the rhythm of the waves. My stomach clenched even before I looked. Lila stepped out onto her balcony, her body bathed in the glow of the wall sconce behind her. She wore a satin camisole that clung to her breasts, the thin straps sliding down her shoulders as if they couldn’t hold on. Her panties matched, the lace cut low across her hips, the kind of lingerie you didn’t wear for comfort.

“Evening, neighbors,” she called, her tone smooth, lazy.

Daniel stiffened beside me, his arm tightening around my waist. I swallowed hard, forcing a smile I didn’t feel. “Evening.”

Her lips curved. “Last night was hot.” She let the word linger, her gaze sliding slowly over me, then Daniel. “But wouldn’t it be better if I joined?”

The breath caught in my throat. She’d flirted, teased, hinted before, but this was blatant.

Daniel gave an awkward laugh, scratching the back of his neck. “You don’t hold anything back, do you?”

She tilted her head, eyes locked on him now. “Why would I? Look at you. Big, broad, handsome. I bet you’d fuck me until the headboard broke.” Her tongue slid across her bottom lip as if savoring the image.

Heat flared in my chest, sharp and ugly. I wanted to tell her to shut up, to remind her he was my husband. But my body betrayed me, pulsing low, wetness gathering where I didn’t want it.

Lila leaned further over her railing, her cleavage spilling forward. Her voice dropped, husky. “I bet you’d love to watch me take your husband, Claire.”

The words hit me like a slap and a kiss all at once. My stomach dropped even as my nipples hardened under my dress. Jealousy burned through me, but tangled in it was a raw ache that made me grip the arm of my chair.

Daniel’s eyes flicked to me, uncertain. “Claire⁠—”

But I couldn’t look at him. I was staring at her, at the way she licked her lips slowly, her gaze daring me to admit what I was feeling.

My mouth was dry. “You think you can just say things like that?” My voice shook, though not with anger.

She smiled wider, teeth flashing white. “I think you liked it. The idea. Your thighs squeezed together just now.” Her eyes dipped boldly to my lap, as though she could see right through the fabric. “I notice everything.”

I shifted in my chair, mortified that she was right. My legs had pressed tight, my body reacting faster than my brain.

Daniel cleared his throat, trying to break the tension. “You’re bold, Lila.”

“Bold gets me what I want,” she replied easily, her eyes never leaving mine. “And right now, what I want is you. Both of you.”

The confession stole the air from my lungs. She wasn’t pretending anymore. Her smirk softened into hunger, the kind that made me feel like prey and prize all at once.

My body throbbed with conflicting signals: run, fight, give in. I hated her nerve, hated that she was brazen enough to speak like that to my face. But the words replayed in my head—I bet you’d love to watch me take your husband—and instead of disgust, my core clenched tight around the echo of Daniel’s tongue from the night before.

I forced myself to stand, my knees weak. “We’re going in,” I said quickly, before I gave myself away.

Lila’s voice followed, low and velvet. “Think about it, Claire. I know you want it. You just have to admit it to yourself.”

Her laugh was soft, knowing, as I tugged Daniel inside and slid the door shut behind us. My chest heaved, my skin hot, my panties damp with humiliating want.

I already knew she was right.
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I spent the whole of the following day thinking about what Lila had said. Daniel and I didn’t talk about it, but I could see the questions swimming in his eyes. When I invited him to sit on the patio again that night, he had to have known I was planning to give in.

The night was warm again, the ocean restless below, but I couldn’t settle. I sat stiffly in the balcony chair, Daniel beside me, both of us pretending to enjoy the view. My mind was still tangled with what Lila had said the night before. Her brazen talk of taking my husband while I watched. The words still pulsed hot in my veins, equal parts fury and arousal.

The scrape of the sliding door next to us made my heart jump.

Lila stepped out, silhouetted in the glow from her room. She leaned casually on her railing, her robe hanging loose, a teasing smile already on her lips.

“Well?” she called softly, her voice a velvet thread. “Are you going to keep making me watch from here, or are you ready to come over?”

Daniel stiffened. His hand brushed my thigh under the table, a silent question.

I swallowed hard. “What are you talking about?” My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

Her smirk deepened. “You know exactly what I’m talking about. You felt it the other night, Claire. I saw how hard you came when you realized I was watching. Don’t bother denying it.” Her eyes gleamed in the low light. “Why don’t you two come over and let me show you what I can do up close?”

Daniel let out a low breath, glancing at me. “It’s your call,” he said quietly, his voice steady. “Not mine.”

The words hung between us like a dare.

Every instinct screamed that I should pull back, drag Daniel inside, and lock the door. But my body betrayed me, thrumming with heat, my thighs pressing together at the very thought of crossing that small divide.

Lila leaned further, her breast nearly spilling from her robe, her voice husky. “You don’t have to play coy. Just say yes. I’ll open the divider and you can step over.”

My pulse thundered. The jealousy I’d carried for days twisted itself into something darker, sharper, unbearably hot. I hated how smug she was, how sure of herself. And yet I wanted to wipe that smirk away by proving she wasn’t wrong.

I stood shakily, my knees weak. “Fine,” I whispered.

Daniel rose beside me. His hand brushed mine, grounding me, but he didn’t try to sway me. He was letting me choose.

Lila’s eyes glittered as she unlocked the divider between us and stepped back toward her sliding door. She pulled it open, the room behind her spilling warm lamplight onto the balcony. She extended a hand, beckoning.

Daniel helped me across the short divider. My heart raced as I stepped onto her balcony, the air thick with tension.

She didn’t even glance at him. She brushed past him deliberately, the silk of her robe whispering against his arm, but her gaze stayed fixed on me.

“Even prettier up close,” she murmured, her fingers grazing mine as she pulled me toward the open door.

Her touch was electric, light but possessive, and when I looked into her eyes, I knew there was no more pretending.

I had said yes.

The air inside Lila’s room smelled faintly of vanilla and saltwater, the curtains swaying in the ocean breeze. I stood just past the threshold, my pulse racing, my hand still in hers. Daniel lingered behind me, silent, the sound of his uneven breathing the only sign of how rattled he was.

Lila turned, her fingers brushing along my knuckles before sliding free. She moved closer, slow and deliberate, her silk robe gaping enough that I caught a glimpse of dark lace underneath. Her eyes never left mine.

“You’re nervous,” she murmured, her voice low, intimate.

“I should be,” I whispered, though my body betrayed me, leaning toward her without meaning to.

Her lips curved. “Don’t be. I’ll take care of you.”

Her hand lifted, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. The touch was gentle, almost reverent, but the way she lingered made my breath hitch. Her thumb grazed my lower lip, and before I could think, she leaned in and kissed me.

It was hungry.

Her mouth claimed mine, her tongue stroking past my lips, pulling a soft gasp from me. The kiss deepened instantly, hot and wet, her hand cupping the back of my neck to hold me there. My body trembled, heat surging through me, and I clutched her shoulders, kissing her back like I’d been waiting for this without ever knowing it.

I felt Daniel’s presence behind me, the weight of his stare. A part of me burned with guilt, but stronger than that was the rush of knowing he was watching, seeing me unravel under someone else’s mouth.

Lila broke the kiss just enough to murmur against my lips, “You taste sweet.” Then she kissed me again, slower this time, coaxing me to melt into her.

Her hands slid down my sides, finding the hem of my dress. She tugged gently, her eyes searching mine for permission. My breath caught, but I didn’t stop her. I lifted my arms, and she pulled the dress over my head, leaving me in my bra and panties.

Daniel made a strangled sound behind me, half groan, half disbelief. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him sink into the chair by the window, his hand moving to the front of his shorts. My stomach twisted, jealousy and arousal colliding, but I couldn’t look away from Lila.

She dropped my dress on the floor and traced her fingers along the edge of my bra, her touch feather-light over my breasts. “Beautiful,” she whispered, before leaning down to kiss the exposed skin above the lace. Her lips trailed lower, warm and soft, her tongue flicking teasingly until my nipples hardened beneath the fabric.

She slipped her fingers under the band, tugging until the bra came free. My breasts spilled into her hands, and she groaned softly, her mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard enough to make me cry out.

“God, Lila—” My voice shook, my knees weak.

She switched to the other, licking and sucking, her teeth scraping just enough to send sparks through me. My hands tangled in her hair, pulling her closer even as shame heated my face. Daniel was watching. He was watching me come undone for another woman, and instead of stopping, his breathing was ragged, his hand stroking himself slow and steady.

Lila dropped to her knees, her eyes burning into mine as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my panties. She slid them down, her fingers brushing along my thighs as she stripped me bare. The cool air hit my damp skin, making me shiver.

I stood naked in front of her, every inch of me exposed. My pulse thundered in my ears.

She kissed my hip first, then lower, her lips grazing the crease of my thigh. My breath caught, my fingers tightening in her hair. She smiled against my skin, then pressed her mouth to me, her tongue sliding through my slick folds.

The sound I made was raw, unrestrained.

Her tongue circled my clit, slow and teasing, before sucking it between her lips. I gasped, my body jerking, my legs trembling so hard I had to grip the back of the chair for balance. Daniel groaned across the room, his fist moving faster now over his cock.

“Please,” I whispered, desperate, my hips rocking against her mouth.

She moaned softly against me, the vibration sending shudders through my core. Her tongue worked me mercilessly, licking, stroking, sucking until I was gasping, my body burning with the need to come. Her fingers slid inside me, curling just right, hitting that spot that made me cry out.

“Fuck, yes—don’t stop,” I begged, shameless now.

The coil inside me snapped, release tearing through me in waves so strong I nearly collapsed. My thighs clamped around her head as I shook, my cries filling the room, spilling past the open balcony door into the night air.

I was still shaking when Lila pulled away from me, her mouth glistening with my release. My legs barely held me up, my chest rising and falling too fast. Daniel sat frozen in the chair, his cock in his fist, his eyes locked on me like he couldn’t believe what he’d just seen.

Lila turned her head, finally acknowledging him. “Poor thing,” she murmured, her voice a velvet taunt. “You’ve just been sitting there watching.”

Daniel blinked, his hand faltering. “I…” His voice cracked, rough.

Her smile was wicked. “Don’t worry. I haven’t forgotten you.”

She stood, her slip falling from one shoulder, and extended a hand toward him. “Come here.”

I swallowed hard, my stomach twisting. This was the part I’d dreaded, the part she’d promised from the beginning—the moment she reached for him. I should have said no. I should have dragged him out of the room. But my body betrayed me again, pulsing low, wet and needy, because I wanted to see what would happen.

Daniel hesitated, his gaze flicking to me. “Claire?”

My throat was dry. I nodded slowly, my voice a whisper. “Go.”

Lila’s smile widened as she tugged him to his feet. He towered over her, broad and strong, but she commanded the room. She slid her hands up his chest, her nails grazing through the thin cotton of his shirt. Then she tugged it over his head, baring the muscles I’d traced with my own hands countless times.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his collarbone.

My heart clenched, jealousy surging sharp and hot, but I didn’t move. I lowered myself into the chair he’d abandoned, my thighs pressing together as I watched.

She lowered his shorts and boxers until they pooled around his ankles. His cock was fully exposed now, flushed and hard, and her eyes lit with hunger. “God,” she said softly, licking her lips. “I knew you’d be big.”

Daniel groaned when her fingers wrapped around him, stroking him once, twice, slow and teasing. His head tipped back, his jaw tight. I clenched my fists in my lap, torn between fury and arousal so strong it made me dizzy.

She looked over her shoulder at me, her hand still working him. “You don’t mind, do you, Claire? Watching him in someone else’s hands?”

I wanted to scream that I did mind. Instead, my voice came out hoarse, betraying me. “Keep going.”

Her smirk deepened. She sank to her knees in front of him, her robe falling open at last. My breath caught.

Her body was perfect. Pale skin stretched tight over firm breasts tipped with dusky pink nipples, her waist slim, her hips curving into long thighs. Between her legs, the lace of her panties clung damp to her, proof that she was as wound up as we were.

Daniel’s cock twitched in her hand, and then she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the head. He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. She took him into her mouth inch by inch, her lips gliding down the thick length of him until her nose brushed his stomach.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his eyes squeezing shut.

I bit my lip so hard it almost hurt, my hand sliding between my thighs without permission. My fingers found the wet heat waiting there, stroking slowly as I watched her swallow my husband whole. Her mouth worked him with wet, obscene sounds, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him harder.

Daniel’s hips jerked. “Claire,” he gasped, his eyes snapping to mine. He looked stunned, desperate.

I met his gaze, my fingers moving faster, my body trembling. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

Lila hummed around him, the vibration making him groan. She pulled back, saliva glistening on his cock, then licked up the shaft with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue. “Mmm. He tastes good,” she purred, her eyes locking on mine as if daring me to admit I wanted to know that taste too.

She stood, stripping the slip from her body completely now. Her panties followed, sliding down her legs until she was bare in front of both of us. She was flawless, every inch of her designed to tempt.

“Time for the real show,” Lila purred, her voice dripping with wicked delight as she tugged Daniel toward the bed. Her robe slid the rest of the way off, pooling at her feet. She stretched out across the sheets like she was made to be worshiped, her legs parting slowly, deliberately, until her thighs framed the soft, glistening pink of her pussy. The lamplight caught on the wetness there, shimmering proof of how badly she wanted him.

She looked straight at me as she spread herself wider. “Show your wife how good it feels when you’re inside me.”

Daniel knelt between her legs, his broad shoulders framed by her thighs, but he hesitated. His eyes flicked to me, searching, asking.

My chest tightened, my fingers still moving between my thighs, the slick sounds of my own arousal filling my ears. I gave the faintest nod. My heart hammered in my chest, but my voice came out steady. “Do it.”

That was all he needed.

He lowered his mouth to her, his lips pressing against her folds before his tongue slid slowly through her slick heat. Lila gasped, her head falling back against the pillows, one hand gripping his hair with sharp insistence.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, her voice thick and unrestrained. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My vision blurred as I touched myself harder, every nerve ending sparking. Seeing my husband between another woman’s legs should have been unbearable. Instead, it poured gasoline on the fire inside me.

Daniel licked her with the same practiced skill he always used on me, the same moves that drove me wild—slow circles around her clit, teasing flicks of his tongue, two fingers sliding inside her with that perfect curl that made her hips buck off the bed. She writhed shamelessly, moaning his name, her cries rising in pitch, her body rolling against his face like she couldn’t get enough of him.

I squeezed my nipple, my hips lifting against my hand. My jealousy twisted into pure arousal, raw and searing, fueling me, making me wetter, needier.

Lila’s head rolled from side to side, her breasts bouncing with every thrust of his fingers, her back arching beautifully. She looked like sin itself sprawled across that bed, her hair fanned out on the pillow, her lips swollen and parted, her skin flushed.

“Enough,” she gasped finally, her voice desperate. She yanked at his hair until he looked up, his mouth and chin glistening with her arousal. “Fuck me. I need to feel you stretch me.”

Daniel rose, his cock thick and glistening from her spit, the veins standing out as he stroked himself once, twice, positioning at her entrance.

My hand froze for a split second as the reality of what was about to happen slammed into me. And then he pushed forward, slow and deep, burying himself inside her inch by inch until his hips pressed flush against hers.

Lila’s scream filled the room, sharp and needy. “God, yes. He’s so big. Just like I imagined.”

My body clenched hard around my fingers, the sight shattering me open in ways I hadn’t known were possible.

Daniel groaned, his eyes squeezing shut, his muscles taut. He grabbed her breasts possessively, kneading the soft flesh, his mouth latching onto one nipple, then the other, his tongue lapping hungrily as he began to thrust.

The sound of their bodies meeting was obscene—wet, primal slaps that seemed to echo in my chest. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t stop my hand from moving furiously over my clit. My release built fast, sharp, undeniable.

Every thrust was a punch of jealousy to my chest, but beneath it burned something hotter, darker, consuming.

Lila’s legs wrapped tight around his waist, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into the backs of his thighs. Her breasts bounced with every hard stroke, her moans shameless, filling the room. “Harder,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Fuck me harder, Daniel.”

He gave it to her, his hips slamming forward with raw hunger, the muscles in his back flexing, sweat slicking his skin. His groans mixed with her cries, a rhythm that pushed me to the brink.

My hips jerked in the chair, my clit swollen and aching beneath my fingers. I pinched my nipple again with my free hand, gasping, every nerve on fire as I watched my husband fuck another woman like he was made for it.

My orgasm ripped through me first, violent and unstoppable. I bit down on my knuckles to muffle the scream, but the sound still tore from my throat, raw and shaking. My thighs trembled, wetness spilling onto the chair, but my eyes stayed locked on them, seared by the sight of their bodies colliding.

Daniel was close. I knew every sign. His jaw clenched, his thrusts shorter, harder, his breath breaking in ragged gasps.

“Cum inside me,” Lila begged, her nails clawing down his back. “Fill me. I want it all.”

His body stiffened, his groan guttural, almost feral, as he thrust once, twice, then buried himself deep and spilled into her.

The sight undid me all over again. I watched my husband cum in another woman, his cock pulsing inside her, his face twisted with ecstasy as she moaned his name. The image seared itself into me, equal parts agony and pure ecstasy.

He collapsed against her, panting, their bodies slick with sweat and sex. My own body still trembled from the aftershocks of orgasm, my fingers wet, my breath shallow and uneven.

The jealousy that had once burned sharp and bitter inside me was still there, but it had transformed. It had reshaped itself into something darker, hotter, more intoxicating than I ever imagined.

I hadn’t lost him. If anything, I had found something new. Something dangerous, something exhilarating.

And the truth was undeniable. Watching him with her had broken something open inside me.

And I already knew it wouldn’t be enough to stop here.
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The room smelled like sex, salt, and sweat. The curtains drifted lazily in the ocean breeze, letting in the muffled sound of waves below. I sat slumped in the chair, my legs still trembling, my fingers sticky and wet. My chest rose and fell too fast, but I couldn’t look away from the bed.

Daniel lay sprawled across the sheets, still catching his breath, his skin flushed and slick. Lila stretched beside him, her hair wild around her shoulders, her body glowing in the lamplight. She looked every bit the goddess she believed herself to be.

She turned her head, catching me watching. That smirk spread across her lips again, but this time it wasn’t smug. It was knowing.

“You liked that,” she murmured, her voice husky and low.

Heat shot up my neck, shame and defiance tangling. “Maybe.”

Her smile deepened. She propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts shifting enticingly, and tilted her head. “You came harder than either of us. Don’t bother denying it. I saw the way your thighs shook. I heard you bite back that scream.”

Daniel stirred beside her, finding my gaze even as he tried to steady his breathing. “Claire…” His voice was raw, heavy, but I couldn’t tell if it was warning or awe.

I pressed my lips together, trembling, every nerve still buzzing. I wanted to argue, to push back, but the truth throbbed hot in my chest. I had come harder than I had in months. Harder than I’d ever imagined possible. And it hadn’t been just Daniel’s tongue or Lila’s smirk. It had been both of them, tangled together, and the way their bodies had collided in front of me while I touched myself shamelessly.

Lila slid closer to him, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest, but her eyes never left me. “You’re beautiful when you give in. Do you know that? That’s why I couldn’t look away last night. That’s why I wanted to see it up close. And now…” She let the words trail, her smile wicked. “Now I know just how much you love to watch, too.”

Daniel sat up slightly, his gaze flicking between us. His hand reached for mine, grounding me, but his voice was unsteady. “Claire… we don’t have to continue this. If you think it’s a mistake⁠—”

“I want to,” I whispered before I could stop myself. The words slipped free like a confession, hot and heavy in the quiet room.

Lila’s grin turned triumphant. She lay back against the pillows, spreading herself lazily, unconcerned with modesty. Her thighs parted again, glistening with Daniel’s cum, the mess shining wetly in the low light. She tilted her chin toward me, her voice a silken dare.

“Don’t just sit there, sweetheart. Come clean me up.”

For a heartbeat, I thought I’d misheard her. My mouth went dry, my pulse hammering in my ears. She shifted slightly, her hips rolling, and the movement pushed more of his seed to her folds, slick and obscene.

“Claire.” Daniel’s voice was hoarse, uncertain, but he didn’t move to stop her. His eyes were on me, wide, waiting.

Heat rushed through me, equal parts humiliation and arousal. My body trembled, my thighs pressing together instinctively. I should have said no, should have turned away. Instead, my knees bent before I realized I was moving, carrying me toward the bed.

Lila’s eyes glittered as I crawled up between her thighs. She reached out, brushing her fingers through my hair, guiding me closer. “That’s it,” she whispered, her tone coaxing, wicked. “Be a good girl for me.”

The smell of sex hit me first, thick and heady. Then the taste. Salty, musky, Lila’s sweetness laced with the raw tang of Daniel. My tongue darted out, tentative, and she moaned softly, her hips jerking against my mouth.

“Yes,” she breathed, threading her fingers deeper into my hair. “Clean me. Take every drop.”

I licked her slowly, my tongue tracing through the mess, gathering it onto my lips, into my mouth. The act should have revolted me, but instead my clit throbbed, my body sparking with every needy sound she made. Daniel groaned behind me, his voice thick with disbelief and lust.

Lila tugged me tighter against her, her thighs closing around my head. “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice breaking into a moan. “So sweet. I knew you’d love being on your knees for me.”

I gave in completely. My tongue lapped her greedily, pushing deeper, swirling over her clit, sucking her until she bucked wildly against my mouth. My shame dissolved with every sound she made, replaced with hunger so sharp I thought it might tear me open.

She was wetter now, her taste overwhelming, my chin slick. Her cries grew higher, faster, her body thrashing under my mouth. “Claire, yes—don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”

I sucked harder, my tongue circling her clit, my fingers digging into her thighs. She came with a scream, her whole body clenching around me, her nails raking across my scalp. I kept licking, swallowing every pulse of her orgasm, until she collapsed back on the bed, trembling.

When I finally lifted my head, my lips and chin were shining with her release, my own breath ragged.

Daniel’s hand was a blur on his cock, his eyes wide and blazing. He looked at me like I was a stranger and his wife all at once. Someone darker, hungrier, more powerful than he’d ever imagined.

Lila lay panting, her chest rising and falling, her hair stuck damp to her temples. Her satisfied smirk returned as she looked at me. “See? You were made for this.”

I sank back onto my heels, my body still shaking, my own arousal so sharp it hurt. I knew with terrifying certainty that this was only the beginning.

[image: ]


The flight home felt different. Not because of the turbulence or the stale cabin air, but because of the way Daniel’s hand rested on my thigh the whole time. Warm, steady, possessive. Normally I would have pulled away after an hour, too restless to sit still. This time I let him keep it there, my body humming with the memory of the night that had changed everything.

I closed my eyes, pretending to doze, but all I saw was Lila. Her body sprawled on those hotel sheets, thighs slick and glistening. The way she had kissed me until I forgot to breathe. The sound of her moaning my husband’s name. The taste of her on my tongue, mixed with him, when she told me to clean her up.

Lila had given us her number, expecting we’d want to see her again. I should have felt shame. Instead, my clit pulsed, my panties dampening beneath my jeans.

Daniel shifted, sensing it, his thumb stroking the inside of my thigh. He leaned close, his voice a whisper meant only for me. “Thinking about her?”

I opened my eyes and met his. He didn’t look ashamed either. He looked hungry.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice low. The word rolled out easier than I expected.

His jaw flexed. “Me too.”

We didn’t need to say more. The memory was already etched into us, pulsing between us like a new heartbeat.

Back home, nothing felt the same. When Daniel kissed me, I tasted her. When he slid inside me, I remembered the way she’d spread herself and begged for more. And when I touched myself alone, it wasn’t just his face I saw in the dark. It was hers. Smirking, daring, triumphant.

The jealousy that once burned me raw had been transformed. Now, instead of fear, it was fuel. I wanted him more because I’d seen her take him. And I wanted her because I’d felt what it was like to surrender under her hands.

I’d thought the boundaries of our marriage were unshakable. But that night had broken them wide open, and I didn’t want to put them back.

Daniel brushed my hair from my face that night in bed, his voice husky against my ear. “Do you want to see her again?”

The question coiled in my stomach like a secret I wasn’t ready to name aloud. But I smiled in the dark, my heart racing.

Because the truth was simple.

Yes.

I wanted her again. I wanted this again.

And maybe, just maybe, I wanted to see who else I might want to share my husband with.


College Girl Next Door




I heard the thump of boxes against the shared hallway wall before I saw her. When I opened the door to take out the recycling, the new neighbor stood framed in the light, a coil of dark hair tumbling over one shoulder, her body bouncing with the kind of youthful energy I hadn’t felt in years. She wore cutoff shorts that hugged her hips and a tank top loose enough to reveal the lace of her bra when she leaned forward.

“Hi,” she said brightly, balancing a box on her knee as she fished for her keys. Her eyes darted past me to James, who had followed me into the hall. The smile she gave him was different—lighter, more dangerous, the sort of smile that said she enjoyed being noticed.

James offered the polite half-smile he gave strangers at the grocery store. His voice was even. “Moving in?”

“Yeah,” she said, her breath quick but untroubled, as though hauling her life up the stairs was only a warm-up. “I’m Bonny.” She tucked a curl behind her ear, a small yet seductive movement.

I told myself she was just being friendly, but I watched the way her gaze lingered on my husband. It wasn’t just friendliness. It was interest.

James stepped forward before I could, sliding the box out of her arms with a quiet, “Let me help.” His forearms flexed under his T-shirt, veins standing out. I knew the strength in those arms, the way they could pin me to the mattress, but lately he hadn’t used them for that. I stared too long, looking for any flicker on his face that meant he enjoyed the attention.

Bonny’s laugh rang in the hall when he carried the box inside. “Thanks. I didn’t realize how heavy that one was until I tried the stairs.”

I followed them in, though the doorway was hers now, not mine. The condo next to ours mirrored ours exactly—same narrow kitchen window that looked onto the shared patio, same sliding glass doors at the back. She had plants out there already. I imagined what it would feel like to see her there, framed in glass, wearing those shorts, bending over a planter box with dirt on her hands.

When James set the box down, he straightened and rubbed his palms on his jeans. Bonny’s eyes dipped to his waist before she looked up again. Subtle, but I saw it.

“You two live next door?” she asked, like she didn’t already know.

“Yes,” I answered quickly. “I’m Claire. That’s James.”

She gave me a smile—sweet, not sharp—but it didn’t soothe the coil tightening low in my belly. If she was interested in James, what did that mean for me? Did he even notice her attention? Did he notice me anymore?

James nodded, polite as ever, unreadable as stone. I searched for some crack in that calm surface, some spark of want directed at her, but there was nothing obvious. He might as well have been helping an elderly neighbor carry in groceries.

Still, when Bonny stretched, her shirt riding up to reveal a flash of skin, I thought I saw his throat bob. I couldn’t be sure.

The moment ended when she clapped her hands together, dusting them off. “I’ve got about a dozen more of those boxes, but I think I’ll manage.”

“You’re sure?” James asked.

Her lips curved again. “Positive. But thank you.”

I stepped closer to him, close enough that my arm brushed his. My claim, subtle and deliberate. He didn’t pull away, but he didn’t lean in either. I wanted him to, but all he gave me was a glance, steady and neutral, before turning back toward our condo.

As we walked down the hall, I caught Bonny’s reflection in her sliding glass door. She was watching us, head tilted, a sly glimmer in her eyes like she knew something I didn’t.

I closed our door behind us, pressing my back against it for a moment. The air smelled faintly of cardboard and dust, but underneath that, there was something sharper. Temptation.

James walked into the kitchen without a word, already distracted by his phone. I lingered in the entryway, the image of Bonny burned behind my eyelids. The sway of her hips. The bright laugh meant for him. The way I’d felt my heart stutter, not just with jealousy, but with something warmer. Something I didn’t fully understand.
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We ran into her in the hall a few days later, arms full of textbooks that looked too heavy for someone her size. Bonny had tied her hair up this time, a loose knot that left pieces falling against her neck, and she wore a faded T-shirt knotted at the waist, jeans low on her hips. She looked impossibly young, the kind of fresh-faced student who still believed anything was possible.

James was with me, keys in hand, on his way out for groceries. He noticed the stack first. “That’s a lot of reading,” he said, stepping closer. His tone was easy, friendly, nothing unusual, but I caught the way Bonny’s lips parted in relief, like she’d been waiting for someone to say it.

“It’s brutal,” she admitted, shifting the books against her chest. “I didn’t think this program would be so dense. I’m in the second-year track already, and…” She gave a helpless little shrug, her collar sliding just enough to reveal the pale line of her shoulder.

James tilted his head. “Which program?”

“Environmental engineering,” she said. “It overlaps with civil, but with all the extra calculus and water management stuff added in.”

I blinked. James’s degree.

His smile widened. Not flirty, not smug, but genuine. “That’s what I studied.”

Her whole face brightened, and I felt the air between them shift in a way that brought them closer. She hugged her books tighter, as though grounding herself. “Seriously? Then you probably know what I’m up against. I don’t suppose you kept your notes?”

James chuckled. “Not the notes, no. But if you ever need a hand, I’d be happy to look things over.”

The words were casual, but something inside me clenched. I forced a smile, nodding along as though it were the most natural offer in the world. He wasn’t doing anything wrong. She wasn’t either. But the idea of them at our kitchen table, shoulders brushing over open textbooks, her wide eyes turned toward him—God, it made my stomach tighten.

Bonny shook her head quickly, though the corners of her mouth stayed lifted. “That’s really kind, but I don’t want to bother you. I know you must be busy.”

“You wouldn’t be,” James said, steady as always. “Sometimes it helps to have someone who’s been through it.”

I swallowed, my throat dry. He was only being helpful. He was always helpful. That was the man I married. Still, the sight of Bonny shifting her weight from one foot to the other, her jeans pulling snug across her thighs, made me picture her standing in our kitchen, leaning over those books. I could almost hear her laugh, see her hair spilling forward as she bent closer to him. The images came unbidden, and the heat they left in my chest unsettled me.

Bonny adjusted the stack of books against her ribs, exhaling a soft laugh. “If I get desperate, maybe I’ll take you up on it. For now, I’ll keep struggling through on my own.”

Her eyes flicked to me then, earnest and almost shy. Not a challenge. Not a game. Just a student grateful for kindness. That should have soothed me, but instead, it tangled deeper. Because I couldn’t stop noticing the contrast. Her open, eager body language, the way she seemed to bloom under attention. And James, beside me, so calm he might have been carved from stone.

I wanted him to look at me with that same brightness, to offer me something I hadn’t asked for, just because he knew I needed it. I wanted proof, right here in this echoing hallway, that his steadiness was more than neutrality. That he saw me.

“Good luck with it,” I managed, my voice a little tighter than I wanted.

She smiled at me warmly, and for a flicker of a second, I thought she meant it. That heat in her eyes wasn’t angled at James. It was angled at the offer, open and inviting. But I still carried the weight of jealousy back into our condo, the image of her lightness pressing against me, daring me to admit I’d felt something else beneath it.
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It didn’t take long for Bonny to take my husband up on his offer. Bonny sat at our kitchen table, a spread of books and loose pages fanned out in front of her like she was preparing for battle. James leaned over her shoulder, pointing to something on the page, his forearm braced against the wood. Their heads tilted toward each other, close enough that I could have slipped a piece of paper between them and not much more.

I hovered by the counter with a dish towel in my hands, pretending to wipe something that didn’t need wiping. It wasn’t that either of them had done anything wrong. They hadn’t. Bonny was polite, focused, her brow furrowed as she listened. James was patient, steady, his voice low and even as he explained whatever concept had tripped her up. Still, watching them together made my stomach clench. The intimacy wasn’t physical, not really. It was subtler than that—two minds bent toward the same problem, two bodies unconsciously leaning closer as though drawn by the gravity of shared concentration.

I told myself it was nothing. I told myself it was fine. But every time Bonny laughed at something James said, my pulse jumped. She had that kind of laugh, bright and breathless, the kind that made a room feel warmer.

After nearly an hour, James sat back in his chair, stretching his arms over his head until his shirt rode up and revealed a line of skin above his waistband. My eyes snagged there before I caught myself. I wasn’t the only one. Bonny blinked and quickly looked down at her notes, biting the corner of her lip as though she hadn’t noticed. Maybe she hadn’t. Maybe I was imagining it.

“Are you hungry?” James asked, raking a hand through his hair. “I could order something.”

Bonny sighed, relieved. “That sounds amazing, actually. My brain feels fried.”

He looked to me. “What do you think, Claire? Thai? Pizza?”

“Thai,” I said quickly, because I needed the anchor of a decision. “Definitely Thai.”

While James placed the order, I sat across from Bonny, who was gathering her papers into a neater pile. Without James leaning over her, the kitchen felt different, lighter somehow. She glanced up and gave me a small smile.

“You’re lucky,” she said. “Having someone who is so helpful. I don’t even know how I’m going to get through midterms.”

I forced a little laugh. “He does have a talent for breaking things down.”

Her smile widened. “And you? Do you like this kind of thing too?”

I shook my head. “Not really. I’d rather be outside with my plants. I like things I can do with my hands.”

Her eyes lit up, the spark of recognition immediate. “You have plants? So do I! Well, a few. My place is too small to go overboard, but I’ve got a couple of succulents and a peace lily that I’m probably overwatering.”

The towel slipped from my lap as I leaned in. “Yeah, I noticed a few on your patio that first day. I swear I kill succulents, but I’ve got a philodendron that’s been with me for years. And a couple of orchids that bloom when they feel like it.”

“Oh my God, I love orchids,” she said, her whole body leaning forward now, her forearms resting on the table. “They’re so temperamental. It feels like winning a prize when they actually open up.”

Her excitement was infectious, drawing me closer before I realized I’d mirrored her posture. We were only a few feet apart, trading plant stories as though they were secrets. James reentered the room, slipping his phone into his pocket, but it took me a moment to notice him.

He stood in the doorway, watching us with a quiet smile, and something flickered in his eyes, something soft. Almost like pride.

Bonny turned toward him, still animated. “Your wife has a whole jungle at home. She’s making me feel like a rookie.”

James’s gaze shifted to me, warm and steady. “She does have a gift.”

The words landed deep, low in my chest. It wasn’t just flattery; it was fact, spoken simply but with an affection that made my throat tighten. I smiled back, but I felt Bonny watching the exchange, her head tilted as though she were seeing something she hadn’t before.

Dinner arrived not long after, cartons spread across the table in a messy feast. We ate shoulder to shoulder, passing containers back and forth. Bonny made faces when the spice hit her tongue, James laughed, and I found myself laughing too, the sound spilling out more easily than I expected.

Somewhere between the noodles and the curry, I realized the air had shifted. It wasn’t just about James anymore. Bonny’s eyes lingered on me when I spoke, her lips quirking at my jokes, her posture turned toward me in a way that felt heated. She was still bright, still eager, but the warmth of her attention had spread.

I shouldn’t have noticed. I shouldn’t have cared. But I did. And when I caught her gaze, my pulse leapt again, not only from jealousy this time, but from something hotter, darker, and far more dangerous.
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The condo was quiet when I pushed open the door. Too quiet. Usually James left a light on or music low in the background, something to make it feel less like an empty box. But this time the rooms felt still, the kind of stillness that made me acutely aware of my own breathing.

I slipped off my shoes and set my bag down, waiting for the sound of him moving in the kitchen, waiting for the comfort of his voice. Nothing. I checked the bedroom, then the patio. No note, no text. Just absence.

An hour ticked by with the clock on the wall marking every second. My mind filled the silence with images I didn’t want. Was he with her? Why hadn’t he told me, if so? The more I tried not to think about it, the clearer it became, until I could almost hear her voice through the wall, light and teasing, pulling him in.

When the door finally opened and James stepped inside, relief hit me first, sharp and bright, followed by a rush of heat that wasn’t relief at all. He set his keys on the counter, casual, as if he hadn’t been gone long at all.

“Hey,” he said, unbothered. “You’re home early.”

I nodded, searching his face for something—guilt, surprise, even eagerness—but his expression was steady. “Where were you?” I asked, keeping my tone light. Maybe even too light.

“Next door.” He shrugged out of his jacket, his movements unhurried. “Bonny was cooking something and needed help with a school problem. I stopped by for a minute, but we got talking.”

The words struck me like a hand closing around my ribs. Cooking. Talking. It sounded innocent. It should have been innocent. But I pictured her stirring a pot on the stove while James leaned against her counter, close enough to smell the steam rising with whatever spice she’d used. I pictured her tilting her head toward him, smiling in that open, grateful way, and him answering in that calm, steady voice that always made people feel safe.

“How long were you there?” I asked. My voice was softer than I meant, almost a whisper.

He glanced at the clock. “I don’t know. An hour?”

I forced a smile, my fingers curling into my palms where he couldn’t see. “She’s keeping you busy, huh?”

“Not really. She just had a question. We lost track of time.” He looked at me then, more directly, the corner of his mouth lifting. “Why? You’re not jealous or something are you?”

The word sent a jolt through me, hotter than I expected. I shook my head quickly, but it was too quick, too sharp. “I just didn’t know where you were.”

His smile softened, the teasing gone. He stepped closer, brushing his hand against my arm in that easy way of his, a touch that always felt good even when I wanted to resist it. “Nothing happened, Claire. I promise.”

I held his gaze, searching. His eyes were calm, steady as ever, and I wanted to believe him. Needed to. But the images wouldn’t leave me—the imaginary ones, the ones I’d painted myself. Her leaning in, his hand slipping against hers, that almost-kiss hovering in my mind like a bruise I couldn’t stop pressing.

“Okay,” I said finally, though the word felt heavy on my tongue.

He bent down to kiss my cheek before moving past me, already pulling his phone from his pocket as though the conversation were over. I stood in the center of the kitchen, heat coiled low in my belly, jealousy and desire tangled into something I couldn’t name. I hated that it aroused me, hated the way my body pulsed with it, but I couldn’t stop the images from unfurling.

In the quiet that followed, I realized the wedge had already slipped in. Not because of anything James had done, but because of what I’d imagined him doing. And what terrified me most was how much I wanted to keep imagining it.
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The first thing I noticed when I came home was the mess. Textbooks, loose papers, a calculator, a pen uncapped and bleeding ink onto the corner of a worksheet—all of it spread across the kitchen table like an abandoned project. My pulse quickened before I even realized why.

The condo was quiet otherwise, no footsteps, no voices. The silence prickled across my skin. I set my bag down softly, as though being too loud might expose me.

Then I heard it. Low voices drifted in from the patio. Laughter, the scrape of a chair, James’s steady baritone underscored by Bonny’s lighter tone. I froze for a beat before moving toward the kitchen window, the one that faced the patio. My breath came shallow, my heart knocking against my ribs. I told myself I only wanted to confirm what I already knew. To confirm their interactions were still innocent, still harmless.

I eased into the corner, keeping to the shadow so I wouldn’t be obvious. Through the glass, I saw them. James sat back in one of the patio chairs, long legs stretched out, an open posture I rarely saw outside the safety of our living room. Bonny perched sideways in her own chair, one bare leg tucked beneath her, her body angled toward him, every line of her posture tuned in his direction.

She laughed at something he said, her hand brushing his arm as if to punctuate the moment. The touch was light, playful, but it lingered a breath too long. And James didn’t move away.

Heat surged in my stomach, sharp at first, edged with jealousy. My nails dug into my palms as I watched, but the longer I looked, the stranger the sensation became. Because beneath the ache of envy was something else—something hotter, darker. My thighs pressed together without thinking.

I told myself to look away, to go to the kitchen, to stop feeding the fire curling through me. But I stayed. I couldn’t do anything else.

Bonny leaned in closer, her shoulder brushing his as she whispered something in his ear. The moment stretched, suspended, their heads almost touching. James’s throat bobbed as though he’d swallowed hard, his jaw tightening, his body caught between hesitation and pull. Their lips hovered so close I could almost feel the charge leap from one to the other.

Every nerve in me screamed with jealousy, but it wasn’t clean, wasn’t simple. It was threaded with desire so thick it shocked me. I wanted to burst outside and drag him away, claim him, prove to myself that he was mine. But just as strong, just as undeniable, was the hunger to see what would happen if she didn’t stop.

I wanted them to kiss. I didn’t know why, but I craved it.

My breath stuttered out, fogging the glass for a moment. The sound must have given me away, because Bonny’s gaze flicked sideways, her lashes lifting, her eyes locking directly where I stood half-hidden.

And then she smiled. Not the sweet, grateful smile she wore for James, but a sharp, knowing smirk that made my skin burn. She knew I was there. She knew I was watching.

I ducked back into the shadow, pressing my spine against the wall, my chest heaving. My heart raced so violently I thought it might give me away again, pounding loud enough for them both to hear. Heat pooled between my thighs, shameful and impossible to ignore.

I closed my eyes and leaned my head back against the wall. Jealousy had led me to the window, but arousal kept me there. What terrified me most wasn’t that Bonny had touched my husband, or that James hadn’t stopped her. It was that I wanted more of it. That part of me wanted to see just how far she’d go.
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The stairwell was warm, the afternoon light spilling in through the high window, when I heard the jangle of keys just behind me. I turned and there she was. Bonny, was climbing the last step with her bag slung over her shoulder, her cheeks flushed from the heat. She smiled when she saw me, easy and unguarded, like she hadn’t nearly undone me the other day without even touching me.

“Hey, neighbor,” she said, shifting her bag higher.

My throat tightened. I should have smiled back, kept things polite, but the question burned in me, and before I could stop it, it slipped out. “Have you… have you done anything with James?”

The words hung there, heavier than I meant them to, but she didn’t look shocked. She didn’t frown or bristle. Instead, her lips curved in the faintest smile, her eyes glinting like she’d been waiting for me to ask.

“No,” she said softly. “I haven’t touched him. Not the way you’re imagining.”

Relief should have come, but instead I felt my stomach coil tighter. “Then what about the other day?” I asked, my voice unsteady. “On the patio. Were you about to…”

“About to what?” she challenged.

I sighed. “I don’t know.”

Her smile deepened, playful now, but not cruel. “I knew you were watching,” she admitted. “Your shadow gave you away. I saw movement through the glass. I was just toying with you.”

My breath caught. Heat spread across my chest, shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t tell them apart.

She shifted her weight, leaning against the railing, her body angled just enough toward mine that I could smell the faint sweetness of her shampoo. “Maybe I was teasing a little,” she said. “But not just him. You too.”

My pulse hammered in my ears. “Me?”

Her gaze swept over me, deliberate and slow, leaving a trail of heat wherever it landed. “I’ve noticed the way you look at me, Claire. The way your eyes linger.” She tilted her head, her voice dropping lower. “Have you ever been with a woman? Or had a threesome? Because I have, and it’s one of the most liberating things I’ve ever done as a woman. That jealousy you’re feeling? It can all vanish in a heartbeat if you let it.”

I froze, the questions slamming into me like a rush of heat. My lips parted but nothing came out. Every part of me screamed to deny it, to laugh it off, but the images from the patio came flooding back—her lips so close to James’s, the smirk she’d given me through the glass—and I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe.

“I—” The sound died in my throat.

Her smile widened at my silence. It was knowing, almost tender. She straightened, brushing past me with the faintest graze of her shoulder against mine, leaving warmth on my skin like a brand.

I fumbled for my keys and rushed inside before she could say anything else, the door shutting too loudly behind me. My body shook as I leaned against it, my breath ragged, every nerve still alive with her words.

I rushed into the bathroom and locked the door as if someone might burst in, though I knew I was alone. James wasn’t home yet, and I needed a release. My pulse throbbed in my ears, my body still humming from the hallway. I leaned against the sink, gripping the edge until my knuckles ached, staring at my reflection. My face was flushed, my lips parted, and my eyes looked wild—like I’d already done something forbidden.

The memory rushed back the moment I let it. Bonny leaning toward James on the patio, her hand brushing his arm, her lips so close to his. His throat working as if he were fighting it, fighting her, fighting himself. I squeezed my thighs together, a spark jumping low in my belly. I’d been furious watching them, burning with jealousy… but beneath it had been something else. Something sharper, darker. I wanted her to kiss him. I wanted to watch them lose control.

My hand slid down the front of my skirt before I realized I’d moved. My breath hitched when my fingertips pressed against the damp fabric of my panties. Heat pulsed through me, a raw ache that made my knees weak. I closed my eyes, let the scene replay, let it change.

In my mind Bonny didn’t just lean in to whisper. She pressed her mouth to his, soft at first, then deeper. His hands cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek as their lips opened against each other. I saw her tongue slipping between his, saw the wet slide of mouths, the hunger building until they couldn’t stop. My fingers pushed past the fabric, finding slickness, circling until I gasped.

I should have stopped. I should have pulled back from the images, but instead they sharpened. Bonny wasn’t only kissing him, she was kissing me. Her lips were just as soft, her breath just as hot. I felt her hand on my cheek, the way she had almost touched me in the hallway, only now she was pulling me in. Her mouth tasted like citrus and heat, her tongue teasing mine as if she’d been waiting for me.

A moan slipped from my throat before I could bite it back. My fingers moved faster, chasing the sensation as I imagined Bonny on her knees, her hair falling forward, her hands parting my thighs. James stood behind her, watching, his eyes heavy and possessive. He didn’t stop her. He wanted it as much as I did.

The thought made me tremble. My body arched against my hand, hips grinding against my own fingers, every nerve alight. I wasn’t ashamed. I was hungry. So hungry.

Bonny’s tongue on me, James’s breath on my neck, his hands gripping my hips while she tasted me. I pictured the two of them trading places, her mouth wet with me as he pushed inside her, all of us tangled together in heat and sweat. The image detonated in my chest, my release surging so quickly I barely had time to brace myself.

I came with a muffled cry, my free hand clamped over my mouth, thighs shaking as I rode the wave until I was limp against the counter. My reflection swam in the mirror, blurred by the fog of my breath, my skin glowing with sweat.

I slumped down onto the closed toilet lid, heart racing, chest heaving. I should have felt shame. I should have felt fear. But what filled me instead was relief. Relief at finally admitting what I wanted, even if only to myself.

I wanted her. I wanted him. I wanted them both.

And now that I’d admitted it, there was no turning back.
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I told myself it was harmless when I knocked on Bonny’s door that evening. Just neighbors, just drinks. Nothing more. My heart knew better, thudding in my chest like I was about to confess a secret instead of extend an invitation.

She answered with that easy, unbothered smile, her hair loose down her back, her skin dewy from the shower. “I’d love to,” she said when I asked, flashing me a knowing smile. “Let me grab my sweater.”

Minutes later, she was on our couch with James and me, sipping from a glass, her legs tucked under her, casual and warm. The TV played low in the background, something forgettable, while the three of us talked about school, about work, about little things that meant nothing and yet carried a weight that pressed against my ribs.

Every time she laughed, I felt it in my chest. Every time James glanced her way, my stomach twisted. I told myself I wanted to prove nothing was happening between them, but the truth was more complicated. I wanted her attention too. Maybe more than his.

When her glass was nearly empty, I blurted it out. “I was cleaning earlier, and I found a dress I don’t wear anymore. It might fit you. Do you want to try it on?”

Bonny’s brows lifted, her mouth curving. “Oh? What kind of dress?”

“Just something simple,” I said quickly, already standing. My palms were damp, my pulse thrumming. “Come, I’ll show you.”

I glanced at James as I led her toward the bedroom. He watched us go, his expression unreadable, though his eyes lingered a beat too long on Bonny’s back before dropping to the glass in his hand.

Inside the bedroom, I opened the closet and pulled out the dress. It wasn’t anything special—soft fabric, sleeveless, fitted at the waist—but I held it up as though it were worth more than it was.

The dress hung limp in my hand, fabric spilling between my fingers. I turned back toward her, ready to offer it, only to stop short.

Bonny wasn’t wearing her jeans anymore. Or her camisole. She stood in nothing but her bra and panties, the pale straps against her skin drawing my eyes to places I shouldn’t look but couldn’t help staring. Her stomach was smooth and taut, her hips soft curves leading into the little scraps of fabric that hid almost nothing.

My breath caught. “You—what are you doing?”

She smiled, unbothered. “Trying on the dress. Isn’t that why we came in here?”

Her tone was light, teasing, but her gaze was steady, daring. The dress suddenly felt ridiculous in my hands, flimsy cover for what was really happening.

I stepped closer, holding it out, desperate to anchor myself. “Okay, here.”

She didn’t take it. Instead, she reached out and caught my wrist. Her fingers were warm, firm, sending a spark racing up my arm. She tugged me closer until I stood right in front of her, so close I could smell her skin—sweet, faintly floral, tinged with the salt of heat.

Her hand rose, brushing my cheek with a tenderness that unraveled me. “Claire,” she whispered, my name soft in her mouth. And then she leaned in, her lips brushing mine in the gentlest kiss.

I froze, every muscle locked, but the moment her lips pressed more fully against mine, a sound slipped from my throat. A soft, startled moan. The heat of it rushed down my body, and instead of pulling away, I melted forward.

Her mouth was warm, insistent, tasting faintly of the drink she’d sipped earlier. Her tongue teased against mine, coaxing rather than demanding, and my knees trembled. I clutched the dress like a shield against my chest, but she slipped it easily from my hands, letting it fall to the floor.

When she pulled back, her smile was a wicked curve. “Let me make you feel good.”

Before I could speak, she was already lowering herself to her knees, graceful and unhurried, until she was crouched in front of me, her eyes level with my hips. My heart slammed against my ribs.

Her hands smoothed up my thighs, catching the hem of my skirt and rolling it higher. I gasped as the air hit my bare skin. “Bonny—” I tried to protest, but the word came out breathless, not convincing.

She looked up at me, her eyes bright, asking without words. My silence must have been enough, because she hooked her fingers in the edge of my panties and tugged them aside.

The first brush of her tongue made me shudder. Heat flooded me so fast I had to grab the edge of the dresser for balance. Her mouth was soft, exploring, her tongue stroking slowly at first, then with more pressure as my breath grew ragged.

“God,” I whispered, my voice shaking. My thighs trembled, my body trying to close, to resist, even as I pressed closer.

Her hands gripped my hips firmly, holding me steady, her mouth working with steady rhythm, every stroke of her tongue pulling me tighter, higher. My head tipped back, my eyes fluttering shut as the sound of my own moans filled the room, shockingly loud in my ears.

I should have stopped her. I should have said no. But every nerve in me screamed yes, yes, yes.

The tension coiled low in my belly, sharp and relentless. She flicked her tongue just right, circling, pressing, until I couldn’t hold back. My body arched, my hips rocking against her mouth, and the climax tore through me, hot and shattering.

I cried out, muffling the sound with my hand against my lips, my thighs trembling against her shoulders as wave after wave rolled over me.

When I finally opened my eyes, she was still on her knees, looking up at me with that smirk again, her lips glistening. My chest heaved, my body weak, and yet I felt more alive than I had in years.

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t think. All I knew was that I’d just crossed a line I could never uncross. But that thought didn’t seem to bother me as much as it should have.
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I was still trembling when I heard the sound. The faintest creak of the floorboard in the hall. My eyes shot open, panic flooding me even as Bonny’s mouth still moved against me. I wanted to push her away, to fix myself before it was too late, but I was already undone. My thighs trembled against her shoulders, my body arching, and then the door opened.

James stood there.

The sight of him in the doorway hit me harder than any climax. His eyes widened, his throat bobbing as he froze on the threshold. His gaze took in the scene—Bonny kneeling before me, her mouth pressed between my thighs, my skirt hiked high, my panties pulled aside. The sound of my own desperate breathing filled the silence.

Bonny stilled but didn’t pull back. She lifted her head slowly, her lips glistening, a sly smile curving at the corners of her mouth. She looked at him directly, utterly unashamed.

“Well,” she said softly, her voice smooth as silk. “Look who’s here.”

My stomach flipped, shame colliding with heat so fierce it nearly buckled my knees. I should have screamed, should have scrambled to cover myself, but I couldn’t move. The only thing I could do was watch the way James’s jaw flexed, the way his hands curled into fists at his sides, as if he didn’t know whether to walk away or step inside.

Bonny tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Get in here. Join us.”

Her tone wasn’t a request. It was a command dressed in honey.

James’s gaze flicked to mine, searching, asking without words. My heart hammered, my breath coming shallow, and I knew he wouldn’t move until I gave him something. Anything.

I didn’t trust my voice, so I only swallowed hard, my lips parting, my body still trembling against the dresser.

That was enough.

He stepped inside and closed the door, the soft click of the lock reverberating through the room. My knees nearly buckled.

Bonny rose from the floor with deliberate grace, standing tall before him in nothing but her bra and panties. Her skin was flushed, her lips swollen from me, her hair spilling wild around her shoulders. She unhooked the clasp of her bra without breaking his gaze. The straps slipped down her arms, the cups falling away until her breasts were bare, high and full, her nipples already peaked.

James’s throat worked again, his chest rising as though he’d forgotten how to breathe. He glanced at me once more, his eyes dark, conflicted, and I couldn’t look away.

Bonny smiled, slow and knowing, and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties. She pushed them down over her hips, letting the fabric fall to the floor, leaving her completely naked under the lamplight.

I’d never seen another woman like this before. Not up close, not unveiled. My breath caught at the sight of her, her body soft and lithe, all smooth curves and taut lines, so natural it felt almost indecent to stare. And yet I couldn’t stop.

James’s gaze dropped, lingering low, and then snapped back up to me as though ashamed of himself. He was waiting for me to tell him to stop, to break this before it went any further. But I couldn’t. My body still hummed with the taste of her mouth, my skin alive with it, and the thought of him seeing her, touching her, made heat coil deep inside me again.

Bonny stepped closer to him, closing the gap between them until her bare skin brushed his clothes. She reached for his hands, curling her fingers around his wrists, and guided them up to her chest.

I watched as his palms cupped her breasts, large and careful, his thumbs brushing over her nipples. The sight made my knees weaken. The way his hands dwarfed her, the way she arched into his touch with a soft hum that made my stomach clench.

I pressed my thighs together, desperate, ashamed of the way the heat rushed through me.

Bonny turned her head, looking over her shoulder at me, her hair falling like a curtain over one cheek. Her expression was sly, almost tender, as though she knew exactly what I was feeling.

“I think your wife wants to watch,” she said, her voice low, sultry. Her lips curved as she looked back at James. “I caught her spying on us before.”

The words landed like a strike of lightning. My chest rose and fell too quickly, the truth of it laid bare in the open air. James’s hands stilled against her breasts, his gaze whipping back to me, his eyes burning with questions.

I couldn’t speak. My throat closed, my lips parted but no sound came. I could only stand there, flushed and trembling, my skirt still rumpled around my hips, my skin still tingling from Bonny’s mouth.

Speechless.

James’s eyes found mine again, searching. His hands were still cupping Bonny’s breasts, his thumbs grazing her nipples, but his focus was all on me. The question was written across his face: Is this okay? Do you want me to stop?

My throat was dry, my chest rising too quickly. I should have said no. I should have broken whatever spell we had conjured in this room. But the words refused to come. My mouth opened, and all that came out was a shallow breath.

So I nodded. Just once. Small, reluctant, but enough.

James swallowed hard, his jaw flexing, and then he turned back to Bonny. He cupped her face, his fingers threading into her hair, and kissed her. Not tentative, not testing—ravenous. The sound of it hit me like a pulse, wet and urgent, their mouths meeting with a hunger that stole the air from my lungs.

Bonny moaned into him, her body arching against his, her hands sliding down the buttons of his shirt. She popped them open one by one, the fabric peeling back to reveal his chest. I’d seen that chest a thousand times, pressed against me in the dark, but it looked different now, lit by lamplight, pressed against a younger woman’s naked body.

She slid the shirt down his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. His skin was flushed, his chest rising with each deep breath. I pressed a hand against my own stomach, trying to steady myself, but the sight of them together only made the heat coil tighter.

Their kiss deepened, all tongue and teeth, her soft sounds swallowed by him. And then his hand drifted lower, sliding between her thighs. I saw her jolt, her back bowing as his fingers pressed against her.

The moan that escaped her was sharp, needy, and it made my insides clench so hard I nearly gasped. His thumb circled, his hand working with the same practiced steadiness he used on me, and watching him touch her that way—touching her the way I knew so well—made my knees weak.

I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My eyes were wide, drinking in every detail: her parted lips, the flush blooming across her chest, the way her hips tilted into his hand like she couldn’t get enough.

Their mouths never broke, even as he stroked her. She clutched at his belt, fingers fumbling with the buckle until she tugged it free. His pants sagged low on his hips before she shoved them down, boxers with them, baring him completely.

My breath caught at the sight, a soundless hitch in my throat. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Bonny broke their kiss with a soft laugh, breathless and wicked. She slid down his body slowly, trailing kisses along his stomach, her hands skimming his sides, until she was kneeling again.

I gripped the edge of the corner chair, nails digging into the wood. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, couldn’t believe I was letting it happen. But my body burned with it, hotter than I’d ever known.

Bonny’s eyes flicked up at him, then—just for a second—at me. Her lips curved into a knowing smile before she wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, twice. James groaned, his head tipping back, his hand buried in her hair.

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The sight hit me like a physical blow. The wet sound of her lips sliding over him filled the room, obscene and intimate, and James’s groan echoed it, deep and guttural. My thighs pressed together, desperate for friction, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

Bonny’s head bobbed, her mouth working him with unhurried precision, her tongue curling along the underside. She made soft noises as she went, humming like she savored the weight of him, and each sound shot straight to the center of me.

James’s hand tightened in her hair, his hips rocking gently into her mouth. His eyes closed, his chest heaving, and I recognized the rhythm, the tension in his body, the way he always looked right before he lost control.

I should have stopped them. I should have said something. But the sight of him unraveling under her mouth was too much. My hand slipped between my thighs before I could stop it, pressing against the wet heat through my skirt. My breath shuddered, my pulse hammering as I rubbed small circles, my eyes never leaving them.

Bonny moaned around him, and his whole body jolted. He cursed under his breath, his hips thrusting deeper, his face contorted with pleasure. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, only feel.

Her hand pumped the base of him as her lips slid lower, her throat working to take more. The sounds grew wetter, his groans rougher, and I rocked against my own hand, biting my lip to keep from crying out.

“Bonny—” he gasped, his voice thick. “I’m close.”

She only moaned in response, her pace quickening, her mouth sliding fast and hungry. His body tensed, his muscles straining, and then he shuddered violently.

With a ragged groan, he spilled into her mouth, his hips jerking as she swallowed him down. My own climax hit at the same moment, sharp and hot, tearing through me as I muffled a cry against my hand. My body convulsed, my thighs clamped tight, every nerve alight.

When the wave passed, I slumped back in the chair, trembling, my breath ragged.

Bonny eased back, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes shining with triumph. He staggered, his chest heaving, his hand still tangled in her hair.

And I sat there in the corner, flushed and undone, unable to believe what I’d just witnessed—or how much I wanted more.

James’s body was still trembling from release when he pulled Bonny up off her knees. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and let him guide her toward the bed. My heart pounded so hard I thought it might rattle out of my chest.

He pressed her gently against the mattress, his hands firm at her hips, and in one smooth motion he flipped her onto her stomach. Bonny gave a startled little squeal, muffled by the sheets, then giggled, breathless and wicked. Her legs bent instinctively, spreading just enough, her hips rising into the air like she’d been waiting for it.

I sat frozen in the chair, every muscle taut, unable to look away.

James knelt behind her, his hands gliding up the backs of her thighs before cupping her hips. He leaned down, his mouth grazing her skin, kissing lower and lower until his lips parted against her wet pussy. The sight made me gasp, a soundless rush of air that I barely caught in my throat.

Bonny jolted forward, clutching the sheets in both fists. “Oh God,” she moaned, her voice muffled but raw, her hips bucking as his tongue worked her.

I knew that sound. I knew that rhythm—the slow, steady drag of his tongue, the way he could hold you there, building and building until the tension coiled so tight it was unbearable. I had been on the receiving end of that mouth countless times, but seeing it now, on her, was a different kind of undoing.

My body responded instantly, heat flooding low in my belly, my thighs pressing together. I gripped the arm of the chair hard, torn between wanting to stop them and wanting to crawl closer just to see every detail.

James’s hands spread her wider, his thumbs parting her as his mouth moved more insistently. Bonny cried out, her voice rising, her hips rocking back against his face with wild abandon. Her hair spilled over her shoulders, her back arching as she pressed her cheek to the sheets.

I had never seen a woman like that before—open, raw, completely given over. It was beautiful. Terrifying. And so hot my whole body shivered.

Her moans filled the room, sharp and rhythmic, blending with the wet sounds of his mouth working her. Every one of them sank into me, each one winding me tighter. I slipped a hand back down beneath the soaked fabric between my legs. My fingers danced over my swollen clit. The friction jolted through me, sharp and hungry.

“James—” she gasped, her voice breaking on his name. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His tongue moved faster, firmer, his hands holding her steady as she writhed under him. Her body trembled, her fists clenching the sheets so tight the fabric bunched beneath her.

I pressed harder against myself, my breath catching with every sound she made. My husband’s mouth was on her, pleasuring her in the way I knew so well, and instead of hating it, I felt my second climax already beginning to crest.

Bonny’s back arched sharply, her cry piercing the air as the orgasm hit her. Her hips bucked, her body shuddering with wave after wave while James held her steady, his mouth relentless until she collapsed against the mattress.

The sight of it unraveled me. I pressed against myself, muffling my own cry with my hand, my body shaking as the climax ripped through me, just as hers had.

When it was over, I slumped back, dizzy and trembling. Bonny lay sprawled on the bed, her skin slick with sweat, her breath coming in ragged bursts. James rose behind her, his face glistening, his chest heaving.

Bonny was still sprawled across the bed, catching her breath, her back rising and falling in ragged waves. James stayed crouched behind her, his chest heaving, his face wet from her release. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and then slid his palms down her thighs again, coaxing her to move.

“Up,” he murmured, voice rough with need. He tugged at her hips, dragging her toward the edge of the mattress until her torso was flat against the sheets and her hips tilted over the side. Her legs dangled, toes grazing the floor, her back arched in a curve that left her open and waiting.

I bit my lip so hard it hurt. My body screamed at me to stop this, to tear them apart, but the ache between my legs only deepened.

James rose behind her, tall and intimidating. His cock was still hard, thick and flushed, glistening with the remnants of her mouth and his own release. My eyes locked there, my pulse hammering, even as my cheeks burned with shame.

He stroked himself once, then pressed the head against her slick folds, sliding along her wetness with slow thrusts. Bonny moaned into the sheets, her hips pressing back against him.

The sound of it made me shiver.

He pushed forward, slowly, burying himself inside her in one smooth thrust. Bonny cried out, clutching the bedding in both fists, her voice breaking as her body stretched around him.

The sight undid me. I sank two fingers inside me, rocking against my hand as I watched him sink deep into her. My stomach knotted with jealousy so fierce it hurt—but beneath it, hunger blazed hotter than I’d ever felt.

He began to move, thrusting into her with steady, powerful strokes, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. The wet slap of their bodies meeting filled the room, each sound like a hammer blow against my chest.

Bonny’s moans turned frantic, high and breathless, her face buried in the sheets as she pushed back against him, taking him deeper. Her hair spilled wild around her, her skin glistening with sweat, her body trembling under the force of his rhythm.

I should have looked away. I couldn’t. My hand worked faster, circling, pressing, every nerve alive. Watching them together was torture, and yet it was the most erotic thing I had ever seen.

Then James slowed, pulling out almost completely. He spread her wider with his hands, guiding his cock along her folds again, slick with her arousal. But instead of pushing back inside, he angled higher, pressing against the tight ring of her ass.

Bonny gasped, lifting her head. “James⁠—”

“Shh,” he murmured, leaning over her back, his hand soothing along her spine. “I promise I’ll be gentle.”

My breath caught. I knew exactly what he was doing—avoiding the risk of pregnancy, claiming her in a way that was primal, forbidden.

He pressed again, and slowly, inexorably, the head of him pushed inside. Bonny’s cry was sharp, half pain, half pleasure, her knuckles white as she gripped the sheets.

The sight of it made me whimper out loud.

James gritted his teeth, his face tight with concentration, sliding deeper until his hips met hers. Then he began to move, shallow thrusts at first, careful, deliberate. Bonny writhed beneath him, gasping, then moaning louder, her voice breaking into cries that shook through me.

The sound, the sight—the raw possession of it—lit me on fire. My next climax built fast, unstoppable, as I watched my husband fuck another woman in a way he’d never taken me.

His pace quickened, thrusts deeper, harder, his hands gripping her waist as though she might slip away. Bonny’s voice rose to a near scream, her body rocking back into him, wild and uncontrolled.

My own body mirrored hers, my hand frantic, my breath coming in ragged sobs. Jealousy and arousal twisted together, impossible to separate, until I realized the truth: I didn’t just hate it. I wanted it. I wanted to see him consume her, wanted to see her surrender to him, wanted to watch until I broke apart.

James groaned, his body tensing, his movements turning erratic. His climax ripped through him with a guttural cry, his hips slamming into hers as he spilled deep inside.

The moment I saw him shudder, saw his release take him, I shattered too. My climax crashed over me in violent waves, tearing a strangled moan from my lips. My thighs clamped tight, my body convulsing against my own hand as I came undone watching them.

When the last tremor faded, I collapsed back into the chair, trembling, breathless, my skin damp with sweat.

On the bed, Bonny lay limp, her hair tangled across the sheets, her body still quivering. James slumped behind her, chest heaving, his hand trailing down her back in slow, soothing strokes.

Bonny was still trembling when James rolled her onto her back. Her hair fanned out across the sheets, her chest rising and falling, her lips swollen and glistening. He dragged his hand down her body, slow and reverent, from the curve of her throat to the dip of her belly, and the look on his face made my pulse stutter. Admiration. Hunger. A quiet awe I wasn’t used to seeing in him.

Then his eyes lifted to mine.

“Come here,” he said, his voice low, commanding without force.

My breath caught. I sat frozen in the chair, my thighs pressed together, every nerve buzzing. He was asking me to join them. No, not asking—inviting. Calling me into the fire I’d been circling all night.

My legs moved before my mind caught up. I rose shakily and crossed the room, my skin hot, my heart pounding so hard it hurt. When I reached the edge of the bed, James’s hands were already on me, strong and sure. He gripped my hips and turned me, guiding me gently until I stood between Bonny’s spread legs.

“Down,” he murmured in my ear. “Taste her.”

The words made my body quake. I looked down at Bonny, her eyes wide, flaring with heat as she propped herself on her elbows. Her thighs parted further in silent invitation, the soft glisten of her arousal catching the lamplight.

I hesitated, trembling, torn between fear and hunger. But when Bonny licked her lips and whispered, “Please,” the sound of it pushed me over the edge.

I lowered myself onto the mattress, then slipped to my knees between her legs. The scent of her washed over me—sweet, musky, intoxicating. My pulse roared in my ears as I leaned closer, my lips brushing the inside of her thigh. She shivered, her breath catching.

I kissed her once, tentative, a soft press of my mouth against the heat of her. The taste was sharp, startling, but not unpleasant. Intimate, raw, unbearably real. A sound slipped from my throat, half-moan, half-whimper, and then I did it again.

Bonny gasped, her head tipping back, her hand flying to my hair. The feel of her fingers tangled there made my heart race faster, urging me forward. I parted her with my tongue, finding the slick center of her, and the shudder that tore through her body nearly undid me.

“God, Claire,” she moaned, her hips arching up into my mouth. “Yes. Just like that.”

Her words lit me on fire. I pressed harder, my tongue circling, stroking, exploring with growing confidence. The taste of her coated my lips, hot and wet, and the sound of her pleasure spurred me on.

She writhed beneath me, clutching the sheets with one hand, tugging at my hair with the other, her thighs trembling around my shoulders. I glanced up once, and the sight of her face—flushed, mouth open in abandon—made a sharp ache bloom low in my belly.

James stood above us, watching. His hand rested on my back, not guiding but grounding, his touch steady as though to remind me I wasn’t alone. That he wanted this as much as I did.

I moaned into her, the vibration making Bonny cry out. Her hips lifted, her body chasing every stroke of my tongue. The sound of her pleasure filled the room, sharp and raw, until it wound so tight I could feel her ready to break.

Then it happened. Her thighs clenched around me, her body jolted, and a strangled cry tore from her lips. She came hard, arching against my mouth, her whole body trembling as I licked her through it, drinking in every shiver, every moan.

When she finally collapsed back against the sheets, boneless and breathless, I pulled away slowly, my lips wet, my chest heaving. My hands shook as I wiped my mouth, but my heart was steady in a way it hadn’t been all night.

I’d wanted her. And now I knew exactly what it meant to have her.
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The room was thick with the scent of sweat and skin, the sheets tangled around us like proof of everything we had just done. Bonny lay on her side, her hair mussed, her lips swollen, her body glowing in the lamplight. James stretched out behind her, his arm draped lazily over her waist, his eyes heavy with the satisfied exhaustion I knew so well.

And me—I curled against them both, my head pillowed on Bonny’s shoulder, my hand resting lightly on James’s chest. My body hummed, sore and sweet, the ache of pleasure still thrumming through every nerve.

I was naked now, joined with the three of them. We hadn’t stopped after that first time. We couldn’t. Every time I thought we were finished, one of us shifted, touched, kissed, and it started all over again. Sometimes James’s hands guided me. Sometimes Bonny’s laughter pulled me in. Sometimes it was all of us tangled together, desperate and shameless until we were too weak to move.

I remembered Bonny’s fingers laced with mine, her lips brushing mine in soft kisses between louder cries. I remembered James whispering encouragement against my ear, the heat of his voice feeding my hunger. I remembered the way Bonny teased me, playful even as her body trembled, urging me to take more, to want more, until I gave in completely.

The details blurred, but the feeling stayed sharp, etched into me like something permanent. A rhythm of touch, breath, and surrender that repeated again and again until time didn’t matter anymore.

At last, silence settled, heavy but tender. Bonny stayed pressed close, her body radiating warmth against mine. James’s breathing slowed into the steady pattern of sleep, his chest rising beneath my palm.

I lay there awake a little longer, my smile soft and impossible to hide. My world had shifted in ways I couldn’t yet name, but I knew this much: I didn’t regret it. Not one moment.

Sleep pulled at me, and I let it, sinking into the weight of tangled limbs, the warmth of two bodies beside me, the strange, thrilling certainty that this was only the beginning.
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The morning light slanted through the blinds in pale gold stripes, spilling across the bed and over the tangle of bodies we’d left behind. I slipped out carefully, easing from between James’s heavy arm and Bonny’s soft warmth, and padded barefoot into the kitchen. My thighs still ached, deliciously sore, and every shift of my body reminded me of what we had done. Of what we had become.

The kitchen felt different. Brighter, charged, as though the air itself carried the echo of last night. I whisked eggs, sliced fruit, put toast in the pan, all the while smiling to myself. I had woken expecting shame, regret, maybe even fear. But what filled me instead was something startling in its simplicity—joy.

By the time the toast browned, I heard them. The shuffle of feet, the soft laugh that was already unmistakable. Bonny appeared first, wearing nothing but one of James’s T-shirts, her bare legs glowing in the sunlight. James trailed behind her, hair mussed, eyes still heavy with sleep, looking younger than I’d seen him in years.

“Smells good,” Bonny said, sliding onto a stool at the counter. She propped her chin on her hand, watching me with a mischievous grin. “Though I’m not sure food’s what I’m craving.”

James smirked, dropping a kiss on the back of my neck as he passed. His hand lingered at my hip, his voice low in my ear. “She’s insatiable, you know.”

I laughed, the sound light and unguarded. “And you’re complaining?”

He nipped at my shoulder in answer, and Bonny’s laugh joined mine, a bright sound that filled the kitchen.

We ate together at the counter, our knees brushing, the easy rhythm of a family and something far more daring. Bonny stole fruit from my plate, popping grapes into her mouth and moaning dramatically, her eyes sparkling. James rolled his eyes, but his hand found mine under the counter, squeezing gently, grounding me.

Between bites, we teased. About who had been loudest. About who had fallen asleep first. About whether the neighbors had heard. Each joke was laced with heat, every glance charged, every brush of fingers a promise.

At one point, Bonny leaned closer, her lips stained with berry juice. “So,” she murmured, her gaze flicking between us, “is this a one-time thing? Or should I start leaving a toothbrush here?”

The question should have startled me. Instead, I felt a laugh bubble up, breathless and bright. “I think you should.”

Her hand brushed mine, eliciting a smile from me. Silence settled for a moment, but it wasn’t awkward. It was thick with possibility, the kind that made my chest ache with want.

I glanced between them, at my husband’s steady eyes and Bonny’s playful grin, and I felt something loosen inside me. Last night had cracked me open. This morning, I realized it wasn’t just lust. It was connection. A strange, thrilling closeness that made me feel bound to James more deeply than I had in years, and drawn to Bonny in a way that felt impossible to resist.

I poured more juice, smiling to myself. I wanted her around. Not just for another night, but for as long as she wanted to stay.

And by the way her hand lingered on my thigh, her eyes daring and bright, I knew she wasn’t planning on leaving anytime soon.


Lessons After Dark




Nolan insisted she was just a study partner. Nothing more.

I wanted to believe him. God, I wanted to. But the moment I hear the soft, musical laugh drifting down the hallway, my stomach knots. That’s not the laugh of someone buried in equations and textbooks. That’s the laugh of a girl who knows she has an audience, even if it isn’t the one she pretends to entertain.

From my bedroom, I lean against the doorframe, tilting myself just far enough into the hall to catch a sliver of the living room. I don’t want to look obvious, don’t want Nolan to glance up and catch me spying. But I can’t not look.

He’s there on the couch, laptop balanced on his knees, shoulders hunched in that familiar determined way. His glasses are sliding down his nose again, and he nudges them back with one absent push while typing numbers into a spreadsheet. His brow is furrowed, lips caught between his teeth in focus, as if the rest of the world has melted away.

But she hasn’t melted away. She’s right there. She exists.

Calla doesn’t sit on the couch. She occupies it—claims it like it’s hers by right. One leg tucked beneath her, a notebook poised on her thigh, the curve of her body arranged with casual grace. Her hair spills like a dark waterfall over her shoulders, framing her face in a way that’s too perfect not to be noticed. Her blouse hangs loose, tied at the waist to bare a sliver of stomach that gleams under the lamp. It looks accidental, but I know better. Everything about her posture screams comfort, confidence, control.

“She’s brilliant,” Nolan had said, like that explained everything. “One of the top students in my program. I don’t even really need tutoring—it just helps me stay sharp.”

Sharp. Right.

From here I can see her lean closer, her shoulder brushing his as she points something out on his screen. Her hand trails across the space between them, fingertips brushing his arm as if by accident, though I know better. Nolan doesn’t even notice—he just nods, scribbling down whatever she said, dutiful as always.

I bite down on the inside of my cheek, hard enough to taste iron. Maybe I’m imagining it. Maybe every gesture looks loaded when you’re already suspicious. But then her fingers linger too long against the cushion, her smile lingers too long after Nolan’s already turned away. The whole scene brims with implication I can’t unsee.

And then she looks at me.

Just a flicker, barely a glance, but it lands square in the hollow of my chest. Her eyes catch mine in the shadowed hallway, and her lips curve into a small, deliberate smile before she looks back to Nolan. My stomach flips, a sickening mix of anger and something else I can’t name, something I don’t want to name.

I retreat a step, heart hammering, but it doesn’t matter. She saw me. She wanted me to see her. That smirk wasn’t careless—it was a blade, slipped between my ribs with perfect aim.

Meanwhile Nolan adjusts his glasses, oblivious. “So if we plug in the values from the first equation, it should⁠—”

“Exactly,” Calla interrupts smoothly, her voice confident, coaxing. She taps his notebook with the tip of her pen. “See? You’re catching on fast. I like that.”

Her praise drips with something extra, something Nolan misses entirely. He just bends his head over the paper, jotting down the formula, loyal student to his self-appointed tutor.

I’m the one who flinches, heat crawling up my neck.

I should close the door. I should shove headphones in and drown them out. But I don’t. I hover there like some jealous cliché, the air-conditioning humming while my body feels hot, restless.

Calla laughs again, softer this time, tilting her head just enough for her hair to brush Nolan’s arm. The movement is light, casual, practiced. My nails dig into my palms until I can feel the crescent marks forming. A tight ache coils low in my chest, equal parts fury and humiliation.

She knows exactly what she’s doing. And worst of all—she knows I know.

But I can’t look away.

I study the way she sits, her posture loose and unguarded, as if she’s never had to question whether she belongs. It’s the kind of ease I’ve never managed to pull off, the kind that fills whatever space she occupies until everyone else feels like an afterthought. Her body language says she could be at home anywhere—in a library, in a crowded bar, in my living room. Especially in my living room.

Her lips part when she’s thinking, just slightly, as though the ideas she’s about to voice are too urgent to wait their turn. And then there’s the curve of her smile whenever Nolan mutters something under his breath, distracted and unpolished in a way that only I’m supposed to find endearing. With her, though, it turns into something else—something sharper, like she’s cataloging each of his quirks and filing them away for later.

I want to believe it’s harmless. I want to believe she’s just that friendly, that radiant, the kind of girl who glows without meaning to. But every time her hand finds some excuse to touch him—his arm, his shoulder, even just the edge of his notebook—I feel it like a phantom echo on my own skin. A spark, quick and invasive, leaving me tense and restless in its wake.

I flatten my back against the wall, shutting my eyes for a moment, willing my breath to even out. This is ridiculous. She’s his study partner, not his mistress. Nolan isn’t that kind of man. He’s too decent, too earnest, the kind of boy who still thanks waiters twice when they refill his water glass. The kind of boy who kisses my forehead in the morning before brushing his teeth.

But Calla isn’t like Nolan.

I know her type. The girls who never had to try, because the world bent toward them naturally. Beautiful, intelligent, confident enough to test the seams of every boundary just to see where they’ll tear. And the most dangerous thing of all—the awareness of her own effect. She knows exactly what she’s doing. She knows, and she enjoys it.

When I open my eyes again, she’s looking down the hallway, her pen suspended above the paper, lips pulled into the faintest smirk. A secret, a dare. Like she can read the storm of my thoughts as easily as an open book. Like she’s daring me to step out of the shadows, to claim what’s mine, to prove I’m not as invisible as I feel.

Heat crawls down my neck, sharp and electric, leaving my skin prickling. I retreat, easing the door shut with a soft click that feels louder than it should, my heart racing like I’ve been caught in some crime.

It’s just studying, I tell myself. Just numbers, just graphs, just harmless repetition. But my body doesn’t believe me. My pulse pounds too fast, my chest tightens with every laugh that drifts under the door, every murmur of agreement from Nolan that feels like betrayal, even if I know it isn’t.

And then, finally, silence. The front door closes with a cheerful little goodbye that grates like nails across glass. I wait, still as stone, until her footsteps fade down the hall and out of earshot. Only then do I emerge, stepping into the half-light of the living room as if I’ve crossed enemy territory.

Nolan is still on the sofa, papers scattered across his lap, shuffling them into a stack with absent fingers. To him, nothing unusual has happened. Just another evening. He looks up as I hover by the wall, his glasses sliding down his nose, his expression tired but boyish in that way that always cuts through my anger. The kind of look that makes me remember why I love him, why I trust him—why I want so badly to keep trusting him.

“You didn’t have to hide there all night,” he says with a crooked smile, one corner of his mouth tilting higher than the other.

I fold my arms across my chest, swallowing against the tightness in my throat. “I wasn’t hiding,” I answer, the words clipped. “I just didn’t want to get in the way.”

His brows draw together, confusion softening into something almost wounded. “In the way of what? She’s helping me review. That’s it.”

And the ease in his voice—his absolute certainty—makes me ache all over again. Because I believe him. I always believe him. It’s her I don’t trust.

My skin is still buzzing, a raw, electric hum that won’t fade. The image of Calla leaning into him plays on a loop in my mind—her hair brushing his shoulder, her laughter spilling out too easily, her hand lingering just a fraction too long on the cushion as if to stake a claim. It’s nothing and everything all at once, and I can’t swallow it down. I bite the inside of my lip until it stings, words clawing their way out before I can stop them.

“She flirts with you.”

Nolan blinks, caught off guard, his pen still in his hand. For a moment he just stares, and then he laughs. Actually laughs, a sound light enough to grate. “What? Elena, she doesn’t flirt with me. She’s just… like that. Confident. Outgoing. Talkative.”

The casual shrug in his tone makes my chest tighten. “She touches you,” I insist, heat prickling under my skin. “She looks at you like—like she’s imagining something more.”

This time he sets the pen down with a deliberate click. He leans back, giving me that steady, level gaze that usually melts me down to nothing. “Baby, if she does that, I barely notice. I’m buried in equations the whole time. If she’s being… whatever she’s being, it’s not even on my radar.”

I want to believe him. God, I want to fold myself into his certainty and let it strip away the jagged edges of doubt. But the picture in my head won’t fade. Calla’s smile—sly, knowing. The flick of her eyes toward me, deliberate, when she knew I was watching. The way she stretched her body into his space, subtle and practiced, just to see if I would break.

I shift from one foot to the other, restless, my fingers twisting at the hem of my shirt. “Maybe you don’t notice. But I do. She… she makes me feel like I could lose you, even if nothing’s happening.”

Nolan rises from the couch, closing the distance in a few steps. His hands find my waist, warm and grounding, steady in their familiarity. “Hey,” he murmurs, voice low. “You’re not losing me. Not to her. Not to anyone.” He dips his head and brushes his lips against mine, soft as a promise. “I love you. You’re it for me.”

My eyes sting. Relief? Frustration? I can’t tell. I kiss him back anyway, clinging to the words, to the feel of his mouth, to the promise I need to believe. His body is familiar against mine, his scent comforting, and I want to sink into it, to let it drown out the ghost of her in this room.

We end up tangled on the couch, his weight pressing me into the cushions. His hand slides beneath my shirt, tender and sure, the same way he always touches me—gentle, grounding, a rhythm I know by heart. Usually it soothes me, draws me back to center. Tonight it only sharpens the ache. Because no matter how many times he whispers that he loves me, no matter how earnestly he says my name against my throat, I can still see Calla here. I can still feel her smirk like a knife’s edge, her presence stamped into the space between us.

Later, after his breathing evens out and he drifts into sleep beside me, his arm draped lazily over my waist, I lie awake staring at the ceiling. The house is quiet, but my mind is not. My thoughts tangle, loud and messy, impossible to shut off.

And then the pictures come, unbidden and merciless. Her straddling his lap, blouse slipping open as she tips her head back to laugh. Her lips dragging down his throat, the sound of his groan muffled against her mouth. His hands gripping her waist, holding her close, giving her everything that’s supposed to be mine.

I hate myself for imagining it. I hate her more for planting the seed. And worst of all—I hate how real it feels.

The jealousy burns hot and bitter, a wildfire under my ribs. But beneath it, something darker thrums, confusing and electric. It coils low in my belly, twisting through me until my own body feels like a stranger’s. I shift restlessly under the sheets, my thighs pressing together with a friction that makes my breath catch. A curse slips past my lips, muffled into the dark.

Because it isn’t just anger that makes me tremble. It’s the way the images in my head—her lips grazing his neck, his hand sliding up her thigh—send heat sparking through me. It’s the way imagining Calla with Nolan makes me feel… alive in a way I don’t want to admit.

I hate that. I hate that my body betrays me, that the ache between my legs doesn’t care about loyalty or trust, doesn’t answer to reason or promises. It only answers to sensation. To hunger.

I roll onto my side, dragging the sheets tight around me, pressing my face into the pillow until my breath grows shallow. I tell myself to chase sleep, to push her out of my head, to cling to Nolan’s warmth still lingering beside me. But Calla’s laugh follows me into the dark, bright and taunting, and in the same breath Nolan’s groan slips in—soft, low, the sound he only makes when he’s lost in pleasure. The two sounds twist together into something I never invited, a fantasy I never asked for.

Even as I squeeze my eyes shut, a shiver runs through me, traitorous and sharp, leaving me raw and unsettled in my own skin.
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By the time Calla arrives again, I’ve promised myself I won’t hide in my room. Not this time. The first session I hovered like a ghost in the hallway, letting suspicion eat me alive until it spilled out on Nolan in a fight neither of us won. Tonight I need something different. Tonight I want to see up close.

I linger in the kitchen, hands busy with meaningless tasks. I rinse a mug that’s already spotless. I dry it and set it aside, only to rinse it again. I pull open the pantry, shuffle cans, rearrange them into neat rows. Anything to look occupied. Anything to give me cover while my ears strain for every syllable drifting in from the living room.

Nolan’s voice, warm and steady, threads through the air. Patient, focused, grounding—so achingly familiar. And then Calla’s voice slips in, bright and lilting, weaving around his like ribbon around a post, light where his is solid. The contrast makes me restless.

When I glance over, I see her perched at the edge of the couch, her whole body tilted toward him. She leans close, closer than necessary, shoulder brushing his as she traces a line of numbers in his notebook with the tip of her pen. The motion is casual, practiced, as if she’s done it before and knows exactly how it looks.

“Your handwriting is so neat,” she says, her laugh warm and soft, spilling just under the words. “I can actually read yours. Most guys, it looks like chicken scratch.”

Nolan smiles faintly, not even lifting his gaze from the page. “Guess that’s one thing I’ve got going for me.”

She tilts her head, studying him instead of the notebook, eyes lingering in a way that makes my stomach clench. “More than one,” she says, almost under her breath but not so quiet that I can’t hear it.

The can stills in my hand, my grip tightening until my knuckles blanch. My heartbeat slams against my throat, drowning out the hum of the refrigerator, the clink of metal against wood. I force myself to turn back to the cabinet, to twist every can so the labels face forward, neat and orderly, anything to disguise the chaos inside me.

But no matter how I try, I can’t not look.

Through the corner of my eye, I catch her laughing at something Nolan mumbles, her head tipping back, throat exposed, hair sliding over her shoulder like a dark curtain. The sound is too bright, too wide for the kind of joke he usually makes when he’s buried in equations. It isn’t laughter meant for humor. It’s for display—for claiming space, for reminding me and Nolan both of how easily she can fill a room with her ease, her radiance.

And then she catches me.

Her gaze flicks toward the kitchen, deliberate, sharp. Her lips curve into a smile that isn’t Nolan’s to receive, isn’t born from the scrap of wit he offered. It’s for me.

It isn’t sweet. It isn’t friendly. It’s knowing.

Heat shoots down my spine, confusing in its sharpness, both a warning and a lure. Threat and pull tangled together until I don’t know which direction I’d move if I had to choose. I look away too quickly, fumbling for something to do with my hands, but I feel her smirk like a palm pressed flat against my skin, insistent, inescapable.

I grab an apple from the counter and focus on slicing it into even wedges, arranging them into a perfect little circle on a plate. The motions are automatic, a ritual to anchor myself, as if by pretending I’m a hostess I can smother the wild beat of my pulse in my ears. The knife clinks against the cutting board in rhythm with my breath. Too fast. Too shallow.

When I finally carry the plate into the living room, I school my expression into neutrality, every muscle in my face locked into place. My voice comes out level, almost casual. Almost.

“Snack?”

Nolan glances up, distracted and grateful, his smile the same boyish one that always disarms me. “Perfect. Thanks, babe.”

Calla doesn’t look at him. Her eyes stay on me, lingering too long, the weight of them prickling over my skin. Then she plucks a slice from the plate with slow precision, her lips brushing the edge of the apple before her teeth sink in. Juice gleams on her mouth as she says, “You’re sweet to take care of him like this. He’s lucky.”

On the surface, the words are nothing—light, innocent, harmless. But her tone slides lower, softer, carrying something unspoken beneath it. Like she’s laying down a card in a game I didn’t agree to play. Like she’s daring me to read between the lines.

I set the plate down harder than I mean to, the sound sharp against the coffee table. Nolan doesn’t notice—of course he doesn’t. He’s bent over his notebook again, muttering, numbers spilling out of him like a language only he and Calla speak.

But Calla notices. Calla notices everything.

When Nolan leans forward to scribble a note, she leans with him, her body angling into his, her knee brushing against his leg. Her hair falls across his arm like a curtain, and I swear I see her glance sideways, just for a flicker, to check if I’m watching.

And I am watching. My chest tightens, breath caught in the cage of my ribs, my thighs pressing together under the cover of the counter as I retreat again.

It should only make me furious. And it does—my body burns with jealousy, sharp as broken glass. But underneath the jagged heat, something softer twists low in my belly, coiling tighter with every brush of her voice, every tilt of her body. The way her lips wrap around each word, the way she tips into his space as if she owns it, the deliberate, practiced play of her attention—it stirs something I don’t want to admit, something I don’t even know how to name.

I can’t tell if I want to shove her out the door or pull her closer, just to see what she’d do if I stopped resisting.

Back in the kitchen, I press my palms flat against the countertop, the cool stone biting into my skin. My breath comes too fast, uneven, as if I’ve run a race I never meant to enter. From the living room, their voices drift in—Calla’s laughter spilling like wine from a tilted glass, decadent and careless, while Nolan’s low murmur threads beneath it, steady, oblivious, anchoring.

I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to steady myself, but my body betrays me. My nipples tighten against the thin fabric of my bra, a hot flush crawls up my neck, and shame mixes with something sharper, something I don’t dare name. I hate it—hate the way jealousy and desire knot together until I can’t tell them apart.

I only open my eyes when silence falls. The absence of sound is louder than the noise itself, dragging me forward. Curiosity, compulsion—whatever it is, it tugs me out of hiding and back toward the living room.

Nolan is hunched over the coffee table, bent so deep into his notebook that his glasses slide down the bridge of his nose, his hand racing furiously across the page. He doesn’t look up. He doesn’t notice me.

But Calla does.

She leans back against the couch, her body arranged with deliberate ease, like she’s posing for an invisible audience. Her gaze fixes on me and holds. Slowly, deliberately, her mouth curves into a smile. Not bright. Not polite. A secret stretched across her lips.

I freeze. My chest locks, breath stuttering shallow and thin. It’s as if she’s reached across the room without moving, her fingers pressing against the vulnerable beat at my throat. The message is wordless, but it’s clear: she knows.

Then Nolan mutters something about coefficients, and just like that, she slides her gaze back to him. Lazy. Effortless. As though nothing happened at all. But I know.

And worse—I think she knows that I know. Because of the heat pooling low in my belly, the ache blooming there, insistent and undeniable. It makes me feel both exposed and complicit, as if I’ve already surrendered something without meaning to.

Nolan leans back, stretching, rubbing the back of his neck with one hand. “I’m going to hit the bathroom real quick,” he says, dropping his pen onto the table with a soft clatter. He doesn’t notice the way my pulse spikes, doesn’t see how my whole body goes rigid at the sound of his retreating footsteps.

The moment he disappears down the hallway, silence swells in the room. Heavy. Charged.

Only Calla remains. She sits neatly on the couch, one leg crossed over the other, her foot bouncing in a slow, thoughtful rhythm. Her pen twirls between her fingers like a toy, her posture unhurried, as if she has all the time in the world. As if she’s been waiting for this exact moment.

I take a step closer. Then another. My hands curl into fists at my sides, though I can’t tell if it’s to keep them steady or to stop myself from reaching for her.

“You think I don’t see what you’re doing?” The words cut from me before I can reel them back, my voice sharp and brittle in the stillness.

Her head lifts, slow and deliberate, her eyes catching mine. She doesn’t flinch. She doesn’t startle. She just looks at me the way a cat might look at a bird—patient, curious, certain of the outcome. Her lips part in a faint smile, lazy and knowing.

“What am I doing?” she asks, her voice a silken thread.

“You’re always leaning into him,” I snap, though my throat feels tight. “Laughing at things that aren’t funny. Touching his arm like it belongs to you. You think I’m blind?”

The pen stills between her fingers. She tilts her head, considering me with a steadiness that pins me in place. The silence stretches until I can hear my own pulse pounding in my ears.

Finally, she speaks, her voice soft, unhurried, yet landing like a blow. “No.” Her gaze doesn’t waver, doesn’t blink. “I think you see everything.”

Heat rises in my cheeks, flooding me until I feel exposed under her gaze. My legs move before my mind catches up, carrying me a step closer. The apple-sweet scent of her shampoo hits me, faint but sharp, as if she’s placed it there on purpose for me to breathe in. It makes my throat tighten, my resolve wobble.

“Then stop,” I say, but it comes out thinner than I want, a plea disguised as a command.

Her laugh unfurls low and throaty, not cruel but devastating in its assurance. It’s the kind of sound that belongs to someone who never doubts themselves. “Why would I stop, Elena,” she says, her voice dark silk, “when I’m not even after him?”

The words slam into me, cutting the air out of my lungs. My breath sticks in my throat. “What are you talking about?”

Her eyes gleam, dark and playful, like she’s savoring my confusion. She leans back into the couch, arms stretching across the cushions with a languid grace. The gesture is wide, open, tempting—a body laid out like an invitation she knows I’ll read.

“I’d only ever want him,” she murmurs, her voice velvet-smooth, “if I could have you too.”

The world tilts sideways. For a heartbeat, I can’t tell if I should argue, laugh, or back away. I do none of them. My heart hammers against my ribs, too loud, too raw. I should feel insulted. I should feel furious. And I do—but fury burns alongside something hotter, something that coils low in my belly, unwelcome but undeniable.

“You’re insane,” I whisper, but the words wobble, breathless and thin.

Her smile deepens, slow and devastating, as though she can hear the break in my voice as clearly as I can. “Am I? You’ve been watching me watch him. But more than that—you’ve been watching me watch you.”

“No.” The denial is automatic, but weak, my head shaking as if I can rattle her claim loose. The word barely carries any weight, even to my own ears.

“Yes.” She leans forward now, bracing her elbows on her knees, gaze locked with mine like she’s holding me in place without touching me. “I’ve seen the way you flush when our eyes meet. The way you linger in the kitchen, pretending not to stare. You don’t hate me, Elena. You hate how much you want me.”

Her words skim down my spine like a hand, electric and humiliating, each syllable a spark. My thighs clench together before I can stop them, a reflex that betrays me more than anything I could say.

I want to spit the words back at her, to cut her down, to deny her power. But my body won’t cooperate. The heat in my cheeks, the racing of my pulse, the sharp ache coiling tight and shameful between my legs—it’s all too real, all too much.

“You don’t know anything about me,” I manage, my voice raw, desperate for control I don’t have.

Her laugh comes softer this time, almost gentle, as if she’s granting me mercy even while cornering me. She reclines again, stretching into the couch, her eyes glinting like she’s won something already.

“I know enough,” she says, her voice quiet but cutting, intimate. Her lips curve into a secret, devastating smile. “I know you’re wet right now just thinking about it.”

The words hang in the air, heavy, inescapable, threading heat through every nerve in my body. And the worst part is—she’s right.

My lips part, air snagging in my throat at the sheer audacity of her words. Vulgar, unapologetic—she speaks aloud the thing I’ve shoved into the darkest corners of myself, and she does it with the ease of someone naming the color of the sky. Shock ripples through me, followed fast by anger, hot and sharp, but tangled in its center is a pulse of desire I can’t deny. It thrums low in my body, traitorous, electric.

From down the hallway, the sound of running water drifts faintly, Nolan’s presence a reminder of everything ordinary. Toothpaste. Faucet. Towel. The banal rhythm of him brushing his teeth feels like a lifeline—and a threat. His normalcy makes this moment feel even more dangerous, like a match being struck inches from the fuse.

“You should go,” I manage, though my voice comes out raw, unsteady, nothing like the command I intended.

Her smile lingers, curved and patient. She doesn’t press forward, doesn’t crowd me, but her confidence stretches across the room, curling around me like smoke I can’t wave away. “If you want me gone,” she says, her tone soft, deliberate, “all you have to do is say it like you mean it. Because, truthfully?” Her eyes glint as they rake over me. “I don’t think you do.”

I open my mouth, ready to spit a denial, ready to shove her words back at her, but nothing comes. The silence betrays me. My body betrays me.

Then the bathroom door clicks open. Nolan’s footsteps echo steady and unsuspecting down the hall, the simple sound of him returning snapping the tension taut. Calla shifts in an instant, straightening her posture, twirling her pen again, every inch of her casual. As if she hasn’t just reached into me and turned me inside out.

But when Nolan steps back into the room, dropping into his chair, her gaze cuts to me. Just for a second. A flick of her eyes, sharp as a knife. No words. She doesn’t need them.

Because the heat in my cheeks, the tremble in my hands, the wet ache coiling low in my belly—those say everything for me.

Nolan pauses mid-step, his gaze darting between us. His brow creases. “What’s going on? Did I miss something?”

The air thickens, humming with everything I can’t explain, everything I’d rather die than admit. My lips part, desperate for some excuse, but Calla beats me to it.

“Oh, nothing,” she says lightly, her smile slow and devastating. She crosses one leg over the other, her voice as casual as if she’s commenting on the weather. “I was just telling Elena the only way I’d ever want to sleep with you… is if I could sleep with her too.”

The world tilts violently.

My lungs seize. A strangled sound sticks in my throat. Nolan’s eyes go wide, his head snapping toward me as though he expects me to laugh, to wave it off as some twisted joke. But I can’t laugh. My face burns hot, my palms slick, and the betraying heat low in my body makes me want to curl in on myself.

“W-what?” Nolan stammers, jerking his gaze back to Calla.

She only shrugs, unbothered, like this isn’t an earthquake ripping through the floor beneath us. “What? She asked me if I was trying to sleep with you. I thought I’d be honest.” Her eyes find mine again, sharp and playful, lingering like fingertips along the edge of a wound. “Isn’t that right, Elena?”

I shake my head so fast my hair swings across my cheek, desperation clawing at my voice. “No—no, I didn’t⁠—”

“She doesn’t believe me,” Calla cuts in smoothly, her voice pitched low and teasing. Her eyes glimmer with wicked amusement, narrowing as though she’s savoring the trap. “But I can see it on her face. She wants it. I bet she’s wet right now, just thinking about it.”

The shame hits me like a physical blow. I flinch, heat flooding me so fast I can barely breathe. “Stop,” I hiss, but the word fractures, my voice trembling and thin. My thighs press together of their own accord, traitorous, sealing my humiliation.

Nolan’s gaze snaps to me—shocked, searching, heavy with questions I can’t bear to answer.

And Calla sits back against the couch, satisfied, her smile widening like she’s already won.

“Elena?” His voice is uncertain, but under it lies something rougher, darker—a jagged edge I’ve never heard from him before. It scrapes over me, making my stomach clench.

I turn away, my face burning. “She’s just trying to get under my skin. Don’t listen to her.” The words tumble out too fast, brittle and desperate.

Calla laughs softly, the sound low and curling like smoke through the room. It lingers in the air, seductive even in its restraint. She stands, smoothing her blouse, gathering her bag with a leisurely grace that feels deliberate, like every movement is for my benefit. “Believe whatever you want,” she murmurs. Her gaze finds me again, sharp and unwavering, pinning me where I stand. “But you can’t fake that flush, sweetheart.”

The word sweetheart hits like a blade dragged over velvet—cutting, intimate, impossible to ignore. My stomach drops.

“Thanks for the study session,” she adds, her tone airy, unconcerned, as though she hasn’t just detonated something between us. “I’ll see you both soon.”

The door shuts behind her with a clean click, leaving the silence thick enough to vibrate in my bones. The room feels changed, the air heavier, charged.

Nolan clears his throat. He’s still staring at me, his glasses slightly askew, his notebook forgotten. “Elena…”

“Don’t,” I snap, the word breaking apart in my throat. It comes out more plea than command. My body is hot and restless, my heart drumming an erratic rhythm I can’t steady. I turn away, pacing toward the hallway, needing to escape his eyes, but his hand catches my wrist. His grip is firm, grounding, unshakable.

“Is it true?” His voice is quiet but steady, a thread pulled taut. “What she said? Do you… want that?”

I freeze, caught mid-step, every muscle locked. The truth tears through me like glass. “I don’t know,” I whisper, my chest rising too fast, too shallow. “I don’t know why she gets to me. I hate her, but I can’t stop thinking⁠—”

His mouth crashes against mine before I can finish.

The kiss is fierce, hungry, nothing like the gentle reassurances of last night. His lips devour mine, hot and demanding, his tongue sliding deep into my mouth as if he can taste the truth out of me. His hands grip my hips hard, pulling me flush against him, holding me in place as though anchoring me to the only answer he’ll accept.

A moan breaks out of me, half frustration, half raw need. The fire Calla lit inside me has nowhere to go but here—into Nolan’s body pressed hard against mine, into the furious grind of his thigh wedged between mine, dragging a helpless sound from my throat.

My hands claw at his shirt, tugging it over his head with frantic movements, desperate to feel skin. He’s hot beneath my palms, the familiar strength of him sharpened by this edge of wildness.

We stumble back into the bedroom, colliding with the doorway, then the dresser, never breaking the kiss. Our hands are clumsy with urgency, tugging and fumbling—my shirt yanked overhead, his jeans shoved down, my bra unclasped with shaking fingers. Clothes scatter across the floor, abandoned casualties of the storm pulling us under.

Nolan lowers me onto the mattress with a roughness that makes my pulse leap. His weight settles over me, his eyes burning into mine, dark and intense in a way that feels both foreign and undeniable. “She doesn’t matter,” he growls, his voice roughened by desire. “You’re the only one I want.”

But even as he says it, even as his mouth trails down my throat and his hands claim every inch of me, Calla doesn’t leave. She’s a ghost between us, smirking in the shadows. Her voice echoes in my head—I’d only ever want him if I could have you too.

The memory flickers sharp and vivid, shameful and intoxicating. And when my body responds—heat surging, thighs clenching—I know Nolan can feel it too.

Nolan spreads my thighs wide, his hands firm on my skin, grounding me even as my pulse races ahead. His mouth trails down the line of my stomach, slow and deliberate, each kiss searing a path lower until anticipation has me trembling. Then his tongue finds me with sudden, shocking pressure, a jolt so sharp it tears a cry from my throat.

I clutch the sheets in both fists, knuckles white, hips lifting instinctively into his mouth. He devours me like a man starved, tongue circling with ruthless precision, lips pulling at me until sparks burst behind my eyes. His fingers press deep, curling just right, coaxing my body to bow off the bed.

“God, Nolan—” My voice cracks, fractured by the relentless spiral of pleasure winding tighter and tighter inside me. His rhythm is merciless, giving me no chance to come down, no escape from the waves that build higher until they break.

When I finally shatter, gasping and trembling, my back arches, my thighs quaking around his head. The release is blinding, but in the edges of it, she’s still there. Calla’s shadow lingers—watching, whispering, smirking that sly, devastating smile. The ghost of her taunts slides through my mind, and instead of cooling me, it makes me wetter, needier.

Nolan climbs over me, his chest slick against mine, his weight heavy in the best way. His cock pushes into me with one hard thrust, filling me so deep I gasp, nails digging into his back. He drives faster than usual, rougher, each snap of his hips a sharp punctuation, a claim written in sweat and skin. It feels like he’s answering her provocation through me, branding his place where no one else belongs.

Our moans fill the room, tangled and raw, stripped of restraint. I wrap my legs around his waist, anchoring him closer, urging him deeper. My body clings to his, chasing the rhythm he sets, desperate for more, for everything. The bed rocks with us, the sheets twisted tight in my grip as another climax tears through me, fierce and consuming. I cry out, body clenching hard around him, pulling him deeper still.

His groan vibrates against my ear, low and guttural, my name rough in his mouth. His thrusts falter, his body tightening above mine, and then he’s spilling into me, the heat of it flooding me as he collapses forward, both of us shaking with the force of release.

We collapse together, tangled in sweat and breath, our bodies heavy and spent. For a long stretch, there’s only the sound of our breathing, ragged and uneven, the echo of everything that just happened. His hand slides down my side, grounding, tender, as if trying to anchor me to him in the silence.

But even as I cling to him, my limbs sated and trembling, my mind betrays me.

Because under the haze of afterglow, I can still hear her voice. I can still see the smirk curving her lips, the glint in her eyes when she leaned back and claimed the words that undid me.

I’d only ever want him if I could have you too.

And the shameful, terrifying truth is—I can’t stop wondering how it would feel if she did.

The room is still damp with heat, the sheets tangled and clinging to my skin, Nolan’s weight pressed heavy against me. His body feels solid, grounding, his chest a steady rise and fall against my ribs—but the steadiness suffocates too. My heartbeat refuses to match his calm rhythm. It hammers on, restless, as if my body hasn’t caught up to what just happened, as if the storm inside me still rages.

I trace idle circles across his shoulder with my fingertip, watching the way goosebumps ripple beneath his skin. The sex was wild—wilder than anything we’ve ever shared. Rougher, hungrier, edged with something neither of us had touched before. But beneath the warm blur of afterglow, something else beats inside me, darker, messier. It clings like smoke in my lungs, and when I close my eyes to chase it away, it only thickens.

Nolan stirs beside me, pressing a kiss against the side of my head. “What’s going on in there?” His voice is soft, affectionate, but I feel the weight of it—his curiosity pressing down, his need to know.

I swallow, my throat dry. “Nothing.” The lie leaps out, instinctive, but my body gives me away—shivering under his touch, restless and buzzing like I’ve been caught in a current I can’t escape.

“Elena.” His tone sharpens, low and insistent. Not unkind, but impossible to ignore. His hand slides down my waist, anchoring me to him, as if he can pin me to honesty. “Talk to me.”

I bite my lip, teeth digging into skin, hesitation twisting inside me. I want to bury it, lock it away where he’ll never see. But the truth claws at me, demanding air. My chest feels too tight to hold it in.

“What she said,” I whisper finally, my eyes fixed on the ceiling like it might hold me steady.

He stills, the muscles in his arm tightening faintly. “Calla?”

“Yes.” The name tastes dangerous on my tongue, like saying it out loud might conjure her shadow right here in the room.

“What about it?” His voice is cautious now, laced with something I can’t quite name.

My breath trembles out of me. “It got to me. The way she said she’d only want you if she had me too.” The confession burns as it leaves me, heat flooding my cheeks. “I hated her for saying it, but… it stirred something. And I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Nolan props himself on his elbow, his weight shifting so his face hovers above mine. His eyes search me, wide with surprise but also lit by something hotter—something that flickers like a spark catching flame. “Wait. You mean… you’re curious? About her?”

My stomach flips, a mix of shame and arousal twisting tight. “I don’t know.” The words tumble out, helpless. “I’m jealous, Nolan. Every time she touches you, I want to scream. But when she looks at me like that…” My voice falters, dropping into a whisper. “It makes me ache.”

His breath catches, and I feel it against my cheek, warm and uneven. For once, Nolan is the one left without words.

“I thought it was just anger,” I go on, my hands knotting in the damp sheets between us. “But tonight, when we were together, I kept picturing her. Watching us. Or… or touching me.” Shame courses through me, but the heat in my body betrays me again. “It scared me, but it turned me on so much I couldn’t stop.”

Nolan stares down at me, his eyes dark and wide, his lips parted as though I’ve knocked the wind out of him. Then, slowly, his hand trails down my stomach, fingers brushing the edge of my thigh, light and deliberate.

“Jesus, Elena.” His voice is low, rough, the sound of a man trying to keep control and failing. “That’s… hot.”

I blink at him, startled. “You’re not mad?”

“Mad?” He shakes his head, letting out a small, incredulous laugh, the sound half disbelieving, half hungry. “No. I mean, I wasn’t expecting you to say that, but… fuck.” His eyes blaze darker, pupils blown wide as his grip on my thigh tightens. “The idea of you with her? Of watching you?” He swallows hard, his voice dropping even lower. “It’s driving me crazy just thinking about it.”

The air between us grows heavy again, charged in a way that makes my pulse race. And though Calla isn’t here, it feels like she is—her shadow curling at the edge of the bed, her smirk stitched into the space between our bodies.

My chest flutters, nerves and desire tangling into messy knots that make it hard to breathe. The words stick in my throat, half-formed, trembling. “So you’d be okay if…” I can’t bring myself to finish, but he hears the rest anyway, as if my silence is louder than speech.

“If she was here?” His voice dips low, husky with something that makes my pulse leap. His lips brush the shell of my ear, each syllable dragging shivers down my spine. “If she touched you while I watched?” He pauses, his breath hot against my skin. “I’d love that. I’d fucking love it, Elena.”

A violent shiver runs through me, the bluntness of his words cutting deep, striking at the place I’ve been afraid to touch even in my own mind. My thighs squeeze together, seeking relief, my breath shaky and uneven. “But what if I like it too much?” The confession falls out in a whisper. “What if I… want her?”

His mouth finds mine before I can recoil from my own honesty. The kiss is slow but consuming, deliberate, like he’s swallowing every scrap of doubt I have. His tongue slides against mine with possessive heat, his hand firm at the base of my neck. When he pulls back, his eyes are molten, dark and sure.

“Then you want her,” he says, steady as stone. “So what? It doesn’t change how I feel about you. It just means we get to discover something new together.”

My pulse races, pounding in my ears. His certainty seeps into me, loosening the knot of fear until it reshapes into something else—something daring. Something hungry.

“You’d really do it?” I ask, my voice breaking, fragile but laced with wonder. “Invite her over?”

He nods without hesitation, his lips dragging down the curve of my neck, open-mouthed and hot. A shiver ripples through me, arching my back into him. “Not to study,” he murmurs, his teeth grazing my skin. “Not to flirt around the edges. To see where this actually goes.”

The words ignite me like a spark dropped onto dry tinder. My body burns with it, the thought of her stepping back into this room—not with textbooks or pens, but with that smirk, that confidence, her eyes locked on me instead of Nolan. The image jolts through me, sharp and undeniable, pooling heat between my legs. I can’t pretend anymore.

“I want it,” I admit, the truth ragged and raw. My voice shakes with need. “I don’t know what it makes me, but I want it.”

Nolan groans into my skin, the sound vibrating against my throat, hungry and feral. His hand slides between my thighs, parting me with practiced certainty. His fingers find me slick, his voice rough with awe. “You’re already soaked,” he mutters. “Just from talking about her.”

A helpless whimper escapes me as his fingers circle slow and deliberate, teasing me into a frenzy. My back arches, my body aching for more. It feels like his touch and his words are the same thing, both reaching inside me, undoing me.

“Imagine her here,” he whispers, his mouth hot against my ear, his voice dark and coaxing. “On this bed. Her mouth on you while I watch. You tasting her while I fuck you.”

The images slam into me, too vivid to resist. I see her hair falling across my stomach, her tongue where his fingers are now, Nolan’s gaze devouring us both. A moan bursts from my lips, uncontrolled, my hips jerking into his hand, chasing friction like I’m already halfway lost.

“Nolan—” My voice is broken, begging.

“You want that?” His tone sharpens, demanding. “You want her?”

“Yes,” I gasp, the confession ripped from me like a wound opening. My body trembles, pleasure tightening sharp and unstoppable. “God, yes.”

He presses harder, deeper, his fingers relentless. The coil inside me snaps, and I come apart under him, crying out, every nerve alight. My thighs shake around his hand, my body clenching helplessly as the wave crashes over me.

When it ebbs, I collapse back against the sheets, my body trembling, my breath ragged and uneven. The room is thick with the scent of sweat and sex, with the weight of what we’ve just admitted.

Nolan gathers me close, kissing the damp skin at my temple, his voice low and certain in my ear. “Then it’s settled. We’ll invite her over.”

My chest heaves, my skin still buzzing. I should feel terrified, but instead all I feel is the ache of anticipation curling low in my belly, sharp and insistent.

Because now it’s real.

The next time Calla walks through that door, it won’t be for textbooks or problem sets.

It will be for me. And for him. And for everything we’ve both been too afraid to say out loud—until now.
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The next evening hums with a current that makes every sound sharper, every shadow heavier. The house feels different. There are no textbooks cluttering the coffee table, no pens scattered across the cushions to disguise what this space has become. The living room looks strangely bare, as though Nolan and I both knew better than to pretend tonight was about studying. We cleared away the props, stripped the stage down to only what mattered.

I’ve been restless all day, pacing from room to room, caught in the pull between dread and desire. Every time I replay my confession from last night, my stomach knots tight—but the heat that coils with it never fades. Last night’s sex hadn’t exhausted it. If anything, it had fed it, stretched it wider until I couldn’t stop imagining what would come next. I barely slept, twisting in sheets that still smelled of sweat and Nolan’s voice whispering promises against my throat.

When the knock finally comes, sharp and certain against the door, my breath catches mid-inhale. The sound reverberates through me like a bell. Nolan squeezes my hand once, steadying me, before moving to answer it.

And then she’s there.

Calla doesn’t look like she came for equations. Her skirt is short, black, unapologetic, showing the length of her legs. Her silky top dips low, teasing curves she doesn’t bother to hide. Her hair is loose around her shoulders, glossy and deliberate, as though she arranged every strand to catch the light just so. Even her smile has shifted—less polite, more dangerous. It carries weight now, like she already knows she’s stepped across a line and we’ll let her.

“Evening,” she says, her voice smooth. Her gaze sweeps over both of us, unhurried, before settling on me. That smile deepens, slow and certain. “Hope you don’t mind me dropping by.”

She knows damn well we don’t. We asked for this.

Nolan steps aside to let her in, but I feel the subtle shift in him immediately. He doesn’t reach for me, doesn’t try to control the current in the room. Instead, he leans against the far arm of the couch, arms crossed, posture watchful but not intervening. He’s retreated into stillness, making space.

Which leaves me standing in her path.

“Hi,” I manage, though my voice comes out softer than I intend. My pulse is too fast, the blood hot in my palms. I expected her to bait Nolan the way she always had before—laughing too loud, brushing against his arm. But her eyes don’t even flicker in his direction.

They’re fixed on me.

“You look pretty tonight,” she says, her tone simple, unhurried, as though complimenting me is the most natural thing in the world.

Heat blooms across my chest, climbing my throat. “Thank you.”

She steps closer, her perfume drifting around me—light, floral, teasing, the kind of scent that clings. “Nervous?” she whispers, low enough that only I can hear.

I swallow hard, my voice barely there. “A little.”

Her smile softens, though mischief still sparks in her eyes. “Good. It means your senses will be heightened.”

The words slip under my skin, intimate as breath, and heat pools low in my belly. She brushes past me on her way to the couch, her arm grazing mine. The touch is fleeting, casual, but it sparks a trail of heat down my side that leaves me shuddering. She doesn’t even glance back to check. She doesn’t have to.

I perch on the edge of the couch opposite her, my knees pressed tight together, trying to steady myself. Nolan stays quiet, his presence steady but held back, letting the two of us occupy the center of the stage.

Calla tilts her head, studying me like I’m a puzzle she already knows how to solve. “I was wondering when you’d stop watching from the sidelines,” she says.

I blink, heat rising in my face. “I wasn’t⁠—”

“You were.” Her grin curves wicked, but it doesn’t feel cruel. “Always watching. Always flushed. You wanted to be seen.”

My cheeks burn hotter. “That’s not⁠—”

Her hand lands lightly on my knee, halting the denial. The contact is casual, nothing more than a touch, but my body reacts as though she’s stripped me bare in front of her. Heat rushes through me, sharp and undeniable, my breath snagging in my throat.

“Don’t bother lying,” she murmurs, her voice soft, coaxing. “Not tonight.”

I glance at Nolan, desperate for rescue, for him to step in and stop this before I shatter. But he only meets my eyes with calm steadiness. He nods once, silent reassurance. This is what we wanted.

So I turn back to her.

Her fingers tap softly against my knee, a rhythm that feels intimate, deliberate. Then they slide higher, tracing idle circles along my thigh through the thin stretch of my leggings. Every pass feels like punctuation, daring me to interrupt her sentence, daring me to let it continue.

“Still nervous?” she asks, her voice lilting, playful.

“Yes,” I breathe. My voice shakes, caught between confession and surrender.

“Good,” she whispers again, and her thumb presses slightly harder into my leg. The pressure makes my pulse stumble, makes my thighs ache to part.

My skin tingles under her touch. My chest rises and falls too quickly, and I can’t stop staring at her lips—full, curved, glinting with the promise of more.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this,” she says softly.

“Wanted what?” My voice trembles, thin as paper.

Her gaze darkens, her fingers sliding up another inch, deliberate and slow. “You.”

The single word lands like a spark on dry tinder, and everything inside me ignites at once.

For a long, suspended moment, no one moves. The silence thrums between us, thick with everything unspoken. Nolan doesn’t interrupt. He doesn’t clear his throat or reach for me or shift to reassert his place. He just watches, his stillness deliberate, his presence heavy at the edge of my awareness.

I don’t pull away. I can’t. My body is frozen, but not in rejection—caught instead in the dangerous gravity of the moment, balanced on a knife’s edge.

And Calla—Calla doesn’t falter. Her gaze never wavers, relentless in its confidence. Her fingers rest warm and steady against my thigh, light enough to give me the choice, firm enough to remind me that the choice is mine to make. She waits.

When I don’t stop her, when I don’t move at all, her smile widens. It blooms slow and certain across her mouth, a victory she doesn’t need to declare.

She leans in, her hair brushing my shoulder in a silken whisper, her breath ghosting across the shell of my ear. The intimacy of it makes my stomach flip, my pulse trip over itself. “I promise, Elena,” she murmurs, her voice a velvet stroke, “it’ll feel better than anything you’ve imagined.”

A shiver rakes through me, from scalp to toes. Terror and longing, shame and raw anticipation knot together inside me until I can’t tell one from the other. I can’t speak. I can barely breathe.

And she isn’t going to stop.

Her breath is still warm on my ear when I finally turn my head. The decision doesn’t feel like mine—it feels inevitable, like gravity tugging me toward something I’ve been falling into all along.

Her lips brush mine, feather-light at first, tentative, testing. The contact sends a shock through me, panic and desire colliding so hard my chest constricts. My stomach flips, my body screaming at me to pull back.

I should stop. I should say no.

But I don’t.

The kiss deepens before I can think, her mouth moving against mine with a confidence I don’t possess but can’t resist. She tastes like something unfamiliar and intoxicating, sweet and sharp at once. Her hand cups my jaw, her thumb pressing lightly beneath my ear as she angles me into her kiss. The heat of her tongue sweeps across my lower lip, teasing, before slipping inside. The dizzy rush of it makes me tremble, makes my knees press tighter together.

Nolan shifts where he sits on the arm of the couch, and though he makes no sound, I feel the weight of his watching like a second set of hands on my skin. His silence isn’t absence—it’s a presence, thick and charged, waiting.

Calla’s hand leaves my jaw, drifting down the slope of my neck, her fingertips tracing the hollow at my collarbone. The lightness of her touch is unbearable, sparking everywhere it lands. She trails lower until her fingers catch the hem of my shirt. She pauses, looking up at me with a tilt of her head.

My nod is shallow, shaky, but it’s enough.

She lifts my shirt over my head in one smooth motion, leaving my skin bare to the air. The contrast is startling—cool against the heat of her touch. She hums softly, eyes dropping to where my bra clings to me. Her gaze lingers there, dark with want, and suddenly the lace feels insubstantial, like it can’t possibly shield me from the weight of her attention.

“You’re beautiful,” she says, her voice low, almost reverent. The sincerity stuns me—but her smile still carries that teasing edge, as if she knows exactly how undone those words make me.

My face burns hot, but the words sink deeper than I expect. No one has ever looked at me quite like this. Not Nolan, not anyone. Not like prey. Not like temptation. Not like promise.

Her fingers slip under my bra strap, tugging it slowly down my shoulder. Her knuckles brush the swell of my breast, feather-light, and my breath stutters. When she lowers her mouth to follow, kissing the path her fingers traced, a soft sound escapes me before I can choke it back.

Her lips trail lower, heat against my skin, until she reaches the edge of lace. Then—with one bold tug—the barrier is gone.

Her tongue circles my nipple, slow, deliberate, savoring the reaction she drags from me. Then her lips close around me, gentle suction pulling a cry from my throat. My back arches without thought, offering more.

“Oh my God—” The words break, helpless, raw.

She pulls back just enough to look up at me, her lips glistening, her expression smug and knowing. “Better than imagining?”

I nod, helpless, my hands gripping the couch cushion as though I’ll fall apart without it. My body feels molten, every nerve awake, every inch of me thrumming.

Because for the first time, I realize—I’ve been waiting for this. I just hadn’t known it until now.

She kisses lower, dragging her mouth across the flat of my stomach, her hair spilling over me in a silken curtain, tickling my skin with every shift. The sensation is maddening—soft where everything inside me aches for pressure, for release. My hips lift on their own, small helpless thrusts upward as if my body is begging, reaching for her mouth before my mind can catch up.

Nolan’s voice finally breaks the silence. Low. Rough. Uneven. “She’s trembling.”

The sound of him—of him watching—makes me realize it’s true. My thighs are quivering, my stomach is tight, my chest rising and falling too fast. Every nerve feels strung taut, pulled sharp as a bowstring. I’m wound up with want, vibrating with it.

Calla glances at him, just briefly, a flick of her eyes sharp with mischief. Then she looks back at me, her smile wicked, devastating. “She’s ready.”

Her hands slide with slow certainty to my waist, fingertips pressing into the curve of my hips before hooking into the waistband of my leggings. She tugs downward, deliberate, peeling fabric from my skin inch by inch. The elastic clings, then gives way, dragging my panties with it. I can’t move, can’t breathe, as she strips me bare beneath her gaze.

The vulnerability hits hard—me splayed open on the couch, flushed and trembling, Nolan’s eyes heavy on me, and Calla kneeling between my thighs like she belongs there. Heat crashes through me, shame and arousal twining so tightly I can’t tell one from the other.

Her mouth finds the inside of my knee first. Just a kiss, a soft tease. Then higher, lips brushing the tender skin above my thigh. My breath hitches. Another kiss, closer this time. Inch by inch she ascends, each press of her lips stoking the fire until it blazes unbearable. When her mouth brushes the inside of my upper thigh, so close I can feel her breath against me, I gasp, clutching the cushions harder, hips canting forward in a plea I can’t voice.

And then her tongue is on me.

I cry out, louder than I mean to, the sound torn from somewhere deep. The shock of sensation floods me, slick and hot, electric sparks racing up my spine. She licks slow at first, deliberate circles that make my toes curl into the cushions, that force a strangled moan from my lips. Then her pace shifts—firmer, faster, merciless in its focus. My breath breaks into sharp, uneven moans.

“Oh—God, Calla⁠—”

The name falls from me like surrender.

Her fingers slip inside me while her tongue keeps working, curling in just the right spot, the one that makes my hips jerk, my voice break. The dual assault is too much. The coil inside me snaps suddenly, violently. The orgasm rips through me, sharp and unrelenting, stealing my breath. My back arches off the couch, my hands fly to her hair, tangling in it, holding her there. My thighs clamp around her shoulders, trembling, but she doesn’t stop. She keeps going, riding out my convulsions, relentless until I’m shaking too hard to hold still.

I collapse back against the cushions, gasping, sweat dampening my skin, my vision swimming at the edges. I’ve never come like that before—so sudden, so devastating it leaves me boneless. My whole body pulses with the aftershocks, too raw and yet already greedy for more.

Calla finally pulls back, slow and self-assured. She licks her lips, savoring, her expression smug, satisfied. Her mouth glistens in the low light, and her eyes lock onto mine with an intensity that pins me in place.

“Delicious,” she says softly, her voice reverent and taunting all at once.

I can’t speak. My lips part, but no words come. My body still throbs, every nerve overstimulated, yet beneath the wreckage there’s hunger, sharp and undeniable. A need that hasn’t burned out but grown.

And she knows it. I can see it in the curl of her smile, in the patience of her posture, in the way Nolan sits silent, his chest rising hard, watching us both like he’s already caught in the same fire.

Nolan finally moves, breaking the stillness he’s held onto like a vow. He slides off the arm of the couch and crouches low beside me, close enough that his presence feels like a wall at my side. His hand lifts to my face, brushing damp strands of hair back from my cheek. His touch is reverent, trembling slightly with the same hunger burning in his eyes.

“You’re incredible,” he whispers, voice raw, as if he’s just witnessed something sacred. His thumb strokes the hollow of my cheek, steadying me. Then, to Calla, his gaze never leaving me: “I’ve never seen her like that.”

Calla’s answering smile is slow, sly, devastating. “That’s because she needed a woman’s touch.”

The words should cut. Should sting. Instead they send another shiver slicing down my spine, threading heat through my veins. My skin prickles with the truth of it, with the admission I don’t want to make—that maybe she’s right.

Before I can think, she leans in again, closing the space with unhurried certainty. Her lips press against mine, firmer this time, coaxing me open. I taste myself on her tongue—tangy, shocking, unfamiliar—and the realization makes my stomach flip, heat flooding my cheeks. I moan into the kiss, my fingers flying to her arm, clutching her hard just to keep her there, afraid she might pull away too soon.

She doesn’t. She deepens it, her tongue sweeping against mine, claiming me, until I’m breathless. Then she breaks away, her mouth hovering close enough that her words spill directly into me.

“Now, Elena,” she murmurs, voice low, velvet edged with steel. “It’s your turn.”

Her meaning strikes me like lightning, electric and undeniable. My pulse skitters, my nerves screaming. My body floods with want and panic all at once. I glance at Nolan, desperate for something—for guidance, for rescue—but he only meets my eyes with a look that makes my chest seize. His expression is dark, approving, his jaw tense with control he’s barely holding. And then he nods.

That nod is permission. Encouragement. A command.

Calla shifts, graceful, predatory, guiding my trembling hand with hers. She presses my palm to her thigh, the firm muscle taut under smooth skin. My breath hitches at the contact, at the reality of it. She urges my hand higher, slow and deliberate, until my fingertips brush the hem of her skirt.

The heat of her skin burns through the fabric. My hand shakes as I press upward, sliding under the edge of her dress. The air feels thick, charged, every inch closer to her an eternity.

“Touch me,” she whispers, her breath ghosting hot against my mouth. “I want to feel you.”

My fingers tremble violently as I obey, as if drawn by something larger than me. Higher and higher, until I find the soft silk of her panties. And then—dampness. The damp heat shocks me, a jolt straight through my core. Proof of her desire. Proof of what I’ve done to her.

“Oh, God,” I whisper, voice breaking, my own arousal surging back sharp and desperate.

Calla’s grin curves wicked, her teeth catching her lower lip as she watches me unravel. “See?” she purrs. “You’re not the only one wet.”

The words make my thighs clench involuntarily, my breath coming in gasps. Nolan groans quietly beside us, his hand tightening on my shoulder as though he can barely stand to keep his distance. His restraint feels like a leash pulled to its limit, ready to snap at any second.

I collapse back against the cushions, my legs limp, chest heaving. I’ve never felt so exposed in my life—laid bare under both of their gazes, caught between them. And yet… instead of retreating, instead of recoiling, I find myself watching her. Watching Calla.

And I can’t look away.

She shifts her gaze toward Nolan, who’s been sitting there taut and silent, his body a study in restraint. His eyes are locked on us, dark and unblinking. His jaw is clenched tight, the muscles flexing with every shallow breath, and his fists press hard against his thighs like he’s been holding himself back by sheer will. The intensity of him fills the space, silent but overwhelming.

Calla smirks, tilting her head, and the way she looks at him makes my stomach twist. It isn’t just a glance—it’s an appraisal, a deliberate assessment. She doesn’t only see him; she measures him, weighs him, as though she’s already imagined what she wants to do to him. There’s hunger in her gaze, yes, but also command, as if she’s deciding whether to take him like she took me.

Then her attention cuts back to me, sharp and unrelenting. “What do you think, Elena?” she asks, her voice low and teasing, threaded with silk and steel. Her fingers squeeze gently against my thigh. “Should I ride your boyfriend?”

The air rushes out of my lungs in a sharp gasp. The bluntness of it hits me like a jolt of electricity, raw and indecent, and my body betrays me with a shiver. My gaze jerks toward Nolan. His pupils are blown wide, his chest rising too fast, his hands twitching at his sides like he’s seconds from losing control. Then I look back at her—kneeling between us, poised, confident, waiting.

My heart pounds so loud it drowns the room. Every jealous instinct inside me screams no. That he’s mine, that she’s already taken enough from me. But beneath the sting, something darker coils, hot and insistent, winding low in my belly. The memory of her mouth on me still lingers, sharp and intoxicating. The thought of her turning that same focus, that same devastating confidence, onto Nolan—God help me—it terrifies me and excites me in equal measure.

I swallow hard, my throat tight, my voice breaking when it finally escapes. “Yes.”

Her smile blooms slow, wicked, triumphant. “Good girl.”

The praise makes my skin burn, my thighs press tighter, shame and arousal knotting together until I can’t tell them apart.

She moves toward Nolan on all fours, graceful and predatory, each shift of her hips making her skirt ride higher. The sight alone makes my pulse spike. She looks like a wild thing crossing a room she already owns. When she reaches him, she pushes his knees apart without hesitation, settling between them with effortless authority.

Nolan exhales sharply, a sound like release and surrender all at once. His hands twitch against his thighs again, but he doesn’t move them. He’s frozen, waiting, fighting for composure.

“Relax,” she murmurs, her voice coaxing, almost tender. Her fingers stroke lightly along the inside of his thigh, creeping upward. “Let me take care of you.”

He glances at me then, one last check, one last question. His eyes are heavy, desperate, asking for permission even as his body strains for her. My chest aches with the weight of it—but I nod. A small, trembling nod. And I can’t look away.

Calla unbuttons his jeans with slow, deliberate motions, dragging the anticipation out until my nerves are raw. The sound of the zipper echoes, obscene in the silence. When she frees him, Nolan groans low in his throat, his head tipping back against the couch, eyes squeezing shut.

She wraps her hand around him lazily at first, stroking him with a teasing rhythm. Then, with a smirk in my direction, she bends her head and takes him into her mouth.

The noise he makes is guttural, torn from deep in his chest—rougher than I’ve ever heard from him. My body clenches in response, my thighs pressing together, another wave of heat flooding me despite the ache of my earlier release.

I can see everything. From where I sit, the view is merciless—her lips stretched around him, cheeks hollowing, her hand working in tandem with her mouth. The wet glide of her tongue, the way she moans softly around him, the vibration making Nolan curse as his fingers tangle in her hair, pulling tight.

Jealousy sparks sharp in my chest, raw and real. But it tangles with something stronger, fiercer: arousal that steals my breath, that makes me squirm against the cushions. Watching them—watching her take him apart—feels like surrender, like setting myself on fire and realizing I crave the burn.

Nolan groans again, his hips jerking upward, chasing her mouth. Calla pulls off with a wet sound, her tongue flicking against the head of his cock before she licks her lips slowly, savoring.

“Mmm,” she hums, her eyes gleaming wickedly as they flick to me. “He tastes good.”

My face flames hot, humiliation and hunger battling for space inside me. My body betrays me again with a deep, aching pulse low in my belly. I can’t decide if I want to drag her away from him or beg her to keep going.

And the truth that terrifies me most is—I might want both.

Before I can answer, Calla rises fluidly to her feet, her movements unhurried, deliberate, a predator circling prey she already knows won’t run. Her eyes glint with something wicked, something certain, and the air in the room thickens as she places herself in front of us, commanding the space with nothing more than her presence.

Her fingers move to the first clasp of her blouse. One by one, she unbuttons, slow enough to make me ache. The fabric parts with each flick of her fingers, a teasing revelation, until she shrugs it off her shoulders and lets it slip down her arms. The blouse pools at her feet like an afterthought.

Her bra follows with a deft flick at her back. She doesn’t rush the reveal. She lets me watch, lets me need to see her bare herself. When the lace falls away, her breasts are exposed in the soft light—curves unapologetic, nipples tightening under the weight of both our gazes. She doesn’t cover herself. She smiles, sly and knowing, as if she’s feeding on the tension winding tight through me, through Nolan, through the air itself.

Then she reaches for her skirt. She peels it down slowly, deliberately tormenting me, her hips swaying slightly as the fabric slides over them. It drops to the floor, leaving only the dark lace of her panties, which cling obscenely to her curves. My breath hitches as she hooks her thumbs into the waistband. Inch by inch, she slides them down, the lace slipping over her thighs until she’s naked before us.

She doesn’t shield herself. Doesn’t shift to hide. She stands proud and unashamed, daring me to look, daring me not to. Every line of her body radiates confidence, a raw defiance that feels like both a taunt and an invitation.

Finally, she turns toward Nolan. Her gaze never leaves mine, but she straddles his lap with ease, settling onto him as though she’s done it a hundred times before. With one slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she guides him inside her.

The sound that rips through the room is primal—his groan, rough and guttural; her gasp, sharp and hungry. The combination hits me like a strike to the core, shuddering through me until my whole body clenches.

She rides him with a confidence that is both intimate and obscene, her rhythm unhurried but sure, every motion designed to be watched. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, her hair spilling forward as she braces her hands against his shoulders. Nolan’s hands grip her hips hard, his knuckles white, his head tipped back, his mouth open in stunned, helpless pleasure.

And me? I’m frozen. Watching. Trembling. Every nerve alight as if my body doesn’t know whether to burn or break.

Jealousy tightens my chest, yes—but it doesn’t tear me apart. It sharpens me instead, honing every sensation, heightening every flicker of arousal until I’m panting, my hand pressed between my thighs without even realizing it. The sight of them together doesn’t feel like a theft—it feels like a revelation.

I can’t believe this is me—Elena, always cautious, always careful, always clutching Nolan close with possessive fists. And yet here I am, watching him inside another woman, and instead of losing him, I feel like I’ve been given something raw and forbidden and impossibly hot.

Calla tilts her head toward me, her rhythm never faltering, her body rolling against his with obscene grace. “Look at her,” she breathes to Nolan, her voice smug even through her gasps. “She can’t stop watching.”

Nolan’s eyes drag to mine, hazy with lust, glazed and reverent. His lips part, and he groans, “God, Elena…”

The sound of my name on his lips, while he’s buried inside her, detonates inside me. My stomach flips, my thighs squeeze tight, and heat crashes through me like a wave. I bite my lip, trying to stifle the whimper that breaks anyway, but it’s useless. My body doesn’t care. My jealousy has melted into something else entirely—something sharper, something addictive.

Watching him, watching her, watching us—it doesn’t destroy me. It feeds the fire, subdues the fear I thought would eat me alive, until all that’s left is the blaze.

And for the first time, I don’t hate Calla for it.

The sounds of them together echo around me—Nolan’s groans, Calla’s gasps, the slick rhythm of their bodies colliding. I never thought I could survive watching him with someone else. I never thought I could want it. But instead of shattering, I feel sharper, clearer, more alive than I ever have.

Every nerve in me is lit, and I know—I will never be the same.

Calla slows her movements, her hips still pressed down over Nolan’s lap, her skin glistening with sweat. Her body shines in the low light, each curve slick and flushed, her breath coming in ragged bursts. She leans forward, capturing Nolan’s mouth in one last kiss, lingering, savoring him as if she’s reluctant to let go. Then she turns her head toward me.

Her smile is wicked, yes, but there’s something else beneath it too—something softer, almost reverent, like she’s been waiting for this exact moment. Her eyes hold mine, unblinking, deliberate.

“Your turn,” she murmurs, her voice husky, breathless.

My heart jolts, slamming against my ribs. “What?” The word is thin, a rasp torn from a throat too dry.

She doesn’t answer right away. Instead, her hand drifts down the slick plane of her stomach, fingers sliding lower until they slip between her thighs. I watch, frozen, as her fingertips glide through her wetness, slow and unashamed. When she pulls them away, they glisten in the lamplight, slick and undeniable.

She brings them to her mouth with unhurried grace. Her lips part, and she sucks one finger slowly, deliberately, her eyes locked on mine. When she pulls it free with a soft pop, the sound echoes through me like a snap of a whip.

“You want to taste him on me?” she asks, her voice low and teasing, every word a taunt and a promise. “Taste both of us?”

The air thickens, hot and suffocating. My body answers before my mouth can. My thighs press together, my breath hitches, and I nod, trembling so hard I can’t stop it.

Calla rises from Nolan’s lap with feline grace, the movement sinuous, unhurried. She lowers herself onto the couch cushions beside me, her body still flushed, still glistening. Nolan leans back against the sofa, his chest heaving, his cock slick and swollen where she left him. His gaze doesn’t waver from me. The way he looks at me—hungry, proud, desperate—makes my skin prickle with heat.

Calla reclines against the armrest, spreading her thighs with deliberate ease. Her confidence is staggering, her invitation unmistakable. “Come here, Elena.”

I hesitate, frozen at the precipice. The weight of it presses down so heavily I can barely draw breath. But then Nolan’s hand finds mine. Warm. Steady. Grounding. He squeezes once, rough with urgency. His voice is shredded with lust. “Go on, baby. Do it.”

My pulse pounds in my ears as I crawl toward her. Each movement feels monumental, pulling me closer to a threshold I can’t step back from. The scent of her hits me before I reach her—musky, sweet, sharp—a heady perfume of sex that curls low in my belly. It’s intoxicating, dizzying.

She strokes my hair as though soothing a skittish animal, her touch gentle but sure, guiding me down. “That’s it,” she whispers, voice a low hum of approval. “Be brave.”

My lips part, hesitant, trembling. I press a soft kiss against the inside of her thigh. Her skin is hot, salty with sweat. I kiss again, higher this time, tasting her, and she sighs, her hand tightening in my hair.

When my tongue finally slips between her folds, the world tilts. The taste is warm, slick, tangy with Nolan’s lingering presence, and it sends a violent shiver through me. Calla moans low and throaty, arching her hips into my mouth, and the sound makes me wetter than I thought possible.

“Good girl,” she breathes, her words shivering down my spine. She presses gently against the back of my head, guiding me. “Just like that.”

I lick cautiously at first, tentative, mapping her with nervous strokes. But curiosity morphs quickly into hunger. My tongue finds the sensitive bud at the top, flicking lightly, and she gasps, her hips jerking hard against me.

“God, Elena…” Nolan groans from beside us, his voice jagged. I glance up briefly, my lips still pressed to Calla, and see him stroking himself with a slow, desperate rhythm. His eyes blaze as he watches me between her thighs, and the look on his face makes my chest ache with a twisted pride, with desire so fierce it’s unbearable.

Calla tugs me back into focus with a sharp tug to my hair, grinding gently against my mouth. “Don’t stop,” she begs, her voice breaking, raw and needy. “Please—don’t you dare stop.”

Her desperation lights something inside me. I suck gently, then harder, my tongue working in rhythm as I slide two trembling fingers inside her, mimicking the way she had filled me earlier. She cries out, her body seizing around me, her thighs clamping against my cheeks as though she can’t bear to let me go.

The sensation is overwhelming—her taste, her moans, Nolan’s groans blending beside us. My body hums as if I’m the one unraveling, every nerve raw and alight.

“Fuck, Elena…” Nolan’s voice is a rasp, shredded with need. “You’re so fucking hot like this.”

His words fuel me, drive me deeper. I press into her with my fingers, my tongue flicking harder, until she shudders violently. Her climax crashes through her, and she moans my name as she comes, hips jerking against my mouth, her grip in my hair almost painful.

I drink her in until she collapses back against the cushions, spent and shaking, her body limp with release.

I pull back slowly, my lips and chin wet, my breath ragged. My heart hammers so loud I can barely hear. My whole body hums with need, trembling with it, and yet beneath the exhaustion, a wild spark burns hotter.

Because tasting her—tasting them—has only made me hungrier.

When I finally pull back, dazed and breathless, Nolan is staring at me like he’s never seen me before. His eyes are wide, dark, almost reverent, as though I’ve become something unfamiliar in front of him. His hand works over himself faster, his chest rising and falling with ragged, broken breaths, each one sharper than the last.

Calla’s laugh breaks the silence, soft and throaty, worn raw by pleasure but still rich with satisfaction. She cups my face with surprising gentleness, her palm warm, her thumb brushing across my cheek. She tilts my chin up until I can’t look anywhere but into her eyes. They gleam with triumph, but underneath there’s a flicker of something softer—something dangerously close to tenderness.

“See?” she whispers, her breath feathering across my lips. “I told you it would feel better than imagining.”

And she’s right. God, she’s right.

I collapse back against Nolan, boneless, my body melting into him. His arm comes around me instantly, pulling me close against his chest, anchoring me in his warmth. His hand slides down to stroke my hip, possessive and protective at once, as though he knows I’ve stepped across a threshold and wants to remind me where I belong. My whole body is still buzzing, my thighs slick and trembling, my mind reeling with the weight of what I’ve just done. What I wanted to do.

I’m not the same as I was before.

Nolan presses a kiss to the top of my head, tender and grounding, while Calla leans back against the cushions opposite me, her lips still curved into a satisfied, feline smile. She looks at me like she’s claimed something—no, like we’ve claimed something together. And the thought doesn’t make me flinch.

Because I don’t just want to taste her again.

I need to.
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The three of us lie tangled in the half-dark, skin slick, bodies humming with exhaustion and the soft aftershocks of desire. The sheets are twisted, damp with sweat, the air thick and heavy with the scent of sex. I should care, but I don’t. Not at all. I’ve never felt so raw, so stripped bare, and yet so vividly, ferociously alive.

Nolan’s chest is pressed warm against my back, his breath steadying as he strokes lazy circles over my hip. The rhythm is soothing, but there’s still a weight to his touch, a quiet possessiveness threaded into every pass of his fingers.

Calla is sprawled out in front of me, her long hair spilling across the pillow like ink, her body relaxed and gleaming in the faint light. Her eyes are closed, her lips curved into a satisfied, wicked little smile that hasn’t faded even in rest. She looks utterly at home here, like she’s been in this bed with us all along, as if her presence was inevitable.

I should feel guilty. I should feel ashamed. But instead, I feel… changed.

The jealousy that once scorched through me like acid has melted into something new, reshaped into something that feeds me instead of breaking me. Watching Nolan with her hadn’t destroyed me. It had made me ache, yes, but that ache had sharpened into something hotter, something I craved. And touching her, tasting her… it unlocked a door I didn’t know existed. A part of me I can’t deny. A part I don’t want to deny.

My fingers drift down Calla’s arm almost without thought, tracing lightly over the curve of her skin. Her eyes flutter open, dark and glinting even in the low light. She catches my hand in hers, presses a slow kiss to my knuckles, her lips soft and deliberate, then whispers with that same sly certainty, “Told you.”

Heat blooms in my chest, curling through me like fire. She’s right.

Behind me, Nolan shifts, his voice rough but tender. “You okay, baby?”

I turn my head just enough to meet his gaze over my shoulder. His face is flushed, exhausted, blissed out, but in his eyes I see more—pride, relief, and a hunger I’ve never seen in him before tonight.

“Yes,” I whisper, the truth of it reverberating through me. I don’t just feel okay. I feel remade.

He smiles faintly, brushing a kiss against my temple. “Good. Because I don’t think this was a one-time thing.”

Calla laughs softly from the other side of me, the sound low and decadent, edged with certainty. “Definitely not.”

The surprising part is—I don’t recoil at her confidence. I don’t shrink from the idea of her being here again. Instead, my stomach flutters, my skin prickles, already thrumming with anticipation at the thought of her walking through our door once more.

I press back into Nolan’s chest, grounding myself in his warmth, while my hand reaches across the space to find Calla’s. I twine my fingers with hers and let the truth settle deep inside me.

I’ve changed.

We’ve changed.

And when she comes back through that door, it won’t be for textbooks or problem sets. It will be for us.

For me.

For what we’ve started—and what we’re nowhere near finished with.


The Operator




"Who was on the other end of your call at this ungodly hour?" My husband, caught off guard by my sudden presence in the kitchen, hastily ended his late-night conversation. He swiveled around to face me, a look of mild surprise etched across his features. "Lauren, it's well past our bedtime. What are you doing up?"

"I could ask you the same thing," I retorted gently, a playful smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. It hadn't yet crossed my mind to be suspicious or doubtful about his actions; however, I could feel myself slowly inching towards that direction of thought. "Is everything okay?"

"Oh, absolutely," he assured me quickly, flustered. His chestnut hair fell haphazardly over his eyes which were now cast downwards in an attempt to avoid my gaze. "It was just a... work-related issue. Something urgent and unexpected cropped up."

"At this hour?" I questioned him incredulously.

"Yes," he confirmed. "A new client with an odd personality decided to reach out. You know we occasionally come across peculiar individuals in our line of work."

"Yeah," I responded nonchalantly as I filled a tall glass with cool water from the fridge dispenser. "The truly unique and eccentric ones."

Jim let out a hearty laugh as if he had been holding his breath and was finally able to exhale freely; something that didn't escape my notice. "Yes, exactly like those," he agreed enthusiastically before apologizing for disturbing my sleep.

"You didn't disrupt anything." I reassured him calmly while taking a long sip from my glass. "I just needed some water."

"Oh, okay," he said visibly relieved by my response. He approached me with soft steps and placed gentle hands on my shoulders before planting an awkward kiss on my forehead. "Well then, goodnight."

"Goodnight," I echoed his words, my eyes following his retreating figure as he exited the kitchen. As I stood alone in the dimly lit room, I replayed our conversation in my head, trying to analyze every word and gesture. Something didn't sit right with me but I couldn't quite put a finger on it. Surely Jim wouldn't be cheating on me, would he?

No, I thought. That’s ridiculous. Though the more I thought about it, though, the more implausible cheating sounded. It had been months since we’d made love, but it wasn’t for lack of trying. Jim was having trouble getting hard lately and nothing came of our attempts. Surely, he wouldn’t be cheating if he couldn’t get it up.

Unless, I thought. Maybe he can only get it up for someone else? The thought made me sick with worry. I knew the only way to find out for certain would be to steal a glance at his phone – something I’d never done before. I trusted him. He trusted me. We weren’t the type to go snooping, but that nagging sensation in my gut made it tempting. Unfortunately, he took his phone with him to bed every night. I wouldn’t be able to figure out who he had called for quite some time. I’d have to be diligent in finding the right opportunity in the coming days.

I set down my glass of water and went to bed. Jim was already asleep, and his phone was nowhere in sight. I crawled into bed and tried to doze off, but my sleep was shallow at best. Relax, I told myself. He was just talking to a client, like he said. Why would he cheat on you? More importantly, how could he when he can’t even get hard? No matter how much I tried to reassure myself, I couldn’t quell the storm brewing inside me.

But it wasn’t just fear or jealousy. Something else was snaking its way through me.

When I did wake up the next morning, Jim was in the shower and his phone was sitting on the nightstand. Finally, I saw my opportunity. I reached over, picked it up, and scrolled through the numbers. My fears were alleviated for the time being. The number he spoke with at midnight was an 800 number. So, he couldn’t have been cheating on me.

What didn’t sit right with me was that the number hadn’t called him, and I also couldn’t figure out what an 800 number would have to do with work. I made note of the number and placed his phone back on the nightstand. Then I crawled out of bed and looked it up online.

My heart raced. Never in a million years did I expect it to belong to a phone sex hotline. This was the kind of thing you saw in bad movies, not in real life. What was he doing calling one of those? I told myself that maybe it had to do with his little problem. Maybe he hoped it would put a balm on his insecurities, or maybe he thought it would help him. I could only hope those were the reasons and not that his interest was shifting away from me.

Did he wish I was someone else? Was it only a matter of time before he did cheat? And what was this new feeling that slithered under my skin at the thought of him cheating? Why did my thighs clench in response?

I heard his steps in the hallway and closed my laptop. “What are you up to?” he asked with an unknowing smile. He had just appeared in the doorway a second after I’d hidden my sleuthing attempt. He hadn’t seen a thing. Good.

“Oh, nothing,” I said. “Just checking the local listings for garage sales.” What a terrible lie. He’s going to know what you were up to for sure.

“Oh yeah, it’s Friday already, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said. “It is.” Great. Keep going. This totally isn’t why there’s no lust in the bedroom.

“Alright,” he said, straightening his tie. “Well, I’m off to work. Have fun.”

“I will,” I said. I walked toward him and kissed him goodbye, eager for him to head out the door so that I could continue unraveling this mystery. The second he left, I picked up the phone and dialed the strange number.

“Hello, Jim,” said a man’s voice on the other line. I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe it wasn’t what I thought it was. Maybe all of this was just an innocent mistake. A misunderstanding.. “What an odd time of day for you to be calling. Luckily for you, Chrissy is still working. I’ll put you through.”

Chrissy. Who the hell was Chrissy?

I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t have to say a word and the man who answered the phone had a girl ready. That meant that my husband was that much of a regular. My fingers shook as they clutched the phone. A moment later, Chrissy answered.

“Well, hello bad boy,” she said in a seductive girlish squeak. “Need a quick session before work?”

A sudden jolt of adrenaline shot through my body, causing my heart to beat wildly in my chest. I opened my mouth, but it felt dry and constricted as if it were made of sandpaper.

“Well? Don’t tell me you’ve turned shy on me…”

A rush of heat flooded my body at the sound of her melodic voice. Her words hung in the air like a sweet incantation, pulling me deeper into her spell. "How long has my husband been contacting you?" I asked, my voice trembling with a mix of anger and disbelief. My hands clenched into fists as I awaited her answer, already feeling betrayed by the man I thought I knew so well.

I braced myself for Chrissy's reaction, expecting surprise or hesitation. But instead, she did none of those things. "You must be his stunning wife." Her voice dripped with a hint of admiration and a sly undertone.

I blinked in confusion, unsure of how to respond. "He's told you about me?" I finally managed to ask.

Chrissy agreed enthusiastically. "Oh yes," she said. "I'm always asking him to describe every inch of your body. And let me tell you, it sounds absolutely delicious."

A flush crept up my cheeks at her boldness and I shifted uncomfortably, feeling exposed even though she couldn’t see my face. But there was also a hint of satisfaction knowing that my husband spoke highly of me to someone else.

My legs quivered and I felt a heady mix of emotions - confusion, shock, and a deep-seated fear. This wasn't how I had expected the phone call to go at all. My voice trembled as I spoke, trying to wrap my head around the words that were coming out of her mouth. "I don't understand. Is that all you guys talk about? Me?"

"Mostly," she replied with a hint of mischief in her tone. A chill ran down my spine as she continued, "I like to tell him the naughty, dirty things I'd do to the both of you if I was there. I describe every detail until I know he's come."

The realization hit me hard - my husband had been getting off to talking about my body with another woman.

"Yeah, well...he hasn't come for me in a long time."

"Maybe you two need to change it up," she offered nonchalantly. "Maybe you two should try sleeping with other people."

The thought paralyzed me, my mind racing as I struggled to comprehend what she was suggesting. "No," I said firmly, my voice shaking with emotion. "We're married. We can't do that." But even as the words left my lips, doubt crept into my mind - could this be the answer to our sexual problems? Could we really open our marriage and invite others into our bed? The idea both intrigued and terrified me, but one thing was certain - nothing would ever be the same between us again.

Chrissy's high-pitched giggle made me shift uneasily. Her words, though laced with humor, still unnerved me. "Lots of married couples do that," she said, her voice dripping with confidence. "Don't be so close-minded."

I tried to defend myself. "I am not closed-minded."

But Chrissy only challenged me further. "Prove it," she said.

A million different thoughts flooded through my mind as I struggled to find the right response. My emotions were swimming in a chaotic whirlpool - excitement, curiosity, and a hint of fear all mingling together.

"How exactly can I do that?" I finally asked, breaking into a laugh.

"Invite me over," she replied without hesitation. "I want to see that sexy body of yours for myself."

The suggestion sent a shiver down my spine. Was this really happening? Was I actually considering inviting this woman - a stranger - into my home?

"I thought this was just a sex hotline," I blurted out, trying to grasp onto some sense of normalcy.

"It is," Chrissy confirmed. "And I could lose my job if they find out what I'm asking of you. But I'll gladly take the risk." Her voice took on a husky tone. "The way your husband has described you has been driving me crazy. I want to see you for myself."

My heart skipped a beat at her bold words. And before I knew it, my panties were wet and my body was begging to be touched.

"And then what?" I managed to ask, moving my phone to my other ear.

The anticipation was almost too much to bear.

"And then," Chrissy purred, "I'll show you all the things I told your husband I'd do to you. And after that? Well, I'm going to fuck your husband like he's never been fucked before while you watch the whole thing." My pulse quickened at the thought, and I couldn't deny the aching desire that pulsed through me.

My blood boiled, my heart racing with a mix of fury and arousal. How dare she say such things to me? The way her words cut through me, sharp and unforgiving, made my skin tingle and my pulse quicken. I couldn't believe what she was implying, yet a part of me couldn't deny the truth in her words.

"Why would I let you do that?" I managed to through gritted teeth.

"Because I know your type," she whispered, her voice dripping with seduction. Her words sent a shiver down my spine, igniting a fire within me.

"What type is that?" I challenged.

"You like to be humiliated," she teased, her tone filled with confidence. "That's why you call this number. You knew what kind of line this was before you even dialed. Yet here you are, torturing yourself by listening to the voice that lured your husband away. Most women would have confronted him directly. But not you. You called me."

"I'm hanging up now," I declared, trying to regain control of the situation.

But Chrissy wasn't backing down. "No, you're not," she purred. "You're going to give me your home address and invite me over for dinner tonight."

I scoffed at her audacity. "Our last name is Matthews," I challenged her. "Good luck finding us."

Without waiting for her response, I ended the call, feeling both disgusted and exhilarated by our conversation. Little did I know that it was only the beginning of an intense game of cat and mouse between us.
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My dinner with Jim that night was filled with tension. Every bite of food felt heavy in my stomach, as if it were a rock weighing me down. I could tell he sensed the tension but didn't speak up or question it. I waited with bated breath for Chrissy to arrive, anxious and nervous about what her presence would bring.

But as time passed and she didn't show up, I began to feel foolish. Why had I even thought she would find us? And why did I even want her to?

"Is everything okay?" Jim finally broke the silence.

I cleared my throat and pushed my plate away, the food suddenly unappetizing. "No," I said firmly, shaking my head. "No, nothing is okay."

Jim didn't ask for clarification or try to comfort me. Instead, he stared at his plate and pushed his food around aimlessly.

"I know who you were talking to last night," I blurted out, unable to keep it in any longer.

His gaze lifted to mine quickly and embarrassment flushed his cheeks. "You do?"

"Yes," I confirmed. "And today, I called the number and spoke with her."

"Lauren, I - "

"Please," I interrupted him. "Let me finish. I need to tell you this because I made a mistake. A big one. I shouldn't have done what I did." My voice wavered and tears threatened to fall, but I held them back.

"What did you do?" Jim's tone turned serious, his eyes narrowing in concern.

"I invited her over," I admitted in a rush.

"What? Why?"

"I don't know," I said honestly. "She told me to invite her, but looking back now, I can't understand why I actually did it. Maybe deep down, some part of me wanted..." My words trailed off as confusion and guilt washed over me.

"You gave her our address?" Jim's voice was laced with disbelief and anger.

"Not exactly," I replied quickly, feeling a twinge of guilt for lying to him.

I studied Jim as he took in my words. His face remained calm and collected, but his jaw was visibly clenched. He gripped his fork tightly, but didn't take a single bite of food.

"I'm not upset," I reassured him, trying to sound convincing even though I wasn't sure if I was telling the truth. "In fact, I can't stop thinking about her. The things she said...she told me you had talked about me to her. And that she told you what she would do to me. Is that true?"

Jim's eyes shifted away from mine and I could see the tension in his body. After a moment, he let out a shaky breath and looked back at me. "Yes," he answered, his voice barely above a whisper. "It's true."

“Well,” I said, clearing my throat. “If she does come over, how would you feel if…if we tried something new?”

“What are you saying? That you want to experiment with another woman?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Jim’s eyes went wide and I could feel mine widen in return. “Do you think that’s her?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I’ll go and find out.”

My legs were shaky as I went to the door. I could hear Jim’s footsteps behind me. When I pulled open the door, a short curvy blond stood on the porch in a tight red dress. She smiled and raised her brow at me. I knew instantly that it was Chrissy. Her sultry personality was evident in her one simple expression.

“You must be Lauren,” she said. I nodded. She extended her hand and I took it in mine, feeling a jolt of electricity shoot through me. “May I come in?”

I nodded again and stepped to the side.

“Jim and I talked,” I told her. “About…having some more fun.” I looked at her carefully, trying to communicate with my eyes that she could back out if she wanted.

“What kind of fun?” she asked, slowly walking toward me. Her eyes shifted between me and Jim as she got closer. Then she grabbed my hand in hers and slid her fingers between mine. “You mean like we talked about on the phone?”

I swallowed hard and I could see that Jim was starting to sweat. “Yeah,” I said.

“Like this?” she asked, placing her other hand on my neck and leaning her face toward mine. My heart raced as her lips came closer until they were touching mine. I couldn’t believe I was kissing a total stranger. I really couldn’t believe Jim was watching the whole thing.

“Holy shit,” he said under his breath.

Chrissy parted her lips and I parted mine. She pulled off just slightly so that Jim could see our tongues touching. She stretched her tongue toward mine and circled it around. I side glanced at Jim and noticed him wiping his hand across the back of his neck. I broke from my kiss with Chrissy and wrapped my arms around him.

“Should we move this to the bedroom?” I asked him. He looked to Chrissy for confirmation. She winked at him and then he nodded at me. I reached for Jim’s hand and Chrissy’s and led them to the master bedroom.

Chrissy moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. She brushed the hair from my shoulders and kissed my neck. I couldn’t help but moan and noticed that Jim had planted himself against the wall. He looked like a spectator to our show, but I wanted him in the game with us.

Chrissy’s hands started to slide from my abdomen to my chest. She squeezed my breasts in front of Jim and I gasped. I spun around in her arms and took her face in my hands. I didn’t know what I was doing or why. I just knew that it felt right. I pushed my lips against hers and slid my tongue into her mouth. I tucked her soft blond hair behind one ear and I slid a hand from her shoulder down to her wrist.

She pulled back long enough to whisper, “Now it’s time to fulfill my promises.” I was nervous but smiled. She gave me a tender kiss and led me to the bed. She looked back over her shoulder at Jim who was watching with a hand on his stomach, waiting to slide down to his groin.

We’re definitely making him hot, I thought. I sat on the edge of the bed and Chrissy stood in front of me. She slid my shirt off slowly. She leaned over me and kissed me with her hands on my neck. She slid them down slowly over my chest until they gripped my breasts. She rubbed her thumbs against the lace fabric as our tongues danced and swirled.

She slid her hands to my back and unfastened my bra, sliding it down my arms. I smelled her lilac shampoo, suddenly filled with the realization of what I was doing. I was letting another girl tease me in front of my husband. But I knew it wouldn’t stop there. I would have to share my husband too.

I sat topless at the end of the bed, and Chrissy was still in her red dress. To make things fair and ease some of the tension, she untied the straps to her dress and slid it over her waist. She stood between me and Jim in her matching red thong and heels. She had kicked her dress to the side of the room.

I took her breasts in my hands and moved my mouth to her nipple. I teased it with my tongue and moved one hand against her pussy, over her thong. She leaned her head back and moaned, running her fingers through my hair.

“Fuck you guys are hot,” said Jim from the wall. I smiled, enjoying the thrill of every new moment.

Chrissy pulled me off of her chest and pushed me gently to the bed. Before removing my jeans, she decided to climb on top of me. She placed each of her legs on either side of me, straddling my waist and giving Jim a perfect view of her ass.

She leaned over me and kissed me again, massaging my breasts. I moaned into her and she rocked her hips against me. Then she kissed her way down my neck and to my chest. She took each nipple into her mouth for a moment, flicking and circling her tongue around them, sending a jolt of electricity through me. Then she kissed down my abdomen, sliding off the bed and onto the floor.

On her knees, she reached for my jeans and unfastened them. She slid them off my hips and to my ankles, removing my shoes all in one swift motion. She ran her hands up my calves and then my thighs. It felt so good to have a woman’s touch graze against my skin. She dragged her fingers along the fabric of my black thong, peeking over at Jim occasionally. I could see a hard-on building in his pants and I bit my lip at the thought of him fucking this new, beautiful woman.

Chrissy teased me a few more minutes through the fabric of my thong, eliciting moan after moan from my lips. My body twitched on the bed as I tried to hold back an orgasm. I decided I couldn’t hold back any longer.

I reached up to the waistband of my thong and slid it down. It was my way of begging her to let me finish. I tossed it to the side and she gazed at the small patch of hair that peeked out just above my closed legs. She moved her hands to the insides of my thighs and slowly slid my legs apart.

My pussy was aching and soaking wet. I couldn’t wait for her mouth to be on me. She was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen and I wanted more. So much more.

Chrissy kissed her way up my thighs, staring at my pussy as she neared. She kissed my outer folds and I gasped. I arched my back and she ran her hands up the sides of my torso. Eventually, her palms landed on my bare breasts and she simultaneously slid her tongue into my soaking wet slit.

“Ohhh!” I cried when her tongue first touched my pussy. My legs shook with desire and I watched Jim watching us.

Chrissy slid her tongue in deep and sucked on my pussy while I writhed on my sheets. I heard Jim gasping behind her and knew he was enjoying the view. Chrissy brought her tongue out and up to my clit and circled it before dipping it back in.

I placed my hands on her head and held her face close to my pussy. The walls of my pussy pulsed around her tongue and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I would be coming all over her.

She lapped at my pussy voraciously and played with my nipples. Running my fingers through her hair turned me on all the more. I closed my eyes to really take in the feeling of her tongue on my wet pussy. Fireworks exploded behind my eyes as she teased me.

Fuck this girl is hot, I thought as she picked up the pace. I rocked my hips against her and switched between arching my back and flattening it. My body twisted violently against her and I fought my orgasm in vain.

She licked and circled and dipped her tongue into me. She rolled my nipples in her fingers and a few moments later I released a wild shriek of pleasure.

“Oh fuck!” I cried as my pussy practically vibrated against her mouth. I was exploding with euphoria and Chrissy had caused it. She kept licking until I was through, and she smiled the entire time. She had me right where she wanted me, a willing servant to her wild games.

My body shook for nearly a minute before collapsing on the bed. I raised my arms behind my head and tried to catch my breath. Chrissy stood up and crawled over me to kiss my forehead. I kissed her lips one last time before turning my attention to Jim.

I walked over to him and stood on my toes to kiss him. He placed his hands on my lower back and pulled me in close. I looked into his eyes and told him, “Your turn.”

“You sure?” he whispered, rubbing his thumb against my cheek tenderly. I nodded with a smile and his eyes were glistening with desire. I looked over my shoulder at Chrissy who had laid down and propped herself up on her elbows. She had crossed her legs as if we weren’t both about to see her pussy.

I reached up to Jim’s top shirt button and unfastened it. One by one I slowly unbuttoned his shirt until his entire torso was exposed. He slid it off his arms and threw it on a nearby chair. I reached for his bulge and felt it in my hand.

“Wow, you’re really turned on aren’t you?” I teased.

“You’re so fucking hot, that’s why,” he told me, leaning his forehead against mine. I smiled. It was the first time in so long that he seemed aroused by me, even if it was because another woman was around.

I kissed his chest and slowly dropped to my knees. I unfastened his dress pants and listened to his heavy breathing. I pulled his pants and boxers down to the floor and helped him step out of his shoes. Within seconds he was naked and his hard cock sprung out toward my face. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and placed my lips over his head.

I looked up at him to see him wide eyed with shock. He obviously wasn’t expecting me to have Chrissy watch me suck his dick, but I could tell he liked it. He placed a head on my hand and held me close to him.

I licked my tongue up and down his shaft and moved my head back and forth. I reached a hand to his balls and moved them around in my fingers. He groaned and leaned his head back to the wall. Then I pulled off and stood up. With both their eyes burning into me, I moved to Chrissy and slid her thong down her legs. I moved to the edge of the bed beside Chrissy and placed a hand on her thigh.

I pulled her thighs apart and watched Jim gawk at her wet pussy.

“Now fuck her,” I commanded, looking at Jim seductively. I watched as he gazed at Chrissy’s naked body with uncertainty. Chrissy looked at me for further confirmation. I gave her a nod and she motioned for him to come closer to her.

I moved my fingers to my wet pussy and dipped them in, careful not to move too quickly yet. I moved my other hand to my left breast and tugged on my nipple. Both were still tender from the teasing Chrissy had given me.

I watched Jim slowly take steps toward Chrissy, eventually reaching the end of the bed. Her calves brushed against his thighs and his cock was harder than ever. He leaned over her and placed a hand on either side of her. His fingers brushed against my ass and I lay back beside her so I could watch the whole thing. He leaned over her and pressed his lips to hers and I felt a pang of jealousy at their kiss. But my pussy ached and throbbed for more.

Jim’s cock dangled just over Chrissy’s stomach as they kissed. He pulled away and lowered his lips to her breast. He teased her nipple and she moaned. She rolled her head to face me as I touched myself. She seemed just as turned on by the scene as I was.

Jim stood up and held his cock in his hands. He swallowed hard and looked back at me one more time. I watched his cock twitch as he caught me playing with myself.

“Stick that cock in her pussy,” I told him. That was all he needed to completely let loose. He placed the head of his dick at her entrance and leaned over her again. He kissed Chrissy again and then pushed his cock in deeper.

Jim groaned and furrowed his brow. Chrissy clenched her jaw and I began circling my clit faster.

“Just like that,” I said in a low, raspy voice. My head lightened and my pussy ached. I watched my husband push his cock deeper into another woman. Then he pulled back out slowly, eventually pummeling back into her.

“Harder,” I commanded. Chrissy wrapped her arms around his neck and he placed his hands on her hips. Then he started to pound her faster. I watched in awe as her beautiful tits bounced as he took her. He sped up, grunting and groaning with each thrust.

I pulled harder at my nipples and fucked my wet slit faster. I knew I would come any second, so I encouraged them again. “Mmm, yeah. You like that cock, Chrissy?”

“Oh yeah,” she said, making Jim groan even louder.

“Fuck!” he gasped as he pounded her.

My fingers swiped over the perfect spot near my clit and sent a wave of euphoria rippling through me. “I’m coming!” I cried out. My declaration was enough to send Jim into his own orgasm and his voice swelled louder than before.

“Me too!” cried Chrissy, and it was then that I noticed her fingers playing with her clit as Jim fucked her.

“Oh fuck!” Jim cried as his body thrust into and shook over Chrissy’s hot body. I watched her fingers circle her clit faster and faster as he emptied his load inside of her.

The three of us came together and collapsed at the same time. I turned to face Chrissy as Jim collapsed against Chrissy’s body.

I brought my wet fingers up to my lips and sucked them clean. Jim pulled his cock from Chrissy’s pussy and then he stared at the two of us.

“What does this mean?” he asked. “What are we doing here?”

Chrissy smiled and stroked my hair, pulling me in close to her. “It means you won’t be talking to me on the phone anymore,” she said, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

I wasn’t sure why, but I knew Chrissy was the answer to my husband’s problems. And I didn’t mind nearly as much as I thought I would.


Sitter Job




As I walked down the pristine neighborhood streets, I couldn't help but feel out of place. The manicured lawns and perfectly painted houses reeked of wealth and privilege. My destination was an extravagant apartment building, towering over the other buildings in the area. The doorman nodded at me as I made my way through the elegant lobby, my sneakers squeaking against the polished marble floors.

I felt like a fish out of water, surrounded by people who clearly had more money than they knew what to do with. And here I was, a struggling college freshman, hoping to land a job as a nanny for one of these families. It seemed impossible.

But my boyfriend Nate had insisted that this was the perfect place to advertise my services. He claimed that he made great tips delivering pizzas in this area, so why not try my luck? But as I stepped into the elevator and pressed the button for the top floor, doubts crept into my mind. What if I wasn't good enough for these wealthy families? What if they laughed me out of their building?

The empty elevator only added to my nerves, and by the time I reached the top floor, my stomach was tied in knots. This is it, I thought as I stepped out of the elevator. You can do this, Chloe.

Taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door of the apartment I had come to interview for. As it opened, my heart sank even further at the sight of the opulent interior and plush furnishings. This was definitely not like any family I had worked for before.

But then again, as Nate had pointed out when he first suggested this neighborhood, what's the worst that could happen? They turn me away and I go back to working with familiar families. With that thought in mind, I squared my shoulders and prepared to make my best impression yet.

I swallowed the lump in my throat. What Nate said was true, but it didn’t make the possibility of rejection any easier. This wouldn’t be any ordinary rejection. This would be rejection from society’s elite.

I glanced down at my simple pink dress and white before knocking on the door one more time. Did I look too young? Too old? Did I look too poor? I didn’t have enough time to consider those questions. The door swung open and there she was: Monica.

Monica was a statuesque beauty, her long legs seemingly endless as they carried her with grace and poise. Her hair was perfectly coiffed in old Hollywood waves, and her makeup accentuated her features flawlessly. Adorned in a sleek black dress, cinched at the waist with a silver belt to match her earrings, she exuded elegance and sophistication. Every step she took seemed to leave a trail of glimmering stardust behind her, mesmerizing all who crossed her path. I couldn't help but feel my breath catch in my throat as I stood before her.

Her sharp gaze swept over me with scrutiny before she offered a polite smile. "You must be Chloe," she said, extending a hand towards me. "Come on in."

As we entered into the apartment, I couldn't help but notice the emptiness of the space. "Where is little Kylie?" I asked.

"Daycare," Monica replied nonchalantly. "Although, if you get the job, we’ll pull her out."

"I can't wait to meet her," I said, trying to contain my excitement. We settled into the living room, taking our seats on opposite ends of the sleek white sofa.

"I'm sure you two will hit it off," Monica said with a small smile. "But before I entrust my daughter to anyone, I need to make sure they can be trusted."

"Of course," I replied confidently. "What would you like to know?"

"Nothing," she said cryptically, piquing my curiosity. "Words are meaningless, don't you think? You seem like a nice enough girl. How about a trial run in an empty house? What do you say?"

Her offer caught me off guard, but I eagerly accepted, determined to prove myself worthy of caring for Kylie and gaining Monica's trust.

My heart raced as I considered the offer. Being asked to house-sit for Monica was a big responsibility, and it was clear she had high standards. I squared my shoulders and took a deep breath before responding.

"You want me to watch the house instead of little Kylie?" I repeated back to her, making sure I understood the task at hand.

"Yes," Monica replied firmly. "But not just watch it. I want you to do everything you would do if my precious little one were here. That means following all my rules and keeping everything in its proper place. If I come home and find everything satisfactory and nothing's been stolen, then I'll consider adding you to my list of trusted sitters."

I nodded, eager to prove myself. But as Monica continued, my enthusiasm waned slightly.

"Oh, I would never steal," I started, but she quickly cut me off by holding up her hand.

"I wasn't implying that you would," she clarified. "There are many things that can go wrong when someone is staying in your home. That was just an example. I have a long list of rules that must be followed, and I want to make sure you can handle simple instructions."

Feeling a bit nervous now, I assured her that I could follow her rules without issue. She went over the lengthy list with me, emphasizing each point and making sure I understood the importance of following them all.

"And absolutely no boys," she added firmly after finishing the list. "Do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling slightly disappointed but also respectful of her wishes. "Yes, no boys or visitors allowed," I confirmed.

"Good," Monica said with a satisfied nod. "I'm going to run out to meet a friend for dinner now. Can I trust you to hold down the fort while I'm gone?"

A sudden wave of anxiety washed over me at the thought of being left alone in this unfamiliar apartment. "You want to do a trial run now?" I asked nervously.

"Is that a problem?" Monica questioned, raising an eyebrow.

I quickly shook my head and cleared my throat. "No, not at all. I can handle it," I reassured her, trying my best to sound confident.

"Good," she said with a nod. With that, she grabbed her purse and locked the door behind her, leaving me alone in the silent apartment with only my nerves for company.

My phone vibrated loudly, jolting me out of my dazed state. I let out a sigh as I answered Nate's call.

"Hey Nate," I said wearily.

"How did the meeting go? Ready to join us for dinner?" he asked eagerly.

I cursed under my breath. "Shit, I completely forgot about dinner. And it's even weirder than I thought - the boss has me here without the kid. Just to test if I can follow instructions."

"No kid? That's strange," Nate mused.

"Yeah, tell me about it," I replied with a heavy sigh. "Looks like I might have to miss dinner after all."

"That's a bummer," Nate sympathized. "Well, just let me know when you're done and I'll swing by to pick you up."

"Thanks, you're a lifesaver," I said gratefully. "I will."

As soon as I hung up, a wave of loneliness washed over me. I missed Nate's easygoing presence already. With nothing else to do, I plopped down on the sofa and stared at the blank TV screen in front of me. Maybe I could watch a movie while waiting for the boss to return, I thought. But when I glanced at her complicated remote system, I knew that was not an option. Frustrated, I fidgeted with my hands for what felt like hours until finally, an idea hit me - why not check out the kitchen? If there were any chores to be done, I could at least keep myself occupied and maybe impress the boss with my initiative.

As I paced around Monica's perfectly clean apartment, my mind wandered to thoughts of envy towards her perfect figure. How did she maintain such a toned and curvaceous body? I couldn't stop picturing myself with the same alluring curves, as I was convinced it would make Nate desire me even more. Maybe if I perform well at this job today, Monica will share her secrets with me. She must get Brazilian waxes too, just like every other gorgeous woman does. Speaking of which, the urge to lift up my dress and examine my own private area in Monica's pristine kitchen was almost irresistible. But before I could give into temptation, there was a knock on the door that snapped me out of my reverie.

I quickly peered through the peephole, heart racing as I saw Nate standing outside. Despite knowing deep down that he shouldn't be here, his presence sent a thrill through my body. Hesitating, I swung open the door and greeted him.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, trying to mask my excitement.

"I brought food," Nate replied, holding up takeout from the fancy restaurant we were supposed to go to together. His sweet gesture melted my heart, but I knew I couldn't let him inside.

"It's one of Monica's rules," I said regretfully. "No boys allowed."

Nate brushed past me and rolled his eyes playfully. "Come on, babe. I'll be in and out before she even knows I was here. It'll be our little secret."

I hesitated, torn between wanting to spend time alone with Nate and following Monica's strict rules. But before I could make a decision, Nate had already made himself comfortable in the kitchen, making it clear that he wasn't going anywhere without a fight. With a nervous glance towards the front door, I reluctantly joined him, wondering how long we could keep this a secret before Monica found out and ruined everything.

“But she didn't tell you about this little session beforehand, so it's her own fault,” Nate urged, his tone persuasive. I hesitated, not sure if I should give in to his tempting offer. “I don’t know if she'll see it that way,” I finally replied, closing the door behind me. Nate always had a way of getting me to do things I shouldn't. I followed him to the kitchen table where he set down the takeout from our favorite Chinese restaurant. Before I could even pull out my chair, his arms were around my waist and his lips were trailing hot kisses down my neck.

“Since we're already breaking the rules,” he whispered, his words sending shivers down my spine. “Why don't we have a little fun?” His body pressed against mine from behind, igniting a fire within me. His hands roamed down to my stomach and under my dress, teasing at the hemline.

As much as I wanted to continue, I pushed against him. “Nate, stop. We could get into so much trouble.”

“Who cares?” he countered with a mischievous grin. “You didn't really need this job anyway.” His fingers slipped between my thighs and up underneath my dress until they brushed against my panties. My breath caught in my throat as pleasure coursed through me. “Besides, look how wet you already are.”

Despite trying to stifle my smile, I couldn't help but give in to his seduction. “You encouraged me to go after this neighborhood, remember?”

“And why do you think that is?” he teased, his fingers brushing against my clit through the fabric. My knees weakened and I gripped onto the table for support. “It was so we could screw in all of these nice luxury homes.”

“Nate,” I whispered in protest, unable to resist any longer. “I can't...”

Despite my protests, Nate's teeth sunk into my tender neck, triggering a surge of heat through my entire body. His hand deftly pulled up my dress and pushed aside my panties, revealing my wet pussy. I could hear the zipper on his pants slide down, and then his hard cock pressed against me. The temptation was almost unbearable, but I couldn't risk jeopardizing my chances at this job.

My hand instinctively moved behind me, intending to push him away, but instead found its way to his shaft. My fingers wrapped around it, guiding him inside me. "Oh God," I moaned as he filled me completely. Our bodies moved in synchronized rhythm as I struggled to come to terms with the fact that we were engaging in such illicit acts in a stranger's home.

I lifted myself up slightly and wrapped one arm around his neck, pressing our lips together in a passionate kiss. Our tongues danced as he continued to thrust into me with a delicious slowness. With each movement, my pleasure intensified until it was nearly overwhelming.

A sudden grunt escaped from me as Nate forcefully pushed me against the nearby table. Leaning forward, I surrendered myself to the sensation of being spread across its surface. One of Nate's hands snaked around my waist and slipped inside the waistband of my panties, expertly rubbing against my sensitive nub. The intensity was too much for me to handle, and soon fireworks exploded behind my closed eyelids as I moaned and writhed beneath him.

I could feel Nate's cock swelling inside me, signaling his impending release. He held himself tightly against me as he emptied his load deep within my belly. A sharp gasp escaped my lips as I bit down on my lower lip in ecstasy. In our heated excitement, we had forgotten about using protection, and when he finally pulled out of me, I could feel his warm cum dripping down my thigh, a reminder of the intense pleasure we had just shared.

I slowly pushed my way up to standing just in time to hear a door slam in the distance. We both shot our gaze across the kitchen to the woman standing at the front door.

I clawed for my clothes as my heart raced. It was Monica. She was home early. “Don’t bother,” she said as Nate started to stuff his cock inside his pants. “I’ve already seen it all.” She held up her phone and showed us a video of us.

Shit, I thought. She must’ve been watching me with cameras to make sure I didn’t break any rules.

“I’m so sorry, Monica,” I said, tugging my dress down to hopefully hide my boyfriend’s cum as it slid down my legs. “We’ll get out of your way. I’m so sorry.”

A smile curled into Monica’s cheeks. “You’re not going anywhere,” she said. “Not until you’re punished.”

Nate’s eyes widened the same as mine. “What are you going to do?” he asked.

“I’m guessing I don’t have the job,” I said. “What else is there?”

“I heard what your boyfriend said,” Monica told us. “About you using these appointments to fuck in luxury homes.” Nate hung his head. He was humiliated and defeated. I couldn’t have been more embarrassed in that moment to be his girlfriend. “I happen to have a lot of friends in this neighborhood,” Monica continued. “And I need to be certain the two of you have learned your lesson.”

“Please don’t call the cops,” Nate said, and I slapped his arm. I didn’t want him giving her any ideas.

“Oh, you’re going to wish I had by the time I’m done with the two of you.” Monica set down her purse on the kitchen counter and walked up to Nate. I pushed myself back against the table to create distance, but Nate stayed put.

Monica stared at him long and hard before moving her gaze to me. While her blue eyes hung on me, she reached and arm toward Nate and cupped his face. Then she turned back to him and pushed her lips against his.

If I could’ve stumbled backward, I would’ve, but the table was supporting me in my shocked my state. Nate didn’t move. In fact, he kissed her back. Their lips parted and their tongues met, and I felt disgust and envy run through me like a raging river.

What is happening? And why does my body feel all tingly?

Monica placed one hand on Nate’s chest and slowly lowered it over his stomach until it met his cock which was still half-exposed. She pulled it free and he moaned against her lips. She stroked it, but didn’t have to. He was already hard from a single kiss.

Adrenaline coursed through my veins, but I didn’t know what to do. Nate wasn’t protesting, and I wasn’t strong enough to stop either one of them. Even if I had been, my legs felt like jelly as I watched this older, refined woman stroke my boyfriend’s cock. My body thrummed to life and my mouth felt dry.

If there were words to speak, I couldn’t find them. I stood, dumbfounded as I watched the two of them kiss and embrace as lovers. As Nate just was and should’ve been with me.

Monica’s tongue swirled around Nate’s and her grip tightened around his cock. She stroked in long, hard thrusts, his body trembling against her. My skin flushed with heat as he grunted and moaned. Monica was half smiling as she kissed him, as if she knew he was about to come.

And then, the final shudder came. Sticky white shot from his cock over Monica’s soft, manicured hand. She pulled it away and took a step back. She glanced at us each once before turning to the kitchen sink to wash her hand.

Nate, his cock still hanging out, turned to me with a wide-eyed expression. I’m sorry, he mouthed, but I tore my gaze away from him. I couldn’t bear to look at him. Not out of jealousy, but more so out of humiliation. I didn’t want him to see how turned on I’d gotten from watching them.

Nate put his cock back in his pants just as Monica returned from the sink. She wiped her hand with a dish towel and stared at me. I met her gaze with defiance. “Can we go now?” I asked. She’d humiliated us enough, and I was done being punished.

Monica smiled and set the dish towel on the counter. “Absolutely not,” she said. “I’m not finished with either of you.”

“Who else could you possibly punish us?” I asked. “I just watched you make my boyfriend come. I’m beyond humiliated.”

“But that’s not all you are, is it?” she asked. She stepped toward me, the heat of her body wrapping around me. Her knuckles brushed against my cheek and I cupped my face once she was done to hide where she’d touched. “Your cheeks are flushed.”

“From embarrassment,” I lied.

“Perhaps,” she said. Her gaze traveled down my neck and to my chest. She reached a hand up for my breast before I could back away and rubbed her thumb across my nipple. “But your nipples are hard. I can see them right through that innocent pink dress. I think you’re aroused.”

A shudder spread through me as her thumb brushed against my sensitive skin. Again, I wanted to step back, but the table was directly behind me. An ache pulsed between my legs, but I couldn’t let this continue. What would be next? Her hands on my naked body?

The thought alone nearly made me come. While I was busy debating what to do, she already had a hand between my thighs inching upward. Nate watched with intense eyes. His tongue slipped out and slid over his lower lip. He was enjoying this. If I was being honest with myself, I’d admit I was enjoying it too.

Inches before her fingers touched my panties, Monica leaned forward. Her sweet breath rolled over my upper lip, and her eyes were as big as the ocean. I watched as the bright blue pools grew bigger and she came closer. I didn’t let my own eyes close until her lips were against mine. At the same time, her fingers pushed gently against my wet slit through my panties. A second shudder spread through me and I voluntarily hoisted myself onto the table, spreading my legs for her.

That was it for me. I’d given in. I wanted more and I could only hope she’d give it to me.

My chest ached as she pulled away, but hope soothed me when she dropped to her knees, dragging my panties down with her. I clenched my thighs, helping her remove them easier, and she tossed them to the side before sliding my dress up to my hips. Nate, eager as ever, leaned over and watched with bated breath.

Monica smiled a knowing smile and parted my thighs. Her head neared my pussy and her lips parted. The breath that had rolled over my lips now rolled over my mound, sparking my clit and bringing me to life in a way I’d never experienced.

When Monica’s mouth kissed my folds, Nate kissed my lips. Nate’s hands worked at removing my sweater and tugging the top of my dress down underneath my breasts. His tongue danced with mine as Monica’s tongue swiped up to my clit. I was so lost to the both of them I didn’t realize my bra had been removed until Nate’s mouth moved to my nipple. I glanced down to see Monica staring up at me, her mouth wrapped around my mound as she devoured me. She seemed to enjoy watching Nate suck on my small tits.

It stirred something crazy inside me. It made me want to watch them go further than they’d gone. It made me want to be in Monica’s position instead.

I ran my hand through Nate’s hair and another hand through Monica’s. A gasp escaped me, my back arched, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through my core. Monica’s tongue flicked up and down while she sucked and Nate’s tongue circled my nipple.

My hips rocked back and forth on Monica’s kitchen table, knocking our takeout to the ground. No one flinched at the mess. None of us cared about anything but fucking.

The jolt soon became frayed sparks, spinning through me and dizzying me. I came down, too out of breath to stop what happened next.

Monica stood and took Nate’s face in her hands. She pressed her pussy scented lips to his and he licked her clean. Her hand was on his cock, stroking it again, only this time he was undressing her and she was letting him.

Nate’s fingers unzipped Monica’s black dress while Monica lifted Nate’s shirt from his torso. Nate let his pants drop to his ankles and stepped out of them. Monica stepped back – as if to give both of us a show – while she unclasped her lacy black bra. Her breasts were larger than mine, with perfect tan nipples that were tempting enough to suck.

Her fingers moved to the waistband of her matching black panties. She tugged them down and revealed a trimmed pussy that was soaking wet. Monica was elegant as ever as she stepped out of her panties, leaving her black high heels on. She kicked the panties to the side and stood back up as if getting naked was her full-time profession.

Nate was next. He tugged his briefs further down his legs and stepped out of them. Monica walked toward us. I thought she was coming for Nate, but she came for me. She bent over the table beside me and spread her legs. She turned her face to me and winked. My heart raced faster.

Nate stepped up behind her and held his cock in his hand. I watched with anticipation as he ran his shaft along her ass, sliding it back and forth between her cheeks. Nate angled the tip of his cock to Monica’s pussy and held it there as he flashed his gaze to me.

It was as if he was asking my permission, and without a thought in my head, I found myself nodding. Everything felt like it was in slow motion as he pushed inside her. My heart beat like a drum, pounding in my ears. Nate thrust inside her, burying himself completely. Then he pulled out and pushed back in, shaking the whole table with the fervor in which he fucked her.

His eyes rolled back and Monica moaned loud enough to get my attention. She looked beautiful, bent over her table like that getting fucked by my boyfriend. But I couldn’t help but feel like all of this was wrong. Where would we go from here? How would I ever be able to look at Nate again without thinking of her?

Nate continued to pound her from behind as he reached a hand for her hair, messing up her perfect Hollywood style, and clutching it in his hand. He brought her head back until she was moaning with abandon.

A few more pumps of his cock and he was about to come. As if she could sense it, Monica put her hands back on his hips and stopped him. His pained expression told me she caught him just in time. Was she feeling guilty? Was she finally putting a stop to this?

Of course she wasn’t. How could I have been so naïve?

Nate stepped backward and Monica turned to face him. She put her hands on his shoulders and they spun until Nate’s backside was pressed to the table. He glanced at me once before hoisting himself onto the table beside me. I watched in confusion and curiosity. Monica turned her back to us and expertly climbed backward over Nate’s lap.

She straddled him, and I found myself sliding off the table to get a better view. Monica’s hand found my face and stroked my cheek. I couldn’t be sure, but it felt like she was guiding me to the floor with her gaze. I slowly dropped to my knees as I watched her hips sink over my boyfriend’s cock again. I couldn’t help but reach a hand up for one of her breasts and tug on her nipple as I neared the floor.

Once on my knees, I leaned in to her pussy – stretched by my boyfriend’s cock – and I put my mouth on her. Her hands were in my hair, clutching at the strands as I licked and sucked on her clit.

Nate’s hands were on her hips and he slammed into her again and again. I couldn’t help but feel that this wasn’t about Nate at all. This was all about me and Monica. This was about her teaching me a lesson, and also teaching me how to feel the most euphoric I’ve ever felt.

I circled her clit with my tongue and devoured the honey sweet taste of her. My hands roamed across her stomach and up to her breasts while she rode Nate’s cock. I could tell by Nate’s grunts that he was close so I picked up my pace. I licked her faster and sucked her harder, tugging on her nipples when I could.

“Just like that,” she breathed, and I knew she was talking to me and not Nate. I continued until I felt her body tremble and I heard her moan. Moments later, Nate’s grunts turned to groans. I could taste his cum as it spilled backward out of her pussy and down the length of his cock. I licked his shaft around where it met Monica’s pussy. My skin was buzzing and my head was dizzy. I pulled back just as Monica climbed off Nate’s cock.

“Now,” said Monica, picking up her black dress from the floor and putting it back on. “I want you two to remember that I have cameras. All of this has been recorded.”

I couldn’t have cared less in that moment. What I thought was punishment had turned out to be something I desperately needed. Now, the only punishment would’ve been if she told us we could never see each other again.

“What are you going to do?” asked Nate.

“Nothing,” she said. “So long as you two never pull this stunt in this neighborhood again.”

“You mean never come back here?” I asked.

Monica came to me and kneeled down to my level. She held my chin in her hand and smiled. “Of course that isn’t what I meant,” she said. “You didn’t get the job you applied for, but you are welcome back here for other things.”

“Other things?” asked Nate.

Monica raised her brow at him until he understood what she meant. She glanced at the fallen takeout behind me and said, “Come on. Let me treat you guys to a real dinner. Get dressed.”

I dressed myself, but I didn’t feel clean. I was full of my boyfriend’s cum and covered in kisses from both of them. I knew Monica must’ve felt the same, but a quick tidying of her hair and she looked refined again. She picked up her purse from the counter and held her keys in her hand. “You guys coming?”

Nate and I glanced at each other with nervous smiles and shrugged. “Yeah,” I said. “We’re definitely coming.”


Shared Between Us




“You know what I’ve always wanted to do?” Kelly asked, her tone casual, almost conspiratorial. “Have sex with a married man.”

My eyes widened, and a jolt of heat rushed through my body. I wasn’t sure why I suddenly felt so flushed—so caught off guard. We’d been friends since high school, and in all those years, I had never heard her mention this particular fantasy. It felt like a secret being whispered into a vault, a provocative admission that changed the air between us.

Kelly was striking—tall, with long blonde hair that always seemed to fall effortlessly into place, and vivid blue eyes that sparkled when she laughed. Her body was the kind that turned heads: high, perky breasts; a narrow, toned waist; and the kind of legs that looked sculpted for a swimsuit ad. Every summer, I found myself secretly envious of how incredible she looked in a bikini—so confident, so carefree. She was, without question, the most stunning twenty-two-year-old I had ever known.

And yet, despite all of that, she had never been part of the popular crowd. That always surprised me. Instead of running with the girls who wore matching lip gloss and gossiped in tight cliques, she spent her time with me—an introverted girl with limp, mousy brown hair and a wardrobe that could best be described as practical. I’d often wondered why.

Now, she was leaning against my kitchen counter, her hips tilted slightly, her lips curled in a mischievous smirk, and she was talking about sleeping with someone else’s husband.

Was she testing the waters? Was this a joke, or was she being serious? And more pressing—was she saying it to me for a reason? After all, I was the only married woman in the room.

“Maybe your husband Rob needs a good fucking,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. The smirk deepened, almost like she was daring me to respond.

I laughed, trying to match her playfulness, though my skin had gone prickly. “Maybe he does. Are you planning to steal him from me?”

The words came out lightly, teasing, but deep down, I felt an unexpected flutter. It wasn’t quite fear, and it wasn’t quite arousal—but it was something.

Kelly laughed, the sound light and musical. “I’d totally fuck Rob,” she said with a shrug. “I always kind of had a thing for him. I bet I could make him completely forget why he married you.”

Her tone was still teasing, still playful, but I felt a twinge deep in my gut. I knew she was joking—probably—but there was just enough truth in her voice to make me squirm.

“You’re so dirty,” I said, rolling my eyes. My voice stayed airy, dismissive, but my thoughts were anything but. “Maybe I’ll let you do it someday. Who knows?”

Of course, I already knew the answer.

I would absolutely let Kelly fuck Rob.

It was a thought that should have horrified me—should have triggered jealousy or outrage—but instead, it lit a spark inside me. I’ve always been a visual kind of person. I love watching porn, especially the kind where the woman takes control, when she’s the focus of attention. There’s something raw and intoxicating about watching a woman drop to her knees in front of a man—something bold and uninhibited that I’d never quite allowed myself to be.

Rob and I had always had vanilla sex—gentle, predictable, missionary. Most of that was my fault. When we met, I was still new to everything, still fumbling my way through touch and trust. I’d never learned to ask for more, and he’d never pushed me to try. But watching someone like Kelly with him? That was different. That would be electric.

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful. It was the way she moved, the confidence she carried, the effortless sexuality that clung to her like perfume. Watching her seduce my husband wouldn’t just be thrilling—it would be a revelation.

Rob had always been a bit of an alpha—confident, assertive, and commanding in quiet, compelling ways. I knew he wanted more from me in the bedroom. He never said so outright, but I could see it in the way his eyes lingered on me sometimes, as if hoping I’d initiate something bold. I, however, had always held back. Insecurity had a way of chaining me to routine. I was too self-conscious to explore anything daring, too afraid I might do something wrong or look ridiculous trying.

But Kelly? Kelly was fearless. She was sensual without trying, wild without apology. Maybe—just maybe—she could give Rob the excitement I hadn’t been able to, and in the process, show me how to loosen my grip on all the fear. The idea of watching her take my husband’s thick cock sent a rush of warmth spiraling through my body. It wasn’t just arousing—it felt like a revelation.

I wanted it. I wanted to see it happen. But I also knew Rob—my loyal, principled husband. He wouldn't simply fall into bed with another woman, not without a sense of permission, of trust. He’d need to be shown that it was okay, that I wasn’t testing him or setting some kind of emotional trap.

He’d need to see it—see Kelly and me together, see the comfort and the desire in my body language, feel my consent not just in words, but in action.

The real question was whether Kelly would be into that part—whether she’d be open to a little girl-on-girl intimacy to help set the mood. She had always been flirtatious, teasing, and boldly sexual, but we’d never crossed that line before. Still, I had a feeling she’d be game.

The next time she came over for wine night, I decided things would be different.

It was a warm afternoon, and Kelly showed up in a breezy sundress, her hair twisted up casually and her skin kissed golden from the sun. She looked like summer itself. I waited until Rob excused himself to shower before I made my move.

“I want you to fuck my husband,” I said, the words leaving my lips before I could second-guess myself.

Her eyes widened, and a slow smile spread across her face.

“But we might need to ease him into the idea first,” I added, lowering my voice. “Maybe do a little something together to warm him up.”

Kelly tilted her head and raised an eyebrow, that same mischievous grin playing on her lips. “Do what together?” she asked, but something in her eyes told me she already knew.

Without answering, I reached for her hand and gently pulled her down the hallway toward the bedroom. The sound of the shower running in the master bath filled the silence between us like a countdown. This was the moment.

Once inside, I turned to face her, my pulse racing as I tried to summon the courage to kiss her. But I didn’t have to make the first move—she leaned in and pressed her lips to mine, soft and slow, yet charged with energy. The kiss sent a jolt of heat through my chest, grounding me even as it made me tremble.

When she pulled back, I took a deep breath and reached for the hem of her shirt, lifting it over her head. She gasped slightly, and her fingers moved to my waist, tugging at my own shirt. Soon we were both standing in just our bras, breathless and buzzing. One by one, we shed the rest of our clothes, until we stood before each other, bare and vulnerable, but somehow powerful too.

I sank to my knees before her, guided more by instinct than experience. Her fingers slid through my hair as my tongue began to explore the soft, warm folds between her thighs. She moaned, arching her back, her breath catching in her throat as I lost myself in the moment.

And then—I heard it.

The water stopped.

A few seconds later, Rob stepped into the doorway of the bathroom, towel slung low around his hips, his hair damp and tousled. He froze when he saw us.

His eyes went wide—round and stunned—and he stood there, completely silent, trying to process what he was seeing.

I lifted my mouth from Kelly, wiped my lips with the back of my hand, and turned to face him, a mischievous smile tugging at the corners of my mouth. I cupped my breasts and rolled my nipples between my fingers.

“Kelly and I wanted to try something new,” I said calmly. “Why don’t you come over here?”

His expression was priceless—half shock, half arousal. “Wh—what? You want me to… join in?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice husky but clear. “Kelly and I have already talked about it. She really wants to fuck a married man. And I want to watch.”

I giggled, unable to contain the thrill coursing through me.

Rob looked from me to Kelly and back again, the towel around his waist starting to betray his excitement. Whatever doubts he had were being quickly overridden by the erotic charge in the air.

“Get over here already,” Kelly said to my husband, her voice low and commanding, laced with a sternness that sent a jolt of desire through me. There was something about her taking control that thrilled me to my core.

Rob let the towel fall from his hips, revealing his thick, hard cock. The sight of it—long, full, veined—made my breath catch in my throat. He walked over slowly, then sat at the edge of the bed, leaning back on his elbows, his muscles flexing slightly under his skin.

Kelly’s eyes dropped to his cock, widening with interest and hunger. She bit her lip, then glanced back at me for just a moment, as if silently asking for final permission.

“Go on,” I told her, my voice soft but urgent. “I want to see you suck his cock… so get on with it.” I moaned as the words left my lips, the weight of them thrilling me more than I expected.

She hesitated for only a beat longer, then climbed onto the bed and leaned over my husband’s lap. Her blonde hair spilled over her shoulders as she positioned herself between his legs.

I held my breath.

Kelly flicked her tongue against Rob’s sack, teasing him with delicate precision. He flinched slightly, letting out a low gasp. Then she parted her lips and took his thick, mushroom-shaped head into her mouth, sucking slowly, deliberately, as though savoring the first taste.

I rubbed my clit with quick, rhythmic strokes as I watched her, mesmerized. It was like watching the most intimate film, only it was real—and it was mine. Rob’s eyes met mine at first, searching me for reassurance, for understanding. Then they drifted down to Kelly, who was now bobbing her head gently over his cock. The sight of her full lips stretched around him, her tongue circling as she worked, sent a fresh wave of heat between my thighs.

She looked like a goddess, her body arched forward, her bare ass high in the air. I had the perfect view—her curves, her focus, the erotic energy she gave off as she worshipped my husband’s body.

“I… mmm… oh god,” I moaned as I rubbed myself faster, the pleasure building. “Does her mouth feel good, baby?” I asked Rob with a breathy smile.

“Yeah,” he groaned. “She—fuck… she feels amazing.”

He was already beginning to lose himself in the sensation, his voice unsteady, his breath shallow. I could see it in his eyes—how close he already was. That tiny flare of jealousy I’d expected to feel never truly arrived. Instead, I was overcome by a pleasure I hadn’t known I could feel just by watching.

Kelly moaned softly as she sucked, and Rob’s fingers found her hair. He gently tangled them at the base of her skull, guiding her rhythm. My clit throbbed beneath my fingers. The sound of her slurping, his groans, the sight of her lips stretching around the man I loved—it all pushed me closer to the edge.

And then I was there.

I gasped as the orgasm took me, my legs trembling, my thighs tightening around my hand. Waves of heat spread across my body, a pulsing sensation like electricity dancing over my skin. I couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop moaning.

“Come for me,” I begged my husband, my voice thick with lust. “Come while my best friend sucks your cock.”

Rob’s moans grew louder, more guttural. He held Kelly’s head steady and began to thrust his hips slowly, deliberately, into her mouth. Each motion was deeper than the last, more intense, as if he couldn’t help himself anymore. His face was twisted in a mixture of ecstasy and disbelief.

And then he groaned—low and drawn out—as he reached his climax. His body stiffened, his fingers clenching in Kelly’s hair as he held her close. I could see the tremble in his thighs as he spilled himself into her mouth.

Kelly didn’t flinch. She took it all.

Even as I came down from my high, my own orgasm still making my limbs tingle, Rob kept going. His moans didn’t stop. His release seemed to stretch on longer than usual, like he was being unraveled one thread at a time.

“Fuck… ugh, oh…” he groaned, barely able to form words.

I had never seen him like that before—so vulnerable, so completely undone by pleasure. There was no performance in it, no sense of control. He had surrendered fully, and the sight was breathtaking.

I realized then that watching my husband in pleasure, watching him let go in another woman’s mouth, was more than just erotic—it was exhilarating.

After Rob finished coming, I dropped to my knees beside Kelly, eager to study her face. There was a smug, satisfied glow in her expression, but more than that, there was knowing—she understood exactly what I was after. Without needing to be asked, she tilted her head slightly and stretched out her tongue.

There it was: thick white globs of my husband’s cum glistening on her pink, outstretched tongue. The sight made my breath hitch in my throat. My stomach flipped, my thighs clenched. I leaned forward, slowly, deliberately, until my tongue met hers, and I licked the warm, salty fluid from her mouth—swallowing whatever I could find.

Kelly’s lips curled into a pleased smile, and then she reached for Rob’s cock again, still slick and heavy in the aftermath of his orgasm.

“Come on,” she said, her voice firm, her tone playfully dominant. “Get over here and learn how to suck dick.”

The words stunned me.

“You might as well learn how to give head,” she added, stroking him with ease, “because your husband clearly hasn’t felt this kind of pleasure in a long, long time.”

My cheeks burned. A flush of embarrassment surged through me, hot and overwhelming. I looked away for a second, ashamed. It was true, wasn’t it? She had already figured out what I had been too afraid to admit for years—that I wasn’t particularly good in bed. That I had been holding Rob back. That I was the reason our sex life had become routine.

But even through the sting of humiliation, I felt something else too: gratitude. She wasn’t mocking me to be cruel—she was offering to teach me. And if learning meant sharing my husband, if it meant watching her take the lead, then so be it. I wanted to learn. I needed to.

Kelly lowered her mouth to Rob’s cock again, sucking him softly. His breath hitched, and I watched his hips twitch ever so slightly, already reacting to her touch. After a few slow, wet strokes of her mouth, she looked at me and held the base of his cock out in my direction.

My eyes widened as I stared at it—so thick, still hard, still glistening with her saliva.

“You… you want me to suck him like you just did?” I asked, my voice trembling. “I don’t think I can fit it all in…”

Kelly raised a brow. “So you’re going to disobey me when I give you an order?” Her tone was sharp, teasing, but with an edge of command that made my heart race. “You should really do what I say—or else give up on sex entirely. It’s obvious you’ve never learned how to please a man.”

Her lips curled into a smirk, and I could feel her dominance in the air between us, thick and electric.

“I… I don’t know,” I whispered, my fingers twitching near my lap, torn between shame and arousal.

“You’re going to do it,” she said, her voice deepening. “Because I said so.”

I swallowed hard.

My body was humming with nerves, but I obeyed. Not because I had to—but because I wanted to. I could have stood up and walked away at any moment. No one was forcing me. But I was choosing this. I was choosing her guidance. Her approval. Her challenge.

With trembling hands, I reached for Rob’s cock, wrapped my fingers around the shaft, and began to stroke it gently. He was still sensitive, but he groaned softly, his head falling back against the pillow.

I leaned in, licking the tip, then slowly opened my mouth and took him in, inch by inch. My lips stretched around him, my jaw aching almost immediately. It felt awkward at first, uncertain, but there was something about doing it this way—under Kelly’s watch, at her insistence—that made me feel wild. Rebellious. Free.

Just like when I watched her suck him, I felt myself growing wetter by the second. It was as if my body had come alive again—every nerve ending awake and desperate for sensation. It was arousing in a way I hadn’t expected, almost like reliving the intensity of my first sexual experience.

Only this time, I wasn’t fumbling in the dark.

This time, I had Kelly to guide me.

And as wrong as it all felt—the power play, the humiliation, the surrender—I loved every second of it.

Rob reached out and grabbed the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair as he gently but firmly pushed me forward. His cock hit the back of my throat almost immediately, and I gagged—hard. I could barely take the head before my body reacted, pulling away with a loud, helpless sound.

It was humiliating.

But it was also exactly what I had expected from someone as inexperienced as I was. Pathetic, yes—but strangely erotic, too. The helplessness, the raw reaction—it all made me feel even more exposed, more owned. And knowing Kelly was right there, watching every second, only amplified that feeling. I couldn't help but compare myself to her: the confident, practiced goddess who had just made this look so effortless.

I wasn’t her. Not even close.

And maybe that was part of what turned me on so much.

I wanted to give Rob back to her almost instantly—to watch him be pleasured by someone who knew exactly what she was doing. Someone who wasn’t fumbling, gagging, or hesitating.

“Suck him just like that,” Kelly said, her voice low and sharp with lust.

Hearing her say those words while I knelt between my husband’s legs, my mouth full of cock, sent shivers down my spine. It was so wrong, so wildly unorthodox, and yet I was far too turned on to care about propriety. I was on fire, and I could feel that Rob was too—his cock pulsing in my mouth, his breath coming faster.

He was hearing another woman talk dirty to his wife while she sucked him off. That alone seemed to push him closer to the edge.

I glanced sideways at Kelly, desperate for validation, for approval. Her gaze was locked on me, hungry and intense, as though she were evaluating my performance like a coach watching a promising but undisciplined student.

“Keep sucking him just like that. Deeper,” she commanded. “You’ve got a lot to learn, but luckily, I’m here to teach you.”

Rob groaned at her words and took control again, guiding my head with both hands, sliding me farther down his shaft. I felt the stretch in my throat, the ache in my jaw, but I kept going, kept sucking, because he liked it—they liked it. And I wanted to please them both.

He looked down at me with a grin, his voice thick with pleasure. “She might give you a run for your money, Kelly.”

“Don’t say that,” Kelly replied sharply, though a playful smile tugged at the corner of her lips. “That’s not very funny.”

Secretly, I got a little thrill out of hearing that. It felt like progress, even if it was only a joke. A strange little victory.

Kelly kept watching intently, and as she did, her hand drifted between her legs. She began to rub her clit, unable to resist. The sight of me—submissive, obedient, kneeling before my husband and doing exactly what she told me—was clearly too much for her to handle without touching herself. Her breath started to hitch, her thighs tensing as her fingers worked in slow, rhythmic circles.

“Suck him… that’s it,” she encouraged, her voice soft but commanding. “I want you to swallow his load, too, so get ready for it. Get ready to take it like a pro. Maybe for once in your life, you’ll be able to say you know how to suck dick.”

The sting of her words lit something inside me. I felt humiliated—but also fueled by it. I locked eyes with her, swallowing my pride right along with his cock. There was something strangely liberating about surrendering like this—letting myself be taught, molded, and used.

Rob let out a strangled groan, his head falling back onto the pillows, eyes fluttering closed. I could tell he was close—so close. Kelly’s words had given him permission to let go.

“Come on… cum for me,” she said to my husband, her voice thick with arousal. “Do it. Right in her mouth.”

A few moments later, I felt it—his cock thickening in my mouth, twitching, and then pulsing hard. He growled, a deep sound from his gut, as he released a hot, heavy load straight down my throat.

I recoiled instinctively, my brow furrowing as I tried to manage the flood of cum. It was strong, salty, thick. My throat struggled with it.

“That’s it,” Kelly purred. “Drink it all down. Don’t you dare spit it out. You’re going to swallow every drop. I want you to taste it like a fine wine. Taste how strong and salty it is. You’ll learn to love the taste of his cum.”

I fought the urge to gag again and forced myself to swallow. It was difficult—messy—but I did it. Eventually, I drank every last drop.

When I finally pulled back, panting slightly, Kelly’s eyes were wide and shimmering with lust. Her hand was still between her thighs, but now her movements were frenzied. A gasp escaped her lips, her back arched, and she came—her thighs trembling, her breath stuttering.

She climaxed just from watching.

And in that moment, I knew I had pleased her. Both of them.

“Lie down,” I said to Kelly, curling my finger in a slow, beckoning motion.

She obeyed without hesitation, stepping forward with a sultry smile and lowering herself onto the carpet. Her back met the soft fibers, and she reclined with her legs parted just slightly—an open invitation. I knelt down between her thighs and leaned in, slowly lowering my mouth over her slick, waiting pussy.

My tongue flicked gently at first, tasting her, teasing her, savoring the familiar sweetness. She let out a soft, satisfied moan, her body instantly responding to my touch. It was clear she enjoyed this every bit as much now as she had earlier in the night—maybe even more.

“Don’t come this time,” I whispered to her between licks. “I want you nice and ready to take my husband’s cock. I don’t want you spent before it even begins.”

She giggled lightly, the sound laced with arousal and mischief. “Then lick me nice and slow. Indulge in it,” she purred. “Tonight, you’re going to finally see how a real woman fucks a man.”

That promise sent a tingle of heat through me, and I redoubled my focus, lapping her folds slowly, thoroughly. I wanted to tease her right to the edge and leave her desperate—wet, trembling, aching for more. Her body writhed beneath me in response, hips twitching, thighs flexing.

After several minutes of tasting her, I pulled back, licking my lips.

“What shall we do with him next?” I asked, catching her gaze.

“I want him to eat me out,” Kelly replied without missing a beat.

“Excellent,” I said, grinning. “Get on the bed. On all fours.”

Kelly didn’t hesitate. She climbed up onto the mattress, arching her back and presenting herself like the naughty girl I’d always suspected she was. Her breasts pressed into the sheets, and her bare ass rose high in the air, inviting, perfectly framed in the dim light.

I knew she was thrilled—maybe even honored—to have her pussy eaten by a married man. And not just any man. My man.

Rob stepped forward from the shadows of the room, tall and broad, his figure imposing. He approached her with that quiet confidence he carried everywhere, then reached out to grip her hips. He adjusted her angle, parting her thighs just slightly, so her glistening pussy peeked out, wet and pink and ready.

“Fuck,” Rob muttered with a grin. “What a nice little pussy.”

“I know,” I said, stepping closer. “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. It tastes divine.”

It was true—Kelly’s pussy was flawless: smooth, tight, and completely hairless. There had been many moments in the past when I’d imagined doing far naughtier things to her than just tasting. I’d pictured myself using toys—big, thick dildos—to tease her, stretch her, make her beg. But I’d always kept those thoughts to myself, assuming she’d never go for anything like that.

Now, here we were. And instead of a toy, I had something much better: a strong, real, hard cock to give her.

Rob lowered his head and began licking Kelly’s pussy with deliberate strokes of his tongue. She moaned softly, her hips gently rocking, already giving in to the rhythm of his mouth. Rob steadied her with both hands, his tongue working in tight circles before sliding inside her.

“Oh, you like getting your pussy eaten by a married man, don’t you?” I asked with a wicked grin.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Kelly gasped. Her voice was breathless, trembling. The sound of her pleasure sent a surge of arousal through me.

I watched Rob’s tongue glide over her, teasing the sensitive spots before plunging in again. It was like watching a live performance before the feature presentation—an erotic preview that only made the anticipation more intense. I didn’t want to rush it. Rob clearly enjoyed what he was doing, savoring her flavor, taking his time. And Kelly… Kelly was practically dripping, her body shaking from restraint.

I could see it in the way her thighs trembled, how her hands gripped the sheets. Her pussy was soaking, glistening with arousal, and wetness had begun to pool onto the bed beneath her. It shocked me how turned on she was, how completely she’d surrendered to this moment.

My best friend had become a cock-hungry slut—and I loved seeing her like this.

“Come on,” I finally said, unable to wait another moment. “You’ve eaten her plenty. I want to see you fuck her.”

“Oh, fuck yes!” Kelly cried, her voice bright with excitement.

Rob pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and gave her ass a firm spank. The sound cracked through the room.

“I was wondering when you’d let me fuck her,” he said, his grin devilish.

“Well, now’s the time,” I told him. “So put that big cock inside her already!”

Kelly looked back over her shoulder, her eyes wide with lust. “He’s so big,” she said, biting her lip. “I hope my tight pussy can take it all the way in.”

“Rob is going to go slow,” I said, my voice low and breathy, though filled with a trembling kind of authority.

Kelly smirked and turned her head slightly toward me, her eyes glinting with mischief and domination. “I can’t wait to show you how to please your husband,” she said with a sultry edge. “Eventually, he may only want me for his pleasure. He might not need you at all. But don’t worry—I will. I’ll always want you watching and learning.”

Her words hit me like a shockwave. I inhaled sharply, my body trembling with need. My fingers found their way to my clit, and the moment I touched myself, a jolt of electricity surged through me. Something about her confidence—her control—made me come alive.

Rob, standing at the foot of the bed with a lazy grin, looked between us. “If that’s what you girls want,” he said, stroking his cock, “I’m happy to oblige. It’s obvious the two of you enjoy this dynamic—and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying it too.”

“Ready?” Kelly asked, turning her attention back to Rob. He gave a nod, spit into his palm, and rubbed the slickness over the head of his cock until it glistened. Then, with deliberate slowness, he brought it to the entrance of her soaked, waiting pussy.

He rubbed it against her folds, teasing both of them.

“Oh, mmm…” Rob groaned, his voice thick with anticipation.

“See? You want it, don’t you?” Kelly said, her voice taunting. She looked over her shoulder at him. “Once you have me, you’re never going to want to fuck your wife again.” Then, locking eyes with me, she added, “Maybe, if you’re a good girl, I’ll let him fuck you once or twice.”

My heart pounded, but my fingers didn’t stop. I was already dripping. The humiliation, the arousal—it all blended into one potent, heady high. I didn’t want to stop watching. I couldn’t.

“Now, relax,” Kelly said to me, her voice gentler now. “Watch the way I let your husband use me.”

I moved to the head of the bed, sitting against the headboard, knees drawn slightly up. I watched her closely, fixated on the way her expression shifted as Rob pushed forward. Kelly’s brows furrowed, her lips parted, and she clenched her jaw tightly. I could see it in her face—the pressure, the stretch. She grit her teeth and let out a sharp breath, her knuckles gripping the sheets.

Then Rob let out a deep, guttural moan and tossed his head back.

Kelly cried out.

That was it. I knew his thick cock-head had just breached her pussy. The image, even imagined, was too much—I had to see it for myself.

I leapt from my seat and came around the side of the bed, crouching close. My eyes widened as I watched Rob’s cock—inch by inch—slide into my best friend’s soaked pussy. Her folds spread to accommodate him, her body shuddering with each deeper thrust.

“Sl… slow… fuck,” Kelly groaned, her voice trembling.

I returned to my place at the headboard, unable to stay away for long but needing the vantage point. I reached out and stroked her hair lovingly, like a reward for a well-trained pet. She leaned slightly into the touch.

“You’re being such a good submissive girl for me,” Kelly said, her voice low and breathy. “Your husband loves my pussy, and he’s going to cum so hard inside it. Just watch and learn how a real woman pleases a man.”

Her words both stung and thrilled me. I was emboldened by them, even though it wasn’t easy to see her take him so deeply. Watching Kelly accommodate Rob’s size—it was a struggle, a stretch—but it was beautiful. I couldn't fault her for wanting him, not anymore. And the truth was, just a few days ago, I had never even considered letting Kelly fuck my husband.

Yet here we were.

And it wasn’t breaking me. In fact, it was turning me on more than anything else ever had.

Now Rob had her pussy to use—and I was there to witness it.

“Fuck… her pussy is strangling my cock,” Rob groaned. He threw his head back again, gripping her hips tightly. “So fucking tight, I think the color is draining from it.”

“Does she feel good to you?” I asked, eager and breathless, loving the idea that he might actually enjoy her more than me.

“Fuck yes, she does,” Rob said through clenched teeth. “I’m going to pound this pussy of hers.”

His hips began to move with more rhythm, more force. He pumped deeper, faster. The sound of wet flesh meeting wet flesh echoed in the room. Kelly moaned endlessly, her body trembling as Rob’s big balls slapped against her with every thrust.

And I watched—fingers teasing my clit, breath shallow—as my husband fucked my best friend like he’d been waiting his whole life to do it.

Eventually, the room became thick with the scent of sex and sweat, mingled with the sweet, floral trace of Kelly’s perfume. The air was heavy and warm, each breath tasting faintly of arousal. The rhythmic slapping of Rob’s skin against Kelly’s echoed off the walls, a primal percussion underscoring the rawness of the moment.

Kelly was a trooper—there was no other way to put it. She took Rob’s cock without once asking to stop, without a single word of hesitation. I was deeply impressed. I knew how big he was, how overwhelming that could feel, and the fact that she was handling it so gracefully only made me admire her more. It couldn’t have been easy, but she took it like she’d been waiting her whole life for it.

Their unrelenting pace gave me all the time I needed to touch myself. I lay back, watching in awe as my best friend bent over on all fours, her back arched perfectly, while my big, muscular husband drove into her from behind. The sight was beyond arousing—it was cinematic. Surreal.

At first, I could hear faint whimpers from Kelly, the sharp gasps of someone pushing through the pain. But slowly, those sounds began to fade. Her breaths deepened, became steadier, and I noticed a change in her face. Her lips parted, her eyes glazed, and her body moved with his. I realized then—she wasn’t just taking it anymore. She was enjoying it.

Rob hovered over her hips, gripping them tightly, thrusting down into her with power and precision. Each pump made her thighs tremble, slick with sweat and arousal. My own hand moved faster against my stiff, aching clit, the friction sending sparks through me.

“You’re both going to make me come,” I moaned, my voice trembling, full of need.

“Do it,” Rob said, never breaking rhythm. “I want to come at the same time as you.”

Kelly turned her head slightly and smirked. “Rob’s going to pump me full of his sperm, okay?” she teased, her tone dripping with mock-innocence. “I think it would do you well to watch me take it deep in my pussy. Who knows—maybe he’ll knock me up while we’re at it,” she giggled.

I didn’t respond. I just moaned and exhaled sharply, my fingers still working as I absorbed every humiliating, erotic second. She knew I was enjoying it more than I wanted to admit.

“I’m close… are you?” Rob asked, his voice tight with tension.

“Y–yes,” I gasped. My eyes squeezed shut, my jaw clenched. “I’m coming!” I cried, my voice rising into the air like a siren’s song.

Rob’s hips slammed forward, faster, harder, until his moans rose to meet mine. We both bellowed, coming together in perfect, feverish unison. His big cock pumped a thick, hot load of cum deep into Kelly’s pussy.

I didn’t want to miss a second—I kept my gaze fixed on Kelly’s face as I climaxed, wanting to see the expression she made as Rob filled her. Her mouth opened in a long, shaky moan, and she rocked her hips back into him, desperate to take every drop.

“I’m close too,” Kelly huffed. Her voice was raw, her body trembling as she rode the last edge of her own release.

Rob kept fucking her through it, his hands gripping her tightly, until finally, he could move no more. He pulled out with a wet sound, and Kelly collapsed onto the bed, moaning softly as the final waves of her orgasm rippled through her.

Rob staggered over to my side and dropped down beside me, breathless, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he stared at the ceiling. We both looked over at Kelly, still face-down, her body glowing with sweat and bliss.

“Oh my fucking god,” she moaned into the mattress. “I knew fucking Rob would be good—but I had no idea.”

“Of course you didn’t,” I said, catching my breath. “I’m not surprised getting your pussy wrecked by a big dick makes you want to come like that.” I grinned. “You were always the dirty one, and I was always so... naïve.”

Rob chuckled softly, and Kelly rolled onto her side to flash me a playful grin. “Let’s go take a shower,” she said, her voice breathy and satisfied.

We got up together, our legs shaky beneath us, and padded toward the bathroom, leaving Rob sprawled on the bed, still recovering from fucking my best friend.

And yes, I felt a flicker of jealousy. Of course I did. But it was subtle—dimmed by the overwhelming satisfaction humming through my body. Deep down, I knew I had wanted this almost as much as Kelly had. Maybe more.

And now, I was content.

Well... at least for now.

Because as soon as we stepped into the shower, the thoughts began swirling again. I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about it—about the way Rob looked while fucking her, the way Kelly moaned, the way their bodies moved together like they were made for it. I’d be begging her to come back. I’d want to see it again. I needed to.

And something told me Rob and Kelly would be thinking the very same thing.


Loaning Him




Chapter One




As I sat in Bella's office, my palms grew damp with nerves as she reviewed my application. The tall windows behind her provided a breathtaking view of the cityscape beyond. Sunlight streamed through the glass, illuminating the gold flecks in her soft brown hair and casting a warm glow on her smooth skin. Her glasses perched elegantly on the bridge of her nose, catching the light and reflecting it back with a dazzling sparkle.

"Hm," she murmured, pressing her full pink lips together in thought. She set my application down on her sleek mahogany desk and turned to face her computer. The only sound in the room was the soft clicking of her keyboard.

My heart raced as she delved into my credit history. I could feel sweat forming on my brow as I anxiously awaited her verdict. I knew it wasn't great - my husband and I had faced some challenges in life that we hadn't fully recovered from. But now, we were desperate to buy a house and needed to qualify for a mortgage first. As Bella's dark eyes scanned my credit report, I couldn't help but hold my breath, praying for a miracle.

Bella's words hit me like a bucket of cold water. Her frown was etched deep into her forehead as she leaned over her desk, delivering the news I had been dreading. "I'm sorry to tell you this," she said, her tone apologetic yet firm. "But we can't approve you for a mortgage yet. Your debt-to-income ratio is still too high and you'll need to make some significant improvements before coming back to us."

I struggled to maintain a calm exterior, but underneath my facade, I was trembling with nerves. My husband had warned me not to take no for an answer, but now I couldn't help feeling defeated. The thought of leaving the bank empty-handed made me feel sick to my stomach. I had to do something.

"Please," I pleaded, desperation seeping into my voice. "Is there anything you can do? We've found our dream home and we're confident we can afford the payments."

But Bella's expression remained stern, her warning clear. "You won't be able to make those payments if your past debts come back to collect," she said gravely, her eyes scanning me up and down.

My heart sank at her words, but then something in her gaze softened. She swallowed hard before asking the question that hung heavy in the air between us: "How desperate are you for this house, Mrs. Ryan?"

Feeling a surge of determination, I sat up straighter in my seat and pushed my light brown hair out of my face. "Very," I stated firmly, meeting her sympathetic gaze head-on. "I'd do just about anything to get approved."

Bella's lips curled up into an easy smile as she leaned back in her sleek, black executive chair. The plush leather cushions enveloped her slender body, molding to her curves with a luxurious softness. Despite her job as a number cruncher, Bella possessed the toned and lean physique of a model. She reclined in the chair, leaning her hands behind her head and turning it slightly to give me a better view of her profile. "Show me," she said, her voice low and sultry, but leaving the meaning open to interpretation.

I furrowed my brow in confusion. "I don't understand," I replied honestly.

Her smile widened and she gestured towards her lap. My gaze followed her hand to where it rested on top of her thigh, just inches away from the hem of her skirt. "Something tells me you can figure it out," she purred, a mischievous glint in her eye.

All of a sudden, I was struck with a realization. She was slowly inching up her skirt until it bunched around her waist, exposing herself shamelessly to the windows beside her. My heart raced with panic, but I tried to play it off nonchalantly. "Ha, ha," I forced out a laugh, hoping she was just trying to catch me in an awkward position for her own amusement. But even then, it was an oddly bold move for a mortgage lender.

Her eyes darkened and her voice took on a serious tone. "I'm not joking," she said firmly. "I want you to eat me out. I want you to make me scream your name until I can't take it anymore. And then I'll find a way to get you that loan."

My chest constricted and my breath caught in my throat. I couldn't tear my gaze away from her lap, where the black lace panties sat teasingly between her thighs. Why was my mouth suddenly watering? The true fear didn't hit until I felt the wetness between my own legs in response. Without another thought, I turned and ran as fast as I could, my mind reeling with shock and arousal
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As I drove home, the sky darkened and a storm rolled in. When I arrived at my apartment, rain was pouring down as if it would never stop. My clothes were soaked through and my hair was plastered to my face. I trudged up the stairs, feeling defeated and confused about my own sexuality.

The door opened before I could even reach for the handle, revealing Aaron with his tousled dark hair slicked back in a way that always made my heart skip a beat. He stood there with eager, hopeful eyes and a smile that lit up his entire face. His work clothes, black slacks and a red button-up shirt, hugged his muscular frame and sent heat racing through me.

I shook my head, unable to meet his gaze as I stepped inside and dropped my dripping keys onto the entry table.

"Melanie? What happened?" Aaron's concern was evident in his voice.

I shifted under Aaron's intense gaze, feeling a mix of guilt and frustration swirl in my stomach. "I did everything I could," I said with a sigh, avoiding his questioning eyes.

"But she wouldn't budge. There was nothing she could do."

His disappointment was palpable as he leaned against the sofa next to me. The plush cushions welcomed my weight as I sank into them, grateful for their comforting embrace.

"I begged and pleaded," I continued, my voice heavy with defeat. "I promised her we could make the payments, that we'd do whatever it takes. But she just kept saying no."

"Damn it," Aaron muttered, running a hand through his hair. I couldn't help but admire the way his muscles flexed under the movement, distracting me from our current predicament. My thoughts quickly turned to more carnal desires as I watched him sit so close to me on the couch, his fitted pants leaving little to the imagination. I thanked god I was still clearly straight - at least enough to want to give him head.

"I'm sorry," I apologized again, trying to shake off my inappropriate thoughts.

"It's alright," Aaron reassured me, placing a comforting hand on my thigh. "You did your best."

As the tension between us dissipated, I leaned back and let out a loud, unrestrained laugh. The sound reverberated through the room, mingling with Aaron's own laughter. Catching his breath, he finally asked, "What's so funny?"

I could hardly contain myself as I recounted the meeting earlier that day. "Oh, just the meeting earlier. The woman actually suggested that I...eat her out." My laughter only grew as I recalled the absurdity of the situation. Aaron joined in, but I couldn't help but notice the subtle shift in his body language. His hips readjusted in his seat, drawing attention to his already prominent package. A blush spread across his cheeks and his eyes widened in surprise. "She said what? You must be joking"

My laughter died down, replaced by a strange feeling in my stomach at my husband's reaction. "I’m not joking at all. She propositioned me. She even turned her chair to the side and looked at her lap." The memory made me cringe, but Aaron's odd response was starting to worry me.

Aaron's dark hair was perfectly slicked back, emphasizing the sharp angles of his face. His intense gaze bore into me with a seriousness that sent shivers down my spine. As he licked his lips, swollen from anticipation, I couldn't ignore the throbbing between my legs. He was undeniably turned on by this situation.

"She was practically dripping," I confessed, my voice trembling. Aaron's eyes hooded even further as he leaned back against the couch. I could see the outline of his hardened arousal through his pants. My mouth went dry as I continued. "I was taken aback at first, but then she made it clear. She wanted me to pleasure her and promised that if I made her come, we'd be approved for the loan." My cheeks flushed with both embarrassment and excitement as I relived the memory.

As he straightened himself up, I felt a sense of dread wash over me. His dark eyes seemed to bore into my very soul as he asked, "Then why didn't you?"

My heart was racing, my palms sweaty as I tried to maintain composure. "Why didn't I what?" I asked, trying to buy more time.

"Eat her out," he said bluntly, causing my breath to catch in my throat.

I cocked my brow and tilted my head, unsure if he was serious. "Because I'm straight," I stated firmly.

He threw his head back and let out a booming laugh that echoed through the room. "So? What does that have to do with anything?" he challenged.

Confusion flooded my mind as I tried to make sense of his words. "What do you mean?" I asked cautiously.

"We need the loan, right?" he reminded me.

"Right," I confirmed, feeling the weight of our financial struggles weighing heavily on my shoulders.

"We could've gotten it if you ate her out," he declared nonchalantly. "It's not that hard, you know. To lick pussy. You just go down on her one time and we're golden."

I could feel heat rising to my cheeks as his words registered in my mind. "I can't just...go down on a girl," I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

He let out a tsking sound and rolled his eyes. "And why not? For a chance at a house, you won't do this one little thing?" His gaze traveled down to my waist, causing me to shift uncomfortably. "Look at yourself. I bet you're wet just talking about it."

“No, I’m not,” I said, trying to compose myself despite the heat that had spread through my body. His words and touch had ignited a fire within me, making me wet and flushed with desire. “I’m wet because you’re aroused by the story.”

“I am not aroused,” he lied, his breaths coming out in short pants as he leaned closer to me. “Tell me. Were you wet when you left her office? Did you even reply to her offer before running out like a little coward?”

Fuck. How could he see right through me? My excuses faltered as he saw right into my thoughts and desires.

“You were wet, weren’t you?” His voice was low and seductive, sending shivers down my spine.

My cheeks burned like fire, betraying my arousal. He scooted closer to me on the couch, our bodies almost touching now. His hand slowly made its way up my skirt, his touch sending electric shocks through my body. I took a deep breath as he cupped my wet panties and pressed his fingers into the fabric, intensifying the pleasure coursing through me.

He leaned into my ear and whispered, “I bet you’d get off to eating her wet, puffy slit.” My eyes fell closed as he teased me. My body trembled. “You’d love feeling her silky lips on your tongue, tasting her. I bet you’d even love to slip your tongue inside her.” I knew I should deny what he was saying and push his hand away, but I couldn’t. I hadn’t been this aroused in years. His hand moved slowly over my pussy. His breath rolled over my earlobe as he whispered. “I bet you’d even like to get your own pussy eaten by her.”

I gasped and felt my clit spark at his touch. All at once, an orgasm tore through me. Fuck. I hadn’t been expecting that. My eyes shot wide open at the realization that I came to Aaron’s last words. But it couldn’t be true. The last thing I wanted was to be eaten out by a girl.

Aaron's deep, husky chuckle filled the room as he quickly pulled his hand away from me. I blushed and looked away, feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and exhilaration after my intense climax.

"So, tomorrow you're going to go back to her office," Aaron said, his voice low and teasing. "And you're going to tell her that you'll eat her out. And if she wants to return the favor, then you'll let her."

My heart raced at the thought, but I knew he was right. He always seemed to know just how to push my boundaries in all the right ways.

"I can't," I protested weakly.

"Yes, you can," Aaron insisted firmly. "But most importantly, you will." He got up from the bed and walked to the kitchen, grabbing two beers on his way back. He handed one to me and sat down next to me again.

"Now let me hear you say it," he said, taking a long sip from his bottle.

I hesitated, studying him with uncertain eyes. Was there any way out of this? Why had I just come to the thought of doing something so unthinkable with another woman?

But as I took a gulp of my own beer, I made a decision. I would do it. For him. For us.

"I'll do it," I finally said, my voice shaky but determined.

Aaron's smile widened into a mischievous grin. "Do what?"

I swallowed nervously before answering. "I'll eat her out and give her my pussy if that's what she wants."

"Good girl," he praised me with a wink. "I'm definitely coming to watch." And as much as part of me wanted to protest or resist, I knew deep down that there was no arguing with Aaron when he had set his mind on something like this.


Chapter Two




My head was dizzy as we entered Bella’s office unannounced. She was with a client and my body burned with embarrassment. Aaron wasn’t embarrassed at all, however. And when Bella saw me beside him, she swallowed her protest and told us to wait just outside.

We took a seat just outside Bella’s office. Aaron tapped his foot against the hardwood floor and my nerves matched his frequent tapping. His hands clasped his knee, but quickly dropped when Bella’s office door opened and her client left. She stood in the doorway watching us a moment before beckoning us inside.

When the door was closed with Bella behind us, she said, “I’m afraid whatever your wife said about me yesterday was a lie. She left here screaming frantically and accusing me of…god knows what.”

I turned to fight her on it. “That’s not how it happened at all!”

Aaron placed his hand on my shoulder and smiled coolly. He walked up to Bella who was staring at him with a raised brow. I couldn’t decide if Bella was gay or bisexual. Or maybe she was straight and just liked to humiliate women. Whatever she was, it was complex; that was for certain.

Aaron got within a foot of Bella and grinned. “You don’t have to hide,” he told her. “I’m here to present my wife to you. Whatever she has to do to get that mortgage, she’ll do. Just say the word.”

My blood turned cold when she looked over my husband’s shoulder at me. Her eyes were dark and she licked his lips. “Is that so?” she asked. With weak neck muscles, I nodded.

She placed her hands on my husband’s waist and I exhaled. She glanced at me with a hungry look in her eye. I could feel the heat of my body pulsing just beyond my skin. My body wanted hers and I couldn’t believe it. But there was something even more sinister at play. Seeing her touch my husband made me want something else instead.

“So, you’ve come to deliver what you couldn’t yesterday, is that it?”

I nodded and swallowed.

“Well then. What if I want something else?”

“Like what?”

Her hands traveled from my husband’s waist to his bulge and he didn’t back away. She gripped it in her hand and ran her thumb over the fabric. My heart began to race. “The stakes have changed,” she said. “Today, I want to fuck your husband while you watch.”

I glanced at Aaron, hoping there was some way out of this despite how much I wanted it. No matter how much my body ached for her suggestion, I fought the urge. I couldn’t go through with this, could I? I couldn’t let another woman fuck my husband in front of me. How could he stand to be with me after something like that?

But I had a feeling that if I walked away, I’d be left wondering what it would’ve felt like. So I had no choice but to give in. To give in to the desires I shouldn’t be having.

Bella dropped to her knees and became eye level with my husband’s bulge. He placed his hands on his waist, swiping his business coat out of the way. He stared at her as if he was commanding her with his eyes. He didn’t say it, but I knew what he was thinking.

He wanted her to unbutton his slacks. And as long as I wasn’t stopping them, he would continue to let her have her way with him.

I exhaled and watched her move her hands to his belt. I stepped closer, but not too close. My skin was flush and my breath was shallow. I was surprised we were going through with this. Part of me wondered if it impressed Bella that we hadn’t walked right out of her office.

She unbuckled his belt and slid it through its loops. She went to drop it to the floor, but my husband grabbed her wrist. He took the belt from her hand and wrapped it around her neck. She opened her mouth to protest, but the words didn’t find their way out. Maybe she wanted it like this.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ll be careful.”

She nodded, looking more submissive than I had expected. There was a glint in her eyes that told me she liked it, and it aroused me to watch. He loosely wrapped the belt around her neck and fastened it. She seemed to breathe a sigh of relief at the space between the leather and my skin. She knew she would be safe enough.

“Continue,” he added, holding onto the long end of the belt. My pussy was wet as I stared at his big, rough hand on that strap of leather connecting him to another woman’s throat.

She moved her fingers to his slacks and slowly unzipped them. She tugged his slacks down and saw the outline of a massive cock in white briefs. She had an expression that said: No fucking way. He was giant. I couldn’t help but smile at the realization of what she was getting herself into. She exhaled and tugged the briefs down, bringing his big cock out in the open.

Her eyes widened. Now that it was fully exposed, she could see just how big it was.

I smiled at her wide eyes. “You can take it,” I assured. “Trust me.” Aaron glanced at me after I gave this confirmation. There was a wild lust in his eyes and a sense of relief. I’d given the okay – somehow – for my husband to fuck another woman. I could hardly believe the words made it past my lips.

Bella reached up slowly, her fingers still trembling as they wrapped around the base of this thick shaft. She opened her jaw and let her tongue roll out. She lifted his shaft upward and licked along the length of it. He laughed and tugged on the belt strap, pulling her face deep into his lap. I could smell his musky scent from where I was standing. I breathed it in and felt rejuvenated by it. I wondered if it rejuvenated her too.

“You like that?” he asked. “You like the size of my cock?”

Bella nodded and he released his pull on the belt. She moved her head back and lowered his cock down to meet her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his bulbous head and let it throb against the roof of her mouth. She sucked it in further, but her jaw could barely hold him. It almost looked dangerous to have such a huge cock prying open her tiny jaw.

I had moved to a chair to the side of them, touching myself and was moaning softly. Bella glanced at me and caught me sitting in a chair, touching myself between my legs. I unbuttoned my blouse and one hand was cupping my breast, rolling my nipple through my silk bra.

Aaron tugged on the belt again to direct her attention back to him. “You’re mine,” he said. “Forget about my wife. I want all of your attention on me.”

She nodded as much as she could with his cock in her mouth. She tried to swallow more of him in, but it looked difficult.

“Relax your jaw,” he ordered, and she did. Then he slid himself in deeper than she could get him in. He pushed until he reached the back of her throat and then he groaned. He tugged on the belt, keeping her head close to him while his cock stretched down inside her. She gagged and sputtered, but he knew just went to release. She pulled her head back and gasped for air, feeling the drool slip down her chin. “Good. Again.”

I watched with wide eyes as she did it again. And again. Until the breathlessness seemed normal. Until she learned to trust him like I trusted him. Until she learned his rhythm. She choked on him and gasped. She swallowed him and breathed. And then he let her do what she wanted. She moved her head back and forth slowly, tasting him with her tongue at every inch. His veins throbbed against her flesh and I couldn’t believe that I wanted to see him inside of her. But I did. I wanted her to feel his massive dick push into her pussy.

Aaron’s expression changed as she sucked him. His brows furrowed and his lips pressed tightly to each other. His nostrils flared as he huffed like a bull. Then he slammed his hips against her again and again, holding onto the belt to help keep her in place. He fucked her mouth hard. From just under his button up, I could see his abs flexing. He hunched over, gripped Bella’s head with his free hand, and groaned.

His hot, sticky cum flooded her mouth. I slid a hand inside my skirt and panties and played with my clit while I watched. My body was on fire watching them. I couldn’t believe it. She sputtered and choked it down, loving the salty taste of my husband. I could almost smile at the thought of his cum swimming in her belly.

He slowly withdrew his cock and exhaled. “Very good,” he said. “Wouldn’t you agree?” She nodded, but realized he was asking me while I was coming down from my own orgasm. I couldn’t believe I had come to watching him get sucked off by another woman.

“Why don’t you give Bella what she asked for yesterday?” he asked.

I looked at him nervously, with my bra covered tits hanging out and my skirt bunched up around my waist. I hated that Aaron was seeing me this way, but I couldn’t deny how aroused this whole situation made me.

“We really want this loan, don’t we? Get on the floor and eat her out.”

I bit my lip and glanced at Bella. She looked as if she wanted it just as much as I did. Aaron’s commands made her flush, and his presence obviously made her soaking wet. So I did as I was told. I joined Bella on the floor and lay back as Bella crawled over me until her hips hovered over my face.

I slowly rolled her skirt up her thighs and heard her breathing deeply. Her panties were pink today and they were soaked. I ran my hands over the silk fabric and gently slid them down her silky legs. She was beautiful – but was I really ready to eat her out?

“Go on,” said Aaron while he stroked his cock. I’d never seen him this way – taking charge like he was. It turned me one, but it apparently turned on Bella just as much. Her pussy was puffy and dripping wet. I leaned between her legs and stretched out my tongue.

I licked and sucked as I tried to get her off. But I was distracted. Aaron was moving closer to Bella, inching up behind her. My nerves had over taken me.

Then Aaron took his hard cock in his hand and slapped it against Bella’s ass. She moaned and rocked her hips over my tongue. I looked between Bella’s legs for a moment with wide eyes as Aaron angled his cock to her pussy. My eyes widened even more as he slid his cock inside.

He fucked her hard and fast while I ate her out. He reached around the front of her and unfastened her blouse, sliding his hand inside her bra to play with her tits. She moaned while he pounded her. She came within seconds, and the jealousy gripped my stomach. But the wave of nausea added to the excitement, touched myself again while she came to the feeling of my husband’s cock.

He pulled out with a smirk. Bella looked a little embarrassed. But this is what she asked for, right? So this is what she was going to get.

Aaron showed me his slick dick, covered in Bella’s pussy scent. “Want to taste it?” he asked.

I parted my lips and let his shove his cock inside me, covered with the taste of her. Bella maneuvered to the side, watching me suck her pussy juice off of my husband’s cock. I should’ve felt humiliated, but I was only aroused. I wanted more.

As if reading my mind, Aaron withdrew his cock. He looked at Bella and said, “To the desk. Bend over.”

She stood up, leaving me a heaping mess on the floor. She bent over the mahogany desk and Aaron came up behind her, slapping her ass. She jolted forward and watched over her shoulder as he unfastened his shirt. She removed her bra so that her perfect, full breasts fell out and pressed to the hard, cool desk while he prepared to take her from behind.

He gripped her waist as he rubbed his slick cock between her legs. Everything had become so twisted. I didn’t know how I could walk away from this the same woman.

As Aaron slipped his cock inside Bella’s pussy for the first time, I thought maybe being a new woman would be a good thing. I could feel all the jealousy and fear dissipating. I felt confident watching him take another woman on her own desk at work. I felt proud of him.

Bella’s eyes screwed shut as the fullness of him shot through her again. Aaron eased up and slowed down his entry. “Sorry,” he said. “Guess I’m a little eager.”

“No,” she said. “Do it. I like it.”

He groaned and then gripped her ass in his hands. He pushed in faster until his pelvis touched her ass and he was buried balls deep. Fuck they looked good together. I had no idea how good it could feel to watch my husband fill another woman’s pussy.

He leaned over her back and kissed her shoulder blade. “Here, bite down on this,” he said and he brought the belt to her teeth. She did as she was told and bit down. He pulled back and slammed into her again, but the pain was already looked like it was subsiding. She didn’t need the belt, but she kept biting anyway.

He pounded her pussy unlike he’d ever pounded mine before. With me, he was always gentle. With Bella, it was like a ravenous wolf had escaped him. My clit sparked when I played with it. I already felt like I could come again.

Aaron swung his hips back and forth, spanking Bella’s ass on each entry. I wanted him to come. To fill her up with his hot seed. And then I heard that familiar groan. The same one from before. He hunched over, leaning his body to her back and shot his load deep into her pussy.

My fingers worked frantically at my clit until I felt the strongest orgasm ever rip through me. I covered my mouth with my free hand to keep my screams from echoing.

“Fuck,” Aaron moaned as he came down. He pulled out slowly and his cum trickled down Bella’s thigh. As he stepped back, I crawled over to Bella’s bent body. My tongue licked up the cum that was spilling from her pussy. I licked up the trail until it met her hole and then I wiggled it inside.

I couldn’t believe how good it all felt, but I knew my relationship with my husband would never be the same. When I was finished, Bella turned around and started to get dressed. Aaron and I dressed ourselves too.

“Well then,” Bella said, clearing her throat. “I think we may be able to get you that loan after all.” I couldn’t believe she was actually going to follow through with her promise.

“That’s great,” I said with a squeaky voice.

Bella approved us for the loan and we ended up buying our first house. When we finally moved in, Bella was our first visitor with a hot and steamy housewarming gift. But that wouldn’t be the last time we saw her.


Deep Trouble




“Please,” she begged on the phone. “I’ve tried literally everybody else. I wouldn’t have come to you if I wasn’t desperate. You know that.”

My friend Sasha had always been a bit of a drama queen, but I couldn’t let her be homeless. Even if her eviction was her own fault. Okay, so she wasn’t technically evicted, but she was kicked out by her roommates. I didn’t ask for the details, but maybe I should have. It might’ve changed the entire course of the events which would follow.

“Let me run it by Nate,” I said. “I’ll get back to you.”

“Hurry. I’m sitting in my car as we speak, just hoping for a miracle.”

I ended the call and went into the living room to find my boyfriend. “So there’s a little situation,” I said. Nate looked up from his video game with a raised brow. “You remember Sasha? She kind of needs a place to stay.”

“And?”

“She wants to stay here.”

Nate stood up so fast I didn’t have time to process it. “No,” he said. “She absolutely cannot stay here. Where will she sleep? We live in a one bedroom.”

“The couch,” I said, wondering why he was so defensive all of a sudden. “It’s only for a few days until she finds somewhere else.”

“We only have one bathroom too,” he said. “You really want me to share this place with another girl?”

It was then that I realized why he was so concerned, but that didn’t really comfort me. “What? You don’t think you can keep it in your pants while my friend stays over? How is that supposed to make me feel?”

“That is not what I was saying…”

“Then what are you saying?”

“What if she makes a move on me? I wouldn’t continue it, but that doesn’t mean she wouldn’t try.”

“Oh, would you get over yourself? I think you’re hot, but that doesn’t mean she does.”

Nate paced the room, huffing and sighing as he tried to sway me. “I don’t know,” he said, realizing he’d run out of arguments. “I don’t know if it’s such a good idea.”

“Well if you can’t come up with a better reason not to invite her, then I’m going to call her back and tell her she can come up.”

Nate exhaled and fell back down on the sofa. “Yeah, fine. Whatever. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

I muttered light insults under my breath as I called Sasha to give her the good news.

“Reagan, you are a lifesaver! I’ll be up in 5.”

“5 minutes?” I rushed to the window and peered through the blinds. Sure enough, her car was parked just outside. “Oh, you were already here.”

“I knew you wouldn’t have the heart to turn me down,” she said. I could already see her bouncy blond locks as she crossed the parking lot toward our stairs. “You’re such a people pleaser.”

I rolled my eyes and ended the call, hoping I didn’t make the biggest mistake of my life.
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“You know why she was kicked out don’t you?” said Jenny. I was in the bedroom, procrastinating on my college assignment while Sasha and Nate played video games in the living room.

“No. I figured it was just some dumb argument.”

Jenny’s laugh was low and deep. “I wouldn’t call it dumb. She was staying with Michael and Christina and she made several moves on Michael.”

“What kind of moves?”

“Well, first it was something innocent enough. She was parading around in skimpy little outfits, catching Michael’s attention. Then she started flirting with him.”

“So? That’s not so bad.” I didn’t want to tell Jenny that her storytelling was turning me on a little bit.

“Okay, but then, when Christina wasn’t home one day, and Michael was, Sasha exited the bathroom completely naked. No towel or anything.”

My heart began to race. The thought of Sasha doing something like that in front of someone else’s boyfriend made my panties wet. I knew it shouldn’t. I should feel terrible for Christina, and I did. But part of me wanted to hear that the story went even farther.

“And then what?”

Jenny paused. “What do you mean? And then she got kicked out, obviously!”

“Of course,” I said, feeling a tingle between my legs that I hadn’t expected. “Well, I doubt anything like that will happen around here.”

“I’m just saying, keep an eye on your man,” Jenny warned. “Sasha is a very pretty girl.”

It was true. Sasha was the prettiest of all our friends, and yet she was notoriously single. In fact, taken men seemed to be her type. She entered monogamous relationships for only a few weeks, but fled them quickly always stating that she got bored. It seemed like the only type of man that entertained her was the taken type.

I ended my call with Jenny and peeked out the bedroom door. Sasha was leaning into Nate playfully as they gamed together. Nate didn’t seem half as nervous as he’d been before, despite her pressing her cute little body up against him. I couldn’t tell whether to be angry or aroused. Part of me wanted to see how far she’d go.

I didn’t have to wait long. Later that night, she pulled the same thing Jenny had accused her of. She got dressed into a skimpy little pajama outfit. The outfit was pink silk with tiny shorts that barely covered her perfectly toned ass. Sasha played volleyball and had the figure of a well-trained athlete.

Nate had gone out to grab us some pizza and shortly after he left, Sasha got changed. She’d stripped out of her day clothes right in front of me – completely naked – and got into her skimpy little pajamas. I couldn’t help but look at her body when her back was turned. It was perfect from head to toe and aroused more than just jealousy in me.

Once she was dressed, she glanced over her shoulder at me and smiled while I looked away quickly. “Were you staring at me?” she teased.

“What? No, of course not,” I said. I moved around in the kitchen, trying to find anything to make me look busy.

“I don’t mind if you look, Reagan. I’ve always been into girls like you.”

My heart began to race. I’d never heard Sasha say anything like that before. “What do you mean?” I asked.

“You didn’t know? I could’ve sworn I told you.”

“That you’re bi?”

“Yeah. I’m into guys more than girls, but girls like you are always a turn on for me.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not gay. Or bi.”

“That you know of,” she teased. She threw her body down on the sofa and laid down. Despite trying to keep my eyes on the kitchen counter, they wandered in her direction. I could see her hard nipples poking through the silk fabric of her top. My legs wobbled and I gripped the kitchen counter to keep my balance.

I’d never been curious about girls before, but Sasha was different. Before I could process what was happening, Nate walked in with the pizzas. Sasha didn’t move, and I saw all too clearly his expression when he saw her.

He swallowed the lump in his throat and said, “Pizza’s here.”

Sasha rested a hand on her flat abs and licked her lips. “Oh good. I’m starving.”

It was then that I dropped the glass I was holding. Nate came over quickly, setting the pizzas down on the counter on the way. He kneeled down beside me on the floor and helped me pick up glass pieces. “Is everything okay?” he asked, but I could tell from his expression that he wasn’t talking about the broken dish.

“Yeah,” I lied. “Everything is fine.”

It wasn’t that everything wasn’t fine, it was just…I didn’t know what was happening. Why didn’t I feel like Christina and want to kick Sasha out? Her sexy body was on display and Nate stared right at her, losing all focus on what he’d been doing. The way she licked her lips shook something deep inside me. It was as if something was shaken loose and a small animal was trying to claw out of a cage.

But all I could do was tell Nate that everything was fine.

When we stood up, Sasha had moved to the entrance of the kitchen. “Do you need any help?” she asked. I looked at her bare feet and knew she hadn’t planned on actually helping.

“No,” I said. “We’re okay.”

“Yeah,” said Nate. “We got everything.”

“Well, then. Let’s eat some pizza.” Sasha grabbed a box and moved it to the living room where Nate and I joined her shortly after.

“You know what I’ve always wanted to do?” said Nate, mid-meal.

“What?” I asked.

“I’ve always wanted to see two girls make out,” he said. My body tensed but not in the way I would’ve thought.

Sasha glanced at me with a smirk on her face. “Well, I don’t know about Reagan, but there’s something I’ve always wanted to do too.”

“Oh yeah?” asked Nate. “And what’s that?”

“I always wanted to go down on your girlfriend.”

I nearly spit out my pizza, but managed to swallow it at the last second. I set my piece down on the plate and pushed it away from me. My throat felt like it was closing in on itself listening to this conversation, even if my legs were trembling with desire.

“Is that so?” asked Nate. “Well, you’re welcome to her if you want.”

I cleared my throat. “Excuse me, but I have a mind of my own, you know.”

Sasha smiled, then leaned toward me and placed her hand on my knee. Her touch was electric, far more so than any other time before. “Yeah, but…you did stare at me while I changed my clothes.”

I flashed my eyes at Nate and felt my heart pick up speed. “Is that true?” he asked. A smile began to play on his lips. “You should totally hook up with Sasha if you want.”

“I’m not gay,” was all I could say, even though I was doubting my straightness with every passing second.

Sasha’s hand slid further up my thigh, inching toward my hip. “Haven’t you ever wanted to experiment?” She leaned in, her lips nearing mine. I felt the desire well up inside me, but I also panicked about possible pizza breath…among other things.

“I have to use the bathroom,” I said, standing up suddenly. I didn’t stop to look back at them until the door was locked and I was on the other side of it.

Without thinking about anything, I picked up my toothbrush and started brushing. It wasn’t until I was halfway done that I started questioning my actions. What was I brushing my teeth for? Was I really planning on kissing a girl for the first time? And in front of Nate? Surely, he would expect a threesome out of this if we started making out. And then what? I’d have to watch Sasha and Nate kiss…maybe more?

My heart felt like it could leap from my chest. I rinsed my mouth and then leaned my back against the nearest wall to catch my breath. What if he didn’t like me anymore after seeing her naked? What if she was better at sex than me?

Despite all of the questions, my body felt hot and tingly. My pussy was aching for some attention. I slipped my finger inside my leggings and panties and felt how puffy and wet it was. Fuck was I turned on, and Sasha had been the cause of all of it.

I left the bathroom to find Nate and Sasha leaning in close to each other with wide grins on their faces. Sasha noticed me first, then Nate. When Nate saw me he smiled. “So, are we doing this thing or what?”

I couldn’t do anything but stand there, so Sasha took the lead. She came over to me, took my hand, and brought me into the bedroom where Nate soon followed after. I was shaking with both anticipation and nervousness. Sasha wore a smile while her fingers found the hem of my shirt. She slowly lifted it from my torso, pausing to look at my breasts. I couldn’t believe I was letting her do this, but I didn’t know how to walk away either.

Sasha leaned forward, softly planting her lips on mine and holding them there for a small eternity. Our pulses beat together and I swore I could hear her heart beat with mine.

Sasha moved her lips across my cheek, to my ear, and down my neck. Small gasps escaped me. Her scent swirled around me as her soft hair fell over my chest. She kissed her way down to the dip between my breasts and I rolled my head back.

I can’t believe this is happening, I thought.

Sasha’s lips returned to mine, but she rested a hand on my neck, dragging it slowly down over my collar bone until it was cupping one of my breasts. I exhaled through our kiss and she smiled. Her fingers trailed gently over my hardened nipple, back and forth until I could feel my panties getting wet.

“Mmmmm,” I moaned, giving her a sign that this is definitely what I wanted. She unclasped my bra, releasing one then both of my breasts. She kissed the skin around the nipples, teasing me, until finally landing on my areolas.

I sighed and leaned against her, full of pleasure. She circled her tongue around, flicking it against my skin. I wrapped a hand around her head, holding her to me. My legs pressed together as the heat between them began to build. She took note, and finally walked me to the bed, laying me down.

There I lay, waiting for her next move, my breasts hanging bare. She sat down by my legs and started pulling my leggings down. It was then that I noticed Nate standing in the doorway, watching everything.

“You’re gorgeous, Reagan,” she whispered as she saw more of my body. I thanked her, waiting eagerly for her to explore me.

My clothes were on the floor, my breasts and wet panties exposed. Sasha ran her hands up my inner thighs, stopping them just short of my cotton covered pussy. She trailed her fingers around the edges of the fabric, watching me squirm under her touch. I bit my lip and groaned. She’s so close, I thought. This is really happening.

Sasha leaned over and crawled on top of me, her eyes sparkling. She lowered her lips to my nose, kissing it gently. Then she moved to my lips.

She moved back to my breasts, which heaved up at her in response. She sucked one nipple between her lips and rolled the other in her fingers. I squirmed underneath her, using my body to beg her for more. She let a hand trail over my hips and between my legs. Her middle finger pressed into my wet slit through my panties and I felt a wave of ecstasy come over me.

She wiggled her finger against me for a moment before sliding her whole hand inside my panties. Finally, my pussy felt the sensuousness of her touch. Waves of warmth broke up the coolness in my body. My breath became shallow and quick in response.

I heard her giggle. “You’re cute,” she said, winking. Everything about Sasha was sexy down to her wink. I couldn’t believe we were really doing this, but it was too late to go back now.

Sasha crawled between my legs and wrapped her fingers around the waist of my panties. She slid them slowly over my hips, down my thighs, and over my ankles. I heard them drop to the floor. Then she took hold of my knees, spreading my legs wide. She could finally see every shape and curve of my soaking slit.

I almost thought I could see her lick her lips before she dove in. She kissed her way down my thighs until she reached my mound. Then she brought her fingers to it, massaging around my slit, teasing me. I was close to begging for her tongue, but I kept quiet except for a few moans.

She finally pressed her lips against my skin, sending an electric shock up my spine, erecting my nipples even more. I arched my back and felt her warm tongue slide in. I reached down to pet her soft hair and she moaned against me, sending another shock through me.

I moaned in almost a whine as I pushed my hips against her. She took notice and began sliding her tongue up and down my slit, stopping only to circle the clit. She reached for one of my breasts, tweaking the nipple as she licked. I rocked against her and used my free hand to play with my other nipple.

My body was burning up and small electric pings were shooting across it. She licked and breathed heavily against me. The hot air of her breath mixed with the cool air of the room was driving me wild, but the thing that sent me over was the realization that this was my first time with another woman.

At that thought, I let out a loud moan and my body shook. Sasha kept her hands wrapped around me to keep me stable. She never stopped licking until I had fully relaxed on her bed.

She picked her head up and leaned it against my inner thigh, watching me. “Wow,” I told her in a heavy exhale.

Sasha got up from the bed and walked over to Nate. He hadn’t left the doorway, despite the bulge that was straining in his pants. She took his hands in hers and brought him closer to the bed. Nate seemed hesitant. My heart reached out for him for putting him in such a strained position. But when I saw Sasha kiss him, I immediately felt like somehow I’d made the right decision. She brought his hands to her breasts and I watched him melt into the possibility of her. When I didn’t protest – even though I’d thought about it – he grew more comfortable in exploring Sasha.

Nate grabbed her neck and pulled her close. She unfastened his jeans and slid them down. His cock sprang out and she wrapped her small hand around it. She stroked it like she owned it and I took it all in.

It was like Sasha knew exactly what Nate and I both needed. Sasha dropped to her knees, taking my boyfriend’s cock into her mouth. He up and his gaze met mine. His expression didn’t change until Sasha swallowed him whole. He held a hand against the back of her head and groaned.

Sasha worked her magic on his cock. Her head bobbed in all directions and she twisted her hand on his shaft. He rocked his hips against her and let out a low growl. I gasped. He was already coming. He never came that fast for me. I watched her swallow my Nate’s load. I’d never swallowed before. Not one drop escaped her lips. She sucked him dry.

My pussy was soaking wet. I felt a stream drip down my inner thigh. My pussy was so swollen from watching the two of them. I couldn’t believe it was turning me on. It wasn’t supposed to.

Sasha moved to the edge of the bed and removed her pajama bottoms. It was then that I realized she hadn’t even put on a pair of panties. Nate stared long and hard at her bare pussy. I smiled at the thought that she hadn’t worn panties. Did she plan on fucking someone tonight or was it for comfort? Sasha curled her index finger and ordered my boyfriend to his knees as she sat on the edge of the bed. I scooted closer to her to get a better look.

He followed her orders and pressed his face between her legs. He stretched out his tongue.

She rocked her hips against my boyfriend and then looked in my direction and smiled. She rocked against him harder, grabbing a tuft of his hair at the back of his head. She wanted me to know she owned him. She rested her knees over his shoulders. He reached up and wrapped his arms around her upper thighs.

Her body quivered and shook. “I bet you like fucking me better than Reagan by the end of this.” She winked at me after she said this and I felt another wave of arousal. I almost came from rubbing my thighs together to suppress it. Nate tried to escape her grasp to protest, but she wouldn’t let him. He finally gave in and finished performing.

She arched her back and let out a series of moans. Her whole body shook, making the bed shake. Toward the end of her orgasm, she grabbed Nate’s hair with both hands and hunched over him.

He pulled away from her and she caught her breath. She stroked his cock until it was hard again. He stepped between her legs and pushed the tip to her pussy.

I wondered if I should put a stop to this. So far they’d only done oral. I could still keep him from fucking her. But I didn’t want to. I had to see it. He pushed against her. I watched her folds part as he stretched her. She was so tight and wet. His cock was large and throbbing. Nate glanced at me one more time before pushing in deeper. Sasha looked at me too. Both of them watched me as they fucked each other for the first time. Somehow this only made it easier. I felt included.

Nate pushed until he was completely inside her. He paused a moment, trying not to come early again. They both were so beautiful and fit. She wrapped her legs around his waist and her calves flexed as she tightened her grip around him. He pulled back and pushed back in. When he found his stamina, he thrust harder and faster.

He grabbed her neck which was something he never did with me. She rested her hand on his and stared into his eyes. He pounded her on the bed, shaking it against the wall. I bit my lower lip. My pussy was throbbing at the sight of them. I reached down between my legs.

I pressed my fingers to my pussy and massaged. I could hardly keep my eyes open, but I didn’t want to miss anything. My eyelashes fluttered as I balanced between watching them and getting myself off.

He wrapped an arm around her waist and stuffed her tight little pussy with his huge cock. He grunted and groaned. He fucked her differently than he fucked me. I wondered if he liked it better, or if it was just different.

Nate slid Sasha’s top up over her head until her breasts were exposed. They looked to be a cup or two bigger than mine. He lowered his mouth and bit one of her nipples gently. Nate swapped breasts with his mouth and somehow kept his pace. I watched his thick cock disappear inside her over and over. His ass flexed and released. They were the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I dragged my index finger along my wet slit and felt a shiver down my spine.

Nate’s thumb was on her clit and his cock had swollen to twice its size. Her eyes were wide with disbelief. “You’re so huge,” she cried. “No wonder your Reagan can’t satisfy you.”

I would’ve been upset at her words if I hadn’t felt like it was true. But just as Sasha gave Nate something I couldn’t, she also gave me something he couldn’t alone. Of all the girls I was friends with, Sasha is the only girl I’d want to watch him fuck.

He pulled back slowly while teasing her pussy and nipple. She bit her lower lip. Her eyes fluttered open to watch me as he fucked her. He pushed back in only to pull right back out. She relaxed around him. He rocked his hips against her perfect pussy. He thrust over and over again until she was screaming.

“Oh! I’m gonna come!” She trembled differently than before. It looked like all the energy was draining from her. When she climaxed, Nate grabbed her hips tightly and slammed into her. He growled, stared at me, and exploded inside of her.

My pussy ached and my body felt electric as I watched him come inside another woman. Nate pulled his cock out of Sasha and his cum trickled down her thigh.

Without thinking, I kneeled on the floor below her. I pressed my tongue to her thigh and licked along the trail of my boyfriend’s cum. I pressed my mouth to her pussy and licked it clean until I had swallowed every drop.

Sasha spun around and ran her hand along the back of my head. “I knew I liked you,” she said with a smile. I turned to Nate who looked intrigued.

Sasha chuckled and grabbed my hand. I got on the bed beside her. She pressed her lips to mine and my stomach flipped.

“Now, how about we grab some more of that pizza?” she asked.

Nate and I looked at each other in a moment of silent understanding. I somehow loved Nate more and I could only hope he felt the same about me.

“Pizza sounds good,” I said, secretly hoping we’d have more fun with Sasha afterwards.

That wasn’t our last night with Sasha. We spent the rest of the week getting to know each other more intimately. Even when Sasha eventually moved out, she became a regular part of my relationship with Nate. And to think I almost didn’t let her stay over. My life would’ve been completely different.


One Kiss Too Far




Branches swayed above us, the thick canopy of mature oak trees lining our quiet street and casting shifting shadows across the pavement. Beckett and I were moving into our new rental—a two-story with creaky floorboards and the kind of old Victorian charm that made you feel like anything could happen inside.

“We’ll need to find a roommate soon, Colette,” Beckett said, grunting as he hefted three heavy boxes against his chest. His shirt clung to him slightly from the late-summer heat, and a curl of hair fell across his forehead.

“I know,” I replied, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I’ll figure it out.”

We were freshmen, brand-new to this college town and all the unspoken promises that came with it. Beckett had been my high school sweetheart, and we’d made a pact years ago: same school, same future, together. And now, here we were.

Still, beneath my excitement, a tiny ripple of doubt stirred. Lately, Beckett had felt… distant. Not cold exactly—just distracted. Like part of him was already somewhere else.

It didn’t help that I’d overheard him talking to his friends the other night, half-drunk and laughing, throwing around phrases like missing out and college freedom. They’d told him he should break up with me, that he was crazy to stay loyal when he could be hooking up with “every other girl on campus.”

But even though Beckett didn’t know I’d been listening, his response had stopped me cold—in the best way.

“I love her,” he’d said simply. “I don’t want to fuck anyone but her.”

A smile had tugged at my lips even as something heavier settled in my chest. I loved him too. But the last thing I wanted was to be the reason he felt caged.

Beckett disappeared inside with the boxes, and I moved to the trunk of my sedan to drag out our suitcases. As I bent over to lift one, a singsong voice floated toward me from across the yard.

“Howdy, neighbor!”

I straightened, startled, and turned to find a girl approaching—a blonde in tiny, frayed denim shorts and a cropped white tank that hugged her like a second skin. She moved with a confident bounce, barefoot on the grass, the sun catching the glint of something mischievous in her smile.

“You guys just moving in?”

Before I could answer, Beckett reappeared in the doorway, wiping sweat from his brow. My stomach twisted. She was gorgeous, all sun-kissed skin and unapologetic curves, and I hated the idea of him noticing.

“I’m Ruby,” she said, stepping closer. Her hand came up to rest lightly on my shoulder, her fingers squeezing just once before slipping away. The touch was casual, but intimate enough to make my breath catch.

“Colette,” I said, trying not to sound winded. Her eyes locked onto mine—bright blue with flecks of gold that shimmered green when the light hit them just right. I couldn’t look away.

Not until Beckett’s voice broke the spell.

“I’m Beckett,” he said from behind us.

I turned and blinked. Somehow, he’d crossed the whole driveway without me noticing. Now he was standing at my side, close enough that I could feel the heat of his body—and yet, for a second, all I could feel was the lingering weight of Ruby’s touch.

“Well, aren’t you handsome,” Ruby said, her tone teasing and bold as she extended a hand toward Beckett.

He took it, smiling politely, though I noticed the way her eyes swept over him—slow and deliberate, tracing the breadth of his chest, the defined slope of his shoulders, the curve of muscle under his T-shirt—before drifting back to me. There was nothing shy about her gaze. It was confident, curious. Maybe even testing.

“If you two aren’t too busy getting settled tonight,” she continued, “I’m having a little get-together. Nothing crazy. Just a few friends, some music, drinks. You should come by.”

I opened my mouth to politely decline, but Beckett beat me to it.

“We’d love to,” he said, voice bright and sure.

My stomach tightened. He didn’t look at me. Didn’t even pause to check. We, in this case, most definitely meant he—and the way he said it made that painfully clear.

I forced a smile and bent to pick up the suitcases again, the weight of them somehow less than the weight in my chest. “Sure thing,” I said with a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “We’ll be there.”

“Great,” Ruby said, flashing a grin. “See you at ten.”

“Ten it is.”

She turned and sauntered back toward her house, the late afternoon sun catching the honey tones in her long hair and casting a soft golden glow across her tanned legs. Her hips swayed in those barely-there denim shorts, and I didn’t miss the way Beckett’s eyes followed her—then quickly darted away, like he knew I’d noticed.

I did. And I glared.

“What?” he asked, feigning innocence.

“It’s obvious you think she’s hot,” I said flatly.

He shrugged. “So?”

I stared at him, something bitter blooming behind my ribs. “Why didn’t you just do what your friends told you? Break up with me. Then you could fuck her right now and not even pretend to feel bad about it.”

Beckett’s expression shifted. He stepped toward me and gently took my shoulders, grounding me with his touch. “Hey,” he said, eyes locked onto mine. “I love you. I don’t want her. I’m sorry I stared—it was stupid. I just thought… I don’t know. You used to point out hot girls with me. I didn’t think it was a big deal.”

I sighed. He was right. It hadn’t always been a big deal. I used to trust him without hesitation, used to laugh with him when we shared private glances over pretty girls. But things were different now. We were in a new place, starting over, and everything felt more fragile than I wanted to admit.

“I just…” I hesitated, unsure how to explain the knot inside me. “I don’t want to hold you back, Beckett.”

“You’re not,” he said softly, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

I leaned into the warmth of him. “But if I ever am—if it ever starts to feel like I am—you’ll tell me, right?”

His brow furrowed, the space between us suddenly more tender than tense. “If that’s what you need to hear,” he said after a pause, “then yes. I’ll tell you.”

I studied him. The sincerity in his voice. The way his dark eyes shimmered beneath the fall of his hair.

“Did you even want to go to her party?” he asked, tilting his head slightly. “Because we can stay home. It’s not a big deal.”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I was still thinking about it. I kind of hoped you’d ask before saying yes.”

“I just thought it would be a good way to meet people. Start off on the right foot. And… we still need a roommate.”

I nodded slowly, glancing again in the direction of Ruby’s house.

“I know. You’re right.”

“So… we’ll go?”

I hesitated, then gave him a small nod. “We’ll go.”
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I approached Ruby’s front door with Beckett beside me and his necklace tangled between my fingers. It was the silver chain he’d given me last year for our anniversary—a small, thoughtful gesture that had once made my heart ache with affection. I wore it nearly every day, but tonight, I wore it for a different reason. Tonight, it was a reminder. A symbol. A quiet, gleaming warning.

He’s mine.

Ruby opened the door with a radiant smile, her silhouette haloed by candlelight spilling from the dim room behind her. The scent of wax and something faintly herbal floated out into the warm night air. Inside, a small group of people sat in a loose circle on the floor of the living room, their laughter low and easy.

“Oh good,” she said brightly. “You’re just in time for the game.”

My brow furrowed. “Game?”

“Yeah,” she replied, stepping aside to let us in. “Kind of like spin the bottle—only better.”

Beckett’s gaze collided with mine. Spin the bottle? It was something we hadn’t played since high school, back when kissing strangers felt rebellious instead of complicated.

Ruby must’ve caught our hesitation because she quickly added, “You don’t have to play, of course. I know you’re together. You can just watch if you want.”

A slow, nervous tingle rolled down my spine as we stepped across the threshold. Something about the casual invitation to watch made my thighs press together. There was a pulse of heat beneath my skin I hadn’t expected—like a switch had been flipped the moment Ruby opened that door.

Beckett and I found an open spot on an old, overstuffed sofa. The others introduced themselves—smiling, relaxed, welcoming. Everyone seemed impossibly comfortable with one another, which somehow made me even more tense.

“Alright, Gemma,” Ruby called out playfully. “You start us off.”

A red-haired girl across the circle grinned and leaned forward to spin the empty bottle in the center of the rug. It twirled quickly at first, then slowed… then stopped. The neck pointed directly at a blond-haired guy with a dimpled smile and his arm slung lazily around the brunette beside him.

“Ooooh!” came a chorus of teasing laughter and gasps.

Ruby laughed too. “Uh-oh, Kylie,” she said to the girl cuddled up next to him. “Looks like Gemma’s about to go down on your boyfriend.”

My breath caught.

“Boyfriend?” I repeated, my voice quiet but audible.

Every eye in the room turned to me, a flicker of amusement passing through the group.

“Of course,” Ruby said, undeterred. “Welcome to the game. It’s spin the bottle meets seven minutes in heaven—except it’s just seven minutes of going down on whoever you land on, and there’s no closet to hide in. We like to keep things open… and honest.”

She smiled sweetly, but there was something wicked curled beneath the surface of it.

“Most of us are couples,” she added. “That’s what makes it fun.”

Beckett leaned forward, visibly intrigued. “So you’re all together? As in… partnered?”

“All except for Ruby,” Gemma chimed in from across the room. “She prefers to play with couples instead of being part of one.”

I looked at Ruby. She was staring straight at me.

Had she singled us out this afternoon because we were clearly a couple? Was that her angle from the start?

And why couldn’t I look away?

There was something about the weight of her gaze—so steady, so unapologetic—that made my skin prickle. I felt the heat rising in my throat, a confused thrum of arousal and apprehension flooding my chest.

Across the room, the blond guy began unfastening his jeans. Gemma crawled over to him, her red hair falling in waves over one shoulder as she knelt between his legs. Her movements were confident, practiced, unfazed by the room’s attention.

I curled my fingers tighter around the charm on Beckett’s necklace.

Beside me, Beckett’s eyes were wide, glued to the scene unfolding in front of us. I wondered—worried—if he thought I might be turned on by the guy. But he didn’t have to worry. I wasn’t. He wasn’t the part of this I couldn’t stop thinking about.

No. That part was Ruby.

And when I glanced her way again, expecting her to be watching the action across the circle, I was startled to find her watching me.

Her eyes hadn’t budged.

She wasn’t even pretending to watch the blowjob in progress. Her gaze was fixed on my face, calm and knowing, like she could feel every flicker of tension running through me.

She didn’t look away when I met her eyes. She didn’t flinch. She just kept smiling—soft and sly—as if she knew. Knew I was uneasy. Knew I was turned on. Knew that something inside me was unraveling, slowly and silently, while I sat there beside my boyfriend on a secondhand couch in a stranger’s living room, watching another woman drop to her knees.

Beckett took my hand in his, our fingers instinctively threading together as we watched Gemma lower her lips around the blond guy’s cock. Across from us, his girlfriend—Kylie—watched too, smiling like this was just another Friday night. She even leaned in to kiss him sweetly on the cheek while Gemma nearly gagged on his length. The intimacy of that kiss, paired with the filthy act unfolding between them, sent a confusing pulse of arousal straight to my core.

I tightened my grip on Beckett’s hand. My heart was thudding wildly, threatening to escape my chest—but somehow, I knew this moment was only the beginning.

The blond groaned, hips flexing as he reached forward and took a fistful of Gemma’s hair. With a shudder, he came in her mouth, and the sound that followed—her throat gulping, swallowing—was obscene. Wet, raw, unfiltered.

It sounded filthy. It sounded wrong.

And I had never been more turned on in my entire life.

When Gemma finally pulled back, a smirk on her flushed face, the room broke into light applause. The blond tucked himself back into his jeans, zipped up casually, then wrapped his arms tightly around Kylie, pulling her into his chest. The affection between them felt surreal. There was no trace of jealousy, no resentment. Just ease. Comfort. Love.

It made my stomach twist with something I couldn’t name.

I didn’t think I could handle something like that. And yet... I hadn’t looked away once.

“Your turn, Ruby,” Gemma said brightly, and my stomach did a sudden flip.

We weren’t playing. We’d said that already. Everyone knew.

But some hidden, murky part of me—buried somewhere low and secret—wanted to play. I shoved that part down. Swallowed it. It was ridiculous. There was no way I could watch Beckett with another woman.

No way.

Ruby leaned forward, her golden hair falling over one shoulder, and spun the bottle. It whirled smoothly on the wood floor—once, twice, a third time. The room hushed as it slowed.

My heart stuttered.

Then stopped.

The bottle landed squarely on Beckett.

A low chorus of amusement rippled through the circle. “Ooh, the new guy,” someone teased.

Beckett raised both hands and shook his head. “We’re not playing,” he said quickly, voice steady but firm.

A few groans of protest followed, lighthearted but insistent. Ruby simply lifted her hands in a mock surrender.

“It’s okay,” she said, her voice warm and composed. “They’re new. They didn’t know what kind of night I had in mind when I invited them over.”

There was no malice in her tone—only understanding. But when I glanced down and saw the undeniable bulge pressing against the front of Beckett’s jeans, something inside me snapped.

A surge of panic shot through me. A need to reclaim him. To prove something. To whom, I wasn’t sure.

“Wait,” I said, the word tumbling from my lips before I could stop it. “It’s... it’s okay. We’ll play.”

Beckett’s head whipped toward me. “What?” he asked, eyes wide. “Are you sure?”

Ruby arched a perfectly sculpted brow and tilted her head. She looked devastatingly beautiful in the flickering candlelight, her low-cut top clinging to every soft, teasing curve. Her breasts practically spilled from the neckline as she leaned forward, and I felt a sharp spike of pressure coil low in my belly.

I gave Beckett a faint shrug, trying to look casual despite the chaos inside me. “Sure,” I said. “Let’s play.”

He didn’t move. He looked at me like he wasn’t sure whether I meant it.

So I reached for the button of his jeans and undid it myself.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, my voice calm even as my pulse thundered in my ears.

Ruby crawled across the floor toward us on her knees, and I stiffened as she stopped between his legs. Seeing her that close—seeing her ready to touch him, to taste him—sent a shockwave of heat through my body.

Beckett hesitated for only a moment before lifting his hips and sliding his jeans and briefs down. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, flushed with arousal.

The circle leaned forward in collective anticipation, their expressions ranging from amused to ravenous.

Ruby smiled. She reached out and wrapped her hand around Beckett’s shaft like she’d done it a thousand times before. No hesitation. No uncertainty. Her lips parted, and then—just like that—she slid him into her mouth.

My breath caught.

It wasn’t her skill that stunned me—though, undeniably, she had it. Her mouth moved with practiced ease, taking him deep, working him with both lips and tongue. Beckett groaned, low and raw, his head tipping back as his hips tensed beneath her.

No, what stunned me was that I wasn’t stopping it. I wasn’t tearing her away or dragging him from the room.

I was watching.

And worse—I liked it.

“Oh, fuck,” Beckett gasped, his voice breaking, his fingers twitching as if he wanted to grab her but didn’t dare.

I bit my lip hard. My thighs pressed together. My heart was breaking all its own rules.

And that was it—that one word, that one moan—enough to snap me back to reality.

“Stop,” I said sharply, my voice cutting through the heat of the room. “Stop it!”

Ruby pulled her mouth off Beckett’s cock and looked up at me, her expression startled, lips still wet and parted in confusion. Beckett exhaled hard, like the breath had been knocked out of him, and turned to face me.

“What the hell, Colette?” he said, his voice rough with frustration and arousal.

“I don’t want to do this. I want to leave.” My throat tightened around the words as I stood up abruptly, stepping away from the circle.

“Fuck,” Beckett muttered. He shoved his cock back into his jeans with shaking hands and zipped up. Ruby remained on her knees, her expression unreadable as she watched the unraveling unfold just inches from where she’d been pleasuring him moments ago.

Beckett followed me to the front door, grabbing my shoulders once we were out of earshot of the others. His grip wasn’t rough, but it held urgency—concern.

“Colette,” he said, searching my face. “Talk to me.”

“I want to go home.”

His eyes searched mine, scanning for something—regret, hurt, maybe permission to be angry. But what he found, finally, was understanding. His posture softened, and he wrapped his arms around me, drawing me against his chest. The faintest kiss landed on the top of my head.

“Okay,” he whispered. “We’ll go home.”
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Home.

If you could call it that.

The rental house was still bare, its walls lined with unopened boxes and furniture that didn’t belong to us—old, mismatched pieces that came with the place. There were no familiar smells, no comfort in the cushions. Just dust and unfamiliar shadows and a silence that buzzed in my ears.

I hated it. I hated that this was the only place I had to retreat to after watching another woman suck my boyfriend’s cock.

“We didn’t have to play,” Beckett said, breaking the silence. “You said you wanted to.”

His tone wasn’t accusatory, just quiet. Confused.

I paced the living room, arms crossed tightly over my chest. My fingers ran through my hair again and again, tugging as if that could pull clarity out of the chaos. I didn’t know what I was doing, or why my body had responded the way it had. I didn’t know why watching Ruby with him had made me feel… everything.

I stopped moving. Turned to face him.

“Did you like it?” I asked.

He hesitated. His eyes flicked away from mine. “Come on,” he said. “Is this a trap?”

“So, you did.”

“Not like I like you,” he said quickly. “Not like us. That wasn’t... emotional.”

He took a small step toward me, but I instinctively stepped back. His face fell.

“Why did you let her do it, if it bothered you so much?” he asked, softly now.

“Because…” My voice wavered. I searched for the words. “Because it doesn’t bother me. And that’s what bothers me.”

Beckett blinked. “I’m not sure I follow.”

“Me neither,” I admitted.

He rubbed the back of his neck. “So… you’re saying you wanted her to do it? But you’re upset that you wanted it?”

“Yes. No. I don’t know.” I swallowed hard. “There were so many people watching. It felt humiliating.”

“So it wasn’t her? It was the crowd?”

I didn’t answer. I walked to the couch and dropped down hard onto the cushions. They gave beneath me with a musty sigh, the scent of stale fabric and someone else’s past clinging to the air.

“I don’t know,” I said again, quieter this time. “I really don’t.”

A knock sounded at the front door.

Beckett rose without a word, his jaw tight as he moved across the room to answer it. I already knew who it would be. I felt it deep in my chest—like the moment before a storm hits, when the air turns heavy and still.

Of course it was Ruby.

Her voice floated in before her body did, soft and unassuming. I sat up straighter on the couch, pulling the throw blanket tighter around my legs as I watched her step inside.

She looked different now.

Gone were the flirty little shorts and that clingy, low-cut top. She wore a baggy sweatshirt instead, oversized and slouchy, though her bare legs peeked out beneath the hem. It was the kind of sweatshirt you might steal from someone’s floor in a moment of vulnerability—and it made her look smaller, softer, almost shy.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, her eyes going straight to mine.

Without waiting for an invitation, she walked toward the couch and sank to her knees beside me. The déjà vu was instant and disorienting—this was exactly how she’d knelt in front of Beckett earlier that night. But now, she was kneeling before me.

And God help me, something about that made my breath catch.

“I never would’ve done it if I’d known you didn’t want it,” she said gently. “I swear, it didn’t mean anything. It’s just a stupid little college game we play. I really don’t want us to get off on the wrong foot.”

Her eyes were clear and wide, full of concern—and maybe something else, something harder to name.

“Do you forgive me?” she asked.

Beckett hovered a few feet behind her, staying near but outside the emotional radius of the moment. I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to study Ruby’s face. I hadn’t expected this—an apology. Vulnerability. And yet it was all there in her expression, in the slight quiver of her lip, in the way her body angled toward mine like she wanted closeness, not conflict.

“I do,” I said finally. “Of course. The whole thing was my choice. I can’t blame either of you for what happened.”

Relief flooded her features as she smiled. It was the kind of smile that lit up her whole face, dazzling and effortless.

“Good,” she said. “Then it’s settled. It won’t happen again.”

Something twisted low in my gut.

It won’t happen again.

I should’ve felt relieved.

Instead, the words made my heart dip—like I’d lost something I hadn’t even realized I wanted.

Ruby stood slowly, brushing her hands on the front of her sweatshirt, clearly preparing to leave. She took a few steps toward the door before I heard myself speak.

“Wait—”

I didn’t even know where I was going with it. The word just tumbled out, helpless and unformed.

Ruby froze mid-step, halfway between the couch and the front door—close enough now to be within Beckett’s reach. His eyes were locked on her, staring at the waves of blonde hair cascading over her back. I watched as he inhaled sharply, as if he could smell her from where he stood.

Something in my stomach dipped and burned.

But beneath the jealousy, there was something darker. Something I didn’t want to name. A part of me that wanted to see what would happen if he reached for her. If he grabbed her hips and kissed her hard in front of me. As if I weren’t even there.

“What is it?” Ruby asked, turning slightly, her voice softer than before. She looked more sheepish now than she had at any point earlier in the night.

Beckett didn’t look at me. His eyes were still fixed on her. Her on me.

And me—somewhere in between.

“What’s the point of your game?” I asked finally. “Why do couples agree to play it?”

Ruby tilted her head and gave a small shrug. “Because it’s exciting. Forbidden. It’s… fun.” She gave a crooked smile. “It turns them on.”

Her last words were delivered without apology, and I looked away, the heat in my cheeks blooming too fast to hide.

I heard her steps return, slow and deliberate. The couch shifted slightly as she sat beside me, her bare thigh only inches from mine. We both bent one knee toward each other, our legs angled like mirror images. Her closeness was disarming. Her warmth even more so.

“Why?” she asked, her voice dipping. “Does it turn you on?”

I swallowed. I didn’t know how to answer. My mouth opened but nothing came out.

When I finally lifted my gaze, Beckett was staring at me, his expression unreadable. Ruby watched too, the space between us charged and waiting.

“I don’t know,” I whispered. “But it shouldn’t.”

Ruby’s laugh was quiet, barely more than a breath. She reached out and took my hands in hers. Her palms were soft and warm, her fingers slightly cooler than mine. The contact sent a shiver up my arms. I didn’t pull away.

“Maybe,” she said softly, “that was just the wrong setting for your first time.”

I hadn’t thought about it like that.

My first time.

Not in the technical sense—but in the way Ruby meant it. A different kind of first. A new threshold crossed. And just the idea of it made my pussy throb like I was a virgin all over again, touched by curiosity and heat in equal measure.

My voice came out breathless, laced with anticipation. “What did you have in mind?”

Ruby reached up and brushed my hair from my face. Her fingers trailed lightly along my jaw before settling at my cheek, her palm cupping it gently. Her touch was soft, reverent, like I was something precious. Something she intended to savor.

“Maybe you need something more intimate,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Something where you don’t feel left out. Something where you’re included.”

My eyes widened slightly as she leaned in, her lips hovering just above mine. I told myself I wasn’t going to move—I wasn’t going to kiss her back. But the pull toward her was magnetic, undeniable. It wasn’t just her scent, which was sweet and earthy like crushed raspberries. It was the way she looked at me. Like she already knew what I needed, even if I didn’t.

When our lips met, I felt it everywhere. A warm, aching bloom spread from the center of my chest all the way down to my thighs. Her kiss was soft at first, teasing, but it deepened quickly. Her lips parted and so did mine. Our tongues found each other like they’d done this before in another life, slow and exploratory, coaxing me into something I never thought I’d want.

She was good at that—coaxing things to play.

My eyes were still closed when I heard the shift of Beckett’s footsteps behind me. The cushion dipped slightly as he lowered himself onto the couch, his solid presence pressing into my back. Then I felt his arms wrap around my waist—those thick, familiar arms—and his lips brushed against the nape of my neck.

The sensation made me shiver.

Ruby had been right. It wasn’t just the act—it was the intimacy. The inclusion. The feeling of being held by one person while being desired by another. The feeling of being wanted by both.

I could feel the hard line of Beckett’s cock pressed against my lower back through his jeans. He was completely aroused, and that knowledge sent a shock of arousal rippling through me.

Ruby's lips trailed from my mouth to my cheek, then lower, feathering kisses down the side of my neck. On the other side, Beckett mirrored her, his mouth teasing the skin just beneath my jaw. They were kissing me in tandem, one on either side, and I couldn’t stop the way my body rocked forward, hips moving instinctively.

Ruby must have noticed.

Her hand lifted to my collarbone, slow and deliberate, then slid downward along the front of my shirt. She moved with care, her pace giving me time to stop her if I wanted to. But I didn’t.

I couldn’t.

I stayed perfectly still, breath hitching, as her hand cupped my breast over my shirt and bra. A rush of sensation shot through me as my nipple hardened beneath her palm.

She gave it a gentle squeeze.

I gasped.

Her fingers trailed back, finding the sensitive peak and pinching it, rolling it between her fingers in slow, teasing circles. I squirmed against Beckett’s lap, unable to help it, and that was all the invitation he needed.

He moved one hand from my waist, slipping it down between my legs. His palm pressed between my thighs, fingers tracing the heat that pulsed beneath the fabric of my leggings. Even through the clothes, it felt intimate. Insistent. Right.

Ruby continued her exploration of my breasts, but she lifted her head, pausing just long enough to catch my eyes. Her gaze was dark, glinting with something between mischief and affection. Then she shifted her focus—over my shoulder.

Beckett lifted his head too.

I could feel their energy changing—gathering, swirling—before I saw anything.

Then they leaned in, each moving toward the side of my face.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught it—the moment their lips met for the first time.

Ruby kissed my boyfriend.

While her fingers rolled my nipple and his hand pressed against the aching heat between my legs, they kissed.

And it was the hottest fucking thing I’d ever seen.

But it was nothing—nothing—compared to what happened next.

Ruby broke her kiss with Beckett and turned back to me.

Then she kissed me again—slow and open and filled with promise.

When she finally pulled away, Beckett took his turn, leaning down to kiss me like he hadn’t just watched another girl suck his cock hours ago. Like he loved me. Like this moment was new and dangerous and electric.

And just like that, we weren’t three separate people anymore.

We were one—entangled in a whirlwind of limbs and lips and want.

One force. One pulse. All heat and heart and hunger.

Ruby leaned back, eyes locked on mine, as she pulled my shirt up and over my head. She tossed it aside without ceremony. Beckett moved behind me, fingers working quickly to unclasp my bra. The straps slipped from my shoulders like a whispered invitation. Ruby peeled off her oversized sweatshirt, followed by a fitted, clingy T-shirt that clung to her curves like a second skin. Then she reached behind herself and unhooked her bra.

When she let it fall, we saw her fully for the first time.

Her breasts were breathtaking—smooth, creamy mounds that rose and swayed slightly with each breath she took. Her nipples were pale pink and softly peaked, set against her toned, honeyed skin. She wasn’t shy. If anything, she offered herself with quiet pride.

I lifted a hand, tentative at first, and brushed my knuckles just above one breast. Then I dragged them slowly down across her skin. Her breath caught. A flicker of heat ignited in her eyes.

Ruby leaned in and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my leggings, tugging gently. I arched my hips in response, and Beckett shifted behind me to help. He slid his arms under mine, supporting my weight as I lifted up. Ruby peeled my leggings and panties down in one smooth motion, revealing my neatly trimmed pussy.

She paused, staring.

Then she licked her lips, slow and deliberate.

The look she gave me made me feel wanted in a way I hadn’t expected—worshipped. My heart fluttered. My skin tingled with anticipation.

She tossed my clothes and shoes into the growing pile on the floor and gently spread my legs at the knees, positioning me open. Beckett’s hands wandered to my chest again, brushing over my breasts, circling his thumbs lazily around my nipples. I let out a shaky breath.

Then Ruby lowered her head between my thighs.

Her breath rolled hot over my skin before she pressed her tongue to my slit—one long, unhurried lick from bottom to top.

“Fuck,” I gasped, the word slipping from me before I could stop it.

Beckett responded by teasing my nipples more firmly, his fingers drawing tighter circles around the hardening peaks. I could feel the rigid press of his cock against my back through his jeans. He was turned on—so turned on—and so was I. Every nerve ending in my body felt like it was singing.

I felt spoiled.

And a little guilty.

They were both focused entirely on me.

Ruby’s tongue moved again, this time in slow, indulgent laps, like she had all the time in the world. She pulled back just slightly and smirked up at me, her lips glistening.

“If I didn’t know better,” she said with a wicked gleam, “I’d think you wanted your boyfriend to fuck me.”

My breath hitched.

How did she know?

My whole body flushed with heat. The thought of watching them together had been a slow burn in the back of my mind ever since that night started. But now… it was a blaze.

“Go on,” she murmured, never breaking eye contact. “Tell him to fuck me.”

Beckett leaned in close, brushing his lips against my ear. “You don’t have to,” he whispered, hesitant, unsure. “Not if you’re not sure.”

But I silenced him with a kiss.

A deep, urgent kiss.

When I pulled back, I met his eyes. “I want you to fuck her,” I said. “I promise. I want this.”

He kissed me again—harder this time—while his fingers continued teasing my nipples, making me squirm. Ruby returned to my pussy, her tongue flicking with new intensity, sending little shocks through my thighs, my spine, every inch of me.

Beckett shifted, slipping carefully out from behind me. He helped ease me down onto my back, lowering me gently onto the couch like I was something fragile. Something cherished.

He pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it aside, revealing his sculpted chest and abs. I caught Ruby’s eyes wandering up his body while her tongue worked me over.

Yeah, I thought. My boyfriend is fucking ripped.

Beckett moved behind Ruby, who remained on all fours between my legs, still licking me like she was starving. He unfastened his jeans and pushed them down along with his briefs, revealing his thick, hard cock—already flushed and throbbing. He stroked it once, then twice, as he stepped closer to Ruby’s hips.

He leaned down and kissed the small of her back, then slid his hands to the button of her denim shorts.

I tangled my fingers in her blonde hair, threading the soft waves between my knuckles as she devoured me with a hunger Beckett had never shown. It wasn’t better—it was just different. Bolder. More deliberate. She licked me like she wanted to make me come.

He worked her shorts and panties down her legs, slow and steady, baring her inch by inch until she was naked between us.

Her ass lifted instinctively as he stepped in closer.

He positioned himself behind her, his cock in hand, and pressed the thick head to her entrance.

Then—with one deep, hungry thrust—he pushed himself inside. Inside another woman.

My heart raced as Ruby licked and sucked at my pussy, her tongue moving with skill and intention, as if she were trying to distract me from the jealousy she knew had to be simmering just beneath the surface. I tangled my fingers into her hair, gripping it tightly—not just in gratitude, but in desperation. A silent thank you, and a breathless what the hell am I doing?

Beckett was behind her now, gripping her hips firmly as he thrust into her hard, his movements urgent, almost primal. But his eyes never left mine.

He was watching me—searching my face for hesitation, for regret, waiting for me to stop it all like I had earlier.

But I didn’t.

I wasn’t going to.

We had already come too far, and it already felt too good. I needed to see it through.

Beckett leaned forward, his chest grazing Ruby’s back as he pounded into her with wild abandon. She moaned into my pussy with each hard thrust, her cries vibrating against my sensitive skin. Her lips and tongue moved with unrelenting rhythm, coaxing a rising climax from deep inside me.

I gasped, my back arching as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside me.

Then it hit.

The orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave—sharp, hot, all-consuming. I moaned loudly, my voice echoing through the room, raw and unfiltered.

The sound of my release must have triggered something in Beckett, because he groaned and thrust harder. His rhythm turned frenzied, his hips slamming into Ruby’s ass as she lifted her head and cried out against my inner thigh.

Beckett gripped her tightly and pulled her up against his chest, holding her body upright as he continued to fuck her. She turned her head to kiss him over her shoulder, lips crashing together as his cock filled her again and again. I could see everything—the slick slide of his length disappearing into her, his balls swinging wildly with each thrust.

Driven by instinct, I crawled forward on all fours and lowered my face to where their bodies met. I reached between Ruby’s thighs and gently stretched the soft skin until her clit was exposed. Then I lowered my mouth to her mound and wrapped my lips around it, sucking her swollen bud as my tongue flicked across it in quick, teasing motions.

Ruby’s hand flew to the back of my head.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried as Beckett drove deeper into her.

His groans grew louder, rougher, and I could tell he was close. Ruby’s pussy clenched visibly around his cock, and their movements grew desperate, chaotic. She was close too—I could feel it in the way her hips jerked, the way her breath caught in her throat. I sucked her harder, trying to push her over the edge.

They came together—gripping, moaning, losing themselves in each other while I helped bring her there. Their bodies tensed, then stilled, and for a moment all that remained was the sound of breathless panting and the pulse of heat still humming in my own veins.

When I pulled back, I saw a milky trickle of Beckett’s cum sliding from Ruby’s pussy and down his cock. He groaned softly as he eased himself free, and I reached between her legs, catching the remaining droplets with my fingers.

I brought them to my mouth and licked them clean, savoring the taste with slow, deliberate strokes of my tongue.

We dressed in silence—each of us in our own heads, the weight of what had just happened settling into the room like a fine layer of smoke.

Ruby was the first to speak once she was fully clothed. She smoothed down her sweatshirt and gave me a knowing smile.

“See?” she said. “Told you it could be fun.”

I nodded, my voice still hoarse. “Yeah… it was. Thanks.”

“No problem.” Her gaze flicked to Beckett, who gave her a quiet, almost reverent nod. Then, just like that, she turned toward the door.

It felt abrupt. Too soon. Like the spell had broken but I wasn’t ready to let it go.

I looked at Beckett, who looked just as dazed and disoriented as I felt.

“Wait,” I said, for the second time that night.

Ruby paused with her hand on the doorknob and glanced back, running her fingers through her tousled blonde hair.

“We’re, um… looking for a roommate,” I said.

Her brows lifted in amused surprise. “Are you asking me?”

“Yes.” I glanced over at Beckett, then back to her. “I think you’d be perfect. Don’t you?”

Beckett, as if snapping out of a trance, nodded quickly. “Yeah. Yeah, that could be… cool.”

Ruby smiled again, this time slower. Knowing. “I’d love to,” she said. “We’ll talk about it in the morning.”

And then she was gone, the door clicking quietly shut behind her.

Beckett turned to me, still shirtless, hair disheveled. “You’re serious?” he asked. “You want her to live with us? After that?”

I shrugged, feeling the stir of adrenaline and something else—something lighter, bolder—still humming beneath my skin. “Is that okay?”

He blinked. “I mean… I don’t know. Is it?”

“What I meant was—do you mind?”

He looked at me for a long moment. “No,” he said finally. “But don’t you?”

I glanced toward the now-empty foyer, already missing Ruby’s presence in the room more than I expected.

“No,” I said, a smile tugging at my lips. “I don’t mind at all. In fact… I think she’s exactly what we need.”

Beckett sat down beside me on the couch and wrapped his arm around my shoulders.

“Who are you,” he said with a low chuckle, “and what have you done with my girlfriend?”

I laughed and leaned into him, pushing playfully at his chest. “I’m college Colette now,” I whispered. “And things are going to be very different.”


Lessons in Temptation




My husband yanked my dress up over my head, the fabric twisting before it tore free. He pushed me down onto the bed, his weight following, the heat of him pressing against my back. I felt the thick length of him against my ass, the head sliding between my cheeks with an insistent rhythm as he pushed my thong aside.

His breath was quick, warm against the back of my neck. A wet sound followed, and then I felt the warm slickness of his spit trickling down over me, easing the glide as he positioned himself. The first push made me draw in a sharp breath, the blunt pressure stretching me, opening me, until he began to sink deeper. Every inch filled me more completely, a slow claiming that made my chest rise and fall against the mattress.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my voice catching.

Will leaned down, his chest brushing my back, and slipped a hand beneath me. His fingers trailed down my stomach, searching until they found my clit. The first slow circle sent a shiver racing through me. He slid down lower, wetting his fingers in my slit, before returning to the little bundle of nerves, working me with a touch that was just enough to unravel my composure.

The orgasm hit me with no warning—hot, bright, and immediate. My hips jerked, my body tightening around him.

“I’m coming,” I moaned, my voice breaking.

He drove into me harder, faster, his movements urgent, as if chasing the high with me. The thrusts became deeper, each one making me feel impossibly full.

Even after my climax eased, he kept moving, his pace shifting into an almost mechanical rhythm. I could hear the change in his breathing—from sharp, controlled exhales to frustrated, heavier huffs. I knew that sound. Lately, it had been happening too often.

“Fuck,” he said, not in lust but in irritation. He pulled out abruptly. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

“It’s okay,” I told him softly, though the words tasted hollow. I reached for comfort, but a flicker of doubt twisted in my chest. Maybe I wasn’t enough anymore. Maybe I didn’t turn him on the way I used to.

I sat up, reached for him, and wrapped my hand around his cock. The smooth heat of him pulsed against my palm as I began to stroke, trying to coax him back. His head tipped back, eyes squeezed shut, as if he could force himself into the right headspace. It used to be so easy for him—so easy for us—but since Will Jr. was born, everything felt different.

Before I could get him there, a sharp knock echoed from the front door.

“Who is that?” I murmured.

Will groaned. I let go of him and reached for my silk robe, slipping it over my shoulders and tying the belt.

“Stay here,” I told him, already heading toward the door.

“Lucy, don’t answer it,” he called, but I was halfway down the hall.

When I opened the door, I pulled my robe tighter. “Ms. Thompson,” I said, surprised to see Will Jr.’s teacher standing there. “What are you doing here?”

Her eyes widened slightly at the sight of me, and she took a small step back. A faint blush crept over her cheeks, softening her features and making her look even prettier than I remembered. The crisp white blouse, fitted charcoal skirt, and sheer black tights gave her an understated elegance. Maybe it was the afterglow still humming in my body, but I suddenly saw her in a way I hadn’t before.

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything. I came to talk to you about Will Jr.”

“He’s at camp for Spring Break,” I told her. “He’s not here.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” she said with a small smile. “I actually came to speak with you… and your husband.”

My pulse quickened. “Is everything okay? Is he in trouble?”

“No, not at all,” she assured me. “May I come in?”

I hesitated, aware of the way the silk clung to my body, but stepped aside. She entered with a quiet confidence, her heels tapping across the hardwood as she moved into the living room.

“Please, have a seat,” I said, gesturing to the sofa. “I’ll just be a moment to get dressed.”

She nodded, her eyes following me for a beat longer than necessary before I turned toward the bedroom.

I slipped back into the bedroom where I had left my husband, the faint rustle of silk following me as I untied my robe and let it slide from my shoulders.

“What’s going on?” he asked, still half-undressed, his voice low with curiosity.

I went straight to my dresser, pulling out a matching lingerie set—a deep wine-red lace bra and thong that made me feel instantly more put together—before slipping into a short, flouncy black cocktail dress. The hem swished against my thighs as I smoothed it down. “Get dressed,” I told him. “She wants to talk to us about Will Jr.”

He exhaled in that way he did when a conversation was about to interrupt his evening. “Is something wrong?”

“I don’t know,” I said, fastening the last clasp. “We’ll have to go talk to her to find out.”

He pulled on his clothes without much urgency, but when we stepped back into the living room together, the change in his posture was immediate.

Ms. Thompson was perched neatly on the couch, legs crossed at the knee, her back straight but relaxed. My husband froze mid-step, taking her in with a look that was almost too quick to catch—though I caught it. His eyes flicked over her petite frame, lingering a fraction longer than polite.

I followed his gaze and found something else to notice: the faint peaks of her nipples pressing through the thin fabric of her white blouse. My pulse skipped. She had been a little flustered when I’d answered the door in my robe, but now… Was this arousal? Had she been keyed up since the moment she saw me half-dressed?

My husband was the first to break the silence. “Ms. Thompson, what is this about?” His voice was steady, but I heard the faintest hitch, as if he were trying not to show too much interest.

“Please,” she said, her smile softening. “Call me Felicia.”

“Felicia,” I echoed, settling into the seat beside him. “Is Will in trouble?”

“No,” she replied with a small shake of her head. “But I’ve noticed he’s been… a little bored in class lately. I’d like to have his IQ tested for our school’s gifted program. I really think he’d thrive in that environment, and it could give him more room to grow.”

“When you said ‘distracted,’” I said, “I thought you were hinting at something like ADHD.”

“Not at all,” she assured me. “Of course, if I’m wrong, that’s something you could look into. But I suspect he just needs more challenging work than I can offer in the regular classroom.”

My husband and I exchanged a glance, the corners of our mouths lifting at the same time. Will Jr.—gifted. The thought lit something warm in my chest.

“Well, that sounds wonderful,” I said. “But you didn’t have to make a special trip to tell us.”

Felicia’s shoulder lifted in a small shrug. “I was in the neighborhood.”

“Thank you for stopping by,” my husband said, standing and extending his hand in what felt like a polite send-off.

“Wait,” I said, placing my hand over his to lower it back down. I shifted my gaze from him to Felicia, feeling a little thrill run through me. “Would you like to stay for dinner?”

A fresh wash of color bloomed over her cheeks, and my thighs pressed together instinctively.

“Um, sure,” she said after a pause. “That would be great.”

My husband arched a brow at me in quiet question, but he didn’t challenge me. Instead, he offered an easy smile. “Great. We were just about to eat. If you’ll excuse us for a moment…”

My husband caught my hand as I started toward the kitchen, tugging me back into the bedroom and closing the door behind us. His brow furrowed. “Why did you invite her to dinner?”

I let the question hang for a beat, then gave him a slow, knowing look. “Because… look at her.”

He blinked. “What?”

“You haven’t been able to take your eyes off her since you walked into the living room,” I said, stepping closer. “And she hasn’t stopped looking at you either. I think she was turned on when I opened the door in my robe.”

He gave a short, disbelieving laugh. “That’s ridiculous. Even if that were true, why would you invite her to stay?”

“Because,” I murmured, closing the last of the distance between us. My hand slid over the front of his pants, fingers curling around the familiar shape beneath. “You’ve been having trouble getting there lately. I think she might be the answer to that.”

“For Christ’s sake, she’s Will Jr.’s teacher.”

“So?” I tilted my head, my palm pressing firmer against him. “She won’t say anything. And I think part of you likes the idea. I bet you’d love to rip that little pencil skirt right off and take her from behind.” His breath caught, and I could feel the subtle swelling in my grip. “I bet you want to shove your big, thick cock into her and ruin that perfect image she has of herself.”

A sound escaped him—half curse, half groan—as I began to stroke him through the fabric. “We can’t,” he said, but his voice lacked conviction.

I ignored the words and picked up my rhythm. The tension in his body mounted quickly, his hands braced on my hips as his breath turned ragged. Within seconds, he was hunched over me, groaning low as release spilled into his briefs.

A knock sounded behind us. “Is everything okay?”

I turned, startled, to find Felicia standing in the doorway. Her eyes darted between us, her expression uncertain. “I thought I heard someone getting sick. Maybe I should go.”

“No,” I said quickly, letting my hand fall from my husband’s groin. “Everything’s fine. I was just about to start dinner.”

I moved to her side, lightly touching her arm as I guided her toward the kitchen. “Wine?”

She nodded, and I poured her a generous glass. Up close, I noticed again how fresh-faced she was—straight, dark hair that shone under the light, skin so smooth it looked like it had never seen a day of stress. Her blush came easily, staining her cheeks in a way that made her look even younger, though the subtle curves under her blouse were anything but schoolgirl.

I took Felicia by the arm and led her into the kitchen where I poured her a glass of wine while my husband changed his clothes. I stifled a grin at the thought of him cumming to the beautiful Miss Felicia. She really was a cute twenty-something girl with her straight dark hair. She blushed a lot and her eyes were still wide with youthfulness. My husband returned to the living room so I sent Felicia in there to bring him a glass of wine.

I took notice when she didn’t return to the kitchen. Instead, she settled onto the sofa beside him. From the kitchen doorway, I caught the faint curve of her smile and the way her body angled toward his.

I busied myself with my famous spaghetti and meatballs, taking only half an hour before calling them in.

Felicia took her place at the table beside my husband. “Thanks again,” she said, her voice warm.

“Of course,” I replied, serving generous portions onto their plates before taking my own seat. “You’ve been wonderful with Will Jr. I know teaching isn’t easy.”

My husband was already twirling spaghetti onto his fork, eating with quiet focus, while Felicia and I talked across the table. But I noticed the way her gaze occasionally drifted to him—and the way he seemed to notice, too.

“Teaching can be hard sometimes,” Felicia said, twirling a neat bundle of spaghetti onto her fork. “But I love my school, and I love my students.” She glanced up at me then, her eyes catching mine in a way that lingered for a heartbeat too long. “You two seem like great parents. Will Jr. is lucky to have you.”

“Thanks,” I replied after swallowing my own bite. “So, Felicia—you seem young. Are you married? Any kids of your own?”

She swallowed, then shook her head.

I tilted my head, watching her closely. “A boyfriend?”

Another shake of her head.

“Well, that’s hard to believe,” I said, my gaze flicking toward Will. His brow had begun to bead with a thin line of sweat, and the sight sent a little tingle across my skin.

“You’re an attractive young woman,” I added, letting the compliment settle between us. “It’s surprising you don’t even have a boyfriend.”

Felicia set her fork down and cleared her throat, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Well… I have rotten taste.” She gave a small laugh.

I laughed too, though more from curiosity than amusement. “What do you mean?”

“Oh,” she said, waving her hand lightly. “I tend to go for guys who end up being unavailable.”

“Unavailable how?” I asked, leaning forward slightly. “Emotionally? Physically?”

Her gaze flickered between Will and me before dipping toward her lap. When she spoke again, it was quieter. “Married, actually.”

Will nearly choked on his food. I bit back a smile.

“You like married men?” I asked, my tone making it more statement than question.

She lifted her chin. “Don’t worry. I’m not interested in Will.”

Will’s cheeks flushed a deep pink, but I didn’t buy it. “It’s okay if you are,” I said, my throat tightening just enough for the words to sound heavier. “We’re into that sort of thing.”

Felicia’s eyes darted between us, as if she couldn’t decide whether to look for the front door or the bedroom. “What sort of thing?”

“Sharing,” I said, letting the word roll off my tongue. “If you wanted to fuck my husband, I’d be fine with it.”

Will had stopped eating altogether. His fork rested against his plate, forgotten. “Lucy, please,” he muttered, though he didn’t quite meet my eyes.

“You don’t seem familiar with the idea of an open relationship,” Felicia said, her voice cautious. “Is this some kind of trap?”

I smiled, slow and sure. “The fact that you’re asking makes me think you are attracted to him. And no, it’s not a trap. I could take you back into the bedroom right now and prove it.”

Her lips parted on a sharp little gasp, full and soft in the light. It was as obvious as it had ever been—she wanted him. She was just hiding behind polite denials.

“I hope you know what you’re getting into,” she said at last, her tone somewhere between challenge and invitation.

I stepped out of the kitchen and into the hall, then glanced over my shoulder. “Are you two coming, or not?”

My pulse was already racing, but it climbed higher when I heard their footsteps follow. This wasn’t talk anymore. This was happening. The air in the bedroom felt heavier as I led Felicia toward the foot of the bed. She stopped there, her hands clasped in front of her, waiting for something—permission, direction, maybe both.

I turned to Will and tugged his shirt upward, the fabric brushing against my knuckles as I stripped it off him. His skin was warm, his chest broad and defined. “Well,” I said, my voice low but steady, “go on and kiss her.”

Felicia’s eyes flicked down his torso, lingering. Will crossed the space slowly, then hesitated, glancing back at me as if asking one last time if I was certain. I was as nervous as he looked, but something inside me wouldn’t let this stop. I had to see. I had to know if another woman could give him what I hadn’t been able to.

He stepped closer to her, close enough that their bodies almost touched. His eyes searched hers, waiting. When he reached up to cup her cheek, she didn’t pull away. The sight sent a burst of heat through me, tightening low in my belly. I wanted more.

Will leaned in, his bare chest inches from her blouse, his breath mingling with hers. I wondered if she could smell the faint, clean scent of his skin.

“Tell me if you don’t want this,” he said softly.

His lips met hers, tentative at first, and my whole body trembled—part fear, part raw exhilaration. I’d set this in motion, yet the reality of it made my head spin. Watching him kiss her, I could barely decide if I wanted to pull them apart or push them closer.

When he drew back, he studied her face. She turned to me instead, her voice unsure. “Are you sure this is okay?”

“Fuck, that was hot,” I said without hesitation. “Do it again.”

Something shifted in her expression. Her hesitation melted into a glint of boldness, as if my permission had unlocked something. She grabbed the back of Will’s neck and pulled him in, her lips parting as his did. Their tongues met, the kiss deepening into something fierce, their bodies angled toward each other in a way that made my thighs press together.

From my chair, I felt my breathing quicken, the pounding of my heart loud in my ears. Each passing second fed the rush in my veins.

Will broke their kiss just long enough to ease her blouse off her shoulders and tug down the zipper of her skirt. She responded with a playful, almost daring smile before sliding her hands to his waistband, unfastening his pants and pushing them down.

Now they stood before each other in nothing but underwear. My gaze roamed over them, and the contrast hit me—Felicia’s petite, youthful curves framed against Will’s taller, broader frame, so unlike my own more athletic build.

This should have been a wife’s nightmare. But my body ached for it. I couldn’t stop wondering what it would cost, or what it might do to our marriage. Felicia looked over at me then, as if gauging my reaction, and her brows rose when she found me smiling.

She slipped her hand into Will’s briefs and drew him out, fingers curling around him with slow confidence.

“Why don’t you get on your knees and suck him off,” I said, willing my voice to stay steady despite the thrum in my chest.

Felicia gave a little giggle, her cheeks flushing. “I don’t think I should,” she said.

A cold ripple of doubt spread through me. This could be it—the moment she backed away. Rejection was one thing, but to have her stop now, in front of my husband, would be something else entirely. I wasn’t sure I could live with the humiliation if she walked out.

“Don’t pretend you don’t want him,” I said, my voice low, each word deliberately measured.

Felicia’s gaze dipped to Will’s cock, and the faintest smile played over her lips. “Oh, trust me,” she said, her tone warm with suggestion. “I love his cock. But I don’t want to be a homewrecker.”

I leaned forward, elbows resting on my knees, my eyes locked on hers. “On the contrary. I think you might be the key to saving my home.”

Her brows lifted. “Really?” Her tongue swept slowly over her lower lip, and when her gaze slid back to Will’s thick length, there was hunger in it.

“Of course,” I said. “Why do you think I asked you to do this?” The words caught in my throat, humiliation and desire tangled together as I bared the truth. “Will’s had… some trouble lately. And I can’t shake the feeling it’s my fault.”

Will’s frown deepened. “Lucy, please. I told you—it’s not you.”

“Well,” I said, straightening, “why don’t we find out? Go on, Felicia. Get on your knees.”

Her hesitation was fleeting but visible. “Lucy… you don’t really want me to… do you?”

“I’m soaking wet at the thought of you sucking my husband’s cock. Yes, I want this.”

For a heartbeat, I thought she might pull away, might decide to walk out of our bedroom with nothing but an awkward apology. Part of me almost let her. But my curiosity—the ache to watch my husband with another woman—was stronger than any instinct to stay safely monogamous. I had already confessed our bedroom struggles; I had already laid myself bare. Why stop there?

If she walked away now, I would be left with nothing but embarrassment. If she stayed, I might be humiliated in a much deeper way by watching her be exactly what he needed, but at least I’d know.

She didn’t walk away. Felicia sank slowly to her knees in front of him, the movement drawing my breath up into my throat.

“That’s a good girl,” I murmured, my voice a little rougher than I intended.

Will’s hand wrapped firmly around the base of his shaft, angling it toward her waiting mouth. Her lips parted, soft and pink, and she took the tip between them. I watched the way her tongue pressed to the underside as he slid along it.

Will always tasted divine to me—clean skin, faint salt, something uniquely his. I wondered what he tasted like to her. I wondered if she liked it as much as I did. His eyes met mine briefly, seeking assurance. I gave none, only watched as he began moving his cock in and out of her mouth, his body relaxing into the rhythm.

“It’s too bad you’re not into women,” I said to her. “After seeing your half-naked body, I almost want to fuck you myself.”

Felicia released him with a wet sound, her hand still wrapped around his length. “I’d gladly lick your pussy while you watch your husband have his way with me,” she said, her tone shameless and bold.

My eyes widened, the heat between my thighs sharp enough to make me shift in my seat. Felicia wasn’t just going along with this—she was all in. Her innocence had given way to something rawer, and the effect on me was immediate. My pussy throbbed, aching to be touched, but I wanted to save it for her mouth.

Will’s hand slid to the back of her head, guiding her forward until he was deeper between her lips. He circled his hips slowly, his gaze locked on her face.

Felicia closed her eyes, cheeks hollowing as she drew him in deeper. She gagged softly when he hit the back of her throat, and he stopped her with a gentle but firm pull.

“No,” he said, his voice quieter now. “Gentle. I like it soft. Slow.”

Her lashes lifted as she looked up at him, nodding once. His fingers smoothed over her hair, then along her cheek, while his cock slid languidly over her tongue. He looked almost like a man exploring new territory, mapping every contour of her mouth.

Watching them made my own breath grow shallow. I imagined those same lips on my clit, her tongue working with that same slow, careful devotion, and my body all but begged for it.

“I want you to get ready,” Will said to her, his voice low but clear. “Because I’m about to come, and I want you to swallow all of it.”

My pussy throbbed with wet heat between my thighs. I wanted to slip my hand down and touch myself, to ease some of the pressure building there, but I didn’t want either of them to see just how much watching this was undoing me. Instead, I kept my hands still and my eyes fixed on Felicia as she relaxed her jaw, her throat opening in anticipation of my husband’s release.

I wondered if she’d done this before, if she’d ever swallowed a man’s cum, or if this was her first time. There was something intoxicating about not knowing.

A soft, needy moan slipped from her, muffled around his cock. My gaze fell between her legs, and I caught the slow, rhythmic movement of her hand inside her panties. The sight sent a spike of heat straight through me.

“Mmm… take it,” Will said, his voice rough with lust. “You take all of my cum into your eager throat.”

The words only made me wetter. Will’s groans deepened, breaking into shorter, more desperate sounds as his climax overtook him. I watched the pulse of his hips, the way Felicia’s throat worked to swallow him, her lips sealed tightly to keep every drop. His orgasm seemed to go on and on, the sheer volume catching her off guard. She swallowed quickly, her hand still moving between her legs, but I could see the effort it took to take all of him.

When she finally pulled back, she licked her lips, a faint flush blooming high in her cheeks.

“Now,” I said, my voice firmer, “stand up and turn your back to him.”

She rose gracefully, and I noticed Will already stroking himself back to hardness, his cock swelling under his hand. Felicia turned toward me, her eyes bright, her chest rising and falling faster.

I climbed onto the bed, letting the hem of my black dress ride up before I reached for the zipper. The dress fell away, leaving me in my bra and panties. Kneeling at the edge of the bed in front of her, I closed the space between us and pressed my mouth to hers. The kiss was warm, eager, and slick with the taste of my husband’s cum. It made my head swim.

My arms circled her, fingers finding the clasp of her bra. As I unhooked it, I let my hands linger over the smooth skin of her back before sliding the garment from her shoulders and tossing it aside.

Her fingers reached for my bra, fumbling with the hooks until it came loose. At the same time, I eased her panties over her hips, my nails grazing her skin. We stripped each other in hurried, clumsy bursts, until nothing separated us.

Felicia guided me backward onto the bed, her body warm and soft above mine. Our kisses deepened, mouths opening, tongues tangling, until she pulled away to trail kisses down my neck and chest. She lingered at my breasts, drawing one nipple into her mouth, then the other, sucking and teasing until my back arched and a series of low moans slipped from me.

She continued downward, her lips brushing my stomach, my hips, until her face was between my thighs. Her breath was hot against my soaked folds, and then her tongue was there—soft, wet, insistent—sliding over me in slow strokes that made my toes curl.

Behind her, Will moved closer, wrapping an arm around her waist. He pressed his chest to her back, kissing her shoulder before wetting his fingers with his tongue. My pulse leapt as his hand slipped between her ass cheeks.

My heart raced. I knew what he intended—he was going to take her ass so there was no risk of pregnancy.

He slid one wet finger into her tight opening, working it slowly, carefully. Felicia let out a whimper, and the sound vibrated through her lips and into my pussy, sending a dizzying wave of pleasure through me. I had never felt anything like it, and it was incredible.

“Deeper,” she breathed, her voice husky, as if she wanted to experience everything my husband could give her.

“Patience,” he murmured.

“Please,” she begged, almost trembling. “I want to feel your thick cock inside me.”

He kissed her shoulder again, his breath ragged now, and groaned. “My pleasure.”

He pulled his finger free and spit into his palm, the sound wet and heavy in the still air. With that same palm, he stroked himself from base to tip, coating his length until it gleamed. My eyes stayed locked on him over Felicia’s body, every muscle in me taut with anticipation. His gaze found mine as he positioned himself behind her, guiding the thick head of his cock between her cheeks. He pressed against the tight ring of her ass, pausing only a heartbeat before pushing inside.

The stretch made Felicia groan, low and deep, the sound vibrating through her chest. He pushed further, slowly feeding inch after inch into her until his hips were flush with her body.

Her soft cries and breathy whimpers rippled through me, each one sending a sharp pulse of heat low in my belly. Will moved in measured strokes, easing himself deeper with each thrust, his expression a blend of concentration and hunger. He explored her ass the way he’d explored her mouth earlier—curious, savoring, unhurried, each movement coaxing more sound from her.

I was a mess beneath them, my skin flushed, nipples aching. Felicia’s fingers were inside me, three at once, curling and stroking in ways that made my thighs shake. My back arched into her touch, my moans rising in pitch with every pass. I was so lost in the glide of her fingers and the teasing swirl of her tongue over my clit that I didn’t notice Will’s hand reaching around her until she gasped, her hips jolting forward.

He was touching her there too, his hand between her thighs, fingers sliding into her pussy while he worked her ass from behind. Her moans quickened, and mine followed, our voices tangling together in the thick air of the room.

Felicia’s thrusts into me matched Will’s rhythm inside her, the three of us moving as though pulled by the same unseen thread. My gaze met my husband’s, and I realized I’d never felt more connected to him than in that exact moment—sharing something raw, intense, and strangely intimate.

The wave started in my core and built outward, coiling hot and tight. At the same time, Will’s thrusts grew faster, his hips snapping forward as his breathing broke into ragged bursts. Felicia’s body trembled over mine, her lips still pressed to my pussy, her fingers still buried deep inside me.

Will bit his lower lip, groaning in that familiar way that told me his orgasm had taken hold. His body tensed, cock swelling inside her, and I knew he was spilling into her ass in thick, hot pulses. Felicia gasped against me, her body quivering hard enough that her moans vibrated into my clit.

“Fuck,” she breathed, the words hot against me. “I’m cumming.”

That was all it took. The sound of her voice, the feel of her shuddering above me, and the thought of Will filling her pushed me over. My fingers twisted into the bedsheets, my legs tightening around her as my climax crashed through me. It was blinding, an eruption of pleasure that rolled in wave after wave until I could hardly breathe.

When the shudders slowed and our breathing began to even out, Will pulled from her, his cock slick. Felicia lifted her head from between my thighs, her lips glistening, her eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Oh my,” she said, almost laughing on an exhale. “Oh my. We have got to do this more often. What’s your schedule this week? Can I come over every day?”

Sitting up, she shifted slightly, and I saw the slow trickle of Will’s cum running down her thigh. The sight made me smile—a visible reminder that part of him was still with her.

“Well, we do have the week off,” I said.

“That camp was a lifesaver,” Will added with a crooked smile.

I glanced at Felicia. “What do you think? Want to stop by more often?”

She grinned. “What do I think? I think you two just gave me the best teacher meeting I’ve ever had.”

I stood, drawing her into my arms, our bare breasts pressing together, the heat of her skin against mine. “Sounds like we have a deal then.”

Will’s eyes shone with something that felt like relief. Hope, even. And I felt it too. I should have hated what we’d just done, but instead I’d never felt more alive.

“I suppose we do,” I said.

Felicia came over every afternoon for the rest of the week. After that, we saved her visits for special occasions. I never would have imagined that another woman—especially a younger one—would help save my marriage, but that’s exactly what happened. Will and I found our rhythm again, the kind we’d lost somewhere along the way. And with Felicia, we gave him exactly what he needed: excitement, adventure, and a reason to never grow bored of us again.
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All the Right Moves




My jaw practically hit the floor the moment she walked into cheerleader tryouts. I’d barely exchanged two words with her in my life, but my boyfriend had warned me about her more than once. “Stay away from Bree,” he’d said, his voice always laced with something between fear and disdain. “She’s a succubus.” And honestly, from the way she looked—tall, toned, glowing like she’d just stepped out of a dream—I couldn’t entirely dismiss the possibility.

This was my squad. I’d put in the work, earned my place, and clawed my way to the top. There was no universe in which I was going to let my boyfriend’s ex-girlfriend stroll in and take a spot—especially not on my team. From the moment she appeared in that gym, I made up my mind to write her off. I mean, how good could she actually be? Sure, she looked the part. Long blonde hair, perky chest, that confident athlete’s posture. She was tall, lean, and moved like she owned the room, but looks didn’t guarantee talent. There was no way her skills would live up to that exterior. Or so I thought.

I couldn’t have been more wrong.

From the moment Bree hit the floor, it was obvious she wasn’t just good—she was phenomenal. Her timing, precision, and energy were nearly flawless. It was as if she could single-handedly lift the entire squad to victory, and the rest of the team saw it too. I could feel the shift in the air—the way every other girl’s eyes lit up, silently begging me to let her in. But I couldn’t ignore the knot tightening in my stomach. This wasn’t just any girl—it was her. Bree, the girl my boyfriend Mike had dated all through high school. Bree, the girl he still refused to talk about in anything but clipped, tense phrases.

To make matters worse, Mike was practicing with the college basketball team just across the gym. As fate would have it, he caught sight of Bree walking in—and promptly got nailed in the head by a rogue basketball he hadn’t seen coming. He stumbled, shook it off, and locked eyes with me from across the court. Waving his arms frantically in a “don’t you dare” motion, he made his opinion crystal clear. I gave him a curt nod, fully intending to honor his advice. Bree was not joining my team. End of story.

Then she danced.

It wasn’t just dancing—it was a performance. She moved with hypnotic confidence, every motion smooth and electric. Her hips swayed with practiced ease, her cheers rang out with clarity and enthusiasm, and her acrobatics were jaw-droppingly precise. Each flip landed perfectly; each pose was picture-perfect. I couldn’t deny it—Bree was mesmerizing, and the more I watched, the more I felt something I hadn’t expected: intimidation. If I let her on the team, I wouldn’t just be sharing the squad with my boyfriend’s ex—I’d be risking my position as head cheerleader. And that wasn’t a risk I took lightly.

But as much as I wanted to protect what I’d earned, there was something I craved even more than the spotlight. I wanted to win. Nationals were just around the corner, and the championship trophy wasn’t going to win itself. I could see it so clearly—the way Bree’s skill could push us beyond our limits, give us the edge we needed to stand out, to dominate.

After Bree’s tryout routine, I gathered with my squad to discuss her performance. Without hesitation, and with unanimous enthusiasm, they voted to bring her on. My heart raced and my stomach churned with nervous energy as I prepared to deliver the news. Taking a deep breath, I approached her, doing my best to keep my voice low.

“Welcome to the squad,” I said softly, barely above a whisper, making sure Mike wouldn’t overhear. My eyes darted in his direction, scanning for any sign of attention. When I saw that he was still focused on overseeing practice, I exhaled with relief, my chest loosening just a bit.

Bree let out a delighted squeal, her joy unmistakable and infectious. In an instant, she closed the distance between us and wrapped her arms tightly around me, her warmth enveloping me like a comforting blanket.

“Thank you so much!” she exclaimed, her voice filled with genuine gratitude. Her breasts pressed against mine in the embrace, and I became acutely aware of her scent—a delicate mix of wisteria and sage. The subtle fragrance clung to my skin and sent an unexpected tingle down my spine, lingering in a way I couldn’t quite explain. For a fleeting moment, I didn’t want to let her go.

When I finally pulled away, I caught sight of Mike watching us from across the gym. His eyes were wide, his expression unreadable but unmistakably concerned—troubled even. I frowned slightly, puzzled by his reaction. What exactly was he worried about? Bree had nailed her tryout, and beyond her impressive athleticism, she seemed kind, respectful, and eager to be part of the team. There was no reason for alarm—at least, not that I could see.

“Practice is every afternoon during the week,” I told her, my tone casual, trying to refocus. “Three to five p.m., sharp.”

“I’ll be there,” she replied with a confident smile. “Thanks again.”

One of the other girls handed her the necessary paperwork, and with that, Bree was officially part of the squad. Mike, seemingly satisfied that things were back to normal, returned his attention to practice. But even as he resumed coaching, I knew deep down that we weren’t done. He would have something to say—something he’d save for later, when we were alone.
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After practice, I showered quickly, letting the hot water wash away the tension I knew was only beginning to build. I met up with Mike afterward for our scheduled date, hoping that maybe—just maybe—he’d let it go. He picked me up in his car, but from the moment I slid into the passenger seat, I could feel the weight of his silence pressing against me.

He didn’t say a word the entire drive to the theater. His hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white, and I half-expected the plastic to crack under the pressure.

“Is everything okay?” I asked tentatively, though I already knew the answer—and I had a sinking feeling I wasn’t going to like it.

He didn’t look at me. His jaw tightened, his gaze fixed on the road. “Is she on the team?” he asked, his voice clipped.

“You mean the squad?” I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral, though my pulse quickened.

Mike turned his head sharply, his eyes locking onto mine with unmistakable heat. “You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

I sighed. There was no use in dancing around it. “Yes,” I said firmly. “She was too good to pass up.”

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, exhaling sharply. His hands remained clenched on the wheel as he made a sharp turn into the theater parking lot, the tires crunching over the gravel.

“What’s wrong with her?” I asked, genuinely puzzled. “She seemed perfectly nice and friendly.”

Mike shook his head, a grim expression settling on his face. “Yeah, at first,” he said, his voice tinged with frustration. “She might be good at cheering, but I doubt she even wants to be on the squad. She’s just trying to get close to me again.”

A lump formed in my throat, tight and uncomfortable. I swallowed hard, trying to keep my voice steady. “What do you mean? Why would you say that?”

He let out a weary sigh, his eyes flicking away from mine. “It’s what she does,” he said, his tone heavy with bitterness. “After we broke up, she made a point of befriending every single one of my friends. Not just the old ones, either—even the new guys I’ve met since then. And now she’s buddies with every single guy on my team.”

I frowned, trying to understand the significance. “Why only the single ones?” I asked.

Mike scoffed, a sharp, humorless sound. “Because the girlfriends of the other guys don’t want them anywhere near her. And for good reason.”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes slightly, though my stomach twisted in knots. “What is she, some sort of goddess or something? I mean, sure, she’s pretty, but what’s the big deal?”

He ran a hand through his hair, agitated. “She just… knows how to hook you,” he said, his voice lowering as though he were revealing some great secret. His words hit me like a jolt. My breath caught in my chest, and for a moment, I felt like the ground had disappeared beneath me.

Was he implying that just being near her would be enough to tempt him? That her presence alone posed a threat to us? My mind raced, but before I could ask, Mike seemed to catch the look on my face and quickly clarified.

“She wouldn’t hook me again,” he said firmly, emphasizing each word. “That’s over. Done. But anyone who hasn’t been with her before? They’re going to want to be. That’s her game. She draws you in, reels you close, and then—once you sleep with her—she sets your whole world on fire. Nothing’s ever the same afterward.”

I stared at him, trying to process what he was saying. A mixture of disbelief and unease stirred within me. “No girl is that powerful,” I said, though part of me wasn’t sure if I fully believed it.

“Just… please,” he said, his voice strained. “Take her off the squad. Can’t you still do that?”

I hesitated, the weight of his request heavy on my chest. “No,” I lied. “It’s too late. She’s officially on the squad now, and that’s that.”

Mike didn’t argue further. He just stared ahead, silent for a long moment. “Well then,” he said quietly, “I hope I’m wrong about her.”

“I’ll prove you are,” I said with more conviction than I felt. I just didn’t know how yet.
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Bree was flawless during our first practice together. She picked up on every routine with remarkable speed, mastering the choreography as if she’d been on the squad for years. Not only that, but she stunned all of us with her innovative suggestions—fresh moves and formations we hadn’t even considered. She wasn’t just keeping up; she was leading, inspiring us to push harder. It was clear from the outset that she would be a real asset to the squad, and with her on our side, I could already taste nationals. The dream didn’t feel so distant anymore—it felt within reach, tangible.

Every time she earned praise from the squad—or from me—she threw her arms around me in celebration, her laughter light and full of energy. Each time, that familiar scent of wisteria and sage wrapped around me, comforting yet intoxicating. I found myself looking forward to those hugs more than I wanted to admit. Her warm body pressed against mine, thrumming with life and excitement, made something stir within me—something unfamiliar but not entirely unwelcome. I couldn’t help but feel we were destined to be more than just teammates. I could almost see it already: late-night practices, inside jokes, an unbreakable bond. Best friends. Or maybe... something more?

After practice, while we were changing in the locker room, Bree turned to me, her expression sincere. “You’ve been really great to me,” she said, tugging her shirt over her head and standing in just her underwear. “Since I used to date Mike, I wasn’t sure you’d even want me on your team.”

Her words hit me like a jolt, snapping me out of a trance I didn’t realize I’d slipped into. I had been doing my best to block out her history with my boyfriend, to pretend it didn’t matter. But standing there, both of us stripped down to our underwear, the reality of it was harder to ignore. Her body was toned, flawless, and somehow more striking half-dressed than it had been in her gym clothes. I tried not to stare—but God, it wasn’t easy.

I forced a casual tone into my voice. “Pfft. You’re a great cheerleader. We need you for nationals. That’s what’s most important here.” I reached up to pull my bag down from the top shelf of my locker, but as I stretched, a sharp pain shot through my side. “Ouch!”

In a flash, Bree was at my side, her hands gently settling on my hips. Her touch was warm and electric, making my legs quiver despite myself.

“Are you okay? What did you pull?” she asked, concern etched on her face.

I turned to answer, and suddenly her face was right there—just inches from mine. Her eyes were wide, the color of deep oceans, and her lips were soft and pink, slightly parted. The way she was touching me sent a jolt through my chest, making my heart flutter like it was trying to escape.

“Uh, it’s my lower back, I think,” I managed to say.

Without hesitation, she shifted one hand from my hip to my lower back, using her knuckles to apply pressure to the tight muscle. I gasped, clutching the locker to stay upright as her massage sent waves of relief—and something else—through me.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I murmured, unable to hold it in.

“Right there?” she asked, her voice low and intimate.

I nodded, biting my lip as she continued. Her hands worked expertly, and as she kneaded the sore muscle, my mind began to drift into a soft haze. I closed my eyes, losing myself in the sensation—but then I felt her breath against the back of my neck, and suddenly everything snapped into sharp focus.

She was close—too close—and I could feel the heat radiating from her body, the rhythm of her breathing growing ragged. My skin flushed beneath her touch, and I turned to glance over my shoulder again. Her face was right there, her eyes fixed on mine, soft and unreadable. Time seemed to slow.

For a moment, I actually thought about kissing her. The idea came unbidden, sudden but not unwelcome. I mean, if this had been an attractive guy touching me like this, standing this close, I would’ve wanted to kiss him—so why was this different? Was it even different? I wasn’t bisexual... at least, I didn’t think I was. But Bree was starting to make me question everything I thought I knew about myself.

Slowly, she pulled her hands away, and the absence of her touch was almost as intense as its presence. I could still feel the ghost of her fingers lingering on my skin.

“Thanks,” I said softly, my voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled, but there was something unreadable in her eyes, something that told me this wasn’t over—whatever this was.

Bree took a painful step backward. “No problem.” She smiled and ran a hand through her blond hair. “I guess I should let you get dressed now.”

I nodded, but I didn’t want to. If anything, I wanted to take off more clothes.
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That night, I couldn’t get Bree out of my thoughts. I was too flustered and bothered to sleep, so I opted for a nice, relaxing bath. I took off my clothes and looked in the mirror. I couldn’t help but compare my body to Bree’s. She was slender yet curvy with her long blond hair. I was athletic, but more toned with smaller breasts. I ran my hands over my breasts and cupped them, trying to push them up and make them seem more impressive. But as my fingers trailed across my skin, a shock of electricity shot through me, settling between my legs.

I bit my lower lip and slowly stepped into the bath. I rested my hands on my knees, but they instinctively moved higher. I closed my eyes and thought of Bree’s hands on me and her breath against my neck. My fingers crawled upward but hesitated before touching my pussy. I couldn’t touch myself and think of Mike’s ex, could I?

I hesitated for a long moment before finally letting my fingers play. I slipped a single finger up and down my slit, circling my clit before dipping back down again. My pussy lips spread around my fingertips and I slipped one inside. My breasts floated in the water, my nipples poking out just above the surface. In that moment, I wanted to feel Bree’s mouth on me more than anything. I tugged at my nipples while I fingered my pussy, wondering what her body would feel like against mine.

And then a thought intruded into my fantasy. I pictured Mike behind her, slipping his cock into her pussy while she ate me out. My fingers went wild and my nipples hardened. Hot electricity shot through me, making me dizzy with desire. I huffed and gasped, my back arching as my fingers worked in rhythm until my climax broke over the edge. I gripped the side of the bathtub while I came, water sloshing about as my hips rocked.

As I came down, I felt flustered. Bree was intimidatingly gorgeous and apparently men couldn’t help themselves around her. It should be my worst fear to imagine Mike fucking her, but I felt no fear at all.

Instead, I felt a craving. A deep ache to explore more of Bree, both for myself and in my relationship. The image of the two of them together fucking right in front of me made me horny. Suddenly, I realized that even a nice relaxing bath wouldn’t help me get to sleep that night.
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My brain was fried the next day all the way through classes, but I couldn’t wait to get to practice. I couldn’t wait to see Bree again. Unfortunately, it was a day where we’d be sharing the gymnasium with the basketball team again so Mike would undoubtedly see her. The thought of him stealing glances at us excited me, but I knew it didn’t mean anything. He hated her more than I’d ever seen him hate anyone. There’s no way he’d be stealing glances in the way I’d want him to be.

I stepped into the gym, already hearing the sound of basketballs bouncing against the floor. I turned past the bleachers and saw my squad warming up in the opposite direction. I scanned for Bree, looking for her luscious blond hair, but I couldn’t find her. She must be running late, I thought.

I passed the basketball team on my way toward my squad and looked for Mike. He wasn’t on the floor either. My heart raced at the absurd possibility that they could be together. I continued toward my squad and asked them if any of them had seen Bree, but they all shook their heads.

“I’m going to check the locker room,” I said, and then I headed in that direction. I pushed open the door to silence and an empty room. I frowned, stepped out of it, and noticed Mike leaving the boys’ locker room across the gym. Second behind him came Bree and she was wiping her mouth on her wrist.

My legs quivered and adrenaline coursed through me. I tried to make eye contact with Mike, but he was either avoiding me or lost in his own world. I returned to my squad just in time for Bree to join. I waited for her smile at me and hug me like she did before, but she held back and I couldn’t help but wonder why.

Practice was hard and my body felt sluggish. I wasn’t in the mood to be head cheerleader. I wasn’t in the mood to smile and dance and shake my hips. I waited for Mike to look at me all practice, but he never took his eye of the ball. I waited for Bree to show her warm, friendly self but she clammed up outside of the obligatory cheers.

I was happy when practice was finally over. I changed near Bree in the locker room and tried to think of something to say. “How’s it going?” I asked her, feeling lamer than I probably sounded.

“Oh, you know.” That was it. That was all she said. Did she not see me watching her come out of the boys’ locker room? Should I bring it up to her? My mind wavered as I watched her undress, but this time she undressed fully. My eyes were fixed on her upper back as she unclasped her bra, and when she bent over, her full breasts dangled like two delicious fruits. Had my boyfriend seen her naked recently? Had they fucked? And why was she wiping her mouth?

I waited until Bree was fully dressed and for the other girls to leave to ask her more questions. I tried to sound lighthearted when I asked, “So, why were you in the boys’ locker room before practice?”

Bree’s eyes grew wide and she hesitated. That wasn’t a good sign. “Oh,” she said with a laugh. “I guess you saw me.”

“Yeah. I did.”

“I was just trying to apologize to Mike for my behavior in our relationship. I was a real bitch to him.”

“Oh? And did he forgive you?”

Bree’s smile was genuine. “Yeah. He did.” Her smile faded. “You’re not upset, are you? I swear nothing else happened.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not upset.”

Bree smiled. “Good.”

I continued dressing myself, hating that this was all the information I could realistically get from her. We both closed our lockers and grabbed our bags, but I was desperate for something more. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but I couldn’t let the afternoon end like this. I knew it would drive me crazy and I’d lose another night of sleep.

“Hey,” I said, grabbing her wrist before she headed out. She turned to face me, her blue eyes sparkling. “Would you want to come over and watch a movie or something?”

“Right now?”

I shrugged, feeling stupid all over again. “Sure.”

Panic flooded me as I waited for the inevitable rejection, but it never came. Bree smiled and said, “Yeah. That sounds fun. You’re in the Maple dorms right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Room 32.”

“You guys are so lucky. You have those solo rooms over there.”

I laughed. “Yeah. So we’ll be all alone.”

Bree winked, but I wasn’t sure why. “Nice. I’ll follow you over there.”
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Bree and I headed over to my dorms and dropped our bags off by the front door. Bree looked around my room with curious eyes. “Wow,” she said. “Imagine having an entire room to yourself. You’re so lucky.”

“It gets lonely sometimes,” I lied.

“Nah,” she said. “You have Mike. I bet you two fuck like crazy in here with no roommates to bother you.”

I thought about Mike fucking, but he wasn’t fucking me. In my imagination, he was still fucking Bree. My clit sparked with desire at the thought. “Yeah. We fuck all the time.” I wasn’t lying, but it suddenly didn’t seem so luxurious.

I played a movie on my laptop and sat beside Bree on the bed with our backs against the wall. Her legging covered thigh was touching my bare thigh and I so badly wanted to place my hand on her leg. I didn’t dare make a move like that, though, because I didn’t want to ruin the friendship I felt was blossoming between us.

A few minutes into the movie, Bree turned her head and smiled at me. It was then that I realized just how close she was. Her lips were mere inches from mine and her wisteria scent hovered. “This is fun,” she said, and she placed her hand on my bare knee, giving it a squeeze. My pussy ached for her to touch me more and it confused me. Bree returned her gaze to the laptop screen but didn’t remove her hand. “I love this actress. She’s so pretty. I think I’d totally become a lesbian for her.”

The thought of that rattled my insides. But when she turned to me and said, “You kind of look like her,” I thought I might faint.

“Really?” I asked. “You think so?”

She smiled at me and tucked my hair behind my ear. “Oh, definitely. If you were a lesbian I’d totally go gay for you.”

My eyes shifted as I thought about her words. “I think I might be bi,” I lied. It was a half-lie. I’d never felt bisexual before, but she confused me. She made me want to try things with girls.

“Really?” asked Bree. “Me too.”

“How…how do you know if you are?” I asked, my eyes darting to her full, pink lips.

Bree’s hand slid up my thigh slowly and her face leaned in. “Well, are you attracted to girls?”

My eyes met hers but I couldn’t answer. The words I’m attracted to you were lodged in my throat. Luckily, I didn’t have to say a thing. Bree leaned in further until her lips were brushing against mine. It was me that kissed her at full force, our lips parting and our tongues eager to meet.

I was making out with a girl. I was actually kissing her. But it wasn’t enough. My body craved her touch. My skin craved her skin. As her fingers trailed up my thighs and up underneath my shorts, it was all but confirmed.

A knock on the door rattled me like thunder. “Ignore it,” Bree said, and I was half-tempted to until I heard his voice.

“Thelma? Are you in there?”

“Shit,” I whispered, pushing myself away from Bree. I tried to collect myself, but my lips were puffy and my face was probably flushed. “Shit, I totally forgot.”

Bree only laughed. “Forgot what? Do you have a date or something?”

“Yes! I completely forgot.” I rushed to the door and answered it, but only opened it a hair. “I’m sorry. I’m running late.”

“Is Bree in there?” Mike asked. “What are you two like best friends now? Should I be concerned?”

Bree answered before I could. “Only if you don’t want your girlfriend kissing other girls!” she called toward him.

I winced at her admission. Why had she said that? Mike looked past me in curiosity. “What? She’s kidding, right?”

Shit. Was he mad? Was that cheating? In the heat of the moment, I hadn’t even considered whether or not he’d like it or not. I’d been so concerned with wanting to share him with her that I never stopped to consider it the other way around.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I was about to keep apologizing profusely when I remembered Bree wiping her mouth earlier. “But wait a second. What were you two doing in the locker room earlier? Why was Bree wiping her mouth?”

Mike pushed past me and I followed him into the room. “What are you talking about?” he asked. “Bree wanted to apologize to me, that’s it.”

Bree laughed. “And then I got a drink of water from the water fountain,” she said. “What did you think happened? Did you think I went down on your boyfriend right before practice?”

My face burned with heat. The thought of it after just kissing Bree made my head spin. I wanted to see it so badly I couldn’t deny it now. “Did you two really kiss?” Mike asked.

“Look at her,” said Bree. “She’s a wreck. Of course we kissed.”

I grabbed Mike’s hand and pleaded with him. “Please, forgive me,” I said.

Mike pulled me into his warm arms and made me feel protected. “I’m not mad,” he said. “I’m just confused. I didn’t think you were bi.”

I pulled back just enough to stare up at him. “I didn’t think I was either.”

Bree pushed herself off the bed and came toward us. She took my hand in hers and pulled me away from Mike. “We haven’t fully tested the limits,” she said. “You’re free to stay and watch if you want.”

Mike’s eyes were wide and my heart hammered against my ribs. Bree pulled me back to the bed and lifted my shirt above my head. Was this really happening? Was Mike really going to watch me with Bree?

“Fuck,” he breathed as he watched Bree slowly remove my clothes. I was down to my bra and panties when she kissed me again. Her lips were soft and warm as her fingers crawled toward the clasp of my bra. She removed it slowly, letting the straps fall on their own. She brought her hands around my ribs and up under my bra until they were cupping my breasts. The bra slid from my arms and I gasped at the softness of her fingers.

Mike sat in my computer chair while he watched. I opened my eyes to see a huge bulge forming in his pants. His face was red and his fingers danced against the desk. He was aroused, and I was finally getting what I wanted. Well, almost.

My bra dropped to the floor and Bree trailed her kissed from my mouth to my chin, my neck, and my collarbone. I gasped when her lips wrapped around my left nipple and sucked in. My fingers clawed at her scalp while my eyes were fixed on my boyfriend. He was looking me up and down, but for a moment, he looked at Bree’s bent over ass. Did that mean he wanted her? Did he want her as much as he wanted me?

Bree’s fingers hooked inside my panties and tugged them down. She kissed her way down my abdomen and dropped to her knees. Her thumb tugged on the shaved flesh above my clit and exposed it. She looked up at me with gorgeous blue eyes and a smile before wrapping her lips around my clit and sucking in.

My hands were in her hair, my gaze still focused on Mike and the hardon in his pants. Bree’s tongue flicked up and down my slit, circling my clit, and then dipping inside me. My knees began to buckle and I pushed my thighs back against the bed for support. The climax hit me suddenly, ripping through me like a tidal wave.

My body began to tremble and Mike stood up instantly, rushing to my side to give me support as I came. I clung to his biceps and rested my head against his chest as I moaned and gasped, grateful he’d come to my rescue. Bree watched on as I came, her eyes curious at the sight of tenderness in her ex-boyfriend. I wondered if he’d ever been this tender with her and if she was jealous.

When I finished coming, I looked up at Mike, falling in love all over again with the height of his stature. He gripped my chin in his thumb and forefinger before leaning down for a kiss. His knuckles dragged down my neck and shoulder, sending a new shiver through me. His kiss was different than Bree’s, rough and needy.

My fingers were already working on his jeans before I could make sense of what I was doing. I unfastened them and tugged them down just enough with is briefs to pull out his cock. My fingers wrapped around his shaft and began to tug. Mike groaned and broke our kiss.

“Wait,” he said. “Are you sure you want to do this? With Bree here?” His gaze flicked to her and she stared on from the floor.

There she was. Here we were. This was my chance. “You’re right,” I said. “I don’t want to do this.” Bree and Mike looked disappointed but they didn’t argue. I pulled away from Mike and dropped to my knees beside Bree. My hands fumbled with her athletic top as I slowly lifted it up over her head. “I want to do something else entirely.”

I removed Bree’s top and sports bra to reveal her perfect breasts. I could hear the slaps of skin as Mike stroked his cock behind me. “Tell me what you want,” he groaned almost pleadingly. “Tell us what will get you off again.”

I leaned down and took Bree’s nipple in between my lips. I gently kneaded it with my teeth while sucking. Her fingers slid through my hair, holding my head to her soft chest. She let out a moan that made my crave more.

I sucked her other nipple between my lips and worked at her leggings. She rose up on her knees enough to help me pull them down with her panties. I slid a hand between her legs and let my fingers brush against her slick, wet pussy until she was moaning uncontrollably. She was everything I imagined and more. But I still had one fantasy left.

I pulled my mouth away from her breasts, but kept my fingers circling her clit. I stared right at her when I said, “I want to see my boyfriend fuck you.”

Her gaze flicked up to Mike behind me, but her eyes were hooded. She gripped the edge of the bed with one hand while I teased her clit. Bree was trying to speak, but she couldn’t. Her mouth was open with nothing but moans escaping.

Mike grunted and stroked behind me. “Is that really what you want?” he asked, and I nodded. “Because I’ll give it to you if you want me to.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want you to fuck her. I want to see how you guys fucked when you were together.” Despite my desires gearing forward, a slight hesitation persisted. What if in the moment of slipping back into familiar territory they realize how much they missed each other? What if it sparked some new desire to return to each other?

I thought about calling the whole thing off until Bree wrapped her arms around me and came. Her body trembled against mine, as if my fingertips contained the power to start earthquakes. I smelled wisteria in her hair and felt her soft flesh fully pressed to mine like I had wanted.

Here we were. This was my chance.

Bree dropped her arms and stood up as she finished removing her leggings and panties. Mike had already removed his shirt and dropped his jeans and briefs to his ankles. He stepped out of them as Bree asked, “How do you want him to fuck me?”

“However he used to,” I said. “I want to see exactly how you guys did it.”

“Are you sure?” asked Bree. “Because once you see us you can’t go back.”

Mike stood beside me with his dick in his hand. I could feel the heat of his arousal as we both stared at a naked Bree. “I’m sure,” I said. With that, Mike turned to me and kissed me hard.

“Just tell me if you want it to stop.”

“Okay.”

Mike turned to Bree and circled his index finger as if to say turn around. Bree did as she was told. She turned until her back was facing us and then she bent over the bed. Mike walked up behind her and spit on his cock, rubbing the saliva over his thick head and shaft. Then he spit on Bree’s ass and slipped a finger inside. I stared on in confusion, wondering if he was going to finger her ass while fucking her from behind.

When I saw him position the head of his cock at the wrong hole, I gasped. “Is this how you usually did it?” I asked. “Anal?”

Mike nodded. “It was Bree’s birth control.”

I suddenly felt insecure. I’d never done anal with Mike. I’d never even let him fuck me from behind. It had always been strictly missionary and now I worried that I was boring to him. Still, I wanted to see it. I wanted to see her take him deep inside her ass.

“Are you sure?” Mike asked again as his head rested against her ass. “I can’t undo this once it starts.”

I gripped my arm and nodded. “I’m sure,” I said.

With one quick thrust, Mike pushed himself inside her. Bree gripped the bedsheets in her fingers and groaned low and deep. I wondered if it hurt her and if she liked the pain. It seemed like she liked it because she reached between her legs and played with her clit.

Mike pulled his cock back and slammed it back in. He was grunting in ways I’d never heard before, as if it took everything in him to keep from coming right in that second. He gripped her hips and slammed his against hers again and again. His thrust shook the bed, banging it against the wall and making her curves shift in delicious ways.

“Wait,” I said while Mike was mid thrust. He exhaled and tried to catch his breath.

“Did you want to stop?” he asked, but I shook my head.

“I want to change something.”

Mike pulled his cock free and Bree’s asshole puckered. She was beautiful, even more so while she was bent over like that completely exposed. I moved to the bed and Bree rose up, wondering what I wanted. I laid down beside her, with my head near her hips and my legs extending toward the wall. Then I gripped her hips and she crawled above me, straddling my face. She lowered her head between my thighs and lowered her dripping wet pussy to my mouth.

Mike didn’t need further instruction. He positioned himself back behind Bree and pushed his cock inside her. Bree’s pussy was empty and eager for my fingers and tongue. She tasted like salted honey as I worked my tongue over her clit. I slipped two fingers inside her and quivered when I felt my boyfriend’s cock on the other side of her thin wall of flesh. I could feel his thick head pushing back and forth inside her while grunted and groaned above us.

Bree’s mouth was hot on my pussy as she slipped three fingers inside me. I never knew I could feel so full while a girl was going down on me. Bree sucked and lapped at my clit while her fingers curved and thrust upward. Mike was pumping harder now, and I could feel his cock swelling inside her ass.

I sucked and lapped at Bree’s clit while my climax built for the third time and broke through me. My endless moans against Bree’s pussy brought her to a thundering climax of her own. While Bree’s body shook above me, Mike held himself firmly inside Bree’s ass and my fingers could feel his cock pulsing as he shot his load inside her.

The three of us gasped and panted as we recovered. Mike pulled himself free and his cum dripped out of Bree, down toward my face. I licked up what I could, savoring the taste of both of them, salty and sweet, on my tongue. It was better than I had even imagined.

Bree climbed off and rolled onto her back, leaning up on her elbows. Her tits looked perfect as they fell toward the side of her chest and she wore a smirk that made me feel like eating her out all over again.

Mike was smiling too, though it was weak, and his eyes were full of concern. He took several steps back away from the bed and ran a hand through his hair. I tilted my head so that I could see an upside down version of him standing in the middle of the room and then I rolled onto my stomach.

“Are you…is this still okay?” he asked. His concern for our relationship made me swell with pride. The familiarity of Bree hadn’t swayed him away from me. He still wanted to be with me and I’d never felt happier.

I climbed off the bed and went to him, his arms opening to embrace me. I felt his sticky cock throb against my belly and I grinned wide from ear to ear. “I love you,” I told him, to which he kissed the top of my head.

“I love you too.”

“You two are making me jealous,” Bree teased from the bed. A laugh escaped me. The irony of her being jealous right now.

I took Mike’s hand and led him to the bed where the three of us sat closely together. Bree wrapped her arm around me and I laid my head on her shoulder. I felt more comfortable with her than I ever should have felt.

“So Mike,” she said. “Does this mean we’re good? You don’t hate me anymore?”

Mike shook his head and smiled. “I never hated you,” he said. “I just didn’t want you fucking up my relationship with Thelma.”

Bree laid her head against mine. “I think it’s safe to say that won’t happen now.”

“Definitely,” I said. “If anything, you’re an asset to our relationship.”

Bree laughed. “Is that so?” I nodded and looked up at her. I wanted to kiss her again already. As if reading my mind, she leaned down and pushed her soft full lips against mine. “I guess I’ll have to come around more often, then.”

Mike watched with a careful gaze, but his walls were slowly coming down. “I guess you will,” he said.

My body thrummed with anticipation for the future, wondering what fun we might have with Bree next. One thing was for certain, this was only the beginning.
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