










Sharing Charity: A Hotwife Journey Part 2

Zoya Lane


Prologue

The bruises on Charity’s ass took exactly nine days to fade.

George counted them. He checked them every morning, cataloging the shift from deep violet fingerprints to yellow to the nothing of her normal skin.

In a normal marriage, marks like that would be cause for concern. A sign of a fall. An accident or a problem.

In George’s marriage, they were a souvenir.

It had been three weeks since they landed at LAX, hungover and sun-bleached, dragging their suitcases through customs like they were smuggling contraband. They weren't smuggling drugs or exotic fruit. They were smuggling a ghost.

His name was Bo.

They didn't talk about him. Not really. On the flight home, somewhere over the Baja peninsula, they had held hands and agreed to the Great Lie. What happens in Cabo stays in Cabo. It was a vacation fling. A bucket list item. A box checked, sealed, and stored in the attic of their history.

But the box was leaking.

George sat on the edge of the bed in their master bedroom. It was a Tuesday. The room was beige. The carpet was plush. The only sound was the distant hum of the dishwasher running downstairs. The condo was exactly what they'd wanted eighteen months ago: quiet, high enough for a view, insulated from everything. Right now it felt like a waiting room.

Charity lay in the center of the mattress. She was naked.

Three weeks ago, on a Tuesday, Charity would be wearing flannel pajama pants and scrolling through TikTok, maybe offering a tired smile and a promise for the weekend.

Tonight, she was spread eagle on the duvet, arms loose at her sides, watching the ceiling fan turn. She looked like someone waiting for a verdict.

George watched her. He was looking at his girlfriend, and she was different. Not dramatically; same face, same body, but the frequency had changed. Like a radio station that had drifted off its original signal.

Before Cabo, she had needed time. Warmth, patience, the right sequence in the right order; George had learned it the way you learn a combination lock, through repetition and attention.

George moved between her legs. He didn't have to coax her open anymore. Her knees fell apart the moment he touched the mattress. A reflex. Something Bo had put there and left behind.

He lowered his head.

The scent hit him first. It was her, but amplified. She smelled like arousal. She smelled like she was waiting for something heavier than a boyfriend.

He licked her.

Usually, this was the start of a marathon. He would settle in for the long haul, working the clock, listening for the subtle changes in her breathing.

Not anymore.

Charity gasped. Her hips snapped up off the mattress, meeting his mouth with a violence that startled him. Her hands didn't drift to his hair to gently guide him; they locked onto his ears. Her thighs clamped around his head and held.

She was trying to drown him.

"Yes," she hissed. "Right there. Don't stop."

She wasn't making love to him. She was using him.

George worked his tongue against her, matching her aggression. He knew what was happening. He knew who was in the room with them.

She wasn't seeing the beige ceiling or the ceiling fan. She was seeing the white stucco of a hotel room. She wasn't feeling George’s familiar, safe touch. She was replaying the tape of Bo’s hands, Bo’s weight, Bo’s complete lack of regard for her comfort.

The ghost of the other man was hovering over the bed, directing the scene.

George should have felt jealous. He should have felt inadequate, knowing that his girlfriend was fantasizing about a meathead she met by a pool while her husband serviced her.

Instead, his cock twitched hard against his stomach.

It was the "Stag" instinct kicking in. The biological wire that got crossed somewhere in his development, turning possessiveness into voyeurism. Knowing she was thinking of Bo didn't push George away; it pulled him in. It made him want to be part of the fantasy.

"Cum for me," George growled against her skin. "Do it."

Charity cried out. Her body went rigid. She ground herself against his face, trembling violently, chasing the ghost.

She came in under three minutes.

It was a devastating record.

She collapsed back onto the pillows, her chest heaving, her skin flushed a mottled pink. Her legs fell open, limp and satisfied.

George pulled back. He wiped his mouth. He looked at her.

She looked wrecked. She looked guilty.

"Wow," she breathed, staring at the ceiling. "That was fast."

"It was," George agreed.

He crawled up the bed. He hovered over her. He was fully dressed in his work trousers and a t-shirt, but his erection was straining the fabric to its breaking point.

He looked at her face. He saw the flicker of shame in her eyes. She was waiting for him to ask. She was waiting for him to say, You were thinking about him, weren't you?

He didn't ask. He didn't need to.

"You're wet," George said instead. "Soaking wet."

Charity bit her lip. "I missed you today."

It was a sweet lie. He let her have it.

"I missed you too," George lied back.

He stood up and unbuckled his belt. The sound was loud in the quiet room.

He didn't just want to have sex with her. He wanted to reclaim the territory. He wanted to slide into the space Bo had vacated and remind her that while the tourist might have visited the monument, George was the one who owned the land.

He pushed his trousers down. He didn't bother with a condom. They were back in the safety of monogamy, technically speaking.

He climbed on top of her.

"Look at me," George commanded.

Charity’s eyes snapped to his. They were dilated, dark pools of desire.

He thrust into her.

She was loose. Slick. Welcoming.

The sensation was overwhelming. It wasn't just the physical pleasure; it was the psychological weight of it. He was fucking the partner who had been fucked. He was stirring the pot.

"George," she moaned. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

He set a punishing rhythm. He wasn't being gentle. He grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head, mimicking the roughness she had begged for in Cabo.

"You like that?" he asked.

"Yes," she sobbed. "Yes."

He watched her face as he moved inside her. He looked for the trace of the other man. It was there in the way she bit her lip, in the way she arched her back, in the desperate, greedy way she met his thrusts.

Bo had unlocked a door in her mind that couldn't be locked again. He had shown her that she could be a slut and survive. He had shown her that she liked being treated like an object.

And George? George was the beneficiary of the demolition.

He gritted his teeth, feeling the pressure build at the base of his spine. He let go of her wrists and grabbed her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh where the bruises had been.

He came hard, pouring himself into her, marking her from the inside out.

He collapsed on top of her, burying his face in her neck. She smelled like sweat and sex and expensive perfume.

George closed his eyes, his heart hammering against his ribs. The vacation was over. The tan was fading. But the fire they had started in Mexico hadn't gone out. It was burning right through the floorboards of their nice, safe life.

And God help him, he wanted to pour gasoline on it.


Chapter 1

Sunday brunch at home was a ritual. Expensive juice in the mimosas, eggs that never quite cooperated, and both of them pretending Monday wasn’t coming.

George sat at the granite island, picking at a piece of bacon. He was scrolling through work emails he had no intention of answering. Charity was across from him, buried in her phone. She was wearing one of his old button-down shirts, her hair in a messy topknot that defied gravity and physics.

She looked wholesome. Domestic. Safe. Like nothing had changed.

"Bianca is back in town," she said.

She dropped the sentence casually, like she was mentioning the weather or a sale on avocados.

George stopped chewing and looked up.

"Bianca?" he said. "Fire-alarm-at-3AM Bianca?"

Charity smiled without looking up from her screen. "She didn't set it off. She just vaped directly into the sensor. It was a misunderstanding."

"It was a felony," George corrected. "Or at least a misdemeanor. Is she visiting? Or is this a permanent infestation?"

"She moved back," Charity said. She finally looked up. Her eyes were bright, brimming with a specific kind of mischief George hadn't seen since their third margarita in Cabo. "She’s living in the Arts District. She wants to get dinner tonight."

George groaned. He rubbed his face. The last thing he wanted was to spend his Sunday evening listening to Charity’s college roommate recount stories about people he didn't know and parties he hadn't been invited to. Bianca was exhausting. She was a glitter bomb in human form.

"Do we have to?" George asked. "I was planning on having a deep, meaningful relationship with the couch."

"She has a husband now," Charity said. She took a sip of her mimosa. "His name is Trent. He's an architect."

"Oh, great," George said. "So we can talk about structural integrity while Bianca vapes into the centerpiece.”

Charity set her glass down. She leaned forward on her elbows. The movement caused the oversized shirt to gape slightly. George caught a flash of skin, the curve of her breast. Even in this domestic setting, his brain did a quick, involuntary reboot. Ghost of Bo check: Still horny.

"They're cool, George," she said. She lowered her voice, even though they were the only two people in the house. "They're... like us. Sort of."

George paused. "Like us? You mean they have a mortgage and a mild dependency on caffeine?"

"No," Charity said. She bit her lip. "I mean they're in the lifestyle."

The word hung in the air between the toaster and the fruit bowl. Lifestyle. It was such a sanitized, corporate word for "fucking other people."

The boredom evaporated, replaced by a sharp, prickly heat.

"Explain," George said.

"Bianca posted about it on her private story," Charity said. She swiped at her phone and turned the screen toward him. "They go to clubs. They travel. They're... open. Fully."

George looked at the screen.

It was a photo of a couple on a boat. Bianca looked exactly as he remembered—dark hair, wide smile, dangerous curves—but older, polished. Beside her was a guy who looked like he had been grown in a laboratory dedicated to creating the perfect California male. Blonde. Tan. Shoulders that required a wide-angle lens. He was wearing sunglasses and holding a beer with the casual confidence of a man who never worries about the calorie count.

"That's Trent?" George asked.

"That's Trent," Charity said.

George looked at the guy. He was tall. He was fit. He looked like Bo’s more sophisticated, better-educated cousin.

"And they want to get dinner?" George asked. His voice sounded different to his own ears. Thicker.

"Tonight," Charity said. "At The Foundry."

George looked at the photo again. He looked at Trent’s hand resting possessively on Bianca’s hip. He looked at the caption: Sun, sea, and no strings attached.

"Okay," George said. He pushed his plate away. "Let's get dinner."

Charity grinned. It wasn't her girlfriend smile. It was her co-conspirator smile.

"I thought you wanted a relationship with the couch?"

"The couch can wait," George said. "I want to meet the architect."

* * *

The Foundry was one of those restaurants that felt less like a place to eat and more like a place to be judged. It was dark and loud. The lighting was designed to make everyone look twenty-five and wealthy, which George appreciated, though he suspected Trent didn't need the help.

They were waiting at the bar.

You couldn't miss them. Bianca was wearing a red dress that was probably illegal in three southern states. She was laughing, her head thrown back, a hand on Trent’s bicep.

Trent was leaning against the bar, sipping an Old Fashioned. He was wearing a dark t-shirt under a blazer, the universal uniform of the "cool creative." He saw them first.

He tapped Bianca on the shoulder. She turned.

"Charity!"

The scream was audible over the thumping bass of the ambient house music. Bianca launched herself across the small gap between them. She hit Charity with the force of a linebacker, wrapping her arms around George’s girlfriend and squeezing.

"Oh my god, look at you!" Bianca pulled back, holding Charity at arm’s length. Her eyes scanned Charity from head to toe. It wasn't a polite scan. It was an inventory. "You look hot. Marriage suits you, babe."

"You too, B," Charity said. She was beaming. She looked smaller next to Bianca’s explosion of energy, but she didn't shrink. She leaned into it.

Bianca turned her high-beam intensity onto George.

"And this is the boyfriend," she said. She stepped forward and hugged him. She smelled like jasmine and trouble. She pressed her chest against him for a fraction of a second too long before pulling back. "George, right? Charity used to talk about you. The 'Nice Guy' who finally locked her down."

"That's me," George said. "The jailer."

Trent stepped forward. He extended a hand. His grip was firm, dry, and terrifyingly calm.

"Trent," he said. "Good to meet you, man."

"George."

Trent smiled. It was a lazy, easy smile. "I've heard the stories. The famous Undie Run. The frat house incidents. I feel like I'm meeting a celebrity by proxy."

George glanced at Charity. She blushed, a flash of color rising on her neck.

"We were young," Charity said quickly. "And drunk."

"And legendary," Bianca corrected. She grabbed her drink. "Come on. Our table is ready. I need to catch up on five years of gossip in two hours."

They moved to a booth in the back. It was circular, leather, and intimate. Bianca slid in, pulling Charity with her. The women sat together on the curved bench. That left George and Trent on the edges, acting as bookends.

George watched them. The dynamic established itself instantly. Bianca was tactile. She touched Charity constantly with a hand on her arm, a finger tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear, or a knee pressed against her thigh under the table.

It wasn't necessarily sexual. Yet. But it was intimate. It was the physical language of women who have seen each other naked and held each other’s hair back while vomiting cheap vodka.

"So," Bianca said, once the waiter had dropped off a round of cocktails that smoked with dry ice. "Charity tells me you guys just got back from Cabo."

"We did," George said. "Needed a reset."

"Cabo is dangerous," Trent said. He swirled his drink. He was watching Charity. His eyes were blue, piercing, and intelligent. He wasn't ogling her like Bo had. He was reading her. "Things happen in Cabo that don't usually happen in the suburbs."

Charity choked slightly on her drink. She coughed, laughing nervously. "It was... relaxing. Mostly."

"Mostly?" Bianca raised an eyebrow. She leaned in, her shoulder pressing against Charity’s. "That sounds like a story. Did you guys get into trouble?"

George felt the adrenaline kick. This was the test.

"We met some people," George said. He kept his voice steady. "Had some adventures."

"Adventures," Trent repeated. He looked at George, really looked at him. The "Nice Guy" assessment was being updated in real-time. "That's a good word for it. We're big fans of adventure."

"I saw," Charity said. She turned to Bianca. "Your Instagram looks... busy."

Bianca laughed. "Oh, honey, Instagram is the PG version. You should see the camera roll."

She winked at Charity. It was blatant. Flirty.

"Trent keeps me busy," Bianca added. She ran a hand down Charity’s bare arm, inspecting her bracelet, or maybe just inspecting her skin. "But we play well with others. Sometimes."

"Sometimes," Trent clarified. "We have rules. No civilians. It gets messy."

Civilians.

The word landed with a soft thud. It drew a line in the sand. Us vs. Them. The Pros vs. The Amateurs.

George took a sip of his drink. It was bitter and strong. He felt a spike of defensiveness mixed with hunger. He didn't want to be a civilian. He wanted to be a veteran.

"So, the Undie Run," George said, changing the subject, or perhaps steering it right into the storm. "I've heard rumors, but Charity always pleads the Fifth."

Bianca’s eyes lit up. "Oh, she hasn't told you? It was epic. Senior year. UCLA."

"Don't," Charity groaned, covering her face with her hands.

"She was wearing this little lacy red thing," Bianca continued, ignoring her. She described the lingerie with the precision of a fashion editor. "We ran three miles across campus. Half the football team was trailing her by the end. She was like the Pied Piper of boners."

Trent laughed. It was a rich, baritone sound. "I remember," he said.

Charity lowered her hands. She looked at Trent. "You weren't there."

"I was there," Trent said. "I was on the balcony of the Tau house. Watching."

He held Charity’s gaze.

"I tried to get you to come up," Trent said softly. "Bianca was already there. We had a bottle of tequila and a very big bed. I sent a pledge down to invite you."

George froze. He looked at Charity. This was news.

"You never told me that," George said.

Charity shrugged, but her eyes were locked on Trent. "I didn't go up. I went to get pizza."

"The great tragedy of my college career," Trent said. He smiled at George, a man-to-man acknowledgment. "Your girl was the one that got away, George. Bianca was down. We were ready. But Charity... she had limits."

"I was a good girl," Charity said. Her voice was breathy.

"You were a tease," Trent corrected gently. "But a very, very effective one."

George looked at his girlfriend. He saw the flush on her cheeks. She was remembering the invitation. She was wondering what if.

And Trent knew it.

He wasn't acting like a guy hitting on a married woman. He was acting like a guy who had already read the book and was just discussing the ending.

George felt invisible again, just like with Bo. But this was different. Bo was a brute force instrument. Trent was a surgeon. He was cutting George out of the equation with nostalgic precision.

And George loved it.

He loved hearing that his girlfriend had been wanted. He loved hearing that she had been wild, even if she had stopped short. And more than anything, he loved the idea that the "limit" she had back then might be gone now.

"Well," George said, leaning back, draping his arm over the back of the booth, signaling possession even as he offered her up. "She's not always a good girl."

The table went silent for a beat.

Bianca’s eyes widened. She looked from George to Charity.

"Is that right?" Bianca purred. She squeezed Charity’s thigh under the table. George saw the fabric of Charity’s dress move. "Tell me more."

"Maybe later," George said. He signaled the waiter for another round. "I think we need more drinks for that conversation."

"Agreed," Trent said. He lifted his glass. "To adventures."

"To the one that got away," George countered.

They clinked glasses.

The dinner moved from appetizers to entrees. The conversation swirled around the past, but the subtext was entirely about the present. Bianca kept touching Charity by fixing her necklace, comparing hand sizes, leaning her head on Charity’s shoulder to laugh.

It was a performance of intimacy. And Charity was eating it up. She was starved for this kind of cool, dangerous validation of the popular crowd.

By the time the bill came, the bottle of wine was empty, and the tension was palpable.

"This place is dying," Bianca announced, tossing her napkin on the table. "And I'm not done with you two. There's a lounge down the block. More intimate. Better music."

She looked at Charity. "Come dance with me. For old times' sake."

Charity looked at George. The question was in her eyes. Is it safe? Can we play?

George looked at Trent. The architect was watching him, calm and collected, waiting to see if the civilian had the stomach for the front lines.

"Let's go," George said. "I want to see if the legend of the Undie Run holds up on a dance floor."


Chapter 2

The lounge was called “Velvet.” Apparently bars were naming themselves after fabrics now. It was dark, smelled like gin and something already going wrong. The music was more beat than song. Something to move against.

They secured a booth in the corner. It was deep and U-shaped, forcing physical intimacy. Bianca slid in first, pulling Charity with her. George and Trent took the flanks again, the designated bookends to the main event.

Two rounds of martinis later, the history books opened.

"You have to understand," Bianca said, waving a drink that was dangerously close to spilling on George’s pants. "We were broke. We were nineteen. And Charity discovered that her tongue was a valid form of currency."

Charity hid her face in her hands, but she was laughing. "Bianca. Stop."

"I will not stop," Bianca declared. She turned to George. Her knee pressed against his under the table. It felt accidental, but with Bianca, nothing was accidental. "We used to go to the Theta house. If we made out for sixty seconds, the bartender gave us free shots. We didn't pay for alcohol for an entire semester."

George looked at his girlfriend. The image of her younger, wilder days, trading kisses for tequila in a sticky frat basement, landed harder than he expected.

"You did that?" George asked.

Charity peeked through her fingers. "It was college. Everyone was doing it."

"Everyone was watching," Trent corrected. He was leaning back, one arm draped over the booth behind Bianca. He looked like he owned the place. "I remember the Halloween party. You guys were dressed as... what were you?"

"Devils," Bianca said. "Classic. Lazy. Effective."

"Right," Trent said. "Red horns. Lots of latex. You two started going at it on the dance floor. It wasn't just a show for drinks that time. You were into it."

Charity dropped her hands. She looked at Trent. Something tightened between them.

"The music was good," Charity whispered.

"I tried to get you to come back to the apartment," Trent said. He looked at George, including him in the story, turning the memory into a shared artifact. "Bianca was already in the cab. I held the door open for you, Charity. I begged you. I think I actually offered to do your laundry for a month."

"You did," Charity said. She was twirling the stem of her glass. "I almost got in."

"Why didn't you?" George asked.

The question came out sharper than he intended.

Charity turned to him. "Because I was scared, George. Trent was... intense. And Bianca was my friend. I didn't want to be the third wheel."

"You wouldn't have been a third wheel," Trent said softly. "You would have been the centerpiece."

George felt a strange, sour pang of disappointment. Not that his girlfriend had been propositioned, but that she had said no. She had walked away from the edge of the cliff. He wondered what version of her would exist today if she had gotten into that cab. Maybe a version that didn't need a three-week mental breakdown in Cabo to unlock her libido.

"Well," Bianca said, clapping her hands and shattering the tension. "That was then. This is now. And they're playing Bad Bunny."

She grabbed Charity’s hand. "Dance with me."

Charity hesitated for a microsecond. She looked at George.

"Go," George said. "Show me what sixty seconds of currency looks like."

Charity slid out of the booth.

The dance floor was crowded, a mass of sweating bodies moving under strobes. Bianca carved a path through them like Moses in a red dress. She found a spot in the center and spun Charity around.

George watched.

Women danced differently with each other than they did with men. With men, it was a negotiation. A question of how close, how hard, how much. With each other, it was a conversation.

Bianca moved behind Charity. She placed her hands on Charity’s hips. She pulled her close. Charity didn't resist. She leaned back, grinding her ass against Bianca’s pelvis. They moved in perfect sync, a rhythm established a decade ago and stored in their muscle memory.

Trent watched them too. He took a sip of his drink.

"They look good together," Trent said.

"They do," George agreed.

"Bianca misses her," Trent said. "She doesn't have many friends she can be... tactile with. Most women get weird about it after college."

"Charity isn't weird about it," George observed.

On the floor, Bianca spun Charity around. They were face to face now. Bianca’s hands were in Charity’s hair. Their foreheads touched. They were swaying, hips locked. It was intimate. It was barely social. It was the kind of dancing that usually led to breakfast.

"No," Trent said. "She isn't."

He looked at George. "You're a lucky man, George. Most guys would kill for a woman who looks like that and moves like that."

"I know," George said.

"Just make sure you keep her happy," Trent said. It sounded like advice. It sounded like a warning. "Women like that... they need friction. If they don't get it at home, they go looking for it."

George thought of Bo. He thought of the bruises fading on her ass.

"I keep her happy," George said.

Trent smiled. It was a shark’s smile. "I'm sure you do."

The song ended. The women came back, flushed and breathless. Charity’s hair was messy. Her skin was glowing.

"Okay," Bianca panted. "I'm old. My feet hurt. I need to go home and take these shoes off."

"We should head out too," George said. He checked his watch. It was past midnight.

They walked out into the cool night air. The valet stand was busy.

"It was so good to see you," Bianca said. She hugged Charity again. This time, she kissed her on the cheek, close to the corner of her mouth. "Don't be a stranger, okay? We're neighbors now."

"We won't," Charity promised.

Then it was Trent’s turn.

He hugged Charity.

It wasn't a polite, A-frame hug. He stepped into her. He wrapped his arms around her waist. Charity’s hands went to his shoulders. She melted against him. For a second, her face was buried in his neck. She inhaled.

George saw it. He saw her breathe him in.

Trent whispered something in her ear. George couldn't hear it, but he saw Charity shiver.

She pulled back. Her eyes were wide.

"Night, Trent," she said.

"Night, Charity," he said. He nodded to George. "George. Let's do it again."

"Absolutely," George said.

They got into George’s car. The door slammed shut, sealing them in the silence of the leather interior.

George started the engine. He didn't pull out of the lot yet.

"What did he say to you?" George asked.

Charity buckled her seatbelt. She stared out the windshield. "He said he was glad I didn't get in the cab back then."

"Why?"

"Because he said I wasn't ready then," she whispered. "And he thinks I'm ready now."

George gripped the steering wheel. The leather creaked.

"Are you?" George asked.

Charity turned to look at him. "Drive, George."

He drove.

The streets were empty. The streetlights flickered past in a rhythmic strobe. George drove fast. His blood was singing in his ears. The image of her grinding on Bianca, the image of her smelling Trent’s neck... it was all mixing with the memory of Bo.

He turned into their subdivision. The houses were dark. Quiet.

"You liked it," George said. "Dancing with her."

"She's my friend," Charity said.

"You were grinding on her like you wanted to fuck her."

Charity didn't deny it. She stared at the passing lawns. "She's hot. Is that a crime?"

"And Trent," George pressed. "You wanted him too. I saw the way you looked at him."

"He's attractive, George. I have eyes."

"You have a history," George snapped. "You have a 'what if'."

He pulled into their driveway. He killed the lights but kept the engine running. The vibration of the car hummed through the seats.

He unbuckled his seatbelt. He reached across the console.

Charity gasped as his hand landed on her thigh. He pushed the hem of her dress up. It bunched at her waist.

"George, we're outside," she hissed. "The neighbors."

"Let them watch," George said.

He found the strip of lace between her legs. He didn't ask. He shoved his fingers inside.

She was soaked.

"You're dripping," George accused. "Is this for me? Or is this because Trent whispered in your ear?"

Charity threw her head back against the headrest. Her legs fell open. "It's for you," she lied. "It's always for you."

"Liar," George growled.

He worked his fingers into her. He found her rhythm instantly. He wasn't gentle. He was angry. He was turned on. He was punishing her for wanting them and punishing himself for wanting her to have them.

Charity’s hand scrambled for purchase on the dashboard. "George... fuck... harder."

He twisted his hand. He used his thumb on her clit.

"Who do you want?" he demanded.

"You," she sobbed.

"Who else?"

"Trent," she admitted. The name tore out of her. "I want to know... I want to know what I missed."

The honesty pushed her over the edge.

She clamped down on his hand. Her hips bucked off the seat. She screamed, the sound muffled by the closed windows of the sedan. She shook, riding out the orgasm in the passenger seat of a BMW parked next to a hydrant.

George held her through it. He kept his fingers inside her, feeling the aftershocks.

When she stopped shaking, the silence returned.

George pulled his hand out. He wiped it on her thigh. A deliberate, claiming gesture.

"Inside," he said.

They stumbled out of the car. Charity could barely walk.

They made it through the front door. George didn't even lock it. He leaned back against the wood, kicking his shoes off.

"Knees," he commanded.

Charity dropped.

She didn't hesitate. The "Good Girl" from college was gone. The girlfriend who needed courting was gone. This was the creature Bo had woken up.

She unzipped him. She pulled him out.

She took him into her mouth before he was even fully hard, but the sensation of her hot, wet mouth fixed that instantly.

She sucked him with a bruising intensity. She used her hand to pump him, her tongue swirling around the head. She looked up at him, her eyes glassy, full of submission and power.

George looked down. He saw her messy hair. He saw the smear of lipstick on his cock.

He lasted eight seconds.

It was humiliating. It was incredible. He groaned, his hips snapping forward, filling her mouth.

Charity swallowed. She didn't pull away. She milked him dry, cleaning him with the efficiency of a machine.

She sat back on her heels. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

"Wow," she said. She smiled up at him. It was a soft, sleepy smile.

"Sorry," George panted. "Hair trigger."

"It's okay," she whispered. She stood up and kissed him. She tasted like him. "I like it when you're quick. I like that you're easy on my jaw."

The comment hung in the foyer.

Easy on her jaw.

George froze. His mind flashed to Bo. He remembered the way Bo had grabbed the back of her head. He remembered the gagging. He remembered her red, watery eyes and the way she had thanked him for choking her.

Bo hadn't been easy on her jaw. Bo had treated her face like a sleeve.

And she had loved it.

George looked at his girlfriend, who was currently kicking off her heels and walking toward the stairs.

He wondered about Trent.

Trent was an architect. He was sophisticated. He wore blazers.

But looking at the size of Trent’s hands earlier... looking at the confident, predatory way he moved... George had a feeling Trent wouldn't be easy on her jaw either.

And looking at the sway of Charity’s hips as she climbed the stairs, George realized with a sickening lurch of excitement that she was counting on it.


Chapter 3

The following week, George was obsessed.

It wasn't the healthy kind of obsession, like picking up pickleball or perfecting a sourdough starter. It was a fever. He found himself thinking about Trent’s hands while he was in budget meetings. He found himself replaying Bianca’s "sixty seconds of currency" story while he was waiting for his coffee.

The Ghost of Bo had been joined by the Specter of Trent. Bo was a brute force memory like a sledgehammer. Trent was a scalpel. He was sophisticated, he was local, and most dangerously, he had history.

George needed to see it happen. He needed to know if the "what if" from ten years ago was a tragedy or a prophecy.

Wednesday night. The kitchen.

Charity was chopping vegetables for a stir-fry. She was wearing gray lounge pants that hung low on her hips and a cropped tank top that showed off the slope of her waist. She looked comfortable. Domestic.

George was leaning against the counter, nursing a beer he didn't really want.

"Did you talk to her?" George asked.

Charity didn't look up from the bell peppers. Chop. Chop. Chop.

"I texted her," she said.

"And?"

"And she’s into it," Charity said. She paused, the knife hovering over a red pepper. "Bianca is easy. She misses me. She said she’s been bored with the usual crowd. Too much drama, not enough chemistry."

"So what's the problem?"

"The problem is the architect," Charity said. She resumed chopping. "Trent has rules. I told you. No civilians. No close friends."

"We aren't close friends," George argued. "I met the guy once. I don't know his middle name. I don't know his blood type. We are acquaintances who shared some calamari. That hardly qualifies as 'close'."

"I'm a close friend," Charity countered. "I'm part of the lore. If things get weird, he loses the nostalgia. He loses the 'one that got away' fantasy. Men protect their fantasies, George."

"I'm trying to hand him the fantasy on a silver platter," George snapped. "I'm trying to upgrade the fantasy from 'one that got away' to 'one that came back and brought her partner to watch'."

Charity stopped chopping. She turned to look at him. She leaned back against the counter, wiping her hands on a dish towel.

"Why are you pushing this so hard?" she asked. Her voice was quiet. "Most boyfriends would be relieved that the other guy said no. Most boyfriends would take the win and go watch Netflix."

"I'm not most boyfriends," George said. He stepped into her space. "Not anymore."

"No," Charity whispered. "You're not."

"I want to see you with him," George admitted. The truth felt heavy and sharp in his mouth. "I want to see if he was right. I want to see if you were ready back then, or if you're ready now."

Charity’s breath hitched. Her pupils dilated, swallowing the hazel.

"I think..." she started, then stopped. She licked her lips. "I think Bianca is working on him. She said he’s intrigued. He just needs to know it’s safe. That you aren't going to freak out mid-scene and punch him."

"I won't freak out," George said. "I watched Bo tear you apart and I thanked him for it."

"Bo was a tourist," Charity said. "Trent is... he's real, George. He's smart. If he gets inside my head, he stays there."

"Let him in," George said.

Charity stared at him for a long moment. She was searching for the hesitation, the bluff. She found neither.

"Okay," she said. She turned around and grabbed her phone from the counter. "I'll call her."

"Now?"

"If I don't do it now, I'll lose my nerve."

She unlocked the phone. She hit a contact. She put it on speaker.

George moved. He didn't step away to give her privacy. He stepped behind her.

He pressed his chest against her back. He wrapped his arms around her waist, his hands resting on the soft cotton of her lounge pants.

"Charity?" Bianca’s voice filled the kitchen. It was loud, cheerful, and completely oblivious to the tension in the room.

"Hey B," Charity said. Her voice was steady, but George could feel her heart hammering against his forearm. "What are you doing?"

"Just got home. Trent is cooking. By which I mean he’s staring at a steak and willing it to be medium-rare. What’s up?"

George’s hands moved. He slid them flat over her stomach. He felt the muscles contract.

"I was thinking about this weekend," Charity said.

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah. George and I were hoping you guys could come over. For dinner. Maybe drinks."

George dipped his head. He kissed the sensitive spot right below Charity’s ear. She flinched, but she didn't pull away.

"Dinner sounds nice," Bianca said. "Just dinner?"

"Well," Charity said. "We figure we start with dinner. See where the vibe goes."

George’s hands slid lower. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her pants.

"The vibe," Bianca laughed. "I like vibes. Hold on, let me ask the boss."

There was a muffled sound on the other end of the line. Hand over the microphone.

George took advantage of the silence. He pushed the lounge pants down a few inches. He slid his hands inside.

Skin. Warm, soft skin.

She wasn't wearing underwear.

He knew she wouldn't be. Since they got back, she had stopped wearing panties around the house. It was a silent signal. Open for business.

His hands cupped her ass. He squeezed. Not gently. He dug his fingers in, mimicking the grip he had seen Bo use, the grip he imagined Trent would use.

Charity made a small, strangled noise.

"You okay?" Bianca’s voice came back on the line.

"Fine," Charity squeaked. "Just... chopped a pepper wrong."

"Right. Danger vegetables," Bianca said. "So, Trent says he’s cautious. He says he remembers how you are after three tequilas."

"Tell him I've grown up," Charity said.

George slid his hand down the crack of her ass. He found the entrance. He brushed against it. She was wet.

"Have you?" Bianca teased. "I don't know, honey. George seems nice. We don't want to traumatize the poor guy."

George bit Charity’s neck. Hard.

Charity gasped. She leaned back against him, her legs widening involuntarily.

"George is... resilient," Charity breathed into the phone. "He’s very open-minded. He wants this, B. Maybe more than I do."

"Really?" Bianca sounded intrigued. "The boyfriend is the driving force? That’s a twist. Usually, we have to drag the guys kicking and screaming into the fun room."

George moved his hand forward. He cupped her pussy. She was soaked. The juice of arousal was slick on her thighs.

He started to rub her. Slow circles.

Charity gripped the edge of the counter. Her knuckles were white. She was trying to have a conversation about social logistics while George played with her clit.

"He's not dragging," Charity managed to say. "He's... enthusiastic."

"Okay," Bianca said. "Friday night? Your place?"

"Friday," Charity gasped. George slipped a finger inside her. "Seven."

"We'll bring the wine," Bianca said. "Trent likes a heavy red. I like... well, you know what I like."

"I know," Charity whispered.

"See you then, babe."

Click.

The call ended. The kitchen was silent except for Charity’s ragged breathing.

She didn't move. She didn't pull her pants up. She stayed pinned against the counter, George’s hand still buried inside her.

"Friday," George said. His voice was rough.

"Friday," she repeated.

"You told her I was enthusiastic."

"You are," she said. She dropped her head back onto his shoulder. "You're impossible."

"And you're wet," George said. He pumped his finger into her. Squelch. "Is this for Bianca? Or is this because you were talking about Trent?"

"Both," she admitted. "God, George. Don't stop."

He didn't stop. He added a second finger. He stretched her.

"Trent is bigger than this," George whispered in her ear. "Isn't he?"

Charity whined. "George..."

"I saw his hands," George said. He was relentless. He was painting the picture for her. "He's big. He’s tall. He’s been doing this for ten years. He knows exactly how to hurt you in the way you like."

"Yes," Charity sobbed. "Yes."

"Imagine it's him," George commanded. "Close your eyes. It's not me behind you. It's the architect. It's the one that got away."

Charity squeezed her eyes shut. Her hips began to grind back against him, desperate and rhythmic.

"He's lifting your leg," George narrated. "He's bending you over this counter. He's not asking if you're okay. He remembers you were a tease, and now he’s going to make you pay for it."

"He's going to ruin me," Charity moaned. "He's going to split me open."

"He's going to fill you up," George said. "Think about that big, arrogant cock sliding into you. Think about Bianca watching. Think about me watching."

That did it.

The combination of the physical stimulation and the mental image of the audience was too much.

Charity screamed. It was a sharp, piercing sound that bounced off the stainless steel appliances. She clamped down on George’s fingers, her inner muscles spasming violently. Her knees buckled, and George had to hold her up, his arm wrapped tight around her waist as she convulsed.

She rode the orgasm out for ten long seconds, shaking, sobbing, completely undone.

When she finally went limp, George slowly withdrew his hand.

He held it up in front of her face. It was slick with her fluids.

"Friday," George said again.

Charity looked at his hand. She looked at the wetness. She licked her lips, her eyes hooded and dark.

"Friday," she whispered. "We need to buy condoms."

"I already did," George said. "I bought the economy pack."

Charity laughed, a breathless, broken sound. She turned in his arms and kissed him.

"You really want this," she said, searching his face.

"I really want this," George confirmed.

He looked at the calendar on the fridge. Friday was two days away. Forty-eight hours.

It felt like a lifetime. And it felt like it was happening too fast.

"Finish the stir-fry," George said, stepping back. He needed to leave the room. He needed to go jerk off in the shower before he did something reckless like try to fuck her right there and ruin the tension. "I'm going to go check the wine supply. If Trent likes a heavy red, we need to make sure we have something that can handle the weight."

He walked out of the kitchen, leaving his girlfriend leaning against the counter, her pants still unbuttoned, staring at the space where the ghost of the architect had just been.


Chapter 4

Friday arrived with the agonizing slowness of a kidney stone.

George spent the workday staring at spreadsheets that might as well have been written in hieroglyphics. His brain was entirely occupied by logistics. Did they have enough wine? Was the playlist cool but not "we're trying too hard" cool? Did he hide the economy pack of condoms in the master bath vanity, or were they sitting on the kitchen counter next to the bananas like a neon sign screaming WE EXPECT AN ORGY?

He left work early. He told his boss he had a "plumbing issue," which wasn't technically a lie. His internal plumbing had been backed up for three days.

He stopped at the liquor store on the way home. He bought three bottles of a heavy Cabernet that cost forty dollars a pop. Trent liked heavy reds. George wanted to make sure Trent had absolutely nothing to complain about.

When he got home, the house was quiet. Too quiet. It was the calm before the invasion.

He checked the guest bathroom. Clean towels. No visible prescription meds. He checked the stash of condoms. Hidden in the drawer, but accessible. A box of Magnum XLs sat next to his standard ones. He stared at the size difference for a long moment, feeling a familiar mix of inadequacy and arousal, then slammed the drawer shut.

He went upstairs.

The master bedroom looked like a bomb had gone off in a Victoria’s Secret.

Clothes were strewn everywhere. Bras were draped over lampshades. Panties littered the floor like confetti.

Charity was standing in front of the full-length mirror.

She was wearing black lace. It was a set George recognized from their early dating days. It was sheer, cut high on the hip, and offered about as much coverage as a whispered rumor.

She was stepping into a dress.

It wasn't a new dress. It was a relic. A black, backless mini-dress she had bought for a Vegas trip junior year. It was a garment engineered by physicists to defy gravity and decency.

She shimmied it up her hips. She exhaled, sucked in her stomach, and pulled the zipper.

Zzzzzzt.

It closed. Just.

She turned to the mirror, smoothing the fabric down. It clung to her like a second skin, outlining the lace beneath. It was short and sat dangerously high on her thighs. If she dropped a napkin, she wasn't getting it back without showing the room everything she owned.

"It still fits," she whispered. She sounded amazed. She sounded proud.

George stood in the doorway, his mouth dry.

"It fits," he agreed. "Barely."

Charity spun around. Her hair was down, voluminous and curled in that "I just woke up like this" style that actually took forty-five minutes and half a can of hairspray. Her makeup was darker than usual. A smoky eye that made her look like she was already three moves ahead.

"Too much?" she asked. "Is it too thirsty?"

"It's parched," George said. "It's perfect."

He walked into the room. He couldn't help himself. The sight of his girlfriend, his sweet, stir-fry-chopping girlfriend, dressed like high-end bait was overwhelming.

He reached for her.

He put his hands on her waist. The fabric was synthetic and slick. He could feel the heat radiating off her. He slid his hands down to her ass, gripping the curve.

Smack.

Charity hit his hands away.

"Don't," she scolded. "You'll mess up the fabric."

"I don't care about the fabric," George growled. He reached for her again, trying to pull her hips into his. He was hard, throbbing against his zipper. "You look incredible. I want to rip this off you."

She stepped back, dodging him with a playful, cruel smile.

"Not yet," she said. "And not you."

The words hung in the air.

Not you.

It was the truth. She hadn't squeezed into a dress from 2014 for George. She wore things for George that were comfortable and easy to remove.

"You're dressing for him," George said.

"I'm dressing for the party," Charity corrected, turning back to the mirror to check her lipstick. She ran a finger over her teeth. "I'm dressing to win."

"To win what?"

"The game," she said. "Bianca thinks I'm settled now. Trent thinks I'm the girl who was too scared to get in the cab. I want to show them they're wrong."

She leaned in, inspecting her eyeliner.

"I want Trent to look at me and realize he made a mistake not trying harder ten years ago," she whispered to her reflection.

George watched her. He saw the vanity, and the hunger.

He wanted to take her right there. He wanted to throw her onto the bed, hike up that ridiculous dress, and fuck the arrogance out of her before the guests arrived.

But he didn't.

That wasn't his role tonight. Tonight, he was the producer, waiting in the wings while the talent performed.

"You're going to destroy him," George said.

Charity smiled at him in the glass. "That's the plan."

She shooed him out. "Go get ready. Put on the nice shirt. The blue one that makes your eyes look honest."

"Honest," George scoffed. "Right."

He went to the bathroom. He closed the door.

He leaned over the sink, splashing cold water on his face. He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked pale. Wired. His pupils were dilated.

He looked down. His erection was a problem. It was painful, pressing against his fly.

His hand drifted to his belt buckle.

It would be so easy. Just a quick release. Take the edge off. Calm the nerves so he could be the charming host, the cool guy who was totally fine with his girlfriend flirting with an architect.

He unzipped. He took himself out.

He wrapped his hand around the shaft. The friction felt incredible.

He stopped.

He looked at himself in the mirror.

No.

If he came now, he would be relaxed. He would be sedated.

He didn't want to be relaxed. He wanted to be hungry. He wanted to be vibrating with the same desperate energy that Charity was projecting. He wanted to be on the edge, so that when he saw Trent touch her, when he saw Bianca kiss her, he would feel everything.

He wanted to suffer.

He let go. He zipped up, trapping the ache inside.

He took a deep breath. He could hear Charity humming in the bedroom. She was happily nervous. But she was ready.

George walked out of the bathroom. He went to the closet and pulled out the blue shirt. The honest one.

He buttoned it up, checking the fit. He looked like a nice guy. He looked like a guy you could trust to pour the wine and look the other way.

He walked downstairs. He checked the wine bottles. He checked the lighting (dimmed to 40%). He checked the playlist (The Weeknd, low volume).

He stood in the foyer, waiting.

At 7:00 PM exactly, the doorbell rang.

It wasn't a polite ring. It was a firm, decisive press.

George looked up the stairs. Charity was standing at the top of the landing. The black dress shimmered in the hallway light. She took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders.

"Showtime," she whispered.

George opened the door.


Chapter 5

Bianca stood on the porch like she was waiting for a beat drop. She wore a jumpsuit that was essentially a red silk suggestion held together by gravity and confidence. She held a bottle of tequila in one hand and a lime in the other, armed for a party that hadn't started yet.

Behind her stood Trent.

He wore a navy blazer over a crisp white t-shirt, dark denim, and boots that George recognized from an expensive catalog. He held two bottles of the heavy Cabernet George had predicted. He looked like he was arriving for a board meeting where he intended to fire everyone, but politely.

"We come bearing gifts," Bianca announced. She didn't wait to be invited. She breezed past George, leaving a wake of jasmine perfume and aggressive energy. She found Charity in the hallway immediately.

"Holy shit," Bianca said, stopping dead. She looked Charity up and down. "The Vegas dress. You actually kept it."

"It was in the back of the closet," Charity said. She did a little spin. The black fabric clung to her like oil. "Does it work?"

"It works," Trent said.

He stepped into the foyer. He didn't hug Charity this time. He just looked at her. His eyes traveled from the high hemline up the curve of her waist to her bare shoulders. It was a clinical assessment that somehow felt dirtier than a grope.

"Hello, George," Trent said, handing him the wine. "Thanks for having us."

"Wouldn't miss it," George said. He took the bottles. They were heavy. "Come in. Drinks are pouring."

* * *

The dinner table still had food on it.

Nobody had suggested clearing the plates. The lasagna had gone cold an hour ago, the cheese congealed into a pale waxy layer that caught the candlelight. George noted this. He noted the wine level in each glass. He noted the specific angle of Trent's body in his chair; turned slightly toward Charity, not toward Bianca, not toward the room, toward her, like a compass finding north and deciding not to move again.

George poured himself more Cabernet. The one Trent had brought.

"So the Cabo thing," Bianca said. She had her elbows on the table, chin in her hands. The red jumpsuit gaped slightly at the front when she leaned forward and she was completely aware of this. "You said you 'met some people.'" She made the air quotes, nails catching the light. "That's the most evasive answer I've ever heard, and I once dated a guy in counterintelligence."

"We're working on our vocabulary," George said.

"Try 'we fucked a stranger by a pool,'" Bianca said. "More honest. Easier to say than you think."

Charity laughed, startled into it. The sound broke something loose in the room. George watched her glance at Trent to see if he was laughing too.

He wasn't. He was smiling, but privately, the smile of someone watching a thing confirm a theory they've held for a while.

"We had an experience," Charity said, settling into the same careful register she used at work, parceling out what to say and what to keep back. "And then we came home and had to figure out what it meant."

"What did it mean?" Trent asked.

The question was quiet.

Charity reached for her wine. "That we liked it," she said. "More than we expected to."

Trent looked at George. "You or her?"

"Both," George said.

"At the same time?"

"Mostly."

Trent nodded, rolling his wine glass between his palms. "That's where most couples get it wrong. One person is driving and the other is gripping the door handle. If the timing's off, you end up with a mess rather than a memory."

"We had some door-handle gripping," George said. "It worked itself out."

"Who was driving?" Bianca asked.

George looked at Charity. Charity looked at George.

"Him," she said. "He set it up. I just… arrived."

"You did more than arrive," George said.

Charity's cheeks went pink. She looked at the table.

Bianca made a sound low in her throat. Approving. She cut a glance at Trent, the particular look of two people confirming a bet.

"So," Trent said to George. "You like watching."

He said it in a factual, professional way he might say so you prefer a fixed rate.

"I do," George said.

"And you're not here to watch her flirt over dinner," Trent said. "You're here because you want something to actually happen."

"We're here for dinner," George said.

The corner of Trent's mouth moved. "Sure."

The word landed the way short agreements land when the person saying them doesn't agree at all. It sat between them next to the cold lasagna and waited.

George felt the texture of the evening shift. The pleasant, managed social pressure of the last two hours was becoming something that required a decision.

He hadn't expected this part to be hard. He had spent a week constructing tonight. He had bought the Cabernet. He had bought the condoms. He had pressed himself against Charity's back in the kitchen while she made the plan, felt her heart hammering under his arm, felt her come apart against his hand when he described exactly this. He was ready. He had told himself he was ready.

But Trent wasn't Bo.

Bo had been simple arithmetic. A stranger in a resort with a good body and no consequences, contained by geography and the natural expiration date of a vacation. Nothing to lose with Bo. Bo would be back in LA by checkout and dissolve cleanly into the category of that happened, the place where nothing counts and everything is permissible.

Trent was standing in their condo. Trent knew the neighborhood. Trent had history with Charity not a stranger on a fixed timeline, but someone who had held the cab door open for her and remembered how she'd looked when she decided not to get in. And Trent had been doing this for years. He had a system. He had a vocabulary. He had rules he'd thought through carefully enough to break.

George was a tourist watching a local navigate streets he didn't have mapped.

"We had a rule after Cabo," Charity said. She was talking to the table, or possibly to herself. "What happens there, stays there. That kind of thing."

"How's that holding up?" Bianca asked.

"It leaks," Charity admitted.

Bianca laughed and put her hand over Charity's on the table.

"Rules are useful," Trent said. He hadn't shifted in his chair. "They give you an edge to push against. You make one, you find out where it gives. That's not a design flaw. That's the whole point."

"Very architectural," George said.

"Very human," Trent said. Gently enough that it didn't land as a correction.

The music filled the pause— something George had spent twenty minutes on and was now completely irrelevant.

"The Undie Run," George said. "The Halloween party. You had the cab waiting, you had Bianca already." He kept his voice level. "What were you actually offering?"

Trent looked at him steadily. "A night she'd still be thinking about. A chance to come home with Bianca and me."

"She does think about it," George said. "She thinks about not going."

"That's a different kind of memory," Trent said. "The things that didn't happen take up more space than the things that did." He looked at Charity then. "Don't they."

Not a question.

Charity put her wine glass down. Her hand wasn't quite steady. "Sometimes," she said.

The word cost something. George heard it go.

He felt a cold wire thread through his chest, and beneath it, like a current running under river ice, the specific terrible excitement that lives inside real fear. Because this was the thing Bo hadn't taught him. With Bo the risk was external, just resort gossip, Charity catching brief feelings for someone she'd never see again, George's own jealousy turning out to be something sharper and less manageable than he'd calculated.

With Trent, the risk was internal.

Trent had an existing room in her head. He'd had it for ten years; unfurnished, the door left ajar. And if George opened this tonight, Trent didn't just visit. He unpacked.

That was what George wanted. He'd wanted it since the restaurant, since he'd watched Trent reconstruct her own past for her across a dinner table while she sat there unable to look away. He wanted to watch his girlfriend fall toward someone who already had real purchase on her.

And the wanting scared him in a way that Bo never had, because the wanting felt less like desire and more like standing at the edge of something with no clear bottom.

"We should move to the living room," Bianca said. Lightly. Practically. The voice of someone for whom this particular threshold is entirely familiar. "I want to change the playlist. This one's too polite for where we're headed."

She stood, collected her glass, and looked at George with an expression that was surprisingly direct. Not flirtatious. Something warmer than that.

"For what it's worth," she said, low enough that it was meant for him, "I know how this part feels. Trent was with someone I'd wanted for years before I finally watched it happen." A small shrug, the memory still wearing its edges. "It's not comfortable. But comfortable isn't the point, is it."

It wasn't a question either.

George looked at Charity. She was looking back at him, and the check-in had changed. In Cabo it had been constant, is this okay, are you watching, do you still have me, the hand-holding of two people crossing a border for the first time. This was quieter and harder. She wasn't asking permission. She was asking whether he understood what he was actually agreeing to. Whether he'd clocked the difference between a hotel room in Mexico and the couch they'd picked out together on a Saturday afternoon.

Whether he knew this one would stay.

"Living room," George said.


Chapter 6

The couch was a dark velvet sectional they'd bought eight months ago, one of their first real pieces of furniture as a couple, chosen on a Saturday afternoon when the biggest disagreement in their relationship was charcoal versus navy. They'd gone with charcoal. George was aware of this as Bianca kicked off her heels and curled into the corner of it like she'd been sitting there for years.

Trent didn't sit. He went to the coffee table and poured four shots of tequila without asking. He handed them out and kept the last one.

George filed this away. The man didn't consult. He just moved and expected the room to accommodate him, and the room always did.

"To the one that got away," Bianca said, raising her glass at Charity.

"I didn't get away," Charity said. "I went to get pizza."

"History belongs to the people who stayed in the cab," Trent said. He drank.

The tequila did its work. The careful social structure of the dinner table; the managed distance, the plausible deniability of a normal evening among friends, started to soften at the edges.

Bianca and Charity drifted together the way they had all evening with the same small, ambient touches as before. Knee against thigh. Hand finding arm. The bracelet adjusted, a strand of hair tucked back.

George had watched this at dinner and told himself it was nothing. He had watched it on the dance floor and told himself it was nostalgia.

Now it was neither.

The gestures were identical. The context had eaten them alive. Because there was no audience here, no restaurant lighting, no social scaffolding that could make this look like old friends catching up. There was a living room and a locked front door and four people who had each, in their own way, already decided.

George took the armchair he'd positioned for exactly this sightline.

Trent took the other one. He sat the way he'd sat all evening with one ankle crossed over his knee, no performance in it, the posture of someone who had never been the most uncomfortable person in any room and didn't expect to start tonight. He looked at George.

"You've gone quiet," Trent said.

"I'm watching," George said.

"What for?"

George considered the honest answer, which arrived before he could edit it. "I want to know if you treat her differently. Because of the history."

"You mean because she's yours," Trent said.

"Yes."

Trent looked at him for a moment. "That's the whole point, George. That's what makes it interesting for everyone in the room. If she weren't yours, I'd have said no."

George hadn't expected that answer and didn't entirely know what to do with it.

Across from them Bianca said something close to Charity's ear, too quiet to catch. Charity laughed, loud and unguarded.

"The problem with Cabo," Trent said, still watching the women, "is that it's frictionless. Anonymous guy, fixed timeline, you're home by Sunday and you arrange the memory however you like afterward."

"It worked," George said.

"It was supposed to work. It was designed to work." Trent looked at him. "This is designed differently. We'll be at the same dinners. Bianca will text her on a Tuesday about nothing. If something goes sideways, it goes sideways in your actual life. Not a hotel room you'll never see again."

"I know that," George said.

"I'm not warning you off," Trent said. "I'm telling you what you're agreeing to."

"I know what I'm agreeing to."

Trent looked at him for another beat. Measuring something. Then he turned back to the women, apparently satisfied, and that was the end of the interview.

On the couch, Bianca's hand had moved from Charity's arm to her hair, slow and deliberate, pushing the waves back from her face. Charity had gone still.

"I remember," Bianca said quietly, "that the Halloween party was the night I worked out I was bi." She was looking at Charity's mouth when she said it. "I mean, I already knew. But you were the one that made me certain."

"It was the music," Charity said again. Quieter this time.

"It wasn't," Bianca said. Simple as that.

George watched his girlfriend's chest rise and fall, the slight catch in it. He knew that breath. He knew the specific geography of what it meant.

He also knew that Bianca wasn't the thing she was nervous about. Bianca was history and warmth and something adjacent to known. Bianca was the Halloween party and cheap vodka and a decade of friendship that had survived distance and life changes and Charity's pivot into someone more careful and controlled.

Trent was the thing she was nervous about.

And from the quality of Trent's stillness, the way he'd stopped pretending to look anywhere else, he knew it too. He was letting Bianca open the room. When the room was open, he'd walk in.

George recognized the patience in it. Named it clearly while it was happening. This man has done this before, many times, and he is very good at it, and I invited him into my home and he is running exactly the play I invited him to run.

He sat in his chair and did not stop it.

"I missed you," Bianca said. She took Charity's face in her hands. No preamble. "I really missed this."

She kissed her.

Not rushed, Bianca didn't do rushed, but immediate, her thumb moving along Charity's jaw with the practiced ease of someone who knows exactly what she's doing and wants you to know she knows. Deep enough to be unmistakable. Staged just enough that George was aware of the staging, the angle slightly open to the room, Trent in her peripheral vision.

Charity's hands came up to grip her shoulders without hesitation.

And that was the thing. Bianca was performing for Trent, for George, for the specific electricity of being watched, but Charity wasn't. Charity had closed her eyes. Charity had gone somewhere private with it, the muscle memory of something old and unresolved, and the gap between them, one woman working the room, one woman genuinely gone, was harder for George to absorb than anything physical would have been.

He could have handled a show. This was something else.

Charity made a sound against Bianca's mouth. Small, involuntary, one George had heard before in contexts that belonged only to him. The recognition of it and the displacement of it arrived simultaneously and sat in his chest without resolving into anything clean.

He looked at Trent.

Trent was watching the women with the steady, unselfconscious attention of someone who loves what he's looking at and isn't embarrassed about it. But something in his face had shifted since dinner. The architect who assessed the room and ran the quiet calculations, that version of him was gone. What remained was simpler and more focused.

He looked at George.

The look said: Now you know what the stakes actually are.

George looked back at the women. Bianca had pulled back just enough to read Charity's face. What was there was open and asking something without words.

Charity turned her head and found George in the chair, the way she'd found him on the terrace in Cabo, the way she seemed always to locate him when the ground moved.

The question in her eyes had changed. It had been changing for three weeks, through every conversation in the kitchen and the car and the dark. It wasn't is this okay anymore, the Cabo question, the tourist's question. It had sharpened into something more specific.

Are you ready for me to want this the way I actually want it?

George said nothing. He held her gaze and stayed in his chair.

Which was its own kind of answer, and they both knew it.

Charity licked her lips. She shifted on the sofa. The black dress rode up higher, exposing the tops of her thighs.

"You said I wasn't ready back then," Charity said to Trent. Her voice was steady, but George could hear the tremor underneath.

"You weren't," Trent said.

"You said I was a tease."

"You were."

"Am I a tease now?"

Trent looked at her. He looked at the smudge of lipstick. He looked at the way her chest was rising and falling.

"I don't know, Charity," Trent said softly. "Are you?"

It was a dare. It was the moment the "No Friends" rule evaporated.

Charity looked at George again. This wasn't a check-in. This was a request for clearance.

George felt his heart hammering in his throat. This was the cliff edge. If he nodded, he wasn't just letting her kiss a girl. He was letting her invite a man, a man he knew, a man who would be in their lives tomorrow, into their bed.

He thought about Bo. He thought about the bruises. He thought about the way she had screamed his name in the driveway.

He nodded.

Charity turned back to Trent. Her eyes were dark, dilated, consuming.

"I don't want to be a tease," she whispered.

She stood up. She walked across the small space between the sofa and Trent’s chair. She stood between his knees.

Trent looked up at her. He didn't touch her yet. He let her set the pace.

Charity placed her hands on his shoulders. She leaned down, bringing her face level with his.

"I want to kiss him," she said.


Chapter 7

I want to kiss him.

It wasn't a request. It was a notification.

She wasn't talking to Trent. She was talking to the room. She was talking to the universe.

"Then do it," George croaked.

“Yesssss…” Bianca hissed enthusiastically. “Do it girl!”

Trent looked up at her. He didn't lunge. He didn't grab. He sat in the armchair with stillness, and simply nodded with a microscopic tilt of his chin.

Charity descended.

She kissed him like she was trying to steal the breath out of his lungs. She grabbed the lapels of his navy blazer and crashed her mouth onto his.

It was messy and desperate, flavored with ten years of “what if”.

George sat frozen in his chair, his drink forgotten in his hand. He watched the back of his girlfriend’s head, her hair cascading over her shoulders, messy and wild. He watched her hips twitch as she leaned further into Trent’s space, pressing her chest against his.

Then she moved.

She didn't break the kiss. She swung a leg over Trent’s lap.

The black Vegas dress, already fighting a losing battle against physics, surrendered completely. It rode up her thigh, exposing the pale, smooth skin, then hiked higher as she straddled him, revealing half her ass.

She settled her weight onto his lap. Her knees pressed into the cushions on either side of his hips. She was grinding down on him, finding the friction she had been talking about for days.

George watched Trent’s hands.

They were large. Capable. They came up slowly, resting on Charity’s waist. He wasn't mauling her yet. He was holding her, stabilizing her as she writhed against him.

This was different than Bo.

Bo had been a force of nature, like a storm that hit and moved on. Watching Bo take her had been intense and impersonal.

This was personal.

George could see it in the way Charity’s fingers curled into Trent’s hair. He could see it in the way Trent tilted his head to deepen the kiss, effectively shutting out the rest of the room. They weren't performing for an audience; they were having a conversation in a language George didn't speak.

Charity moaned. It was a low, vibrating sound that traveled from her throat straight to George’s groin.

She began to hump him. Frantic, jerky movements. She was rubbing her wetness against the denim of Trent’s jeans, seeking friction, seeking release. She was so wired, so primed by the days of teasing and the finger-banging in the kitchen, that George wondered if she was going to come right there, dry-humping an architect in her own living room.

Trent felt it too.

He broke the kiss. He gasped, his composure finally cracking.

"Charity," he growled. "Slow down."

"I can't," she whimpered. She attacked his neck. She bit him. Right on the pulse point.

Trent’s hands moved. He abandoned the waist. He slid his hands down to her ass.

He gripped her. He squeezed the soft flesh that George had bruised days ago. He pulled the dress up. It bunched at her waist, leaving her bottom half completely exposed to the room, showing off the thong she had undoubtedly worn for him.

George stared. The sight of his girlfriend straddling another man, her buttocks bare and flexing with every thrust of her hips, was searing.

"Wow," a voice whispered beside him.

George blinked. He looked to his left.

Bianca was sitting on the sofa, her legs tucked under her. She wasn't looking at George. She was staring at her husband and George’s girlfriend. Her lips were parted. Her hand was resting on her own throat.

"They are really going at it," Bianca said. Her voice was tight.

George reached out. He put a hand on Bianca’s shoulder. The red silk was cool; her skin beneath it was hot. He began to rub her, a rhythmic kneading of the tension in her muscles.

"Does it bother you?" George asked.

Bianca leaned into his touch, her eyes never leaving the couple in the chair.

"No," she whispered. "It turns me on."

She paused. She took a sip of her tequila, her hand shaking slightly.

"I've seen Trent with women," she said, her voice low, meant only for George. "Dozens of them. We've been doing this a long time. But I've never seen him look at someone like that."

George felt a cold spike of fear mix with the heat in his blood.

"Like what?"

"Like he wants to own her," Bianca said. "Usually, he's... detached. Cool. He's an architect, right? He likes structure. But look at him."

George looked.

Trent wasn't detached. He was devouring her.

He had abandoned the ass. His hands moved up. He grabbed the front of the black dress with the cowl neck that dipped so low and yanked it down.

The fabric pooled at her waist.

Charity was wearing a black lace bra. Balconette style. It pushed her breasts up, offering them up for inspection.

Trent didn't unhook it. He didn't have the patience. He cupped her breasts through the lace, his thumbs digging into the tops of her nipples. He squeezed hard.

Charity cried out. She threw her head back, her neck arching, exposing the line of her throat to the ceiling.

"Yes," she screamed. "Touch them."

Trent buried his face in her cleavage. He bit the swell of her breast through the lace.

Charity’s eyes snapped open. She looked across the room.

She found George.

Her eyes were wild. The pupils were blown wide, swallowing the hazel. Her hair was a bird's nest of tangles. Her lips were swollen and red from Trent’s beard burn.

She looked at George, and she smiled. It was a ruinous, filthy smile.

You like watching this, don't you? the look said. You like seeing him take what’s yours.

George stopped rubbing Bianca’s shoulder. He gripped it.

"Yeah," George whispered to himself. "I like it."

Charity heard him. Or maybe she just felt the approval radiating across the room. She ground down harder on Trent’s lap. She reached back and grabbed Trent’s head, pressing his face harder into her chest.

"He likes it," Charity moaned to Trent. "My man likes watching you handle me."

Trent groaned against her skin. He looked up. His face was flushed. The cool, calculating mask was gone. He looked like a man who had just realized the building was on fire and decided to stay inside.

"He's got a good view," Trent said roughly.

He moved one hand between them. He found the zipper of his jeans.

Charity stopped him. She put her hand over his.

"Not yet," she panted.

She looked at Bianca.

The two women locked eyes. A silent communication passed between them.

Bianca set her glass down on the coffee table. The sound was a sharp clink in the heavy air.

"Okay," Bianca announced. She stood up. The red jumpsuit rippled around her. "Time out."

Charity froze. She looked at Bianca, dazed.

"My turn," Bianca said.

She walked over to the armchair. She stood next to them, looking down like a referee calling a foul, but with a smile that promised penalties.

"You've had your appetizer, honey," Bianca said to Charity. She put a hand on Charity’s bare shoulder. "Go see your man. I need to remind my husband who taught him that trick."

Charity hesitated. She looked at Trent. He was breathing hard, looking from his wife to the woman in his lap.

"Go," Trent said. His voice was strained. "Switch."

Charity scrambled off his lap.

She wobbled on unsteady legs. The black dress was still pulled down to her waist, her bra on display, her ass bare. She didn't fix it, she slid it down her hips to the floor, shrugging it off like an annoyance. She staggered across the living room half-naked, a beautiful mess of unspent adrenaline.

She reached the sofa. She didn't sit next to George. She collapsed onto him.

She flopped onto his lap, straddling him just like she had straddled Trent. She buried her face in his neck. She smelled of Trent’s cologne and her own arousal.

"George," she whispered against his skin. "Oh my god."

George wrapped his arms around her bare back. He kissed her hair.

"You okay?" George asked.

"I'm on fire," she said. She pulled back to look at him. Her lipstick was smeared across her cheek. "Did you see him? Did you see his hands?"

"I saw," George said. He ran his hand down her spine, finding the zipper of the dress that was barely holding on. "You looked incredible."

"I wanted to fuck him right there," she confessed. "I almost didn't stop."

"I know."

Across the room, the dynamic had shifted.

Bianca didn't sit on Trent’s lap. She dropped to her knees.

She knelt on the Persian rug between Trent’s legs. She looked up at him with a practiced, confident gaze. She reached for his belt buckle.

Click.

The sound was loud.

Charity turned in George’s lap. She leaned back against his chest, watching. George rested his chin on her shoulder. His hands moved to her breasts, cupping them over the lace just like Trent had, reclaiming the territory while watching the show.

Bianca pulled Trent’s zipper down. She fished him out.

George saw it. Charity saw it.

Trent was huge. He was thick and angry, and harder than George had ever seen a man be.

"Jesus," Charity whispered. She shifted on George’s lap, her wetness soaking through his trousers. "Look at that."

Bianca took him in her hand. She looked over at the sofa. She winked at Charity.

Then she opened her mouth.

"We're just getting started," George whispered in Charity’s ear. Charity slid her hand between George’s thighs, confirming how painfully erect he was, and perhaps physically comparing what was in his pants to what Bianca was taking into her mouth.

"Don't let me go," Charity said. "Not yet."

"I've got you," George promised, sliding his own hand between his girlfriend’s thighs. She was completely, and utterly, soaked. It reminded him of how she had felt after Bo.


Chapter 8

Bianca wasn't just giving head; she was putting on a blowjob clinic.

She knelt between Trent’s legs on the Persian rug, her red jumpsuit pooled around her ankles like a puddle of blood. She looked up at him, dark eyes flashing with a mix of defiance and hunger, before she went back to work.

She didn't use her hands. She kept them behind her back, resting on her heels. It was a flex. A statement. Look Ma, no hands.

George watched from the sofa, his breath caught in a throat that suddenly felt very dry.

Trent was… substantial. George had seen Bo in Cabo, and Bo had been impressive in a steroid-pumped, gym-rat kind of way. But Trent was built like infrastructure. He was thick and imposing.

Bianca took him in.

She didn't just take the head. She opened her mouth impossibly wide and slid down the length of him.

Gag.

The sound was wet and guttural. It echoed in the quiet living room.

She didn't pull back. She pushed through the reflex. She took him all the way to the root, burying her nose in his pubic hair. Her throat worked, muscles straining against the skin of her neck as she swallowed him whole.

Trent groaned. It was a low, rumble strip of a sound. He leaned his head back against the armchair, his eyes half-closed, but he wasn't lost in it. He was watching.

He looked over at the sofa. He locked eyes with George.

His expression was amused. Arrogant. See that? the look said. That’s ten years of practice. That’s a pro.

"Good girl," Trent murmured. He reached down and tangled his hand in Bianca’s dark hair. "You like that, don't you? You like showing off for the neighbors."

Bianca bobbed her head. She pulled back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her lip to his cock. She looked over her shoulder at Charity. She winked. It was a filthy, conspiratorial wink.

Charity squirmed on George’s lap.

She was soaking wet. He could feel the heat of her seeping through his dress slacks. The sight of her friend, her old college partner-in-crime, choking on a cock the size of a Maglite was rewiring her brain right before George’s eyes.

"George," she whispered. Her voice was thin, strained.

"I see it," George said.

"Do you want me to?" she asked. She turned on his lap, her knees bracketing his hips. She grabbed his belt buckle. "I want to taste you. I need to do something."

She was vibrating. If she didn't have something in her mouth in the next ten seconds, she was going to scream.

"Do it," George said.

Charity didn't wait. She unbuckled his belt with shaking fingers. She shoved his pants down.

George sprang free.

He looked down at himself. He was hard. He was eager. But in the dim light of the living room, with the visual of Trent’s monster just five feet away, George felt a familiar pang of reality.

He was average. He was "European ancestry." He was a Honda Civic parked next to a tank.

Trent saw it too.

From the armchair, the architect’s eyes flicked over. He looked at Bianca deep-throating him, then he looked at George’s erection. A small, knowing smirk touched his lips. It wasn't cruel, exactly. It was just observant. Cute, the look seemed to say. Functional.

George felt the shame burn hot in his cheeks, but it only made his dick throb harder. There was something liberating about being the lesser male in the room. It took the pressure off. He didn't have to be a porn star. He just had to be the boyfriend.

Charity didn't care about the comparison. Or if she did, she didn't show it.

She dipped her head.

She didn't tease. She didn't lick the tip. She engulfed him.

Her mouth was hot. Wet. Familiar.

For a second, the room disappeared. The sight of Bianca gagging, the smirk on Trent’s face, and the shame of the size difference all vanished into the wet smoothness of Charity’s throat.

She sucked him with a desperate intensity. She swirled her tongue around the head. She hummed against him, the vibration traveling straight down his spine.

One.

He gripped her hair.

Two.

She squeezed the base with her hand.

Three.

"Oh, fuck," George groaned.

Four.

He looked down. He saw the top of her head. He saw the mess of her hair. He saw the devotion. She wasn't doing this to show off. She was doing this because she loved him, and because she needed to ground herself before she flew off the handle.

Five.

The pleasure spiked. It wasn't a slow build. It was an avalanche. He had been edging for days, watching her flirt, watching her dress, fingering her in the kitchen. He was a loaded gun with a hair trigger.

Six.

"Charity," he warned.

Seven.

She didn't stop. She sucked harder. She knew. She wanted it.

Eight.

George exploded.

It was violent. He bucked his hips up, driving into her mouth. He poured himself down her throat, shivering, his toes curling in his shoes.

He gasped, his head falling back against the sofa cushions. The release was total. It drained the tension out of his body, leaving him limp and lightheaded.

Charity swallowed. She held him there for a long moment, milking the last drops, cleaning him off.

Then she pulled back.

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked up at him. Her eyes were soft.

"Better?" she whispered.

"Yeah," George panted. "Sorry. Eight seconds. New record."

Charity smiled. It was the smile she used when he fixed the Wi-Fi. "I like that you're eager. It means you were watching."

"I was watching," George admitted.

He reached down. He tucked himself back into his pants, zipping up the evidence of his quick-fire performance. He wasn't embarrassed anymore. He was satiated. And now, he could focus on the main event.

Across the room, the dynamic shifted.

Trent groaned. He put his hands on Bianca’s shoulders and gently pushed her back.

"Okay," Trent said. "Up."

Bianca pulled off him. Her lips were red, swollen. She looked like she had just run a marathon.

Trent stood up.

He was imposing. In the low light, he looked like a statue carved out of marble and arrogance. He kicked off his boots. He unbuttoned his jeans and let them drop.

He wasn't wearing underwear.

He stood there, fully nude, fully erect, surveying the room. He looked at George. He nodded. Acknowledgment. Nice finish, buddy. Now watch this.

He reached for Bianca.

She was still on her knees. He grabbed the straps of the red jumpsuit and pulled it down.

"Arms up," Trent commanded.

Bianca obeyed. She lifted her arms like a child getting dressed for school.

Trent stripped her.

He peeled the red silk down her torso, over her hips, and tossed it onto the floor.

She wasn't wearing a bra.

Her breasts were full, heavy, nipples hard in the air-conditioned room. She had hips that curved like a dangerous road, leading down to a waist that Trent could span with his hands.

She was wearing a g-string. A tiny, black scrap of lace that disappeared between her cheeks.

George stared.

He appreciated Bianca. He appreciated the curves, the tan skin, the unapologetic sexuality of her. But looking at her naked body didn't make him want to possess her. It felt like watching a high-end porn movie. It was aesthetic. It was hot. But it lacked the visceral connection he felt when he looked at Charity.

When he looked at Charity, he saw his life being invaded. When he looked at Bianca, he just saw a great show.

"Turn around," Trent said.

Bianca turned.

Her ass was spectacular. The thong was merely a garnish.

Trent didn't touch her yet. He looked at George. He gestured to Bianca’s ass with an open hand. Check the specs.

"Nice," George whispered.

Beside him, Charity let out a small whimper. She was pressing her legs together. George slipped his hand into her lap. He found the wet spot on her dress. He slid his hand underneath, past the hem, past the lack of underwear.

She was dripping.

He found her clit. It was swollen, hard. He started to rub her.

"Watch," George whispered in her ear. "Watch your friend."

Trent dropped to his knees behind his wife.

He didn't use his hands. He leaned forward and bit her ass cheek.

Bianca squealed. "Trent!"

He hooked his fingers into the side of her black thong. He didn't take it off. He pulled it to the side, exposing the pink, wet heat of her.

He buried his face in her.

Bianca’s knees gave out. She collapsed forward onto her elbows, her ass in the air, presenting herself to her husband and others.

Trent ate her out with a mechanical precision. He wasn't teasing. He was feasting.

Bianca started to thrash. She shook her head back and forth, her dark hair sweeping the rug.

"Oh god," she moaned. "Right there. Yes."

She looked up. Her eyes found the sofa.

She locked eyes with Charity.

George kept rubbing Charity, his rhythm matching the movement of Trent’s head. Charity was panting, her head falling back against George’s shoulder, but her eyes were glued to Bianca.

Bianca reached out.

She extended a hand toward them. Her fingers were trembling.

She pointed at Charity. Then, slowly, she curled her finger.

Come here.

It was the invitation. The summons. The bridge between the audience and the stage.

Charity gasped. Her body tensed under George’s hand. She looked up at him, her eyes wide, asking the question she already knew the answer to.

"She wants you," George whispered. "Go."


Chapter 9

Charity didn't walk to them.

She slid off George’s lap, her legs wobbling in the high heels. She paused, balancing against the coffee table, and reached under the hem of the black dress. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of the black lace thong she had put on specifically for this performance.

She shimmied it down. She stepped out of it, one foot, then the other, kicking the scrap of lace toward George.

It landed near his shoe. A deposit.

She dropped to her hands and knees.

She crawled across the Persian rug. The movement was predatory and submissive all at once. The dress rode up, exposing the pale curve of her ass, the dark invitation between her thighs.

She reached the armchair where Trent was buried between his wife’s legs.

Bianca saw her coming. She reached out, grabbing Charity’s hair, and pulled her in.

Charity went willingly. She collapsed next to Bianca, her face inches from where Trent was working.

Bianca didn't wait. She smashed her mouth against Charity’s.

They were a chaotic tangle of desire. Trent didn't stop. If anything, the arrival of a second woman seemed to energize him. He kept his rhythm, his tongue working Bianca with a relentless, hydraulic precision.

Bianca moaned into Charity’s mouth. She broke the kiss, gasping, her head falling back. She grabbed Charity’s head and pressed it down against her bare breasts.

"Feel that," Bianca hissed. "Feel what he's doing."

Charity nuzzled Bianca’s chest, her hands roaming over the other woman’s naked skin.

George watched from the sofa. He felt like a spectator at a gladiator match where everyone was winning.

Trent had Bianca's hips elevated, his hands gripping her ass cheeks to spread her wider. He wasn't just blindly licking; he was working her with a relentless precision.

Bianca’s eyes snapped open. She looked across the room. She found George.

Her face was twisted in ecstasy.

He’s not just a big dick, her eyes screamed. He’s a technician.

Then she shattered.

"Trent!" she screamed. "Oh god, Trent!"

She bucked against his face, her inner thighs clamping around his ears. She came hard, riding his face while Charity held her, stroking her hair, whispering encouragement into her skin.

Trent absorbed it all. He held her through the tremors, drinking her down, proving a point without saying a word.

When she finally went limp, Trent pulled back. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He looked like a man who had just finished a satisfying meal and was ready for dessert.

He stood up.

He towered over the two women kneeling on the rug. He was fully nude, his erection standing at attention, bobbing slightly with his heartbeat. It was intimidating. It was architecture.

"Up," Trent commanded softly. "On your knees. Both of you."

Bianca and Charity obeyed instantly. They shuffled on the rug until they were kneeling side-by-side, looking up at him. Two beautiful women, one naked, one in a ruined black dress, waiting for orders.

Trent stepped in.

He placed a hand on the back of each woman’s head. His fingers tangled in Bianca’s dark hair and Charity’s lighter waves.

He leaned down. He kissed Bianca first with a slow, claiming kiss that tasted of her own orgasm. Then he turned to Charity.

He kissed her hard. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, letting her taste her best friend on his lips.

Charity made a whimpering sound in her throat. She reached out. She wrapped her hand around his cock.

She couldn't reach all the way around. Her fingers didn't meet.

Trent groaned. He looked down at them. "Greedy."

He guided them. He moved closer, his hips snapping forward.

Bianca took him first. She opened wide, taking the head, swirling her tongue. Then Trent pulled back and offered himself to Charity.

George leaned forward on the sofa.

Seeing his girlfriend suck a stranger’s cock was visceral. It was the moment the intellectual fantasy became physical reality.

Charity hesitated for a microsecond, the ghost of the "good girl" flinching, and then she dove in.

She took him deep. She hollowed her cheeks.

George felt the rush hit him like a chemical injection. It was the same thrill of violation, the erasure of boundaries feeling he’d had with Bo. But this was sharper because Trent was… Trent. He was the guy who drank the heavy Cabernet. He was the guy who judged the playlist. And now he was in Charity’s mouth.

Trent didn't just let them work. He managed them.

He alternated between them with a rhythmic, hypnotic cadence. Bianca. Charity. Bianca. Charity.

He looked over at George.

His expression was calm. Possessive. But there was a question in his eyes. A silent offer. You want next? There’s plenty to go around.

George shook his head. He gestured to the women. I’m good. I like watching.

Trent smiled around the wet slap of oral sex. He appreciated the answer.

What killed George wasn't the size. It was the stamina.

George knew his own limits. If two women were worshipping him like this, licking him in tandem, he would have lasted maybe thirty seconds. He would have tapped out.

Trent stood there like a monolith. He groaned, he let his hips buck, but he held the edge. He was controlling the sensation, using it to fuel him rather than break him.

"You like that, Charity?" Trent asked, his voice rough. He looked down as she took him in, her eyes squeezed shut. "You like the taste of him?"

She bobbed her head, unable to speak, gagging slightly as he pushed deeper.

"Okay," Trent said. "That's enough teasing."

He stepped back.

He grabbed Charity’s arm. He hauled her up.

"Couch," he said.

Charity stumbled back to the velvet sofa. She collapsed against the cushions, her legs falling open. The black dress was bunched around her waist, useless and forgotten.

Trent didn't climb on top of her. He knelt between her legs.

He spread her wide. He looked at the wet, glistening evidence of her arousal.

"You're drenched," Trent observed. He ran a thumb over her clit. "Is this for me?"

"Yes," Charity panted. "All for you."

"Good."

He lowered his head.

Trent ate her differently than he had eaten his wife. With Bianca, it had been familiar, a practiced rhythm. With Charity, it was exploration. He licked her long and slow, tasting the difference, learning the map of her body with his tongue.

Charity cried out. She grabbed the cushions. She looked at George.

Her eyes were wild. He’s doing it. He’s really doing it.

Then, the world tilted.

Bianca crawled onto the sofa. She didn't sit next to them. She straddled Charity’s face.

George stopped breathing.

He had watched a lot of porn. He had read the forums. But seeing his girlfriend, his stir-fry-chopping, email-answering girlfriend, suddenly disappear beneath the thighs of another woman was a shock to the system he hadn't prepared for.

Charity didn't fight it. She reached up. She grabbed Bianca’s ass.

George couldn't see Charity’s mouth anymore, but he saw Bianca’s reaction.

Bianca arched her back. She moaned.

"Oh, yeah," Bianca breathed. "Right there, honey. Taste me."

George sat there, paralyzed by the sheer volume of sensory input. His girlfriend was getting eaten out by an architect while eating out the architect’s wife.

It was the "College" fantasy realized. It was the thing she had been too scared to do ten years ago, happening on his living room furniture.

Trent didn't stop. He worked Charity’s clit with his tongue while Bianca rode her face.

The room filled with wet, sloppy sounds. The smell of sex was heavy, a physical weight in the air.

Finally, Trent pulled back.

He stood up. He was breathing hard now. The control was slipping.

"She's ready," Trent announced.

He looked at George. He didn't ask if George was okay. He didn't ask for permission. He issued a requisition order.

"George," Trent said. "Can you grab me an XL condom?"

If George had any desire to stop this train, this was the moment to pull the brake. He could have said no. He could have thrown them out.

Instead, he sprang up.

"On it," George said.

He ran to the guest bathroom. He fumbled with the drawer. He shoved the box of regular Trojans aside and grabbed the gold box of Magnums.

He stared at his reflection in the mirror for one second. His face was flushed. He looked manic. He looked like a man running an errand he'd dreamed about and wasn't sure he deserved.

He ran back.

Bianca had moved off Charity’s face. She was sitting on the armrest of the sofa now, watching, her chest heaving.

Charity was lying on the cushions, looking dazed, her mouth wet with Bianca’s taste, her thighs trembling.

Trent was standing by the coffee table, waiting.

George handed him the box.

Trent took it. He didn't gloat. He just nodded.

"Thanks, bud," Trent said.

He ripped the box open. He took out a foil square. He tossed the box onto the table.

He looked at Charity.

"Get on all fours for me, Charity," Trent said. "Face the cushions."

Charity scrambled to obey. She turned over, burying her face in the velvet. She stuck her ass in the air. The black dress was just a belt now. She presented herself.

Trent tore the wrapper with his teeth. He rolled the condom onto himself. It fit. Of course it fit.

He stepped up behind her. He placed a hand on the small of her back, pressing her down, arching her ass higher.

He looked at George.

His eyes were blue fire.

"George," Trent said, his voice calm, conversational, and utterly final. "I'm going to fuck your girlfriend."

George sat back in his chair. He gripped the armrests. He took a mental snapshot of the scene: the architect, Charity, Bianca, the condoms, the surrender.

"Do it," George whispered.


Chapter 10

Trent placed the tip of the XL Magnum against her entrance and pushed in like a man staking a claim.

Charity gasped, her head falling forward into the velvet cushions.

George had the profile view. He watched his girlfriend's face with her eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a silent scream, neck tendons straining, and couldn't tell if it was agony or ecstasy.

She was tight. Or maybe Trent was just that wide.

He sank in, inch by inch. The latex shimmered under the dim lights. When his hips finally met her ass with a soft, fleshy slap, Charity let out a sob that sounded dangerously like relief.

"There," Trent murmured. "You fit."

He began to move.

It wasn't the frantic, jackhammer fucking Bo had delivered. This was hydraulic. Trent withdrew almost all the way out, then slid back in with a long, smooth stroke that seemed to rearrange her internal organs.

George couldn't sit still anymore.

His dick was throbbing, a painful pressure against his zipper that demanded immediate attention. He unbuttoned his trousers. He freed himself.

He wrapped his hand around his shaft. The friction was a relief, but it was nothing compared to the visual drug he was mainlining.

Bianca stood next to her husband. She placed a hand on his back, her fingers tracing the muscles that shifted under his skin with every thrust. She looked like a proud trainer watching a prize stallion run the track.

"Look at her," Bianca whispered. "She takes it so well."

George watched Charity.

And then he realized something that made his blood freeze.

She wasn't looking for him.

With Bo, in the hotel room, she had constantly checked in. Is this okay? Are you watching? Do you still love me? She had needed George to be the anchor.

With Trent, the anchor was gone. She was adrift.

She had forgotten George existed. She had forgotten the room, the mortgage, and the stir-fry vegetables. She was entirely consumed by the sensation of the architect filling her up.

Charity reached down. She found her clitoris. She started to rub herself, her hand moving in a frantic blur while her hips snapped back to meet Trent’s thrusts.

"Trent," she moaned. "Oh god, Trent."

She screamed his name. Not George’s. His.

George stroked himself harder, his eyes locked on the junction of their bodies. He wasn't jealous of the name. He was turned on by the honesty of it. In that moment, Trent was her god.

Trent picked up the pace. The slapping sound grew louder, wetter.

Charity’s head whipped to the side. Her eyes cracked open.

She saw George.

For a second, she looked confused, like she was waking up from a deep sleep. Then, recognition flooded back. A shy, filthy smile spread across her face.

"George," she whispered.

She pulled away from Trent. The loss of connection made them both groan.

"Can we..." She licked her lips. "Can we move to the floor?"

Trent looked at her, sweat beading on his forehead. "Floor?"

"I want to see him," Charity said, pointing a trembling finger at George.

Trent nodded. He stepped back.

The visual was arresting. Trent stood there, his erection glistening with Charity’s fluids, the condom catching the light. It was a weapon of mass destruction in a latex wrapper.

Charity crawled off the sofa. She moved to the Persian rug, right in front of George’s chair.

She got on her hands and knees. She spread her legs wide. She looked up at George, her eyes huge and dark.

"Hi," she whispered.

Trent moved behind her. He didn't hesitate. He lined himself up and drove back inside her in one fluid motion.

Charity cried out, her head throwing back.

Now the angle was direct. George was looking straight down the barrel of the gun. He watched Trent’s hips piston against his girlfriend’s ass. He watched her breasts sway with the impact.

Bianca knelt beside them. She ran her hands down Charity’s back, soothing the tremors. She leaned in and kissed Trent’s shoulder, then whispered in Charity’s ear.

"You hot slut," Bianca cooed. "Taking it like a champ."

Charity was gone again, eyes rolling back, lost in the rhythm.

Then she reached out.

She grabbed George’s knee. Her grip was desperate.

"George," she choked out. "Mouth. I need... mouth."

She wanted to be filled. She wanted both ends plugged. She wanted the circuit closed.

George didn't wait. He slid off the chair. He knelt in front of her.

He was face-to-face with his girlfriend. Her mouth was open, slack with pleasure. Her eyes were locked on his.

He moved closer. He pressed the head of his cock against her lips.

She opened wide. She took him in.

He slid into her warm, wet mouth.

It was an entirely different sensation than the frantic blowjob in the hallway. This was grounding.

He felt the shockwave of Trent’s thrusts traveling through her body. Every time Trent slammed into her from behind, Charity surged forward, taking George deeper. He was physically connected to the act, feeling the other man’s power transferred through her spine and into his own cock.

He wasn't big enough to gag her. He knew that. He didn't have the length to hit the back of her throat like Trent did with Bianca.

And honestly? He was glad.

It meant she could breathe. It meant she could look at him. It meant he could fuck her face with a rhythm that complemented Trent’s, rather than competing with it.

"Yeah," Trent grunted from behind. "Fill her up, George. Shut her up."

The command spiked George’s adrenaline.

He grabbed the back of Charity’s head. He started to thrust into her mouth, matching Trent’s cadence. Thrust. Thrust. Thrust.

Charity was the bridge. She was moaning around George’s cock, the sound vibrating against his skin.

Trent picked up the pace. He was sprinting now.

"I'm close," Trent warned. His voice was a ragged growl. "Charity, I'm gonna explode."

The warning pushed Charity over the edge.

She clamped down on George. Her eyes went wide. She started to shake.

"Mmph!" she screamed against George’s dick.

She was coming. George could feel it in the way her throat tightened, in the way her whole body convulsed.

The sight of her getting pounded from behind by the architect, sucking him (her boyfriend) dry, completely destroyed by pleasure was too much.

George couldn't hold back.

"Me too," George gasped. "Me too."

Trent roared. He drove his hips forward and held them there, burying himself to the hilt, shaking as he poured himself into the condom.

At the exact same moment, George snapped.

He drove deep into her mouth. He exploded.

Charity drank him down. She swallowed his release while her body milked Trent’s. She looked up at George, her eyes wet, frantic, and filled with a terrifying amount of love.

They stayed like that for a long moment as a human chain of exhaustion and fluids. The only sound in the room was the harsh, synchronized breathing of three people who had just left the planet together, and the soft, approving hum of Bianca watching from the sidelines.


Chapter 11

Trent pulled out.

The sound was wet and final, a suction seal breaking in the quiet room. Charity let out a small, bereft noise and collapsed forward onto the Persian rug, her face buried in the wool fibers.

Trent stood up. He looked down at himself. The XL Magnum was full, heavy with the evidence of his work. He peeled it off with a practiced, casual efficiency, tying it into a knot.

He didn't look for a trash can. He tossed the knotted latex onto the coffee table. It landed with a soft thud next to the empty wine glasses and the discarded foil wrapper.

It was a statement. I was here. I did this. You clean it up.

Trent walked over to Bianca. He was still semi-hard, his body glistening with sweat. Bianca stood up from the armchair and wrapped her arms around his waist, kissing his shoulder.

"Good job, babe," she whispered.

Trent kissed her forehead. He looked like a man who had finished exactly what he came to do.

George didn't look at them. He slid off the sofa and onto the floor next to Charity.

She was trembling. Microscopic tremors ran through her shoulders. George gathered her up. He pulled her into his lap, ignoring the mess of fluids on her thighs, ignoring the smell of sex that hung heavy in the air.

"Charity," he murmured. He smoothed her hair back from her sweaty forehead. "You okay?"

She blinked up at him. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused. She looked like she was returning from an out of body experience.

"George," she whispered. She reached up and touched his face. "You were there."

"I was there," George said. "I was right there."

He was wired. His heart was still hammering against his ribs. The adrenaline in his system was screaming for more. He wanted to grab a bottle of tequila, turn the music up, and see what else could happen. He looked at Trent and Bianca, hoping for a round two.

But the professionals were already powering down.

"We should get going," Trent said. He was pulling on his jeans, buttoning the fly with a calmness that bordered on insulting. "Early start tomorrow. Clients."

"Right," George said. He tried to mask the disappointment. "Clients."

Bianca slipped back into her red jumpsuit. She looked like someone who had already moved on to thinking about sleep. She walked over to George and Charity, who were still tangled on the floor.

"You guys are fun," Bianca said. She leaned down and kissed Charity on the top of the head. "Real fun. Call us."

"We will," Charity mumbled against George’s chest.

They saw themselves out. The front door clicked shut, sealing the silence back inside the house.

For a long moment, nobody moved. George just held his girlfriend on the floor of their living room, staring at the used condom on the coffee table, physical evidence.

"Shower," George said finally.

He helped her up. She wobbled, her legs giving way, and he had to catch her. She laughed, a breathless, giddy sound.

"My legs don't work," she said.

"He wrecked you," George said, pride swelling in his chest.

"Yeah. He did."

They walked upstairs, leaning on each other.

The shower was hot. Steam filled the enclosure, turning the glass opaque. George washed her. He used a washcloth to gently clean her thighs, her stomach, the red marks on her ass. He was the caretaker now.

"So," George said, soaping her back. "That happened."

"It happened," Charity said. She leaned her forehead against the cool tile. "I can't believe I did that. I can't believe I sucked him right in front of you."

"I loved it," George said. He pressed his chest against her back, wrapping his arms around her slippery waist. "But be honest. What did you like better? Him or her?"

Charity turned in his arms. The water cascaded over her face. She looked thoughtful.

"Bianca was... hot," she admitted. "It was sexy. It was fun to kiss her. But..."

"But?"

"But having you two there," she said. Her eyes darkened. "Having Trent fuck me while you watched... while you held me... that was the drug, George. I liked Bianca, but I think I prefer being the only girl in the room."

George smiled. It was the answer he wanted. He didn't want a commune. He wanted a spotlight.

"Noted," George said. "Next time, we focus on the men."

"Next time?" she teased.

"Oh, there's going to be a next time."

They dried off and fell into bed. The sheets were cool and crisp, a stark contrast to the heat of the shower.

George wasn't done. He had come twice, once in her mouth, once in the kitchen, but the intimacy of the shower had woken something else up. A slower, deeper hunger.

He pulled her close. He kissed her, tasting the toothpaste and the lingering ghost of the night.

He climbed on top of her.

"I need to feel you," he whispered.

He slid inside.

She was incredibly loose. Trent had stretched her, opened her up in a way George never could. He felt like he was swimming in her. It didn't make him feel inadequate; it made him feel welcome.

He moved slowly. Long, languid strokes. He watched her face in the moonlight filtering through the blinds. She wasn't screaming now. She wasn't biting her lip in pain-pleasure. She was smiling. She was present.

"You're mine," George whispered.

"Yours," she agreed. "Always."

He lasted a long time. The friction was gentle, and his body was tired, allowing him to ride the edge for twenty minutes. He watched her breathing even out. He watched her hands roam over his back, grounding him.

Finally, she wrapped her legs around his waist and squeezed.

"Now," she breathed. "Fill me up."

George let go. It wasn't the powerful explosion of the living room. It was a warm, heavy release. He poured himself into her, covering Trent’s tracks, reclaiming the space inside.

He collapsed next to her.

Charity curled into his side, her head on his chest. Her breathing slowed, dipping toward sleep.

George stared at the ceiling.

The house was quiet. But the energy had shifted. The walls had seen things now. The furniture had stories.

He thought about Trent. He thought about the way Trent had commanded the room, the way he had managed two women with the ease of a conductor. George wanted that confidence. He wanted to learn that language.

He looked at the woman sleeping in his arms and thought: there she is. The one Trent saw coming from across a pool deck ten years before George did.

He closed his eyes, a smile touching his lips.

The box wasn't just open. They had burned it for firewood. George stared at the ceiling and started thinking about next time.







A Note from Zoya Lane

Hey there, gorgeous,

Thanks for exploring with George and Charity and friends, and peeking at what happens behind closed doors.

If this one made you bite your lip or flip back to reread a scene do me a favor and leave a review. Reviews are how readers like you find stories like this, and they're basically the reason I get to keep writing them.

Charity's journey will continue. Part 3 is coming in late April 2026. George wants more and so does Charity.

While you wait, I have other wicked little experiments on the shelf:

Sweating with Her Gym Crushes: A high-intensity study on elevated heart rates, heavy lifting, and the "cardio" benefits of two very buff gym buddies.

My First Threesome Experiment: A college party, two hot guys, and a freshman woman about to learn what college is really about.

Exploring Away From Home: A trio of stories about women finding themselves between two men in a bed that is not their own.

Stay curious, stay hydrated, and come back in late April.

Love, Zoya Lane
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