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Synopsis



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


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



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

Click here to join my newsletter!


My Husband and My Boss



By the time I hung up the phone, I’d stopped hearing my own voice. That was the fourth client call in a row, and my jaw ached from holding a polite, engaged smile. Not that they could see it, but people could hear when you were smiling. They could hear if you gave a damn. And in this business, in this office, sounding like you gave a damn was half the job.

I dropped my headset and leaned back in my chair with a sigh, massaging my neck where stress had been curling like vines all morning. My inbox was a mess. I had a half-finished brief due in two hours and three Slack messages blinking red at the bottom of my screen, but for a second, I let myself breathe. Just a second. The jasmine tea in my mug had gone cold and bitter, but the scent still clung to the rim, comforting in that soft, familiar way.

I liked the work. The pressure. The pacing. It made me feel like I had purpose, like I wasn’t fading into domestic autopilot, like I was still me—not just Rachel-the-wife, but Rachel-the-woman-who-delivered.

I glanced down at my blouse. Soft gray silk. Tailored but not tight. It skimmed over my body in a way that made me feel put together, even when I was fraying at the edges. I liked clothes that whispered “I see you,” even if no one was looking. There was something empowering in it. Quiet power. Mine.

But then I heard it—that telltale click of heels on polished wood floors.

Celeste, my boss.

I didn’t have to look up to know. No one else walked like that in this office—no one else dared. The air shifted when she entered a room. People straightened in their chairs. Voices dropped. Even the interns stopped pretending to work and actually did.

I raised my eyes slowly over the rim of my mug.

She was gliding past the bullpen like she owned the building, which, let’s be honest, she practically did. Her black blazer clung to her like it was afraid to let go, hugging the curves of her full breasts and cinched waist. Her skirt—sleek, charcoal, and slit just enough to hint at scandal—made her legs look impossibly long.

She paused beside Darren’s desk, one of our newest hires. Poor kid didn’t stand a chance.

Celeste leaned in, one hip cocked, a glossy red nail tapping the edge of his screen. “You’re telling me that was your pitch?” she said, voice as smooth as honey but with an edge that made Darren swallow audibly. “Darling, that headline’s not going to make anyone want to click. You’re teasing a kiss, not signing divorce papers. Again.”

She winked, her mouth curving like she knew just how much tension she left in her wake.

Darren stammered something incoherent. She laughed and moved on, hips swaying like they were part of the performance. Like she knew every eye was on her—and loved it.

I tried not to watch. I really did. I had work to do. Clients to wrangle. Metrics to meet.

But my eyes followed her.

Celeste Monroe was dangerous. Brilliant. Beautiful in that high-gloss, old-Hollywood way that made you feel suddenly underdressed no matter what you were wearing. Her eyes were feline—sharp, sly, knowing. Her laugh could slice a room in half. I used to tell myself she was all theater, all smoke and mirrors. But the truth was, I admired the hell out of her.

She didn’t apologize for taking up space. She didn’t make herself smaller to keep others comfortable. She flirted shamelessly, gave orders like gifts, and walked like her thighs were worth worshipping.

And lately… I couldn’t help but notice her more.

Not just her work ethic or her wardrobe. Not just the way she took control of a pitch meeting and made every male client go soft in the head. I noticed the way her blouse clung when she leaned over a desk. The way she licked her thumb when flipping through notes. The way she said my name—slow and smooth, like she was trying it on in her mouth.

I’d always thought I was straight. And I was—mostly. Married. Happy. Sex was good, love was better. Aaron and I were solid. Stable. Safe.

But Celeste was none of those things. And maybe that was why the heat at the base of my spine didn’t make any damn sense.

I shook it off and turned back to my screen. No time for distractions.

Still, as I clicked open the next brief and began typing notes, I caught myself glancing down the hallway again.

Just a flicker. Just a pulse of something strange and low and hot.

I told myself it was nothing. Just curiosity. Just workplace tension. Just admiration, the kind women like me sometimes felt for women like her.

When I looked up from my screen and saw Aaron walking toward me, I blinked, surprised and instantly smiling.

He looked a little out of place among the pressed slacks and sleek skirts of our open-plan office, but in that warm, charming way he always did. Like he knew he didn’t belong in a world of stylized branding and corporate posturing, but he was happy to show up anyway, just for me.

His button-down was soft blue, sleeves rolled to the elbows, and the way his forearms flexed made my stomach flutter in a familiar way. His hair was still damp from his morning shower, just starting to curl at the edges. Clean-cut, yes. Predictable? Maybe. But he was mine—and I loved that about him. He wasn’t flashy. He wasn’t trying to seduce every woman in the room.

He only had eyes for me.

Most of the time.

“Hey, stranger,” I said, standing and brushing my palms down the sides of my pencil skirt. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m going to take you out to lunch,” he said, smiling like it had been his idea all along and not just a last-minute whim. “Figured you’d forget to eat if I didn’t show up and force you.”

He wasn’t wrong. I leaned up to kiss him on the cheek, brushing my lips against stubble that was just starting to grow in. His scent hit me—subtle, clean, that little trace of spice from his aftershave—and I instantly wanted to crawl into his lap and let him feed me grapes like some pampered Roman concubine.

Instead, I gave him a wink. “You’re the best.”

“I know.” He grinned, eyes warm. “Were you ready now or do you need a few?”

“I could use a break,” I said. “Let me just run to the bathroom first. I’ll be two seconds.”

He nodded. I slipped my phone into my purse and started toward the hallway, already running through a mental checklist of what I needed to do before the end of the day. But I paused in front of the mirror in the restroom all the same, adjusting my blouse, smoothing my lipstick. Just because I was married didn’t mean I didn’t like looking good for him.

By the time I returned, I could see Aaron was no longer standing alone.

Celeste was at my desk.

Her hip rested casually against the edge, posture relaxed but undeniably poised. She held a glass of sparkling water in one hand, the other gesturing mid-story as she spoke. Her voice carried just enough to be heard without trying—velvety, amused, with that sultry lilt she used when she was enjoying herself too much.

Aaron stood across from her, hands in his pockets. His smile was polite. His stance relaxed. But I saw the tension in his jaw, the flush in his cheeks.

His eyes weren’t on her face. Not always.

I stopped halfway between the hallway and my desk, hidden just enough behind a partition to watch without being seen.

Celeste leaned in slightly as she laughed at something he said, her lips parting, her eyes glittering with something not entirely innocent. She touched his arm lightly, playfully—just a brush of her fingers, but enough to make my mouth go dry.

Aaron didn’t flinch. He didn’t lean into it, either. But there was a tightness in his posture that gave him away. He wasn’t uncomfortable. He was aroused—and trying not to be.

I should have marched straight over, made my presence known, reclaimed my husband. But I couldn’t move. I was frozen, riveted. Watching.

Celeste looked stunning—effortless and powerful in a way I could never pull off, not even on my best day. Her blouse gaped slightly at the front, offering just a hint of cleavage when she leaned forward. Her nails were glossy, her smile lazy, and the way she stood—poised and confident, like she knew she was desirable—made something twist deep in my belly.

I felt it again. That strange, disorienting pulse.

Jealousy. Hot and bitter. But there was something else, too—something that made my skin buzz.

She was flirting with him. Flagrantly. And I hated how much it turned me on.

I’d never looked at her like that before. But now, with her body tilted toward my husband, with her mouth soft and teasing, I saw things I hadn’t let myself notice. The curve of her hips. The way her blouse clung to her chest. The glint of dominance in her eyes. She didn’t just want his attention—she expected it. Like men giving her that look was a fact of her existence. Like she could have any man in the room if she snapped her fingers.

Even mine.

Something dark and primal fluttered to life in me.

I stepped forward finally, legs shaky beneath my skirt. “Hey, Babe,” I called. “You ready to go?” My heels clicked once against the floor and Celeste’s gaze flicked toward me, not surprised. She took one last slow sip of her water and turned to face me fully, her smile stretching wider.

“Well, well,” she said smoothly, her eyes flicking between me and Aaron. “I didn’t realize.”

“Didn’t realize what?” I asked, trying to keep my voice light even as heat flushed up my neck.

She gestured between us, lifting a brow. “That he was yours.” Her lips curled in a smirk, like it amused her. “That’s a shame.”

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

Celeste winked at me—at me, not Aaron—then turned and walked away, hips swaying as she disappeared into her office like she hadn’t just dropped a live grenade at my feet.

Aaron exhaled like he’d been holding his breath the entire time.

I looked at him, really looked, and saw how flustered he still was. How his body hadn’t quite caught up to his brain yet. His cheeks were still faintly red. There was a bulge in the front of his pants that he clearly hadn’t adjusted for yet.

And god help me, I felt a rush of heat between my thighs at the sight of it.

I should’ve been furious. Possessive. Instead, my whole body was on fire.

“Let’s go,” I said, grabbing my purse.

Aaron nodded, falling in step beside me as we made our way to the elevator. But I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d just seen.

About Celeste.

About the way she’d looked at my husband. About the way she’d looked at me.

About that one little phrase, tossed off like it didn’t matter, like it wasn’t going to echo in my head all day.

“That’s a shame.”

I didn’t know what it meant yet. But something inside me had started to unravel—and I was terrified to see where it would lead.
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The café was quiet. A little off the main drag, tucked behind a florist and a yoga studio, with mismatched chairs and chalkboard menus that changed depending on the barista’s mood. I’d always loved this place—warm wood tables, sunlight filtering through ivy-covered windows, the soft hiss of espresso machines and low conversation. It smelled like cardamom and steamed milk.

Usually, I’d feel myself exhale the second we sat down here. Today, my body hadn’t unclenched.

Aaron unwrapped our sandwiches while I stirred sugar into my tea with more force than necessary. I kept my face soft, pretending I was fine. That my thighs weren’t pressed together under the table. That I hadn’t spent the whole walk over thinking about Celeste’s lips, or the faint bulge in my husband’s pants when she touched his arm.

"Roasted red pepper again?" I asked, forcing a smile.

Aaron nodded. "You know me. Creature of habit."

I gave a small laugh. I tried. God, I tried to be normal. I asked about his morning. He told me about a client who kept misspelling “invoice” in every email. I teased him about his inbox folder names. He reached across the table and stole a piece of lettuce from my plate like he always did.

From the outside, we looked like any other couple having lunch. Comfortable. Familiar. Married. But there was a knot in my chest that hadn’t loosened since I walked up to my desk and found my boss shamelessly flirting with my husband.

I took a slow sip of tea and set it down, carefully aligning the cup with the edge of the saucer. “So…” I started, staring at the delicate swirl of milk still shifting in the amber liquid. “What did she say to you?”

Aaron blinked, mid-chew, like he hadn’t expected the question.

“Celeste,” I clarified. “While I was gone. What was that about?”

He swallowed and reached for his water. “Oh. Nothing, really. Just small talk.”

“A lot of small talk,” I said lightly. “You two seemed cozy.”

“She’s… she’s just flirty,” he said with a shrug. “That’s her whole vibe, right?”

“She didn’t know you were married.”

He hesitated. “It didn’t come up. She’s your boss, I figured she already knew.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t mention me before that?”

Aaron rubbed the back of his neck. “I mean, I didn’t have a chance. She kind of… launched into conversation.”

“Right.” I picked at a corner of my sandwich but didn’t eat it.

He leaned forward, brow furrowed. “Rachel. It was nothing.”

That word again. Nothing. Like my boss touching his arm, leaning into his space, eye-fucking him across my desk was something we should both just laugh off.

“She was flirting,” I said. Not a question.

He exhaled slowly, pressing his lips together. “I didn’t flirt back.”

I looked at him then—really looked. The flush still lingered faintly along his cheekbones. His shirt collar was rumpled where she’d probably leaned too close. And something about the way he shifted in his seat told me everything I needed to know.

“You found her attractive.”

His eyes snapped to mine. “Rachel…”

“You did.”

“No.” He shook his head too quickly. “I mean—not like that. She’s just—she’s…”

“Hot,” I supplied, voice quieter now.

Aaron looked down at his plate. “She’s very confident.”

“Confident,” I echoed. “And stacked. And flirty. And she knows it.”

He didn’t argue.

The silence between us stretched, the kind that wasn’t heavy but charged. Like the air before a storm. My heart beat faster, for reasons I couldn’t fully name. I wasn’t angry. Not exactly. I wasn’t hurt, either. I was… restless. And warm. And off.

And underneath all that, something was throbbing.

Not just in my chest.

My thighs squeezed tighter.

I didn’t want to ask the next question, but it burned at the tip of my tongue.

“Would you sleep with her if we weren’t together?” I asked.

Aaron’s head snapped up, eyes wide. “What?”

I laughed once, sharp and embarrassed. “Sorry. Stupid question.”

He stared at me, blinking like he wasn’t sure if it was a trap.

“I just… I saw your face, Aaron. I saw the way you looked at her.”

He swallowed, hard. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t look at her any differently than anyone else.”

He wasn’t being honest. Maybe he was in denial, but I’d seen something change in him. Something twisted in me again—but it wasn’t quite jealousy this time. Or maybe it was, but mixed with something darker. Something hotter.

I reached for my tea, fingers trembling faintly, and drank it down like it might cool the heat pulsing through my center. It didn’t.

We didn’t speak for a minute. The café chatter buzzed on around us—cutlery clinking, espresso steaming, someone laughing behind the counter. But in our little corner, everything had shifted.

Aaron cleared his throat. “Are you upset?”

I looked at him. At the man I loved. The man who looked at me every night like I was the only woman in the world. Who still touched me like he meant it, even after all these years.

“No,” I said. “I’m not upset.”

He let out a breath, and I watched his shoulders relax.

But my mind was still racing. And my body… was humming.

Because when I closed my eyes, I didn’t just see Celeste touching him.

I saw her touching me.
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The office felt different when I came back from lunch—like something had shifted beneath the surface. The hum of conversation, the clicking of keyboards, the dry hiss of the printer down the hall... it all blurred around me. Background noise. White static.

I kept my head down, pretending to scroll through emails I wasn’t reading, pretending I wasn’t clenching my thighs under the desk every time the memory of Celeste’s voice replayed in my head.

That’s a shame.

The way she’d said it—playful, casual, dripping with heat. It wasn’t just the words. It was the way her eyes had raked over Aaron like he was something she could unwrap with her teeth. And worse, the way she’d looked at me—like she knew exactly what her presence was doing to my insides.

Like she enjoyed it.

I’d told myself to let it go. That it didn’t matter. That she’d flirted, and Aaron had been polite, and nothing actually happened.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

About the blush on Aaron’s cheeks. About the smug twist of Celeste’s mouth. About the heat pooling low in my belly every time I imagined what might’ve happened if I’d taken five more minutes in the bathroom.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I was standing in front of her door.

The frosted glass read Celeste Monroe, Director of Marketing in bold black letters, and through the blurry outline I could see her seated at her desk, one leg crossed over the other, hair spilling over her shoulder in soft waves. I raised my hand to knock. Paused. Then knocked twice, heart hammering like I was about to confess something I hadn’t even admitted to myself.

“Come in,” she called, sing-song and unbothered.

I opened the door and stepped inside.

Celeste looked up from her laptop and smiled. Not surprised. Not startled. Just amused.

“Well, well. Mrs. Parker.” Her lips curved like she already knew why I was there. “Coming to warn me off your man?”

I shut the door behind me. “I just thought we should clear the air.”

She cocked her head. “Clear the air. That sounds very official.”

I took a step forward. My palms were damp. My throat was dry. But I didn’t let my voice waver. “You knew he was married. You said so.”

“I didn’t when we started talking,” she said, lifting a brow. “He wasn’t exactly wearing a ring on his forehead.”

“But when I walked up—”

“I put it together, sure.” She stood, slow and smooth, like a cat stretching. “He didn’t mention you. But that wasn’t a surprise.”

My breath caught. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Celeste shrugged. “It’s just… men don’t always advertise when they belong to someone. Especially when they’re being flirted with.”

My hands curled at my sides. “He wasn’t flirting back.”

“No.” She walked around her desk and leaned against it, arms folding beneath her full chest. “But he wasn’t stopping me either.”

I hated how right she was.

“I just think it’s inappropriate,” I said, voice thinner now. “He’s my husband. You’re my boss.”

Celeste smiled wider. “Honey, I didn’t fuck him on your desk. I made conversation.”

My face burned. “You—”

“I didn’t know he was yours. And if I had?” She let that hang for a moment, her gaze holding mine. “It wouldn’t have stopped me.”

My mouth went dry.

Celeste watched me quietly, her expression unreadable now. Her voice, when she spoke again, was soft. Almost too soft. “You didn’t come in here to scold me. Not really.”

I stared at her, chest rising and falling too quickly. “What are you talking about?”

She pushed off the desk and came closer. Not threatening. Just close enough that I could smell her perfume—jasmine and amber and something faintly sharp, like pepper. Her eyes flicked down my body, slowly, then back up. “You’re flushed,” she murmured. “Heart racing. Breath tight.”

She wasn’t wrong.

“You came in here,” she said, lowering her voice even more, “because it turned you on. Watching me flirt with your husband. Watching him respond to it. You didn’t expect it, but it lit you up, didn’t it?”

I stepped back, but not fast enough. Not far enough.

Celeste didn’t touch me. She didn’t have to.

My skin felt hot everywhere. My core throbbed beneath the waistband of my skirt. My nipples had hardened beneath my bra, embarrassingly obvious against the thin fabric of my blouse.

I wanted to deny it. To laugh. To scoff.

“You’re imagining it,” I said hoarsely.

Celeste’s smile was lazy and knowing. “Sure I am.”

She turned back to her desk and picked up a pen, already dismissing me. “Door’s always open if you need to talk again.”

I stood there another moment, frozen, heart jackhammering in my chest.

Then I turned and walked out.

I didn’t speak to anyone on the way back to my desk. I didn’t make eye contact. I sat down in my chair, clicked into a spreadsheet I couldn’t see, and tried to calm the rush of heat flooding through my body like I’d swallowed something wicked and it was still burning its way down.

I should’ve been angry.

But I was soaked.
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The house was quiet when I got home.

Aaron had gone straight to the dining room table with his laptop, flipping open spreadsheets and muttering to himself about quarterly reports. I’d kissed the top of his head on my way past, murmured something about taking a bath, and disappeared down the hallway before he could really look at me.

I didn’t want him to see my face.

Not like this—flushed, jittery, wound so tight that the brush of air across my bare arms felt like a tease.

The tub filled slowly, steam rising in soft tendrils. I poured in too much of the lavender soak and watched the water swirl purple before settling into a cloudy haze. The scent was meant to calm me. I needed calm. I needed stillness.

But the second I sank into the heat, my body betrayed me.

The ache was still there, low and deep, between my legs and behind my ribs. I pressed my thighs together and sank further, water lapping just beneath my breasts. My skin prickled in the steam, overly sensitized and too aware of itself.

I closed my eyes. Tried to let the warmth wash it all away.

But it didn’t.

Celeste's voice echoed first.

That’s a shame.

Then her face. Her lips, glossy and curved into that smirk. Her body—taut and womanly and shameless—poised like she was born to be touched. The way she looked at Aaron like he was something she might sample if the mood struck her.

And worse—the way she looked at me.

I tried to shove the thoughts away. To focus on my breathing. But my hand had already drifted beneath the surface of the water, fingers gliding lightly over my thigh, then up—higher—until they pressed against the swollen heat between my legs.

I wasn’t thinking about my husband anymore.

Not really.

In my mind, I saw Celeste climbing into his lap, knees bracketing his hips, skirt hiked indecently high. I saw her taking his face in her hands and kissing him, deep and hungry, while I stood in the doorway unable to move.

I imagined her moaning into his neck as he kissed down her throat, his hands gripping her ass through that tight pencil skirt. Her blouse unbuttoned. Her breasts spilling out. His mouth on one, then the other, while she tangled her fingers in his hair and arched against him.

My fingers moved in slow, careful circles over my clit, teasing the way she would tease him. No rush. Just unbearable, curling heat.

And I was still there in the room. Watching.

Not stopping it.

Not wanting to stop it.

Celeste glanced at me in the fantasy, her lips parted, chest rising and falling as she rocked her hips against him. Her voice was low, dark, teasing. You like watching, don’t you?

I whimpered, the sound echoing in the tiled room. My free hand gripped the edge of the tub as I gave in, my movements more desperate now. My legs fell open, water sloshing gently with each flex of my thighs. I imagined Aaron's moan, the sound of skin meeting skin, the slick slide of Celeste’s body riding him while my name slipped from his lips like a prayer.

“Oh god…” I whispered, breath catching. “Oh god…”

My orgasm hit fast—sharp and shivering. My hips jerked once, then twice, every nerve lit up like wire. I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loud. My fingers didn’t stop until the waves had passed, and I was left floating, limp and buzzing, the bathwater cooling around me.

I stared at the ceiling, heart racing.

Shame bloomed in my chest like a bruise. But so did something else—something darker. Something dangerous.

Because I didn’t just want the fantasy.

I wanted to feel it.

To see it with my own eyes.

To know what it would do to me… to him… to us.

And I wasn’t sure how much longer I could keep pretending otherwise.
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I told myself I was staying late to get ahead on next week’s campaign strategy. That the quiet of the after-hours office would help me focus. That I needed the extra time.

But it was a lie.

I didn’t need more time with my spreadsheets.

I needed time with my thoughts. Alone. Uninterrupted. Time to build the courage to do something I hadn’t let myself name until now.

Outside, the sky had gone dark, the office lit only by the soft glow of a few desk lamps and the distant hum of the cleaning crew down the hall. The place had emptied out an hour ago. Except for me.

And Celeste.

Her door was shut. The faint sounds of typing filtered through the glass, steady and methodical. She probably didn’t even know I was still here. Or maybe she did. Maybe she’d been waiting, just like I was.

I stared at my phone screen, thumb hovering over the message.

Car won’t start. Can you pick me up?

I hesitated for only a second before hitting send.

The reply came back almost immediately:

On my way. Want anything?

God, he was sweet. Always thinking about me. Always trying to take care of me.

He had no idea what he was walking into.

I stood slowly, smoothing my skirt, my hands trembling just enough that I had to grip the desk to steady myself. Then I moved—heels echoing softly against the hardwood as I crossed the hallway and opened Celeste’s door without knocking.

She glanced up, eyes narrowing in interest. “Burning the midnight oil?”

I stepped inside. “Can I use your office? Just for a minute?”

She arched one perfect brow. “You want to borrow my office?”

I nodded. “Please.”

Celeste tilted her head, curious, but stood anyway. “Sure. Knock yourself out.” She picked up her tablet and walked past me, brushing against my shoulder with a warmth that made me shiver. “I’ll be in the lounge.”

I didn’t answer. Just waited for the door to click shut behind her before I turned the lock.

And then I waited.

It wasn’t long before I heard footsteps in the hallway, followed by Aaron’s voice: “Rachel?”

I opened the door and pulled him inside before he could ask questions.

He blinked, looking around at the sleek interior—glass desk, moody lighting, leather chairs that cost more than our sofa at home. “What’s going on?”

I didn’t answer right away.

Instead, I walked to the middle of the room and turned to face him, heart pounding so hard I was afraid he could see it through my blouse.

“There’s something I need to say,” I whispered. “And I need you to just… listen.”

Aaron nodded, cautious. “Okay.”

“I’ve been thinking about something,” I said. “Ever since you met Celeste.”

His brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

I stepped closer, the words trembling on my tongue. “I keep picturing it. You. Her. Together.”

He looked stunned. “What?”

I swallowed hard. “I want to see you with her.”

Aaron stared at me like I’d spoken in a language he didn’t understand. “You mean… like…”

“I want to watch.” My voice was shaking now. “I want to see you touch her. Kiss her. Make her come. While I watch.”

He looked dazed. Breathless.

“I don’t want to be left out,” I added quickly. “I just… want to see what happens. I want to feel it.”

There was a beat of silence where he just stared at me, eyes wide and dark.

Then he stepped forward. His hands landed on my waist, firm and warm, grounding me. “Are you serious?”

I nodded. “Completely.”

His mouth opened, closed again. “Rach, I—”

Before he could finish, the door opened.

Celeste stood in the doorway, arms folded, lips parted in amused surprise. “Well,” she said, her eyes sliding over the two of us. “This is unexpected.”

I met her gaze, throat dry. “We were talking.”

“I can see that.” Her smile was slow, wicked. “And what were we talking about?”

Aaron looked like he might short-circuit. But I didn’t break eye contact. “I told him what I want.”

Celeste’s eyes glittered. “And what’s that?”

“You,” I said. “With him.”

She was quiet for a beat, taking that in.

Then she stepped inside, closing the door behind her and locking it with a soft click.

“Right here?” she asked, voice like velvet. “Right now?”

Aaron turned to me, searching my face. “Are you sure?”

I nodded, stepping back, giving them space. “Yes.”

He looked at Celeste, then back at me. His breath was shallow now, his chest rising and falling. He didn’t ask for permission.

He already had it.

And his body knew exactly what to do.

Celeste didn’t rush.

She never did.

She walked toward him like a woman who already knew how the night would end—slow steps, hips swaying just enough to feel intentional, but never vulgar. Her heels clicked softly against the office floor, the sound sharp and hypnotic in the otherwise quiet room.

Aaron stood frozen. Still, but not calm. I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his fingers curled slightly at his sides. Like he didn’t know whether to reach for her or brace himself.

Celeste circled him like a lioness, one red nail trailing across the back of his shirt as she moved around to face him. Her eyes were on his. Then on his mouth.

And then on me.

She smiled—wicked, slow, knowing—and cupped his jaw in both hands.

The kiss she gave him was soft at first. Barely there. Just a tease of her lips on his. But Aaron gasped, and that was all the permission she needed. She kissed him again, fuller this time, with heat in her mouth and dominance in her body. Her tongue flicked against his bottom lip, and I saw his restraint start to unravel right there in front of me.

My breath caught in my throat.

I stood back, only a few feet away, hands clenched at my sides, heart pounding like I’d run a mile. I couldn’t move. Could barely breathe. All I could do was watch.

And I wanted to watch.

I wanted to see how far he’d let her take it. I wanted to see what she’d do when she realized he wouldn’t stop her. And I wanted to feel that ache build and build until I couldn’t take it anymore.

My hand slipped beneath the hem of my skirt before I realized I’d moved. My fingers brushed the inside of my thigh, trembling slightly, then slid higher. I wasn’t wearing tights. Just panties. Damp ones.

Celeste’s hands wandered as she kissed him—over his chest, then down to the buttons of his shirt. She undid them one by one, slow and unhurried, her mouth never far from his. When she pulled the fabric apart, she made a low sound of appreciation, like unwrapping something she couldn’t wait to taste.

Aaron made a strangled noise in his throat as she licked along the line of his jaw. His eyes fluttered shut.

But hers stayed open.

Locked on me.

That eye contact sent a jolt through my body, heat coiling low in my belly as I rubbed slow, deliberate circles through the soaked fabric of my panties. I could barely think. My pulse roared in my ears. The air felt thick and humid, as if we were underwater.

Celeste’s lips trailed from his jaw to his neck. She kissed just beneath his ear, then sucked gently—enough to make him groan.

“You taste nervous,” she murmured.

“I’m not,” he whispered, voice rough.

She pulled back and smiled. “Not anymore.”

She pushed his shirt off his shoulders and let it fall. Her palms slid over his chest, nails grazing down his ribs, then lower—teasing the waistband of his pants.

I bit my lip, my fingers now moving faster beneath my skirt. I didn’t care if they saw. I wanted to be seen.

Aaron opened his eyes and looked at me for the first time since the kiss. His pupils were blown wide, his lips red and wet. He looked dazed—but not unsure.

He knew I was touching myself. And he didn’t look away.

His breath hitched when Celeste unfastened his belt. He glanced down as she dragged the zipper down slowly, fingers brushing against the erection already straining behind the fabric.

She made a low, pleased sound. “God, you’re hard.”

He let out a shaky laugh. “No kidding.”

She slipped his pants down his hips, and they fell to the floor with a soft whoosh. He stepped out of them, now bare from the waist up except for his boxers. His arousal pressed tight against the fabric, and Celeste stroked him over it once, casually, like she was testing the weight of something she already owned.

Then she looked at me again.

“You like watching, don’t you?” she asked, voice low and velvet-slick.

I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

She smiled, satisfied.

Then she kissed him again—harder this time—and Aaron finally gave in.

He kissed her back like he couldn’t help it, like he’d been holding back for too long. His hands gripped her waist, then slid lower, over the curve of her ass. She gasped into his mouth, and he pulled her closer, grinding against her with barely-controlled need.

I whimpered.

Celeste turned them, backing toward the desk without breaking the kiss, pulling him with her like gravity. Her blouse rode up slightly as she leaned back, and Aaron’s hands were everywhere—palming her curves, pulling her against him, stroking the sides of her thighs like he wanted to memorize them.

I watched, breathless and wet and shameless, my fingers still moving, the slick sounds of my arousal barely muffled by cotton.

Aaron’s restraint had shattered.

Celeste knelt slowly, like she had all the time in the world and knew exactly what to do with it.

Aaron’s boxers were already halfway down his thighs, his cock thick and flushed and straining with anticipation. He looked down at her, dazed and helpless, like he couldn’t quite believe this was real.

Neither could I.

I leaned against the far wall, one hand braced behind me, the other deep between my legs. My panties had been pushed to the side minutes ago, and my fingers were slick and working in tight, desperate circles over my clit. My knees felt shaky, my breath coming in gasps, but I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

Celeste didn’t hesitate. Her lips parted and she took him into her mouth with practiced confidence, inch by inch, until he groaned—loud and rough—and buried his hands in her hair. She sucked him slow, then faster, her cheeks hollowing with each stroke. Her hands held his hips in place, controlling the rhythm even as he started to move, small thrusts that betrayed just how close he already was.

“Oh my god,” Aaron gasped. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Neither could I.

But I couldn’t look away.

I watched as Celeste worked him with her mouth, her hand stroking what she couldn’t take, spit glistening along his length. She moaned around him like she was the one getting off, and the sound of it—wet, obscene, hungry—sent a sharp pulse through my clit. I cried out softly, thighs tensing.

When she finally pulled off him, a thin string of saliva connected her lips to the head of his cock. She wiped it away with the back of her hand, eyes gleaming.

“You’re delicious,” she said, licking her bottom lip. “But I want more.”

She stood, slow and fluid, and began unbuttoning her blouse.

Aaron stared like he was under a spell, breathless and unblinking. I couldn’t blame him.

The silk slid off her shoulders, revealing smooth, golden skin and a matching black lace bra that barely contained the fullness of her breasts. She unclasped it and let it fall. Her nipples were hard, peaked and flushed, and Aaron stepped forward without thinking, hands trembling slightly as he cupped her.

He kissed one, then the other, tongue swirling around the tight bud before sucking gently. Celeste gasped, arching against him, her fingers threading through his hair.

I watched, panting, my palm grinding against my mound now, chasing something sharp and rising in my belly. My legs threatened to give out, but I couldn’t stop touching myself. Not while watching my husband kiss another woman like he couldn’t help himself. Not while that woman moaned his name like she’d been waiting for him all her life.

Celeste unzipped her skirt, letting it slide down her hips and pool around her feet. No panties.

Just curves.

Perfect, unapologetic, fuckable curves.

“Take her,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “Aaron. Please. Take her.”

His eyes snapped to mine. He was flushed, chest heaving, cock still hard and wet from her mouth. I saw the question in his face—Are you sure?—but I didn’t need to answer.

My body did. The way I trembled. The way I begged. The way I was already falling apart just from watching.

Celeste turned and bent over the desk, bracing herself with her hands, her legs spread wide enough to show everything. She looked back over her shoulder, smirking. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

Aaron stepped behind her, guiding himself to her entrance. He rubbed the head of his cock along her slick folds, teasing her—and himself—until she whined, pushing back against him.

When he finally slid into her, they both gasped.

He buried himself deep, hands gripping her hips as he began to move. The desk rocked with each thrust, soft grunts and wet slaps filling the air, and Celeste cried out, breathless and unashamed, her fingers curling over the polished surface.

I watched every second.

Watched him slide in and out of her. Watched her body shake. Watched the muscles in his back flex with every snap of his hips.

My fingers worked faster, harder. The heat inside me building, desperate and wild. I was soaked, slick and messy and shameless. I wanted to come. I needed to come.

And I didn’t want it to stop.

Aaron groaned, hips pounding harder now, sweat gleaming along his shoulders. Celeste pushed back to meet him, breath ragged. “Harder,” she panted. “God, yes—harder.”

I cried out, hips jerking. My orgasm hit me like a wave, tearing through me in shudders, my vision white at the edges. I moaned their names, their sounds, everything I was feeling spilling out of me in a rush of pleasure and disbelief.

They didn’t stop.

Not yet.

Aaron was close—I could see it in the way his rhythm stuttered, the way his groans grew louder, more desperate.

Aaron’s rhythm was punishing now. His hands clenched tight around Celeste’s hips as he drove into her again and again, each thrust making her cry out, raw and gorgeous and completely unrestrained. The desk rocked with every movement, its polished surface smeared with handprints and the sheen of bodies working toward a single, inevitable breaking point.

I couldn’t stay on the sidelines any longer.

My legs were shaking, my thighs sticky with arousal, my breath still ragged from the orgasm that had already ripped through me—but I needed more. I needed to be closer. I wanted to feel it.

I stepped toward them, the soft pad of my bare feet nearly silent on the hardwood. Aaron’s back was slick with sweat, the muscles shifting and tightening with every motion. I reached out and let my fingers graze along his spine, then down to the curve of his waist. He shivered at my touch but didn’t stop moving.

I leaned in, pressing my lips softly to his shoulder. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

His groan was hoarse, low in his throat, like he was hanging on by a thread.

I moved around the side of the desk, heart pounding, until I was standing beside Celeste.

Her face was flushed, her eyes glassy with pleasure. Her hands gripped the desk like she was holding herself together, her mouth parted in soft, rhythmic gasps.

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned forward and kissed her.

Her lips were hot, eager. She kissed me back like she’d been waiting for it, like it had been building between us since the first moment she laid eyes on me. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was open-mouthed and hungry, all tongue and heat and want. I tasted my husband on her mouth, the slick trace of him, and I moaned into her like I was falling.

We broke apart just as Aaron slammed into her harder, deeper, and she cried out so sharply it echoed off the walls. Her body jerked, and I watched her come undone in real time—her thighs trembling, her fingers digging into the desk, her face twisted in something exquisite and helpless.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, voice high and breathless. “I’m coming—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

Aaron groaned, the sound broken and deep, his rhythm stuttering as her climax pulled him over the edge with her.

I watched his entire body tense, every muscle taut and trembling. Then he slammed into her one last time with a cry, his release hitting him like a wave. His mouth opened but no words came, only my name—“Rachel”—moaned like a prayer as he spilled inside her, burying himself to the hilt.

Celeste cried out again at the sensation, her whole body shivering beneath him, and I pressed my palm to the back of her thigh, steadying her, grounding myself in the moment as it consumed us all.

Moaning. Panting. Sweat and skin and slick heat.

All of it crashing together in one dizzying, impossible, perfect moment.

Aaron collapsed against her, his chest pressed to her back, both of them breathless and boneless, tangled in a mess of limbs and spent desire.

I reached for them both, trailing my fingers through Aaron’s hair, then down the curve of Celeste’s spine. She was still trembling, her skin slick and glowing, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath.

None of us spoke.

The room pulsed with afterglow—warm, heady, unreal. The kind of silence that didn’t feel empty, but full. Full of everything we’d just done. Full of everything we couldn’t take back.

Aaron slowly pulled out of her, his hand stroking her lower back. He helped her up with a tenderness that twisted something in my chest.

And I just… watched.

I watched the way he kissed her shoulder.

The way she leaned back into his touch without hesitation.

I watched the two of them—my husband, my boss—stand together in the soft, low light of the office, completely bare and completely unguarded.

And I knew things would never go back to the way they were. Because I’d seen something I couldn’t unsee. I’d felt something I couldn’t forget.

Celeste glanced at me then, her eyes heavy-lidded and soft. Aaron looked over at me too, still panting, still dazed, like he wasn’t sure if this had all been a dream.

But I knew it was real.

I could still feel it between my legs.

And deep in my chest, where I’d tucked that forbidden fantasy and finally dared to let it out.

Work would be… complicated after this. Every glance, every meeting, every brush of fingers passing a folder across the table. I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring.

But right now?

Right now, I wasn’t thinking about meetings.

I was thinking about how good it felt to stop pretending I didn’t want this.

All of it.


Only One Bed



The hum of the highway settles into a rhythm, like the sound of white noise in the background of my thoughts. The air vents blow steady, but the car is still warm from the late-morning sun filtering through the windshield. I tug the hem of my sundress across my thighs, more for comfort than modesty, because Kendall is sitting up front with her bare feet on the dash like she owns the place, and I know Jason is sneaking glances at her legs every so often. He probably thinks I don’t notice, but I do.

Kendall tosses her head back, sunglasses perched in her hair instead of over her eyes, and keeps talking about some guy she met at a bar last weekend. “He had this whole bad-boy biker vibe going for him. Leather jacket, tattoos, smirk that screamed I don’t text back. I thought, okay, maybe he’s my type for one night. Then I wake up to a text that says, and I quote, ‘Your beautifull’—with two Ls.”

Jason snorts, shaking his head as he keeps his eyes fixed on the road. “That’s tragic.”

“Tragic is one word for it,” Kendall replies, flashing me a look over her shoulder. “Definite dealbreaker. If a man can’t spell, he’s not getting into my bed.”

I laugh, though my shoulders tighten the way they always do when the conversation veers toward sex. With Kendall, it usually does. She doesn’t shy away from it. She revels in the details, flaunts her escapades like someone showing off vacation photos. And Jason eats it up more than he wants me to notice.

“You’re too picky,” Jason teases, his voice warm but edged with curiosity.

“No,” Kendall says quickly, wagging a finger. “Not picky—selective. There’s a difference. Besides, someone has to balance out you two. You’ve been married, what, five years? And you’re already basically an old couple. Date nights scheduled like dentist appointments. Matching pajamas. Probably missionary-only sex by now.”

“Kendall,” I groan, pushing my hair back from my face.

Jason laughs under his breath, and I swat his arm. “Don’t encourage her.”

“I’m only teasing,” Kendall insists. “You guys are disgustingly perfect. It’s not fair. Meanwhile, I’m one bad Tinder date away from swearing off men entirely.”

“You’ve sworn off men a dozen times,” I remind her.

“Yeah, but I never mean it,” she says with a grin, stretching her long legs across the dash. The denim of her cutoffs is frayed, the threads brushing her smooth thighs. My stomach twists when I notice Jason’s glance flicker down before he catches himself.

I shouldn’t notice. I shouldn’t care. Kendall has that effect on everyone—she fills up a room, pulls all the attention to her like it’s effortless. She’s always been bold and beautiful, the kind of woman men notice in an instant. Even women notice. I’ve never admitted how much I do, but sometimes, when she laughs too loud or tosses her hair back, I feel the tug of her magnetism like a secret lodged in my chest.

“So what’s the plan once you ditch me in the city?” Kendall asks. “Candlelit dinners? Moonlit walks? A couples’ spa package? Vanilla sex at a respectable hour?”

Jason chokes on his laugh, and I whack his shoulder again. “She’s impossible.”

He grins, eyes crinkling at the corners. “She’s not wrong, though. We do have the spa package booked.”

Kendall gasps dramatically, pressing her hand to her chest. “Of course you do. My God. You two really are an ad for marital bliss. Do you even fight?”

Jason glances at me, then back at the road. “Sometimes.”

“About socks,” I say dryly. “And how he leaves them all over the floor.”

Kendall laughs so hard she nearly doubles over. “That’s it? That’s your marriage conflict? Socks?”

“Hey, don’t minimize it,” Jason says, mock-serious. “It’s a recurring issue.”

Her laughter fills the car, bright and contagious. I find myself smiling too, though under it all there’s that prickle of defensiveness, the way her words stick like burrs. Perfect marriage. Sorted out. Bliss. If only she knew how many nights Jason and I spend sitting across from each other at dinner with silence heavy between us. How often I lie awake, wondering if this is it. If comfort and predictability are all that’s left.

Kendall leans her head against the seat and sighs. “God, I need your life. Or at least your husband.”

Jason stiffens, and I feel my body tense right along with him.

She’s joking. She has to be joking. That’s what Kendall does. She pushes buttons, tests boundaries, thrives on shock value. But she doesn’t take it back right away. She just smiles lazily, eyes closed like she didn’t just drop a grenade into the car.

Jason clears his throat. “Careful, Kendall.”

“Relax,” she says with a laugh, waving her hand. “I’m kidding. Sort of.”

I laugh too, because what else can I do? My cheeks burn hot, though, and not just from embarrassment. There’s something under her words, something that makes the air in the car shift. Jason’s jaw tightens, his hands steady on the steering wheel, but I can feel the heat radiating off him.

I look out the window at the endless highway, my reflection faint against the glass. My heart is beating faster than it should, and I don’t know if it’s from irritation or something else.

We stop for gas an hour later, and Kendall insists on buying snacks. She comes back with an armful of chips, candy, and bottled water, dumping them into the backseat with me then slipping in beside me leaving the passenger seat empty.

“Road trip essentials,” she declares, tearing open a bag of sour gummies and offering me one.

Jason shakes his head with a smile as he fills the tank.

I pop one into my mouth and nearly wince at the tang. “You’re going to rot your teeth.”

“Worth it,” she says, her lips stained a little pink from the sugar. She leans closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Besides, I know Jason likes it when I suck on things.”

My eyes widen. “Kendall!”

She bursts out laughing, clutching her stomach, and I throw a gummy at her. It sticks briefly to her tank top before falling into her lap.

“You’re awful,” I mutter, but I can’t help laughing too. I know I should be mad, jealous, or worried. But the truth is, I’m not. I never have been. The truth is, part of me likes it when Jason looks at her.

Jason climbs back into the driver’s seat, raising a brow. “Do I even want to know?”

“Nope,” I say quickly, shooting Kendall a glare.

She winks at me, unbothered. “Girl talk.”

The rest of the drive hums with that same energy—lighthearted banter, Jason trying not to laugh at Kendall’s outrageous comments, me stuck between wanting to scold her and wanting to crawl into the part of myself that wonders what would happen if I stopped pretending to be above it.

By midafternoon, the car is really heating up, sunlight streaming through the windows. Kendall naps with her head tilted toward me, hair falling across her face. Jason glances at her in the rearview mirror, his expression unreadable.

I watch him watch her, the smallest twitch at the corner of his mouth betraying thoughts I don’t want to imagine. But the problem is—I am imagining them. And worse, I’m imagining myself there too.

Her bare knee brushes mine when the car jolts over a bump, and heat pools low in my stomach. She doesn’t move away. Neither do I.

As the miles slip by, Kendall stirs awake and stretches, her tank top riding up enough to expose a sliver of toned stomach. Jason’s gaze flickers again. This time I catch it fully, and for a moment our eyes meet in the reflection of the rearview mirror.

He knows I see him. I know he can see me seeing him.

And then Kendall yawns and says, “God, this trip is already the best. I love being stuck with you two. You’re the only couple I can stand for more than a day.”

She grins, oblivious to the way the air has shifted again.

I force a smile, but inside, my pulse won’t settle. Something is stirring—dangerous, tempting, impossible to ignore.

I tell myself it’s nothing. Just Kendall being Kendall.

The dashboard light blinks red, followed by a low hiss I’ve never heard before. Jason mutters something under his breath and guides us to the shoulder, the car groaning like it’s in pain. When he kills the engine, silence drops heavy, the kind that makes every sound sharper—the tick of cooling metal, the whoosh of passing cars, the faint rush of wind over dry grass.

“Tell me that’s not what I think it is,” I say.

Jason rubs the back of his neck, frowning at the gauges. “Overheated. Damn it.”

Kendall leans forward, peering over the seat. “Translation: we’re stranded in the middle of nowhere.” She pulls out her phone, squinting at the screen. “And of course, I’ve got one bar. One. This is how horror movies start.”

Despite myself, I laugh. “If a guy with a chainsaw comes out of the woods, you’re bait. You know that, right?”

She gasps in mock outrage, clutching her chest. “Excuse me? I’m the one who would survive. You two would be too busy holding hands and whispering sweet nothings while I save the day.”

Jason chuckles, pushing his door open. “Sweet nothings, huh? You really don’t know us at all.”

He gets out, lifting the hood. A puff of steam curls upward, and the heat rolling off the engine hits me even from inside the car. Kendall groans dramatically, tossing her head back against the seat.

“It’s ninety degrees and climbing,” she moans. “I’m going to melt into this leather.”

I roll down the window, but the breeze is hot and sticky, doing nothing to ease the sweat prickling at my skin. My sundress clings to the backs of my thighs, and I shift uncomfortably, fanning myself with a map we grabbed at the gas station.

Kendall pulls her tank top away from her chest and fans herself too, exposing just enough cleavage to make me glance before I can stop myself. I swallow hard and look away, cheeks warming, but not from the sun.

Jason comes back to the driver’s side, wiping sweat from his forehead. “We’re going to need roadside assistance. I’ll call it in.”

He scrolls on his phone, voice low and practical, while Kendall turns her attention back to me. She grins, her teeth catching the light. “Well, Vanessa. Looks like you’re stuck with me for a while longer.”

“Lucky me,” I say, trying to sound light, but something in my chest tightens.

She shifts closer, her bare knee brushing mine. The contact is small, probably unintentional, but the warmth of her skin lingers. My pulse jumps, and I don’t move away.

“You know,” she murmurs, lowering her voice just enough so Jason won’t hear, “if this was a horror movie, I’d make sure you survived. I’d protect you.”

Her words are teasing, but the way her eyes hold mine makes it feel heavier. My lips part, some half-formed reply caught in my throat, and for a moment the heat in the car feels charged, like something I can’t name is pressing in around us.

Jason’s voice cuts through. “Tow truck’s on its way. Hour, maybe more.”

Kendall leans back, sighing. “Great. One whole hour to slowly bake alive.”

She strips off her tank top in one smooth motion, leaving only a thin sports bra stretched across her chest. She tosses the top into the backseat like it’s nothing.

“Jesus, Kendall,” I whisper, darting a look at Jason.

“What?” she says innocently, though her grin betrays her. “It’s hot. Don’t act like you’re not dying too.”

Jason keeps his eyes trained firmly out the window, but his jaw works, tense. I know him too well—I can feel the effort it’s taking him not to look.

I force a laugh, fanning myself faster with the map. My throat feels dry, my skin humming, and I realize the air between us has shifted again. It’s not just heat anymore. It’s something heavier, darker, a current I can’t stop noticing.

Kendall stretches, arching her back, and her sports bra rides up just a little. She knows exactly what she’s doing. She always does.

“God,” she says, leaning her head back, “I feel like I could just peel out of my skin. Vanessa, remember summers when we were kids? Lying around in your parents’ backyard, barely wearing anything, just trying not to faint from the heat?”

I swallow. “Yeah. I remember.”

Back then it was innocent—girls sprawled on towels, dripping popsicles staining our fingers. But remembering it now, with her so close, so exposed, the memory tilts, reshapes itself into something else. Something I can’t push away.

Jason clears his throat again, and I see the way his knuckles whiten on the steering wheel. He’s pretending not to notice, but his body tells another story. To gain some distance, he exits the car and returns to the front.

Kendall notices too. Of course she does. Her grin widens as she shifts even closer, her shoulder brushing mine now. The smell of her—coconut sunscreen and sugar from the candy she’s been eating—wraps around me, dizzying.

“Guess it’s not so bad, being stuck out here,” she murmurs. “We’ve got shade, snacks, and each other.”

The words shouldn’t make my stomach flip. They shouldn’t make my pulse race. But they do.

I look at her, really look. Her golden hair sticking to her damp skin, her lips glistening where she licked sugar from them, the curve of her chest rising and falling with every slow breath.

Something inside me sparks, low and deep, and I can’t help but wonder—what would it be like to lean in, just once? To blur that line we’ve kept between us for years?

The thought terrifies me. But it also thrills me.

Before I can chase it further, Jason shuts the hood with a loud clang. “Tow truck’s thirty minutes out now. Guess the guy was closer than they thought.”

I jump at the sound, as though caught in something I shouldn’t be thinking. Kendall just smirks, unbothered, and squeezes my knee before pulling back. The touch lingers long after she moves away.

The car is still hot, still suffocating, but the warmth on my skin feels different now—heavier, charged, impossible to ignore.

The tow truck lurches to a stop in front of the motel, its neon sign buzzing faintly in the twilight. The kind of place you pass a thousand times on the highway and never imagine actually stepping inside. The paint was peeling, ice machine clattering on the side, a faded row of doors all lined up like weary soldiers.

“Charming,” Kendall mutters, sliding out of the truck behind me. She looks around with narrowed eyes, her arms crossed under her chest, like she’s already bracing herself for bedbugs.

Jason thanks the driver, then grabs our overnight bags from the trunk. His jaw is set, his movements efficient, but I can tell by the tight line of his shoulders he’s just as unimpressed as Kendall.

“Come on,” he says. “Let’s get checked in.”

The lobby smells faintly of stale coffee and lemon cleaner. A dusty ficus droops in the corner, and behind the counter a tired-looking man scrolls on his phone. When Jason explains the situation, the man barely looks up before sliding a single key across the counter.

“Only one room left.”

Jason blinks. “Just one?”

The man shrugs, already returning his attention to his screen. “It’s the weekend. You want it or not?”

Kendall turns to me, wide-eyed. “One room? As in one?”

My stomach twists. “Apparently.”

“Absolutely not,” she says, shaking her head. “No way I’m third-wheeling in the honeymoon suite.”

Jason rubs the bridge of his nose, his patience thinning. “It’s not a honeymoon suite, Kendall. It’s just a room. And it’s either that or we sleep in the parking lot.”

I glance toward the glass door, out to the tow truck already pulling away, the driver disappearing down the road. We don’t have a choice. The reality presses in on me like the lingering heat of the day.

“Let’s at least go check it out,” Jason says finally.

He pockets the key and leads the way, and I follow, Kendall at my side, grumbling under her breath. Our shoes crunch on the gravel until we stop in front of a chipped blue door. Jason pushes it open, flicking on the light.

The room is… better than I expected. Clean enough, if a little dated. Beige walls, a floral print bedspread, curtains that don’t quite meet in the middle. There’s a queen-sized bed against one wall, a dresser with a small TV bolted on top, and a sofa shoved into the corner that looks about two sizes too small for anyone over five feet tall.

“Oh, hell no,” Kendall says immediately, throwing her hands up. “There’s only one bed.”

My heart stutters, even though I knew this was coming. Seeing it—seeing the bed, the sofa, the lack of any other option—makes it more real. More dangerous.

Jason sets the bags down by the dresser. “Okay. I’ll take the sofa. You two can have the bed.”

I glance at him. “Jason, that sofa’s tiny. You’ll be miserable.”

“It’s fine.” His voice is steady, but his eyes flick briefly toward Kendall before shifting away. “I’m not making her sleep on it.”

Kendall smirks, tilting her head. “Aw. Chivalry isn’t dead after all.”

Jason doesn’t take the bait, just pulls at his collar like the room is already too warm.

I walk over to the bed, smoothing a hand over the spread. “It’s not like it’s the first time you and I have shared a bed,” I say to Kendall, but mostly to myself.

And it’s true. There have been plenty of sleepovers, vacations, nights when one of us crashed at the other’s place after too many drinks. It was always easy, effortless, safe.

But this doesn’t feel the same. Not with Jason here. Not with his presence thickening the air, not with the way his eyes dart between us like he’s trying not to look too long.

Kendall flops onto the bed, bouncing a little against the mattress. “Fine. I call this side.” She stretches out, her tank top riding up enough to expose a strip of her stomach. She doesn’t bother adjusting it.

I try not to stare. Jason definitely tries not to stare.

The silence that follows is heavier than it should be.

“Well,” Kendall says finally, propping her head up on her hand, “this is going to be fun. One big slumber party.”

Her grin is mischievous, her eyes glinting with something I can’t quite name. Teasing, yes. But more than that. A dare, maybe.

Jason clears his throat. “I’ll go see if there’s a vending machine.” He grabs his wallet and steps outside, the door clicking shut behind him.

The room feels instantly smaller without him. Kendall turns onto her back, staring at the ceiling. “You don’t actually mind, do you?” she asks.

“Sharing a bed? No. We’ve done it before.”

She turns her head, her gaze sliding to mine. “But never with him here.”

My breath catches. “It’s not… it’s not a big deal.”

Her lips curve, slow and knowing. “If you say so.”

She rolls onto her side, propping her cheek in her palm, and studies me like she can read everything I’m trying not to show. My pulse quickens under the weight of it, heat pooling low in my stomach.

I force myself to look away, focus on the window, the outdated curtains, anything but her. But my skin still hums, every inch aware of the bed beneath us, of the empty space Jason will eventually return to fill.

It’s just one night, I remind myself. Just one room.

But as Kendall shifts closer, the mattress dipping under her weight, I know it’s not just the bed that’s too small. It’s the distance I’ve been trying to keep between us, and it’s shrinking faster than I can stop it.

Shortly after Jason returns, Kendall sits up from the bed. “I don’t know about you guys, but I need a shower. That heat was no joke.” She practically skips her way into the bathroom but only cracks the door. Then I hear the water running.

I spare Jason a glance on my way to the bathroom to remove my make-up. Kendall and I have shared bathroom time before, and I want to freshen up, too. Or that’s what I tell myself, at least.

The bathroom fills with steam the second Kendall turns the water on. The mirror fogs, the cheap overhead light smears into a halo, and the whole room smells like synthetic citrus and hot porcelain. I hover in the doorway with my makeup bag in hand.

“Mind if I sneak in?” I ask. “I want to take my face off before it melts off.”

“Get in here,” she calls over the spray. “Plenty of steam for both of us.”

It is the most normal thing in the world. I have done this a dozen times with her, in crummy hostels and nice hotels and my apartment when we were twenty-three and believed sleepovers solved everything. I tell myself that as I step inside, close the door, and set my bag beside the sink.

The glass shower door is fogged white. Kendall’s outline moves behind it in blurred strokes: an arm lifted to shampoo, the slope of a shoulder, the long line of a thigh when she angles toward the spray. The sound is loud in here—water pattering tile, her humming some pop hook under her breath. I focus on my reflection and start with my mascara, swiping a pad under my lashes until the black gives way to skin.

“God, this feels amazing,” she says, voice softened by steam. “I think I sweated out half my personality on the side of that highway.”

“You were very brave,” I say, and she laughs.

I reach for cleanser and rub in slow circles. The steam makes everything feel close, intimate, like the room itself is breathing. Her silhouette turns again and I catch the suggestion of hip, the curve of back as she rinses her hair. It is nothing I have not seen. It is also everything, because I am suddenly aware of how my skin feels under my dress and how I am breathing through my mouth. I drop my gaze to the sink and rinse.

“Do you think the bedspread is clean or clean-ish?” she asks.

“Clean-ish,” I say. “I saw the vacuum lines on the carpet. I’m placing all my hope in that.”

She snorts. “I am sleeping on my side of the sheets like a church mouse.”

I smile and step back to blot my face. The towel is rough, the hotel kind that drinks water and leaves you pink. Behind the glass, she lifts her face into the spray, throat extended, and I feel a quick spark low in my belly. It surprises me enough that I freeze, towel pressed to my cheek, like maybe stillness will reset whatever is happening.

I angle away and force my thoughts into safe channels. Lip balm. Hair tie. Night routine. This is ordinary. It is just steam and a shower and us.

I tuck everything back into my bag and grip the zipper. My pulse climbs when I glance up and catch another suggestion of her through the glass—nothing explicit, just the softness of a woman at ease in her own skin. It hits me that the door on the other side of this room leads to Jason, channel surfing, pretending he is not imagining any of this. That thought drops like a warm pebble into deeper water.

“I’m going to head out,” I say, as much to myself as to her.

“Okay,” she says over the water. “Tell your man I’m almost done.”

The endearment lands too sweet. I swivel, open the door, and let the cooler air of the motel room kiss my face.

Jason is propped against the headboard, remote in hand, clicking through a blur of cable options that all look the same. Sports, local news, a cooking show where someone is flambéing something with too much confidence. He looks over when I come out and pats the spot beside him. I sink onto the bed, the mattress dipping toward his weight.

“Find anything?” I ask.

“Only proof that TV is a wasteland,” he says. “But this bed is better than it looks.”

I lean into his shoulder. The cotton of his T-shirt is warm from his skin. I set my palm on his thigh, casual at first, then a little firmer, tracing the seam of his jeans with my thumb. He tips the remote down, interest sliding from the television to me.

“We should add an extra day to our trip,” I say. “Make up for this lost one.”

His mouth crooks. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

He covers my hand with his. Heat rolls between us, familiar, safe. It should settle me. Instead it makes me sensitive to every tiny thing—the scrape of denim under my fingertips, the soft indent of the quilt against my knee, the faint hiss of the bathroom fan.

The bathroom door opens with a hush and Kendall steps out in a cloud of citrus steam. She has a towel wrapped high around her chest, a second one twisted around her hair. Droplets string along her collarbone and catch in the hollow above her sternum, bright as beads. Her legs are bare, clean and flushed from heat. The towel hits midthigh and tilts when she walks, a careless sway.

Jason’s eyes slide to her before he can stop them. It is a flicker, fast and guilty, but I see it because I am looking right at him. I follow his gaze and then I am staring too. The sight pins me, but in a different way than it pins him. I catalog details. The damp lashes. The sheen on her shoulders. The little twist of terrycloth at her chest where she’s tucked the edge in. My stomach drops and lifts at once, a strange rollercoaster of feeling.

Jealousy arrives in a thin flare, sharp and bright. Right behind it lives something darker, warmer, humming under my skin. I imagine the water sliding over her in the shower and my mouth goes dry. Jason shifts, small and tense beside me, and I know he feels me noticing. I know he is cataloging me cataloging her.

Kendall crosses to her suitcase like she is oblivious, though I have known her long enough to guess that she clocks everything. She kneels on the carpet and flips the top back. The towel rides up another inch and then settles. She rummages like a magpie, humming, pulling out soft cotton and a pair of sleep shorts.

“Do you mind?” she asks, looking up with a grin that is all teeth and mischief. “I’m going to get dressed now.”

We both react like we’ve rehearsed it. Jason turns his head toward the TV. I angle my face toward the window and the late neon buzz slanting through the curtains, as if the parking lot suddenly merits deep interest. My hand, which has been idling on Jason’s thigh, tightens without my permission.

He sucks in a breath, not loud, but it hits me everywhere. The muscle under my palm is hard, the kind of tension that comes from self-control and wanting. Heat flashes through me and I keep my eyes trained on the curtain. I do not look at his lap to see if he’s hard. I do not look at Kendall. Restraint feels like a thread that could snap at a single wrong move.

Behind us there is the whisper of towel and the soft swish of fabric. The lightest scrape of a drawer. Kendall’s perfume, warmed by her skin and the shower, curls into the air—coconut and something sweet, the same scent from the car but heightened, intimate. I hear the faint hitch of fabric as she tugs the towel free from her hair. Water ticks onto the carpet. She shakes her head and the sound is a gentle, rhythmic shiver. It lands somewhere under my ribs.

Jason’s thumb strokes over my knuckles once, a small apology or a small admission, I cannot tell which. The gesture threads through me. I loosen my grip on his leg but do not pull away. My chest feels tight and open at the same time, like I have held my breath too long and also like I cannot stop drawing air.

“Okay,” Kendall says after a moment, cheerful, oblivious on the surface. “Crisis averted. Pajamas achieved.”

I let myself look. She has pulled on a thin sleep tank and soft shorts that cling in places I would rather not stare at. Her hair hangs damp around her shoulders. She smiles like nothing at all just happened, like this is any other night on any other trip.

Jason risks a glance and catches mine instead. For a second we see each other seeing her, and the mirror of it makes something click into place I have been pretending not to hear. Jealousy is there, yes. It bites at the inside of my mouth. But arousal is there too, dense and warm, and it does not recede when I bite back the first.

Kendall fluffs her pillow like she owns the bed and drops onto her side with a soft bounce. She reaches for her phone and scrolls. The television murmurs, a sitcom laugh track filling the space where words should go.

Jason’s stomach growls before any of us say it aloud. He rubs his hand over his middle, sheepish. “I don’t know about you two, but I’m starving.”

“Finally,” Kendall says, sitting up on the bed. “I thought I’d have to gnaw on the complimentary soap.”

I laugh, relief loosening my chest. “Takeout?”

“Takeout,” Jason agrees, pulling out his phone. A few taps later he has a menu pulled up for the one place still delivering this late. Greasy diner food, nothing fancy, but it will do. We each rattle off our orders—burgers for them, a salad for me—and Jason makes the call.

By the time the food arrives, the room smells of fried onions and ketchup. We spread everything across the low dresser and eat with our fingers, perched wherever we can. Kendall sits cross-legged on the bed, tearing fries in half and feeding them into her mouth like she’s performing for an invisible audience. Jason eats quickly, head down, though I catch his eyes sliding toward her more than once.

Kendall notices too. Of course she does. She pops a fry into her mouth, chews slowly, then grins at me. “This is fun. Girls’ night with a chaperone.”

Jason snorts. “Chaperone?”

“Yeah,” she says breezily, reaching for another fry. “You’re the designated dad. Making sure we don’t stay up too late gossiping and painting our nails.”

I laugh, though my throat is tight. “He’s terrible at rules. He’d be asleep first.”

Jason raises a brow but doesn’t rise to it. He lets Kendall’s words float in the space, then turns his attention back to the TV, scrolling aimlessly through channels again. The low light from the screen paints his face in shifting color, and for a moment I imagine what he looks like to Kendall—broad-shouldered, easy smile, dark hair falling across his forehead. The thought makes my pulse skip.

When the cartons are empty and our fingers greasy, we toss everything into the trash by the door. Kendall sighs dramatically and pats her stomach. “That was disgusting and perfect. I regret nothing.”

“Same,” Jason says.

I wipe my hands on a napkin and glance toward the bed. “I think I’m calling it. Long day.”

Kendall stretches, arms high above her head, her tank top riding up enough to show a strip of stomach. “Same.” She hops off the bed, grabs her phone, and crawls back under the covers like she’s settling in at home.

Jason lingers, remote in hand, pretending to still be invested in the TV. But his eyes flick toward us, watching as I slide under the sheet beside Kendall. The mattress dips under my weight, and suddenly the bed feels much smaller than it looked before.

Our shoulders brush. Then our hips. The accidental, unavoidable kind of contact that should mean nothing but makes my skin tighten everywhere. I shift slightly, but Kendall shifts too, and the brush of thigh against thigh lingers.

She grins sideways at me, whispering just loud enough for me to hear. “Cozy, huh?”

“Very,” I murmur, though my voice comes out thinner than I’d like.

Jason clears his throat. I glance at him as he settles on the couch, pretending he isn’t watching.

Kendall stretches her legs under the sheet, her toes grazing my ankle. The touch is fleeting, light, but it jolts through me like a spark. I can feel the warmth of her body seeping across the narrow divide, the scent of her shampoo faint in the pillow between us.

“Girls’ night,” she says again, soft and playful, rolling onto her side so she’s facing me. Her hair falls across her shoulder, damp strands curling against her cheek. “You and me, like old times.”

My throat is dry. “Old times,” I echo, though it feels nothing like old times. Not with Jason sitting so close, not with the air thick with things none of us are saying.

Kendall props her head in her hand, eyes gleaming in the glow of the television. “Remember when we used to stay up until sunrise? Talking about boys, about how our lives were going to turn out?”

“I remember.”

Her smile softens. “Not quite what we pictured, is it?”

My chest tightens. I think of the word she used in the car—perfect. The way it stung even as it flattered. I don’t answer.

The silence stretches. Jason shifts again, his hand pressing against his thigh, the fabric of his jeans pulling taut. My gaze flickers there before I catch myself. When I look back up, Kendall’s watching me, a small smile playing at her lips.

She rolls onto her back, shoulder pressing into mine. “Don’t hog the blanket,” she murmurs, tugging the sheet higher.

“I’m not,” I protest, but I let her have it anyway.

Kendall turns onto her side again, facing me. Her knee brushes mine under the sheet. I hold still, afraid moving will make it more obvious—or make me miss it.

The television hums softly, forgotten. Jason shifts on the sofa, back to us, though I know he’s awake. His breathing isn’t the steady rhythm of sleep; it’s the careful kind, measured, like someone pretending.

Kendall’s hand tucks under her cheek. Her eyes search mine in the dim light. Something flickers there. Mischief, but also something gentler. Tender. My heart thuds.

I close my eyes, but I don’t move away. Our shoulders are pressed, our knees almost aligned, the sheet tangled around both of us. Jason is right there, pretending not to pay attention, and the weight of it presses down like a secret none of us want to say aloud.

The night is quiet except for the sound of our breaths and the faint buzz of the neon sign outside the window. I should sleep. Instead I lie there, hyperaware of everything: Kendall’s warmth, Jason’s presence, and the sense that the distance between what is allowed and what I want has thinned to almost nothing.

The room goes dark when I click off the TV. The soft glow from the neon sign outside seeps through the curtains, washing everything in a faint red that makes the shadows look deeper.

Beside me, Kendall adjusts on the mattress, the sheet tugging across my hip as she rolls onto her side. I’m on my back, staring at the ceiling, but I can feel her facing me, her breath fanning lightly across my shoulder.

For a while, we just listen. Jason’s even breathing from across the room. The faint whine of a truck somewhere on the highway. The two of us, too close under the same sheet, sharing the same warmth. Half an hour goes by, and I’m no closer to sleeping. Apparently, neither is Kendall.

“You awake?” Kendall whispers.

“Yes,” I murmur.

“Too much fried food,” she says, voice low and amused. “My skin is getting flushed all over again.”

I smile into the dark. “That’s your punishment for ordering chili fries.”

“Worth it.” She shifts again, her knee brushing mine under the covers. The touch is light, probably unintentional, but it makes my body hum with awareness.

Another pause. Then, softer: “Does it ever feel weird? Being married?”

The question lands heavy in the dark. I turn my head, though I can barely make out her features, just the shape of her hair against the pillow. “Weird how?”

“Like… one day you’re free to do whatever you want, and the next you’re locked into this—forever.”

I let out a quiet breath. “Sometimes.”

It feels strange to admit it, stranger still with Jason only a few feet away. But once the words are out, more tumble after them. “Sometimes I look at you and I feel jealous. You get to live however you want, no strings attached. You try on men like shoes. If one doesn’t fit, you toss him aside and find another. I don’t get that anymore.”

Kendall is quiet for a beat, then she laughs softly. “Trust me, it’s not as glamorous as it looks. I’d trade most of those nights for someone who actually stayed.”

Her tone softens, and her hand shifts on the sheet between us, close enough that I feel the warmth radiating off her skin. “But jealous, huh? Didn’t expect that from you.”

Heat creeps up my throat. “I didn’t mean it like—”

“No,” she cuts in gently. “I get it.”

Silence again. This one heavier, charged. I can hear Jason shift faintly on the couch, the fabric of the blanket dragging, though his breathing stays steady, as if he’s asleep.

Kendall leans closer, her whisper brushing against my ear. “Want to borrow it for a night?”

“What?”

“Freedom. And I’ll borrow your husband.”

The words hang there, wicked and playful, but threaded with something deeper. My chest tightens, my stomach flips, and I feel the air catch between us.

“That’s not funny,” I whisper back, though my voice doesn’t sound convinced, even to me.

“Who says I’m joking?” she teases, but her tone is softer than usual, not the bright, sharp humor she wields in daylight. This feels like an invitation wrapped in a dare.

I swallow, unable to find a reply. The mattress dips slightly as she settles back, but I can feel her watching me, waiting. My skin tingles everywhere our bodies are close—the brush of shoulder, the press of knee, the faint drift of her hair when she shifts.

My hand grips the sheet at my side, twisting it tight. Across the room, Jason exhales, the sound quiet but not quite even. For a heartbeat I wonder if he’s awake, if he’s listening to every word. The thought sends another current through me, sharp and startling, as if the room itself is alive with everything we’re not saying.

Kendall’s voice comes again, barely audible. “You don’t always have to be perfect, you know. You can want things. Even if they’re… different from what you’re told to want.”

I close my eyes. The words settle into me like a secret. Dangerous. True.

The silence stretches until the motel hum is the only sound again. My heart won’t slow. Every breath feels like it’s dragging me closer to a line I’m not sure I can uncross.

Kendall shifts once more, her body curling toward mine. Her thigh brushes my hip under the sheet and stays there, warm and steady.

I don’t move away.

Beside me, Kendall shifts again, rolling closer until her knee brushes mine. My breath stutters.

Neither of us speaks. The silence feels too heavy for words. I can sense Jason across the room, the steady rhythm of his breath under the blanket. Asleep, I tell myself. Or pretending to be.

Kendall moves closer. Her hair slides against the pillow, strands tickling my arm. She doesn’t stop when her thigh presses against mine. The warmth of her body seeps through the thin sheet, through my skin, into the places I’ve been trying to ignore.

I should roll away. I should laugh it off, make a joke, keep the boundary we’ve always had. But I don’t.

Her hand brushes mine under the sheet, tentative, almost like an accident. Then her fingers curl against my knuckles. My chest tightens.

Slowly, so slowly, she leans in. Our noses nearly touch. I can smell her shampoo, faint and sweet from her shower.

And then her lips brush mine. Just a whisper of contact—soft, cautious, questioning.

I freeze. My mind screams stop, but my body doesn’t listen. The kiss lingers, light as a feather, and then her mouth presses again, firmer this time.

A soft sound escapes me, half gasp, half surrender.

Jason stirs on the sofa. The springs creak, fabric rustles. My eyes fly open, heart hammering. But he doesn’t speak. He just shifts, breathes, still and watchful.

Kendall pulls back a fraction, her eyes glinting in the faint neon light. “Vanessa,” she whispers, almost a question.

I should end it. I should tell her no. But instead, I lean forward and kiss her back.

This time, it isn’t slow. Her lips are warm, insistent, coaxing. My body answers with a shiver, my fingers curling into the sheet between us. Her mouth parts, and the kiss deepens, soft and slow, exploratory. It tastes like salt and heat and something forbidden I’ve been aching for without knowing.

Every inch of me is alive.

Her hand slides up, brushing over my hip beneath the sheet. The touch is light, testing, but it ignites a fire under my skin. My breath comes quicker, my chest rising and falling against hers as we kiss again, deeper, hungrier.

“Wait,” I whisper, though I don’t pull away.

Kendall’s hand lingers at my waist, fingers tracing lazy circles. “Tell me to stop,” she breathes, her lips brushing mine.

I can’t. I don’t want to.

Instead, I kiss her harder, my hand finding her shoulder, then the smooth curve of her arm. Her skin is warm, damp from the lingering heat of the shower. I let myself feel the shape of her, the muscles flexing under her skin as she moves closer.

Her thigh slides against mine, higher now, pressing between my legs through the sheet. The friction makes me gasp.

Across the room, Jason shifts again. My body tenses, caught in the collision of desire and fear.

“Kendall,” I whisper, but it comes out like a moan.

Jason’s name slips from me before I can stop it. “Jason…”

My husband doesn’t answer. He doesn’t move. But I know—God, I know—he’s awake. Watching. Pretending not to.

Kendall’s mouth finds mine again, swallowing my words. Her hand slides higher, under the edge of my night slip, fingertips grazing the bare skin of my thigh. The sensation shoots straight through me, sharp and sweet.

“I can’t,” I whisper, even as I arch into her touch.

“Yes, you can,” she murmurs, lips tracing the line of my jaw. “No one’s stopping you.”

Her fingers trail upward, brushing the edge of my panties. The contact is feather-light, but it makes my hips jerk. A soft sound escapes my throat before I can bite it back.

I glance toward Jason, my vision hazy in the neon glow. His back is still to us, his breathing slow and deliberate. He could stop this. He doesn’t.

The tension winds tighter. My pulse throbs in my ears, my body trembling between restraint and the need to give in.

Kendall kisses me again, deeper, her tongue teasing mine, her hand slipping bolder along my skin. The sheet tangles around us, heat building with every brush, every moan muffled in the dark.

I clutch at her arm, half to steady myself, half to hold her closer. The world narrows to her touch, her lips, the fire pooling low in my belly.

The motel fades away. Jason’s presence fades into a shadow, silent but heavy, a constant reminder that makes every second hotter, sharper, more dangerous.

Kendall’s mouth leaves mine only long enough to whisper, “God, you’re shaking.”

“I know,” I breathe, my voice breaking on the edge of a moan.

The heat builds, unbearable and irresistible. Every movement, every stolen sound, is restrained urgency, the kind that feels like it could snap at any second.

And even though part of me knows this is the point of no return, I don’t stop.

I can’t.

Kendall’s lips are still on mine, hot and insistent, when I hear it—the soft catch of breath from across the room. Not the steady rhythm of someone asleep. The sharp, involuntary sound of someone aroused.

Jason.

My pulse jumps, panic and desire crashing into each other inside me. I break the kiss, chest heaving, and turn my head toward the sofa. The shadows blur his outline, but I can see the rise and fall of his chest, the way his arm shifts against the blanket.

Kendall notices too. She follows my gaze, her mouth curving into a wicked smile. “He’s paying attention,” she whispers, low enough that it feels like she’s brushing the words straight against my skin.

A flood of heat rushes through me, so intense it almost knocks me off balance. I should be mortified. I should shove her away, bury myself under the covers, pretend none of this happened. Instead, a shiver of arousal tears through me, sharp and undeniable.

“Kendall…” My voice trembles.

She kisses me again, softer this time, teasing, as though daring me to decide. When she pulls back, her eyes are gleaming in the neon haze. “What do you want, Vanessa?”

I glance at Jason. He’s given up pretending. His face is turned toward us now, his features tense and hungry, eyes catching what little light there is. The blanket is pulled across his lap, but it does nothing to hide the hard outline beneath it. My husband—silent, transfixed, utterly undone.

Something inside me breaks open. The shame twists into something darker, hotter, a rush of power and need.

I lean close to Kendall, my lips brushing her ear, and say the words that feel like crossing a threshold I can never come back from.

“Come here.”

The invitation is meant for both of them.

Jason’s body goes taut. He doesn’t move right away, like he’s afraid this is another dream that might dissolve if he reaches for it.

Kendall smirks, her hand gliding over my hip as she murmurs louder, playful now, taunting him. “You heard her.”

For a moment the room is silent except for our breathing, ragged and uneven. Then Jason rises from the sofa, the thin blanket falling away, and the sight of his arousal, blatant now, straining against his jeans, makes my mouth go dry.

My heart pounds so hard I can feel it in my throat. The air is electric, thick with the weight of what’s happening, what we’re letting happen.

Kendall shifts onto her back, her arm draped casually behind her head, as if she’s perfectly at ease being the center of attention. Her legs brush mine under the sheet, a deliberate nudge, daring me to feel everything.

Jason stops at the edge of the bed. He looks at me first, not her. His eyes are searching, needing. Permission.

I nod, the smallest motion, but enough.

He exhales hard, as though he’s been holding his breath for hours.

Kendall tilts her head, grinning. “Guess this isn’t just girls’ night anymore.”

I laugh, shaky and breathless, the sound cracking open the last of my resistance. My hand reaches for Jason’s, pulling him closer. His skin is warm, trembling faintly, and when his knee hits the mattress, the bed dips under his weight.

The three of us are so close now.

Jason leans down, his lips brushing mine—familiar, anchoring—but I feel Kendall pressed against my other side, her fingers still tracing circles on my skin. My body is caught between them, every nerve alive, every boundary unraveling.

I know this is it. We’ve crossed the line. There’s no going back.

Jason’s weight on the mattress changes everything.

He kneels at the edge of the bed, hesitating like he’s not sure where to start, while Kendall is already at my side, bold as ever, fingers tugging at the hem of my night slip. Her grin is wicked, daring, and I can’t look away.

“Let’s get this off you,” she whispers, and before I can second-guess, she pulls the fabric up over my hips.

The air hits my bare skin and I gasp, my heart pounding. Jason’s eyes widen, his gaze drinking me in like he’s never seen me before—even though I know every inch of me is already familiar to him.

Kendall leans down and kisses me again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding against mine, her hand smoothing over my thigh. I moan into her mouth, my hands clutching the sheets for balance. She tastes like salt and heat, like the secret I’ve been holding back for years.

Jason watches, frozen, reverent. His breathing is ragged, his eyes fixed on the way Kendall kisses me like she owns me.

I reach for him blindly, my hand curling around his wrist. “Come closer,” I whisper.

It’s all the permission he needs. He climbs onto the bed beside us, his hand cupping my face as he kisses me too. His mouth is firmer, familiar, anchoring—but Kendall’s hand is still stroking my skin, her nails grazing lightly, keeping me suspended between the two of them.

The sensation is overwhelming—two different touches, two different mouths, both of them pouring into me at once.

Kendall slips her fingers between my thighs and laughs softly against my neck, pulling back just enough to speak. “God, Vanessa. You’re so wet.”

She slides lower, her lips brushing down my throat, across my collarbone, her tongue leaving a trail that makes my body arch. Jason kisses me harder, his hand slipping into my hair, but I can feel how close he is to breaking apart.

When Kendall’s mouth grazes the swell of my breast, I jolt. She pauses, glancing up at me with a wicked glint. Jason groans softly, the sound catching in his throat.

For a moment, Kendall and Jason’s eyes meet over me—hers daring, his wide and overwhelmed. Then Kendall lowers her mouth and takes my nipple between her lips.

The shock of it rips a sound out of me, half gasp, half moan. My hips lift off the bed without permission, searching for friction. Jason grips my hand tight, his thumb stroking over my knuckles as if to ground me.

“Oh my God,” I whisper.

Kendall pulls back just enough to smirk. “You taste so good.”

Jason lets out a strangled groan, and then he’s kissing me again, desperate now, while Kendall slides her hand down, under the waistband of my panties. Her fingers brush me, and I cry out, burying my face against Jason’s shoulder.

It feels too good, too much, the heat coiling in my belly sharp and urgent.

Kendall’s voice is low, playful. “She’s so wet for us.”

Jason groans, his forehead dropping against mine. “Don’t… don’t stop.”

I open my eyes and see him—my husband, flushed and undone, looking at me like I’m something holy and forbidden at once. And Kendall, bold and grinning, her fingers stroking me in steady, teasing circles.

The two of them together are too much. And not enough.

“Jason,” I whisper, reaching for him.

He hesitates, torn, but then Kendall grabs his wrist and presses his hand to my hip. “She wants you too,” she says, and there’s no mistaking the hunger in her tone.

Jason slides his hand lower, trembling, until his fingers join hers. The sensation makes me cry out again, my back arching, my body caught between their touches.

Kendall laughs softly. “See? Perfect husband.”

Jason kisses me harder, his breath ragged. “God, Vanessa… you feel amazing.”

Their hands move together, their rhythm building, until I’m panting, writhing, clutching at both of them like I’ll fall apart if they stop. Kendall nips at my shoulder, playful, while Jason whispers my name against my mouth, reverent.

The dam is gone. The three of us are tangled, breathless, a wild, frantic dance of hands and mouths and heat.

Kendall pulls back just long enough to shed her own top, tossing it aside with a grin. Her skin glows in the dim light, her breasts full and perfect, and my hands reach for her without thinking. The feel of her—softer than Jason, curving under my palms—sends another jolt of heat through me.

Jason groans, his eyes fixed on us, his arousal straining against his jeans. He looks wrecked, like he can’t believe this is real.

I tug at his shirt, pulling him closer. “Jason,” I whisper, “don’t just watch.”

That’s all it takes. He yanks his shirt over his head, then lowers himself between us, kissing me deeply before turning his mouth to Kendall too. She laughs, surprised, but kisses him back, bold as ever.

The three of us are a knot of limbs and lips, every touch feeding the fire higher.

Kendall’s hand slides between my thighs again, and this time Jason follows, their fingers brushing as they stroke me together. I cry out, louder now, the sound filling the motel room.

Kendall’s voice is a purr against my ear. “You love this, don’t you? Both of us touching you.”

I can’t answer. I can only moan, my body trembling on the edge.

Jason kisses me again, his words breaking against my mouth. “So beautiful. So perfect.”

The heat builds and builds, every nerve lit, until I know I’m going to break. And I don’t care. I want to.

But before I can come, Kendall removes her fingers and slides lower on the bed, kissing along my stomach and hip bones on the way.

I watch as I take my husband’s cock, bringing it to my mouth. Jason braces against the headboard behind me, thrusting his cock in deeper while he watches Kendall push my legs wide and lower her mouth over me.

Kendall’s mouth on me feels like fire and silk at once, a contradiction I can’t hold in my mind for more than a second before sensation shatters thought. My head tips back against the pillows, my fingers twisting helplessly in the sheets as her tongue teases me closer to something I don’t want to admit I need. I’ve only ever known Jason this way, only ever imagined intimacy belonging to us alone. But here I am—spread open, gasping for air, trembling under the shocking pleasure of my best friend’s lips.

Every stroke, every flick, every slow, deliberate swirl drags me tighter and tighter toward the edge. I suck Jason harder, faster, more hungry and desperate than I’ve ever been. His groans are new, created just for her, for us, and I can’t believe we’re really doing this.

My body doesn’t care that it’s wrong, doesn’t care that she’s a woman, doesn’t care that this is a line I swore I’d never cross. It only cares about the sweet heat gathering low inside me, the pressure building until I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t fight it.

The climax rips through me so hard I cry out, my back arching off the bed, my thighs clenching around her shoulders as waves of release shake me apart. It’s overwhelming—hot, dizzying, a shuddering surrender that leaves me clutching at her hair, pulling her closer instead of pushing her away. When the tremors fade, I expect her to stop, to laugh it off, to retreat and leave me shaking with shame and relief.

But she doesn’t stop.

Instead, Kendall shifts. Slowly, deliberately, like she’s known all along this moment was coming. She drags her mouth upward, her lips pressing over the curve of my stomach, her breath searing trails against my damp skin. Strands of her hair cling to me, sticky with sweat, tangling with mine. And then she rises higher, her body moving over mine until the heat of her thighs brackets my ribs.

“Jason, I want you to fuck your wife. Feel how wet she is. And I want her to taste how wet I am for her.”

Jason lets out a growl. He’s not used to being bossed around in the bedroom, but I think he’s willing to make an exception.

I can barely catch my breath before Kendall straddles my face and lowers herself onto me. Her scent fills my senses, her taste floods my tongue the instant I open to her. It’s shocking—wild and intoxicating, impossibly intimate. Her pussy, the part I’ve never let myself think about, is now pressed against my mouth, demanding, desperate.

I press my tongue up to meet her, letting instinct guide me where experience can’t. She gasps, her thighs tightening around my face, her hips rocking forward as if she’s been starving for this as much as I have. I drink her in greedily, drowning in her sweetness, in the way she trembles when my tongue finds the places she craves. It’s euphoric, forbidden, and yet it feels so natural I can’t remember why I thought I was straight, why I thought this was impossible.

Jason’s weight shifts beside me, grounding me even as he pushes me higher. I feel his hands at my hips, his weight between my legs. He presses the head of his cock to my slick pussy and inches in. The familiar press of his body claiming mine falls in perfect rhythm. The bed rocks with his thrusts, his breath falling hot against my neck, but his hands reach above me—sliding up to Kendall’s breasts, cupping them, squeezing as if he needs to feel her come apart too.

The sound of him—his low groans, the way her cries tumble over mine—floods the room until it feels like the air itself is vibrating. I’m caught in the middle of them, suspended beneath my husband and my best friend, between what I swore was sacred and what I can’t stop craving.

I should feel guilt. I should feel fear. I should feel like everything we are is unraveling, torn apart by one reckless choice.

But I don’t.

I feel lightheaded. Delirious. My heart hammers in my chest, my body sings with sensation, my mind can’t hold onto anything except the way they both make me feel. Swept up, consumed, I’m drowning in the impossible ecstasy of giving myself to them both—of sharing my marriage, my friendship, my body in a tangled knot of pleasure that feels more real than anything else in the world.

Kendall moves above me, frantic now, chasing her own edge. Jason’s hands knead her, tugging her closer, urging her on. And then he shifts. He pulls out from me and scoots forward, his cock pressed flush against Kendall’s ass, as he moves to claim her in a way I’ve only ever imagined.

I can only watch, stunned, as boundaries blur further. Kendall tilts her hips, welcoming him, and the sound he makes as he fills her tight hole is guttural, primal. I feel the vibration of it through my chest. She cries out above me, shaking, clutching at his arms while I keep my mouth on her, unwilling to let go of the taste that’s undoing me piece by piece.

It should be too much. It should shatter me. But the sight of them together, the sound of my husband claiming her while she writhes against my tongue—it makes me burn hotter than I knew was possible. It’s reckless.. And yet, in this tangled collision of bodies and need, everything feels achingly right.

Jason’s moans mingle with Kendall’s ragged breaths, and I’m trapped under them, feeding on her, surrendering to him, letting my own arousal spiral until I’m teetering on the brink again. Every nerve in my body is alive, every boundary obliterated, every fear swallowed up by the tidal wave of pleasure crashing over us.

Jason leans one arm back and begins to play with my clit, making me cry out against Kendall’s pussy. My tongue dips and teases in and out of her. I suck on her clit while my own is teased, all while Jason pounds into Kendall’s ass, seeking release.

I taste her. I hear him. I feel them both surrounding me, inside me, through me, until I can’t tell where I end and they begin.

Kendall’s body trembles above me, every muscle strung tight, every sound spilling out of her throat raw and unguarded. Jason drives into her with a force that shakes the mattress, his grunts turning ragged, desperate, the sound of a man chasing the end as fiercely as she is. And I’m caught beneath it all—her taste flooding my mouth, his hand working me until I’m writhing under his touch, until the world outside this bed ceases to exist.

The three of us move like a single pulse, a fevered rhythm that builds and builds until I’m certain I’ll come apart. My cries are swallowed against Kendall’s body, muffled by her skin as pleasure claws through me with a vengeance. I can’t breathe, can’t think, can’t hold back. I break against Jason’s fingers, the climax ripping through me, shaking me so hard I nearly throw her off me. But I don’t. I hold on, desperate to give her what she’s giving me.

She bucks harder, riding my mouth with a frantic rhythm, her hands tangling in Jason’s arms as he pounds into her from behind. Her voice cracks on my name, then his, then nothing at all—just a choked scream as she shatters, her release pouring over my tongue. The taste of her pushes me higher, my body still spasming in echo, a chain reaction of pleasure that won’t let me come down.

Jason holds her tight, his thrusts turning frantic, punishing, until he groans so deep it vibrates through both of us. His body jerks, slamming flush against hers as he finally spills over the edge, burying himself in her with a guttural cry that sounds more animal than human. The tension leaves him in a flood, his weight sagging against her back as he gasps for air.

For a moment, everything is chaos—panting, shaking, sweat-slicked skin tangled together with no beginning and no end. And then the world tilts into silence. Only our breathing remains, ragged and uneven, filling the darkened room like a confession.

Kendall slumps forward against the headboard, her body still quivering as I cradle her hips. Jason withdraws and collapses beside us, his arm heavy and protective as it drapes across my waist, pulling both me against him as Kendall finally collapses to the other side of me. We’re a mess—damp, trembling, undone—but in the middle of that tangle I feel a strange, impossible peace.

I should be panicking. I should be consumed with guilt. But as Kendall’s heartbeat pounds against my chest and Jason nuzzles my neck with a tired groan, all I feel is a dizzying, dangerous kind of rightness. Like everything we are, everything we could be, has just been rewritten in fire and sweat and the taste of her still lingering on my tongue.

[image: ]


Sunlight presses against my eyelids, warm and insistent. The first thing I notice is the heat—bodies on either side of me, their weight pinning the sheet low across my waist. The second is the mess: clothes scattered across the motel carpet, shoes tipped onto their sides, Jason’s jeans half inside out near the door.

I shift and blink my eyes open. Kendall’s blonde hair spills across my shoulder, her arm flung loosely around my stomach like she’s claimed me in her sleep. Jason’s hand rests over my hip from behind, steady and protective, his chest pressed into my back. For a moment, I just lie there, suspended in the haze of memory—kisses, touches, sounds that still make my skin prickle.

Jason stirs first. He presses his lips to the back of my neck, a smile curving against my skin. “Morning,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough with sleep.

I hum a faint reply, trying not to move too much with Kendall wrapped around me. But she shifts anyway, letting out a groan that turns into a laugh. “God, this pillow smells like sex,” she mumbles.

I snort, clapping a hand over my mouth to keep from waking the rest of the motel. Jason chuckles too, his breath warm against my skin. “That’s because it does.”

Kendall lifts her head, her hair tangled, eyes still half-closed but mischievous already. “Well, aren’t we overachievers.”

Her gaze darts between us, the grin on her lips lazy but knowing. I expect the panic to hit me any second—the guilt, the regret, the spiral of what we did and what it means. But it doesn’t. Instead, I feel lighter. A little sore, a lot wrung out, but somehow freer than I’ve felt in years.

Jason reaches for his phone on the nightstand, squinting at the screen. A red notification flashes, and he presses play. The voicemail fills the room with the clipped voice of the auto shop. “Good morning, this is Dan over at Miller’s. Just letting you know your car’s ready for pickup anytime today. You’ll just need a ride out here.”

Jason drops the phone onto the bedspread and groans. “Guess our little detour is over.”

“Aw,” Kendall says, curling against my side again. “And here I was starting to like roadside motels.”

I laugh, brushing her hair back from her face. “You hated it last night.”

She smirks. “I changed my mind.”

Jason props himself on one elbow, looking down at both of us, his expression softer than I’ve seen it in a long time. “I don’t think I’ve ever been this glad a car broke down.”

Heat creeps into my cheeks, but I don’t look away. “Neither have I.”

Kendall wiggles between us, sighing dramatically. “Okay, but who’s buying breakfast? Because after all that cardio, I need pancakes. At least three.”

Jason shakes his head, grinning. “You’re impossible.”

“And you love it,” she fires back, her voice sing-song.

I laugh, pulling the sheet higher around us, though modesty feels ridiculous after the night we’ve had. The room is warm with sunlight and the faint hum of traffic outside, but in here, it feels like we’re in our own bubble. Tangled, tired, messy—but together.

Kendall stretches, pressing a kiss to my cheek before rolling away to grab her phone. Jason’s hand finds mine under the sheet, fingers curling around it with a quiet squeeze. When I glance at him, his smile is small but full, his eyes soft in a way that tells me he’s not just thinking about last night—he’s thinking about everything after.

I don’t know what happens when we leave this motel. I don’t know if this was a wild detour or the start of something none of us saw coming. But as Kendall hums under her breath and Jason’s thumb strokes over my knuckles, I realize one thing with absolute certainty.

The road trip didn’t go the way we planned.

It went somewhere better.
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Shared Heat



The heat pressed down on me like a wet blanket. Even with the curtains drawn and every fan in the apartment running, sweat trickled down my spine, soaking through the thin cotton tank I’d thrown on. Matt had stripped down to a pair of worn basketball shorts hours ago, his bare chest gleaming with a sheen of sweat that made every line of his muscles stand out. He sprawled across the couch, head tipped back, looking like he was trying to will the air to move.

“I think I’m melting,” I groaned, pulling my hair up off my neck. My ponytail stuck to the damp nape, so I fanned it uselessly.

“You’re not melting,” Matt said without opening his eyes. His voice was thick, lazy. “You’re glistening.”

That earned him a look. “Glistening? Really?”

He cracked one eye open, smiled at me, and shrugged. “What? It’s sexy.”

Before I could tease him back, the room plunged into silence. The whir of the fans died. The faint hum of the fridge stopped. Even the buzz of the AC, as weak as it had been, vanished.

The lights flickered once and went out.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.” I stared at the darkened ceiling fan, willing it to spin.

Matt groaned and sat up. “Guess the grid finally tapped out. Too many people blasting their AC at once.”

The apartment suddenly felt hotter without the sound of air moving. The stillness was suffocating. My shirt clung to me, and I tugged it away from my chest, though the relief lasted all of two seconds.

My phone buzzed with a text. It was from Lila. Power’s out. I’m dying in this sauna. Can I crash with you guys?

I replied back. Power’s out here too. You’re welcome to join our sauna, though, if you want company.

I glanced at Matt, who was already looking at me, eyebrows raised.

“She’s coming over,” I said.

“Good,” he replied, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. “At least she’ll suffer with us.”

I shot him a grin, though part of me fluttered with nerves. Lila had always had that effect on me—sharp-tongued, bold, and beautiful in a way that made it hard not to stare. She was my best friend, yes, but she had a way of teasing lines I wasn’t sure I wanted crossed.

Fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at the door.

Lila breezed in wearing cutoff shorts and a sports bra, her skin already flushed pink from the walk over. She carried a tote bag and immediately dropped it by the door, fanning herself dramatically.

“Your place is an oven too,” she declared, tugging her damp hair into a messy knot on top of her head. “But at least I won’t be alone when I die.”

“You’re so cheerful,” I said dryly, giving her a quick hug that left both of us even sweatier.

She smirked. “I live to please.”

Matt leaned back on the couch, giving her a lazy wave. “Hey, trouble.”

“Hey yourself.” Her gaze slid down his chest before flicking back up. Bold as always. She flopped into the armchair across from us, stretching her legs out until her toes brushed the coffee table. “So… what’s the plan? Strip naked and hope for a breeze?”

I rolled my eyes, but Matt chuckled. “Tempting. You first.” My heart stuttered a bit. I didn’t think he meant it like that, but I couldn’t keep from wondering.

Her lips curved. “Don’t dare me, Matthew. You know I never back down.”

That was the thing about Lila. She said things like that so easily, half-joking but with a flash in her eyes that made me wonder how much of it was truth.

The three of us sat in the heavy stillness, sweat running in places I didn’t want to think about. Lila tugged at her sports bra, shifting it over her skin. Matt wiped his chest again. I pressed a cold water bottle to the inside of my thighs, sighing at the fleeting relief.

“This is torture,” I muttered.

“You’re telling me,” Lila said, arching her back against the chair. “I feel like I’m being slow-roasted.” Her gaze slid to me, then to Matt, a wicked spark in it. “At least the view’s good.”

I laughed, though my cheeks burned hotter than the air. “You’re incorrigible.”

“Thank you.”

Matt shook his head, but he was grinning. He always took Lila’s flirtations in stride, never rattled, though I wasn’t blind. I saw the way his chest puffed a little when she teased him, the way his hand would rest a fraction lower on my hip when she was around.

The three of us looked like we were peeling apart in slow motion, shedding clothes piece by piece. I tugged my damp tank top off, left in just my bra and shorts. Matt kicked his shorts lower on his hips, fanning himself with a magazine. Lila tucked one leg under her, stretching so the hem of her shorts rode higher.

The air between us thickened, hotter than the heat outside. I tried to tell myself it was only the weather, only the lack of airflow making me notice the slide of sweat down Matt’s stomach or the gleam on Lila’s collarbone. But even then, something inside me shifted, restless and needy.

“Guess it’s going to be a long night,” Matt said, voice rougher than before.

Lila’s smile was sharp, glinting like the promise of trouble. “Good. I like long nights.”

The heat didn’t let up. If anything, it grew heavier, thicker, as though the air itself wanted to pin me in place. Every breath felt like inhaling from a steaming kettle. Sweat slicked my thighs where they pressed against the couch cushion, and I shifted, trying to find a dry patch. There wasn’t one.

“I give up,” Lila groaned, unbuttoning her shorts with a snap. She pushed them down her legs and kicked them away, leaving herself in nothing but a clingy sports bra and panties. She caught Matt looking and smirked. “What? I’m too hot to be shy.”

I couldn’t help but wonder if there was a double meaning to that statement.

Next, she tugged at her bra, the fabric dark with sweat. “This thing’s strangling me.” Her grin sharpened. “Unless either of you want to peel it off for me?” When neither of us moved, she laughed and did it herself, tossing it aside with a flourish. The candlelight caught her curves as she arched, unapologetic as always.

I was too stunned to protest. Did she really just do that? In front of my boyfriend?

Matt made a strangled sound that he covered quickly with a cough. His eyes flicked toward me, as if to check for permission before they lingered on Lila’s bare skin.

I tried to act nonchalant, even though my pulse kicked up. “Subtle,” I said, giving her a look.

She grinned. “What? It’s not like any of us are pretending this isn’t unbearable. May as well lean into it.”

Her brazenness was nothing new. Lila had always been like this—confident, unashamed of her body, unapologetic about being looked at. But in the stifling heat, with sweat dripping between my breasts and Matt sitting shirtless only a few feet away, her boldness hit different.

“Lila, you are so dramatic,” Matt said, though he tugged at the waistband of his shorts, like they’d shrunk in the heat. “The heat’s not that bad. Put your clothes back on, Jesus.”

Lila raised a brow. “It’s not like you haven’t seen this before.”

I laughed, even as warmth crept up my throat. “Wait, what?”

“One time when I stayed over,” she explained. “It was an accident. He walked in while I was in the shower. I didn’t figure you’d mind me stripping down since your boyfriend’s obviously not a creep.”

No, he wasn’t a creep, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t hard while looking at my best friend’s tits. Still, there was something exhilarating and freeing about seeing her sit casually with her top off. “It’s fine, Matt,” I said with a gulp. “She has a point.”

“Exactly.” Lila smirked. “I wouldn’t blame you two for stripping down either. We’re all friends here.”

Part of me wondered if Lila had shut the power grid down herself. This seemed like too good of an opportunity for it to be accidental.

I shook my head. Of course, that was ridiculous.

Matt shot me a look—half challenge, half amusement. Then, without warning, he shoved his shorts down his hips and kicked them off. He was left in nothing but dark boxer briefs that clung damply to him, the outline of his body clear enough to make me swallow hard.

“Well?” he asked, smirking a little.

“Fine,” I muttered, tugging my own tank top up and off. The fabric stuck stubbornly, clinging to my damp skin before I wrenched it free. My bra was already plastered to me, thin cotton doing little to cover the way my nipples pushed against it. I hesitated for a beat, then slid my shorts down too, left in just matching underwear.

Lila let out a low whistle. “Now that’s more like it.”

I rolled my eyes, but my cheeks burned. “You’re impossible.”

“Thank you.”

Matt chuckled under his breath, trying to play it cool, though I could see the way his gaze flicked between me and Lila, quickly averted, then darting back again. Respectful, but curious. Always careful not to cross a line, even when temptation practically dripped from the air.

We sprawled together in the living room, the three of us slick-skinned and barely dressed, candles casting soft shadows that seemed more intimate than harsh electric light ever could. My thigh brushed Matt’s as I shifted. He didn’t move away. When Lila curled her legs beneath her, her calf pressed against my shin, sticky and warm.

The touches were nothing, technically. Accidental. But my body didn’t believe it. Each brush sparked heat lower in my belly, adding to the ache that had already begun to coil there.

“I feel like I’m in some weird summer camp dare,” Lila said after a while, tugging her damp hair loose from its knot so it fell in heavy waves over her shoulders. Drops of sweat clung to the strands, catching the light. She tilted her head back, throat long and exposed, chest rising and falling as she sighed. “All that’s missing is someone yelling, ‘Spin the bottle.’”

“Don’t tempt fate,” Matt said lightly, though his voice was rougher than before.

“Tempting fate’s my specialty.” Her lips curved as she looked between us.

I tried to laugh, but my throat felt dry. My gaze snagged on the line of sweat sliding down between her breasts, disappearing beneath the curve. I forced myself to look away, only to meet Matt’s eyes. He’d been watching me watch her.

Something unspoken hung there in the silence. I broke it by shifting again, pretending I needed more space on the couch. My thigh pressed harder to his. He didn’t move.

“God, even sitting still is too much effort,” I muttered, dragging my hand across my forehead.

Matt’s knee nudged against mine, subtle, reassuring. He was steady, grounding, but the heat and the closeness made everything sharper, harder to ignore.

Lila stretched again, deliberately this time, her toes brushing my calf, lingering there as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Her eyes glittered when I glanced at her, daring me to react.

I didn’t pull away.

Instead, I let my legs stay where they were, our skin sticking together, slick and hot. My chest rose higher, my bra straining with each breath.

“Half-naked roommates,” she teased softly, her voice almost a purr. “I think I could get used to this.”

My laugh came out breathier than I meant it to. The sound of it filled the heavy silence, mingling with Matt’s low chuckle, and the three of us sat there in the stifling dark, pretending we weren’t already imagining where this heat might take us.

The heat was so thick it pressed us into the cushions, sticky and restless. Conversation kept sputtering out into silence, until Lila groaned and said, “This is unbearable. We need a distraction before I lose my mind.”

Matt lifted an eyebrow. “Like what? Charades?”

She snorted. “Please. I was thinking something spicier. Truth or dare.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Are we back in high school?”

“No,” she said, grinning, “but the heat’s making me delirious. Come on—it’ll be fun.”

Matt leaned back, smirking. “You’re really desperate for a distraction, huh?”

She’s the only one, I thought. She’s already distracting both of us with her breasts.

“You have no idea.” Her eyes glittered as she looked at me, then back at him. “Well? Truth or dare, Erin?”

I hesitated, then sighed. “Fine. Dare.”

Her grin widened. She rummaged in the cooler we’d stocked before the blackout, pulling out a can of soda so frosty it hissed as soon as it hit the air. She pressed it against my bare thigh. I yelped and jerked, the cold shocking against overheated skin.

“Perfect,” she said, pleased with herself.

“You’re evil,” I muttered, though a laugh slipped out as goosebumps raced up my leg. “That’s not really a dare.”

She shrugged with a smile. “Matt, Truth or Dare.” I was starting to get the feeling that Lila didn’t actually care about the game so much as the outcome.

Matt chuckled. “Alright, dare.”

“Brave man,” Lila said, then handed him an ice cube from her glass. “Put this in your mouth, then drop it into Erin’s.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?” It wasn’t that I was opposed to the action — it was just an ice cube — but doing something so intimate in front of Lila seemed…taboo.

“You heard me,” she said, her tone far too innocent.

Matt looked at me, waiting. The corner of his mouth twitched. “You game?”

My heart thudded, but I nodded. He leaned close, his lips brushing mine as the cold cube slipped from his mouth to mine. I gasped at the sting of ice, then swallowed it down with a shiver. The intimacy of it left me hotter than before.

Lila clapped slowly, mock applause. “Now that’s a dare.”

It went on like that, the dares getting sillier, then sharper, edging toward dangerous. Matt dared Lila to run her hand along my arm with an ice cube, leaving trails of water that tickled and cooled only for a moment before the heat swallowed them up.

My skin hummed. Every touch seemed magnified, every brush of fingers against damp skin making my breath catch.

Then it shifted.

Lila’s voice was low and mischievous. “Kiss the person on your left.”

She was to my left. Matt was on my right. The implication hung in the air, heavy as the heat.

My pulse kicked, but I leaned in before I could talk myself out of it. Our lips touched, quick and soft, but the taste of her lingered—salty with sweat, sweet with something I couldn’t name. I pulled back, my face burning, laughter bubbling up to cover my nerves.

Matt’s eyes darkened as he watched, his chest rising and falling faster.

“Not bad,” Lila teased, licking her lower lip. “Okay, Erin—your turn to dare someone.”

I swallowed and hesitated while looking at Matt. “I dare you…um…I dare you to kiss Lila.” Shit. Did I really just say that out loud?

Matt’s eyes widened, but it was clear he was interested. He hesitated, glanced at her, and then, with a sly smile, pressed his mouth to Lila’s.

It wasn’t long, just a quick, playful kiss, but the sight of it jolted me. A flicker of jealousy, sharp and strange, twisted through me—followed immediately by something else, something darker and needier. Watching her kiss my boyfriend shouldn’t have made my thighs press together, but it did.

I laughed to cover it, shaking my head. “You two are ridiculous.”

“Ridiculously hot, you mean,” Lila said, smirking.

The game kept circling closer to the line. Matt dared me to lick the sweat off Lila’s shoulder. My stomach knotted as I leaned in, tongue darting over the salt-slick curve of her skin. She shivered, letting out a soft sound that went straight to my chest.

We were laughing, still pretending it was a game, but the laughter kept breaking into something heavier, rougher. The dares weren’t silly anymore. They were foreplay disguised as challenges, and all of us knew it.

When Lila leaned back against the chair, her thighs spread lazily, her eyes locked on mine, I felt the air shift. Something unspoken stretched between us, hotter than the night itself.

And when Matt looked at me, then at her, and then back again, his jaw tense, his body taut, I knew we’d already crossed into dangerous territory.

The air felt thicker after the game, like we’d conjured something we couldn’t undo. My skin buzzed with every touch that had been dared into existence, every glance I’d pretended not to notice.

We ended up on the floor, too restless to stay put on the furniture. Matt stretched out on his back with an arm flung across his forehead, the candlelight gilding the lines of his stomach. Lila sprawled beside me, one leg thrown over a cushion, her bare skin glowing faintly in the heat. I sat cross-legged between them, fanning myself with a magazine that did absolutely nothing.

“It’s so damn hot,” Matt muttered, his voice low and lazy.

“Stop complaining,” Lila said, though she sounded just as languid. “Think of it as… ambiance.”

“Ambiance?” I echoed, raising an eyebrow.

She grinned, that spark in her eyes again. “Sure. You know, like one of those steamy foreign films where everyone glistens and talks about their desires.”

Matt laughed softly. “You’ve been watching the wrong movies.”

“Or the right ones,” she shot back, then shifted onto her side to face me. Her elbow dug into the cushion, her head propped in her hand. Her gaze skimmed my face, lingering on my mouth in a way that made my stomach tighten.

I looked away, but it was too late—she’d seen it.

Her voice dropped, sultry and teasing. “You’ve always wondered, haven’t you?”

My throat went dry. “Wondered what?”

“What it would be like to kiss a girl.” She said it casually, like she was commenting on the weather, but the weight of her words sank deep.

Heat flooded my cheeks, hotter than the air already baking us. “I—no. That’s not—”

“Oh, come on.” Her smile widened. “I’ve seen the way you look sometimes. You’re curious.”

I shook my head, though my hair clung damply to my temples, giving me away. “That’s ridiculous.”

But my voice cracked, and the way my body shifted—pressing my thighs tighter together, avoiding her gaze—betrayed me.

Lila noticed everything. She always did.

“Ridiculous, huh?” she murmured, leaning closer. The scent of her skin, salt and heat, filled my senses. “Then you wouldn’t blush every time I tease you.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but no words came out. My pulse thudded in my ears. I was aware of Matt sitting up slightly, his gaze fixed on us, tension radiating from him even though he didn’t speak.

Lila tilted her head, her lips curving. “Want me to prove it?”

My breath hitched. “Prove what?”

“That you’ve thought about it.” Her face was inches from mine now, close enough that the heat of her breath grazed my mouth.

I should have laughed it off. I should have pushed her away, made a joke, anything. Instead I froze, every nerve alight, waiting. We’d just kissed a moment ago, but that was on a dare. This was something else entirely.

Her lips brushed mine. Just a whisper of contact, soft and teasing, like she was testing me.

I gasped, but I didn’t move. My eyes fluttered shut, betraying me more than words ever could.

She kissed me properly then—gentle at first, her mouth warm and slick with heat, the taste of sweat and salt mingling. My heart hammered so hard I thought it might break through my chest.

I’d expected awkwardness, or guilt, or something that felt wrong. But what I felt was a dizzy rush, a spark that shot straight through me. My fingers curled against the cushion as she deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, playful and daring.

When she pulled back, my lips tingled, swollen, aching for more.

“See?” she whispered, eyes gleaming. “Not ridiculous at all.”

I sat there, breathing hard, my face hot, my body trembling. My boyfriend had just watched me kiss my best friend, and instead of shame, all I felt was raw, aching need.

Matt’s voice was rough when he finally spoke. “Jesus.”

I looked at him, startled. He hadn’t moved closer, but his eyes were dark, hungry, his chest rising and falling faster. His shorts did nothing to hide the way his body reacted, straining hard against the thin fabric.

Embarrassment and desire tangled inside me. I wanted to laugh, to hide, to kiss Lila again until I forgot Matt was even there. I wanted both of them.

Lila smirked, leaning back slightly, stretching like a cat basking in victory. “What’s the matter, Matthew? Never seen two girls kiss before?”

His jaw tightened. “Not like that.”

Her eyes flicked back to me, heat smoldering in them. “She’s good, isn’t she?”

I swatted at her shoulder, my laugh shaky, trying to defuse the intensity, but she only caught my hand and held it against her damp skin. My palm slid over the curve of her collarbone, slick and warm.

Matt made a low sound in his throat, almost a groan.

I pulled my hand back quickly, heart racing. “This is crazy,” I whispered.

“Crazy,” Lila agreed, her grin slow and wicked. “But you’re curious.”

She leaned close again, lips brushing my ear, her voice a low purr. “Admit it. You’ve imagined me touching you.”

I shivered, my whole body answering for me even as I tried to shake my head. “No, I—I haven’t—”

She kissed me again, cutting off the lie. This time I kissed her back without hesitation, my mouth opening to hers, my tongue sliding against hers with desperate need. The sound of it, wet and hungry, filled the still room.

When we broke apart, I was gasping, my skin burning, my nipples hard and aching against my bra. Matt’s gaze was locked on me, his expression somewhere between awe and hunger.

“Erin,” he said softly, like my name alone was a plea.

I looked at him, then at Lila, and realized the ground beneath us had shifted. We couldn’t go back to pretending.

The heatwave wasn’t the only thing stripping us bare.

The kiss had changed everything. I could still taste Lila on my lips, still feel the press of her mouth, playful and demanding at once. My skin tingled, my pulse loud in my ears, and the silence afterward was heavier than the sweltering air.

Matt sat across from us, propped up on his elbows, chest rising and falling faster than before. His eyes never left me, though I knew he was seeing both of us—his girlfriend flushed and trembling, her best friend smiling like the cat that got the cream.

“Alright,” Lila said at last, breaking the silence with her husky, too-casual tone. “Truth or dare, Matthew?”

Matt’s mouth curved faintly. “Dare.”

Her smile sharpened. “Touch Erin. Right now. In front of me.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Heat flared across my cheeks, though it had nothing to do with the temperature. Matt looked at me instantly, as if he’d only do it if I agreed. His restraint, even now, made my throat tighten.

“Go on,” Lila coaxed, eyes glinting. “We all want to see it.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, my breath shaky. “It’s fine,” I whispered.

Matt shifted closer, his hand trembling slightly as he reached out. His fingertips brushed along my bare arm, light and tentative, before sliding higher, tracing the damp curve of my shoulder. The simple touch made me shiver. I leaned into it, greedy for more.

Lila’s gaze flicked between us, her expression hungry. “More than that,” she said softly.

His hand trailed down, fingers skimming over my collarbone, then lower still, pausing at the edge of my bra. He glanced at me again, waiting. My lips parted in a shaky breath, my body arching subtly toward his. Permission.

When his palm spread across my breast, squeezing gently through the thin fabric, I bit down on a gasp. Heat surged through me, molten and relentless. The sight of his hand on me, the weight of it, the way Lila leaned closer to watch—it was too much and not enough at once.

My eyes flicked to her. “Truth or dare?” I asked, my voice rougher than I intended.

“Dare,” she said instantly.

My courage faltered for a second, but the pulse between my thighs throbbed insistently. I licked my lips. “Touch my thigh.”

Her grin widened. She slid across the cushion until her knee brushed mine. Her hand rested on my thigh, fingers light at first, teasing, then creeping upward. The heat of her palm sank into me, leaving fire in its wake. She inched higher, the edge of her hand brushing just beneath the hem of my panties. My breath caught, my thighs clenching involuntarily around her fingers.

Matt groaned quietly. The sound sent another shiver through me.

“God,” I whispered, my voice shaking.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Lila murmured, her lips curling.

I couldn’t answer. My body betrayed me, leaning into her touch even as Matt’s hand continued to stroke over my breast. The mix of sensations—her hand pressing higher, his fingers circling over me—blurred together until I was panting, dizzy with it.

The air was thick with the smell of sweat and burning candles, skin slick and sticky where we pressed together. Every movement left a trail, a reminder of how overheated we all were. Drops of sweat slid down Matt’s chest, pooling in the dip of his stomach. I wanted to lick them, taste the salt.

Lila shifted closer, her bare thigh brushing against mine, hot and damp. Her hand slid just under the edge of my panties, her fingers hovering, not quite touching where I needed her. The tease of it made me whimper, my body arching helplessly.

“Easy,” she whispered, her eyes dark. “Not yet.”

Matt’s hand moved lower too, skimming down my stomach, stopping at my hip. He was careful, restrained, but his restraint only made it worse. My skin ached for more, for both of them.

I opened my eyes and found them both watching me—Matt with his jaw tight, his desire written plain across his face, Lila with her lips parted in a sly smile.

Something inside me cracked open. I realized, with a rush of heat that made me tremble, that I wanted this. Not just Matt. Not just Lila. Both of them. At once.

The thought should have shamed me, but instead it electrified me.

“Your turn, Erin,” Lila said, her fingers still poised just under the edge of my panties, not moving. “Truth or dare?”

My lips parted. “Dare.”

Her grin was slow, wicked. She leaned in, pressing her mouth to my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Touch me. Right here.”

She guided my hand, sliding it between her thighs until my fingers pressed against the heat of her panties. She was already damp, slick even through the thin fabric. The realization jolted me—she was as turned on as I was.

I rubbed her tentatively at first, my fingers clumsy. She moaned softly, her hand tightening on my thigh. The sound made Matt groan again, his body taut with restraint.

“Beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely, his gaze locked on me as I touched her.

I closed my eyes, dizzy with the sensation of it all—the slickness of her, the weight of his hand on me, the oppressive heat pressing us all together. It was sticky, messy, intoxicating.

When I pulled my hand back, trembling, she caught my fingers and brought them to her mouth, licking them slowly, deliberately. My breath hitched as her tongue slid over me, tasting herself on my skin.

Matt’s hand slid lower, hovering just at the waistband of my panties. He stopped, eyes searching mine. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

I shook my head, breathless. “Don’t stop.”

He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband, just enough to graze the top of my mound, not quite reaching the ache that throbbed between my thighs. Lila’s hand mirrored his on the other side, dipping under the fabric of my panties, her nails teasing the soft skin of my hip.

The touches were light, exploratory, maddening. My whole body shook with need, sweat slicking every inch of me. The heat made it impossible to tell where I ended and they began.

We weren’t playing a game anymore.

We were crossing into something else, something dangerous and thrilling and inevitable.

And I didn’t want it to stop.

My skin was slick, my chest heaving, every breath dragging through thick, heavy air. We had spent so long circling each other—teasing, daring, touching just enough to taste what lay beyond—but it wasn’t enough anymore. Not for me.

Lila slowly lifted my bra up over my head and tossed it to the floor. She trailed her fingers over the curve of my breast teasingly before collapsing beside me like nothing was happening. As if daring me to be the one to continue while Matt’s fingers lay resting at my panties.

Lila lay beside me on the cushions, her breasts bare and gleaming with sweat in the soft candlelight. She stretched languidly, the swell of her chest rising with every slow inhale, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My body pulsed with hunger. Before I could stop myself, I leaned in and kissed her.

It wasn’t playful this time. It was deep, desperate, my tongue sliding against hers as I cupped the heavy weight of her breast in my hand. Her skin was slick and hot, the nipple pebbling instantly beneath my touch. She gasped into my mouth and arched toward me, her body pressing against mine.

Matt’s breath hitched sharply somewhere behind me. The sound only made me bolder. I pinched Lila’s nipple lightly between my fingers, then broke the kiss to lower my mouth, sucking it into the heat of my lips. She cried out softly, her fingers tangling in my hair as I licked and pulled at her sensitive flesh.

The sudden pressure of a hand between my thighs made me jerk. Matt’s fingers slipped under the edge of my panties, teasing the slick heat there. At the same time, Lila’s hand slid lower, pushing past the thin fabric from the other side. Two sets of fingers pressed into me—Matt slow and steady, Lila quick and teasing. I gasped around her nipple, my hips rocking helplessly.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, my voice muffled against her breast. My whole body clenched around them, the dual sensation overwhelming, raw.

I tugged at my panties with trembling hands, too desperate to be shy. Matt helped, pulling them down my hips and tossing them aside, leaving me bare and open to both of them. Lila’s lips brushed mine again, feverish and hungry, even as her fingers slid back inside me, curling and stroking.

I reached for her instinctively, my palm pressing over her stomach, sliding downward. She was already damp and swollen beneath her panties, the thin fabric soaked. She whimpered into my mouth as I rubbed her, her bare breasts pushing against me, the taste of her still fresh on my tongue.

“Take them off,” I whispered against her lips, tugging at her panties. She wriggled out of them without hesitation, kicking them across the floor until she was completely naked, her skin glowing with sweat. The sight of her spread out before me stole my breath.

Matt groaned, his voice rough. “Jesus Christ.”

I glanced back at him, and my stomach clenched. His boxer briefs were already gone, and his cock stood rigid, thick and hard, the tip flushed dark. My mouth went dry at the sheer size of him. Lila sucked in a sharp breath too, her eyes wide, her hand tightening on my thigh.

“Fuck,” she whispered, awe and desire mingling in her tone.

Before I could react, she leaned over me, her body pressing against mine as she reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly, deliberately. Matt’s eyes squeezed shut, his jaw tight, his fingers still buried inside me as she worked him.

The combination undid me. Matt’s strong hand filling me, Lila’s soft body against mine, her other hand stroking him just inches away—it was too much, too good. My hips bucked helplessly as pleasure surged through me.

I lowered my mouth again to Lila’s breast, sucking hard at her nipple, tasting salt and heat. She moaned, the sound vibrating against my lips, her hand tightening around Matt’s cock as if my tongue on her drove her wilder.

Everywhere I turned there was sensation—her fingers slippery inside me, his thicker ones curling deep, her breast heavy in my hand, his cock straining against her grip. Sweat dripped down my temple, across my collarbone, sliding between my breasts as I arched against them both.

I’d never felt so split open, so consumed. Every nerve in my body was alight, my thoughts scattered, reduced to raw need.

“Erin,” Matt groaned, his breath hot against my ear as he pressed closer behind me, his chest slick against my back. His cock twitched in Lila’s hand, so close to my skin I could almost feel the heat radiating from it.

Lila kissed me again, hard and breathless, her tongue tangling with mine as her hand continued to stroke him, faster now. I whimpered into her mouth, my body trembling as Matt’s fingers thrust deeper, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyes.

I was sandwiched between them, pinned by their touch, drowning in the rhythm of their hands and mouths. My body ached for more, every nerve raw with desire, every inch of me desperate for release.

When Lila pulled back, her lips shiny and swollen, she whispered against my mouth, “You like this. Both of us. At once.”

I couldn’t deny it. My moan was answer enough, spilling out as I sucked her nipple hard between my teeth, gasping around the tender flesh.

Matt’s fingers moved faster inside me, his other hand gripping my hip, holding me steady as I writhed. Lila’s hand pumped his cock steadily, her thumb smearing precum across the flushed tip. She moaned into my mouth as I bit down again gently, her hips grinding against my thigh.

I had never felt so wanton, so greedy, my body demanding everything at once. I wanted Matt inside me, I wanted Lila’s mouth against mine, I wanted to taste them both until I couldn’t breathe.

There was no going back. The heat had stripped us down, left us bare in every possible way.

And I didn’t care. I only wanted more.

Every inch of me was flushed and trembling, caught between Matt’s steady hands and Lila’s restless hunger. For so long we’d been circling this moment, teasing, daring, dipping our toes over the edge. Now the edge was gone. There was no holding back.

Lila kissed me hard, her breasts pressing against mine, slick and heavy. I gasped into her mouth as Matt’s hands spread across my hips from behind, his cock nudging insistently against me, hot and thick and demanding.

“Please,” I whispered, not sure who I was begging, maybe both of them.

Matt groaned and pressed me forward, rolling me on top of Lila. My breasts flattened against Lila’s body as she sprawled back, pulling me down with her. Her thighs opened, sticky and wet, pressing against mine. I kissed her again, desperate and messy, as Matt guided himself between my legs.

The first push of him inside me tore a cry from my throat. He was huge, stretching me, filling me so deep I felt split open. My nails dug into Lila’s hips as she moaned under me, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“God, I’m gonna explode,” Matt rasped behind me, his hips rocking forward slowly, sinking deeper with every thrust.

Lila cupped my face, pulling me into another kiss as his cock slid all the way inside. I whimpered into her mouth, the mix of sensations overwhelming—his thickness filling me, her tongue twisting with mine, our breasts sliding together in the slick heat.

Matt set a rhythm, hard enough to jolt me against Lila, soft enough to make me crave more. Every thrust ground me down against her thigh, and I felt her shift beneath me, one hand sliding between us. Her fingers found me, circling my clit even as Matt drove into me from behind.

“Fuck!” I gasped, jerking against her touch. My whole body was on fire, every nerve screaming for release.

She laughed low, wicked. “You like being caught in the middle, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I moaned, shameless. “Yes.”

Matt grunted and pressed deeper, his cock sliding against places inside me that made my eyes roll back. Lila pinched my nipple, tugging at it, making me cry out as she rubbed faster between my thighs.

I didn’t know where to look, who to kiss, what to feel first. My body wasn’t mine anymore—it was theirs, claimed by both at once.

When Matt pulled out suddenly, I whimpered at the loss, collapsing against Lila’s chest. But then he lifted my hips up, his hands spreading my ass apart. A hot lick of his tongue against my folds made me jolt. He buried his face between my legs, tongue working me open as Lila held me still.

“Fuck, Matt,” I cried, hips bucking.

Lila stroked my hair soothingly, then pressed my face down to her breast. “Suck me,” she whispered. “Make me feel what he’s making you feel.”

I latched onto her nipple, sucking hard, my tongue swirling over the sensitive tip. She gasped, her back arching, her thighs rubbing together. Matt’s tongue slid higher, teasing the tight ring of my ass, slicking it with spit before pressing back into my pussy. The combination made me moan helplessly against Lila’s chest.

“Greedy girl,” she teased breathlessly, her hands guiding my mouth from one breast to the other. “Can’t get enough, can you?”

She was right. I couldn’t. I wanted everything—her body, his cock, both of them at once.

Matt climbed back up, his cock nudging against me again, but this time he guided himself higher, toward the tightness of my ass. I froze, my heart pounding, but Lila stroked my cheek gently.

“Relax,” she murmured. “Let him. You’ll love it.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

Matt pressed slowly, carefully, the blunt head stretching me inch by inch. I gasped, burying my face against Lila’s breast, her nipple slipping past my lips as I whimpered. The sting gave way to fullness, pressure unlike anything I’d felt before.

“Good girl,” Matt groaned, sliding deeper. “So fucking tight.”

Lila kissed my forehead, her hand slipping between my thighs again, fingers sliding into my soaked pussy as Matt filled me from behind. The dual invasion made me cry out, my body rocking helplessly between them.

I clutched at Lila’s hips, sucking her breasts desperately as she fingered me, her thumb circling my clit. Matt thrust steadily, each push sending sparks through my body. I was lost, undone, every inch of me stretched and claimed.

Lila moaned, shifting beneath me. “I want him too,” she whispered against my mouth.

Matt’s thrusts slowed, then he pulled out, his cock glistening with slick. I lifted slightly, glancing between our bodies, and for the first time I saw him push into her.

The sight made my stomach flip—my boyfriend’s cock sliding into my best friend’s pussy, her head tipping back in ecstasy.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Lila cried, her nails digging into the cushions as he filled her.

My clit throbbed watching them. I couldn’t look away, my fingers sliding between my own thighs, rubbing frantically as his hips slammed against her while I was sandwiched between. The slap of their bodies against mine, the sheen of sweat on their skin, the sound of her cries—it was obscene and gorgeous and I needed it burned into my memory forever.

Matt gripped my hair in his fist, taking full control. “Kiss her, Erin.”

I leaned closer, pressing my mouth to Lila’s, kissing her as Matt fucked her. Her moans vibrated against my tongue, her breasts bouncing against me as his cock drove into her.

Then Matt pulled out and guided me down. “Suck her,” he commanded hoarsely.

My lips closed over Lila’s swollen pussy, tasting the mix of her wetness and his slick. She cried out, tangling her fingers in my hair, grinding against my mouth. Matt stroked himself above us, his cock glistening, heavy and thick.

“God, Erin,” he groaned. “Watching you eat her out…”

I licked her greedily, my tongue circling her clit, thrusting into her, devouring her cries. Her body tightened, her thighs clamping around my face as she came hard, shuddering against me.

When she collapsed back, panting, Matt hauled me up and kissed me fiercely, tasting her on my lips. He flipped me onto my back, spreading my thighs wide, and sank into me in one deep thrust.

I screamed, clutching at him, my body stretched to the limit. Lila leaned over, kissing me, her tongue sliding against mine as Matt pounded into me. She pinched my nipples, twisted them, whispered filth into my ear as he fucked me mercilessly.

I was lost in sensation—his cock filling me, her mouth on mine, her hands teasing every inch of me. My orgasm tore through me suddenly, violently, my body arching off the cushions as I screamed into Lila’s mouth.

Matt followed, his thrusts sharp and desperate before he groaned and spilled inside me, his body shuddering with release.

We collapsed together, a tangle of sweaty limbs, gasping in the stifling heat. My skin glistened, my body limp, every nerve raw and sated.

Lila curled against me, still trembling, her fingers brushing my cheek. “Told you you’d love it,” she whispered.

Matt kissed my shoulder, his chest heavy against my back.

I lay between them, dazed and overwhelmed, the heat pressing down like a seal. My boyfriend. My best friend. Both of them mine, and me theirs.

The heatwave had stripped us bare, and in the wreckage, we’d found something I hadn’t dared to imagine—both my fantasies, colliding, consuming, making me theirs completely.

The silence after was heavy, broken only by our ragged breaths and the faint hiss of cicadas outside the open window. The air was still thick, humid, sticky against my skin, but I didn’t care. I was limp between them, my body trembling in the aftermath, my hair damp and clinging to my cheeks.

Matt lay behind me, his chest rising and falling against my back, the heat of him solid and grounding. His arm draped over my waist, his hand splayed protectively over my stomach. Every time he exhaled, the warm breath against my neck made me shiver.

Lila was curled against my front, her bare leg tangled with mine, her skin slick against mine, our breasts pressed together. She still smelled faintly of sex and salt, her lips swollen from kissing, her hair mussed and damp. She stroked her fingers lazily through mine, her touch soft after so much intensity.

I sighed, sinking into them both. For the first time all night, I felt weightless, my body spent, sated.

“Holy shit,” Lila murmured, her voice hoarse, the corners of her mouth curving in a lazy grin.

Matt chuckled quietly behind me. “That’s one way to put it.”

I laughed too, though it came out softer, almost dazed. “We’re insane.”

“Maybe,” Lila said, brushing her lips against my temple. “But tell me you regret it.”

I couldn’t. The thought didn’t even flicker. I shook my head, cheeks heating again though my body was too heavy to blush properly. “Not even a little.”

Matt kissed the back of my shoulder, tender in contrast to the way he’d pounded into me minutes earlier. “Me neither.”

The words settled over me like a balm. There was no awkwardness, no guilt, no frantic backpedaling to explain it away. Just three bodies pressed together, sticky with sweat and each other, holding on as if we’d found something we didn’t want to lose.

The candles guttered low, shadows swaying across the walls. Outside, the world remained hot and silent, but inside I felt cocooned in warmth that had nothing to do with the heatwave.

Lila shifted, resting her head on my chest. My hand found her hair, stroking absently through the damp strands. She sighed, her body relaxing fully against mine, her breaths evening out. Matt’s fingers traced idle patterns over my hipbone, slow and soothing, until my eyelids fluttered shut.

I didn’t want to sleep. I wanted to stay suspended here, between them, forever. But exhaustion crept in, pulling me under, the rhythm of their bodies against mine lulling me into softness.

For the first time that night, the heat felt bearable.
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I woke to the hum of the fan.

For a moment, disoriented, I thought I’d dreamed everything—the games, the kisses, the desperate tangle of hands and mouths. But then I shifted, and the soreness between my thighs reminded me it had all been real. The fan whirred steadily above us, the air cooler now, lighter, as if the world had exhaled overnight.

The power was back.

Matt’s arm was still draped over my waist, heavy and protective even in sleep. His chest pressed against my back, steady in its rise and fall. Lila was curled into my front, her breath warm against my collarbone, one leg thrown over mine. We were tangled in a heap of limbs and damp sheets, naked and unashamed.

I tilted my head slightly, brushing my lips against Lila’s messy hair. She stirred, stretching like a cat, her breasts pressing against me. Her eyes blinked open, hazy with sleep, and then she smiled—slow, lazy, utterly content.

“Morning,” she whispered.

“Morning,” I murmured back, my voice rough with sleep.

Behind me, Matt groaned softly, tightening his arm around my waist. “Mmm. Don’t tell me it was a dream,” he muttered against my shoulder.

“It wasn’t,” I said, a quiet laugh escaping me.

Lila’s grin widened. “Good. I’d hate to think we imagined all that.”

Silence settled again, but it wasn’t heavy this time. It was easy, comfortable. My body ached in places I hadn’t known could ache, but it was a sweet ache, a reminder of what we’d shared.

Matt shifted onto his elbow, glancing between us. His hair stuck up in every direction, his skin still slick with the night’s sweat, but his eyes were clear, steady. “So… are we okay?”

The question hung there, gentle but serious.

I looked at Lila, then back at him. My heart thudded, but not with fear. “Yeah,” I said softly. “We’re more than okay.”

Lila stretched again, unabashed, her bare body glowing in the thin strip of morning sunlight breaking through the curtains. She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. “Then maybe it doesn’t have to be the last time.”

Matt’s gaze flicked to mine, searching, giving me the choice. And instead of panic, I felt a slow, steady warmth unfurl in my chest.

“Maybe it doesn’t,” I whispered.

We lay there for a long while, just breathing together, letting the morning light spill across our bare skin. The world outside had cooled, the heatwave breaking at last, but inside I still burned—caught between the two people I cared for most, knowing the fire we’d started would never really die out.
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Tempting the Coach



The late afternoon sun beat down on the practice field, warm enough that the sweat on my temples felt like it was steaming. Our cheer squad had been running through the halftime routine again, ponytails whipping, sneakers pounding against the rubber track, when the shrill blast of a whistle cut across the grass. Every girl’s head turned—even if none of us would admit that we were all hoping it was him.

Coach Thomas.

He stood on the sideline with the football team, his whistle still between his lips, his clipboard tucked under one arm. His sunglasses hid his eyes, but I didn’t need to see them to feel the weight of his attention. He was tall, broad shouldered, and his gray T-shirt clung to the hard lines of his chest and stomach as if the fabric had been poured on. Even at a distance, the sight of him made my thighs tense and my heart tick a little faster.

Jackie let out a low whistle of her own, close enough for only me to hear. “God, Sara, look at him. He’s like a walking older man fantasy.” Her voice dripped with mischief, her grin wicked as she wiped sweat off her forehead with the hem of her top. The movement gave the whole squad, and half the football team, a glimpse of her sports bra and the toned stomach she loved to show off.

I rolled my eyes, trying not to laugh. “You’re terrible.”

“Terribly honest,” she shot back. Her ponytail bounced as she leaned closer. “Don’t tell me you’ve never thought about it. I swear, every girl here would let him bend her over the bleachers.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, and I focused on stretching my arms overhead as if loosening muscles could hide the flush on my skin. “He’s the football coach. That’s… no. I haven’t.”

Jackie smirked, the way she always did when she caught me dodging. She’d known me since sophomore year of high school, long enough to know when I was lying. And I was. Not about wanting him to bend me over the bleachers. That particular image had never crossed my mind until she said it. But I had noticed him. Everyone had. You couldn’t help it. Coach Thomas carried himself with a calm authority that demanded attention. Even when he was quiet, he had a presence that filled the field.

“Mm-hmm,” Jackie hummed, clearly unconvinced. “You mean to tell me you haven’t stared at his arms and wondered how they’d feel pinning you down?”

“Jackie!” I whispered, scandalized. “Shut up.”

She laughed, delighted by my embarrassment. “You’re blushing. I knew it.”

I swatted her with my pom-poms, but the damage was done. I could feel the warm pulse between my thighs just from her words, and that annoyed me almost as much as her teasing grin. Because now I couldn’t stop noticing the way his T-shirt stretched across his biceps when he crossed his arms, or the way his shorts rode just a little higher up his thighs when he squatted down to yell something at one of the players.

And worst of all, Jackie knew it.

Practice ended with a final whistle, and as the squad broke apart in a wave of chatter and laughter, Jackie looped her arm through mine. Her skin was slick with sweat, and her perfume still clung faintly under it. Sweet and sharp, like grapefruit. “I heard he’s divorced,” she said casually, like she was talking about an upcoming exam. “Freshly single. You know what that means.”

I shook my head, tugging her toward the locker rooms. “It means nothing.”

“It means he’s lonely. Vulnerable. Ripe for the picking.” She shot me a wicked grin. “God, can you imagine him, after being with one woman for so long? Bet he’s starving.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, though I tried to smother it with a groan. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe. But I’m also right.” She bumped my hip with hers. “Tell me you don’t want him.”

I bit my lip, choosing silence. Jackie’s eyes lit up like she’d won a prize. “Oh, you do,” she whispered, her voice gleeful. “You totally do.”

I tried to brush her off with a laugh, but the truth was lodged in my throat like a secret I couldn’t shake. Maybe I hadn’t let myself think about it before. He was off-limits, older, the football coach, all the reasons in the world. But once the thought was planted, it grew like fire in dry grass. His hands, his voice, the way his jaw flexed when he was trying not to lose his temper. It all replayed in my mind like a highlight reel I hadn’t asked for.

Jackie leaned closer, her voice low and taunting. “We should seduce him together.”

I nearly tripped. “What?”

Her grin widened, sharp and fearless. “Think about it. Two of us. He wouldn’t stand a chance. He’s hot, Sara, but he’s still a man. No man alive could say no to that.”

The suggestion sent a rush of heat straight to my face, and I laughed because I didn’t know what else to do. “You’re out of your mind.”

“Maybe,” she said, unbothered. “But tell me that wouldn’t be the hottest thing you’ve ever done.”

Her words followed me all the way into the locker room, echoing in my ears as I peeled off my sweaty top and fanned myself with it. Around us, the other girls chattered and giggled, but I couldn’t focus. I kept seeing Coach Thomas on the field, his sunglasses glinting in the sun, his mouth tightening around that whistle. I kept hearing Jackie’s voice daring me to picture his hands, his arms, his body against mine.

I tried to shake it off, but the thought lingered. It lingered all the way home, sitting heavy and electric in my chest.

I wasn’t supposed to want this. I’d never even thought about sharing a guy with Jackie—God, I’d never thought about sharing anyone with her. But the seed had been planted, and no matter how many times I told myself it was wrong, a secret, traitorous part of me couldn’t stop wondering.

What if?

What if he did say yes?

What if Jackie was right, and no man alive could resist?
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Jackie’s apartment was the kind of place that always felt a little too warm, as if the walls absorbed every ounce of her energy and radiated it back at you. Posters from concerts we’d gone to together were tacked up next to glittery motivational quotes, and her bed was unmade, a tumble of sheets and pillows that smelled faintly of her shampoo and body spray. I sat cross-legged at the end of it, still in my cheer shorts and tank, sipping the water she’d handed me, trying to convince myself my skin wasn’t buzzing with leftover thoughts of the football coach.

Jackie flopped down beside me with the dramatic sigh of someone who’d just been waiting for me to settle. Her ponytail had come loose, strands of blonde hair sticking to her flushed cheeks, and she peeled her socks off, tossing them toward the corner. “So,” she said, turning onto her side and propping her head up with one hand. “Tell me again you don’t think Coach Thomas is ridiculously hot. I dare you.”

I groaned, setting my water bottle down. “Jackie, please. Can we not?”

She grinned, teeth flashing, eyes glinting. “Nope. Not until you admit it. That man is walking sex. Did you see him today? God, the way he yells at those players—makes me want to break a rule just so he’d punish me.”

Heat pooled low in my belly, even though I tried to laugh it off. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe.” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “But you can’t tell me you don’t notice him. And you know what? I don’t think he’d resist us. Not if we tried together.”

My head jerked toward her. “Really? I thought you were joking before.”

Jackie’s grin turned devilish, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as if she were already savoring the idea. “Think about it, Sara. Two cheerleaders—young, tight, eager. He’s divorced now. Do you really think he wouldn’t want to lose himself in a couple of college girls who’d do anything to make him forget?”

My throat went dry. The picture she painted was dangerous, reckless… and so vivid it made my skin prickle. I shook my head, my ponytail brushing my neck. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m serious.” She pushed herself up, crawling across the bed toward me with a feline grace that made my stomach twist. Her bare knee pressed against my thigh as she leaned in, close enough that I could smell the tangy citrus of her body spray clinging to her skin. “Come on, admit it. You’d love to know what it’s like. An older man. Someone who knows exactly how to touch you. Not fumbling around like the guys on campus.”

My cheeks burned, and I hated how obvious it must have looked. I dropped my gaze, but Jackie reached out and tilted my chin up with a single finger. Her eyes danced with triumph. “You’re blushing.”

I pushed her hand away, flustered. “So what if I am?”

She laughed softly, a throaty sound that curled between my legs. “God, you’re so easy to read. You are curious. I knew it.”

I wanted to deny it, but the words stuck. My pulse thundered in my ears, and all I could manage was a weak, “Maybe a little.”

Jackie beamed as if I’d just confessed a crime and she was thrilled to be my accomplice. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

Before I could protest, she swung one leg over me, straddling my lap like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her thighs pressed against mine, her weight warm and solid, her tank top brushing against my chest. I froze, breath catching as my entire body seemed to wake up under her.

“Then let’s give him something to think about,” she teased, her voice low and wicked. She leaned in closer, her lips hovering near my ear. “Can you imagine the look on his face if he knew what we were plotting right now?”

A shiver ran straight through me, settling low in my belly. I’d never thought of Jackie this way, never let myself, but suddenly I couldn’t stop noticing how soft her mouth looked, or the curve of her breasts pressed against me, or the scent of her skin, warm and intoxicating.

My fingers twitched against the bedspread, aching to touch but terrified of what it would mean if I did. This was Jackie, my best friend, the girl who always pushed me too far. And yet with her body pressed to mine, her hair brushing my cheek, I wondered, just for a breathless moment, what it would be like if I turned my head and kissed her.

The thought burned through me, leaving me flustered and shaken. I couldn’t let it happen, but I also couldn’t unthink it.

That was when I realized it. The dare wasn’t just about Coach Thomas. It was about me, too. Jackie was planting something deeper, something reckless, and I was already caught between wanting to pull away and wanting to surrender.
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The bar and grill was buzzing, the kind of electric chaos that followed a big win. The football team had packed two long tables, jerseys still half-tucked, helmets left back in the locker room but adrenaline still humming in their veins. Our squad had claimed the booth along the wall, squeezed in with pitchers of soda and baskets of fries. The air smelled like beer and sizzling grease, and everywhere I looked someone was laughing too loud or leaning in too close.

Jackie had dressed for the occasion, of course—tight jeans and a cropped top that showed just enough skin to make every guy at the bar glance twice. I’d tried for casual, but the way she kept side-eying me told me she thought my fitted tank and skirt were a little more revealing than usual. Maybe she was right. Maybe I’d picked them on purpose, even if I didn’t want to admit why.

And then I saw him.

Coach Thomas sat a few tables away with some of the other staff, stripped of his whistle and authority, just another man nursing a drink and letting the team celebrate. Without his sunglasses, his eyes were sharper, more expressive, the kind of blue-gray that caught the dim light and made it hard to look away. He was handsome in a rugged way, the scruff along his jawline darker now that the sun wasn’t bleaching it out. In a plain black button-down and dark jeans, he looked less like a coach and more like… trouble.

Jackie’s elbow nudged mine. “Look. Target acquired.”

I gave her a warning look, but she was already sliding out of the booth. “Come on,” she whispered. “He’s alone at the bar. This is perfect.”

My heart jumped. “Jackie—no.”

She just grinned and grabbed my hand, tugging me along before I could protest. My pulse thumped in my ears as we wove through the crowd, her fingers laced through mine like she knew I’d bolt if given the chance.

Coach Thomas stood at the bar, waiting for the bartender to refill his glass. When he glanced sideways and saw us, surprise flickered across his face.

“Evening, girls,” he said, his voice low and warm, roughened by hours of shouting plays on the field.

Jackie slid onto the stool beside him, tugging me onto the one on his other side so we bracketed him in. “Evening, Coach,” she purred, resting her elbow on the counter. “Celebrating the big win?”

He gave a small, reserved smile. “Just letting the boys have their night. They earned it.”

Jackie leaned in, her top dipping dangerously as she propped her chin on her hand. “And what about you? Heard you’re celebrating something too.”

His brow furrowed. “What’s that?”

“Being single again,” she said lightly, as if it was a joke.

I nearly choked on my own breath. My cheeks burned, but Jackie only smiled wider. Coach Thomas went still, his jaw tightening for just a second before he masked it.

“That’s not exactly something to celebrate,” he muttered.

Jackie tilted her head, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Depends on your perspective.”

I wanted to sink into the floor. My thighs pressed together under the bar, my pulse racing as the air between us shifted. He wasn’t ignoring her. He wasn’t brushing it off the way a man who truly wasn’t tempted would.

I could feel the heat rolling off him, the tension in the way he kept adjusting his posture. His drink arrived and he wrapped his hand around it, knuckles tight. I tried not to stare at the way his chest expanded when he drew a steadying breath, or the line of muscle beneath his shirt.

Jackie didn’t bother hiding her stare. She let her gaze drop brazenly to his lap, then leaned closer, her voice pitched low but sharp enough for both of us to hear. “You should probably sit back a little, Coach. People might notice you’re hard.”

My whole body lit up like a struck match. I bit down on my lip so hard it hurt, my stomach fluttering with equal parts mortification and raw, undeniable arousal.

Coach Thomas’s jaw flexed. He cleared his throat, grabbed his drink, and stood abruptly. “Enjoy your night, ladies,” he said, his tone strained but polite. Then he turned and strode back toward his table, shoulders tense, leaving me reeling.

I let out a shaky breath, torn between relief and disappointment. Relief that he’d walked away before Jackie could push even further. Disappointment that he had. Because for one impossible, dizzying moment, I’d wanted him to stay.

Jackie leaned back in her stool, smug as ever, and whispered, “Told you he wouldn’t be able to resist us forever.”

And even though I tried to glare, tried to tell her she’d gone too far, my body betrayed me. My thighs were still pressed tight, my skin hot, my chest heaving with the effort of keeping cool. Because she was right. He hadn’t been able to hide it. And God help me, I couldn’t stop wondering what would happen if he stopped trying.

By the time we spilled out of the bar and grill, the night air was cool against my overheated skin. The buzz of laughter and music followed us out the door, spilling into the parking lot. I tugged at the hem of my skirt, ready to head to my own car, when Jackie suddenly stiffened beside me.

“There,” she whispered, her eyes narrowing like a cat who’d just spotted a mouse.

I followed her gaze. Coach Thomas was striding across the lot toward his car, tall and broad-shouldered in the dark, his keys dangling from one hand. Even from behind, I recognized the way he moved—controlled, purposeful.

My stomach sank. “Jackie, no.”

Her grin spread, devilish and determined. “Oh yes.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled, practically dragging me in his direction.

I dug my heels in. “We don’t need a ride. My car’s right there—”

She ignored me, increasing her pace until we cut across the asphalt and intercepted him just as he reached his sedan. “Coach!” she called out, sweet and singsong.

He turned, startled. The expression on his face softened when he recognized us, but there was a flicker of wariness in his eyes. “Girls. You headed home?”

Jackie tilted her head, the picture of innocence, though the sway of her hips as she stopped in front of him said otherwise. “That’s the problem. We need a ride.”

I swallowed hard, trying to catch his eye, to silently signal that this wasn’t my idea. But Jackie’s voice was smooth, persuasive. “Please? Just back to my place. It’s not far.”

He frowned, his jaw tightening as he glanced between us. “Don’t you both drive?”

Jackie pouted, stepping closer, her hand brushing his arm. “We came with another squad mate but she left us. Can you believe it? Please, Coach. You wouldn’t want us walking home alone, would you?”

The silence stretched. He looked down at the ground, back at the bar, then at us. His shoulders tensed like he was waging a war inside himself. I held my breath, my pulse hammering in my throat. A part of me prayed he’d refuse, that he’d send us off with a stern look and leave me safe from what Jackie was trying to ignite. But another part—a shameful, secret part—thrummed with anticipation.

Finally, he sighed. It was heavy, resigned, but his hand lifted to press the unlock button on his fob. The car chirped, headlights flashing.

“Get in,” he muttered.

My stomach flipped. Jackie squealed in triumph, tugging me along as if she’d just won the jackpot. She pulled open the back door and slid in first, patting the seat beside her until I followed, nerves buzzing like static in my veins.

The interior smelled like leather and faint cologne, clean but masculine. The doors clicked shut, trapping us in a bubble of tension. My thighs pressed together automatically, as if my body knew I couldn’t let myself get carried away, even though my skin was already prickling with awareness.

Coach slid behind the wheel, starting the engine. The low rumble filled the silence. He glanced into the rearview mirror, his eyes catching ours. “Seatbelts.”

Jackie obeyed with a smirk, pulling the strap across her chest in slow motion, making sure the movement accentuated her curves. I fumbled with mine, cheeks burning.

“Where to?” he asked, his voice low, gruff.

“My place,” Jackie answered smoothly. “I’ll direct you.”

He nodded, pulling out of the lot. The car rolled forward, and with every turn of the wheels, my nerves twisted tighter. I could feel the heat radiating off Jackie’s body beside me, the way her thigh pressed against mine. She leaned closer, her breath brushing my ear.

“See?” she whispered. “I told you he wouldn’t say no.”

I tried to ignore the ache between my legs, the way my body betrayed me even as my mind screamed this was a bad idea. I forced myself to look out the window, at the blur of streetlights, anything but the man in the driver’s seat whose shoulders stretched his shirt just right, whose hands gripped the steering wheel like he was holding back more than just the car.

But I couldn’t block out Jackie’s voice, low and teasing as she leaned forward. “Thanks for this, Coach. You’re such a gentleman. Driving us all this way. Taking care of us.”

He shifted in his seat, his jaw tightening. “Just making sure you’re safe.”

“Safe,” Jackie repeated, her tone playful. “That’s sweet. But we don’t mind dangerous either.”

I gasped softly, shooting her a look. She only grinned, her hand sliding onto my knee under the cover of the dark. The heat of her palm burned through the thin fabric of my skirt. My breath caught, and my thighs clamped together instinctively, trapping her hand there.

My eyes darted to the rearview mirror. For a heartbeat, his gaze flicked up, meeting mine. His eyes were darker now, unreadable, but the way he quickly looked away made my pulse skip.

Jackie squeezed my knee, her voice husky with amusement. “Told you he’d be tempted.”

I wanted to shove her hand away, to snap at her for dragging me into this, but I couldn’t. Because beneath the nerves, beneath the guilt, my body hummed with a restless, desperate excitement. Sitting in the backseat of his car, the night wrapped around us, I couldn’t stop imagining what would happen if he gave in.

The hum of the engine filled the silence, low and steady, a vibration I felt deep in my bones. Streetlights slid across Coach’s face through the windshield, painting him in alternating stripes of gold and shadow. I sat stiffly in the back seat, my hands gripping the hem of my skirt, trying not to think about how wrong this was—or how badly I wanted him to lose control anyway.

Jackie, of course, had no such hesitation. She leaned forward until her body pressed between the seats, her voice brushing his ear like a whisper of sin. “You know,” she murmured, “you could have us anywhere you want. However you want.”

My breath caught. I snapped my gaze to her, wide-eyed, but she only smiled, her lashes fluttering as if she were confessing something harmless.

Coach’s hands tightened on the steering wheel, the tendons in his forearms standing out as he shifted in his seat. His jaw flexed, lips parting as if to respond, then closing again. The only sound was the squeak of the wipers as he flicked them on to clear the light drizzle starting to mist the glass.

Jackie didn’t stop. “We’re flexible,” she teased, her tone dripping with suggestion. “Backseat. Couch. Against a wall. Doesn’t matter.”

I could barely breathe. My thighs pressed together hard, a secret attempt to ease the ache that had been building since the bar. Watching him in profile—his jawline sharp under the wash of headlights, his lips pulled tight as he fought for composure—made my stomach flutter with something hot and reckless.

I forced myself to look out the window, but the reflection of his hands gripped my attention anyway. Strong, tanned hands, veins standing out as he clutched the wheel like it was the only thing keeping him grounded. I imagined those same hands on my waist, my hips, holding me still while his body pressed into mine. The thought sent a shiver racing through me.

Jackie shifted again, leaning close enough that her hair brushed his shoulder. “Do you want us, Coach?” she whispered. “Be honest.”

He exhaled through his nose, sharp and uneven. “Enough,” he muttered, his voice low and rough. “This isn’t—”

“Allowed?” Jackie finished, her grin audible in the dark. “That doesn’t mean you don’t want it.”

His knuckles whitened against the leather steering wheel. I couldn’t see his eyes clearly, but I could feel the heat radiating from him, the battle waging inside his chest. The air in the car grew heavy, thick with tension, as if the night itself were holding its breath.

I stayed silent, frozen between terror and desire. Jackie’s boldness was a shield, one I was grateful for because I didn’t trust my own voice. But my body betrayed me. Every time he shifted in his seat, every time his thighs flexed as he pressed the pedal, I felt a pull low in my belly that left me trembling.

Jackie’s hand slid along the edge of his seat, her nails grazing the fabric near his thigh. “We could make you forget everything,” she murmured. “Every shitty day. Every lonely night.”

His breath hitched audibly, and my pulse skipped with it.

The car turned onto a quieter street, the buzz of the main road fading behind us. My heart pounded harder. We were close to Jackie’s apartment now, and I wasn’t sure if I was relieved or disappointed. Part of me wanted him to pull over right there, to turn and take what Jackie was offering, to drag me into it until I couldn’t think straight. Another part prayed he wouldn’t, because if he did, I knew I wouldn’t resist.

Jackie glanced at me over her shoulder, her eyes glittering with wicked triumph. She leaned closer to him again, her lips almost grazing his ear. “Sara wants it too,” she whispered, her voice a taunt.

I gasped, my cheeks flaming. “Jackie—”

Coach’s grip on the wheel faltered for a split second, the car swerving slightly before he steadied it again. His chest rose and fell more heavily now, each breath a battle.

I wanted to protest, to deny it, but the truth was written all over my body. My nipples were tight beneath my bra, my thighs pressed together so firmly they ached. I couldn’t stop sneaking glances at him—at the hard line of his jaw, the broad expanse of his shoulders, the way the seatbelt cut across his chest like a diagonal slash of restraint.

The idea of him breaking that restraint made me dizzy.

Jackie smirked, satisfied, and settled back against her seat, as if she’d said enough. But her hand brushed mine in the dark, a secret squeeze that made my stomach twist with nerves and arousal all over again.

The car rolled to a stop in front of her apartment building, the sound of the engine softening as he shifted into park. For a long moment, none of us moved. The only sound was the patter of light rain against the windshield, the rhythm of our breathing filling the silence.

Coach sat there, staring straight ahead, his hands still gripping the wheel. His knuckles were less white now, but his body radiated tension, every muscle locked tight.

Jackie unbuckled her seatbelt with a slow click, leaning back in, her lips curling into a smile. “Thanks for the ride, Coach,” she purred. “Unless, of course, you want to come in.”

His head turned slightly, just enough that I caught the outline of his profile in the glow of the streetlamp. His lips parted, but no sound came out. I could see the conflict written in the tightness of his expression, in the way his throat worked as he swallowed.

My stomach fluttered violently. Every inch of my skin felt alive. I couldn’t tell if I was more afraid he’d say no—or that he’d finally say yes.

“I’ll walk you to the door,” he finally grumbled. “Just to make sure you get in safe. But then I’m leaving.”

Jackie smirked. “Sure you are.”

The rain was only a mist by the time we stepped out of the car, but the cool damp air raised goosebumps along my arms. I wrapped my hands around myself as Coach locked his car and moved with us toward the stairwell, his long strides slow and hesitant. Jackie looped her arm through his like she’d claimed him, her voice light and sing-song.

“You’re such a gentleman,” she teased. “Making sure we get to the door safe. But then what? You’re just going to leave us all alone?”

“I drove you here,” he said firmly, though his voice was rough around the edges. “That’s where this ends.”

The words should have ended it. But the way he said them, clipped and tight, made it sound like he was trying to convince himself more than us.

We reached the landing, the door to Jackie’s apartment glowing under the yellow porch light. My stomach twisted with nerves, every step making me more aware that this was the edge, the cliff where things tipped and nothing would ever be the same.

Jackie stopped at the door, fumbling with her keys just long enough to glance up at him through her lashes. “You could come in. Just for a little while. Keep us company.”

He shook his head, a muscle ticking in his jaw. “Not a good idea.”

She pouted, stepping closer, her fingers curling into the front of his shirt like she needed him to steady her. “Come on, Coach. Just one drink. Ten minutes. What’s the worst that could happen?”

He looked down at her hand on his chest, and for a second I thought he was going to peel it away. But he didn’t. His body was tense, motionless, as if he were afraid that even the smallest move would break his control.

I stood there, trembling, my heart hammering. My mouth was dry, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. “Maybe just for a minute?”

Both of them turned toward me. Jackie’s eyes sparkled with victory. Coach’s gaze, though, was something else—hot, sharp, filled with a hunger that made my knees weaken.

He made a sound then, low and guttural, almost like a growl, and I felt it vibrate straight through me.

The key clicked in the lock, and before I knew it we were inside, the door thudding shut behind us. The apartment smelled faintly of vanilla candles and the perfume Jackie had sprayed earlier, a sweet, heady mix that only made the air feel thicker.

I hovered just inside, my back against the door, watching as Jackie tugged him farther into the living room. She moved like a cat playing with prey, her hips swaying, her laughter soft and inviting. Coach followed stiffly, every inch of him screaming restraint. His eyes roved over the room, but they kept darting back to us—like magnets snapping back to their poles no matter how far they tried to stray.

I pressed my palms flat to the wood behind me, my body tingling, my chest rising and falling too quickly. This was it. The moment of no return.

Jackie turned back to me, her smile wicked, and then looked up at him again. “See? Isn’t this nicer than sitting alone?”

He exhaled hard, dragging a hand over his jaw, and finally gave the smallest nod. “You don’t play fair.”

“No,” Jackie said, smirking. “I don’t.”

The way she said it sent a shiver racing down my spine. I couldn’t look away from the scene—her standing there in front of him, her tank top clinging to the curves of her chest, his broad frame looming over her, every line of his body wound tight with tension. The air was charged, thick with something unsaid, something we’d been pulling tighter and tighter all night until it was about to snap.

My lips parted, and I realized I was breathing shallowly, like I’d just run a sprint. My thighs pressed together unconsciously, a desperate attempt to ease the ache pulsing there. Jackie’s hand was still resting on his chest, and when he didn’t move away, she slid it higher, brushing the fabric over his collarbone.

He closed his eyes, just for a moment, his head tipping back like he was fighting a losing battle.

That was when I knew—really knew—there was no turning back. He wasn’t going to walk out. He wasn’t going to leave us standing here. He was going to give in, and the thought of it made my entire body thrum with anticipation.

Jackie glanced at me over her shoulder, her grin sharp and knowing. She didn’t need to say a word; I understood. She’d opened the door, and now we were both stepping through.

My breath trembled out of me as I whispered, mostly to myself, “Oh God.”

Coach’s eyes opened, locking on mine across the small room. The hunger there made me flush from head to toe. It wasn’t just Jackie he wanted. It was me, too.

And as terrifying as that realization was, it made me wetter than I’d ever been in my life.

My pulse was loud in my ears, every nerve on edge, and before I could even think about what came next, Jackie moved.

She closed the distance like she’d been waiting for the chance all night, pressing her body against his chest, tilting her chin up, and kissing him hard. Her hands roamed boldly, sliding over the breadth of his shoulders, curling into the fabric of his shirt like she could drag him down with sheer force of will.

My breath caught.

Coach froze at first, stiff as stone, but the way Jackie kissed him—hungry, insistent—melted some of his resistance. His mouth parted, his hands rising to her waist as though he couldn’t help himself. The sight made my stomach twist with something I didn’t want to name.

Jealousy.

I stood rooted by the door, unable to move, unable to breathe, watching my best friend kiss the man we’d both secretly been aching for. My thighs pressed together, a pulse starting between them, because as wrong as it felt, the sight was devastatingly hot. Jackie’s fingers slid into his hair, tugging just enough to draw a muffled groan from his throat, and the sound made heat rush through me so fast my knees weakened.

It was too much. Too real.

He broke away suddenly, his chest heaving, his lips wet and parted as he dragged in a sharp breath. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he muttered, his voice hoarse, like he was trying so hard not to lose control.

Jackie smirked, licking her lips like she was savoring the taste of him. “Fine,” she said smoothly, her eyes glinting with mischief as they flicked toward me. “Then I’ll just play with Sara. You can watch.”

The words hit me like a shockwave. My mouth opened, ready to protest, but nothing came out. I was stunned, every muscle tight, my heart hammering.

Jackie turned toward me, her smile wicked, her eyes bright with challenge. And though my brain screamed that this was insane, that I should stop it before it went further, my body betrayed me. Heat surged through me, my nipples tightening under my top, my breath shallow.

I couldn’t say no.

Jackie crossed the space between us slowly, her hips swaying as if she knew I was watching every move. She stopped just in front of me, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating off her skin. Her hand lifted, brushing a stray lock of hair from my face, her fingers lingering along my cheek.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered, her voice soft and taunting at once.

“I—” My throat closed, words lost.

Her smile deepened. “Don’t be scared. You’ll like it.”

Behind her, Coach stood rigid, his fists clenched at his sides, his eyes locked on us like he couldn’t look away no matter how hard he tried. That knowledge sent a shiver racing down my spine. He was watching. He was letting it happen.

Jackie leaned in, her breath warm against my lips. My heart stuttered, my knees threatening to buckle, and then she kissed me.

It was softer than the kiss she’d given him, teasing at first, her mouth tasting of sweet lip gloss and the faint tang of the cherry soda she’d sipped earlier. My eyes fluttered shut, and before I could stop myself, I kissed her back.

The world tilted.

Her tongue flicked against mine, gentle, coaxing, and I whimpered into her mouth, my hands lifting on instinct to clutch her hips. She pressed closer, her breasts flattening against mine, her body warm and supple.

“Oh my God,” I breathed when she pulled back for air, my lips tingling, my body lit up from the inside.

Jackie’s smile was triumphant. “See? I knew you’d like it.”

I opened my eyes and glanced at Coach. His chest was still rising and falling too fast, his lips parted, his gaze dark and hungry. He looked like a man fighting a war inside himself, but his arousal was written in every tense line of his body.

The knowledge that he was watching us—that he wanted to—sent another rush of heat between my thighs. My skin tingled, my heart racing, and I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted more.

Jackie kissed me again, harder this time, her tongue sliding deeper, her hands moving up my sides to cup my breasts through my top. I gasped, my back pressing against the door as she squeezed, her thumbs grazing my nipples until I whimpered into her mouth.

I should have stopped her. I should have pushed her away. But instead I melted, arching into her touch, my body shuddering with a desire I hadn’t known I could feel for her.

When she broke the kiss, her lips were swollen, her eyes glittering with heat. “You taste even better than I imagined,” she murmured, her voice low and thick.

My legs wobbled, my fingers still gripping her hips, my whole body trembling. I was dizzy with it—dizzy with her, with him watching, with the realization that there was no undoing this moment.

Jackie turned her head slightly, looking at him over her shoulder. “I hope you like the show. You’re welcome to join in anytime,” she said with a smirk.

His jaw flexed, his eyes narrowing, but he didn’t move. His silence spoke volumes. He wanted this. He wanted us.

And my body, traitorous and wild, wanted to give it to him.

Jackie’s mouth lingered on mine until my head spun. When she finally pulled back, her lips curved into a knowing smile. Her fingers trailed down my arm, featherlight, until they caught the hem of my top.

“Let me,” she whispered.

I froze, breath shallow, but when her hands tugged gently upward, I raised my arms. The fabric slipped over my head, leaving me in nothing but my bra and skirt. My skin prickled as her gaze roamed over me, lingering on the swell of my breasts, the flush spreading across my chest.

Her lips brushed my neck, soft and teasing, and the warmth of her breath made me shudder. “God, you’re beautiful,” she murmured, her voice husky, the words sinking into me like heat.

My whole body tingled. No boy had ever looked at me like this—like every inch of me was something to be savored.

Her mouth trailed lower, pressing small kisses across my collarbone while her fingers slid down to my waist. My bra strap slipped off one shoulder, then the other, until she reached behind me and unhooked it. The cups fell away, leaving me bare.

I gasped, instinctively crossing my arms, but she caught my wrists and pulled them gently aside. “Don’t hide from me,” she whispered, her eyes glinting. “I want to see you.”

Her lips closed around one nipple, and I nearly cried out. My knees buckled, my back arching against the door as she sucked, her tongue swirling in slow, lazy circles that sent lightning bolts of pleasure through me. I whimpered, clutching at her shoulders, my body alive in ways I didn’t recognize.

When she pulled back, her lips glistened, her smile wicked. “Your turn,” she teased, her hands already reaching for the hem of her own top.

My fingers shook as I helped her, tugging the fabric up and over her head. Her bra was lacy, black, delicate against her tan skin. I hesitated, but the heat in her eyes urged me on. My hands fumbled with the clasp, and when it came free, her breasts spilled into my palms, warm and soft.

I exhaled sharply, dizzy with how right it felt. Our nipples brushed as we pressed together, skin to skin, the contact making me moan into her mouth when she kissed me again.

Her hand slid down my side, over my hip, and into the waistband of my skirt. She unzipped it with a slow tug, the sound loud in the charged silence. The fabric slid down my thighs, pooling at my feet. I was in nothing but panties now, my body trembling with nerves and arousal.

“You’re shivering,” Jackie whispered, her lips grazing my ear. “But you’re so wet, aren’t you?”

I whimpered, unable to deny it. My panties clung to me, damp with proof.

Her hand skimmed over my stomach, down between my thighs. Her fingers pressed lightly against the thin fabric, stroking just enough to make me gasp and clutch at her shoulders.

“Oh God, Jackie,” I moaned, my hips arching against her touch.

“Shh,” she soothed, her lips finding my neck again, her fingers pressing firmer. “Let me take care of you.”

My hands slid down her back, trembling as they found the button of her jeans. I undid it clumsily, tugging the zipper down, and she helped me push them past her hips. She stepped out, leaving her in only a black thong that barely covered her. The sight made my mouth dry, my whole body burning.

I touched her the way she’d touched me, slipping my hand between her thighs. She moaned into my ear, grinding against my fingers, and the sound made heat flood my core.

But before I could lose myself, she pulled back, eyes dark and gleaming. “Lay down,” she whispered, guiding me toward the couch.

I sank into the cushions, heart pounding, as she knelt between my knees. She hooked her fingers into my panties and pulled them down slowly, her gaze never leaving mine. When the fabric slid away, I was bare, trembling, exposed in a way I’d never been before.

Jackie’s breath was warm against my inner thigh as she pressed kisses higher, higher, until her lips hovered over me. I whimpered, clutching at the couch cushions, and then she licked me.

The sensation was sharp and overwhelming, a rush of heat that made me cry out. Her tongue flicked against my clit, gentle at first, then firmer, teasing and circling until my hips bucked.

“Oh my God,” I gasped, my head falling back, my body writhing under her mouth.

Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me open as she licked me deeper, her tongue sliding through my folds, tasting me, devouring me. Every flick, every swirl, sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I moaned helplessly, my body arching, my fingers tangling in her hair.

“I can’t—Jackie—” My voice broke, my words lost in the rhythm of her mouth.

“Don’t fight it,” she murmured against me. “Just let go.”

I sobbed out a moan, my body shuddering, my thighs trembling around her shoulders as she sucked harder. My orgasm ripped through me fast and fierce, pleasure exploding in a flood that left me gasping, my whole body convulsing as I cried out her name.

When the waves finally eased, I collapsed against the cushions, boneless, my chest heaving. Jackie licked me once more, as if she were savoring the taste of my release. Then she pulled back, her lips glistening, her smile satisfied.

I opened my eyes, dazed, and that’s when I saw him.

Coach.

He was still standing across the room, frozen in place like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. His shirt was undone now, hanging open to reveal the hard planes of his chest. And his pants—unzipped, his cock in his hand.

He was stroking himself slowly, his eyes locked on me.

The sight sent a new rush of heat through me, a fresh pulse of arousal I hadn’t thought possible after what Jackie had just done. My body clenched, aching for more, for him, for everything.

I’d never been this turned on in my life.

And he hadn’t even touched me yet.

Jackie’s tongue was still flicking against my clit, drawing me higher even though I was already shaking, my thighs clamped tight around her shoulders. My fingers twisted in her hair, my hips grinding against her mouth like I couldn’t get enough, because I couldn’t. The rush of her lips and tongue, the sounds she made against me—it was too much, almost unbearable.

And then he moved.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the blur of Coach stepping closer, his chest bare, his cock thick and hard in his hand. My breath hitched as he knelt behind Jackie, his body looming over her as he pressed the blunt head of his cock against her slick entrance.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, half in shock, half in pure, breathless need.

Jackie moaned into me as he slid inside her, her cry muffled against my pussy. The vibration of her moan traveled through me like a lightning bolt, and I cried out, arching off the couch.

He groaned low in his throat, a deep, guttural sound, as his hips pressed forward, burying himself deeper inside her. His hands gripped her waist, fingers digging into her skin as he began to move, each thrust rocking her mouth against me in perfect rhythm.

The sensation was unbearable in the best way. Every time he pushed into her, her lips ground harder against me, her tongue pressing deeper, her moans trembling against my clit until I was writhing, gasping, clinging to her hair like I’d drown without her.

“Fuck,” I cried, my voice breaking, my body spiraling out of control. “Oh God, Jackie—”

She moaned again, the sound swallowed against me, and the vibration sent me tumbling over the edge. My second orgasm ripped through me, fierce and hot, my body convulsing against her mouth. I screamed her name, my back arching, my thighs trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me.

Coach grunted behind her, his thrusts harder now, faster, his body slamming into her with a force that made her moans even more frantic. She clung to my thighs, her mouth never leaving me even as he pounded into her, using her, filling her.

When the last tremor of my climax eased, I slumped against the cushions, dazed and shaking, but the sight before me pulled me back under. Jackie’s body was rocking between us, her lips still latched to me, her ass bouncing against him as he fucked her hard. His hands held her steady, his muscles taut, sweat glistening on his chest as he drove into her again and again.

Her muffled cries against me grew higher, sharper, until she tore her mouth from my pussy just long enough to gasp, “I’m—oh God, I’m gonna—”

He slammed into her deeper, harder, and she screamed against me, her whole body seizing as her orgasm crashed over her. I felt it in the way she shook, the way her nails dug into my thighs, the way her lips trembled as they pressed back to me even in the throes of release.

Watching her unravel while he fucked her sent another shiver racing through me. My pussy clenched, aching for more even though I’d just come.

Coach groaned, his thrusts growing frantic, his jaw clenched as his control slipped. “Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough and strained. “I can’t—”

His hips slammed forward, faster, harder, the sound of his body colliding with hers filling the room. Jackie cried out beneath him, still shaking from her orgasm, and the sight made my chest tighten, my breath catching.

I looked up at him, at the way his muscles flexed, the veins standing out in his forearms as he gripped her tighter, the raw need etched across his face. His eyes found mine for one breathless moment, and the heat there made me whimper.

He was close. Too close.

And as his rhythm faltered, his groans turning ragged, I realized just how badly I wanted to be next.

Coach pulled out of Jackie with a groan, his cock slick and throbbing. Jackie collapsed onto the couch beside me, her chest heaving, her hair plastered to her flushed face. Then, with a playful laugh, she rolled off, tumbling to the floor in a heap of giggles, sprawling out like she’d just run a marathon.

“God, I can’t even move,” she panted, her laughter bubbling through the room.

But Coach wasn’t laughing. His eyes were locked on me, his expression fierce and hungry. He reached for my hips, his grip strong as he dragged me closer across the cushions. My breath caught, nerves flaring, but the intensity in his gaze pinned me in place.

He flipped me over, pressing me onto my stomach. The couch cushions sank under my weight as his body loomed above mine. His mouth dipped to my ear, his breath hot and ragged.

“That tight little ass you flaunt at practice,” he growled, his voice low and rough, “I want it.”

My stomach flipped. Fear, shock, arousal—everything tangled inside me. I swallowed hard, trembling. “O-okay.”

Jackie’s head popped up from the floor, her eyes wide with surprise and something else—curiosity, maybe even envy. “Wait,” she said breathlessly. “Sara… have you ever done this before?”

I turned my head over my shoulder, meeting his gaze. My voice shook when I whispered, “No.”

The sound he made in response was almost feral, a guttural groan that vibrated against my spine. His hand spread across the small of my back, steadying me, claiming me. In that moment I realized he knew exactly what this meant. And so did I.

Jackie scrambled back onto the couch, still flushed, her expression softening as she touched my arm. “It’s okay,” she whispered, her voice coaxing. “I’ll help you. Just relax. You’ll love it.” She kissed my shoulder, her lips reassuring, before sliding down the couch, positioning herself between my legs.

Her tongue found me again, warm and slick, and I gasped into the cushion. She had a front row seat to the action, which had me feeling aroused as much as I was embarrassed. My hips jerked as pleasure bloomed, mixing with the sharp, aching anticipation of what was coming next.

Coach pressed against me, his cock nudging at my tight back entrance. I stiffened, but Jackie’s hands caressed my thighs, her mouth working me with steady, comforting rhythm. The clash of sensations—her tongue teasing me forward, his cock pushing against a place I’d never been touched—was dizzying.

He groaned, his hands gripping my hips, holding me still as he pushed harder. The pressure built, stretching, burning, until I thought I couldn’t take it. Then suddenly he was inside, filling me in a way that stole my breath.

“Oh my God,” I cried out, my fingers clawing into the cushions.

“Breathe,” Jackie whispered against me, her tongue stroking my clit. “Just relax and it’ll feel so good.”

I sobbed out a moan, my body shuddering as pleasure and shock collided, overwhelming me. The taboo of it, the fullness, the raw, relentless sensation—it shattered me. My hips bucked helplessly between them, caught in their rhythm.

Jackie moaned beneath me as she licked, her hand sliding between her own thighs. The sound of her pleasure mixed with mine, and with his deep groans above me, the room became a tangled symphony of need.

My orgasm hit fast and hard, tearing through me until I screamed into the couch, my body trembling violently as he thrust deeper, as she licked harder, as the three of us moved in perfect, filthy sync.

I had never felt anything like it—shame and ecstasy, fear and surrender, all melting into pure, explosive release.

And as my body convulsed with pleasure, I knew there was no going back.

Coach’s thrusts grew ragged, his breath harsh against the back of my neck as he drove into me harder, deeper, desperate. My body was still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm, my pussy and ass clenching around him helplessly with every stroke. Jackie’s tongue had just slid away from me, her moans muffled by her own hand between her thighs as she touched herself furiously. The room was flooded with the sound of our cries, wet and frantic and raw.

And then his rhythm faltered. His hands gripped my hips with bruising force, his cock swelling inside me. He let out a guttural groan, low and rough, and the sound of it sent another shiver racing through me.

“Sara,” he growled, my name torn from his chest like he couldn’t stop it, and then he spilled inside me, hot and heavy, filling me until I gasped at the heat. The intensity of it made me clench tighter, milking him, as his whole body convulsed above me.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and sweat, our bodies slick and trembling. My face pressed into the cushions, his weight heavy on my back, grounding me even as my mind floated somewhere far above. Jackie slid against my side, curling onto the couch with us, her chest still heaving, her skin flushed and glowing.

For a long moment, none of us spoke. The only sound was our ragged breathing, the slow, sticky shift of bodies pressed together. The air smelled of sex, thick and intoxicating, and I closed my eyes, savoring the dizzy warmth spreading through me.

I didn’t care about right or wrong. I didn’t care about tomorrow, about rules or consequences. All I cared about was the pulse of satisfaction humming in my veins, the way my body still tingled, the way my heart thudded with the knowledge that I’d just crossed a line I could never uncross.

I wasn’t the girl who said “never” anymore.

I was the girl who’d just taken her best friend’s dare and discovered how much she’d wanted it all along.

Eventually, Coach shifted, easing back just enough that I could breathe again. He pressed a hand to my hip, lingering, almost tender, before pulling out with a groan. His release trickled down my thighs, a filthy, shocking reminder of what we’d just done.

He sat back, dragging a hand over his face, his chest still heaving. When he finally spoke, his voice was calmer, almost steady. “Jesus Christ.” He glanced at Jackie, a wry, breathless smile tugging at his lips. “Thank you for tempting me.”

Jackie only grinned, smug and sated, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. “Told you he couldn’t resist us.”

His gaze shifted then, settling on me. The hunger was still there, but softer now, threaded with something that looked almost like joy—or maybe relief. For a man who’d seemed so closed off, so restrained, it was as if something inside him had cracked open.

And I felt it too. My chest tightened, not just with desire but with something deeper, something terrifying and thrilling.

Jackie met my eyes, her smile sly and warm. We didn’t need words. We both knew—our friendship would never be the same after this.

But maybe it would be even better.
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Fully Exposed



Logan was still warm beside me when I woke up, the weight of his arm draped across my waist like it had been for years now. Familiar. Comforting. And yet, in that quiet moment before either of us said a word, I found myself noticing the little things—his steady breath against my neck, the faint scratch of stubble on my skin, the way his fingers curled loosely against my hip like even in sleep, he wanted me close.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice rough from sleep, a sound that still made something low in me stir.

“Morning.” I tilted my head to look at him. Even half-asleep, he was gorgeous. Logan never really saw himself the way I did, but to me he was all sharp jawlines and kind eyes, the kind of man who turned heads everywhere we went. His hair was a little messy, dark strands falling over his forehead, and I had to resist the urge to brush them back.

He stretched, his body pressing into mine, and I felt the solid heat of him through the thin cotton of my nightshirt. I’d gotten used to it over the years, that constant awareness of him—his size, his strength—but mornings like this made me remember just how much I liked it.

“We’ve got a big day,” he said, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “You ready for our close-up?”

I laughed softly. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”

The truth was, the idea of posing in front of a professional photographer had me a little nervous, but Logan was the one who’d balked at it first. He hated being the center of attention, hated the idea of someone telling him how to stand, where to put his hands, what to do with his mouth. I’d talked him into it, telling him it would be fun to mark our anniversary with something different. Something we could look back on years from now.

Still, I knew he was doing it for me. Just like he’d gone along with the weekend getaway last year even though he’d been swamped at work, or the cooking class the year before despite claiming he could “burn water.” Logan was steady like that. He gave. And I tried not to take it for granted.

“You sure you’re not going to hate it?” I teased, sliding my fingers along his arm. The muscle under my touch flexed instinctively, and I felt his pulse quicken just a little.

“I’ll survive,” he said. “But only because you’ll be there.”

There it was again, that look in his eyes—something warm and hungry all at once. Even after years together, it still caught me off guard.

I shifted onto my side, propping my head on my hand. “You know,” I said slowly, “we could get a little practice in. Just to loosen you up before the camera starts clicking.”

His grin was slow, lazy. “Practice, huh?”

“Mm-hm.” I trailed my hand down his chest, over the soft cotton of his T-shirt, until my fingers brushed the waistband of his shorts. His body stirred under my touch, the response immediate.

“You’re terrible,” he said, though there was no heat in it—just that deep, familiar amusement.

“And you love it.”

We kissed then, a long, unhurried kiss that tasted like morning and history and the kind of intimacy that only comes from knowing every inch of someone’s body and mind. My lips moved against his slowly, deliberately, coaxing him to kiss me back harder. His hand slid up into my hair, holding me there as he deepened it.

By the time we broke apart, I was a little breathless.

“You’re going to make me want to cancel the shoot,” he said, his thumb brushing over my lower lip.

I shook my head. “No. We’re going. I want those pictures. And… maybe I want to see what you look like when someone can get you to loosen up.”

He gave me a curious look at that, but I just smiled and slipped out of bed.

The shower steamed up quickly, the hot water loosening my muscles as I thought about the day ahead. Logan would be handsome, of course, even if he didn’t see it himself. But there was something about the idea of someone else seeing it—someone capturing it—that made my stomach flip in a way I didn’t quite understand.

When I stepped out, wrapped in a towel, he was already pulling on a crisp white shirt, the sleeves rolled up to his forearms. I caught myself watching him button it, the sure, efficient movements of his fingers. The faint stretch of fabric across his shoulders.

He glanced up and caught me staring. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said, though the word felt dishonest. I wanted to tell him he looked good enough to photograph even without trying, but instead, I just smiled and went to get dressed.

We had an appointment to keep.
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The studio smelled faintly of coffee and something warmer—amber, maybe—when we stepped inside. Afternoon light poured through the wide windows, turning the hardwood floor into a pool of gold. I was still tugging at the hem of my blouse when she appeared from behind a divider.

“Arya?” I asked, though I already knew it was her.

She smiled, and just like that, the air felt different. Late twenties, maybe early thirties, with skin like warm honey and a cascade of dark hair swept over one shoulder. Her eyes locked onto mine, then slid to Logan in a way that was nothing but friendly… yet it still landed with an almost physical weight.

“You must be Kylie and Logan,” she said, crossing the room. “Happy anniversary.” Her voice was low and smooth, with that easy confidence some women seemed to be born with.

I managed a “Thanks” as she shook my hand, her palm warm and her grip firm, then turned to Logan.

The smile she gave him was brighter, wider. She held his hand a beat longer than mine, looking up at him like she already knew how to get past that shy smile of his.

Logan chuckled awkwardly. “Thanks for having us.”

“It’s my pleasure.” Arya tilted her head, studying him the way an artist studies a canvas. “You’re going to be easy to photograph.”

I laughed softly. “He hates being in front of a camera.”

“Then you just haven’t had the right photographer,” she said, and the way she said it—light, teasing—made my stomach tighten unexpectedly.

She moved around us as she spoke, adjusting the light stands and checking her camera settings. Her jeans hugged her hips in a way I couldn’t help but notice, and the soft knit of her top clung when she reached up. I told myself I was just observing, like anyone would, but my gaze lingered longer than it should have.

“All right,” she said, motioning to a backdrop draped in cream and gold. “Let’s start simple. Stand here, side by side.”

Logan took his place, and I joined him, but Arya’s attention was squarely on him.

“Relax your shoulders,” she said, stepping closer. She reached up to smooth the collar of his shirt, her fingers brushing lightly against the side of his neck. “Better. You’ve got good lines here.”

He gave a quick, almost boyish smile, and I felt an odd mix of pride and something sharper twist in me. Arya wasn’t doing anything wrong—it was her job—but watching another woman touch my husband, even in something as innocent as fixing a collar, sent a small current through me.

“Let’s see a smile,” she coaxed, lifting the camera. Logan’s mouth tugged into one, but it was the polite kind. Arya lowered the camera and shook her head playfully.

“No, not that one. Give me the one you give her.” She nodded toward me.

Logan’s eyes flicked to mine, and the change was immediate. His smile deepened, softened, his whole face opening. The click of Arya’s shutter was almost lost under the sound of my own pulse.

“There it is,” she said warmly. “Perfect. And that little smolder you just did? Keep it. You’ve got something there.”

I blinked. Smolder? Logan?

Arya moved again, adjusting the angle. “Kylie, turn just a bit toward him. Logan, keep your hand at her waist… no, right here.” She placed it lower, her fingers curling around his to guide him.

My breath caught at the subtle intimacy of it. It wasn’t sexual, not exactly, but it was close enough to stir something low in my belly.

“Good,” she murmured, stepping back to frame the shot. “Now, look at each other. Forget I’m here.”

Logan’s gaze locked on mine, and for a moment it felt like the room fell away. There was no camera, no Arya—just the familiar weight of his eyes and the way my body responded to them.

Click. Click. Click.

“Beautiful,” Arya said, lowering the camera again. “You two photograph like a dream.”

I smiled, a little breathless without knowing why. Arya moved to adjust a light, the fabric of her shirt pulling across her back, and I realized my eyes had followed her without permission. She was magnetic in a way that made it hard to look away, and I wondered, just for a second, if she knew exactly what she was doing.

Arya was in her element now, moving around us with an easy, fluid grace, the camera in her hands an extension of her body. Every time the shutter clicked, I felt like she was catching something I didn’t even realize I was giving her.

“Okay, let’s bring you in closer,” she said, stepping forward to guide us. She placed her hand lightly on my back, nudging me toward Logan. “I want it to feel like you’re holding onto him because you can’t let go.”

Logan’s arms came around me, the solid press of his chest warm against mine. My breath caught as his fingers flexed against my lower back, pulling me that extra inch until I could feel the rise and fall of his breathing. It was such a simple adjustment, but something about doing it under Arya’s watchful eye made it feel… different.

“Perfect,” she murmured, the lens aimed squarely at us. “Now, Kylie, tip your chin up—yes, just like that. Logan, look at her like you’re about to tell her something you’ve been keeping to yourself.”

I felt the change in him instantly. His gaze darkened, his mouth softening just slightly, and suddenly I was aware of every inch of where our bodies met.

The camera shutter kept time with my pulse.

“Hold that… and now touch foreheads.” Arya’s voice was softer now, coaxing, almost intimate. “Breathe each other in.”

Our foreheads met, and the world shrank to the warmth of his skin against mine. His breath fanned over my lips, close enough to taste if I leaned in just a little more. I didn’t. Not yet.

“That’s it,” Arya said, a smile in her tone. “That’s the real magic shot.”

Something about the way she said it—like she’d caught us in a moment that wasn’t just for the camera—made heat curl low in my belly. I could feel Logan’s grip tighten fractionally, and I wondered if he felt it too.

“Okay,” she said finally, lowering the camera. “Let’s take a look at what we’ve got so far.”

We followed her to the monitor where the images were already uploading. She clicked through the shots, each one sharper and more alive than I expected. Logan didn’t just look handsome—he looked… hungry. For me. And under Arya’s direction, I looked like the kind of woman who could match him beat for beat.

“That one,” Arya said, pausing on the shot of us forehead-to-forehead. “You see it, right?”

I swallowed, nodding. “Yeah.”

She smiled, almost conspiratorially. “This is why I love my job. Capturing something real between people—it’s rare.”

Her eyes lingered on me for a beat before returning to the screen. “You two have incredible chemistry. If you ever want to do something more intimate—less about posing, more about connection—I offer those kinds of sessions too.”

I laughed lightly, trying to defuse the sudden tightness in my chest. “More intimate? How much more intimate are we talking?”

She tilted her head, her expression playful. “It’s whatever you make it. Some couples keep it romantic, others… let it get a little steamier. It’s about what feels right for you.”

Logan shifted beside me, and I felt the warmth of his body even without touching him. I kept my eyes on the monitor, pretending the offer didn’t send a ripple of heat through me.

“That’s… interesting,” I said finally, aiming for casual but hearing the faint hitch in my voice.

Arya just smiled, clicking to the next image. “Well, if you’re ever feeling adventurous, you know where to find me.”

I made some noncommittal noise in my throat and forced a smile, but my mind was still stuck on the word adventurous. It wasn’t something I usually associated with myself, not in that way. I was the stable one, the steady one, the wife who didn’t wander in thought or deed.

But standing there with Logan’s earlier warmth still ghosting over my skin, and Arya’s voice in my head, I couldn’t help wondering, just for a flicker of a moment, what she’d look like behind the camera in one of those sessions.
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That night, long after we’d come home, after dinner and dishes and the familiar rhythm of our evening had settled back around us, I found myself lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. Logan’s breathing beside me was slow and steady, the easy cadence of someone already deep in sleep.

I should have been asleep too. We’d had a long day, and there was nothing to keep me awake. Nothing except the memory of that look.

It had been just a second, maybe less. The weight of Logan’s gaze, the way his eyes had softened and sharpened at the same time when Arya told him to look at me like he had something to confess. I’d seen plenty of emotions in my husband’s face over the years—love, amusement, desire—but that moment had been different. It wasn’t just for me. It was for her too, in a way, because she’d drawn it out of him.

I shifted onto my side, pulling the blanket up over my shoulder, and the memory replayed again, clearer this time. Arya standing there, camera lifted, her mouth curved in that knowing smile. Logan holding me like he wasn’t just posing, like he needed me close. My skin still remembered the heat of his palm pressing into the small of my back, the subtle pull that brought me even closer than the pose required.

It should have been easy to dismiss—just good photography, just someone skilled at making their subjects comfortable. That’s what I told myself as my eyes traced the dark lines of the ceiling fan above us. Arya was a professional. She did this for a living. That’s all it was.

But the thought didn’t stick.

Because underneath the logical explanation, there was the way my body had responded. The sudden tightness in my chest, the heat that had coiled low in my belly when she’d told us to breathe each other in. It had been like she wasn’t just giving direction—she was pulling strings neither of us had realized were there until they moved.

I rolled onto my back again, staring at the shadowed rise of Logan’s chest. He looked peaceful in sleep, one arm thrown loosely across the bed, his bare forearm catching the dim light from the hallway. It was ridiculous, but part of me wanted to wake him, to see if that look was still there when it was just us.

Instead, I let my mind wander to the other thing Arya had said—the part I’d laughed off at the time. More intimate. The words felt heavier now, echoing in my head with possibilities I hadn’t dared consider before.

I thought of her voice, smooth and unhurried, saying it like an invitation that could be as tame or as dangerous as we wanted it to be. I thought of her hand curling over Logan’s to guide it lower, the light brush of her fingers against my back when she moved me into position. None of it had been inappropriate, and yet… it had been enough to make my skin hum.

What exactly did “more intimate” mean to her? I imagined it in safe, contained ways—soft lighting, closer embraces, maybe something like the forehead-to-forehead shot but longer, more lingering. But then my mind slipped further, unbidden, into less contained territory.

Would she tell Logan to hold me against him and kiss me until we both forgot about the camera? Would she come closer herself, step into the frame, her body pressed warm and solid against mine under the pretense of “adjusting” something? Would she ask me to touch her?

I exhaled sharply, pushing the thought away.

I wasn’t that kind of woman. I’d never been curious about anything outside of us, never wanted to share him, not even in a hypothetical. And yet, lying there in the dark, I couldn’t ignore the twist of heat that had started at the base of my spine and spread outward just from picturing it.

I turned onto my other side, facing away from Logan, hoping the shift would help me settle. But my body was too aware—of him, of the warmth between us, of the pulse low in my belly that refused to fade. My mind kept circling back to Arya, the way she’d looked at us like she was watching a secret unfold.

Was it part of her job to make people feel that way? Or was there something personal in it, something deliberate?

I squeezed my eyes shut, willing myself to stop. This was just a photo shoot. That was all.

But the words she’d left me with refused to fade. If you’re ever feeling adventurous, you know where to find me.

Adventurous.

I’d never thought of myself that way. But maybe, just maybe, there was a part of me I hadn’t met yet—a part Arya had seen without even trying.
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The email arrived late the next morning. I was halfway through my coffee when my phone buzzed with the notification, Arya’s name popping up in the subject line.

Sneak Peek – Kylie & Logan Anniversary Session.

My stomach did a little flip before I even opened it.

The first image filled the screen, and I forgot about my coffee entirely. It was us, forehead-to-forehead, eyes locked, the soft curve of Logan’s mouth visible just over my own. The lighting was golden, our skin warm, our expressions… God, they were almost too much. We looked like we’d been caught in the middle of something private.

The next photo was worse—or better, depending on how you looked at it. Logan behind me, his hands at my waist, my body leaning back into his. I remembered the moment—Arya telling me to “feel his presence.” In the photo, it looked like I was doing exactly that, my head tilted slightly, lips parted.

I scrolled through them slowly, each one pulling me deeper into that strange mix of pride and heat. Logan looked more alive in these pictures than I’d ever seen him on camera—shoulders back, jaw set, that smolder Arya had coaxed out of him lingering in every frame.

At the bottom of the email was Arya’s note.

You two have incredible chemistry. If you’re ever up for exploring it further, I’d love to shoot something a little… bolder. I’ve attached a few examples from other couples to give you an idea.

The attachment opened into another gallery. My breath caught.

These weren’t nude—not exactly—but they were nothing like our session. In one, a woman in lace lingerie straddled her husband’s lap, his shirt hanging open, her hands cupping his jaw as they kissed. In another, the man was shirtless, the woman sprawled across a couch in silk, his hand resting possessively on her thigh. The poses were intimate, suggestive, and left no question about the kind of mood Arya was aiming to capture.

I heard movement behind me and quickly tilted the phone toward myself, but Logan was already leaning over my shoulder.

His brow lifted as he took in the screen. “These aren’t ours.”

“They’re the examples she sent of…um…more intimate shots,” I said, trying to sound casual.

He reached around me to scroll, his forearm brushing my chest in a way that made me far too aware of him. His gaze lingered on the straddling pose. “Interesting, huh?” His tone was light, but his ears had flushed pink.

I laughed softly. “I think that’s putting it mildly.”

He kept looking, his mouth pressing into a thoughtful line. “She’s good. These don’t look staged. They look…”

“Like the couple’s about to forget there’s a camera?” I finished for him.

He glanced at me, that smolder from yesterday flickering for just a second before he cleared his throat. “Exactly.”

We were both quiet for a beat, the weight of the images hanging between us. I tried to joke it off, nudging him with my shoulder. “Guess Arya thinks we could pull that off.”

Logan’s smile was crooked. “Could we?”

The question wasn’t loaded, not really, but it still landed low in my stomach. “I don’t know,” I said, and it was the truth. I’d never imagined us doing something like that—posing like lovers in front of someone else, letting another person see us that way. But now that the idea was in my head, it refused to leave.

I closed the email and set the phone face-down on the counter. “Anyway, it’s just her way of drumming up business. Doesn’t mean anything.”

Logan nodded, but I noticed the way his gaze lingered on the phone before he turned away. And later, when I was alone in the kitchen rinsing my cup, I realized I was picturing those example shots again—only it wasn’t the couples Arya had photographed. It was us.

I told myself it was harmless, just curiosity. But the heat pooling low in my belly didn’t feel harmless at all.
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We told ourselves it was just for fun.

That was the line we kept repeating as we pulled up outside Arya’s studio again—no pressure, no big leap into anything we weren’t ready for. Just a “bonus” shoot to capture something a little less formal than the anniversary portraits.

The truth was, I’d been thinking about Arya’s follow-up email since the moment I read it. And while we hadn’t exactly said yes to the “bolder” version she’d offered, neither of us had said no.

Arya greeted us with the same easy smile as before, her dark hair swept up today, a few loose strands brushing her cheek. “You came back,” she said warmly, locking the door behind us.

“We had fun last time,” Logan answered, his voice low but steady.

“Good,” she said, glancing at me in a way that made the space between my ribs feel tight. “Let’s see if we can top it.”

This time there was no backdrop—just the studio floor, a faded leather loveseat, and the light streaming in from the tall windows. The setup felt more relaxed, more intimate by default.

“Let’s start with something simple,” Arya said, motioning for me to sit on the edge of the loveseat. “Logan, stand just here.” She positioned him so he was close enough that his thigh brushed my knee. “Now lean in, like you’re about to tell her something you don’t want anyone else to hear.”

He bent toward me, his shadow falling over my lap. His hand rested lightly on my thigh, and the contact was warm enough to make my breath hitch.

“Whisper it,” Arya prompted.

For a second I thought he’d just murmur something silly to make me smile, but then his lips were near my ear and his voice was low and rough. “I keep thinking about peeling that dress off you the second we get home.”

My pulse stuttered, heat rushing to my face. I didn’t even have to look at Arya to know she’d caught my reaction.

“Perfect,” she said, her voice smooth, the camera clicking in quick bursts. “Hold that.”

Logan didn’t pull back right away, his breath warm against my skin. I forced myself to exhale slowly, to keep from shifting under his hand.

“Now,” Arya said, stepping closer, “Kylie, look at him like you just heard the best thing in the world.”

I lifted my gaze to his, and for a moment it felt like we were the only two people in the room. His eyes were darker than usual, the corner of his mouth curved just slightly—like he knew exactly what effect he was having on me.

The camera shutter was the only sound for several seconds.

Arya finally lowered it. “You two… you’re even better this time. More connected. Less self-conscious.”

Logan gave a small laugh, straightening up. “Guess we’re getting used to you pointing that thing at us.”

She tilted her head, smiling like she knew better. “Or maybe you’re getting used to letting go a little.” Her gaze shifted to me. “You’d be surprised what couples discover about themselves in front of a camera.”

The words lingered, their meaning wide enough to hold all kinds of possibilities.

We moved through a few more poses—him behind me, his arms around my waist; me leaning back into him with my head tilted so he could kiss the side of my neck. None of it crossed the line, but each one seemed to get closer, blurring the space between posing and touching.

When Arya finally lowered the camera again, she rested it against her hip. “Have you thought about those more intimate shots we talked about?”

My stomach tightened. I glanced at Logan, who met my eyes for a beat before looking back at her.

“Maybe,” he said.

“Maybe,” I echoed, my voice softer.

Arya’s smile was slow, knowing. “That’s enough for now. Curiosity is a good place to start.”

She moved past us to adjust the lighting for the last set, and I caught the faint scent of her perfume as she passed—warm, subtle, and impossible not to notice.

I sat very still on the loveseat, my skin still tingling where Logan’s breath had touched my ear, my mind replaying his whisper like a loop I couldn’t shut off.

It was still just for fun. We were still in control.

At least, that’s what I told myself.
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The drive home was quiet, but not in an uncomfortable way. More like neither of us wanted to break whatever spell had been hanging over us since we left Arya’s studio. I could still feel Logan’s whisper against my ear, still see the way Arya’s eyes had lingered on us like she was seeing something more than just a couple in a pose.

By the time we got inside, I’d convinced myself to keep it to small talk, pretend the whole thing hadn’t gotten under my skin the way it had. But once we’d changed into comfortable clothes and settled on the couch, the words were already pushing at me.

“I can’t stop thinking about what she said,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended.

Logan turned his head, eyebrows lifting slightly. “About what?”

“About… doing something more intimate.” I drew in a slow breath, picking at the seam of my leggings. “It terrifies me. And it kind of…” I hesitated, then pushed the word out before I could chicken out. “Excites me.”

His gaze sharpened, though his voice stayed calm. “Excites you how?”

I gave a small, embarrassed laugh. “Like, the idea of her photographing us like that. Closer. Touching more. Not holding back for the sake of the camera.” I shook my head. “I don’t know why I’m even saying this.”

“Because you’ve been thinking about it,” he said simply.

Heat rose in my cheeks. “Have you?”

He leaned back, his arm stretching along the back of the couch. “Of course I have. She has… a presence. You feel it as soon as she’s in the room. And when she’s focused on you—on us—it’s intense.” His eyes held mine, steady. “But I wouldn’t do anything unless you wanted it.”

The way he said it—quiet but certain—slipped right past the part of me that should have been wary. I searched his face, waiting for a flicker of something that might feel like danger, but there was none. Just that same warm steadiness he’d always had, now threaded through with something hotter.

“I don’t feel threatened by her,” I said slowly, almost surprised to hear it aloud. “If anything… it’s different. I liked the way she looked at you. At us. Like she was seeing something we didn’t even know was there.”

His mouth curved just slightly. “And what if you said yes?”

The words hung between us, pulling the air tight. I swallowed, my palms warm against my thighs. “What would you think if I did?”

His eyes darkened, the corner of his mouth lifting just enough to tell me exactly what he’d think. “I’d think it’s your call. But I’d also think…” His gaze slid deliberately over my face, down to my mouth, lingering there. “…that I’d be very okay with it.”

The heat in his voice sent a shiver right through me. I didn’t need him to spell it out. I could feel the want coming off him in slow, steady waves.

I looked away, trying to pull in a deeper breath, but the truth was already settling in my chest. This wasn’t something I was talking about just to satisfy my curiosity. This was something I wanted, even if the wanting still scared me.

We sat like that for a long moment, neither of us moving, the conversation stretching out into the space between us until my whole body was thrumming with awareness.
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I booked it under the guise of stepping out of my comfort zone. That’s what I told Logan. That’s what I told myself.

Arya’s reply had been quick and warm, and when she welcomed us into her private studio a week later, I understood immediately that this wasn’t going to feel like the sessions we’d done before.

The lights were dimmer, the space transformed. Gauzy fabrics draped from the ceiling, soft pools of amber light falling across them like captured sunlight. A low hum of music played in the background—slow, pulsing, the kind of rhythm you felt in your chest as much as you heard with your ears.

“You look incredible,” Arya said, her eyes sweeping over me in my fitted black cocktail dress. It wasn’t the flashiest thing I owned, but the neckline was low enough to make me feel aware of every breath.

And Logan—God. He stood beside me in a crisp, fitted shirt that clung just enough to show the shape of his shoulders, the curve of his biceps. His dark slacks were perfectly tailored, and I had to fight the urge to run my hands over him before Arya even picked up her camera.

“Let’s start simple,” she said, her voice lower than usual, almost conspiratorial. She positioned me in front of Logan, his hands at my waist, her own fingers adjusting them an inch lower. “Closer. Good. Now, Logan, brush her hair aside.”

His fingertips slid over my neck, a light touch that made my skin prickle. I tilted my head for him, the warmth of his breath on my ear sending a pulse of heat down my spine.

“Perfect,” Arya murmured, the shutter clicking. “Kylie, close your eyes and lean into him. Feel him.”

I did, my back settling against the solid heat of his chest, the scent of his cologne wrapping around me. His arms tightened, pulling me in just enough to make my heart stutter.

The camera clicked again and again, and Arya’s voice coaxed us further. “Logan, turn her toward you. Hands on her hips. Yes, like that. Kylie, look at him like it’s the first time you’ve seen him in months.”

I lifted my gaze, and it happened—the shift. The studio fell away, and it was just him and me, and the way his eyes caught the low light, dark and intent. We moved toward each other like we weren’t being watched at all.

“Beautiful,” Arya said softly. “Let’s push it just a little more. Kylie, why don’t you take off the dress?”

My breath caught, but I didn’t hesitate long. I slid the zipper down, letting the fabric slip from my shoulders and pool at my feet. The cool air touched my skin through the lace of my lingerie, and I heard Logan inhale behind me.

He didn’t have to say anything; I could feel the change in him without looking.

“Amazing,” Arya breathed. “Logan, lose the shirt.”

He tugged it over his head in one smooth motion, and the sight of him—bare-chested, the warm light catching the lines of his muscles—made my pulse kick harder.

“Closer,” Arya said again, her voice almost hypnotic now. “Hands on each other. Wherever feels natural.”

Logan’s palms skimmed up my sides, tracing the curve of my waist before settling on my lower back. My hands rose to his chest, fingers splaying over the steady beat of his heart.

We weren’t just posing anymore. His thumbs stroked over my skin, my nails dragged lightly against his chest, and our breathing fell into the same rhythm.

“Kiss her,” Arya said.

It wasn’t our first kiss, but the way it landed—it might as well have been. Logan’s mouth covered mine slowly, deliberately, the kind of kiss that unraveled me from the inside out. My hands slid to his neck, pulling him closer, and I felt the faint tremor in his breath when he kissed me deeper.

The camera kept clicking, but it was distant now, part of the hum instead of the focus.

Arya’s voice came again, softer this time. “Yes… just like that. Don’t hold back.”

Logan’s hands roamed, cupping my hips, brushing over the lace at the edge of my panties, never quite crossing the line but making it impossible to think about anything else. My own hands explored his shoulders, his arms, the curve of his back.

Somewhere between kisses, I thought I heard Arya clear her throat—a small sound, like she wasn’t immune to what she was seeing either.

It sent another spark through me, the realization that this wasn’t just for us anymore. She was here, watching, capturing, maybe even feeling the same pull I was.

And instead of pulling away, I leaned in closer.

Arya lowered the camera slightly, studying us with her head tilted, lips parted like she was about to say something she hadn’t decided on yet.

“I have an idea for the next shot,” she said finally, stepping forward. “But I’ll need to guide you a little.” Her eyes flicked to me, then to Logan. “Mind if I come in?”

Logan glanced at me, giving me the chance to say no. But I didn’t.

Arya moved between us with unhurried grace, her bare arm brushing mine as she turned to face Logan. “Let’s bring your hands here,” she murmured, wrapping her fingers lightly around his wrists. She moved them lower along my waist, pressing his palms more firmly against me.

It should have felt like intrusion—another woman touching my husband, moving him like a mannequin—but it didn’t. Watching her hands on him sent a rush of heat through me that had nothing to do with jealousy.

Her nails were short and neat, the pads of her fingers stroking over his skin as she adjusted him. I could see the way his breathing shifted, the subtle tightening of his jaw. And then she looked up at him, holding his gaze for just a second longer than necessary, and my pulse skipped.

“There,” she said, still holding him in place. “Feel that? That’s where you want to anchor her.”

I felt it. God, I felt it.

Her hands slipped away from him then, but not entirely. She trailed her fingertips along my arm as she moved behind me, a light graze that left a shiver in its wake.

“Relax,” she said softly, her voice close to my ear now. “You’re safe.”

I turned my head slightly, and for the first time her eyes met mine up close. Warm, steady, unblinking.

Something in me expected to flinch away. Instead, I held her gaze.

Her touch lingered at the crook of my elbow, light but deliberate, and my skin tingled under her fingertips. She wasn’t pulling me anywhere, wasn’t forcing anything—just… there. Present. Close enough that I could feel the subtle heat of her body.

Arya moved back in front of us without breaking eye contact. Then she reached for Logan’s hand again, adjusting the angle of his arm so his thumb brushed the side of my breast through the lace. My breath caught, but I didn’t step away.

She smiled faintly, satisfied, then lifted the camera again. “Beautiful. Don’t move.”

The shutter clicked, each sound landing heavy in the quiet. My pulse was a steady drumbeat in my ears.

When she lowered the camera to adjust the light, her knuckles brushed my hip, just barely. I didn’t know if it was on purpose, but the warmth it left behind stayed.

I realized then that I was letting her touch me. Letting her touch him. And not only that—I wanted to see what she’d do next.

Arya lowered the camera, her eyes moving over us with that same deliberate calm that always made me feel like she was seeing more than what was in front of her.

“Can I suggest something for the final shots?” she asked, her tone soft but laced with something that made my pulse jump. “A little riskier?”

The words hung there, heavier than they should have been. Logan glanced at me, letting me decide.

I hesitated, my heartbeat thudding in my ears. I could still feel the ghost of her touch from earlier, the way it had lit my skin. My mouth was dry, but I found myself nodding. “Okay.”

Her smile was small, almost private. “Trust me.”

She stepped closer, the faint scent of her perfume wrapping around me. “Kylie, I want you to rest your hands here.” She reached for my wrists, her fingers warm as she began to guide me—only instead of placing them where I expected, she lifted one to Logan’s chest, the other to the waistband of his slacks.

The contact jolted through me, and before I could think, my gaze darted to her face. She was close—closer than she’d been all day—her lips parted slightly, eyes locked on mine.

Something inside me shifted, like a taut rope giving way.

I leaned in before I even realized what I was doing. My mouth brushed hers—light, tentative, nothing more than a whisper of a kiss.

The second I pulled back, heat rushed to my face. “I—I don’t know why I—”

Arya set the camera down on a nearby chair without looking away from me. Then she stepped back in, her hand cupping my jaw as she kissed me this time.

It was slow, unhurried, her lips soft but sure against mine, tasting of something faintly sweet. I should have frozen. I should have pulled away. Instead, I kissed her back, the tip of her tongue just grazing mine before retreating, leaving me breathless.

When she drew back, Logan was watching us, his chest rising and falling a little faster. His eyes moved between us like he couldn’t decide where to land.

Arya glanced at him, then back at me, her smile deepening just enough to make my stomach flip. “You’re beautiful when you let go.”

Logan stepped closer, his hand finding the small of my back. “She always is,” he said quietly, his gaze sliding down to my mouth before he kissed me, harder this time, like the sight of me with Arya had lit something in him.

It was dizzying—his lips urgent, hers still warm on mine, the space between us shrinking until there was none at all. Arya’s hands found my waist, and Logan’s moved over my hips, and then we were tangled together in a way that left no room for thought.

Arya’s hands skimmed over his chest before returning to me, the tips of her fingers slipping under the strap of my bra. I gasped against her mouth, the sound swallowed by the kiss.

Logan’s hand followed, sliding over my hip, warm and steady. The two of them flanked me without speaking, their bodies radiating heat, their scents mixing—Logan’s familiar and grounding, Arya’s sharp and intoxicating.

Arya’s palm came to rest against my side, her thumb brushing under the edge of my bra. Logan’s fingers were already stroking the curve of my waist. My breath caught when Arya leaned in and kissed me—slow at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing mine. Logan’s hand moved higher, skimming over my stomach until he cupped my breast through the lace.

I made a small sound, half protest, half want, and Arya took advantage, pulling me closer, her mouth insistent. Logan’s other hand found my remaining bra strap and slid it down, the elastic snapping lightly against my arm before he tugged it free. Arya broke the kiss only to glance down, her lips curving as Logan bared me completely.

They touched me together—Arya’s hands cupping and squeezing, Logan’s thumbs brushing over the peaks of my breasts until they ached. I tried to hold myself still, to keep some shred of control, but my hips shifted toward them involuntarily. Logan lowered his head, his mouth closing over one nipple, drawing it between his lips. Arya mirrored him, her tongue circling the other until my knees felt weak.

I let out a shaky breath, my hands clutching at the sheets for balance. They didn’t stop. Logan’s tongue was slow and deliberate, his mouth hot, while Arya’s touch was lighter, teasing. My pulse pounded in my ears.

When Arya’s hand trailed down my stomach, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties, my first instinct was to grab her wrist. But before I could, Logan’s lips brushed my shoulder, his voice low against my skin. “It’s okay.”

Her fingers found me, stroking gently at first, then with more pressure. My body betrayed every thought I had about pulling away. Logan’s mouth returned to my breasts, sucking, while Arya’s hand worked me in slow, circling motions. My breathing grew ragged, every nerve tuned to their combined rhythm.

When Arya shifted, sliding to her knees between my legs, I didn’t stop her. She hooked her thumbs into my panties and pulled them down in one smooth motion, her gaze never leaving mine. The cool air hit me for only a second before her mouth replaced it, warm and wet.

I gasped, my thighs tensing, but Logan’s hands held them apart. Arya’s tongue was soft at first, then firm, tracing and flicking until I was squirming. Logan kissed my neck, my jaw, my ear, whispering things I barely processed. My fingers tangled in Arya’s hair without thinking, my hips rolling toward her.

The pressure built fast, every stroke sending me closer. Logan’s mouth found mine just as it crested, muffling my cry. My whole body clenched, waves breaking through me until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—only feel.

I slumped back against one side of the studio sofa, my skin buzzing, my vision hazy. Arya moved away, wiping her mouth, her expression unreadable. It took me a moment to realize she was already climbing over Logan, straddling him right beside me.

Through the fog of my aftershocks, I watched her unbutton her top, pulling it open to reveal pale skin and lace. Logan’s hands went to her immediately, cupping her breasts, thumbs grazing her nipples until she let out a low sound. She hiked her skirt up to her waist and tugged her panties to the side. The sight of her trimmed pussy made my stomach clench.

She reached between them, and I knew the moment he entered her—her head fell back, her lips parting, and his grip on her hips tightened.

They moved together in a rhythm that was nothing like the sex I’d had with him before—urgent, almost desperate. Logan leaned forward, taking her breast into his mouth, sucking hard while she rode him. I couldn’t look away. The sight of his pleasure, the sound of her gasps, the way his hands slid down to grip her ass—it all pulled me in.

My body responded before my mind could catch up, heat curling low again. I’d thought I’d feel jealousy. And maybe I did, in some small, sharp way. But it was drowned out by the throb between my legs and the pulse in my chest.

Arya’s movements grew faster, Logan’s hips lifting to meet her. His groan was deep, the kind that always meant he was close. She reached behind her, bracing against his thigh, her own voice breaking as she came. Logan followed seconds later, holding her tight as he spilled inside her.

The sight knocked the air from my lungs. My reluctance, my hesitation—it all melted, replaced with something raw and hungry. I wasn’t just watching anymore. I was part of it, every sensation from earlier feeding the heat that spread through me again.

When Arya finally slid off him and lay back beside me, both of them breathing hard, I felt my hand reach for Logan without thinking. He laced his fingers with mine, his eyes still heavy-lidded, and the three of us lay there in the quiet, the air thick with the scent of sex and the knowledge that nothing would be the same after this.

The room was still warm with our breath, the faint hum of the music mingling with the slowing rhythm of our bodies. I lay curled against Logan, my cheek resting on the smooth, damp skin of his chest. His arm was wrapped around me, heavy and protective, his fingertips idly stroking my hip in lazy patterns.

I should have felt strange. Exposed. But all I felt was the steady rise and fall of his breathing and the lingering thrum in my body from what we’d just done. It was unreal how natural it had felt, as if this had been part of us all along, waiting to be uncovered.

Arya was still close, lounging against the cushions with her hair mussed, skin flushed, and that slow, knowing smile playing at her lips. She reached for the camera she’d abandoned earlier, then set it aside again, as though even she couldn’t bring herself to step out of the moment yet.

“Well,” she said, her voice husky, “I might have to make private sessions a regular thing for you two.”

The tease hung between us, but there was a thread of sincerity beneath it, a suggestion that this didn’t have to be a one-time thing.

I looked up at Logan. His eyes met mine, and the heat there wasn’t gone—it had only shifted, tempered into something deeper. His hand squeezed my hip, just enough to tell me he felt it too.

I smiled, unable to stop myself. A week ago, I wouldn’t have believed this was something I could want, let alone crave. But now, with the taste of Arya’s kiss still faint on my lips and Logan’s heartbeat under my palm, I knew the truth.

We’d crossed a line. And all I could think about was when we might cross it again.
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Shared Focus



The rain sounded like it was trying to claw its way through the roof of the van.

I leaned forward in my seat, squinting at the blur of headlights and swaying palm trees as we crawled down the coastal road. The windshield wipers couldn’t keep up. My heels were off, blazer unbuttoned, hair pulled back into a bun that had given up somewhere around the fifth live shot.

“I swear, if my bra digs into my ribs any deepers, I’m going on air topless,” I muttered.

Mark didn’t even look away from the road. Just gave me that slow, crooked grin of his—the one that said he’d heard it all before and maybe wouldn’t mind watching if I followed through.

“You’d spike the ratings,” he said. His voice was deep and rough, a little sleepier than usual after ten straight hours of shooting storm warnings and field stand-ups.

“Don’t tempt me.”

From the backseat, Layla let out a quiet laugh. “You guys always talk like this?”

She’d stayed mostly quiet today, shadowing me with her notepad and wide eyes, only asking questions when she had to. But now, with the sky turning black at three in the afternoon and the wind rattling the windows, her voice carried a nervous edge.

“Only when we’ve been on air for so long we forget how to act like humans,” I said, turning in my seat to glance at her.

She looked younger than twenty-two, all doe eyes and soft curves tucked into a rain-soaked blouse. Her dark hair was pulled into a high ponytail, a few damp strands sticking to her cheeks. The light from the dashboard caught the glint of her lip gloss and the rise and fall of her chest as she clutched her phone like a lifeline.

She was too new for this. Too green. Too pretty.

And she had no idea what it did to me when she looked at me like that—nervous, eager, like I held the secrets of the universe between my lips.

“We’re almost there,” Mark said, nodding toward the glowing Vacancy sign of a squat hotel just off the road. It looked like a converted motor lodge with its tile roof, stucco walls. It was one of those places where you hope the bed’s clean and the cable works.

A gust of wind rocked the van as we pulled into the lot.

“I don’t like the look of that sky,” he said. “This storm’s moving faster than forecasted.”

Great. No way we’d be making it back inland tonight.

“I’ll get us checked in,” I said, grabbing my purse and slipping my heels back on. “You two grab the gear before it floods.”

By the time we reached the front desk, the rain was coming down sideways. My blouse clung to my back, my skirt damp around the hem. The girl behind the counter looked like she’d rather be anywhere else.

“One room,” she said. “King bed and a sofa pull-out. Last one left.”

I blinked. “We reserved three.”

She shrugged. “Storm surge knocked out half the east wing. Everyone’s flooding in, literally.”

Mark stepped in beside me, water running off his jacket.

“We’ll take it,” he said. “Better than the van.”

Layla hovered behind me, her cheeks flushed pink. “It’s fine,” she said quickly. “I’ll sleep on the floor. I don’t mind.”

I turned to her, brows raised. “You’re not sleeping on the floor.”

“I’ve done it before,” she said. “I used to camp a lot. I don’t want to be a burden.”

A burden.

That word shouldn’t have hit the way it did. But something about the way she said it, like she really believed it, made something shift in my chest.

“You’re not,” I said. My voice came out softer than I intended. “We’ll make it work.”

The room was just as underwhelming as I expected. One king-sized bed, a sagging pull-out couch still folded into an armchair, and a kitchenette with a chipped microwave.

Mark dumped the gear near the table and pulled off his soaked hoodie, leaving only a thin black tee that clung to his chest and shoulders like a second skin. I looked away a beat too late.

Layla was still standing by the door, dripping and uncertain, her arms wrapped around herself.

“Bathroom’s yours first,” I said, setting my bag on the dresser. “Get out of those wet clothes.”

She blinked. “Oh. Thanks.”

I turned away, unzipping my skirt and kicking off my heels again, trying not to notice the way her reflection lingered in the mirror as she hesitated… and then pulled her shirt over her head.

She thought I wasn’t watching. And maybe I shouldn’t have been.

But she moved like she wasn’t used to being seen. Like her body was a secret even she hadn’t fully explored. Round hips, full breasts barely cupped by a soaked lace bra, skin flushed from rain and nerves.

Then she disappeared into the bathroom, the door clicking shut behind her.

Mark was across the room unfolding the couch, jaw tight.

“She’s young,” he said quietly.

I met his eyes. “I know.”

“She’s also not blind.”

I gave him a look. “You think she—?”

“She’s been watching you all day.”

That made my stomach dip. A slow, unexpected twist of heat. Because if he was right… if that was what I’d seen in her eyes…

The door opened again, and Layla stepped out wrapped in a towel, cheeks pink, hair damp and loose around her shoulders.

“I didn’t want to use all the hot water,” she said, glancing between us like she was intruding.

“You’re fine,” I said, too fast. “Take the bed. You’ve had the longest day.”

She looked down at the towel and hesitated.

Mark crossed the room and unzipped one of his gear bags. “I’ve got extras,” he said, pulling out a bundled stack of worn tees and basketball shorts. “Didn’t think I’d be sharing, but…”

Layla took a navy tee and a pair of drawstring shorts, holding them to her chest. “You sure?”

“Better than damp panties,” I said, already tugging on one of the soft shirts I’d taken for myself. It hung loose around my thighs, barely covering anything.

She grinned. “Speak for yourself.”

Mark’s eyes flicked to me, then to her, then back again. He crossed the room and tugged at the pull-out couch, bracing a knee against the frame.

“Damn thing’s jammed,” he muttered, yanking harder. It didn’t budge.

He tried again. Nothing.

“Of course it’s busted.” He let out a breath and straightened, already moving toward the closet for an extra blanket.

“I’ll take the floor.”

“You’re not—”

He held up a hand. “I’m fine.”

Layla sank onto the edge of the bed, the borrowed T-shirt just brushing the tops of her thighs. The towel was gone, discarded in a damp heap near the door. She stretched out slowly on her side, eyes flicking to me with something unreadable behind them.

I hesitated. Mark was already settled on a spare blanket in the corner, back against the wall, arms crossed behind his head like he wasn’t paying attention. But I knew better.

The bed dipped as I slid under the covers beside her—careful not to touch, not yet.

Outside, the wind howled, bending palm trees sideways. The lights flickered once. Then again.

Inside, it was quiet.

Too quiet.

Three bodies. One broken couch. One shared bed.

And the wrong kinds of thoughts building behind my eyes like thunder.
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The storm got louder after sunset.

Not just the wind, but the silence between it. Those sharp, whistling lulls that made you hold your breath, wondering what would hit next. The glass rattled. Something outside toppled and rolled, scraping along the pavement. The TV crackled through weather alerts on a loop, screen flickering every few seconds as the signal faltered.

The room, despite its thin walls and shitty carpet, felt warmer than it should have. Probably because there wasn’t much space left between the three of us.

Layla was curled up at the head of the king bed, long bare legs tucked beneath Mark’s oversized tee. The shirt swallowed her frame, brushing the tops of her thighs whenever she shifted. I tried not to notice how she kept readjusting—crossing and uncrossing, stretching, rolling one shoulder down like the damn thing was itching her neck.

She had to know it wasn’t the fabric I was watching.

I sat beside her on top of the covers, knees drawn up, fiddling with the elastic on my wrist. Mark lay back on the blanket he'd claimed by the window, one arm behind his head, shirt riding up just enough to show a strip of stomach. He looked half-asleep—until I caught the gleam in his eye.

“I don’t get how you can be so relaxed,” I said.

He shrugged, muscles flexing under the thin cotton. “Storms put me to sleep.”

“Only you would find comfort in possible property damage.”

He grinned, eyes flicking toward Layla. “She’s the one who looks nervous.”

Layla raised her chin. “I’m fine. I’ve just never been stuck like this during a broadcast before.”

“You get used to it,” I said. “Mildew-scented rooms, hurricane parties, bad vending machine coffee.”

“Is this the part where you tell me your war stories?”

I raised a brow. “Want one?”

She nodded, biting the corner of her lip. “Yeah. I think I do.”

I glanced at Mark. He gave me the tiniest shrug. Go on.

“Well…” I shifted toward her, letting my legs stretch out beside hers. “There was this one time in Houston—live shot at midnight. Wind knocked my lashes halfway off mid-segment. I looked like a drunk raccoon.”

She giggled. “And you kept going?”

“Of course I kept going. It’s TV. You pretend nothing’s wrong, even when everything is.”

Her gaze softened. “Is that why you always look so calm? Even when you’re not?”

That question landed harder than I expected. I hadn’t realized how closely she’d been watching me.

I studied her face, half-lit by the flickering TV. She was flushed from the shower, her hair still damp where it clung to her collarbone. The collar of Mark’s shirt dipped slightly, revealing just enough to make me want more.

She held my gaze for a second longer. “So what are you feeling now?”

I hesitated. Swallowed. “Exhausted,” I said at first. But the word felt too safe, too shallow. So I added, “And a little… exposed.”

Mark let out a low sound from the floor—more breath than laugh. “Welcome to live news.”

Layla’s gaze didn’t move from mine. “You don’t seem exposed. That would imply vulnerability,” she said. “You seem… in charge.”

I raised a brow. “That a compliment?”

She smiled. “Absolutely. It’s kind of hot.”

That surprised me. “What is?”

“You,” she said simply. “You take up space without apologizing. You don’t pretend to be smaller than you are.”

There was a beat of silence—long enough to feel it. Not awkward. Just tight. Like the air between us had thickened.

Her bare leg brushed mine under the blanket. I didn’t move. Neither did she.

The power flickered again. The screen went black.

Just like that, we were in the dark.

For a second, no one said anything. All I could hear was the pulse in my throat and the rush of rain pounding the windows.

“Do either of you…” Layla’s voice was quiet. Testing. “Ever do anything crazy during a storm?”

Mark’s voice came from the couch, lower than before. “Define crazy.”

“Something you wouldn’t do otherwise. You know, since you’re isolated.”

I could hear her shifting on the mattress beside me, the faint rustle of cotton against skin. Then her fingers brushed mine under the blanket. Not by accident.

“I mean,” she said, “if the storm kills us tonight, wouldn’t it be nice to go out having done something reckless?”

Her hand lingered. Warm. Open.

I swallowed hard.

“What kind of game are you playing?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“I didn’t say it was a game,” she whispered.

Another pause. Long. Breathless.

Then Mark’s voice again, steady but rough at the edges. “What are you offering, Layla?”

She sat up straighter, her thigh now fully pressed against mine.

“No strings,” she said. “No labels. Just… a night off the record.”

I turned to face her. Our knees touched. Her eyes were wide but steady, no trace of teasing now—just the kind of raw curiosity that made you forget rules.

“I’m your boss,” I said.

“Then tell me no.”

Silence.

The wind howled. Somewhere outside, a transformer popped, showering sparks across the sky.

But in that room, everything was still. Except my pulse. Except the heat in my blood.

Mark didn’t say a word.

Neither did I.

Because I didn’t want to.

The silence stretched long enough to feel threatening.

Layla’s words still hovered in the air, soft but electric: “No strings. No labels. Just… a night off the record.”

I didn’t know what I expected after that. Maybe for someone to laugh. To shift the energy. To say, Let’s get some sleep and forget she said that.

But no one moved. Not even Mark.

He was sitting now, propped against the wall near the foot of the bed, one knee bent, arms draped casually, but his eyes were sharp, fixed on me. Not her. Me.

The storm outside cracked loud enough to shake the window. I flinched. Layla didn’t.

She just watched me, waiting.

Then Mark’s voice came, low and even. “What do you want, Nina?”

I turned toward him slowly. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

His tone wasn’t teasing. It wasn’t even challenging. Just… honest. Like he knew the question wasn’t about Layla or him or logistics. It was about me.

What did I want?

The question shouldn’t have rattled me the way it did.

But the truth was—I hadn’t let myself want anything real in a long time. Not without rules, not without a filter.

And here was Layla. Young. Curious. Looking at me like I was something she’d already decided to touch.

My hand moved before my brain caught up.

I reached for her, fingers hesitating for the briefest second before sliding into the loose, damp strands of her hair. It was softer than I expected. Silky. A little tangled at the ends from the towel.

Her lips parted as my palm cupped the back of her neck.

I could’ve stopped there. Should’ve.

But I didn’t.

I leaned in so slowly, and kissed her.

Her mouth met mine without hesitation, warm and open, a soft sigh slipping between us the second our lips connected.

It wasn’t desperate. It was careful. Like we were both trying to figure out where we ended and the other began.

She tasted like peppermint and the faintest trace of something sweet, maybe whatever lip gloss she’d reapplied after the shower. Her lips moved against mine with this gentle, eager rhythm that sent a rush straight to my core.

I pulled back half an inch, heart thudding. Her eyes fluttered open. Wide. Wanting.

“Are you sure you want this?” I whispered. Stop, I told myself. She’s your intern. She’s young. You shouldn’t be doing this.

She nodded, then reached up to touch my jaw. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.

“You’re really good at kissing.”

I smiled, a little surprised. “I was nervous as hell.”

“Didn’t feel like it.” The corners of her lips curled up, and she kissed me again.

This time deeper.

Slower.

Our hands moved more freely now, hers brushing the curve of my waist beneath the oversized T-shirt I’d thrown on earlier, mine drifting down her bare thigh, tracing the warm, smooth skin there. She shifted closer, pressing her body against mine, her breath catching when my fingers grazed just under the hem of her shirt.

God, she was soft. Warm. Every inch of her curved and responsive.

I felt her shiver. Not from cold, but from nerves or anticipation or maybe just the thrill of being touched like this. I pressed my forehead to hers, breathing in her scent: clean shampoo, fabric softener, something faintly floral.

Behind us, Mark hadn’t moved. I could feel his eyes, heavy on my skin, but not intrusive. He wasn’t part of this moment, not yet. He was giving me space to explore this… her.

Layla exhaled softly as I eased her back onto the bed, my fingers still threading through her hair, my lips trailing kisses along her jaw, then lower, across the delicate slope of her throat. Her hands slid up my back, clutching the fabric of my shirt, pulling me closer.

When I reached the hollow of her collarbone, she let out the quietest sound—half gasp, half moan.

It went straight to my center.

She was beneath me now, her legs parted just slightly, the hem of her borrowed shirt riding up to reveal the soft curve of her hip. I let my hand rest there, thumb brushing skin, waiting to see if she’d tense.

She didn’t. She arched into my touch, eyes half-lidded, chest rising with every breath.

I kissed her again, slower this time, and let my palm drift upward beneath the shirt. Her stomach quivered under my touch. When I brushed the underside of her breast, her breath caught, but her hips lifted just slightly, urging me on.

I paused there, giving her time to stop me.

She didn’t.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded once.

I cupped her breast fully, thumb grazing her nipple through the thin lace she still wore beneath the shirt. She whimpered into my mouth, one hand gripping my hip now, pulling me flush against her.

The storm raged louder outside. I didn’t care.

Everything I needed was right here—soft skin, trembling breath, her body arching under mine.

I’d never touched a woman like this before. I’d thought about it, sure. Fantasized. Wondered.

But this wasn’t wonder.

This was fire.

Somewhere between her breath on my neck and the way her thigh pressed against mine, the last thread of hesitation snapped.

I hadn’t planned for any of this. Hadn’t even let myself imagine it beyond idle curiosity. But the way Layla touched me unraveled something deep in my core. A knot I hadn’t realized was there.

She looked at me like I was something worth worshiping. And I didn’t want to stop her.

Her fingers slid under my shirt, palms warm against my waist, thumbs grazing just above the band of my panties. Her lips were on my throat now, soft and searching, tracing a line just below my jaw. I let my head fall back, gave her more of me to explore.

Behind us, I could still feel Mark’s gaze, heavy in the dark. But he didn’t interrupt. Didn’t move. He was giving us this space. Giving me this space. And somehow, that made me want him more.

Layla’s hands trembled just slightly as she tugged my shirt higher. I helped her peel it off, baring my skin inch by inch until I was naked from the waist up, flushed and too far gone to care.

Her eyes darkened. She leaned in and kissed the swell of my breast, slow and sensual, her lips parting to draw one nipple into her mouth. The heat of it sent a pulse between my thighs, and I gasped, fingers tangling in her hair.

She was good. Too good for someone who’d claimed to be new to this. Or maybe it was just instinct. Maybe she was just this good at reading what I liked.

She switched to the other side, mouth greedy now, tongue circling, teasing. I couldn’t hold back the sounds she pulled from me. Soft moans, broken gasps, each one a little louder than the last.

When I reached for her in return, she didn’t hesitate.

Her shirt came off fast. Her skin was warm and smooth beneath my hands, her breasts full and flushed. I kissed her there, mimicking what she’d done to me, and the way she responded. Her hips rolling and her breath catching made something twist deep inside me.

I wanted to hear her come undone. I wanted to be the one to do it.

My hand slid between us, down the curve of her stomach, until I found the waistband of her borrowed shorts. She arched into me when I slipped beneath, her thighs parting, her breath sharp against my ear.

“No one’s ever touched me like this,” she whispered.

I didn’t speak. I just kissed her again and let my fingers explore. Slow, careful strokes at first, reading her reactions, the way her body tensed and softened with each motion.

She was already wet. And getting wetter.

Her hips moved with me, her body clinging to mine. When I found the rhythm that made her legs start to tremble, she let out this low, desperate moan that made my whole body ache.

I kept going. Kept giving.

Her hand fisted the sheets. Her back arched. And when she came, it wasn’t quiet.

It was raw. Real.

I held her through it, pressed my mouth to her neck as she shuddered, her thighs squeezing tight around my hand. She looked wrecked and radiant all at once, skin glowing in the candlelight, hair messy and clinging to her cheeks.

When her breathing slowed, she turned to me, kissed me hard, then eased me back onto the mattress.

“My turn,” she said, voice low and deliciously certain.

Her hands were surer now, her mouth trailing a hot, open-mouthed path down my body. When she reached my thighs, she paused, meeting my gaze.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered. “Please.”

That single word—please—broke something in me.

“Yes,” I said. “God, yes.”

I helped her tug my panties down my legs. Her mouth on me was heat and hunger and everything I hadn’t let myself want. Her tongue moved in slow, perfect circles, building pressure until I was shaking, clutching the sheets, hips rising to meet her.

And when I came—loud, breathless, unraveling beneath her—I didn’t care who heard.

I barely came down before I realized we weren’t alone anymore.

Mark was closer now. Still clothed, but kneeling beside the bed, watching. His eyes locked on mine.

Layla didn’t flinch.

She shifted beside me, cheeks still flushed, lips shining. Then she turned her head toward him.

“Why are you holding back?” she asked softly.

He blinked, surprised by the directness.

“I didn’t know if I should join,” he said.

“Of course you should.”

She touched my leg, fingers trailing upward, and I could feel her pulse echoing in my own body. My skin was still buzzing from what we’d just done, but the air between the three of us was thicker now, charged and ripe with what could happen next.

Mark moved toward the bed. Layla rolled to her side, body still pressed against mine.

I didn’t stop her.

I just watched as her fingers reached for him.

Mark climbed onto the bed, joining us. His shirt came off first, revealing that lean, hard torso I’d spent too long pretending not to notice. His jeans followed. Then he knelt between us, fully exposed now, his cock thick and obvious.

Layla met him with no shame. No hesitation.

She leaned in and kissed him—open, hungry, her fingers wrapping around his length. He groaned low in his throat, hand sliding over her waist, then down to cup her ass as she stroked him with steady confidence.

I stayed still. Watching. Breath caught in my chest. My body already flushed and aching again, but my mind torn between voyeur and participant.

It should’ve felt strange watching someone else kiss the man I’d spent years trying not to want. But it didn’t. It felt… electric.

Layla sank back onto the bed, pulling him with her. Mark braced himself over her, eyes flicking to mine one last time as if checking to make sure I was still okay. As if we were some sort of couple. Maybe he’d always felt that attraction too. Maybe I should’ve noticed before now.

She guided him between her legs, her thighs falling open as he settled there, thick and ready, his hand stroking her face.

Then he pushed in, slow and deep, and her mouth dropped open in a gasp that made my toes curl.

He moved gently at first, hips rolling, each stroke controlled, like he was memorizing her body with every thrust. Layla clutched at him, panting now, her eyes fluttering closed.

But mine didn’t.

I couldn’t stop watching.

The way her body arched to meet his. The way he groaned her name. The way the bed rocked gently beneath them as he picked up pace.

I was wet again. Throbbing.

And I wasn’t sure which of them I wanted more.

Layla opened her eyes and turned her head toward me.

She was breathless, glowing, her voice little more than a whisper when she said, “Come here.”

I moved without thinking, drawn to her like gravity, like hunger. Mark was still buried deep inside her, his hand cupping the back of her neck, his body curved over hers like they were made to fit.

And somehow, I still belonged.

I crawled toward them, naked and aching, the sheets warm beneath my knees. Layla reached for me with one hand, threading her fingers through mine as Mark slowed his rhythm, giving me time to join.

I leaned down and kissed her, swallowing her gasp as Mark thrust again, slow and deep. She whimpered into my mouth, her free hand clenching against his back. Her body trembled beneath both of us—held between his strength and my touch.

She was beautiful like this. Flushed. Open. Taken.

I kissed down her throat, tasting sweat and desire, then lower still, tracing the swell of her breasts with my tongue. Her nipples were hard and eager beneath my mouth, her hips shifting with every motion Mark made inside her.

I felt her body tighten between us—coiled and ready. She was close again, already, and I wanted to be the one who pushed her over.

Mark’s breath was heavy above her, controlled but fraying.

“Touch her,” he murmured, voice low and rough. “She’s right there.”

My hand slid down, fingers parting her slick folds, finding her clit just as he thrust again. The combination made her cry out—raw and wild and perfect.

I circled gently at first, then firmer, matching the rhythm of his hips, letting my breath tickle her breast as I moved in sync with them both.

She started to shake.

“I can’t—” she gasped, voice breaking. “It feels too good.”

“Yes, you can,” I whispered against her skin. “Come for us.”

Mark groaned, his pace faltering for just a moment as she clenched around him. Her back arched, legs trembling. I kept touching her, whispering her name like a prayer, until she came with a full-body shudder, head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream.

It was beautiful.

She collapsed into the bed, boneless and dazed, tears at the corners of her eyes from the sheer force of it.

But we weren’t done.

Mark kissed her temple, then looked at me, his hand reaching out to cup the side of my face.

“Come here,” he said.

It was a command that sent a hot shiver down my spine.

He eased out of Layla, gently, with care, and I slid into his arms as she curled beside us, spent but smiling. I kissed him hard, tasting her on his mouth, our bodies slick with sweat and heat.

He pressed me down into the mattress, his mouth tracing the path Layla’s had taken earlier. I gasped when his tongue circled my nipple, arching up into his hands. He was all solid heat, muscles coiled beneath smooth skin, every inch of him focused on me now.

I wrapped my legs around him, greedy, aching, needing.

“Please,” I said, not sure who I was begging—him, myself, the universe.

He slid into me with one long, perfect thrust. My head dropped back, a broken moan slipping free.

God, he felt good. Big and hard and just rough enough to remind me how long I’d gone without this. Without him.

He moved faster now, driving deep with every stroke. My hands clawed at his back, my nails leaving marks I knew he’d feel tomorrow. And I wanted him to. I wanted all of this to linger.

Then I felt her.

Layla’s mouth on my throat. Her hand sliding over my stomach. Her voice whispering things I couldn’t even understand anymore, just sounds and heat and breath and more.

We were tangled now, three bodies moving as one. My hand found hers again, fingers lacing as I rose toward the edge, helpless against the rush building in my spine.

Mark groaned my name into my neck.

Layla kissed me, messy and open and breathless.

And I shattered.

The orgasm hit hard—like nothing I’d ever felt. Like being pulled under and kissed by fire at the same time. I came around him with a cry, hips jerking, body writhing, every nerve lit up like a fuse.

He followed seconds later, thrusting deep, body tensing as he poured into me with a groan that sounded half broken.

We collapsed together in a heap, trembling.

The storm still raged outside. I could hear it now in the quiet. Rain lashing the windows. Thunder rolling overhead.

But inside, it was just breath. Skin. Heat. Us.

Layla curled against my side, one hand still resting over my heart. Mark’s arm draped across both of us, heavy and warm.
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It was the warmth of her leg draped over mine that woke me. Skin to skin. Familiar in a way it shouldn’t have been yet.

Not thunder. Not the hum of returning power or the flicker of light from the lamp on the nightstand. Just the smell of sweet sex that Layla’s body was covered in.

She was curled between us, breathing softly, her face turned toward my shoulder, lips parted. One hand rested low on my stomach, fingers splayed like she’d claimed the spot in her sleep. My shirt was nowhere to be found. Her hair clung to my skin.

Mark was behind her, still half under the covers, one arm draped loosely across her waist, his fingertips brushing my ribs. His chest rose and fell in a slow, steady rhythm.

I lay there caught between them, stunned by the quiet, by the fullness in my chest. We shouldn’t have done that, but I couldn’t bring myself to regret it.

Clothes were scattered everywhere. A boot in the corner. My bra hanging off the back of the desk chair. Condoms on the nightstand, the wrapper peeled halfway open like a reminder of how far we’d let ourselves go.

I shifted carefully, trying not to wake either of them, but Mark stirred anyway.

His eyes opened, hazy but clear. He looked at me for a beat—really looked. And then, slowly, he smiled.

It was small. Warm. No tension in it at all.

No regrets.

My stomach flipped.

I gave him a nod and eased myself upright, limbs sore in ways I hadn’t expected. My thighs ached. My hips. Even my mouth. I found my shirt folded over the corner of the bed frame and pulled it on, heart pounding harder now that the adrenaline had faded.

This was the part I hadn’t prepared for.

The part after.

The daylight.

I padded quietly across the room, picking up pieces of clothing, tossing Mark’s shirt toward him with a look that made him smirk as he caught it midair. Layla stirred but didn’t wake. Her body stretched, then melted deeper into the mattress, hair fanning out across the pillow.

God, she was beautiful.

Ridiculously, ruinously beautiful.

I shook myself and turned toward the kitchenette. The little coffeemaker was ancient, but it worked. I filled it with water, dropped in a pod from Mark’s stash, and waited for it to sputter to life. The scent of brewing coffee filled the room, grounding and familiar.

Mark joined me a few minutes later, pants back on, hair damp from a rinse at the sink. He stood close, not touching, just quiet.

Neither of us said anything.

Then Layla’s soft hum drifted across the room.

I turned.

She was upright now, pulling on her borrowed shirt again, eyes still heavy with sleep but that lazy, satisfied smile blooming across her lips. She looked so at ease. Like none of this had broken her stride.

She grabbed the second cup of coffee before it finished pouring and took a sip, grinning at me over the rim.

“You always make it that strong?” she asked, voice husky from sleep.

“Only when I’ve had… a long night.”

Her grin widened. “Fair.”

I should’ve looked away. Should’ve focused on my coffee or the weather report or literally anything else. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Her legs were bare again beneath that oversized shirt. Long. Smooth. A bruise blooming near her hip from where Mark’s hand had gripped her too hard. I flushed just looking at it.

And she caught me.

She set the mug down and leaned against the counter beside me, eyes sharp now. Soft, but sharp.

“So…” she said slowly, “are we pretending that didn’t happen?”

I didn’t answer right away. I looked at Mark. He met my gaze and raised an eyebrow, waiting.

Then I turned back to her.

“I don’t think I can,” I said, voice quiet but steady.

The room didn’t feel big enough anymore. Like it couldn’t hold the weight of what we weren’t saying.

Mark stood near the door, camera bag slung over his shoulder, his shirt still half-wrung from the bathroom sink. His hair was wet at the ends, curling at his temples. He looked steady, as always. But quieter than usual. Thoughtful.

Layla was pulling on her shorts, shirt still unbuttoned, her bare stomach flashing every time she bent to grab something off the floor. She was humming again—something soft, aimless. Her mood felt effortless. Like she’d slept well and woken up glowing. Like last night hadn’t made her nervous at all.

I wished I could say the same.

I was dressed again, makeup minimal, the ghost of a bruise just above my collarbone where someone’s mouth had been. I didn’t cover it.

We moved around each other in the way you do in cramped spaces, brushing arms, handing off items without looking. But every time Layla’s fingers touched mine, or Mark’s shoulder grazed my back, I felt it like a jolt. Like my skin hadn’t stopped remembering.

The storm was gone. The sun was out now, and with the curtains drawn open, everything looked too sharp, too bright.

I slipped on my blazer and turned toward the door, checking my phone which was finally charged, finally buzzing with news alerts and missed calls. The world hadn’t stopped while we were tucked away in this room. Of course it hadn’t.

Mark adjusted the strap on his bag. His eyes met mine across the room. Something silent passed between us. I didn’t know what it meant yet. I just knew it mattered.

Then Layla, never one to let the silence stretch too long, tilted her head and smirked.

“You didn’t accidentally hit record last night, did you?”

Mark raised an eyebrow. “No.”

He waited just a beat longer then added, “But I wish I had.”

Then Layla laughed, low and sultry, like she already knew the answer and just wanted to hear him say it.

My cheeks flushed. Not from shame. From memory.

From the way he’d moved inside her while she kissed me. From the sound of her voice when she came. From the way they both looked at me when I came apart beneath them.

God.

I opened the door. The hallway outside was still damp, the carpet smelling faintly of mildew and bleach. But the air was fresh. Blue sky peeked through palm fronds outside the lobby window, the aftermath of chaos always somehow more beautiful than the build-up.

We stepped out into the brightness together.

No one said what this meant. What would happen next. Whether this was a one-time storm thing or the start of something else entirely.

But I glanced at Mark as we reached the van. He caught my eye, gave me a look that wasn’t a question or an apology, just a thread. A promise, maybe.

Layla bumped her shoulder into mine and grinned.

Whatever this was, something had shifted.

I only hoped it was for the better.
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Show Me Everything



The key turned with a soft click, and I pushed open the front door to a waft of sawdust and citrus cleaner. Sunlight poured across the polished hardwood, catching the subtle shimmer in the newly laid grain like gold leaf on warm honey. The house looked good, our best work yet, and I knew it. I couldn’t wait to see how Ava reacted.

I stepped aside and let her in first.

“Wow,” she murmured, walking in with a grace that didn’t quite match her low-slung jeans and gauzy white tank top. “You’ve outdone yourself, Lena.”

She always said you, even though she knew I didn’t do the crown molding or subway tile. But I didn’t correct her. Not when the compliment came with a smile like that. Soft, slow, and just a little bit too confident.

“You haven’t even seen the kitchen yet,” I said, following her in and trying not to stare at the sway of her hips.

Ava had curves like sin. Full hips, thick thighs, and a soft middle she never seemed to feel the need to hide. Her breasts—generous and barely restrained by the thin bra under that tank—moved just enough to make my mouth dry. She was older than me by maybe six or seven years, newly divorced, and absolutely dripping with the kind of quiet confidence that made men stammer and women second-guess themselves.

Not that I’d let her see me flustered. She’d already caught me once.

Ince we reached the kitchen, she paused, gesturing for me to go ahead. I felt her eyes on me as I walked past. I didn’t look back. “It’s open-concept,” I said, walking toward the kitchen like I hadn’t noticed her watching my ass.

Ava’s heels clicked on the hardwood as she followed me, her gaze sweeping over the space with an appraising gleam. “Hmm. I can definitely picture myself here.”

I gestured to the massive island we’d installed last week—quartz, waterfall edges, seamless finish. It was all Derek’s handiwork, and it showed. Every detail had his signature: precise, bold, unapologetically solid.

“You said you liked to cook,” I said, trailing my fingers along the edge like I was testing it for heat.

What I didn’t say was that Derek had spent two full days installing it, and that I’d spent most of that time pretending not to notice the way his forearms flexed every time he lifted something heavy.

We’d slept together more than once. Too many times to call it a mistake. Not enough to call it anything else.

It was always the same pattern—we’d get close during a project, too close, and then pull away once the house was done. Like we didn’t know how to exist in each other’s lives when we weren’t covered in sawdust and adrenaline. Or maybe we were just afraid to admit that the work wasn’t the only thing worth rebuilding.

Still, whenever I ran my hand over something he’d made—like this island—I felt it. The weight of his focus. The stubborn control in his craftsmanship. The way he liked to take his time and make things right.

Including me, on more than one late night when no one else was around.

“I do,” she said, dragging her fingers slowly across the counter. “But this is almost too pretty to use.”

Her nails tapped lightly against the surface. “I might just sit on it and let someone else do the work.”

I swallowed. “That’s one way to enjoy the kitchen.”

She turned, leaning back against the island like she belonged to it. “Would you cook for me?”

There it was. That teasing edge. That line she always toed but never crossed.

I smiled, tilting my head. “If you buy the place, I’ll throw in a private dinner. Candlelight. Appetizers.”

She bit her bottom lip. “How about dessert first?”

God. She was relentless. I’d never been with a woman before, but Ava made me reconsider my own straightness.

Before I could answer, the back door creaked open, and Derek’s boots thudded across the tile in the mudroom. “Everything holding up in here?” he called, wiping his hands on a rag.

Ava’s smile didn’t falter, but she straightened, stepping toward the living room. “Just admiring your craftsmanship.”

Derek appeared in the doorway, shirt slightly damp with sweat, tool belt hanging low on his hips. Tall, broad, and built like every single fantasy I’d ever had in college about fucking someone against a wall. His dark hair was tousled, his jaw shadowed with stubble, and the sleeves of his shirt were rolled up just enough to showcase his forearms—veined and dusted with fine sawdust.

He flashed Ava a grin. “Always good to hear.”

She turned away like she wasn’t looking, but I saw the way her eyes lingered as she passed him. I couldn’t blame her.

Derek caught my eye and raised a brow. I didn’t say a word.

“I’ll be upstairs,” he said, gesturing toward the hallway. “Still need to check that vent in the guest room.”

He disappeared up the stairs, and the house fell quiet again.

Ava strolled back in, pausing by the front windows. “It gets such nice light in the afternoon.”

I joined her, careful to keep a step of distance between us even though my skin buzzed with awareness. I could smell her perfume now. Warm, floral, just a touch musky.

“You’ve come to see this place three times,” I said. “You sure you’re not just flirting with the idea of moving?”

She turned toward me, arching a brow. “Can’t I do both?”

There was a pause. Not awkward. Not empty. It stretched between us like something familiar and foreign all at once. Ava’s gaze dropped to my mouth, then back to my eyes.

“I like to take my time with big decisions,” she said. “Feel them out. Get a sense for the… energy.”

I exhaled slowly, trying not to let my voice give anything away. “And how’s the energy feel today?”

She smiled again, slower this time. “Promising.”

And then she looked around, eyes sweeping the house like it was something she already owned.

“Do you mind if I walk through again?” she asked. “Alone. Just for a minute or two.”

I hesitated, but nodded. “Of course.”

I stayed behind, leaning against the island, listening to her footsteps trail off down the hallway as the late sunlight danced across the floor like it knew something I didn’t.

But deep down, I had a feeling I was about to find out.

Ava took her time on the second walk-through, moving like the house was already hers. Her fingers skimmed walls, brushed door frames, drifted along freshly painted windowsills like she was testing their readiness to hold her weight. She didn’t just look—she touched. Everything.

Upstairs, I could hear the soft thud of Derek’s boots as he moved around, adjusting something in the guest room. He’d vanished a few minutes earlier with his toolbelt slung over one shoulder and a grin that didn’t need translation. He knew Ava was stirring something in the air down here. I could almost hear him smirking.

“Is this a queen or a king?” she asked, pausing in the first-floor main bedroom.

“King,” I said. “To show scale.”

She looked over her shoulder at me. “And if someone wanted to use it?”

I smiled tightly, heat rising in my cheeks. “Only certain offers come with perks like that.”

The bedroom was sunlit and soft, bathed in late-afternoon warmth. White linen sheets stretched over the bed we’d staged, a throw blanket draped at an artful angle. Ava ran her fingers down the post, tapping it with a thoughtful little rhythm.

“I like how open it feels in here,” she said. “Big windows. Room to breathe. And that en suite—”

She wandered into the bathroom and flicked on the lights, which glowed warm over the vanity. She caught my reflection in the mirror and smiled.

“You chose this tile, didn’t you?” she asked.

I nodded. “Stacked pattern. Matte finish. It’s clean, timeless.”

Her smile widened. “It’s sexy. Clean is good, but sexy is better.”

I looked away, pretending to adjust the folded towels near the tub. My hands were steady, but my insides weren’t. Ava had a way of making compliments sound like foreplay.

“You ever think about living in one of your own flips?” she asked, still watching me in the mirror.

“Sometimes,” I said, keeping my tone casual. “But it’s hard to see them as homes when you’ve stripped them down to the studs.”

“That’s what makes it exciting,” she said. “All that potential. Bare bones waiting for someone to make them beautiful again.”

I swallowed hard. There was something in her voice—teasing, yes, but also intimate. Like we weren’t talking about houses anymore.

I heard the faint creak of floorboards overhead—Derek, still moving around in the guest room.

“Mind if I take another pass?” she asked, already walking away. “Some spaces feel different the second time around.”

I opened my mouth to offer to wait outside, but the words got tangled up somewhere between my throat and my gut.

Instead, I nodded. “Take your time.”

She disappeared down the hall, her steps slow and silent on the new floors. I didn’t leave. I couldn’t.

Instead, I followed quietly, keeping enough distance to pretend I wasn’t trailing her, but close enough to catch the way her hands moved along the walls. How she paused at every threshold, like she was deciding which version of herself she’d be in each room.

She paused in the dining area, then again at another doorway. Slowly, she moved toward the hallway that led to the office. Her fingers lingered on the doorframe. She didn’t turn around. Didn’t speak.

She didn’t need to. The way she moved was enough.

Derek’s footsteps echoed upstairs, solid and familiar. The house settled around us, warm and silent. Outside, a breeze stirred through the open window, rustling a curtain just enough to make it feel like the house was breathing.

I leaned against the wall just out of her line of sight, my pulse ticking higher than I wanted to admit.

I wasn’t just watching her.

I was studying her.

The way her back curved as she leaned forward to peer into the office. The rise of her breasts with each breath beneath that thin white tank. The barest hint of lace visible beneath the fabric when she moved just right.

I didn’t think she was actually trying to seduce anyone. But I wasn’t so sure she wasn’t succeeding anyway.

Ava turned her head slightly, not enough to catch me watching, but enough to let me know she knew I was there.

And then she kept walking.

Not faster.

Slower.

Goddamn her.

Upstairs, Derek coughed, and the creak of a vent panel echoed faintly through the ceiling. It brought me back to reality, but only barely.

Ava’s silhouette paused at the far end of the hallway, backlit in golden light.

She turned slightly. Enough to cast a glance in my direction.

And then she stepped back into the kitchen—alone—leaving heat in her wake like a trail of breadcrumbs I wasn’t sure I should follow.

But I already knew I would.
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Ava had one hand drifting lazily across the cool quartz countertop. The late sun had shifted, casting the room in gold. It looked like a dream. Like a home already lived in.

She moved slowly, fingers following the edge of the island like she was reading Braille. Every touch was thoughtful. Intimate.

I stopped at the threshold, leaning lightly against the frame, but I didn’t say anything. I just watched her. She knew I was there. She didn’t rush.

She looked… content. Comfortable. Like the space welcomed her. Like it wanted her here. Like I did.

Her hand paused near the corner of the island. She turned to face me. “You really do have good taste,” she said.

Her voice was low, warm with meaning. Not just about the kitchen. Not just about the finishes or tile or faucets we’d carefully chosen over sample boards and emails. She wasn’t complimenting the house.

She was complimenting me.

“Thanks,” I said, clearing my throat. “It’s all about knowing what people want.”

That was the line I usually gave potential buyers. Safe. Vague. A little smug, maybe. But Ava didn’t smile or look away like most clients did. She stepped closer, her eyes steady on mine.

“And knowing how to give it to them,” she said, her tone softer now, almost coaxing.

She let the words hang there.

There was a shift in the air. Like static before a storm. The way her gaze held mine sent a slow ripple of heat down my spine. My skin prickled under my blouse. My hands itched with the need to do something—adjust my jacket, cross my arms, retreat.

But I didn’t move.

Ava took a step toward me. Then another.

She was close enough that I could see the faint texture of her lip gloss, the way her dark lashes curled, the tiny freckle on the left side of her collarbone. Close enough that I could smell her. Clean skin. Rose Petals. And danger.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “When you think I’m not watching.”

I opened my mouth to deny it. Or maybe to deflect. But nothing came out. My throat had gone tight, breath caught somewhere between instinct and surrender.

Ava’s eyes searched my face like she was waiting for the fight. But I didn’t give it.

She stepped closer still. One slow, sure shift of her hips until we were separated by maybe six inches of heated space. My back tensed against the doorframe.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” she said, soft and low.

I couldn’t. My whole body betrayed me. I was too warm, too aware of her, too still. I didn’t back away, and we both knew that meant more than words ever could.

Her fingers lifted slowly, like she was reaching for something delicate. They hovered just near the curve of my jaw. Not touching. Just there. I felt the promise of her fingertips more than I would have felt contact. A phantom heat that curled around my skin and coiled in my belly.

“I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable,” she said, but her smirk told a different story. She knew I was uncomfortable, but only because of how much I wanted her.

“You’re not,” I whispered. It came out hoarse, too honest.

That earned me the smallest smile. Barely there, but it made something twist low in my stomach.

Upstairs, a faint creak of wood reminded me Derek was still moving around. Still within reach. Still completely unaware of what was unfolding right here in the kitchen he’d built.

Or maybe not unaware at all.

Ava didn’t look toward the ceiling. Her eyes stayed on me, locked and loaded, steady and unrelenting. She didn’t move any closer. Didn’t close the distance.

She was waiting. Teasing.

My hands were trembling. I told myself it was adrenaline. That this didn’t have to mean anything. That she was just playing and I could stop it whenever I wanted.

But I didn’t want to.

I stayed there, pulse hammering, lips slightly parted, and let her inch close enough that the fabric of her top brushed mine when she exhaled.

She tilted her head slightly, as if to ask now?

Ava stood close enough that I could feel her breath when she spoke again. “I’ve seen the way he looks at you,” she said.

My stomach tightened. My heart thudded once, hard. I didn’t answer.

“Derek,” she clarified, though she didn’t need to. “It’s not just sex. Not with him. Not for you.”

I let out a quiet breath, unsure if it was agreement or denial.

“You have something together,” she added, “but it’s like you’re both afraid to see where it leads.”

I wanted to tell her she didn’t know what she was talking about. That she didn’t know him, or me, or the tangled, inconvenient thing that had wrapped itself around us project after project, bed after bed. But she wasn’t wrong.

And worse, I wanted her to keep going.

“I’ve seen how he looks at me too,” she continued. “I think he’s interested. I think you both are.”

My chest rose with a sharp inhale. She tilted her head slightly, watching the way my body betrayed me.

“You look at me like you’re trying not to. Like your gaze might burn too hot if you let it settle.”

“Ava—” I meant it as a warning. A breath of protest. But it came out shaky. Weak.

She didn’t stop.

“I’m not trying to get between you,” she said. “But you two have been circling each other like you’re the only ones who exist. You’ve got all this fire—so much you don’t know where to put it.”

Her eyes softened. “You could put it on me.”

My knees nearly buckled. She wasn’t teasing anymore.

“You don’t even know what I want,” I said, though my voice lacked conviction.

Ava’s voice softened, but she didn’t back down.

“You and Derek have something real. That’s obvious. But you never let yourself fall into it.”

She paused, her eyes searching mine.

“You won’t let yourself be seen—not all the way. Not even by him.”

I swallowed hard.

“You hold it all together, Lena. You’re the one who stays polished. In control. Who sells the dream, stages the rooms, keeps the lines clean. But what if someone saw the rest of you?”

She stepped closer. Her voice dropped to a near whisper.

“What if someone touched you like you didn’t have to keep it together? What if you could let go—and not feel like you had to apologize for it?”

I was trembling now.

Ava lifted her hand again, and this time, she didn’t stop. Her fingertips skimmed the inside of my wrist. It was light but enough to make my breath hitch.

Her fingers trailed slowly upward, grazing the soft skin of my forearm, then higher, over my elbow, toward the curve of my shoulder. She touched me like I was something delicate, like unwrapping a gift she wanted to savor.

My body ached for more, even as I stayed frozen in place.

Then, finally, she leaned in. Her lips hovered just above my jaw, brushing warm air across my cheek.

“You smell like cedar,” she whispered. “And something sweet underneath. Is that you or the house?”

I swallowed. I didn’t know. Perhaps I had become one with the houses I sold. Perhaps it was the lingering scent of Derek on my skin.

A small, satisfied hum escaped her.

She pressed her lips to the side of my neck, just below my ear. Soft. Exploratory. My breath caught, but I didn’t pull away. I couldn’t.

The kiss deepened—slow, sure, open-mouthed against my skin. Her hand moved to my waist, splayed fingers anchoring me gently in place.

My hands, which had been hanging useless at my sides, lifted with a will of their own. I touched her hips first, testing the boundary, then slid upward, fingers brushing the curve beneath her breasts, the soft line of her ribs.

She felt incredible. Warm and soft and solid, all at once.

When she pulled back, her eyes were darker than before. Her eyes said everything she didn’t.

I turned my head slightly and looked up the staircase, heart pounding. Still quiet. Still no sign of Derek.

But I knew he was there. Somewhere above us. Just a floor away.

My gaze flicked back to her, and she must’ve seen the decision in my face.

She smiled. Not smug, but open. Like she’d just been given a gift she hadn’t expected.

And then she kissed me.

Not a peck. Not a brush. A full, deliberate kiss that stole the breath from my lungs. Her lips were soft but confident, her mouth moving against mine like she already knew the rhythm we shared. Like this wasn’t the first time—it was just the first time we weren’t pretending not to want it.

I moaned into her without meaning to, and she caught it like a secret between us.

I didn’t think about what would come next. I just kissed her back.

My mouth opened to hers, reluctant at first, then deeper. Her kiss tasted like heat and desire and something just shy of forbidden. My fingers tightened at her hips, gripping the waistband of her jeans, and her body answered like it had been waiting for me to take that exact risk.

I wasn’t thinking anymore. Not about what it meant. Not about Derek upstairs. Not about the carefully staged house around us, or the line I was supposed to keep between client and professional.

All I could think about was the way she kissed me, like she wanted to taste every hesitation I had.

Her hands slid up my sides, slow and searching, fingers grazing the skin beneath the hem of my blouse. She didn’t rush, and that made it worse in the best way. My skin buzzed where she touched me. When her palm grazed the side of my breast, just barely, my breath hitched into her mouth.

Ava pulled back slightly, just enough to look at me. Her eyes were dark now, hazy with heat, lips kissed pink. “You good?” she whispered.

I nodded, too breathless to answer. She smiled and kissed me again, harder this time, and I felt something unlock deep inside me. A thread that snapped. A dam breaking open.

I pushed into her, and she let me. Her back bumped against the edge of the island as I kissed her again, hands moving on instinct. Over the curve of her ass. Up her waist. Fingers slipping beneath her top until I found bare skin.

I didn’t know what I was doing. I only knew I didn’t want to stop.

Upstairs, a faint floorboard creaked.

We froze.

My heart slammed once. Loud, hard, immediate.

Derek.

I glanced toward the staircase. The house was still. No footsteps. No voices. Just the hush of air between us and the throb of blood in my ears.

Ava’s gaze didn’t leave mine. She didn’t look guilty. She didn’t even look surprised.

She looked… intrigued. “You want him to see?” she asked, her voice a low murmur that didn’t carry.

I shook my head, but I didn’t let go of her.

She traced her thumb along the edge of my jaw. “You sure?”

I wasn’t. Not at all. But I didn’t say anything.

There was movement at the top of the stairs. Just a shadow, a flicker. Then Derek’s frame appeared, broad and silent in the open space between the railing and the hallway.

He paused when he saw us.

And I swear—for one terrible, electrified second—I forgot how to breathe.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t call down. Didn’t move.

His eyes met mine first. And he stayed.

Ava turned slightly, her arm slipping around my waist as she looked up at him too. Her expression was unreadable. Cool. Open. Steady. She wasn’t ashamed. She wasn’t afraid.

She was inviting him in without saying a word.

My skin went hot all over. I should’ve stepped back. I should’ve pulled away, smoothed my blouse, apologized, laughed it off.

Instead, I reached for Ava again.

Not to prove anything. Not to perform. But because I wanted her. And because I wanted him to know that.

My hand slid up her side as I kissed her again, deeper this time. Her lips parted for me, welcoming. Her body melted into mine like we’d done this a dozen times already.

When I opened my eyes, Derek was still there. Watching.

His hands were braced on the railing, knuckles white. His jaw was tense, but his gaze burned.

Ava smiled against my mouth, then turned her head to him.

“You coming down?” she asked softly. “Or do we have to make you jealous first?”

My head whipped toward her, startled—but she just smiled, slow and sure, like this had always been part of the plan.

Derek’s voice was rough when it finally came. “I’m not jealous,” he said.

Then he came down the stairs.

Slowly. Like he was choosing every step. Like he wasn’t sure if this was real or a dream he hadn’t woken from yet.

When he reached the bottom, he stopped a few feet from us. His eyes flicked from my flushed face to Ava’s curved smile, then back to me.

“I’m not sure what the hell’s happening.”

Ava tilted her head. “That depends.”

“On what?”

“On whether you want to be part of it.”

The air in the room shifted when Derek stepped closer.

His boots were quiet against the hardwood, but I felt the gravity of him all the same—broad shoulders, work-rough hands, and that barely leashed tension in the way he moved. Like he was still deciding what this was. What we were.

He didn’t touch me right away. His eyes flicked to Ava, then back to me, his jaw tight, like he was still catching up to what he’d walked into.

“You sure?” he asked again, voice low.

I nodded.

He stepped behind me, heat radiating off his chest, his presence familiar and magnetic in a way that never stopped affecting me. I felt the brush of his breath against my neck before I felt his hands—large, warm, calloused—settle gently at my waist.

My body arched, just slightly. Ava watched me melt into his touch with a smile that said she’d known I would.

Her fingers found the buttons at the front of my blouse, and this time, I didn’t stop her.

She worked them open one at a time, slow and careful. Each brush of her fingers against my skin sent a flicker of heat spiraling lower. Derek’s hands moved up my ribs, steadying me, his thumbs grazing just beneath the edge of my bra.

I sucked in a breath.

“Relax,” Ava murmured, her lips ghosting against mine. “Let go. Let us take care of you.”

My blouse slid from my shoulders and pooled on the floor. I stood there, bare from the waist up, and I didn’t cover myself. Ava’s eyes swept over me, but there was nothing clinical or comparative in the way she looked. Only hunger. Curiosity. A slow-burning appreciation that made me feel stripped bare in a way I’d never let myself be. Not even with Derek.

I felt his mouth press to the side of my neck, soft and open, a kiss so familiar it made my knees weaken. Ava was right. I did always hold something back with him. Even when we were in bed, there was always a wall. Some internal switch I never let flip.

But now, with both of them here, with their attention cocooned around me like heat, there was no room to pretend. No reason to.

I tilted my head to give him better access, and he rewarded me with another kiss, deeper this time, teeth scraping just enough to make me gasp.

Ava leaned in and kissed my collarbone, then lower, brushing her lips along the top of my breast, just above the lace of my bra.

She reached behind me and unhooked the clasp. The bra fell away, and both of them exhaled like they’d been holding their breath this whole time.

Ava’s hands cupped my breasts first, soft but sure, her thumbs brushing over my nipples with gentle strokes that made me whimper. Derek’s hands stayed low, grounded, holding my hips with a quiet possessiveness that made my entire body hum.

Ava’s mouth found one nipple while her hand teased the other, and I arched into her, unable to stop the low sound that escaped me. Derek’s grip tightened, and I could feel him hard behind me, pressed just enough to remind me he was there, but not demanding more than I was ready to give.

The ache between my legs was sharp now, insistent. My skin felt too tight, too hot, like I’d been dipped in want and left there to burn.

Ava pulled back slightly, her lips slick, her eyes hooded. “You’re so fucking responsive,” she murmured. “It’s beautiful.”

I didn’t know what to say. I was too far gone for words.

Derek stepped around me slowly, his hand brushing down my arm as he moved to stand beside Ava. His eyes raked over me. Slow and a little stunned.

“She’s right. You’re beautiful,” he said simply.

And he meant it. Not like he was trying to flatter me. Like he was seeing me—all of me—for the first time.

Ava reached for his hand and guided it to my breast. Their fingers overlapped, touching me together, the contrast between their hands—his rough and wide, hers soft and teasing—almost too much to process.

I let out a shuddering breath as they took their time, learning the rhythm of each other through me.

I’d never felt so exposed. Or so completely worshipped.

And I didn’t want it to stop.

Ava leaned back against the kitchen island, her chest rising and falling in slow, measured breaths. Her lips were parted, eyes heavy, flushed in the way that only someone fully in control can be. And yet, for the first time since she walked into this house, she didn’t seem like she had a plan.

She looked… open. Unraveled. Waiting.

I stepped toward her, my blouse long gone, my skin buzzing with every trace of her mouth, every glance from Derek. I could still feel his hands on my waist, his breath at my neck. But this—this was something different.

I reached for the hem of her tank top, and she raised her arms without a word.

It slid over her head in one clean motion, revealing a simple black bra, thin straps cutting across sun-kissed skin. Her breasts were full, heavy, framed in lace. My fingers hovered just above the edge of the fabric, and when she gave a slight nod, I took it off with care, letting it fall between us.

Her nipples were already tight, flushed with color. She was stunning. Bold and soft, the kind of beautiful that didn’t ask for attention but got it anyway.

Derek stood close behind me, his chest warm against my back again, his hands resting lightly at my hips as I moved in on her. It felt like I had his permission. Like we were in this together.

I bent slightly and took one of Ava’s nipples into my mouth, sucking gently. She inhaled sharply, her fingers threading into my hair with a gasp.

God, she tasted like rain and roses. I could’ve stayed there forever.

She arched into me, and I felt Derek shift behind us, one hand brushing down my side, the other gliding to Ava’s thigh.

She moaned at the contact. Low and guttural. My mouth moved to the other breast, and I gave it the same attention, flicking my tongue before gently grazing her with my teeth. Her hips rolled against the island, like she was chasing pressure, friction, anything.

Derek crouched beside her, his hands moving to the waistband of her jeans. He unbuttoned her jeans, fingers moving with a slow deliberateness I recognized all too well. He wasn’t rushing. He was savoring.

The denim slid down her legs, inch by inch, until she stepped out of them barefoot, standing in just a pair of black panties. Lace, low-cut, soaked at the center.

She didn’t shy away from us. She didn’t cover herself. She stood there, legs parted slightly, letting us take her in.

I dropped to my knees in front of her.

She gasped, and I looked up to meet her eyes. I smiled.

The panties were warm when I kissed over them. Soft and wet with her need. I dragged my tongue slowly over the fabric, tasting her through it, feeling the heat of her pulse just beneath. She gripped the edge of the island, her knuckles white, her breath ragged.

Derek moved beside me, kneeling too, his shoulder brushing mine. Together, we slid her panties down, revealing the flushed, glistening pink of her pussy.

She let out a shaking breath as I leaned in and licked her—slow and deep, flat-tongued from bottom to top.

She cried out, and I felt Derek’s hand on my lower back, grounding me.

His other hand spread her wider as I flicked my tongue across her clit, then sucked gently. She was dripping now, every part of her begging to be touched, claimed, devoured.

Derek leaned in, kissing the inside of her thigh, then lower, his mouth joining mine between her legs. Our tongues met briefly—slick and eager—before he moved lower and I returned to her clit.

Ava nearly collapsed.

Her body trembled, and her cries echoed through the kitchen like music, like desperation. She gripped our hair, not guiding us, just feeling. Out of control in the most beautiful way.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

We didn’t.

Derek licked her while I circled her clit, then we switched—him teasing while I delved inside her with my tongue, tasting the sweetest, rawest part of her.

Ava came with a cry that sounded like a plea, her legs trembling, hips grinding into our faces as if she couldn’t get close enough. Her whole body shuddered, then again, wave after wave, until she was sinking down between us, breathless and boneless.

We caught her together—me cradling her shoulders, Derek lifting her hips. We eased her down onto the plush rug just past the island in the dining area, her hair spread like a halo, chest rising and falling in heavy gasps.

When her eyes finally opened, she looked at both of us and smiled.

Ava was still catching her breath when I stretched out beside her, the soft rug warm beneath my back, her body flushed and beautiful in the fading light. Her skin was slick with sweat, her chest rising and falling in unsteady rhythm, lips still parted like she hadn’t quite made it all the way back to earth.

Derek hovered nearby, kneeling with one knee pressed to the rug, eyes drinking her in like she was something holy.

For a moment, none of us spoke.

Ava turned her head and looked at me, dazed but smiling. She reached for my hand and laced our fingers together, and something in my chest cracked open. It wasn’t just about the sex. Not anymore. Something else had slipped in—something messier, riskier, real.

Then she turned her gaze to Derek.

"You just gonna watch?" she asked, voice low and teasing.

He smiled, the tension in his jaw finally easing. “Didn’t want to interrupt.”

“Interrupt,” she echoed, pulling him in with her tone alone. “I think we’re past that.”

He reached for her slowly, sliding his hand along the outside of her thigh, then up her stomach. She didn’t flinch or squirm. She just watched him—watched me, too—like she was taking in every angle of being wanted.

I eased behind her, legs parted, and she leaned back against me, her head resting just beneath my breast. I smoothed her damp hair from her cheek and kissed the top of her head without thinking.

Derek leaned over her, kissing her softly. First on the shoulder, then the swell of her breast. His hand found her between her legs again, fingers moving in slow circles that made her whimper and press her hips into his palm.

She was still so sensitive, her whole body pulsing with aftershocks, but that only seemed to fuel him.

He kissed his way down her stomach, then paused to glance up at me.

“You okay?” he asked.

I nodded, breath shallow. “More than okay.”

He smiled at that, and something flickered in his eyes—relief, maybe. Or something more tender.

Ava’s hand reached up and cupped the back of his neck. “Come here.”

He shifted forward, and she pulled him in for a kiss. It was slow, but full of hunger, a need that hadn’t quite found its resolution. I watched her fingers curl into his hair, his body shifting to settle between her thighs.

I should’ve been jealous. I wasn’t.

I was riveted.

His mouth moved to her neck, his body hovering just above hers. I slid down beside her again, trailing kisses along her collarbone as he kissed the other side, the two of us working in tandem, like we’d done this before, like we already knew how to share her.

Ava reached for me with one hand, for him with the other.

We both took her.

Together.

Derek sat back on his heels and finally stripped off his shirt, the fabric tugging over those broad shoulders I’d spent more nights pressed against than I’d ever admit. He undid his belt, then slid his jeans down, eyes locked on Ava the entire time.

She watched him like he was a promise she was ready to cash in on—lips parted, skin flushed, legs already open for him.

He guided himself between her legs and she welcomed him in with a gasp, her back arching off the rug. I watched his face twist with pleasure, saw the way his body stilled as he sank into her, slow and deep.

Her fingers tightened around mine, and I kissed her cheek, her jaw, her mouth, anywhere I could reach.

She moaned into me as he began to move, each thrust slow but purposeful, like he was learning her rhythm one breath at a time.

I shifted to her side, my hand sliding down her belly, fingers brushing her clit in soft circles while Derek moved inside her. Her moans climbed higher, her body pinned between our touches.

We worshipped her—me with my hands, Derek with his hips, both of us with our mouths and murmurs and the kind of attention that demanded nothing in return.

She came again with a cry that broke open in her throat, her whole body trembling, and Derek groaned against her shoulder as he followed, hips stuttering in the final thrusts.

For a long moment, we all stayed tangled together. Sweaty, breathless, quiet. The rug was half-kicked askew beneath us, and sunlight poured in at a new angle through the big back window, washing everything in gold.

Derek finally eased back, gently pulling out, and collapsed beside her with a satisfied exhale. His arm draped across both of us without hesitation.

Ava turned her head toward me, her expression soft. “Well,” she whispered. “That was worth the walk-through.”

I laughed, breath catching, my heart too full and too fast.

She reached for my face and kissed me—slow, sure, grateful.

Ava curled into me, her cheek pressed to my shoulder, skin still flushed and glistening in the golden light that slanted through the high windows. Her thigh draped across mine lazily, and her fingers traced slow, dreamy lines along my hip like she wasn’t ready to let go of me just yet.

Derek lay on his back beside us, one arm flung over his eyes, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. He looked completely undone in a way I rarely saw. Sated. Quiet. Content.

And yet… my body was still buzzing.

I’d given so much. Let go of control, let them touch me, guide me. But I hadn’t tipped over that final edge. Not yet.

I’d almost forgotten how it felt to ache like this. Not just want, but need. That low, humming desperation that spread beneath my skin like pressure waiting to burst.

Maybe I would’ve stayed there. Maybe I would’ve let the moment drift by, chalked it up to satisfaction of a different kind. But then Ava shifted, turning her face toward me, and her hand slid up my side with purpose.

“You’re still wound tight,” she murmured against my collarbone.

I let out a breath that wasn’t quite a laugh. “You noticed.”

Her fingers dipped to the waistband of my pants and traced the button, pausing there like she was waiting for a sign.

I gave her one, tilting my hips slightly, the softest yes.

She made quick, quiet work of it, her fingers nimble and sure. My pants slipped down my hips, followed by my panties, cool air rushing in to kiss overheated skin. I kicked them free with a soft sigh, already dizzy from the promise in her eyes.

“That’s better,” Ava whispered.

Then she eased down my body with slow kisses, and when her mouth finally found me, I forgot how to breathe.

Ava’s mouth was soft at first. Just warm, light kisses along the inside of my thighs, her tongue teasing around the edges of where I needed it most. The tension in my core coiled tighter with every flick, every pause, every breath she exhaled against my skin. I was so wet already it was almost embarrassing, but she didn’t rush.

She licked me like she had all the time in the world.

Derek turned onto his side and propped himself up on one elbow, watching as Ava devoured me like she already knew every way I needed to be touched. His eyes locked on mine, heavy-lidded, possessive in a way that made the heat in my belly twist sharper.

“You look different,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Like I’m finally see you really let go.”

I couldn’t answer him. I couldn’t even think straight. Ava’s tongue swept over my clit, then circled it again, gentler, then with more pressure. My hips lifted instinctively, chasing the rhythm. She groaned like she liked that, and her hands came up to hold my thighs apart, thumbs stroking little circles that only made the tension worse.

Or better. I wasn’t sure anymore.

Derek leaned in and kissed my neck, my shoulder, then my breast slowly as if he was trying to keep me grounded while Ava took me apart.

“Come for us,” he whispered, brushing a kiss over my nipple. “Don’t hold back.”

Ava moaned into me, her mouth moving faster now, her tongue relentless. I clutched at the rug, my back arching, the pressure inside me building so tight I thought I might snap in half. My body was on fire—every nerve lit, every breath shallow, my moans breaking open in the center of my chest.

She sucked my clit just right, slow and deep.

I came hard, my whole body trembling, a cry tearing from my throat before I could swallow it. Ava didn’t stop, not until my hips started to jerk from the overstimulation, and even then she only eased up enough to kiss me through the aftershocks. Her fingers stayed curled around my thighs, grounding me as the orgasm rippled out in waves I didn’t want to end.

When I finally collapsed against the rug, panting and limp, she kissed her way back up my body, her lips slick, her cheeks flushed.

She nestled into the crook of my arm like she belonged there.

And she did.

Derek brushed a damp curl from my forehead, his thumb soft on my cheekbone. “Still with us?”

“Barely,” I murmured. “In the best way.”

We lay there in a mess of limbs and warmth, quiet except for the sound of our breathing.

Ava shifted, curling into me more tightly. “So,” she said softly, “about the house.”

I turned my head and gave her a look.

She grinned. “I’m serious. I want it.”

“For the kitchen island?” I asked, my voice rough.

She trailed her fingers along my stomach. “For the full package.”

Derek chuckled beside us. “What kind of offer are we talking?”

Ava stretched out like a cat, her arm brushing both of us. “Flexible. Open-ended. No contingencies. I want to move in and figure it out from there.”

I looked at her, then at him. “I think we can make that work,” I said.

She smiled, and it felt like the start of something. Not just a deal. Not just a night.

Something more.
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Two weeks later…

The house smelled like fresh paint and possibility.

Ava stood barefoot in the center of the empty living room, twirling a new set of keys around her finger. She was grinning.

“This still feels illegal,” she said.

I leaned against the kitchen island—her kitchen island now—and watched her with a warmth in my chest that hadn’t gone away since that afternoon on the rug. “It’s not illegal if you closed on it.”

“Mm. Technicality.”

Derek stepped through the sliding door from the back patio, shirt clinging to his chest with the kind of sweat that came from real work. He carried in the last box labeled Bedroom, probably. His hair was damp. His smirk, smug. “Your illegal delivery man is off the clock.”

Ava tilted her head. “Are you sure about that?”

He raised a brow at Ava. “You always move in with this much attitude?”

“She hasn’t even unpacked,” I said, smiling despite myself.

She sauntered toward me, hips swaying like she knew exactly what she was doing. “I thought I’d start with the important stuff.”

She slid her hand around my waist, kissed the spot just beneath my ear, and whispered, “Like breaking in the closet.”

Derek groaned. “You said the kitchen was first.”

“Later.” She looked over her shoulder. “Unless you want to help me pick out something to wear... and then help me take it off.”

He dropped the box on the counter. “That’s a tempting offer.”

She turned back to me. “What do you think, agent?”

I kissed her slow, savoring the taste of her, the smell of the house, the feel of home curling around us. “I think I made the right sale.”


Her Favorite Student



Jack was inside me, and I was already thinking about my to-do list.

Not because he was bad in bed—he wasn’t. Jack knew where everything was, knew how to make me come, knew how I liked my hair pulled when I got close. But when you’ve been with the same person for three years, sex starts to feel like a well-rehearsed scene. Familiar choreography. Predictable pleasure.

I shifted my hips, trying to feel something sharper. Jack moaned softly and pushed deeper, his forehead pressed to mine.

“There,” I whispered, because that’s what I always said. I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist and moved with him, chasing the friction I needed. His rhythm was sweet, patient, like always. He looked so pretty when he tried to hold back, all flushed and focused, like every nerve in his body was tuned to mine.

I loved him. That wasn’t the problem.

The problem was me.

I came eventually. Quietly. The kind of orgasm that slips in like a sigh and is gone just as fast. Jack followed a few strokes later, whispering my name into my neck, his fingers digging into my hips like he still wasn’t sure he deserved me.

Afterward, we lay tangled together in my twin-sized campus apartment bed, my head on his shoulder, his hand lazily drawing circles on my arm.

“That was nice,” he said.

I smiled, even though I hated that word. Nice. It was the sex equivalent of a lukewarm bath.

“Mmhmm,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to his collarbone.

He smelled like my shampoo and the scratchy peppermint of the gum he always chewed in class. I’d loved him since sophomore year, ever since we sat next to each other in Intro to Postmodernism and he’d passed me a note that said, Do you think this professor even understands what she’s saying?

It’d been us ever since.

“I’m glad your seminar got moved to Fridays,” I said, reaching for my robe. “We can actually sleep in tomorrow.”

Jack groaned and rolled onto his back. “Ugh, don’t remind me. Vale’s already terrifying and I’ve only had one class with her.”

I arched an eyebrow as I tied my robe. “Professor Vale?”

He nodded. “Yeah. The one teaching Lit 470. Gothic Theory and the Erotic Imagination.”

I turned slowly, letting that title sink in. “Oh my god. That’s the class you’re in?”

“Why do you say it like that?”

“Because everyone talks about her. Vale’s the one who made a guy cry last semester because he misquoted Anaïs Nin. She’s, like, a legend.”

“She’s intense,” Jack admitted, rubbing his hand over his face. “She stares at you like she already knows what you’re going to say. Like she’s waiting for you to disappoint her.”

“Mmm. Hot.”

He gave me a look. “She’s our parents’ age.”

I shrugged. “So? It’s kind of sexy. Intellectual sadism.”

Jack threw a pillow at me. “Stop. You’re trying to get a rise out of me.”

I grinned and tossed the pillow back. “I’m just saying. If you’re gonna get all flustered every time she gives you feedback, I’m gonna start wondering what kind of feedback you’re really into.”

He turned pink immediately. Not red—pink. It spread slowly from his cheeks to his ears, which made it even more adorable.

“See?” I laughed. “You totally have a professor crush.”

“I do not.”

I rolled on top of him, straddling his stomach and brushing his hair back from his face. “You’re allowed to have one, you know. So long as you tell me all about it later.”

He tilted his head, uncertain. “You’d want to know?”

“I’d especially want to know,” I purred, leaning down to kiss the corner of his mouth. “You think I don’t get off on hearing what turns you on?”

Jack’s hands slid up my thighs, but I saw the hesitation in his eyes. He didn’t know what game I was playing. Truth was, neither did I. I didn’t feel jealous, exactly. Just… curious. Alert. Student-professor stories always got me hot and bothered. But in real life? I should be appalled…and yet I wasn’t.

I kissed him slow and deep, grinding against his bare stomach. He groaned and flipped us over, settling between my thighs again. And I let him. Let him take control in the way he knew how. Gentle, practiced, reverent.

But even as he moved inside me again, my mind wandered to Vale. To that sharp, knowing gaze Jack couldn’t stop describing. To the way he’d flushed when I teased him.

I wondered if she looked at him in class the way I looked at him in bed.

I wondered if Jack would ever admit he liked it if she did.
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I wasn’t planning on walking him to campus. I had an afternoon lecture to prep for, a pile of laundry on my floor, and a stubborn zit brewing just under the corner of my jaw. But Jack had looked so sweet standing by the door, backpack slung over one shoulder, coffee in hand, that I couldn't help it.

Plus, I hadn’t seen Professor Vale in the flesh yet. And now I was curious.

“I’ll just drop you off,” I said casually, slipping on my sandals as he held the door. “Say hi to the infamous literature goddess.”

Jack snorted. “She’s not a goddess.”

“Sure. And I’m not going to check her out.”

He gave me a half-smile, the kind that meant he wasn’t quite sure if I was serious.

The literature department was tucked into one of the oldest brick buildings on campus—gothic arches, dark wood staircases, that particular scent of old paper and academic pretension. We walked together past faded bulletin boards and doorways with names etched in tiny gold plaques. When we reached the end of the corridor, Jack slowed.

And there she was.

Professor Vale stood outside her office, speaking quietly to another student. She didn’t smile, didn’t touch, didn’t even seem particularly engaged—and still, something about her felt magnetic. She was tall, elegant in a pair of black slacks and a soft-looking blouse that clung just enough to show she still had curves under all that composure. Her hair was dark, streaked with silver near the temples, and pulled into a low twist at the nape of her neck. No jewelry. No makeup. Just her presence. Sharp and still.

Jack stopped beside me like someone had hit pause on his body.

I watched him instead of her.

He wasn’t ogling—he wasn’t that dumb—but there was something unmistakable in the way his spine subtly straightened, the way his hand twitched at his side like he didn’t know what to do with it. A flicker of tension. Anticipation. Like her energy reached out and grabbed something deep inside him.

Vale glanced over. Her eyes landed on me before they landed on Jack.

You know how some people meet your gaze like it’s polite? Vale looked at me like she was reading me. Like she was cataloging every reaction I might have before I even had it. Her mouth barely moved as she nodded once.

“You must be Nina.”

It wasn’t a question. It was a statement. And I hated that I shivered.

Jack shifted beside me. “Yeah, this is…uh, my girlfriend.”

I offered a hand, suddenly too aware of how young I probably looked next to her, standing there in cutoff shorts and a threadbare hoodie. She took it briefly—cool skin, firm grip, no flourish—and then turned back to her student without another word.

That was it. No drama. No flirtation. No scandal.

But the walk back down the hallway buzzed like I’d just walked through static.

“You okay?” Jack asked, opening the door for me as we stepped back outside.

“Fine,” I said, even though I couldn’t stop replaying the look she gave me. The absence of warmth. The clinical dismissal of it.

“She’s… intense, huh?” I added lightly.

Jack nodded. “You get used to it.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Do you?”

“What?”

“You get used to being looked at like that?”

He flushed. Just slightly. “She looks at everyone like that.”

“But not everyone looks back the way you did.”

Jack made a face. “You’re making things up.”

I bumped him with my hip. “Am I? You looked like a puppy about to dry hump something.”

He laughed, nervous and too fast. “I did not.”

“Jack,” I said, smirking, “if you had a tail, it would’ve been wagging.”

He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. “Can we not talk about this?”

“Sure,” I said, wrapping my arm around his. “But just know… if I ever see her feeding you treats from her desk drawer, we’re having words.”

He shook his head, but I could feel the tension radiating off of him in tiny pulses, the way his body always betrayed him before his mouth did. He didn’t want to talk about Vale. Which meant there was something to talk about.

And I wasn’t letting that go.
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Later that night, he was going down on me and all I could think about was her.

It wasn’t even that she was beautiful. Not conventionally, anyway. She had a body like she didn’t care what anyone thought about it, and a mouth that hadn’t smiled once. But there was power there. And control. And something that had made Jack stand a little straighter, breathe a little shallower.

That was what got me.

I watched his dark hair moving between my thighs, his shoulders tense with focus, his tongue working in slow, methodical circles. I should’ve been spiraling with pleasure, but my mind was already somewhere else.

What would it look like if she were the one in this bed? What would he sound like with her hands in his hair instead of mine?

I came with a soft gasp and tangled my fingers in his hair, anchoring myself to the moment. Jack crawled up beside me, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand like he always did, and kissed me softly.

“You’re quiet,” he murmured, tucking himself against my side.

“Just thinking,” I said, curling a leg around his.

“About what?”

I looked at him. Looked through him a little.

“Your professor.”

His brow furrowed.

I ran a finger down his chest, stopping just above his waistband. “Tell me the truth. You got a thing for her?”

His eyes widened, the way they always did when I caught him off guard.

“Nina…”

“It’s okay,” I said, pressing a kiss to his jaw. “I won’t get mad. I just want to know.”

He hesitated. Too long.

“That’s a yes,” I whispered, grinning.

He groaned and buried his face in the pillow. “I respect her.”

“Uh-huh.”

“She’s… intimidating.”

I leaned in, voice low and playful. “You like being intimidated?”

His breath hitched. Just barely.

Oh.

Something lit up inside me.
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It wasn’t planned. I was just passing through the English department on my way to the library, fingers still warm from my thermos and brain half-numb from back-to-back lectures, when I noticed the light on in Vale’s office.

Jack had mentioned he had office hours with her that afternoon—just a quick check-in about his final paper. I slowed without meaning to, footsteps soft against the worn hardwood floor, pulled forward by something I couldn’t quite name.

The door was slightly ajar. Not enough to hear words, but enough to see movement. I lingered.

Professor Vale sat behind her desk, posture impossibly straight, not even leaning back in her chair. Jack sat across from her, his knee bouncing like it always did when he was nervous. She wasn’t speaking, just looking at him—her hand resting lightly on his wrist, holding it still.

The contact wasn’t sexual. Not overtly.

But it was intimate.

Too intimate.

I’d never seen anyone touch him like that before. And I’d never seen him look at someone like that.

He wasn’t just paying attention. He was fixated. His mouth slightly parted, eyes pinned to hers like they were in the middle of something unspoken but deeply understood.

Vale said something low. I couldn’t hear what, but Jack nodded. Slowly. Almost submissively.

My heart twisted in a way that startled me.

And then she looked up and saw me.

She didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. Just released his wrist and stood smoothly, like she had all the time in the world. Her hand brushed the front of her blouse, like she was brushing off dust, though there was nothing there.

“Oh,” she said, her voice rich and effortless. “Right. The girlfriend.”

Not Nina. Not we’ve met. Just the girlfriend. A label she let hang in the air like an afterthought.

Jack practically leapt from his chair.

“Nina! I didn’t know you were—uh—hey.”

His voice cracked slightly. He tried to clear it, shifting his weight from foot to foot like he wasn’t sure whether to move toward me or wait for Vale to excuse him.

I stepped inside the doorway, staying back, eyes locked on her.

She gave me a slow, assessing look. Not cruel. Not cold. Just… clinical. Like she was cataloguing a new specimen in a lab. I had the strangest feeling she already knew everything about me just from the way I held myself in the frame of her door.

“Sorry to interrupt,” I said, tone light but cool. “Just passing through.”

“Of course,” she said, already sitting back down and turning to her laptop. “We’re finished here.”

Jack gave me a nervous smile and grabbed his backpack, mumbling something about how he was just going to walk me out. Vale didn’t acknowledge him. Or me. Just clicked something on her screen and went back to typing, her presence vanishing behind the mechanical rhythm of her keystrokes.

We walked in silence until we hit the front steps. Jack looked like he might break into a full-on sweat.

“That wasn’t what it looked like,” he said.

I turned my head slowly. “Oh? And what did it look like?”

“She was just…she gives feedback like that. Like, intense. With eye contact and stuff. She’s like that with everyone.”

“Uh-huh.”

He paused. “I mean it.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t believe you.”

Jack winced. “You’ve got that look.”

“What look?”

“The I’m-smiling-but-I’m-not-actually-okay look.”

I rolled my eyes and reached for his arm, tugging him to a stop under the shade of a bare-branched tree.

“Jack,” I said softly. “It’s not that I’m upset.”

“You’re not?”

“No.” I tilted my head. “I’m… intrigued.”

His brows lifted. “That’s worse.”

I laughed, stepping closer, letting my hand brush his lower back. “She touched you.”

“Barely.”

“But she touched you.”

His breath caught. I felt it in the tension of his spine. He wasn’t even aware of how much it affected him.

“She does that,” he muttered. “To everyone.”

“You sure about that?”

Jack didn’t answer. Just stared at the cracked pavement like it held the truth.

I leaned in, brushing my lips over the shell of his ear. “You liked it, didn’t you?”

He swallowed.

“I didn’t say anything in there,” I murmured, my fingers sliding under his jacket to touch the warmth of his waist, “because I wanted to see how far she’d go.”

“Nina…”

“She didn’t do anything wrong. I mean, okay, maybe she was technically wrong,” I looked up at him. “But you didn’t stop her either.”

He exhaled shakily. “I didn’t know I needed to.”

I studied him for a moment—his flushed cheeks, the way his hands had curled into fists at his sides. I didn’t feel angry. I didn’t feel betrayed.

I felt wet.

And I wasn’t sure what to do with that.

That night, I couldn’t stop picturing the moment. The placement of her hand. The way she let it rest there, lightly, like she was giving him permission to stay still. Or like she wanted to see what he’d do with just a little contact.

And the way he looked at her—like she was already unbuttoning him from the inside out.

We didn’t talk about it. I didn’t bring it up again, and Jack didn’t dare. But I could tell it haunted him too. The quiet tension. The control.

The next time we had sex, I flipped him onto his back and rode him hard, hands planted on his chest, daring him to meet my eyes.

He couldn’t hold my gaze. Not all the way.

And I couldn’t stop imagining that it wasn’t me who’d undone him first.

It was her.
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I didn't bring her up for two days. Not out loud.

But she was there, in the back of my mind, tucked like a splinter under the skin—subtle, irritating, impossible to ignore. The way her hand had rested on Jack’s wrist. The way he looked at her like she could split him open with a glance. I couldn’t decide what turned me on more: the fact that she could—or the fact that I’d watched it happen.

On Thursday night, we stayed in. Jack cooked—one of his specialties that involved way too much garlic and a triumphant grin when he made me moan with the first bite. We curled up on the couch after, legs tangled, some forgettable show playing in the background. His arm was slung low around my waist, fingertips grazing the hem of my T-shirt, brushing the bare skin beneath like he wasn’t quite sure he was allowed.

I let the silence stretch for a while before I said it.

“Do you really believe she touches everyone like that?”

Jack blinked. “What?”

“Professor Vale,” I said, lightly. “The wrist thing. Is that, like… part of her feedback process?”

He stared at the television, jaw tightening. “I told you, it wasn’t a big deal.”

“I didn’t say it was.”

“You keep bringing it up.”

I shifted in his lap, facing him, one leg over his thigh. “Because you keep pretending it didn’t happen.”

He sighed. “It didn’t mean anything.”

“Didn’t it?”

His eyes flicked up to mine. And I saw it again—that same flicker. Not shame. Not even guilt.

Just heat. Barely contained.

I leaned in and kissed him, slow and open-mouthed, letting the air shift between us. My hand slid down his chest, under the hem of his hoodie. His breath hitched as my fingers dipped beneath his waistband, palming him through the soft cotton of his boxers.

He was already half-hard.

“You liked it,” I whispered against his lips. “Didn’t you?”

Jack’s hand gripped my hip. “Nina…”

“You liked the way she looked at you. Like she could see through your clothes. Like she could make you sit there and take whatever she gave you.”

His jaw clenched, but he didn’t stop me as I stroked him slow and steady, my thumb pressing just enough to make his hips lift.

“It turned you on.”

He swallowed. “A little.”

I smiled. “Good.”

I kissed down his neck, tasting salt and skin, dragging my teeth gently across his pulse. He moaned, low and desperate, one hand fisting in my hair. I kept my voice soft, teasing.

“Did you think about her after?”

“No,” he breathed, too quickly.

“Liar.”

I slipped my hand inside his boxers and wrapped my fingers around him, hot and thick in my palm. His whole body jerked.

“It’s okay,” I murmured. “You can tell me.”

His eyes fluttered closed, his head falling back against the cushion. I worked him with slow strokes, squeezing just enough to make him squirm, my other hand spreading across his chest to feel the wild rhythm of his heart.

“I thought about her hand,” he said hoarsely.

I bit my lip, wet between my thighs already.

“I thought about what she’d do if I didn’t pull away.”

“Mmm.” I kissed his collarbone. “And?”

“And what if she didn’t stop?”

I moaned softly, shifting to straddle him, grinding against the ridge of his cock through his clothes.

“You want to know what I thought?” I whispered, reaching between us to guide him toward the waistband of his boxers.

He nodded, eyes dazed.

“I thought about walking in,” I said, dragging my tongue over the curve of his jaw, “and watching her touch you like you were hers. I thought about standing in the doorway while she made you come with your pants still half on. And you just let her.”

He groaned. Loud.

“I thought about watching,” I said, slipping him inside me in one smooth slide. “Sitting in a chair across the room. Hands in my lap. Just… watching while she ruins you.”

Jack grabbed my hips with both hands, helpless beneath me as I rode him slow and hard, grinding down with every roll of my hips. I kept whispering, feeding the fantasy into his body like a spell.

“She wouldn’t even look at me,” I said, picking up the pace. “She’d just keep her eyes on you. And you’d forget I was there.”

“Fuck, Nina—”

“Would you let her?” I gasped, pulse pounding. “If I told you to?”

“Yes.”

His voice cracked on the word. And it was enough to send me over, thighs trembling, vision blurring as I came around him, clutching his shoulders like a lifeline.

Jack followed with a hoarse shout, jerking up into me, face buried in my neck like he couldn’t bear to look at me.

And when it was over, I didn’t move right away. I just let myself stay there, still full of him, skin damp and buzzing with aftershocks.

Because now I knew.

He wanted her.

But even more than that… I wanted to give her to him.
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I didn’t tell Jack I was going to see her.

Not because I was hiding it, exactly. But because I wasn’t ready to explain what I was doing. Not even to myself. I just knew I needed to look her in the eye without him there. Needed to see if it was real, or if I’d built the whole thing up in my head like some kind of fever dream.

I emailed her under the guise of academic interest. Said I was curious about her lecture notes on Bataille’s Story of the Eye. I wasn’t even in her class, but she agreed to a meeting anyway. No questions. Just a one-line reply:

Office hours. Wednesday at 3. Don’t be late.

Her door was open when I arrived.

She looked exactly the same. Tailored black slacks, another soft, silky blouse that hinted at the curve of her waist, sleeves rolled to her elbows like she was about to do something intimate or surgical. Her hair was twisted up again, dark and silver and severe. She didn’t stand when I walked in.

“Miss Hart.” Her voice was cool, like water poured over ice. “You’re not in my course.”

I stepped in slowly and closed the door behind me. “I know.”

She studied me without smiling. “Then why are you here?”

I sat. I didn’t ask if I could.

Her office smelled like old books and something expensive, but subtle. It didn’t smell like perfume, not really. Whatever I was smelling was just her.

I took a breath and looked her straight in the eyes. “Because you touched my boyfriend.”

Something flickered in her expression. Not guilt. Not even surprise. Just a brief shift, like a chess player reconsidering her next move.

“Did I?” she said calmly.

“Yes,” I said. “And I saw the way he looked at you.”

She leaned back in her chair, resting her arms on the armrests like a throne. “And how was that?”

“Like you’d already taken something from him.”

Vale said nothing. She just stared at me, letting the silence stretch so long it started to feel like heat.

My pulse kicked. But I kept going.

“I’m not here to accuse you,” I said. “Or to ask you to stop.”

She lifted one brow. “No?”

I shook my head slowly. “I’m here to offer you something.”

Her gaze sharpened.

“I want to see what you’d do,” I said. “If you weren’t holding back.”

For the first time, she smiled. Not warm. Not cruel. Just… amused.

“That’s a dangerous game.”

I crossed my legs, aware of how wet I was already just sitting there, fully clothed, offering my boyfriend to a woman who could dismantle him with a glance.

“I don’t play games,” I said softly. “But I do like control. And right now, I think you want something I own.”

Vale tilted her head. “You think you own him?”

I let the question linger.

“I think,” I said carefully, “he’d do anything I asked.”

She stood slowly, walking around the desk. My breath caught as she perched on the edge right in front of me, arms folded loosely across her chest.

“And what exactly,” she murmured, “do you want to ask him to do?”

I swallowed. “You.”

The word hung in the air like a challenge. Vale didn’t blink.

“I want to watch,” I added, lower now. “I want to see how far you can take him.”

She considered me for a moment longer. Then she reached for the desk and picked up a small notepad, scribbled something quickly, and tore the sheet free.

She handed it to me without another word.

An address. A date. A time.

“I’m not a fantasy, Miss Hart,” she said, standing again. “I don’t perform. And I don’t share.”

“I don’t want to touch him,” I said.

She stopped.

“I don’t want to touch either of you.”

Her eyes met mine again, harder now. “Then what do you want?”

I stood, folding the note and slipping it into my back pocket.

“I want to give him to you,” I said. “But while you’re fucking him, I want you to remember that he’s still mine.”

She watched me in silence, then nodded once.

“Come alone. Bring him when I say.”

I left her office trembling—not with nerves.

With anticipation.
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I didn't tell Jack where we were going.

Just told him to meet me outside his apartment at seven, to wear something decent, not his usual jeans and beat-up sneakers. He showed up in black pants and a button-down I’d seen him wear to his internship interviews, looking both confused and stupidly handsome.

When he asked what the occasion was, I just kissed him.

We drove in silence, the folded note with Vale’s address pressed against my thigh like a live wire. Jack kept glancing at me like he wanted to ask more but didn’t know how. I didn’t offer anything. Not yet.

I wanted him off-balance.

The house was tucked into an older neighborhood off campus, surrounded by hedges and overgrown roses. A tall iron gate clicked open as we approached. The air smelled like night-blooming jasmine and wet stone. Jack glanced at me again as we walked up the steps.

“Nina,” he said carefully, “whose house is this?”

I knocked.

Vale answered the door wearing black. Not sleek or clingy—just simple, soft fabric that flowed when she moved. She looked like someone who had never once rushed to get dressed. Her hair was down this time, long and loose and shadowed at the edges, like she was bleeding into the night around her.

“Jack,” she said smoothly. “Come in.”

His mouth opened, then shut again.

He looked at me, uncertain.

“It’s okay,” I said, touching his arm. “Go on.”

He stepped inside, and I followed, locking the door behind us.

The house was dim. Quiet. Lit with low lamps and candlelight, warm shadows licking up the walls. The living room was all dark wood and old books, like a sexier version of her office. And in the center of it was a long couch and a single armchair.

She gestured to the chair.

“You’ll sit there,” she told me.

I did.

She looked at Jack next. “You’ll stand.”

He obeyed, slowly. His eyes flicked between us, and I could see the thoughts rushing behind them: Is this really happening? Is this okay? His jaw flexed, like he was trying to ground himself.

Vale stepped toward him and placed one hand on his chest.

He jolted.

“Breathe,” she murmured. “You’re not in trouble.”

He laughed, nervous and tight. She didn’t laugh with him.

“I’m going to touch you,” she said. “Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“I need words.”

“Yes,” he said. “I understand.”

She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, not like a lover, but like a tailor measuring every inch. She wasn’t seductive. She was deliberate. Each movement was clean, practiced, unhurried.

Jack stood like he didn’t know where his hands belonged.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she said. “And keep your eyes on her.”

He turned his head—looked at me.

Our eyes locked.

My breath caught.

Vale’s hands moved to his belt. She didn’t ask. Just undid it and tugged it loose, letting it fall with a soft jingle to the floor. His pants followed, pooling at his ankles. She ran her fingers along the waistband of his briefs and pressed her palm to the heat beneath.

Jack gasped.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

I clenched my thighs together, heart pounding.

He was hard already—of course he was—and she was barely touching him. Just cupping him through fabric, like she was testing the weight of him in her hand.

“Is this what you wanted, Nina?” she asked, without looking at me.

“Yes.” My voice was hoarse. Too honest.

She pulled Jack’s boxers down and let them fall. His cock sprang free, flushed and eager, thick with arousal. He twitched under her hand.

“I’m not going to fuck him,” she said. “Not tonight.”

Jack exhaled like he wasn’t sure if he was disappointed or relieved.

“I want you to watch,” she said to me. “That was the arrangement.”

I nodded, eyes glued to her hand as she wrapped her fingers around his length.

She began to stroke him—slow, methodical movements, her thumb sweeping over the tip with maddening control. Jack’s head dropped back. His lips parted.

I watched his throat work as he swallowed, watched the tension pull through his arms and chest like piano wire. Vale never looked away from me.

“He’s beautiful like this,” she said softly. “Did you know that?”

I nodded again, too turned on to speak.

“Look at him,” she said. “Your good boy. So obedient.”

Jack whimpered.

She kept her hand steady, working him with that same terrifying calm, her other hand resting flat against his chest to keep him grounded. He trembled, legs shaking slightly.

“You’re not allowed to come,” she said. “Not until she says.”

Jack’s eyes flew to mine—wide, desperate.

“Nina…”

I licked my lips.

“Not yet,” I said.

He groaned. His knees buckled slightly.

Vale didn’t stop.

She just kept stroking him, slower now, more rhythmic, drawing him out until his whole body looked like it was vibrating with restraint. Every muscle taut. Every breath a prayer.

And I realized in that moment—

I didn’t just like watching.

I needed it.

The control. The ache. The offering.

He was mine.

And I was giving him away.

Just a little.

Just enough.

Vale had him trembling.

Jack’s whole body was locked up—hips flexing just slightly, breath stuttering, mouth slack and panting. His thighs were shaking. His knuckles white where his fingers laced behind his back. He looked like a man coming undone by degrees.

She hadn’t changed pace in minutes. Her hand was still on him—firm, slow, coaxing—not teasing anymore, just relentless.

His eyes kept flicking to me like he was begging for permission.

I sat perfectly still, hands folded in my lap, my thighs clenched together in unbearable heat. Watching. Owning every second.

“Please,” Jack whispered, voice wrecked. “Nina… I can’t—I’m gonna—”

Vale didn’t stop. She looked at me.

“Well?”

I should have drawn it out longer. I should have made him wait, watch him writhe a little more, just to see how far he’d go for me. But I couldn’t hold back any more than he could.

“Yes,” I said. “Let him.”

Vale smiled, slow and knowing.

Jack cried out—actually cried out—as he came, hot and hard into her hand. His body jerked like a live wire had snapped inside him, knees finally buckling. She caught him effortlessly with her free hand at his chest, guiding him down to his knees right there in front of her, cock still twitching, breath ragged.

She didn’t say another word. Just held him steady as he shuddered through it, one palm on his chest, the other still around the base of him like she’d timed it all to perfection.

I couldn’t move.

Couldn’t breathe.

My thighs were soaked. My nipples ached. I’d never even touched myself. I didn’t need to.

Because this wasn’t about friction.

It was about power.

Watching him come for her, because I let him.

Watching him sink into her hand, knowing I was the one who gave the order.

He stayed there on his knees, panting, dazed. Vale stepped back, calmly wiping her hand with a cloth she’d clearly prepared in advance.

She said nothing. Just glanced at me once more—sharp, assessing—before walking us to the door.

She didn’t say goodnight.

And I had never felt more turned on in my life.
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Jack didn’t speak on the way home.

Not even once.

He sat in the passenger seat like he was trying to hold himself together, like if he moved too quickly, he might come apart all over again. His shirt was still wrinkled from where she’d touched him, his hair damp with sweat at the temples. I drove with one hand on the wheel and the other curled tight in my lap, fighting the urge to touch myself just to ease the ache.

I wasn’t jealous.

I was something else entirely.

Wired. Raw. Possessive and powerful and aching all at once. I had never felt so in control of my body. Or out of it.

When we got back to my apartment, I unlocked the door in silence and waited for him to follow. He did. Slowly.

He looked like a man who’d just stepped off a rollercoaster—stunned and half-drunk on adrenaline, every nerve still vibrating.

I turned to face him in the dark.

“You okay?” I asked softly.

He nodded once, not meeting my eyes.

“I didn’t know it would feel like that,” he said after a moment. “It was like I wasn’t even in my body.”

“You were,” I said. “I watched it.”

He looked up finally. “You really didn’t want to stop it?”

“No,” I whispered, stepping closer. “I wanted it.”

His mouth opened. Closed. “Even when she… when I…”

“Came for her?” I said.

He flushed.

“Yes. Especially then.”

I reached for his hand and led him to the bed, tugging him down beside me. He sank into the mattress with a deep, uneven breath, and I climbed on top of him, straddling his hips but keeping a sliver of space between us. My body was on fire, desperate, soaked.

But I wasn’t ready to use him. Not yet.

I wanted to talk about it.

“I couldn’t stop watching,” I said, grinding down against his stomach, letting the friction tease us both. “I couldn’t look away. You were so fucking sexy when you gave in.”

His breath hitched. His hands found my thighs, gripping tight.

“She didn’t fuck you,” I said, kissing his jaw. “She didn’t even kiss you. But you came harder than I’ve ever seen.”

Jack swallowed. “It was because you let it happen.”

I nodded. “You like that.”

His eyes fluttered shut. “I love that.”

The confession hit me deep in my belly, sharper than I expected. I kissed him again, harder this time, and ground down against him until we both groaned.

“Did she say anything to you after?” I asked.

“No.”

“Did she look at you?”

“Only when she told me not to come.”

I shivered.

“She didn’t have to do anything else,” I whispered. “She already had you.”

He bucked his hips against mine. “Fuck, Nina…”

I shifted back and tugged down his pants, slow and deliberate. He was already getting hard again.

I didn’t ride him.

Not yet.

Instead, I knelt beside him on the bed and touched myself—legs spread, eyes locked on his—while he lay there wrecked and aching, completely at my mercy.

“Tell me what it felt like,” I said, rubbing lazy circles over my clit. “When she stroked you.”

He bit his lip. “It was like… like she was testing me. Like she could break me whenever she wanted.”

I moaned softly. “And you let her.”

“Yes.”

“Because I said you could.”

“Yes.”

My orgasm built fast, too fast. Sharp and tight and hot between my thighs. I didn’t look away from him once.

When I came, I let out a low, shaking breath and collapsed beside him.

For a long moment, neither of us moved.

Then Jack whispered, “Are we going to see her again?”

I turned my head to look at him. His eyes were wide, vulnerable, hopeful.

My pulse jumped.

“Yes,” I said. “We are.”

And I didn’t just mean once.

I meant again and again.

Because this wasn’t a fantasy anymore.

It was a hunger.

[image: ]


I didn’t dress up that night. I didn’t wear special lingerie or do my hair. I wanted to feel ordinary.

Because she wasn’t looking at me. And he wouldn’t be touching me. That was the point.

Jack didn’t ask questions this time. He knew where we were going. He didn’t even pretend to be calm about it. He was already half hard in the car, shifting in his seat like his skin didn’t fit right. The air between us buzzed with tension, his nerves and my arousal coiling into the same wire.

At the door, I knocked.

Vale opened it like she’d been waiting.

She didn’t greet us. She simply stepped aside.

Jack walked in first, slower this time. I followed, closing the door behind me with a click that felt final. Her house was lit like before. Dim, intimate, candle-glow and shadow.

But this time, there was no chair for me. There was only the couch. And a rug. And her.

She wore something simple again. Dark slacks, a cream blouse, sleeves rolled. Her hair was down. No makeup, no jewelry. And still, she looked like she was capable of ruining something. Ruining us. In the best way possible.

“Strip,” she said to my boyfriend.

Jack obeyed.

His hands trembled slightly as he unbuttoned his shirt. His pants hit the floor with a soft whisper, and then his briefs followed, and suddenly he was naked in her living room with the candlelight casting him in gold and shadow.

“Hands behind your back,” she said. “Eyes on your girlfriend.”

He turned to me. We locked eyes.

Vale stepped behind him and brushed her fingers down his back. Not affectionately, not gently. Just enough to make him shiver.

“Does he know why he’s here?” she asked, her voice low.

“He knows he’s mine,” I said. “And I’m giving him to you.”

Jack swallowed. His cock twitched in the flickering light, hardening slowly, helplessly.

“Lie down,” she said.

He obeyed again, lowering himself onto the plush rug, arms at his sides, body open.

Vale knelt beside him and traced her fingers over his chest, watching his skin jump beneath her touch. She didn’t look at me once—not out of dismissal, but out of discipline. Her attention was focused entirely on him.

And mine was too.

Jack lay flat on the rug, eyes on me, every inch of him exposed—tense, expectant, already half-hard under Vale’s gaze.

She hadn’t even touched him yet.

Vale stood over him, calm as ever, unbuttoning her blouse with the same detached precision she used for everything. She slid it off her shoulders and let it fall. No bra underneath. Her breasts were full, soft, unbothered by gravity. Natural. Real. They swayed slightly as she knelt beside him again.

Jack made a sound—quiet, breathless—like he wasn’t sure whether to worship her or apologize.

She looked down at him. “You want this.”

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” he rasped.

“Then you’ll be good for me.”

He nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes, Professor.”

Something in me pulsed at the sound of that.

She straddled his hips, one hand braced on his chest. Her other hand reached between them to wrap around his cock, stroking him back to full, aching hardness. She moved slowly—unhurried but inevitable—lining him up with her entrance like this was something she'd done a thousand times.

Jack’s eyes shot to mine. Not for permission. Just because he needed to see me.

I gave him a small nod.

And Vale sank down on him with a smooth, controlled motion, taking him inside her in one long, wet slide.

He gasped.

She didn’t.

She just breathed out once, like she’d exhaled all his resistance in one go.

My nails dug into the couch cushion as I watched them connect—watched him disappear into her body, watched her thighs flex around him as she settled.

It was happening.

She was fucking my boyfriend.

Because I wanted her to.

Because I needed her to.

Vale rode him slow at first, hips rolling with practiced precision. She didn’t moan. She didn’t curse. She just moved like she knew exactly what she was doing—like he was hers to ride, hers to use. Her palms flattened on his chest for balance as she began to grind harder, taking him deeper.

Jack was lost. Mouth open. Head tossed back. Hands fisting uselessly at his sides because he’d been told not to touch.

“Keep your eyes on her,” Vale said without looking back at me.

Jack turned his head. Met my gaze.

He was being fucked. Hard. Deep. With purpose.

And he was watching me the whole time.

I opened my legs, slowly, spread them wide and let him see the soaked crotch of my panties as I rubbed over the wet spot. I didn’t even have to slide them down—there was too much fabric to get through anyway. My arousal was already leaking into them, the pressure unbearable.

Vale’s pace quickened. Her thighs slapped against his. Her breath came faster now, but still silent, still composed.

She leaned down, putting her mouth to his ear.

“I could make you come right now.”

Jack whimpered.

“But you’ll wait,” she said. “You’ll wait for her.”

He nodded frantically. “Yes. Yes, Professor.”

I rubbed myself harder, riding the edge.

“Do you want to come, Jack?” I asked, breathless.

“Yes,” he moaned. “Please, Nina. Let me come in her. Please.”

My orgasm hit me hard and fast. I cried out, hips jerking, hand still pressed over my panties as I clenched and pulsed around nothing. I wanted him inside me and didn’t want to move a muscle. Watching him was enough. More than enough.

“Come,” I whispered.

Vale clenched around him with a sharp breath—and Jack broke.

He groaned deep from his chest and thrust up into her, frantic, desperate, panting her name and mine like he didn’t know where one ended and the other began. She rode it out, slow and dominant, hips still grinding until he was wrung out beneath her, twitching, spent.

She rose off him slowly, his cock glistening with his release, and stood without a word, reaching for her discarded blouse.

Jack stayed on the floor.

Red-faced. Sweaty. His chest heaving. And still looking at me.

His face was flushed, hair damp with sweat, lips slightly parted. His cock had softened but still twitched with aftershocks, slick from where he’d spilled deep inside her.

And Vale—cool, composed Vale—was already buttoning her blouse.

As if nothing had happened.

As if she hadn’t just made him fall apart in front of me.

She turned toward me then, brushing a loose strand of hair from her cheek. “You planned all of that,” she said simply. Not accusing. Just... stating.

I nodded.

She looked at Jack—wrecked and trembling on her rug—and then back at me. Vale stepped toward me quietly. She didn’t reach out. Not yet.

She just stood in front of me, her blouse still unbuttoned, the curve of one breast peeking through as candlelight flickered between us. Her scent was warm and faintly earthy—skin, sweat, and something sharper.

I didn’t realize I was holding my breath until she reached up and touched my cheek. Her fingers were cool. Sure. Her thumb brushed along the corner of my mouth.

“You let me take him,” she murmured. “Would you let me take you, too?”

My pulse slammed in my throat. I should’ve been afraid of that question.

Instead, I leaned in.

The kiss wasn’t soft. It wasn’t chaste. It was claiming.

Her mouth moved against mine with a kind of patient hunger, like she already knew exactly what I’d taste like, and was just confirming it. Her lips were full, deliberate. Her tongue stroked mine slowly, possessively, and the moment it deepened, I moaned into her mouth.

Behind me, I heard Jack’s breath catch.

Vale’s hand slid down, trailing the line of my throat, over the slope of my breast, down to my waist. She tugged my shirt up slowly, fingers brushing bare skin as she bared my stomach, then my ribs, and finally my bra.

She kissed me again as her hand slid inside the cup, palming the soft swell of my breast. Her thumb flicked gently over my nipple, and I gasped against her mouth.

Jack groaned.

I opened my eyes.

He was still watching. Still mine. But wide-eyed now—entranced. Hands in his lap, mouth open like he was seeing something he’d never let himself imagine.

I reached one hand back toward him without looking, palm open. He took it instantly.

Vale pulled back just enough to look between us. Her eyes lit with something darker. Pleased.

Then she kissed me again—deeper this time—while her hand slid into my jeans and pressed between my thighs, through the soaked cotton of my panties.

I cried out into her mouth.

Her touch was maddeningly light. She kissed me like she had no urgency at all, like she could do this for hours, exploring my mouth while her hand teased at the edge of something darker.

I broke the kiss with a gasp. “Take them off.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Say please.”

God, that voice.

I swallowed. “Please.”

She didn’t smile. She just obeyed.

Her hands made quick work of the button and zipper. She peeled my jeans down slowly, watching the way my thighs trembled under her gaze. When she reached my panties, she paused.

“They’re soaked.”

“I know.”

She knelt. And then she hooked her fingers under the waistband and pulled them down—slow, firm, exposing me inch by inch. Cool air hit my inner thighs. I could feel how wet I was, slick between my legs, aching for contact.

I glanced over my shoulder.

Jack was still on the floor. Watching. Staring like he’d forgotten how to breathe.

Vale settled between my legs, hands strong and warm on my thighs. She pressed them apart with authority.

And then she tasted me.

Her tongue dragged through my folds in a slow, unhurried stroke, and I nearly collapsed. She moaned softly as she found my clit, circling it with the tip of her tongue like she wanted to memorize me.

My back arched. I gripped the arm of the couch with one hand, Jack’s hand with the other, and let out a ragged moan.

“Oh my god.”

She kept going.

She licked me skillfully, pressing deeper and working in long, luxurious swipes that had me grinding against her mouth. She slid one hand up my stomach, over my breast again, rolling my nipple between her fingers while her mouth claimed me.

My thighs shook.

I looked down and watched her do it, watched her face between my legs, her mouth wet and open, tongue working me like she needed to taste every part.

“Nina,” Jack whispered. “Fuck… you look…”

But I couldn’t respond. I was gone.

The orgasm took me fast—hot and tight and uncontrollable. My body seized, clamped around nothing, legs trembling as I cried out, my hips bucking helplessly against her mouth.

And Vale held me there.

Licked me through it.

Drank me like I was something she’d earned.

When I finally slumped forward, boneless and gasping, she pulled back slowly and licked her lips, eyes dark and shining.

“Good girl,” she said softly.

Jack had just watched me come in another woman’s mouth.

And I had never felt more alive.
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Three days later, Jack still couldn’t look at me without blushing.

It wasn’t guilt. It wasn’t shame. It was something softer. Something powerful. Like every time he looked at me, he was remembering the moment I gave him away and the way I took him back.

We didn’t talk about it right away. Not because we were avoiding it, but the silence between us was comfortable now.

But that morning, he finally asked. “What happens next?”

I was sitting on the edge of the bed, wrapped in one of his T-shirts, coffee cooling on the nightstand beside me. Jack sat behind me, legs folded, hands loose in his lap. Like he was trying not to assume anything. Like he was waiting for the answer that would either break him or set him free.

I looked over my shoulder. “What do you want to happen?”

He hesitated. “I want to see her again. If you want that too.”

I took a sip of coffee. Let the silence stretch, just to watch him squirm a little. “I want her to watch us next time,” I said quietly. “I want her to see what you look like when you're mine.”

Jack’s hand slid up my thigh slowly. Every touch from him now felt as electric as the first time. ‘Boring’ was no longer in my vocabulary when it came to us. Neither was ‘predictable.’

And I smiled. Because this was far from over.

This was just beginning.


Stalker



“You’re not wearing that to a picnic, are you?” Adam looked handsome, but he was wearing a black suit jacket more fit for an evening out.

“What?” he asked, moving towards me. “Are you afraid I’m going to garner some unwanted attention?” He slipped his arms around my waist and pulled me close to him.

“You know how the women you work with get. They’re vultures even though they know you’re married. I’d hate to think you were dressing up to impress someone that wasn’t me.”

Adam’s dark lashes fluttered as he feigned innocence. He ran a hand through his thick blond hair. “There’s no one to impress,” he said. “It’s a work picnic. But because I run the branch, I don’t want to look too casual. I want everyone to take me seriously come Monday morning.”

“And you don’t think they’d take you seriously if they saw you in a pair of khaki pants instead?”

Adam arched his brow. “Penny, are you saying you would be less opposed to me wearing those ass hugging khakis I have?”

I smiled, my body buzzing with pleasure. “Mmm, you’re right,” I purred into his ear, “save those pants for my eyes only.”

I flashed him an eager glance with a coy look on my face.

“Not right now,” he said, referring to the way I was staring at him. “I just finished getting ready.”

“There’s time,” I said as I kissed along his neck, already working at the buttons to his shirt.

“No, seriously,” he said.

“I’m very serious.”

Adam groaned, gripped my jaw in his hand and glared at me. “I’ll eat you out real quick,” he said. “But I’m not doing anything that would mess up your makeup or we’ll be here all night while you reapply it.”

I smirked. “Sounds like a good deal for me.”

Adam dropped to his knees and hiked my dress up to my hips. I wore a dress instead of jeans to try and match Adam’s professionalism. I felt like the luckiest woman in the world when he pulled my panties to the side and pressed his tongue to my pussy lips. I leaned my head back and reached for his hair, but he pulled my hand away.

“Don’t. You’ll mess it up.”

Fuck, how I wanted to mess up everything about him. I wanted to tousle his hair, tear off his nice clothes, and get fucked by him like we were young again. Adam had been so busy with work lately that he didn’t have as much time for me. Him going down on me was a welcome surprise.

He licked me up and down and sucked on my clit. I wanted to touch him, but I didn’t want to ruin the mood, so I kept my hands above my head as I thrust my hips forward. My pussy tingled against his soft, velvet tongue and my nipples hardened as the need to come flooded through me.

His lips brushed against my inner thighs, sending goosebumps cascading down my legs. I arched my back, inviting him to venture further. Adam's tongue traced a wet path up my folds, sending shivers through me. He teased my clit, circling it delicately, driving me insane with anticipation.

"Oh, God, Adam," I moaned, gripping the sheets. "Please don't tease me any longer."

He chuckled against my center, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure right to my core. Slowly, sensually, he slid two fingers inside me, curling them in that way he knew I loved. His mouth engulfed my clitoris, sucking gently at first before intensifying his movements in perfect harmony with his fingers. My hips bucked against his face as waves of need began to build within me.

Adam knew my body so well. He knew exactly what it took to make me fall apart and he was taking his time teasing each and every nerve ending. He flicked his tongue over my clit in an unbearable rhythm while his fingers plunged deeply inside me. The sensation of being filled and stimulated simultaneously was almost too much to bear.

"Adam," I panted, "I'm going to—"

He didn't stop. In fact, he seemed to redouble his efforts, sucking harder and thrusting his fingers faster. The pleasure built inside me like a freight train hurtling toward its destination and I felt myself careening over the edge into oblivion. My back arched as I cried out his name at the top of my lungs.

When Adam reached up and cupped my breast in his hand, I knew I was done for. “Fuck,” I breathed as I felt my climax building. “I’m going to come.”

Adam sucked harder, shoving his tongue inside me to coax out the last bit of pleasure. My brow furrowed as a few moans escaped me and I came against my husband’s face. He kept swirling and sucking dutifully then wiped his mouth with a smile. “That ought to hold you over for a bit.”

I grabbed his arms and pulled him in for a kiss. I could taste my juices on his tongue and it almost made me want to go again. He pulled back with a smile and then turned to the bathroom to readjust his hair. A few minutes later, we drove to the picnic.
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A large crowd of people gathered at the top of a shady hill. There were tablecloths blowing in the warm breeze and kids running around, some of them jumping inside one of the bouncy houses that Adam’s work had rented out. The picnic was a morale boost for his coworkers and also a reward for their hard work. Adam didn’t plan the entire thing, but I was still proud of him for his accomplishments.

He pressed his hand to the small of my back as we joined the large group of workers. Adam immediately started chatting with a few of his employees and I stood by like the supporting wife I was, nodding and smiling when necessary.

The day was gorgeous and the weather was perfect. I was fully enjoying myself until my eyes landed on an all too familiar-looking woman. I leaned up to Adam and whispered in his ear while he was in the middle of a conversation. “Isn’t that your ex?”

Adam turned to me with a look of confusion before following my line of sight to the attractive, dark-haired woman a few tables from us. She waved at him when they made eye contact, and I felt Adam tense against me.

“I’ll deal with this,” I said. Adam nodded and then jumped back into his conversation while I headed over toward his ex-wife’s table.

I approached slowly, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I tried to look more confident than I felt.

“Jessica, what are you doing here?” I asked her.

She smirked and took a swig of water. “Ah, so you know my name.”

I eyed her suspiciously. We’d never formally met, but I’d seen enough photos of her to commit her looks to memory. It didn’t help that I’d been jealous of her slender frame and good looks since the first picture I saw of her. She was a hard woman to forget about and it made me wonder how hard it was for Adam to forget her too.

“I’ll ask you again. What are you doing here?”

“I came with one of Adam’s coworkers. On a date.”

“Who?”

Just then, a man I only somewhat recognized slid into the seat beside her. I wasn’t buying that he was on a real date. Maybe he thought they were, but Jessica had always been obsessed with my husband. It was part of the reason Adam had never introduced us. He was always trying to put as much distance between her and him as possible. Or, at least, that’s what he told me.

“You better not be here to stalk my husband,” I said. “Or I’ll happily call the cops.”

The man turned to Jessica with wide eyes, but Jessica didn’t even flinch. “Whatever your husband told you about me was a lie. He’s avoiding me for a reason. Why don’t you ask him what that reason is?”

My heart was racing from the confrontation, but also from the idea that my husband might not have been telling me the truth. “I don’t want to see you again,” I told her, wondering why my body felt like that statement was a lie.

I turned on my heel and rejoined my husband. “Is she going to leave?” he asked me.

“No,” I said. “She said she’s here with one of your employees. On a date.”

My husband’s cheeks turned red and his eyes were round with…surprise? Hurt? “Don’t tell me you’re jealous,” I said.

“Jealous? Of a man dating my former stalker? Yeah right.”

“About that,” I said. “Would you believe that she claims you’re lying about her? She says that you’re avoiding her for other reasons. She’s a real piece of work. I mean, why would you lie about something like that?”

Adam threw his head back and laughed, but it sounded pained. It almost seemed like Adam wasn’t being honest with me. I eyed him skeptically. “What aren’t you telling me?” I asked him.

“What? Nothing…”

My heart was in my throat. “Is she telling the truth? Is there some other reason you keep away from her?” If so, I couldn’t decide what reason that would be. “If you’re not going to tell me, then I’ll have to go ask her myself.”

He tugged on my dress sleeve desperately. “No, don’t.” He sighed and looked around, then he pulled me to a quieter place where he could confess his sins in a whisper without others hearing him. “I avoid her because I…can’t control myself, okay?”

“Can’t control yourself? What does that mean?”

“After my divorce, I tried dating. Jessica and I tried to still be friends but it never worked. I’d always end up back in bed with her.”

I looked back toward Jessica and the man she was with. “So, the only reason you can keep it in your pants is if you don’t see her at all?” My heart was racing. I didn’t like knowing any woman had that kind of power over my husband, and I couldn’t believe he was admitting this to me.

“It’s not as bad as it sounds, but I’m scared to be near her. I’m scared of myself when I’m with her. Anyway, things didn’t end well. The divorce was one thing, but when I told her I couldn’t see her anymore, she lost it.”

“And started stalking you?”

“Yes and no,” said Adam. “She hasn’t been stalking me in the ways I said she was, but she does manage to weasel herself into my life. For instance, by dating my coworkers to end up at a company picnic.”

I frowned. “But now that you’re with me, you would be able to control yourself, wouldn’t you?” I suddenly felt insecure and I hated it.

He shrugged. “Yeah. Probably.”

I looked off into the distance as I tried to process his words. There was a small patch of trees that looked empty and comforting. “I’m going to take a walk,” I said. I moved into the shade of the trees and leaned against a tree trunk while taking a deep breath.

This was bad. I loved Adam and I never thought he could be capable of cheating on me. So hearing about how desperate he’d always been to sleep with his ex made me uneasy. Why had I asked for the truth? What good would it do us?

I was already imagining the horrible process of a divorce when a sultry voice sounded from behind me. “Marital troubles?”

I turned to see Jessica leaning against a nearby tree. “I told you he was lying about me.”

My back stiffened. How did she know I knew the truth? Had she been eavesdropping or was I really that transparent? “Why are you here with his coworker? Is it to try and get closer to my husband?” The news of how my husband felt for her still left a bitter taste in my mouth.

Jessica’s eyes widened and then she laughed. “Oh. That’s rich. He told you I was stalking him?”

“Yeah. I mean, until today. When I confronted him. Then he told me you’re apparently amazing at seducing him. So that’s just great. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

She nodded, her jaw ticking. “There’s more he hasn’t told you,” she said. She took a step toward me and I considered taking a step back, but I didn’t want her to think I was afraid of her. On the contrary, her presence sent an uncomfortable yet warm shiver through my body. As far as I knew, I wasn’t bisexual, but Jessica had me questioning that. Even from her photos, I’d been drawn to her. In a way, I could almost see how hard it could be to resist her, even if I didn’t want to admit it. After all, it didn’t mean my husband was any less in the wrong.

“So, what are you doing here? You followed me into the woods when you could be off trying to steal my husband right now.”

Jessica sighed and ran a hand through her dark hair. My heart was in my throat when her eyes landed on mine. “I’m not interested in stealing him from you. I wanted to steal a moment alone with Adam’s new wife.” She winked. “Call it innocent curiosity.”

I stood tall, straightening my shoulders. “Well, then. Get a good look.”

Jessica’s eyes scanned my body from head to toe. That wasn’t the look I’d been referring to. My skin prickled with heat and sweat, and I didn’t think either of them had to do with the weather. Jessica came closer, licking her lips as she stared at me. “When I look at you, do you know what I see?”

I swallowed and shook my head.

“I see a woman who’s curious about what her husband would look like fucking his ex.”

I wanted to laugh or slap her in the face, but I was frozen in place, staring into her intensely dark gaze. Why had her words aroused me? She couldn’t have been right, could she have? I’d never considered sharing my husband before, but Jessica made me curious in more ways than one.

“You better go,” I said. “You got to look at me and now I think you should leave.”

Jessica only came closer until I was backed up against a tree. Her chest pressed into mine making my nipples harden, and her forehead rested against mine. I could feel her heart race in rhythm to mine. As much as I wanted to run, I couldn’t. My feet were like lead.

“You know your husband would want this, right? To have me without losing you? To have both of us?”

“You don’t know what my husband wants.”

She leaned in closer, her lips inches from mine and her breath rolling over my skin. I could feel her nipples harden against my breasts and it made my body tingle. My panties were already soaked completely through. What the fuck was happening to me?

“Your husband wants my body, even though he now hates my guts. He would love to learn that you want to watch him fuck me. His other exes wouldn’t have tolerated it. But you? You’re aroused by the idea. It’s obvious by the flush in your cheeks.” She brushed her knuckles over my skin.

“This is ridiculous,” I said through ragged breaths.

“There you are,” said a deep voice, and when I turned toward it, my stomach fell to the floor. Adam had walked up to us, just as Jessica was moments away from kissing me. I expected him to be furious or to storm off in anger, but he didn’t. He just arched his brow and smiled wide. “Looks like I was at the wrong party.”

I slipped away from Jessica and toward my husband, but I felt a strange pull back to his ex-wife like there was a tether to my chest drawing me into her. “This isn’t what it looks like,” I said, still prepared with responses to an angry husband rather than a satisfied one.

“It isn’t?” he teased. “Darn. Because it looked hot as fuck.”

I turned toward Jessica who shrugged. “I told you he’d like it.”

My body was swimming in confusion. With everyone on board – my body included – what was holding me back? Maybe it was my decades of presumed straightness and the fact that we were at a work picnic.

“Even if I wanted to,” I started, “we couldn’t do anything here. There’s fucking families around for crying out loud.”

“I know of a place,” Adam said. My veins flooded with adrenaline. Were we actually talking about this? About a quick fuck at a work picnic with his ex-wife? It was surreal. “If you’re serious about this.”

“About what? Fucking your ex-wife?”

Adam’s voice was serious as he said, “Yes.”

Jessica chuckled behind me and it made me uneasy. I’d never had a threesome before. Was I really about to start now? Unfortunately, I hesitated too long and Adam was already clutching my hand while dragging me off in the distance. Jessica followed casually behind us.

“Where are we going?” I asked Adam.

“There’s a public bathroom over here. They’re all individual rooms so we won’t run into anyone else.”

“You seriously want us to fuck your ex-wife in a public bathroom at a work picnic function? Have you lost your mind?”

Adam stopped and turned to face me. “You were the one about to kiss her. You were the one rubbing your body against hers. If I hadn’t walked in on you, she’d probably have you down on your knees eating her out already. Don’t pretend like you don’t want this as much as I do.”

I was breathless and uncertain of how to respond. Maybe that was all true and maybe it wasn’t. Since he interrupted us, I’d never know how far I would’ve gone on my own. All I did know was that the idea of him watching me do any of that felt humiliating. But the idea of watching him do that to her turned me on far more than it should’ve.

The way I was rationalizing with myself told me that on some level I did want to go through with it. My fears were not about the sexual act themselves, only about how I would be perceived. Was that a good enough reason? To give my husband over to his ex-wife of all people?

Adam, pushed his ex-wife, Jessica, up against the bathroom wall. His hands were roaming over her curves, caressing her body with a familiarity that simultaneously repulsed and enthralled me. The sight of them together was both wrong and irresistible, like a car crash I couldn't look away from.

Adam's mouth crashed down on hers, his tongue invading her mouth with an urgency that left me breathless. I could feel my own heart pounding in my chest as if it were trying to escape my chest. He gripped her by her hips, yanking her closer as his other hand fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, revealing her lace-covered breasts for him to feast his eyes on.

I knew this shouldn't be happening, but I found myself frozen in place, unable to tear my eyes away from their passionate embrace. It was like I was a spectator in a play that I never wanted to be cast in. As if on cue, Adam turned his gaze to meet mine, his eyes blazing with desire... for her? For me? For both of us? I couldn't tell anymore. "Hannah," he growled, his voice low and husky, "I want you to join us."

In that moment, all my reservations crumbled under the weight of my own building need. Slowly, as if in a trance, I found myself moving towards them. Adam's fingers slid beneath the hem of Jessica's skirt, inching it upwards, exposing her thighs and the black silk panties that clung to her skin. With a swift tug, he pulled them to the side as Jessica let out a soft moan, her back arching against the cool tiles.

My mind was screaming at me to stop, to turn around and lock myself away from this madness, but my body betrayed me. It was as if I were moving outside of myself, watching as I knelt down in front of Jessica whose eyes were now closed, her lips parted in anticipation.

Adam's hand was on the back of my head, gentle but insistent. "Do it," he whispered, his voice laced with command. The heat from Jessica's body radiated onto my face as I edged closer to her most intimate parts. My tongue hesitated for only a second before it met the softness of her. Her taste was like honey and salt mingled together—a flavor so intoxicating that I couldn't help but want more.

Jessica's hands found their way into my hair, pulling me closer to her center as soft sighs escaped her lips. Her reactions spurred me on: every quiver of her body, every hitch in her breath was a signal that she was nearing the edge.

I could feel Adam's presence towering over us, his breathing heavy with excitement. The air itself seemed charged with erotic energy as he watched us—his wife and his ex-wife entwined in such an intimate act.

The room echoed with the sound of wetness and desire as Jessica began to tremble above me. Her thighs tightened around my head just before she convulsed in climax, a low cry falling from her lips that mingled with my name and Adam’s in a chorus of forbidden pleasure.

I pulled off of her and stood up. My husband came up to me and kissed me long and hard to taste his ex’s arousal on my tongue. I swirled my tongue around his and felt him moan through our kiss. His hands roamed my body while his fingers fumbled with my dress until it had joined the floor with the other clothes.

His pants were next. He slid them down to his ankles until he stepped out of them.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Adam stood in only his briefs in front of Jessica. His erection tented the fabric, teasing both of us with what was hidden beneath. Slowly, dramatically, he slid his underwear down to reveal his hardened cock. Jessica's eyes widened with lust as she drank him in, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips in anticipation. But it was the hunger in his eyes when he looked at her that sent shivers down my spine.

Adam grabbed Jessica by the waist and pressed her against the wall, his lips crashing into hers in a searing kiss. Heat pooled between my thighs as I watched them devour each other, their tongues entwining in a dance I had once thought reserved only for us. It shouldn't have turned me on this much, but I couldn't tear my eyes away.

As if sensing my gaze, Adam broke the kiss and trailed his lips down Jessica's neck, leaving a trail of heated skin in his wake. He reached behind her back and deftly unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor with a whisper. His mouth closed around one pert nipple while he cupped the other, rolling it between his thumb and forefinger. A low moan escaped Jessica's lips that made my core throb in envy and arousal.

Jessica's fingers dug into Adam's hair, urging him on in silent desperation. Her other hand wrapped around my wrist, leading my hand downwards, guiding me to the center of her desire. I hesitated only for a heartbeat before I let my fingers slide over the smooth skin of her stomach and between her thighs.

She was so incredibly wet, the heat and slickness of her pooling at my fingertips, beckoning me closer. My own breath hitched as I parted her folds with gentle pressure, discovering the pulsing warmth of her waiting desire.

With Adam still lavishing attention on her breasts, I began to explore Jessica with slow, deliberate strokes. Each glide of my fingers elicited soft whimpers from her lips—a symphony of pleasure that somehow made me feel both powerful and submissive at once.

Her hips began to rock against my touch, silently pleading for more. Encouraged by her urgency, I curled my fingers inside her, finding the tender spot that drew a sharp gasp from her throat. I focused there, rhythmically pressing as I watched Adam's mouth travel down over the curve of Jessica's belly.

Adam's hands moved to Jessica's hips and he pulled her panties down with such a slow tease that it felt torturous. The moment they slipped past her ankles, he tossed them aside with a flick of his wrist. He was deliberate in his movements—each one calculated to capture our full attention.

My fingers were slick as they continued their dance inside Jessica, but now Adam knelt before us. With one arm wrapped around Jessica's thigh for support, he brought his face close to where my fingers were buried deep within her. The warm puff of his breath sent a shudder through us both just before his tongue joined my fingers in their exploration.

Jessica moaned louder now, juggling the overwhelming sensations as Adam traced circles around her clit with his tongue while she rode against my hand. Her grip on me tightened almost painfully as she neared the brink.

It was intoxicating—watching them together like this, being part of their union yet distinctly apart. Waves of jealousy crashed over me again but were quickly drowned out by the undeniable rush of arousal. Through it all, I couldn't look away; couldn't stop touching; couldn't stop wanting.

"Look at your husband's face," Jessica breathed out between moans, pulling my gaze upwards. "I'm about to take him balls deep inside me."

Reluctant and flushed with shame yet unable to resist her command, I lowered my eyes to meet Adam's. His expression was one of sheer concentration and lust—a look that struck me with both a pang of loss and a thrill I couldn't deny.

As if in slow motion, Adam stood and positioned himself at Jessica's entrance. His cock glistened with precum and when he finally pushed inside her, Jessica cried out—a sound that pierced through the room and settled heavily in my chest.

Adam set a steady pace then; each thrust punctuated by Jessica's high-pitched keening and the wet sound of their bodies coming together. His grip on her thighs was sure and strong as he lifted her slightly with every movement—thrusting upward deeply into her welcoming heat.

I watched spellbound as Jessica took what had once been solely mine.

Jessica's back arched off the wall, her chest heaving against Adam's as her legs wrapped tightly around his waist. The intensity in their eyes locked onto each other, creating a circle of passion that excluded and included me simultaneously.

I could feel the tension building within Jessica; her body trembled with each successive wave of pleasure. My fingers moved frantically now, contributing to the storm of sensation that threatened to overwhelm her. And then, with a strangled cry and a shudder that ran through all three of us, she climaxed, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers.

The look in my Jessica’s eyes calmed me. Her pupils were dilated with arousal and her lips were puffy with desire. She leaned in and kissed me long and hard, distracting me from the fact that she was taking my husband’s cock.

Jessica slid her fingers inside my panties and thrust three of them inside of me. I let out a moan and a whimper. She felt so good teasing and kissing me while she moaned for my husband’s cock.

The three of us moved in unison. Adam thrust into Jessica and she thrust into me. The three of us pushed and pulled, rocked and swayed, and grunted and groaned until our sweaty bodies were ready to explode.

I was next. Jessica pressed her thumb to my clit and circled it while her fingers pushed in and out of me.

“Fuck,” I breathed as Jessica brought me to climax. It made me feel dirty, but it also made me feel desirable and loved.

Adam's pace became erratic, and I knew he was close. I withdrew my hand from between Jessica's thighs and watched as he gave into the waves of his own release. His head fell forward onto Jessica's shoulder, his breaths ragged against her skin.

The room fell silent but for the sound of heavy panting and the soft thrumming of blood in our ears. Jessica gently disentangled herself from Adam and stepped down with shaky legs. She turned to me with eyes softened by satisfaction and something akin to gratitude.

Adam ran a hand through his messed up hair and wiped sweat from his brow. His eyes were on his ex-wife as he said, “That was amazing.”

“Thank your wife there,” said Jessica.

Adam looked at me and smiled. He held my face in his hands and said, “Of course. Thank you so much.”

I nodded and then glanced at Jessica. “So, is that it? We’re done?”

Jessica began to clean herself and put on her clothes. “That depends,” she said. “Do you want us to be done?”

I didn’t want to answer that. I was still embarrassed that I’d let this whole thing happen, but the idea of never seeing her again made me feel empty.

“Of course, she doesn’t,” Adam answered for me. “Just look at how much fun she had.”

Jessica smiled and handed us our clothes. We dressed ourselves, but no amount of cleanup in a public bathroom would hide what we’d been doing in there. “Well, then,” she said. “You know how to reach me.”

With that, Jessica left us alone in the bathroom, presumably to disappear from the picnic altogether without even saying goodbye to her date.

“You do want to do this again, right?” Adam asked with a mixture of hope and fear in his eyes.

I exhaled, knowing I had to tell him the truth. “Yes,” I said. “I do.” And it was the truth. As much as I didn’t want to admit it, I was already missing Jessica’s lips on mine. I was already looking forward to the next time I would get to see my husband’s cock disappear inside her.
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As I approached the counter, my fingers traced over the spines of the books I had carefully selected. It was meant to be a simple checkout, until I laid eyes on Blair. She was leaning casually against the counter, her angular jaw resting in the palm of her hand as she watched me approach with an unreadable expression.

Her dark hair was clipped up haphazardly, a few rebellious strands framing her face that somehow accentuated the sharpness of her cheekbones. Her eyes, a piercing shade of green, were framed by thick lashes that fluttered occasionally - giving away her boredom or perhaps hinting at something more mischievous.

She wore the standard library polo shirt, but it clung to her body in a way that suggested she was more accustomed to clothes that celebrated rather than concealed. The fabric stretched ever so slightly across her chest, and my gaze lingered longer than necessary. I mentally chided myself – I’d never looked at women like that before.

"Find everything you were looking for?" Blair asked, her voice rich and smooth like melted chocolate.

I could detect a hint of a smirk playing on her lips as she took the collection of books from my hands. Her fingers brushed mine in what could have been an accident, but the electric jolt that traveled up my arm whispered otherwise.

"Um, yes, thank you," I managed to squeeze out from my suddenly parched throat.

There was a subtle hum in the way she scanned each book, her movements deliberate as if she were savoring each moment. My heart raced when I noticed how her tongue peeked out to wet her lips while she eyed the titles: 'A History of Modern Art', 'Philosophy of Aesthetics', and oh God—'Erotic Literature Through the Ages'. I felt heat rush to my cheeks, hoping she wouldn't comment on that last choice.

"Quite the variety," Blair said with raised eyebrows – but there was no judgment in her tone, only mild curiosity tinged with...was it flirtation?

"I’m a naturally curious person," I replied, trying to keep my voice level and ignore how conscious I was of every nuance in her expression.

Blair chuckled softly as she handed me back my library card. "Well-rounded education is important," she said. "Let me guess... art history major?"

"Psychology," I corrected her quickly, and immediately wondered why it felt so crucial for her to know. “These aren’t exactly required reading.”

"Fascinating," Blair murmured, meeting my gaze intently as if she were studying me now. It made me feel exposed and seen all at once.

I took my books and nodded stiffly – it was time to escape before I lost any semblance of self-restraint. But just as I turned away, Blair's voice stopped me in my tracks.

"You know," she started casually while tidying up around the counter as if what she'd say next was just an afterthought, "if you're interested in exploring more about that erotic arts book – we have a discussion group that meets on Thursdays."

I froze for what felt like an eternity before managing a nod. "I'll... think about it."

Her smile then was nothing short of victorious – inviting and knowing all at once. And as much as I tried to convince myself that it was just a polite offer, one meant for any library patron, I couldn't shake the feeling that it was tailored for me.

I walked away, the weight of the books in my arms nothing compared to the fluttering in my stomach. Was I really considering attending a discussion group about erotic literature? The very idea was both thrilling and terrifying.

Glancing back over my shoulder, I caught Blair watching me leave. She gave a simple, subtle wave, which on anyone else might have seemed innocuous. But from her, it felt like a challenge, an invitation to dip my toes into waters far deeper than academia.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of lectures and notes, but the image of Blair lingered at the edge of my thoughts, an unwelcome yet undeniable distraction. Her green eyes seemed to follow me through the mundane tasks of college life.

That evening, I sat in the college apartment I shared with my boyfriend with the books splayed out before me. The text on 'Erotic Literature Through the Ages' called to me. I flipped through the pages, stopping occasionally to absorb a particularly provocative passage or admire an intricate piece of artwork. Each page turn felt like a step closer to Thursday, to Blair and whatever that discussion group might hold.

My boyfriend glanced over with a smirk from his side of the room. "Looks intense," he commented playfully.

I shrugged it off with an attempt at nonchalance. "Just some light reading."

Cody chuckled, the sound warm and inviting. His tousled chestnut hair fell over his forehead as he leaned back in his chair, legs stretched out before him. His shirt hugged his well-defined arms—a testament to the hours he spent at the gym each week—yet he wore it with an ease that made it look like a second skin. His eyes, a deep shade of hazel, sparkled with mischief beneath thick lashes.

“Light reading?” He arched an eyebrow, that familiar crooked grin spreading across his lips. “Sure looks like it from here.”

I bit my lip, feeling the flush creeping into my cheeks. I had hoped to keep this little interest of mine somewhat private, but Cody knew me too well.

He rose from his chair effortlessly, crossing the room in a few strides to perch on the edge of the coffee table facing me. With Cody’s tall frame and broad shoulders now this close, I couldn't help but notice how he exuded a natural confidence that contrasted sharply with his playful demeanor.

“So…what’s in this thing?” He reached for the book and I let it slide from my fingers. He flipped through it while I mustered the courage to tell him about the meeting.

I drew in a breath. “Blair—a girl from the library—she invited me to this erotic literature meeting,” I confessed. My voice was quiet, almost lost amidst the stillness of our apartment.

A spark of interest lit up Cody’s face. “She did, huh? And when were you planning on telling me about this?”

I fidgeted with the hem of my skirt. “I was getting to that part,” I said defensively.

Cody leaned forward slightly, resting his elbows on his knees. The soft light from our lamp highlighted the subtle stubble along his jawline and brought out the golden flecks in his eyes.

“And you want me to come along?” he asked softly, bringing a hand to gently tuck a strand of hair behind my ear.

My gaze flickered up to meet his. “Would you?” There was an earnest plea behind my words. “It’s just… I swear she was flirting with me,” and it’s confusing me, I thought to myself. “ I thought if you were there…”

Understanding dawned on him, excitement lighting up his eyes. “Say no more, babe. Of course, I’ll go with you.” He scooted closer and took my hands into his larger ones. “Sounds kinda hot.”

Gratitude washed over me as I nodded, relieved even though he only saw this as an opportunity to think about sex. “Thank you,” I whispered.

With that settled, Cody flipped it open to a random page. His eyes widened slightly at the content before looking up at me with a teasing glint. “I can’t believe people are going to gather around and discuss this. Without it turning into a big orgy.”

I laughed and lightly whacked his shoulder. “You better not embarrass me.”

“Oh no,” he teased. “I wouldn’t want to embarrass you in front of your new girlfriend.”

I feigned another laugh, but my insides were twisting into knots. Why was I so nervous to see her again?
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Cody's hand, warm and reassuring, rested on the small of my back as we made our way through the scented maze of roasted coffee beans and frothy cappuccinos. The local coffee shop, a snug little haven with mismatched chairs and books lining the walls, buzzed with anticipation for tonight's gathering. Little did I know, our arrival would stir more than just interest in literature.

Blair's eyes widened when she caught sight of us, and her lips parted in a mixture of surprise and something else—something unreadable. "Sasha! I didn't know you'd be bringing...company," she said, the last word gently dipped in curiosity as her gaze lingered on Cody.

"This is Cody," I introduced, watching a curtain of confusion pass over her face before she masked it with a polite smile. A touch too late, I realized Blair hadn't expected me to have a boyfriend. She extended her hand towards him, her slim fingers barely grazing his palm in a handshake that lingered just a moment too long.

I could feel the undercurrents of attraction immediately. Cody's posture shifted ever so slightly toward Blair—almost imperceptible to anyone not looking for it. His eyes traced the lines of her face as if committing them to memory—the way he had once studied me.

We took our seats among the dozen others—a small group brought together by a thirst for provocative prose. My heart thrummed against my ribs as Cody pulled out the chair beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body.

The discussion took off, swirling around us like an autumn wind—passionate, heated opinions about characters and plots from the latest erotic bestseller. But beneath each spoken word, there was another conversation happening through secret glances between Cody and Blair.

I no longer feared that Blair was attracted to me, because whatever attraction she felt grew tenfold for Cody. The snake of jealousy coiled within me.

Blair read aloud a particularly steamy passage, her voice dipping into sultry tones that held the room captive. Her eyes would occasionally flit towards us—towards Cody—and I felt envy mixed with a growing seed of arousal. There was no doubt about it; Cody was drawn to her like a moth to flame.

Our knees touched under the table—a small point of contact that sent ripples of awareness through me. I looked at Cody—really looked at him—and saw his jaw set in that way that told me more than words ever could. He was into this; he was into Blair.

And I? I was surprised to find myself filled with a curious sense of excitement—a thrilling edge that was entirely new to me. Perhaps it was the charged atmosphere or the titillating passages we were dissecting as a group, but I found myself imagining what it might be like if Blair's seductive readings were not for an audience but just for us—me and Cody.

When the meeting finally drew to a close and we all stood up to leave, lingering goodbyes hanging in the air, Blair approached us with an unreadable expression. "I'm glad you came," she said, eyes darting between us in an unspoken question.

"Yeah," Cody replied, his voice low and edged with something that sounded like anticipation, "we should do this again."

And there it was—Blair’s opening for an invitation. “Well, we could always take this back to my place. Have some late-night coffees and more discussion.”

I opened my mouth to decline when Cody beat me to the punch. “We’d love to,” he said, his hand finding the small of my back again. My back arched slightly in response, my nipples puckering in my bra. The thought of both of us being alone in Blair’s apartment sent an unfamiliar, hot shiver through me.

Blair smiled and said, “Great. Follow me.”
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The walk to Blair's apartment was thick with unspoken words, the air charged like the brisk moments before a storm. Cody's occasional glances at me held questions he wasn't asking, and each time his gaze shifted to Blair in front of us, I could see the subtle play of appreciation lighting his eyes. Blair, for her part, maintained the cheery facade of a perfect hostess, directing us cheerfully through the darkened streets.

We arrived at her apartment—a cozy one-bedroom on the second floor of a well-kept brownstone. The interior was an eclectic mix of vintage furniture and modern art, which gave away her penchant for blending the classic with the contemporary. She led us straight to the kitchen where she busied herself with brewing coffee. The mundane act seemed to momentarily break the tension that had followed us from the meeting.

Cody leaned against the counter, watching Blair with an intensity that belied his casual posture. "You've got a nice place," he commented.

"Thanks," Blair replied, not missing a beat as she scooped ground beans into a French press. "I like mixing things up."

That statement hung in the air, mingling with the rich scent of coffee. I wondered if there was more to it than just décor advice. Taking a seat at the small kitchen table, I took in the scene before me: Cody, still watching Blair; Blair, playing oblivious while probably knowing exactly what effect she was having; and myself, caught in a confused mix of emotions I still hadn’t figured out.

Blair brought over three mugs and sat next to me. Her smile didn't falter as she handed out the steaming cups. "So," she began, clearly relishing her role as provocateur, "what did you two think of today's readings?"

"They were... stimulating," Cody said, his grin suggesting a hidden meaning. "Certainly makes you think about pushing boundaries.”

Blair's eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned forward slightly. "Boundaries are meant to be explored," she murmured with a hint of suggestiveness that made my skin prickle with awareness.

We sipped our coffee and discussed various authors and stories from our meeting, but it wasn't long before Blair steered the conversation back to less innocent topics. Every anecdote she shared seemed laced with sensuality; every question posed felt like it peeled back another layer in this game of intimate chess we were playing.

As we talked and laughed—each laugh a little too loud or lasting a little too long—I found myself watching them both: Blair with her flirty glances and lingering touches on Cody's arm; Cody with his boyish charm turned into something more potent in this setting.

The underlying current of desire was palpable now; all it would take was one bold move to turn this electric atmosphere into flames. And then Blair leaned closer to me than she had all night, her breath warm on my ear as she whispered conspiratorially, "Why don't we continue this discussion somewhere more comfortable?"

Cody had heard, and he cleared his throat gently as he met my gaze, seeking silent permission or perhaps a sign of my acceptance. His eyes held a mix of questions and anticipation, a wordless plea for me to set the pace. For a moment, I hesitated, torn between the heat stirring inside me and the walls I had so carefully put up around my desires.

Blair's hand found mine, her fingers weaving through as if to reassure and entice, pulling me gently but firmly towards her bedroom. The door closed behind us with a soft click that seemed to echo the finality of my choice.

The room was dimly lit by a bedside lamp, casting an amber glow over Blair's features as she turned towards us. Blair’s eyes sparkled with mischief as they locked onto Cody, then flitted to mine. My breath hitched, feeling the familiar thrill of excitement laced with a twinge of jealous possessiveness.

Blair reached for the hem of her simple but elegant black dress. With a swift, fluid motion, she peeled the fabric upward, revealing inch by tantalizing inch of her creamy skin.

Cody's breath caught audibly beside me, and I couldn't help but mirror his reaction. As Blair's dress passed over the swell of her breasts, it revealed that she had chosen to forego a bra for the evening. Her breasts were full and pert; her nipples, already tight with arousal, were a shade darker than the surrounding flesh and begged for attention. The dress finally slipped off over her head and fluttered to the ground like a discarded secret.

Without breaking eye contact with us, Blair hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her lace panties—black and almost see-through—and in one smooth gesture slid them down over the curve of her hips. They whispered down her long, shapely legs until she stepped out of them gracefully, standing before us in all her unabashed glory.

Her body was slender with curves; from the dip in her waist to the flare of her hips down to her toned thighs. The softness between them was barely hidden by a neatly trimmed patch.

Blair was more than just flesh and bone; she was desire personified—a living fantasy that both intimidated and enticed me. She moved with the grace of an experienced lover who knew exactly what effect she had on others.

I felt Cody's hand tremble against mine as Blair perched herself on the edge of the bed, legs parted just enough to be inviting yet still demure. A silent challenge hung in the air: who would break first under this heavy cloud of raw need?

It was as though time itself slowed down while we sat there entranced by Blair's confident display. There was no question about it—we both wanted her. And tonight, I feared I would watch as Cody succumbed to that very temptation with my heart pounding wildly against my ribs

Silently, I urged myself to either leave or to join—to make some definitive decision—but it was as though I was rooted to the spot by the magnetic pull of the unfolding scene before me. My own body responded with an intensity I couldn't deny; a shiver ran down my spine as Blair's gaze locked onto mine.

“What are you doing?” I choked out, but Blair only smiled.

“I thought that after todays’ discussions, we might relieve a bit of pent up tension. I can sense it in both of you. And neither of you have been able to keep your eyes off of me all night.”

I wanted to argue against her, but I knew it was the truth. I’d been watching her as closely as Cody had been.

She beckoned us closer with one finger, a siren calling us into her depth. Cody looked at me again, this time his expression laced with raw hunger. It was clear he wanted this—wanted her—but he wouldn't act without my consent.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped forward, my movements shaky but deliberate. Blair closed her legs and stood to meet me. Her fingers danced over my skin with deliberation as she reached for my clothes, each button of my blouse slipping through its hole as if in slow motion. Her eyes seemed to hold a smoldering fire within them, locked onto mine. I was acutely aware of the flush spreading across my chest and the warmth spiraling in my belly.

My breath hitched when her hands, cool and bold, brushed the bare skin revealed by my now open blouse. She leaned in, her lips hovering just above the valley between my breasts, not touching, but close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her mouth.

I heard the sound of fabric rustling. My boyfriend was mirroring us, his clothing shedding piece by piece. His gaze was fixed on us with an intensity that I hadn’t seen since the first time we’d made love.

Blair's hands moved to my skirt, her fingertips tracing the waistband before she ever so gently tugged it downward. As it pooled around my feet, my nearly naked form stood vulnerable before her in just my lingerie—an offering to both her and him.

He stood now in just his boxers, his erection visibly strained against the cotton, his chest rising and falling with desire. I could see the darkened hue of his eyes from beside us, sending shivers cascading down my spine.

As Blair knelt to help me step out of my skirt, she pressed a soft kiss to my hip bone, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I instinctively reached out to steady myself on her shoulders.

Her ascent back up was torturously slow, her lips trailing fire up along my inner thigh before standing again face to face with me. Her fingers slipped beneath the straps of my bra—her teasing touch borderline excruciatingly exquisite—as she slid them down over my shoulders. Our eyes never broke contact as she unclasped it at the back with ease and pulled it away.

The cool air swept across my skin leaving goosebumps in its wake and perking up what little modesty I had left. A gentle push from Blair's fingertips was all it took for me to backstep until I felt the firm warmth of his body behind me—a bulwark of pure male heat.

As Blair dropped to her knees once more—this time to slide off my panties—her gaze lifted towards where he enveloped me from behind. She held his gaze as much as mine while she removed the last barrier of fabric separating me from her.

I felt Cody’s hard-on press against my ass. He had removed his boxers, and the heat of his body pulsed through me.

Blair's warm breath teased my inner thighs as I leaned back into the solid chest behind me. Cody's hands roamed over my body, his fingertips grazing the sensitive skin of my waist before they climbed higher, skimming the underside of my breasts. The heat of anticipation pooled within me, a slow burn that promised to ignite into something fierce and consuming.

A shiver ran through me when Blair's tongue finally made contact, parting my folds with a softness at odds with her hunger. She was on her knees for us, for this moment, her dedication written in every deliberate lick. I moaned softly, tilting my hips to grant her better access while Cody circled my nipples with his thumbs, firming them to tight peaks.

Blair’s fingers dug slightly into my thighs, holding me open for her exploration. She knew exactly how to work me up, her tongue swirling and dipping in a maddening rhythm that had me bucking towards her mouth.

Cody's whisper was hot against my ear. "You look so beautiful like this," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His words wrapped around me like another layer of sensation, urging me closer to the edge.

One of Cody's hands slid down between our bodies and he pressed his fingers against where Blair's mouth was devotedly at work. He didn't penetrate, just added pressure in time with Blair's movements, heightening the pleasure coursing through me. His other hand cradled the back of my neck gently, keeping me anchored as I threatened to unravel under their dual ministrations.

Blair intensified her efforts as if sensing my approaching climax. She flattened her tongue and pressed it firmly against my clitoris, flicking it rapidly. My grip on Cody's arm tightened reflexively as waves of pleasure started to crash over me.

"Let go," Cody encouraged softly in my ear, his breath hitching as he watched the scene before him.

With a few more purposeful licks from Blair and a slight thrust of Cody's fingers against that perfect spot, I came undone. My vision blurred and a cry escaped from deep within my throat as an orgasm swept through me in powerful surges. Blair didn’t relent; she continued to lap at me through it all, drawing out each trembling aftershock until I slumped back against Cody completely spent.

As bliss ebbed away and left a tender sensitivity in its wake, I felt Cody’s arms envelop me in a secure embrace while Blair placed one final kiss on my thigh before rising from her submissive posture.

Blair pushed sweaty strands of hair from my face, her gaze intense as it landed on mine. “I’m going to fuck your boyfriend now,” she said. It wasn’t a question, but I nodded anyway.

The flames of my climax were still licking at my insides when Blair, with that smirk of satisfaction, moved away from me and to the bed. Like a queen claiming her throne, she lay back against the sheets, her skin glowing like lamplight. Her legs parted like the petals of an alluring flower, inviting—daring—Cody to approach.

My heart fluttered, a caged bird within my chest as Cody’s solid frame moved with intent. There was no hesitation in his movements; every muscle was taut with desire, his eyes fixed on Blair's wide-open invitation. He looked like a conqueror, and there was Blair’s body, her moistened flesh, her valley of hedonistic pleasure ready to surrender to him.

Clutching himself, Cody presented his thickness to Blair and I watched—a voyeur caught between pleasure and envy—as he readied himself. His hand wandered over the hills and valleys of Blair's form, teasing both her and me. When he finally guided himself to her entrance and breached her with a firm push, I felt it in my own body—a phantom fullness that left me aching.

My eyes never strayed from them as he penetrated her, his cock disappearing inside her wetness, reappearing only to plunge back in. I couldn't take my eyes off of them, even though a part of me wanted to look away.

The way her tits bounced with every thrust was mesmerizing, and I ached to reach out and caress them, but I knew that these breasts were not mine to touch tonight. A pang of jealousy surged through me, but it was quickly met with arousal when Blair moaned out his name in ecstasy.

I couldn't help but slide my hand down between my legs, my fingers gliding along my drenched folds. I teased myself as I imagined myself in Blair's place, Cody's cock filling me up instead. I was envious of her. So much so that it burned inside of me like an unquenchable flame. But there was also a thrill in watching him pleasure another woman, knowing that he would come home to me afterwards.

The room filled with their sounds of passion: the wet noises of flesh meeting flesh, their gasps, Blair’s soft moans floating across to me like an incantation. It wasn’t just about sex; it was about power—the power she held over both of us in that moment.

Their rhythm established itself quickly—Cody driving into Blair with an intensity that resonated through the air. His hands gripped her thighs, lifting and manipulating her as though she were nothing but a doll for our pleasure. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, at his back, at anything within reach as if trying to anchor herself in a sea of sensation.

I sat there watching them interlocked in a dance as old as time yet fresh with every moan and thrust. With every push inside her, I could see his muscles tense under his skin—a visual testament to the force of their fucking. And each time he pulled back before plunging into her again, there was this moment where time seemed suspended.

My envy wasn’t bitter—it was fuel for the fire burning within me. A part of me craved to be in Blair’s place while another part reveled in this act of watching—of being outside.

Blair's moans grew louder and more desperate, and I knew she was close too. I dipped my fingers inside me as I mimicked their actions on the bed and felt my climax build and tear through me like a storm.

As they moved together toward climax, their tempo grew frenzied. Blair’s breath came in sharp intakes as if she was drinking in the very essence of life itself while Cody became more animalistic in his urges—every movement etched with primal need. It built to a high that seemed almost tangible—the air around us vibrating until they both shuddered together in release.

Blair arched beneath him as waves crashed through her and Cody’s grip tightened as if he were holding onto reality by a thread spun from pure ecstasy. Their cries melded together—a chorus that marked their simultaneous surrender.

Watching them experience such raw abandon stirred something deep within me—a hunger intensified by their display. Even though I wasn't physically part of their union, I felt bonded to them through this shared act of passion that played out before my eyes.

As they finally stilled, their bodies slick and glistening, Cody collapsed beside Blair, his breath ragged as if he’d run a marathon. Their eyes met and held, a silent conversation passing between them that I could only guess at from my distant spot.

Blair turned her head then, her gaze catching mine, and there was an undeniable triumph in her smile. But it wasn’t cruel or mocking; it was an invitation to join in the afterglow of what we had all created together.

Slowly, I made my way towards the bed, feeling the weight of their stares upon me. As I reached the edge of the mattress, Cody extended a hand to me—his gesture simple yet so full of meaning.

Taking his hand, I allowed myself to be pulled into the tangle of limbs. I nestled into Cody's side opposite Blair. His arm wrapped around me, bringing me against him with a familiar easiness. Blair's fingers lazily traced patterns across all our skins, binding us to her.

I watched Blair’s chest rise and fall, her breathing normalizing as she slipped into a contented daze. Cody’s heartbeat echoed against my cheek, a steady drum. And in this shared space, where possession gave way to profound connection, I found a sense of peace.

The room was warm, the air still charged with sexual energy as our collective satisfaction permeated every corner. It was in these quiet moments after that I truly understood the delicate balance of our relationship—the push and pull, the give and take.

Cody turned his face towards mine, his eyes soft with affection. Leaning in, he kissed me deeply; a reassurance that no matter how far we wandered in our explorations with Blair or anyone else, we always had a home within each other.

Blair watched us with heavy-lidded eyes before snuggling closer and whispering words that were meant for both of us: “To pushing boundaries.”

Cody and I smiled. “To pushing boundaries,” we echoed. I knew that my future library visits would never be the same.
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I lay there, tossing and turning for what felt like an eternity. Jake's soft snores were periodically interrupted by his murmurs of discontent as the bass from next door throbbed through our bedroom wall like a relentless heartbeat. Every cheer and burst of laughter was a sharp prod to my already frayed nerves.

"I can't take this anymore," I muttered, flinging the covers off with a huff of frustration.

"Amanda," Jake mumbled, his voice thick with sleep, "just try to ignore it. It's probably going to wind down soon."

I sat up and looked at him. The faint glow from the streetlight outside filtered through our sheer curtains, painting his features in shades of muted gold and deep shadow. He was trying to be the voice of reason, but the tension in his jaw betrayed his own irritation.

"Jake, it's three in the morning," I whispered fiercely, my own patience unraveling thread by thread. "How are we supposed to function at work tomorrow on no sleep?"

He sighed, rubbing his eyes before sitting up to join me in mutual exasperation. The music next door crescendoed as if to mock our plight; some track I recognized but couldn't name played at a volume meant for stadiums, not sleepy suburban neighborhoods.

"I know it's loud," Jake said gently, reaching for my hand. "But going over there might just make things worse. We don't want any bad blood with our neighbors."

I squeezed his hand, appreciating his concern but still simmering with an anger that refused to be soothed. The idea of confrontation twisted my stomach into knots—I didn't enjoy conflict. But the thought of another sleepless hour pushed me closer to the edge.

"I'm just going to ask them nicely," I said, pulling away to slide out of bed and reach for my robe. "Maybe they don't realize how loud they're being."

He watched me with a mixture of worry and resignation etched into his tired features as I belted the robe around my waist and slipped my feet into slippers that were more fuzz than form.

"Be careful," Jake implored quietly as I took a deep breath to steel myself.

Nodding, I padded out of our room and down the hall. My heart thudded uncomfortably in my chest—a timid rabbit trapped between ribs that felt too close together. The journey from our front door to theirs felt monumental. As I stepped out into the crisp night air, each crunch of gravel under my slippers was a silent drumroll leading up to what could either be a success or a humiliation.

The noise grew louder as I approached their brightly lit porch—the epicenter—where shadows danced behind semi-closed blinds. My hand hovered above the doorbell for a moment, uncertainty coursing through me like an icy stream.

With a shaky breath, I pressed the button and waited amidst the clamor for someone to answer—hoping against hope that this would be quick and painless, and that sleep might still claim us before dawn painted the sky in shades of apology.

The door swung open, revealing Chloe in all her infuriating glory. She stood there, the lively hum of conversation and laughter spilling out around her like an unwelcome invitation. Her eyes—a striking shade of green—narrowed slightly as she took me in: my disheveled hair, my hastily donned robe, my bare face flushed from both anger and the chill of the night air.

"Can I help you?" she asked, every word dripping with feigned innocence.

I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to shore up my resolve. "The music," I started, my voice steadier than I felt. "It's too loud. It's after three in the morning, and we can't sleep."

Chloe's lips curled into that smirk—the one that had an irritating habit of making my stomach flip despite everything. "Oh? And what are you going to do about it?"

My jaw tightened at her challenge. "I'll call the cops," I said, words clipped with the steel of a threat. "And they'll make you turn it down."

Her smirk widened into a grin that felt like a red flag. She looked me up and down slowly, deliberately, as if she could see right through the fabric of my robe and into every corner of discomfort she was causing.

"That so?" Chloe leaned against the doorframe, her gaze holding mine captive. "I'm not scared of you or your threats."

Before I could muster another word, she stepped back and shut the door with a decisive click that reverberated through me like an echo.

Left standing on the doorstep, silence settled around me for a moment—a stark contrast to the muffled beats that still penetrated the neighboring walls. Confusion tangled with fresh annoyance; I was now grappling with more than just frustration over lost sleep. There was something else—an unfamiliar tension roiling beneath the surface of my skin whenever Chloe looked at me that way.

I turned back and trudged home across the lawn dividing our houses—a gulf that suddenly seemed much wider than before.

I slipped back into bed beside Jake without a word. His arm found its way around me automatically, offering silent comfort as if he could sense my inner turmoil without needing an explanation.

As I lay there in the dark, eyes wide open and staring at nothing, I couldn't shake Chloe's smirk from my mind. It haunted the edges of my consciousness like a puzzle demanding to be solved—a puzzle I wasn't sure I wanted any part of.

And yet, as much as I tried to deny it, there was a trace of something else mingling with irritation; something dangerous and alluring that promised to unravel every certainty I had about myself. It left me feeling exposed and vulnerable in ways I hadn't anticipated—ways that both frightened and intrigued me.

Sleep remained elusive for the rest of the night, leaving me to count each throbbing beat until dawn finally brought with it a reluctant silence—one that did little to soothe the restless questions now awakening within me.
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“Can you believe it? She just shut the door in my face!”

Jack clutched my shoulders to get my attention. “She’s young. You know how young people are.”

“I wasn’t like that when I was young.”

Jack chuckled. “I know. But I was. Do you want me to go have a talk with her?”

My eyes were wide as I looked up at him. I didn’t need to say yes for him to understand. He nodded and smiled. “I’ll be right back.”

I pressed my forehead against the cool glass pane, watching Jake cross the lawn with that determined stride of his, one that always made my heart beat a little faster. He was on a mission to confront Chloe about the ruckus that had filled our normally serene neighborhood until the early hours of the morning. The lack of sleep had left a dull ache behind my eyes, and I was irritated—not only with Chloe but with the entire situation.

Jake reached Chloe's front porch, and she swung open the door before he could even knock. She greeted him with that dazzling smile that had all the men in our cul-de-sac tripping over themselves, and I felt an unwanted surge of possessiveness. I watched from my vantage point as they started to talk. Their conversation wasn't audible through the distance and the glass but their body language spoke volumes.

Chloe did what she does best—flirting. Her laughter reached me even up here, a series of light, musical notes that suggested more intimacy than she had with Jake. She tossed her hair over one shoulder—a golden cascade that seemed to catch the morning sun just right—and I saw her hand reach out, lingering on Jake's arm as she leaned in closer than necessary.

An unexpected warmth spread through me, an arousal I didn't want to acknowledge. It irritated me further how Chloe's blatant seduction drew such a reaction from me—how it could when I was becoming increasingly exasperated by her antics. Yet, there was something about seeing Jake like this—desired, wanted—that ignited a flame deep within me.

Despite my growing irritation with our neighbor, part of me—a part I wasn't quite ready to examine too closely—enjoyed watching them together. Jake listened attentively, nodding occasionally as Chloe spoke. Then she did something unexpected that sent a jolt through me: she placed her hand on his chest as she issued what seemed to be a very heartfelt apology.

I swallowed hard, trying to push down the complex cocktail of emotions brewing inside me: jealousy, desire, confusion. It was all too much—too close to those fantasies that sometimes danced at the edge of my consciousness late at night.

I watched as Jake finally stepped back. The conversation seemed to be wrapping up but not before Chloe reached out again, this time her fingertips brushing against his forearm.

As Jake turned and started back towards our house, my heart raced for reasons I couldn't fully comprehend. This was an unwanted complication in our simple life—one I wasn't sure how I’d navigate.

When he came inside moments later, his expression was unreadable. "Well," he said as he caught sight of me at the top of the stairs, "she apologized profusely and promised not to let it happen again."

"And?" I prodded, descending the stairs to meet him halfway.

"And," he paused before meeting my gaze, "she invited us over for dinner. To make amends."

Us. A flicker of something passed through his eyes—was it interest? Anticipation? Or perhaps it mirrored my own tangled feelings: a curious blend of desire and reluctance. He held my gaze as if searching for an answer, a question hanging between us. I felt a pull, a curiosity, despite the irritation Chloe stirred within me.

"We don't have to go if you don't want to," Jake said, his voice steady, offering me an out.

I hesitated, torn between refusing outright and the strange, burgeoning excitement at the thought of being so close to the source of my irritation—and attraction. Something primal in me wanted to stake my claim on Jake in front of Chloe. To show her that his casual charm and warm smiles were mine to bask in. Yet, part of me wanted more than that—to explore something more forbidden.

"Maybe we should," I found myself saying, surprising even myself with the words. "It might be good to clear the air."

Jake nodded slowly, his eyes never leaving mine as if trying to decipher the reasons behind my acceptance. There was a subtle shift in his demeanor, a hint of the excitement I felt reflecting back at me.

The days leading up to the dinner felt charged with an electric current. My mind wandered more often than not to what it would be like—sitting across from Chloe as she played the gracious hostess. Would she continue her flirty antics with Jake? And more importantly, how would I react if she did?

The evening arrived all too quickly, and I found myself dressing with more care than usual. I put on my sexiest little black dress and told myself it was because I was trying to stake claim to my husband and not to impress her.

My stomach fluttered with nerves as we crossed our lawn once again toward Chloe's front door.

The dinner passed in a blur of polite conversation and carefully measured glances. Chloe was charming and attentive, trying perhaps a little too hard to make amends. Every time she laughed too loud or touched Jake's arm in passing, I felt that same hot flash of arousal mixed with irritation.

After dessert, as we sat in Chloe's tastefully decorated living room sipping coffee, Jake excused himself to use the restroom. Left alone with Chloe, I braced myself for another wave of her flirtation; instead, she turned earnest eyes on me.

"I really am sorry about the other night," she started. "Let me know how I can make it up to you.”

“Well, for starters, you can stop flirting with my husband.”

Chloe smirked. “No. I don’t think I’ll do that.”

“Why not?”

Her gaze held mine. “Because you like it when I flirt with him.”

I stammered. “What? No, I don’t.”

“You can lie to yourself all you want, but it won’t keep it from being true.”

“It’s not a lie.”

Chloe leaned back and folded her arms over her chest. “Wanna bet? I can prove it to you.”

When Jake returned, he found us tense all over again, but for a very different reason. I caught his eye and saw concern there.

Chloe's confidence was unsettling, a siren call that made my heart race for reasons I couldn't fathom. I tore my eyes from her and looked to Jake, trying to telegraph a plea for normalcy. But Chloe was undeterred.

As Jake approached, Chloe rose, all grace and certainty. She sauntered over to him, her hips swaying with an inviting rhythm that seemed to captivate even the air around her. My throat went dry when she reached him, her hand coming up to trace the line of his jaw.

"Jake," she cooed, and there was a promise in that single word that sent a shiver through me. "I owe Amanda an apology, and I think the best way is for you to help me show her something."

His brow furrowed in confusion as Chloe's fingers drifted from his jaw down to the buttons of his shirt. With each deliberate touch, I could feel a hurricane about to be unleashed with my consent.

"Chloe, what are you doing?" His voice was steady but cautious as he glanced in my direction.

"Shh," she whispered against his lips before pressing into him with a searing kiss.

Something ignited within me at the sight—anger, jealousy, desire—I couldn't separate them. And yet, I couldn't turn away. Chloe was proving her point with every lingering touch, each moan that Jake couldn't suppress as she deepened the kiss.

I remained motionless in the dining chair, my breath caught in my throat as Chloe's lips lingered on Jake's, her eyes half-closed in a sultry gaze. The kiss broke, but the silence hummed with electric anticipation. My husband looked at me with a question in his eyes—the silent permission he sought was already throbbing in the room's thick air. I offered a slight nod, surrendering to the unfolding scene.

Chloe stepped back from Jake, her fingers tracing the top button of her blouse with deliberate slowness. Her eyes locked onto mine, a smirk playing on her lips as she popped the button through its hole. The blouse fell open slightly, revealing the curve of her breast and the lace of her bra beneath. She turned just enough for Jake to catch a glimpse before she cast another glance my way, ensuring that I saw every calculated move.

With a tantalizing slowness, she shrugged off her blouse, and it slid down her arms to crumple at her feet. Her skin glowed in the dim light—smooth, unblemished—as if each inch had been kissed by the sun. I felt a pang of jealousy mixed with arousal; I both wanted to be her and be with her at the same time.

Chloe's hands moved to her skirt, skimming along her hips before finding the zipper at the side. The sound of it lowering was like an echo in the quiet room—a promise of more to come. The fabric slipped over her curves and pooled around her ankles, leaving Chloe standing there in only her matching bra and panties set that left little to the imagination.

Her eyes never left mine as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. The thin straps slid over her shoulders as she held the cups against herself for a moment—holding back our view—and then let them fall forward. My husband made an involuntary sound at the back of his throat as Chloe revealed herself fully to him.

She stood there, radiant and unashamedly naked before us, while I clenched my fists on the arms of my chair, feeling exposed in my emotional nakedness even as I remained fully clothed. It was a dance we all knew well by now; each step practiced in our own ways—Jake's restraint, Chloe's exhibitionism, and my own complicit arousal and complex envy.

Chloe sauntered toward Jake like a predator closing in on its prey—with confidence that belied an underlying hint of vulnerability. As she approached him, I could see his chest rise and fall more rapidly; he was entranced by her beauty but hyper-aware of my presence.

Then she was upon him. Her hands roamed across his chest before peeling off Jake's shirt, letting it fall to the ground with a soft thud. She found his belt and unbuckled it with purposeful eagerness—a silent agreement passing between them that only served to stoke the heat within me.

Jake's breathing grew heavier as Chloe teased the fabric of his pants and boxers down his hips, revealing more of him inch by agonizing inch. When she finally pulled his pants all the way off, he stood before me, under her spell as much as I was.

Chloe turned her attention to Jake's now fully exposed cock, glistening with anticipation. She wrapped her hand around him, and he inhaled sharply. I could see her hand moving rhythmically as she began to stroke him. His eyes fluttered closed for a moment before locking on mine. In them, I saw a mixture of humiliation and raw desire—a mirror of what churned within my own chest.

I felt myself moving toward them without conscious thought, drawn by a force that overrode any remaining hesitation. Each step felt like wading through molasses—time seemed fluid—and when I reached them, my hands were trembling.

Jake and Chloe watched me intently as I reached out and placed my hand over hers on Jake's hardness. Together we stroked him, our fingers intertwining as we shared the control of his pleasure. Jake let out a moan that was both helpless and hungry at once.

Chloe smiled wickedly at my cooperation and leaned in to kiss me this time. Her lips met mine in an electric contact that left no room for doubt. Chloe had been right. I wanted this. The taste of Jake still lingered on her mouth, tangling our desires together until they were indistinguishable.

As we kissed, her hand left mine to trail down between my legs. She slipped beneath the elastic of my panties and found the heat waiting there. A gasp broke from my lips into her mouth as she found my most sensitive spot and began to rub with an expertise that sent shockwaves through my body.

Jake's hands found their way to my waist, pulling me closer so that I was sandwiched between them: Chloe's teasing fingers in front and the hard length of Jake pressed against my backside. It was overwhelming—the heat of their bodies, the scent of arousal heavy in the air, and the relentless flood of sensations that Chloe elicited from deep within me.

Chloe dropped to her knees and shimmied my panties off from under my dress. They were soaked and she smiled at how wet they were. She tossed them to the side and positioned herself under my skirt, while Jake’s hands roamed the front of my, cupping my breasts. Jake tugged my dress down underneath my full tits, and removed my bra, exposing them completely.

Chloe’s tongue met my clit and sent a jolt of electricity through me. She slipped two fingers inside me, curling and pumping while she sucked. Jake’s fingers teased my nipples while his hard cock pulsed at my back. He angled it under my dress, searching for my pussy, when I stopped him.

I turned over my shoulder, my eyelids heavy with lust, while Chloe continued to suck and lick my pussy. “I want you to fuck her,” I said, surprising myself.

Chloe had heard. She stood up and smirked sending a shiver down my spine. I was embarrassed to say she’d been right, but she knew it anyway. She gazed at my breasts, cupped them, then lowered her mouth down, taking in one nipple at a time. I ran my fingers through her hair, moaning, as her warm mouth enveloped me. She was soft and warm, different from my rough-skinned husband.

Chloe lifted from my breasts and tucked my hair behind my ear. “First, I’m going to suck your husband’s cock while you play with yourself.” She angled her head to the chair and I moved toward it, spreading my legs and placing my fingers on my pussy.

Jake swallowed hard as Chloe lowered before him. She smiled up at him, a petite servant, only wishing to please him for my sake. I teased my clit slowly as I watched her pump his cock in her fist and then open wide.

Her lips parted and shiny with saliva. He hesitated for a split second before aiming his hard cock at her wet mouth. I held my breath, anticipating the moment when Chloe's perfect red lips would envelop him for the first time. As he pushed inside, her eyes squeezed shut, and a soft moan escaped her lips. I knew that sound so well; it was one that signaled his cock had breached her resistance, stretching her mouth beyond its limits.

Her hands were on his thighs, grasping him tightly as though she was afraid to let go. Slowly, he eased himself in and out, letting her get used to his girth. I could see beads of his pre-cum on Chloe's lips glistening in the dim light.

Chloe’s eyes flickered up to meet mine, holding my gaze as she took him deeper, her lips stretching around his length. A pulse of pleasure resonated through me, in rhythm with each bob of her head. Jake’s hands found their way into Chloe’s hair, guiding her movements with an urgency that mirrored the throbbing between my thighs.

The room was thick with the scent of arousal, and the only sounds were Chloe’s muffled moans and the wet sound of her mouth worshipping Jake. It was a melody that drove me wild.

My fingers moved faster now, circling and teasing as the tension built within me like a coiled spring. I watched Jake’s face contort with bliss, his eyes half-closed and his jaw slackened. As Chloe worked him over, her own arousal was palpable; it hung in the air like electricity.

Jake's breath turned to ragged gasps, signaling his impending release. My own climax was cresting, ready to break. And then it happened—Jake's body stiffened, his hips bucked upward, and he let out a guttural groan as he emptied himself into Chloe's welcoming mouth.

The sight pushed me over the edge; waves of ecstasy crashed down on me in relentless succession. I rode out my orgasm in silence, watching as Chloe gently cleaned Jake with a devotion that left me both envious and exhilarated.

Amanda should be extremely turned on, but also feeling cucked and jealous, watching her husband’s tongue and attention on someone else. Amanda’s arousal is a mixture of humiliation and desire

Jake grabbed Chloe’s shoulders, pulling her up from her knees. He effortlessly lifted her onto the dining table, laying her back so she was within inches of my face. Her breasts heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment before Jake leaned in to claim her mouth in a searing kiss. It was mesmerizing to watch my husband's lips on another woman's—the same lips that had once only known mine. The fact that I couldn't do anything about it sent an erotic thrill through my veins, even as it stung.

Jake's hands roamed Chloe's body, squeezing her breasts and exploring every curve with confidence and familiarity. As he leaned in to suck on her hard nipples, I felt my own ache in response, the humiliation of not being the center of his attention only fueling my arousal.

It was torture to watch him lavish such attention on her body, knowing that it should have been me underneath him. But as Jake's head disappeared between her legs, feasting on Chloe's pussy like a man starved, my jealousy was momentarily forgotten in the haze of my own desire. His broad shoulders blocked my view, but the sounds—oh god, the sounds—told me everything I needed to know. Chloe's breathy moans filled the room, underscoring the wet, hungry kisses and eager tongues.

I couldn't look away. My hand returned to my pussy, seeking relief from the unbearable heat pooling between my legs. Watching my husband worship Chloe's body with his mouth was the most erotic scene I'd ever witnessed. I matched the rhythm of Jake's head with the movement of my fingers, watching Chloe writhe under him.

Her hands tangled in his hair, urging him on, her back arching off the table as she neared her climax. And when she came, crying out Jake's name like it was a sacred hymn, I felt a pang of envy so sharp it bordered on pain. Her pleasure was because of him—because of his tongue swirling around her clit, because of his fingers plunging deep into her core.

Still, I couldn't deny the tumultuous excitement that raged within me. I felt humiliated yet incredibly turned on by my own submission to this scenario. Chloe hadn't forgotten me entirely though; as her quivering slowed and her moans subsided into satisfied sighs, she glanced over with those knowing eyes.

"Enjoying the show?" she asked, her voice thick with lust.

I could barely nod before Jake stood up, his erection throbbing in his hand. Jake positioned himself between Chloe's spread thighs and angled it toward Chloe’s pussy.

Chloe's moans filled the air as Jake's tip teased her entrance, her hands gripping the edges of the dining table in anticipation. I continued to tease myself, while fighting the humiliation that kept crashing over me.

He pushed inside her slowly, savoring the moment as they both gasped at the union. Chloe's head fell back, her chest heaving with each deep thrust that Jake delivered. My husband was a picture of masculine prowess, his muscles rippling under the soft light as he worked his hips against Chloe's. The sound of their skin slapping together blended with their moans, fueling my own arousal even further.

I could see the intensity in Jake's eyes as he looked down at Chloe, who bit her lip in pleasure. His steady strokes grew more urgent, the pace quickening as he drove himself deeper into her. Chloe's legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him into her with a needy fervor that matched his own.

My fingers mirrored Jake's movements as I watched them. The heat that radiated from my core was overwhelming, yet I was content to remain an observer. Their sounds of satisfaction were like music as I witnessed Chloe nearing her peak.

Her body began to tense beneath him, her cries growing louder and more insistent with every thrust. "Jake, oh God... Jake!" she called out his name as if it were a sacred chant that could bring forth her release. And soon enough, it did.

Chloe's climax crashed over her in waves; her back arched off the table, and she clawed at its surface. Jake groaned deeply, his movements becoming erratic but purposeful, driving into her through her orgasm until she was left panting and spent beneath him.

As their breathing slowed and Jake gently withdrew from Chloe, a sense of fulfillment washed over me—vicarious but no less intense. My own pleasure had crested silently alongside theirs; a secret tide that receded quietly as I watched them bask in the afterglow of their first time together.

Jake turned towards me then, his eyes locking with mine as he approached with an intensity that made my breath hitch. He reached out a hand, and I took it, letting him pull me to my feet. As I stood before him, his gaze roamed over me, sparking a warmth that flushed my cheeks and sent shivers down my spine.

"You're incredible," he whispered, voice full of raw emotion. The way he looked at me—like I was the most precious thing in the room—ignited something fierce within me. His lips met mine in a kiss that spoke more than words ever could, and for a moment, Chloe's presence faded into oblivion.

We broke apart just enough for Jake to murmur against my lips, "Let's get you dressed." His hands found my discarded panties and helped me slide into them. As I fumbled with my dress, he watched with a tender smile that didn't quite reach his eyes; there was a question there, a silent query if I was okay.

I nodded slightly, feeling the remnants of my desire mix with a bewildering rush of emotions. Once dressed, we turned to find Chloe already slipping on her skirt, her satisfied smirk still in place.

"I told you," she taunted lightly, "you are such a dirty girl, Amanda. You like watching other women with your husband."

My cheeks burned with embarrassment and something akin to pride; Chloe had uncovered a part of me I scarcely knew existed. Jake's arm wound protectively around my waist as if sensing my inner turmoil.

"Don't let her get to you," he said softly but firmly.

Chloe laughed lightly as she buttoned her blouse. "You'll be back," she said confidently. "You both got a taste for this now."

Jake's eyes met mine in silent conversation. There was no need for words; we both knew that tonight had changed us—but how much or in what way remained unseen like the blurred edges of a dream upon waking.

Without another word, we headed towards the door hand in hand, the click of Chloe’s heels following us like a reminder of the line we’d crossed together. As we stepped out into the cool night air, Jake paused and pulled me close for one more kiss—a promise or perhaps an apology woven into the touch of his lips against mine.

And then we walked away from Chloe's knowing smile and into the uncertainty waiting beyond—one thing certain amidst it all: Chloe always got her way.
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Stolen Glances



Alicia sprawled on the couch, a glass of wine in hand, flipping through a magazine with disinterest. Greg was in the kitchen, fixing us a snack, his movements easy and confident. The sound of his laughter floated into the living room, mingling with the soft jazz playing in the background.

"So, Lilly," Alicia began, snapping her magazine shut, "how's the love life? Any new prospects?"

I felt my cheeks warm, an image of Greg surfacing unbidden. I pushed it away, as I had countless times before. "Nope. Still gloriously single," I managed with a half-hearted chuckle.

From the kitchen, Greg joined in our conversation. "Come on now, Lilly," he called out playfully, "a catch like you? I find that hard to believe."

Alicia laughed and threw a cushion towards the kitchen, which landed on the threshold. "Don't inflate her ego too much, babe. She'll be unbearable."

They were teasing me—something we always did—but today each word felt like a match struck just too close to dynamite. My stomach twisted in knots; guilt gnawing at me as I watched Alicia’s careless smile. She was so unaware of the storm brewing inside of me.

Greg appeared from the kitchen with a tray filled with an assortment of cheeses and crackers. He set it down on the coffee table and sank into the armchair opposite us with his characteristic grace.

"So, how about we play a game?" Alicia suggested suddenly, scooting upright.

I eyed her nervously; games often meant confessions or revealing something personal. "What kind of game?"

"How about 'Two Truths and a Lie'? It's fun and easy enough after a couple of glasses."

Greg nodded enthusiastically. "Sounds good to me."

I swallowed hard and agreed albeit reluctanctly.

Alicia went first. Her truths were mundane—a new recipe she tried last week and her secret desire to learn salsa dancing; her lie transparent—claiming she hated chocolate when we both knew it was her vice.

It was Greg's turn next, and he shared his two truths: he once backpacked across Europe on a whim, and he had an irrational fear of clowns that dated back to childhood. His lie was hilariously blatant as he claimed he'd never seen an episode of 'Friends.'

My turn drew closer like an inevitable tide. I grasped for harmless facts but found myself skirting dangerously close to truths I dared not voice aloud.

"I've never broken a bone," I started off safely enough. "I can recite every line from 'The Princess Bride'," which earned me smiles from both Alicia and Greg as it was our go-to movie during college nights in.

"And my third is..." I hesitated; my next words teetered on the precipice of my conscience, "I'm completely content being single."

Alicia nodded thoughtfully while Greg gave me a knowing look—a look that made my heart skip unevenly. There was something there that hadn't been before.

"Is that your lie?" Greg asked softly after a moment; his voice seemed laced with more than casual curiosity.

I met his gaze squarely then quickly looked away; my lie wasn't precisely about being single but rather who I wished I wasn't single for. Yet admitting that would cross lines better left untouched. Instead, I forced a laugh, trying to keep the mood light. "Caught me," I said with feigned cheerfulness. "Guess I'd like to find someone eventually, you know?"

Alicia smiled in triumph, thinking she had won this round but not seeing the tension that vibrated through me at Greg's question. "I knew it!" she exclaimed. "Every girl wants her Prince Charming."

"Or her Princess," Greg chimed in, his eyes twinkling with mischief as they flicked to Alicia and then back to me.

Alicia grinned and raised her glass in a mock toast. "To finding our perfect matches, whoever they may be."

As we clinked our glasses together, the sound felt like a reminder of my situation—stuck between loyalty and longing. The wine might have dulled the edges of my guilt, but it sharpened the awareness of Greg's proximity.

Greg shifted in his chair and leaned forward, resting his forearms on his knees. "Okay, let's up the stakes," he proposed with a grin that was too charming for my peace of mind. "The loser of the next round has to do a dare decided by the others."

My stomach flipped at the prospect, fear mingling with an odd sense of excitement.

Alicia clapped her hands together gleefully. "Oh, I'm so in! Lilly, you can't back out now."

I nodded, my mouth dry. "Sure," I managed to say. My mind scrambled with potential dares and whether any could betray my secret affection for Greg.

We played another round and another after that. Somehow, by some ironic twist of fate or perhaps because my mind was preoccupied with dangerous thoughts, I lost.

"So," Alicia began, eyes sparkling with mischief as she looked from me to Greg and back again. "Your dare..."

I sat frozen in anticipation.

"...is to let Greg teach you some salsa moves right now." Her grin was wicked as she glanced over at her boyfriend.

Greg stood up smoothly, offering me his hand with an encouraging smile. It was just innocent fun between friends; that's what I told myself as he led me into an open space in front of the couch where Alicia sat waiting for the show.

As Greg took me into hold—a bit closer than strictly necessary—our eyes met, and something unspoken passed between us. His hand at my back was firm yet gentle as he guided me through the basic steps.

"There you go," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear as I stumbled slightly. "Easy does it."

The music from earlier seemed suddenly perfect for our impromptu dance lesson; notes rising and falling like the erratic beating of my heart.

Alicia clapped and cheered us on from the sidelines, blissfully unaware of the turmoil inside me as I tried to follow Greg's lead without getting lost in his nearness.

"Just relax," he instructed softly as if sensing my tension.

And for a moment—a fleeting, treacherous moment—I did. I relaxed into his embrace and allowed myself to imagine what it would be like if this were real—if there were no boundaries or guilt or Alicia sitting mere feet away.

When the short lesson was over and we parted ways, my body felt cold and empty. I knew I shouldn’t be lusting after my best friend’s boyfriend like this, but Greg was so tall, his muscles taut and his dark eyes piercing. In fact, I’d even started to fantasize about him when I was in bed at night.
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The sheets were a cool caress against my heated skin as I lay in the darkness, nestled under the cocoon of my comforter. The moon cast a shy glow through the sheer curtains, bathing my room in a hushed silver light. It was in these small hours of solitude that my mind couldn't help but wander, weaving through forbidden fields of thought that I knew would lead me to tremble with both longing and guilt.

I could still see Greg's smile from earlier that day—warm, inviting, and unknowingly torturous. It had been branded into my consciousness, igniting a fire within me I was ashamed to entertain. Yet here I was, alone with the silence and the ache that grew with each remembered curve of his lips.

The memory of his laughter, deep and hearty, thrummed through me like a physical touch, resonating deep in my chest. I let out a sigh, feeling the weight of the bed around me—the softness of the pillows, the tender embrace of the blankets—and yearned for a different kind of comfort.

Alicia was lucky to have him. Gentle yet strong, funny yet profound. The way he looked at her said it all; he was hers completely. But in this quiet night, in this shadowed room where desires whispered louder than reason, I allowed myself to imagine—just for a moment—that his eyes bore into me with that same intensity.

The fan hummed softly overhead, its rhythm steady and reassuring as my hand moved almost of its own accord down along the valley between my breasts. My skin prickled with anticipation at the thought of those imagined eyes on me; it was as if Greg himself were watching over me in the dim light.

My fingers dipped lower, parting the thin fabric of my nightgown, and warmth spread through me as if I'd sipped on fine wine. The soft whirring filled up the space around me as I closed my eyes and pictured Greg's strong hands instead of my own—big and capable, tanned from days spent outdoors, rough in all the right ways.

With each shallow breath, I pushed back the screaming guilt that told me this fantasy was treachery against Alicia. Desperation clawed at me as I imagined it was Greg's breath fanning across my neck rather than just air displaced by an inanimate object.

I moved beneath the sheets with slow purpose, every touch amplified by forbidden longing. My fingers traced paths only dreamed about—paths that should have been off-limits—and I lost myself to the sensation. My heart hammered against my ribcage as my breathing grew more erratic; moths fluttered violently against the walls of their papery prison.

The pleasure mounted—a storm of ecstasy rising from a mix of yearning and shame—until finally it broke over me like a wave crashing onto shore. And in that vulnerable moment between restraint and release, I called out his name—a single word carried away on a gasp: "Greg."

In an instant, reality crashed back into me with crippling guilt. The echo of his name seemed to hang heavy in the air like mist above still water. My breaths came hard and fast now for entirely different reasons—a panicked cadence to match the pounding regret.

I opened my eyes, and the world seemed to tilt on its axis. The figure in the doorway was immobile, a silent testament to my most hidden of transgressions. Alicia’s presence was like a cold wind that swept through the room, extinguishing the fire of my passion with a merciless gust.

Her eyes locked onto mine, wide with an emotion that swirled with hurt, confusion, and a trace of something I couldn’t identify. The moonlight painted her face in strokes of sorrow and disbelief, transforming her familiar features into a tableau of betrayal.

"Greg..." The name had been a whisper meant for no one but the shadows; yet there it was, hanging between us—a confession that couldn't be taken back.

I fumbled for words, any words that might weave themselves into a tapestry of excuses or explanations. But the silence stretched out between us like a chasm, each second expanding it until it was too vast to cross with mere apologies. I clutched the sheet to my chest, suddenly aware of my vulnerability—not just of body, but of heart and mind.

Alicia's voice finally broke through, quiet but laden with an edge sharper than any blade. "Lilly?" Her name for me felt like an accusation now, one that sliced neatly into the already fraying edges of our friendship.

I wanted to speak—to tell her that it meant nothing, that it was just a fantasy fueled by loneliness and foolishness. But would she believe me? Would I even believe myself? The truth was complex and ugly; it writhed within me, seeking escape yet dreading exposure.

"I—I'm sorry," was all I could manage, my voice strangling on the sentiment. It sounded hollow, inadequate to account for the gravity of what she'd witnessed.

For what felt like an eternity, we remained locked in that moment. Alicia lingered in the doorway, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and titillation, as my cheeks burned a shade of crimson that would rival the setting sun. I fumbled for the bedsheet, clumsily trying to cover myself, the image of Greg still flickering behind my eyelids.

"Lilly," Alicia began with a laugh that somehow managed to morph into a purr, "were you thinking about my Greg while you were...?" She trailed off, her gaze bold and unflinching.

I swallowed hard, feeling like a deer caught in headlights. "Alicia, I—I'm so sor—"

She held up a hand to hush me. "Sorry? Don't be." Her voice had an edge of excitement that was almost palpable. Then, with that same mischievous glint in her eyes, she added, "Actually, Lilly... I think it's hot."

My heart skittered against my ribcage. "You do?"

Striding into the room with confidence that left little room for argument, Alicia perched on the edge of my bed. "Yes," she breathed out. "And I've been thinking... it might be fun to share."

"To share?" The words felt clumsy on my tongue.

Alicia nodded slowly, all the while watching me closely as if gauging every micro-reaction. "Share Greg," she clarified with a devilish grin. "With you."

Everything seemed to stop—the air in the room felt heavier and charged with an energy that vibrated through my core. Sharing Greg? The idea was insane... and yet...

"But Alicia," I stammered, trying to regain some semblance of rational thought, "you and Greg are—"

"We're open-minded." She cut me off with a confidence that suggested this conversation had already taken place between her and Greg. “We love each other, yes; but we also believe in exploring our desires— together.”

My mind raced as I tried to catch up with the proposition hanging in the air between us—a threesome? It was unchartered territory for me.

Seeing my hesitation, Alicia reached over and squeezed my hand gently. "Only if you're comfortable with it," she said softly.

I drew in a deep breath through my nose. It was tempting—the most enticing offer I'd ever received—but could I really go through with it? Would it not change everything?

"Think about it,” Alicia urged.

“I will,” I whispered back.

Suddenly determined to lighten the intensity of our exchange, Alicia chuckled and nudged me playfully. “Imagine his face when we tell him he’s getting both his girlfriend and his fantasy at once!”

The mood shifted as laughter bubbled up between us; it was absurd and thrilling all at once. Alicia stood up from the bed and winked at me before sauntering toward the door. “Let’s give ourselves tonight to sleep on it,” she said. “Tomorrow, we talk logistics—and fantasies.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone with thoughts whirling like a tempest. They were an intoxicating mix of fear, excitement, and a growing sense of curiosity. I wrapped the sheet tighter around myself, as if it could shield me from the enormity of what had just been laid on the table.

The silence of the room hummed in my ears, and I could still feel Alicia's touch on my skin—supportive, suggestive, electrifying. Could I really share Greg with her? The man who had starred in my most private thoughts, now potentially a willing participant in this daring game.

Every logical part of me screamed that this could only end in disaster. Friendships like ours didn't survive such complications. Yet, as I lay there, heart still pounding from the remnants of my earlier arousal and Alicia’s proposal, I couldn't deny the allure.

My thoughts unwillingly drifted to Greg—his smile, his laugh, the way he looked at Alicia with adoration. That very look was what had ignited my fantasy in the first place. Would he look at me like that if we went through with this? A shiver ran down my spine.

Closing my eyes, I dared to imagine it: the three of us entwined, exploring and discovering new boundaries together. Greg’s strong hands on my body as well as Alicia’s; whispers and moans filling the room; pleasure shared and multiplied.

The fantasy was powerful enough to make me forget about potential repercussions for a moment. It was an escape from reality—where all that existed were sensations and connections beyond what I'd ever known.

I turned onto my side, hugging the pillow, trying to quiet my racing mind. Sleep seemed an impossible feat with images of Greg and Alicia dancing behind my lids, enticing me further into this erotic reverie.

After what felt like hours of tossing and turning, I finally succumbed to exhaustion. My dreams were a wild tapestry of desire and anticipation, colors swirling with faces and whispered promises.

When morning came, sunlight crept across the room with a softness that felt at odds with the turmoil inside me. The reality of Alicia's proposal settled back over me like a blanket—warm but suffocating.

I knew that today we would have to face the consequences of our conversation. There would be no more hiding behind self-pleasure or blushing confessions. Today was about facing truths and making decisions that could alter everything.

As I pulled myself out of bed and dressed for the day ahead, I steeled myself for whatever would come next. My reflection in the mirror showed a woman on the brink—an edge before her offering either ruin or rapture. And somewhere deep inside, where fear intertwined with desire, I already knew I was going to leap.
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I took a deep breath, my heart pounding with a mixture of anxiety and excitement. Alicia sat across from me, her eyes alight with an anticipation I could feel in the air between us. My voice, when it finally emerged, was steadier than I expected.

"Alicia," I said, meeting her gaze squarely. "I've thought about this a lot, and I... I agree to share Greg with you."

The words hung in the room for a moment before Alicia's lips curled into a devilish smile, one that promised adventures and secrets yet to be shared between us. Before I could react to her expression, she slid out of her chair and sauntered over to me with a grace that made my pulse race.

"And how do you feel?" Alicia's voice was low and husky, her breath brushing against my cheek as she leaned in close.

"I feel... good," I murmured, the truth of it surprising me. "Nervous but good."

Without another word, Alicia's mouth was on mine. It wasn't just any kiss; this was a kiss that spoke of fiery intimacy and revelations – it consumed me. Her lips moved against mine with confidence and an unspoken promise that this was only the beginning. My hands found their way into her hair, tangling in the soft strands as every thought but her melted away.

When she finally pulled back, leaving me breathless and dazed, Alicia's smirk was triumphant. She stepped back and whipped out her phone from somewhere within the folds of her clothing.

"Let's not keep him waiting," she said gleefully as she dialed Greg's number.

The phone rang once before Greg's familiar voice sounded through the speaker. "Hey Alicia, what's up?"

Alicia winked at me before responding. "Hey babe, why don't you come over? Lilly is here, and we have something... exciting to discuss with you."

There was a brief silence on the other end – surprise no doubt – followed by the sound of Greg's eagerness filtering through.

"I'll be there in ten minutes," he said quickly.

As Alicia ended the call, a knowing look passed between us. We were on the brink of something entirely new, and despite the butterflies wreaking havoc in my stomach, I couldn't wait to see where this path would lead us.

As soon as Greg walked through the door, I could feel my stomach knotting up with a mix of nerves and excitement. The air seemed to hum with anticipation. Alicia, ever the leader of our unconventional trio, stepped forward and wrapped her arms around Greg in a warm, inviting embrace.

"Hey there," she said, her voice a purr that seemed to resonate in the suddenly charged atmosphere. Her fingers traced up his cheek, the affectionate gesture causing his eyes to soften. "I'm so glad you're here."

Greg smiled, but I could detect a hint of uncertainty in his eyes as he met mine over Alicia's shoulder. He was trying to read the situation, trying to understand what was on offer tonight.

Alicia turned her gaze back to him, her hand still cupping his face. "I have a confession," she began, her voice dropping even lower. "I've always wanted to watch you and Lilly together."

His eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Really?" he asked, almost breathless.

"Mhm," Alicia hummed with a nod. "I want to see her with you... to see you bring each other pleasure." Her words were deliberate, weighted with an erotic promise.

I watched Greg swallow hard, his Adam's apple bobbing. He was visibly nervous now—his hands fidgeted at his sides—but there was no denying the growing excitement in his eyes.

"And what about you, Lilly?" he asked, turning fully towards me now. His question felt like a lifeline thrown into the sea of my uncertainty.

I took a step closer, my heart pounding so hard I could hardly hear my own thoughts. "Greg," I began, my voice barely above a whisper, "you... you're like something out of my fantasies."

He smiled then—a mix of reassurance and desire twisting his features—and reached out to brush a lock of hair from my face. "Only if you're sure," he said gently.

“Come with me,” said Alicia and we followed her to the bedroom. Once inside, Alicia watched us with an eagerness that bordered on impatience. "Go on," she urged softly.

My breath hitched as I closed the gap between us and pressed my lips briefly against Greg's. The kiss was chaste but it held the promise of more—so much more.

"Is this really okay?" Greg murmured against my lips.

Before I could answer, Alicia's voice cut through the tension like a knife. "More than okay." She stepped back then and settled onto an armchair that gave her an unobstructed view of us. Her dark eyes gleamed with excitement and something else—a fiery thrill at being the architect of this moment.

Turning back to Greg, I found strength in his gaze; it grounded me enough to give myself over to what we were about to do. With trembling fingers, I reached for the hem of his shirt and slowly lifted it upwards. The skin beneath was warm and inviting and as he helped me remove the barrier between us, my doubts began to melt away under the heat of our mutual desire.

"Now," Alicia's voice was low but commanding in its soft urgency, "show me how much you both want each other."

Greg's shirt slipped from his shoulders, revealing the taut muscles beneath that rippled in response to my touch. The gentle lighting of the room cast him in a soft glow, accentuating the definition of his chest and arms. As I traced the contours of his body with my fingertips, our breaths mingled, quickening with each heartbeat.

He reached for me in turn, his hands deftly moving to the back of my blouse, fingers dancing over the fabric with an intimacy that sent shivers racing down my spine. His touch was tender yet assured, and together we peeled away the layers that separated us, each discarded piece of clothing adding to the mounting anticipation.

Once freed from our outer garments, Greg backed me towards the bed, pressing hungry kisses to my neck that left a trail of fire in their wake. His hands roamed over my exposed skin, exploring with a gentle reverence that only served to stoke my desire even further.

As we tumbled onto the bed, I found myself on top of him—a position that allowed me to drink in the sight of his desire-flushed face. Greg’s eyes were alight with longing and something deeper that tugged at my very core. I leaned down to capture his lips with mine in a kiss that threatened to spill all of my secret fantasies more than words ever could.

Breaking away from his lips, I trailed kisses down his jaw and along the column of his throat until I reached the broad expanse of his chest. My mouth worshipped every inch of him as Alicia’s presence receded into the background—the world narrowing until it consisted only of me and Greg.

I could feel Alicia's eyes on us as I continued my descent—her gaze almost tangible upon my skin—but it no longer mattered. Greg was all-consuming. I was meticulous in my adoration, lavishing attention to every part deserving praise: a rogue nipple here, a sensitive patch of skin there.

When I finally reached the waistband of his pants, Greg lifted his hips in silent permission—an offering. I unbuckled him with practiced ease and drew down both pants and boxers with equal parts reverence and hunger.

His cock was bigger than I’d ever imagined, a drop of pre-cum already sitting atop the crown of him. As I wrapped my lips around him, a moan escaped from deep within his chest. It vibrated through me like music, propelling me forward as I moved along him in a rhythm that drove him wild.

Greg's hand found its way into my hair, gentle but anchoring as he surrendered to sensation. The air around us grew heavy with the scent of our union—musky and intoxicating—as I brought him ever closer to the brink.

The sounds he made were primal and praising; they filled the space between us like a sacred chant. And then—with a final climb—he reached that peak, calling out my name with sighs of release.

As he came down from that high, I eased back up along his body until we were face-to-face once more. Our gazes locked—a silent communion—and in that moment we both knew we had crossed an unspoken threshold.

Alicia’s applause was soft but genuine when she finally broke her silence. "Bravo," she whispered huskily from her armchair throne, her eyes glittering with satisfaction at having orchestrated such an exquisite moment. Her lips twisted into a playful smile as she rose to her feet, the fluid grace of her movements a dance in itself. She shed her clothes with a teasing slowness, our eyes drawn to her like moths to a flame.

"Now, Lilly," Alicia's voice was like velvet, wrapping around me with its warmth, "lay back and relax."

I complied without hesitation, my back meeting the cool sheets of the bed as Greg shifted to my side. His bare skin against mine sent another wave of desire coursing through me as he lay there, propped on an elbow, his gaze never leaving me.

Alicia climbed over me, straddling my hips with a confidence that only heightened my arousal. The heat from her center teased my skin as she positioned herself above me. Her hands roamed over my body; cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples. She leaned down, her hair cascading around us creating a curtain that shut out the world.

I gasped as her mouth met mine in a kiss filled with the promise of pleasure. It was deep and possessive, and when she finally broke away to trail kisses down my neck and across my chest, I was left breathless. She paused at my breasts, sucking in one nipple followed by the other, letting the cool air mix with her saliva, making my nipples pucker with desire.

Her tongue painted trails of fire across my skin, igniting every nerve ending until I was squirming beneath her. Greg's hand found mine, intertwining our fingers firmly—a lifeline anchoring me to sanity as Alicia's mouth continued its torturous path lower.

The world disappeared when her lips reached the apex between my thighs. My breath hitched at the first contact—her tongue against my clit—but it didn't take long for Alicia’s skill and knowledge of just how I liked it to send waves of ecstasy crashing over me. Her tongue was desperate to taste me and I was desperate to feel her. I bucked my hips wildly against her, seeking my release.

Greg's heavy breaths and low groans filled one ear while the wet sounds of Alicia's mouth working its magic filled the other. I opened my eyes to lock onto Greg's intense gaze—an azure pierce that seemed to delve into the very essence of who I was.

The connection was electric; each pulse of pleasure that Alicia drew from me seemed intensified by his stare, magnifying until my world shrank to that singular point of connection between us all.

My body started to tremble, signals firing from deep within. Each movement from Alicia became both too much and not enough; I was adrift in sensation.

Greg's thumb began drawing circles on the back of my hand, grounding me just enough to keep from losing myself completely before the storm broke.

"Alicia... I—I—" but no more words would come.

I spiraled upwards into bliss as Alicia brought me to climax with expert flicks and caresses. The orgasm rocked through me in waves, each one stronger than the last until I cried out—my voice drowned in pleasure so intense it edged on pain.

As the tremors subsided and I floated down from that peak, Alicia gently kissed her way back up my body. She settled beside me with a satisfied smirk playing upon her lips as I tried to catch my breath.

But the play wasn't over; it had only just begun. Alicia whispered something in Greg's ear, and he nodded with a look of raw desire that sent shivers down my spine.

"Your turn," Alicia said to him, her voice laced with a hunger that mirrored the pulsing need still echoing within me.

Greg moved with an eager yet deliberate grace, positioning himself between my trembling thighs. I could feel the heat emanating from him, a primal warmth that promised to envelop me completely. His cock, already hard and imposing, nudged against me, and for a moment, anxiety about his size flickered in my belly.

However, my fears were swept away by his gentle touch as he took his time to ensure our connection was as smooth as silk. The head of his length pressed against me, parting me with careful insistent pressure until he slid home in one long, deep thrust.

My back arched and a gasp tore from my lips as he filled me completely - a perfect fit where I hadn't realized there'd been such a void. The sensation of being stretched and filled by Greg was exquisite, a delicious blend of pain and pleasure that had my head spinning.

Alicia was not content to simply watch; she seemed to feed off our combined energy. She began to touch herself, her fingers dancing between her legs as she locked eyes with mine. The look she gave me was one of pure erotic power—she controlled us both in this moment and reveled in it.

Greg established a rhythm that drove deeper into the haze of pleasure clouding my mind. Each stroke was measured but powerful, designed to draw out the experience and drive me ever higher. My hands gripped the sheets, knuckles white as I struggled to anchor myself amidst the onslaught of sensations.

Alicia moaned then—a sound so laden with desire that it seemed to vibrate through the room—and commanded Greg with urgency clear in her voice. "Harder. Give it to her harder."

He obeyed without hesitation and his pace quickened, his thrusts became more insistent until I was lost in the raw carnality of it all. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the air alongside Alicia's self-pleasure that echoed our own rhythm.

Energy coursed through us in waves, linking us together in an electric chain of arousal and release building towards something monumental. With each plunge, my vision began to blur at the edges until all I could focus on were Alicia's fingers moving with deliberate intent and Greg's unyielding gaze that held mine captive while his cock drove deeper into me.

I felt the climax building within me again—rising like a tide propelled by the moon's unwavering pull—and I knew that this time we would cum together. My muscles tensed around Greg as Alicia reached her peak; her cries spilled forth with my own impending release.

Then it happened—our collective climaxes struck with the force of a thunderstorm breaking upon us. Greg drove into me one final time before stilling as his own orgasm overtook him—the hot rush of his cum filling me as he groaned against my neck.

The room spun with aftershocks—our breathing heavy, mixed with soft moans fading into quiet satisfaction. Greg's weight pressed down on me was both comforting and intimate; a shared vulnerability hung between us like the stillness after the storm. We lay intertwined, a tangle of limbs and damp skin, catching our breath as the last ripples of pleasure pulsed through our bodies.

Alicia, ever the embodiment of grace even in the aftermath, leaned over and placed a tender kiss on my forehead. Her smile was radiant, a beacon that reflected the deep affection and connection that had grown between us.

"We're quite the team," she whispered, her voice a satin thread weaving through the heavy air.

Greg propped himself up on one elbow and brushed a strand of hair from my face. His eyes held a softness, an unspoken understanding that we had crossed into new territory together.

"Yeah," he said in agreement, his thumb tracing my jawline with a touch that sent another shiver down my spine. "And this is just the beginning."

As I lay there, sandwiched between two people who had become so much more than mere friends. This wasn't just about pleasure; it was about trust, exploration, and the willingness to embrace passion without reservation.

The room gradually regained its sense of reality as the night continued to cloak us in its shadows. But within those walls, time seemed to stand still for a moment longer.

We didn't speak much as we eventually untangled ourselves and moved to clean up from our night's activities. There was a comfort in the silence, an assurance that no words were needed to express what we felt.

Finally settled under the covers once more, our bodies found their places naturally—Alicia curled against my back while Greg wrapped his arms around us both.

As I closed my eyes, lulled by their steady breathing syncing with mine, I knew deep down that this was my bravest adventure yet. And as sleep claimed me under its gentle wing, I drifted off with the certainty that whatever tomorrow brought, my friendship with Alicia would survive it.
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Taught a Lesson



Hailey elbowed me and whisper-whistled. “I think I might be hot for teacher,” she teased. My cheeks flushed and I sank down in my seat. Professor Ryan wasn’t that far from us – I liked to sit front and center – and I didn’t want him to hear any of Hailey’s lude remarks. She wiggled her dark eyebrows, her dyed-blonde hair sweeping over one shoulder to purposely expose the nape of her neck. Necklaces dangled from it and her skirt was much too short. Fortunately, that had nothing to do with the new professor and everything to do with how she normally dressed.

Hailey and I didn’t often end up in classes together, but we’d tried to align this one with our schedules so that I could help her get a passing grade. History was my strongest subject, and Professor Ryan was my favorite new view. I was starting to regret bringing Hailey along.

Without Hailey, I could’ve kept my head down, passed with flying colors, and nurtured a healthy, but private, fantasy of Professor Ryan. But Hailey was a troublemaker, and I was already fearing her shenanigans two seconds into our first class together.

Hailey leaned forward in her seat, resting her elbows on her knees while she stared at Professor Ryan doe-eyed. He took notice for a moment, then glanced away, addressing the entire class.

While his eyes were averted, I studed his tall frame and broad shoulders. My gaze swept over the slightly wavy dark locks that had been smoothed back, except for one tress that kept escaping, requiring him to run his hand through his hair to smooth it out.

He wasn’t just handsome or sexy. He was an absolute dream. My heart raced and my thighs clenched in his presence. I felt naughty even though nothing had happened.

Hailey raised her hand and sank her teeth into her lower lip. “Um, excuse me…professor?”

Professor Ryan stopped a few feet away and turned in her direction. Even the simple act of him pointing to her made my body flush with heat. His hands were strong and experienced. I bet they would feel rough and warm on my skin.

I buried my head in my hands. Oh god, why am I thinking like this?

“Yes, Miss?” he asked.

“Hailey,” she said with a smile that could make any guy bend to her whim.

“Hailey,” he said with a bite of bitterness. “Did you have a question about the lecture?”

“Actually,” she said, and I knew where she was going was not good. “I was wondering if you were married?”

The class erupted in laughter and whispers, and Professor Ryan’s jaw ticked. His dark eyes met mine for a moment, but I looked away, unable to stand the heat of them. “That’s hardly an appropriate question for class.”

Hailey leaned back in her seat, exaggeratively crossing one leg over the other, making sure to show off her creamy thighs. “I’ll take that as ‘no’ then.”

The whispers and laughs grew louder. A hint of blush caressed the professor’s cheeks. “Alright, alright, class. Let’s continue.”

The next time Hailey raised her hand, the professor ignored her. I would have too.
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The next few weeks were torture. I spent every night in my bed touching myself to the thought of Professor Ryan. I had to in order to keep from getting wet during every History class, and even then, sometimes it happened.

It didn’t help that Professor Ryan had been catching my gaze more – or was that my imagination? I wanted him to look at me forever and tell me I was beautiful and that he needed me to satisfy him. But I wasn’t a flirt like Hailey, who seemed to be dressing even more provocatively than usual.

And while Professor Ryan met my gaze more, he stole glances at Hailey’s long legs just as often. Each time I saw his eyes dip down, my stomach sank. If anyone could make him succumb, it would be her and not me.

I mean, I wouldn’t even try. I just wasn’t that kind of girl. But the thought of Hailey getting him before me made my chest ache. Get a grip on yourself, Jen. You can’t screw your professor.

As we headed out for class one afternoon, Professor Ryan called my name. “Jen, can I talk to you for a sec?”

I swallowed the lump in my throat and stared at Hailey. She wiggled her eyebrows and said, “I’ll meet you later.”

I turned to face the professor, becoming acutely aware of how empty the lecture hall was now. It was just the two of us, but fortunately, nothing could happen since it was still a very public space.

“You’re a very bright student, Jen. I wonder if you’d be interested in an opportunity. I’ve been saving it for an ambitious student and I think you’d be perfect for it. You’d be accompanying me in a lecture to fellow historians. Does that seem like something you’d be interested in?”

The words barely made it out of me. “Y-yes,” I said, tucking a strand of my mousy brown hair behind my ear. “I’d love that.”

He smiled and it melted my heart. He rarely smiled in class, preferring to stay professional. It was one of the things that most attracted me to him.

“Great,” he said. “If you’ll come to my office, I can give you the sign up form.”

My feet were heavy as I followed him. We were about to enter a space that was infinitely more private than the lecture hall. He closed the door behind me and sifted through some things on his desk. I stole a few glances at his body and the way the veins snaked around his wrists. When he handed me the forms, our fingers brushed, just like the movies. His eyes met mine, dark with something far from professional, and I took a step back hoping he’d take a step forward.

I wanted him to corner me. To grip my jaw and bring my lips to his. But he didn’t pursue. Instead, he said, “It’ll be a pleasure to work with you.”

“Thank you.” My voice came out squeaky. I turned to leave, humiliation washing over me.
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“So? Did you bang him?”

I met up with Hailey at the campus coffee shop. “Who?”

She rolled her eyes so far I thought she’d fall over. Her hands found my waist and tickled the skin. “You know who.”

I stifled a lap and also tried to stifle the warmth that spread through me at her touch. Hailey and I didn’t have that kind of relationship, but whatever guys saw in her, I saw in her too.

We grabbed our coffee orders and headed to a table near the window. It was cold outside and rainy, making for a cozy backdrop.

“Professor Ryan,” she clarified. “Did you bang him?”

“No, but I wanted to,” I admitted.

Just then, I heard a shuffle behind me and a man clear his throat. I turned and immediately recognized the dark hair on the back of his head. It took Hailey an extra minute to realize it was Professor Ryan.

I sank low in my seat, utterly humiliated. Hailey, however, was not humiliated at all. Instead, her eyes gleamed with mischief, and she quickly left my table to join his.

“Hello, Professor Ryan,” she said, leaning her head on her hand.

“Hailey,” he said curtly.

“You didn’t happen to overhear our conversation, did you?”

I glanced over my shoulder and saw him turn his head in my direction, not quite bringing his gaze to mine. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I didn’t know if he was lying or telling the truth, but I’d learned my lesson. I would never, ever talk about wanting to have sex with a professor in public again.

“Well,” said Hailey. “If you did overhear our conversation…think about it.”

“Have a good day, Hailey,” he said.

Hailey came back to our table, but I still felt too close to him. “I have to go to the bathroom.” Hailey rolled her eyes, but I left before she could open her big, fat mouth.

Once in the bathroom, I splashed cold water on my face, scrutinizing my reflection. Get ahold of yourself. This is getting out of hand. I pulled open the restroom door and turned down the hall only to bump into a solid wall of muscle. When I stepped back, I realized it was Professor Ryan.

Shit. Why is he everywhere I go right now?

“Jen.”

“Professor.”

He cleared his throat, his eyes shifting. It was clear he was uncomfortable and that made me feel terrible. I’d made him feel that way.

I quickly became aware of how small that hallway was. Another customer brushed past us and I pressed my back against the wall, the professor angling his body toward me. The heat rolled off of him and his scent – musk, pine, and cigars – rolled over my nose. We stared at each other for a moment, neither of us brave enough to say a thing.

He parted his lips, and though I knew he wouldn’t, I wanted him to kiss me. Or, maybe I wanted him to confess that he wanted to sleep with me too. Instead, he said, “You should keep your friend on a leash. She’s been acting inappropriate since day one.”

My brows furrowed. “I’m not her keeper, and she’s not a dog.”

His expression softened. “Right. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way.”

I sighed. “It’s fine. I know what you mean. She has a big mouth.”

Something flickered in his eyes, a hint of lust? At what? Me mentioning her big mouth? My gut twisted. She annoyed him but maybe he also found her attractive. I mean, who wouldn’t? Even I found her attractive.

I lowered my gaze to the floor, suddenly feeling trapped.

“I don’t want to lose my job,” was all he said. No context.

My eyes swept back up and saw a storm of emotions play across his face. He’d heard us. That much was clear. And if I had to guess, he wanted to fuck one of us too. Which one of us, I couldn’t be sure, but it was probably Hailey. Everyone wanted Hailey.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said, brushing past him.

His fingers clasped my wrist and his breath brushed over my ear as he whispered, “I think you do, Jen.” His fingers released me and I returned to the table, insisting to Hailey that we leave.
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The next day, I made my way to Professor Ryan’s office to discuss the lecture. More specifically, to bow out of the opportunity. There was no way I could work so closely with him now that he’d heard how much I wanted to sleep with him.

I approached the door and raised my fist to knock when I heard him talking to someone else. I almost turned to walk away until I heard a familiar female voice. Hailey.

I pressed my ear to the wooden door and listened.

“I see the way you’ve been staring at me in class, Professor. You can’t deny how much you want me.”

He cleared his throat. “That may be true, but I want my job more.”

My heart sank, and yet my body buzzed with a mixture of hope and desire. If she could make him bend his rules, then maybe he’d bend them for me too.

“Are you sure about that?” Fabric shifted. “And what about now?”

I turned the knob and cracked the door, preparing to interrupt, but they hadn’t heard me. Suddenly, I had the perfect view of Hailey bent over Professor Ryan’s desk with her skirt pushed up to her waist, showing off her bright pink thong.

Professor Ryan stood a foot away, gazing at her perfect, plump ass. His fingers twitched like he wanted to touch her. A low, irritated groan escaped him. “Hailey,” he bit out. “Put your clothes back on.”

Hailey’s ass was divine. I’d only ever seen her in a swimsuit before, but never this close to naked. Between her thighs, I could see the puffy outline of her pussy. Her panties were soaked, liquid desire leaking out of them down her leg.

I didn’t know why, but I wanted to drop to my knees and lick it from her skin.

“I don’t think that’s what you want, Professor.”

“Fuck,” he hissed. “Stop calling me that. Not while you’re like this.” To my surprise, he stepped closer.

“Why?” Hailey asked, her eyelashes fluttering while a smile played on her lips. “Does it turn you on, Professor.”

Without another word of protest, Professor Ryan closed the distance between them and ran his hands up and down her thighs. He tipped his head back while a soft moan escaped Hailey’s lips.

A storm of jealousy, rage, and desire surged through me. I wanted to put an end to it. I wanted to make him mine. But more than either of those, I wanted to see it continue. I wanted to watch them. What the hell was wrong with me?

The professor’s strong hands slid up, curving over Hailey’s ass. His thumb brushed along the strap of her thong, teasing her asshole.

Hailey pushed her ass back against him like a slut in heat. He was so calculated and measured, and she was so open, so needy.

The professor slid his blazer from his broad shoulders, revealing a white button-down that clung to his frame. His hand moved to his belt, unfastening it and unzipping his pants in a matter of seconds. He pulled out his cock and a short gasp escaped me.

He was huge. Long, engorged, and veiny. The crown of his cock looked smooth and delicious. I wanted to be on my knees between them, slurping on each of them.

My nipples hardened against the fabric of my bra. My panties were soaked. I yearned to touch myself while I watched, but I was in the hallway. It was empty for now, but the moment it wasn’t, someone would see me. Whereas they would have more time to compose themselves.

Professor Ryan stroked his dick while slipping a finger inside Hailey’s pussy. “If you want to fuck,” he said, “it’s not going to be in your pussy. I don’t have a condom on me and I’m not going to get you pregnant.”

“If you think I haven’t done anal before, then you must think I’m more innocent than I thought.”

He leaned forward, gliding his cock between her ass cheeks, using her ass to stroke himself. “I don’t think you’re innocent. I think you’re a dirty slut that needs to be taught a lesson.”

He spanked her ass so loud it echoed, and I instinctively looked down the hallway to make sure no one had heard. I felt protective of them suddenly. I didn’t want Professor Ryan to lose his job and I didn’t want to lose out on a chance at my new fantasy.

Professor Ryan stood back up and pulled Hailey’s panties to the side. He pressed the mushroom tip against her slick folds and pushed. “I thought you didn’t want to fuck my pussy,” Hailey teased.

Professor Ryan groaned as he buried himself inside her completely. I watched in horrifying desire as she spread around him, opening like a flower. I bit my lower lip, shifting my thighs uncomfortably. I wanted to play with myself so badly, but I couldn’t. It was absolute torture.

“Don’t worry,” he said, pumping his cock in and out. “I won’t be here for long.”

He withdrew his cock with a ‘pop’ sound and angled the tip to her ass. It was clear now what he’d been doing. He was using her juices as lube.

Her ass reluctantly stretched for his big cock. Hailey gripped the edge of the desk, her eyes rolling back. The professor reached under her neck and pulled her up to him as he slid in deeper. His hands roamed over her chest, teasing her nipples through her slutty blouse. She leaned her head back against his shoulder and moaned while he picked up his pace.

His desk shifted as he pounded into her ass nice and hard. One hand drifted down her stomach and between her legs. His fingers pinched her clit, then circled gently. Hailey reached behind and wrapped her arms around his neck.

With one hand on her waist and his other on her clit, he pumped harder and faster, like he was punishing her. I supposed he was. “Come for me, you dirty little slut,” he told her. Her body quivered as the waves of ecstasy rolled through her.

“I’m coming,” she moaned, and that was his undoing. He thrusted so hard I thought he might hurt her. Then he let out a low, but muffled, groan as he emptied his load. When he pulled out of her, his cum trickled down her thigh.

He leaned down and scooped it up with his fingers, making her suck them clean. “Get dressed,” he told her, giving her one more spank.

Hailey smiled and straightened her clothes just as Professor Ryan put his cock away. Hailey’s eyes met the crack in the door and fear made me drop the book I’d been holding.

“Shit, shit,” I said, as I dropped down and scooped up my things. I turned and began to head down the hallway but there were footsteps behind me.

“Not so fast,” her voice rang out. “Looks like we have a little peeping Jen.”

She spun me around and it was then that I saw Professor Ryan in his doorway, looking horrified. No doubt, he was wondering if I’d seen everything.

“I won’t tell,” I said, eager to get out of this situation.

“We know you won’t,” Hailey said, tucking my hair behind my ear. “Because we’re going to bring you into our little game.”

My heart sped up as Hailey dragged me back toward the office. “Hailey, no,” said Professor Ryan.

I stopped cold, humiliation filling me. “Am I not good enough?” I asked.

The professor glanced down the hallway before ushing us both back into his office, this time, locking it for good measure.

“No, no, Jen. You’re more than good enough.” Realizing what he was saying, he added, “Shit. Shit, I’m in big trouble.”

“I won’t tell,” I repeated. “I swear it.”

He paused, staring at me like he had for weeks in class. It sent a shiver down my spine. “You’re such a bright student,” he said. “I don’t want to mess up your future.”

Hailey scoffed. “But you didn’t mind messing up mine?”

Professor Ryan turned over his shoulder, glaring at her. “You begged me to and put your ass on display.” He turned back to me and cupped my cheek, his hand shaky like he feared my skin would burn him. “Jen would never do that. She’s too innocent.”

“I’m not innocent,” I fought back, but I didn’t feel the conviction. I needed to prove it somehow. I needed to prove I could do this.

Even if I didn’t know what the hell any of us were doing here.

I dropped my bag and began to unbutton my blouse. Professor Ryan took a step back, his eyes sweeping over my body. A smirk curled on Hailey’s face as she watched with delight. I’d never undressed in front of her before.

Hailey whistled as I dropped my blouse to the floor. My nipples were hard, straining against the fabric of my bra. My pussy ached and my panties were so wet, I thought I might turn into a puddle on the floor. I hooded my fingers into the waist of my pleated skirt, and slipped it down my legs.

Professor Ryan was frozen, but his eyes said it all. He found me attractive. He wanted to screw me senseless. But he respected me to much to do it.

I had to convince him.

I walked over to Hailey and kissed her hard. She gasped – we had never done anything like this before – but then she leaned into it. Her tongue found mine between parted lips and she unclasped my bra. Her hands swept around my ribs, cupping my breasts all while the professor watched us.

The outline of his dick was visible in his slacks. He began to palm it, cursing under his breath. I helped Hailey out of her clothes while she helped me out of my panties. There we were, naked and vulnerable in our professor’s office, kissing and caressing one another.

I laid her back against the desk with no idea what I was doing. I’d never touched another woman. I’d never gone down on one. But I crawled between her thighs, spreading my legs so that Professor Ryan could see how wet I was, and leaned down.

“Who’s innocent now?” I licked Hailey’s pussy and delighted in how she trembled. Her fingers found my hair and her hips rocked against me.

“Fuck, Jen. We need to toy with teachers more often. If you’re going to get down and dirty like this.” Her words disappeared, replaced by moans.

Behind me were heavy footsteps. The professor’s body heat encapsulated me as he stood close, closer than he ever has before. Fingers found my outer thighs and trailed upward.

“Fuck, Jen. You’re so beautiful.”

My heart swelled and then my stomach dropped. He’d slipped three fingers inside my pussy without warning. I felt full, so full, and yet still so empty.

Hailey’s back arched and she grabbed her tits, playing with them as she moaned. She didn’t even notice the professor and me. She didn’t notice our private moment. Not until Professor Ryan’s thumb found my clit and circled, making me moan.

That’s when Hailey lifted her head and smiled. “Well, professor? You going to fuck her or what?”

He groaned, pulled out his fingers and shoved them inside Hailey’s mouth. I watched as she sucked my arousal from his fingertips, her tongue darting between them and gliding up the length of them.

Professor Ryan unbuttoned his shirt and unfastened his slacks. He kicked everything to the side, naked for the first time. He looked stunning. Head to toe of nothing but muscle. And his cock was huge and throbbing, ready to take its next victim.

He stood behind me, cupping my ass in his hands. I waited for his cock, but something hot and wet dragged along my slit instead. His nose touched the space between my pussy and ass and I realized his tongue was gliding over my slick folds.

A moan slipped past my lips, vibrating over Hailey’s pussy. “That’s it,” she cooed, holding me to her while rocking against me. “I’m almost there.”

I was almost there too. Professor Ryan was incredible and eating pussy. His tongue swept over me in all the right placed with all the right rhythms. I clutched my friend’s thighs as I buried my head in her pussy, feeling myself clench around the professor’s fingers.

I came, shuddering against him, just as Hailey shuddered against me. When our orgasms had subsided, leaving us a panting mess, Professor Ryan spun me off of the desk and yanked Hailey up as well.

Fear coursed through my veins. Was he angry? Was he going to kick us out? I still hadn’t gotten my chance to screw him yet.

Professor Ryan circled me, like a predator who caught his prey. He gently clasped my arm and tugged me with him toward the desk. He sat on the edge and lay back. “If you’re so naughty, then ride me like the horny girl you pretend to be.”

I swallowed and glanced at Hailey. “Well,” she said. “Go on. Now’s your chance.”

But this wasn’t how I pictured it. On display. With Hailey watching. My pussy was still throbbing from my orgasm, yet still desperate to be filled.

So I climbed over our professor, straddling his lap. He stroked his cock, brushing the tip against my entrance. My teeth sank into my lower lip as his hands glided from my hips up toward my breasts. He cupped them gently, his rough thumbs brushing lightly over my erect nipples.

A whimper escaped me. “Such a beautiful girl,” he said, and I felt it. I’d never felt more beautiful in my life. “Such a naughty girl. It’s time to teach you a lesson.”

His words dripped of filth and it made me come alive. I sank my hips over him while Hailey watched, her fingers between her legs. Oh god, she was playing with herself while she watched me fuck my professor. This had all gone horribly, horribly wrong.

And yet, nothing had ever felt more right to me in my entire life.

His engorged cock filled me up, nice and deep. I groaned as I tried to fit him all the way in. His thumbs continued to brush against my nipples, distracting me from the pain of his size. “That’s it. You’re doing so well.”

My eyelids fluttered as I raised my hips, preparing to sink back over him. “Are you…are you going to fuck my ass?”

He groaned, his eyes rolling back. “Not if you don’t want me to.”

A whimper escaped me as I grinded my clit against his pelvis. I was slowly growing accustomed to his size which increased my confidence. “I want you to,” I murmured.

As if those were the magic words, he gripped my hip in one hand and my neck in the other. He slammed into me over and over, bouncing me on his dick. My clit sparked with electricity that shot up my spine. My head was light and dizzy. I was going to come.

Before I could, he pulled out with a grunt. “Fuck, that was close,” he said. He shifted my hips toward him again and aligned his cock with my asshole instead. I winced in preparation, but he didn’t push it inside yet. Instead, he sat up and sucked on my tits like he was starved for the taste of them.

“Don’t worry, dirty girl. I’ll be gentle.”

I glanced at Hailey, her eyelids fluttering as she circled her clit and tugged on her nipples. Professor Ryan followed my line of sight. “Don’t you want to put on a good show for your friend? Show her how good you can fuck a man?”

I met his gaze, shocked at the filthy words coming from his mouth. “I want to be better than her,” I said. “At having sex.”

He smirked and whispered, “Don’t worry, you already are.”

With that, he pushed the tip of his cock against my hole and sucked on my tits. I clutched his head to my chest and threw mine back. The pain was excruciating, but the fullness was intoxicating.

“It helps if you relax,” Hailey said, my little cheerleader. “Let him inside.”

I blinked my eyes open and stared at my beautiful friend while she played with her pussy. She was in a chair now, her legs draped over the sides, and she looked so stunning it took my breath away. Looking at her was enough to relax me, and before I knew it, Professor Ryan was balls deep inside me.

“Fuck,” he hissed against my tits while began pumping in and out, slowly at first then picking up speed. He gazed up at me and wrapped a hand around my neck. “You’re going to milk me dry.”

He began thrusting in and out of me like he had before, only this time it hurt a little more. But with each thrust and look at Hailey, the pleasure increased until I was grinding my clit against him again.

“Tell me how bad you are,” he groaned.

“I’m so bad. I’m so dirty and filthy and naughty.”

“Fuck, yes, you are,” he grunted, slamming into me harder – much harder than he’d fucked Hailey. It gave me a sense of pride, knowing that he liked me more, that he liked me enough to break me like this.

Hailey’s thighs quivered and she began to come. “Oh fuck, Jen. You look so hot like that.”

Hearing her words of approval were all I needed. I couldn’t hold back any longer. But before I could grind myself to an orgasm, Professor Ryan reached between my legs, thrusting three fingers inside my pussy and circling my clit with his thumb.

“One day, I’d love to see two cocks inside you,” he said.

My head fell back and wave after wave of ecstasy spilled through me. I clung to his shoulders while he pounded my ass so fast I knew we had to be making too much noise. I clenched around his fingers, my climax breaking. He clutched me to him, held his position, and shot his hot, sticky cum inside me.

I could feel his warmth spreading deeper, eager to find my womb but out of luck. I glanced down at the professor to find him already gazing up at me. He brushed a strand of hair from my face, pulling me down for a searing hot kiss.

His lips were gentle in the aftermath, his tongue slowly probing my lips open. His tongue caressed me like a lover rather than the dirty professor who just fucked me senseless. He pulled back reluctantly, and I felt empty without his kiss. But when he pulled his cock from my ass, I felt even emptier.

He glanced at his watch and cursed. “Ladies, I’m sorry to end the fun, but I have a meeting.”

Hailey and I began to get dressed, the heat of shame licking my cheeks. “Are we in trouble, Professor?” I asked him.

He dressed himself and shook his head. “On the contrary. I want to see you two in here again as soon as possible.”

Hailey met my gaze and she smirked. I wasn’t sure how I felt about any of it, but I knew I needed to be filled by my professor’s cock again despite the ache he’d left me with.

“Okay,” was all I could muster.

He came toward us, wrapped an arm around each of us then kissed me deeply, followed by a kiss with Hailey. I felt insanely jealous and aroused all at once. I’d never wanted to share him with anyone, but I couldn’t deny how seeing the two of them made me feel.

“This will be our little secret, right?” he asked.

I nodded and Hailey smirked. “Our little secret,” she said.

“Our little secret,” I added.

Professor Ryan kissed the tips of each of our noses then took our hands, leading us to the door. With a click of the lock, he sent us on our way so that he could prepare for his meeting. Something told me he wouldn’t be able to rid his office of the stench of sex and filth.

Hailey took my hand in the hallway and giggled. “Can you believe it? We just fucked Professor Ryan.”

“Shhh,” I urged, not wanting to get him into trouble. A smile worked its way onto my lips as I felt his cum trickle down my thigh. “Do you think we’ll really get to do it again.”

Hailey studied me with a mischievous gaze. “You really are a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

“So what? If I am, it’s because you made me this way.”

She wrapped an arm around me and walked me down the hallway. “And I’m damn proud of it, too.”

I glanced back, one last time, at Professor Ryan’s office. When an older man showed up for the meeting, I breathed a sigh of relief that it wasn’t another female student. For now, at least, he was ours. And we weren’t finished with him yet.
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Big Surprise



The shower was warm as the water trickled over my skin. It felt like a gentle massage, penetrating my aching muscles. Volleyball practices had been brutal now that we were gearing up for the end of season playoffs. I hadn’t even seen much of my roommate, Farrah, lately. Not that she’d been complaining. We were close, but she had a boyfriend. I bet they fucked like crazy while I’d been gone.

I felt like I could live in the shower, but the water began to cool so I shut it off. The steam dissipated and I grabbed the towel off the hook, wrapping it around my annoyingly full breasts. Even in a sports bra, they frequently got in the way during volleyball.

I wiped the steam from the mirror and studied my reflection. Tired bags clung to my blue eyes. My blond hair looked dark when it was wet, and sometimes I imagined it was a deep, rich brown like Farrah. We were both beautiful, but in different ways. I may have been the athlete, but I was curvier than she was. Her face had that regal beauty that commanded respect. A guy like Landon, her boyfriend, didn’t stand a chance. I’m sure he bowed down to her every day.

I know I would’ve, if I was dating her.

I pulled my blond hair back into a wet braid and dropped the towel. My skin was flushed pink from the heat of the shower. I thought about how tanned Farrah’s skin was and bit my lower lip. I wished I didn’t have such a crush on her. It made living with her difficult.

I wasn’t a lesbian, but I leaned bisexual. My attraction was stronger toward men, but certain women caught my eye. Farrah was one of them. Farrah was the type of girl I’d swear off all men for.

Unfortunately, Farrah wasn’t bisexual. Or if she was, she’d never told me, and we told each other everything.

I slipped picked up my white cotton panties and slid them up my legs. I put on my casual white strapless bra next. Then I slipped a maxi dress on over my head and padded barefoot to the bathroom door.

I paused when the handle was half turned. The sound of moaning slipped under the door. I cracked it a hair and saw Landon on Farrah’s bed in our dorm room. His red t-shirt was pulled up halfway, showcasing his delicious abs. (Okay, so I had a crush on Farrah’s boyfriend too. Sue me).

My eyes traveled down and saw Farrah on her knees. Her jean shorts slid down her hips, revealing a hint of her bright red thong. I licked my lips at the sight, but then they quickly shot up again. Landon’s cock was lodged deep down Farrah’s throat as she sucked him. She pulled off for a moment, and that’s when I saw just how long and thick he was. And veiny. And engorged.

My fresh panties were wet. My nipples were hard. Oh how I wanted to be Farrah and sleep with her at the same time. Farrah dove back in after a few breaths, sucking Landon’s cock with the expertise of a whore. Landon’s fingers were in her hair, tugging her head and guiding himself in deeper.

My racing heart suddenly stopped. Farrah’s gaze had flicked to the side, right in my direction. The door was barely open, but there was no mistaking her mischievous glint. Could she see me watching them?

She didn’t stop, didn’t let up. She just kept staring in my direction while she took him deeper and deeper. My fingers itched to play with my pussy, but that would be going a step too far. So I gripped the doorknob tighter, feeling like it might break in my hand.

Landon hissed and buried his cock in so deep I thought it might rip Farrah’s throat wide open. His balls tightened and Farrah’s throat bobbed with each swallow. She drank his cum like she was desperate for the taste. She pulled off of him and cum trickled down her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand while staring at me.

I quickly shut the door and pressed my back to it, panting. How could I just stand there and watch like that? And what if Farrah really did see me? How could I explain myself?

I listened closely to see if they would continue, but fortunately, Landon told Farrah he had somewhere to be.

“I’ll walk you out,” Farrah told him.

Thank god, I thought. When the door slammed shut, I finally slipped out of the bathroom.

I’d managed to slip out of the dorm before Farrah came back and I stayed gone all night. When I finally did come home, it was well past midnight, and I slipped in quietly. I closed the door as softly as I could and slipped off my dress to change into pajamas. I could hear Farrah breathing slowly in her bed and I hoped I wouldn’t wake her up.

I climbed into bed and pulled the covers up to my chin. I closed my eyes, willing sleep to come, but I couldn’t stop seeing Landon’s huge dick. Try as I might, I couldn't shake the image of Farrah on her knees, hungrily sucking her boyfriend's impressive cock. It had been burned into my retinas, haunting and arousing me all night. I could still hear the wet, slurping noises spilling from Farrah's lips while she gazed at me.

I wiggled slightly in my sheets, trying to find some semblance of comfort. My hand drifted down between my thighs, seeking out the heat that was building there. It was wrong, I knew; I should be mortified at even entertaining these thoughts about my roommate. But try as I might, I couldn't suppress them any longer.

My nimble fingers danced over the cotton of my panties, teasingly tracing circles around my swollen folds. Inhaling deeply, I imagined it was Farrah's mouth on me; warm and hot and consuming. My other hand moved to cup my breast through my shirt, pinching and twisting my erect nipple as if it were Farrah's skilled hand on me. A soft moan escaped my lips, making me bury my face in my pillow to stifle it.

The fantasy played out in vivid detail in my mind, each stroke of my fingers fueling the fire. I imagined Farrah and Landon’s touch were everywhere, insistent and exploratory—the slide of slippery lips along my neck, the drag of teeth over sensitive skin, the pressure where I craved it most. My hips began to buck gently against my own hand, my breath catching in my throat as the tension coiled tighter within me.

The air in the room felt thick with her desire, as if the very walls absorbed the sound of my muted pleasure. I didn’t dare open my eyes, for fear of seeing Farrah awake. I could almost smell Farrah's scent, a mixture of lavender and summer rain.

My pulse quickened, a drumbeat echoing in my ears, and with every heartbeat, another layer of restraint peeled away. The guilt that should have anchored my desires was untethered now, floating away on waves of pleasure that crashed over me relentlessly. The thought of Farrah being so close, sleeping just a few feet away, added an edge to her arousal that was both perilous and exquisite.

I imagined Landon taking me with his huge cock while Farrah sucked on my clit. I imagined both their hands roaming my body, teasing me, claiming me.

Time lost meaning as I chased after my release. My movements grew more desperate, less refined—less about the fantasy and more about the raw need in every cell of my body. When the climax finally washed over me, it left me gasping into the pillow, body shuddering from the intensity of it.

Lying there in the aftermath, heart still pounding fiercely in my chest, I felt a creeping sense of embarrassment. I withdrew my hand from beneath my panties as if it were searing hot and pulled the covers back up to my chin. My eyes flicked toward Farrah's bed guiltily; thankfully, she was still asleep—unaware of my naughty behavior.

I willed sleep to come, trying to erase the images and sensations that lingered stubbornly. As I lay there, I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to be fuck either one of them. Preferably, both at the same time.

The next morning, I awoke to a shadow lingering over me. When I opened my eyes, I saw Farrah staring back at me, with one hand on her hip, slightly above her pajama shorts.

“Can I help you?” I asked, trying to calm my racing heart.

“You sure can. You can answer one question for me.”

I sat up, pretending to yawn and stretch. “Oh yeah? What?”

“Did you like the show yesterday?”

My chest tightened and my eyes yearned to widen, but I kept as still as could be. “Show? What show?”

Farrah moved my legs to the side, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me, and sat down on the edge of the bed. “I saw you watching us.” Her brow quirked.

I swallowed. I could try to lie, but I wasn’t very good at it. “Watching when?” I still was going to make her spell it out for me.

She leaned in close, almost close enough for our bodies to touch. “When I was going down on my boyfriend’s huge dick.”

“Oh that,” I said, swallowing again. “I wasn’t watching, I was waiting for you to be done so I could leave the bathroom.”

Farrah chuckled. “Don’t act like you didn’t enjoy it. I bet you’re curious about it too. What it’s like to suck such an enormous cock. I bet you wonder what it would feel like inside you, too.”

I shook my head. “I can find my own dick to suck, thank you very much.”

“Why would you, though? When I’m offering you his?”

My eyes flew wide. “What do you mean?”

Farrah’s fingers danced over the blanket that covered my thighs. They inched upward. “I heard you touching yourself last night.” Her lips neared my ear. “I know what you were thinking about. And I want to share him with you. I want to watch you take his big, thick cock between your pretty lips. And I want to watch him pound you so hard your eyes roll back.”

A gasp escaped my lips as her fingers found the sensitive spot between my legs. I tried to pull my hips away, but there was nowhere to go.

Then, as if reading my mind, she withdrew her hand, leaving an ache that burned so hot I thought I might catch fire. “Tonight,” she said. She stood and took off her pajamas, showcasing her gorgeous naked body. She began to dress and I frowned. My panties were soaked and I needed a release more than ever.

“What about tonight?” I asked, trying to avert my gaze.

She zipped up her pants and pulled on a cropped t-shirt. “Tonight, you’re going to offer yourself up to him.” She tossed me her credit card. “Buy something sexy by then.”

With that, Farrah picked up her purse and left me in our dorm room, shame and anticipation swallowing me whole.

I don’t know why I followed her orders and went shopping for some lingerie, but I did. I even skipped volleyball practice to do it, and I never skipped practice. I stood in the fitting room sizing up my figure in the deep, purple lace, and tried to imagine Landon running his hands over my body.

Oh god, was this really happening?

I still hadn’t wrapped my head around the fact that Farrah had practically touched my pussy earlier, albeit through thick fabric.

I purchased my lingerie and a new dress, and headed back to the dorm to get ready. When I got there, Farrah was waiting.

My breath hitched when I saw her on the bed. She wiggled her fingers. “Let’s see what you bought.” She said it like it was a homework assignment and not a test for her relationship. Could she really share Landon with me without getting upset? What if they broke up over it? I couldn’t handle that kind of responsibility.

But I couldn’t deny her. God help me, I couldn’t disobey. I tossed the bag of goodies her way and watched her sort through them with a smile.

Farrah's fingers trailed along the delicate fabric of the purple lingerie. She looked at me with those piercing hazel eyes, a mischievous glint playing within their depths. “Now, let’s see how you look in this.”

I stood there, my heart racing as she stood up and stepped closer. She reached out and unbuttoned my blouse with a slow, deliberate motion, her fingertips occasionally grazing my skin. The heat of her hands felt like fire against my flesh. My blouse fell to the floor, forgotten.

Her fingers hesitated at my jean shorts before tugging the zipper down and letting them fall to the floor. She reached around my back and unclasped my bra. Her gaze lingered on my full breasts before sliding her fingertips into the waistband of my panties and tugging them down over my hips.

Once I was completely naked, she held the lingerie up for me to step into. The lace caressed my thighs as Farrah pulled the panties up over my hips, fitting it snugly against my body.

The sensation of the fabric hugging every curve made me hyper-aware of my own desire. Next was the bra. As she adjusted the straps over my shoulders, her hands brushed against the sides of my breasts, igniting a fire deep within me.

“Turn around,” said Farrah, her voice now husky.

I turned to face her, our eyes locking. She reached around me and fastened the clasp of the bra at the back. Her fingers lingered on my skin a moment longer than necessary before she spun me around to face the mirror.

“There,” she whispered into my ear from behind. “Perfection. He won’t be able to resist you.”

I couldn't help but gasp at our reflection. It wasn't just my own appearance that stirred me—it was Farrah's presence behind me, so close that I could feel her breath on my neck.

She traced a finger down my spine, and without warning, I arched into her touch, closing my eyes to better savor the sensation. Farrah pressed herself flush against my back, I could feel her curves melding into mine.

“You’re absolutely breathtaking,” she murmured.

My breath hitched as I felt her lips near the sensitive spot just below my earlobe. It wasn't just her words that intoxicated me—it was everything about that moment: the scent of her perfume mixed with anticipation, the warmth of her body against mine...

Farrah’s arms encircled me from behind; one hand rested possessively over my stomach while the other ventured higher to cup the swell of my breast through the lacy material.

“You like that?” she asked, teasingly.

“Yes,” I managed to say through a tight throat.

Her hand moved assuredly over me as if she already knew every secret etched into my skin. With every caress and stroke from Farrah’s skilled fingers, I felt myself unraveling under her touch.

Every barrier I had ever built, every wall around my heart, seemed to crumble with the weight of her gaze in the mirror. I watched as she teased a response from my body, felt the lingerie become a part of me as if it was painted on by her affectionate strokes.

"Sonya," Farrah whispered again. "Do you trust me?"

Her question, though asked softly, seemed to echo through my mind with the force of a thunderclap. I nodded, unable to muster words, allowing my surrender to be read in the dip of my shoulders and the soft moan that escaped my lips.

With a smile that could light up the darkest corners of any heart, Farrah guided me away from the mirror and back toward the bed.

She pressed gently on my shoulders, signaling for me to sit on the edge of the bed. As I did, she knelt before me with a grace that made my heart flutter. Her hands traced up along my calves, continuing their ascent, tracing lazy patterns over my knees and up my thighs.

The heat from her touch burned through the fabric of the lingerie. Each pass of her hands drew a line of fire across my skin, incendiary and impossible to ignore.

"Lay back," she directed smoothly, and I complied as though in a trance.

As I settled against the pillows propped against the headboard, Farrah climbed onto the bed and straddled me gently. Looking down at me with eyes full of desire, she leaned forward until our lips were mere inches apart.

"I can’t wait to watch him fuck you," she said softly before capturing my lips with hers in a kiss filled with all the hunger we both felt. Her tongue slipped in, playing on the edge of mine until I thought I might cum from her kiss alone.

The world outside faded away. As our kiss deepened and our bodies pressed closer still, it became clear that this was just the beginning. There was so much more to explore, so much more for Farrah to teach me — about desire, about surrender, about how breathtakingly intoxicating it was to be wanted so thoroughly.

And I was ready — oh so ready — to learn everything she had to offer.

Farrah slid her hand inside my panties and felt how wet I was. “That’ll do,” she spoke against my lips while sliding two fingers inside me. “Oh, god yes. He will just love you.”

I moaned and gasped as her thumb brushed over my clit and her two fingers pumped me with enthusiasm. This was everything I’d ever dreamed come true, but it was even more perfect than I could’ve imagined.

My climax came quickly and left me shuddering beneath Farrah’s touch. She watched me with curiosity moreso than arousal. Like I was a thing to be studied.

Right on cue, a knock sounded out. Farrah kissed my lips one more time before climbing off of me. “Stay there. Just like that,” she said.

She answered the door and let Landon in. I lay on the bed, splayed out like a doll ready to be taken. Landon’s eyes widened and he immediately removed his shirt. They must’ve already talked about this. Talked about me.

He came toward me like a hungry predator. “Isn’t she beautiful?” Farrah asked him. He replied with a grunt. I was speechless as this tall, wide man closed in.

He straddled me, but shifted closer up than Farrah had been. He reached back to grab my hands and he put them on his belt. His eyes were full of fire, threatening to consume me completely.

Farrah came closer to watch. Her fingers danced across her neck as goosebumps rose beneath her touch. Knowing she was watching made this even more exhilarating.

Landon shifted impatiently, reminding me of my position. Slowly, tenderly, as if to not aggravate him further, I reached out with trembling fingers and undid his belt. The rasp of the leather against itself sounded like thunder in my ears. My heart pounded in my chest as I unbuttoned his trousers and unzipped them ever so slightly.

His cock sprang out, hard and throbbing. It didn't seem fair that something so beautiful could be the cause of my humiliation. A drop of pre-cum glistened on the tip and without thinking, my tongue darted out to taste it. The salty sweetness sent a shock through me that pooled low in my stomach.

"That's it," he breathed, his voice raspy with lust.

I looked up to see Farrah watching us, her cheeks flushed red with arousal, her hand absently stroking her thigh. My cheeks burned even brighter as it dawned on me that she was enjoying this twisted display. She licked her lips in a way that made my stomach flip with nerves and anticipation. Was this her fantasy too?

My gaze returned to Landon, who now threaded his fingers through my hair, guiding me towards him.

I opened my mouth and took him in, enveloped by the warmth and the taste of him. He was huge. No, huge was an understatement. He not only filled my mouth completely, but had a good six inches left to push in. I swallowed as much of him as I could, but it wasn’t until Farrah urged me on that I could take in any more.

“Relax your throat,” she whispered. “Swallow him. Don’t try to breathe.”

I followed her orders. He pushed in slowly as I swallowed inch by inch. It felt like I might choke or suffocate at any second. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes, but the satisfaction of taking in all of him was too great.

My nipples were hard against my bra. My panties were soaked. Feeling him snake inside me like this, deeper than anyone’s ever gone, made me feel alive. And teetering on the brink of death like this, losing oxygen by the second, was thrilling.

Landon hissed as he pushed in deeper. His balls touched my chin and he gently rolled his hips. “I feel like I could come right now,” he said.

“Don’t,” Farrah said. “She needs to breathe.”

It took all of Landon’s resolve not to come, and that made my heart swell with pride. That I felt that good. That Farrah could see how good of a girl I was.

He slowly withdrew his cock, so carefully but still leaving an ache in its place. I gasped for air like I’d been drowning underwater for hours.

Farrah cradled my head and kissed my cheek. She rested her forehead against my temple and whispered, “You did so fucking good. But I’m going to need you to do it again. And this time, you’re going to let him cum.”

I looked at her with fear in my eyes. What if I choked? What if I didn’t make it out of this alive? As if sensing my trepidation, Farrah let her fingers trail over my breasts, teasing my nipples through the bra.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, as she gave them a pinch.

I moaned and nodded and Landon slipped back inside me.

It was easier this time, but no less terrifying. He inched his way inside me, filling my throat, pressing against my tongue and the roof of my mouth. He held the back of my head and rolled his hips gently, dragging his balls against my chin. The tears found their way out again and he grunted with each slight twitch of his cock.

The sound of his growing moans filled the room, intermingling with Farrah's soft sighs. I worked on instinct, finding a rhythm that drew deep grunts from Landon and approving murmurs from Farrah.

It struck me then how much power I held in my submission; I could drive him wild, make him lose control. I focused on pleasing him, on proving that I was a good girl.

Landon's grip tightened, signaling his nearing edge. Farrah's eyes were now riveted to us, her breathing erratic as if she were right on the brink alongside Landon. With one final push, he tipped over into release with a groan that reverberated through me.

His cum shot down my throat and as I swallowed, my throat tightened around him. I still couldn’t breathe, and I was desperate for oxygen.

He pulled back gently afterwards, allowing me to catch my breath. My own body was alight with an unsatisfied fire that demanded attention. As if reading my thoughts, Farrah leaned down and kissed me hard. Her tongue explored my mouth, tasting her boyfriend’s cum on my tongue. With each swipe, she moaned.

I instinctively reached out for her hips and pulled her into me. She straddled me while we kissed. Our hands roamed each other’s bodies while Landon removed his jeans and stroked his cock beside us. He was already hard again and I was about to come.

“Not yet,” Farrah whispered, her nose touching mine. “You’ll come when he comes inside you.”

“Inside me? But I don’t want to get pregnant,” I said. I was just a college student, after all, and it would be awkward as hell to be carrying my roommate’s boyfriend’s baby.

“You won’t,” she said, her finger tracing over my jaw. “He’s going to come in your ass, not your pussy.”

My eyes were saucers. I’d never had anal sex before. But if it was anything like the oral I’d just experienced, then I was ready for it. Farrah made everything exciting, even things I should be afraid of.

Farrah undressed, then walked over to her boyfriend to kiss him. “Are you ready?” she asked him, rather than me. He nodded.

Farrah came to the bed and laid on her back with her legs spread. “Come here,” she told me, but I didn’t know what to do. “Straddle me,” she clarified.

Still confused, I did my best. I climbed over her, face-to-face, and straddled her. She reached between my thighs and tugged my panties to the side, exposing my pussy and ass to her boyfriend who stood behind me.

Her fingers played with my aching clit and her teeth latched onto the cups of my bra, dragging them below my breasts. She sucked a nipple in and bit gently on the skin. I arched my back and moaned. The hot electricity that surged through me was too intense.

Suddenly, I felt a strong presence behind me. Landon’s hands found my hips and Farrah moaned. I realized then that Landon had filled Farrah’s pussy with his cock. He began to fuck her, his abs slamming against my ass while Farrah sucked on my tits. We swayed like a ship on rocky seas as he pounded his girlfriend like it would be his last time having sex.

Farrah pushed her lips against mine and moaned against my mouth. Her body trembled beneath me and I knew she was coming. When she was finished, Landon pulled out of her and then rubbed his slick cock against my ass.

Fuck. He was using his girlfriend’s wetness as lube.

Farrah stroked my cheeks. “Relax,” she whispered. “Just like you relaxed your throat for me like a good girl.”

She kissed me again, this time slow and tender. She was distracting me from the searing pain that began to shoot through me as her boyfriend slowly entered. He stretched me until I thought I might break, and then…the pain was overwhelmed by waves of pleasure.

I let out a strained moan and Farrah smiled. “That a girl,” she said.

Landon buried himself inside me, his balls finding my wet slit and tickling my clit. Farrah slipped her hand down under my belly and between my thighs while she resumed sucking on my tits like they were the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted.

I was consumed by both of them as Farrah teased my clit with her fingers and her boyfriend filled my ass nice and deep. His long, thick cock pushed deeper and deeper, and with each thrust I relaxed a little more.

As moan after moan was coaxed out of me, Landon gained confidence. He gripped my hips in his rough fingers and began slamming into me so hard I thought I might break.

He grunted along with my moans, and Farrah was smiling between sucking my tits. Her fingers were like little bolts of electricity as they swirled over my clit and occasionally dipped inside me. Waves of ecstasy coursed through my veins as I was trapped between them, just like I’d fantasized about.

All the fantasies in the world could never have prepared me for just how electrifying reality could be.

Landon’s breath was hot against my ear, his voice a steady whisper that sent shivers down my spine as his hands slid over my hips. "You’re so fucking tight.” His fingers traced the curve of my backside with such patience and precision it felt like a promise.

Beneath me, Farrah's body was a canvas of warm skin and soft sighs, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that mirrored the anticipation building inside me. Her eyes, dark pools of mischief, locked onto mine, offering silent encouragement and a naughty sparkle that told me she was as hungry for this moment as I was.

Farrah caressed my breasts while returning to kissing me. Her touch was like fire; her fingers plucked at my nipples, eliciting gasps that mingled with the wet sounds of Landon's thrusts. I arched into her touch, seeking more, even as I pushed back against Landon's hips, greedy for more fullness.

Our movements found synchrony as Landon picked up the pace. His thrusts became more insistent—each one sending sparks through my core and drawing moans from deep within me.

And then we were racing together toward something explosive—a frenzy of flesh against flesh—and I could feel it building within me, an unstoppable force that surged with every push of Landon's body. Farrah's cries mingled with mine, her fingers moving over my clit in time with his rhythm.

Landon leaned over me, his chest pressing into my back, his breath coming in ragged huffs against my neck. "Let go, Sonya," he whispered, and his words were the key turning in the lock of my restraint.

I surrendered to the sensation, to the wave that broke over me. My vision blurred as I felt every muscle clench around him, my cries echoing off the walls. Farrah pulled me down for a searing kiss, her tongue tangling with mine in a dance as wild as the one our bodies played out.

Landon continued to drive into me, each thrust prolonging my release until it felt as though the pleasure would never end. He followed soon after with a deep groan that vibrated through his chest and into mine. I could feel him spill inside me—a warmth that spread through my very core.

As we all collapsed into a tangle of limbs and labored breaths, the world outside this room seemed inconsequential—nothing mattered but the connection that hummed between us, a powerful current that left us clinging to each other.

In the afterglow, Landon kissed my shoulder tenderly and rolled to the side, still joined to me by more than just flesh. Farrah nestled close on my other side, her soft caresses a soothing balm over the places where passion had flamed hottest.

We lay there together in silence—our breathing gradually slowing—the only sound in the room was our beating hearts slowly returning to their regular rhythms. Our shared desire had been fulfilled in a union that felt both primal and profoundly intimate.

And as I drifted at the edge of sleep between them—my body spent but my heart full—I felt Farrah’s breath on my ear, a whisper on her lips. “This is only just the beginning.” And as I fell into slumber, I couldn’t be certain I hadn’t dreamed the whole thing.
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