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She Took My Husband




The phone call came from an unknown number, so I hit decline without a second thought. I was on my first real date night with my husband in months, and I had no interest in talking to one of the many creditors that had become part of our lives lately. I could only assume that was who it was. The same number had been calling me for days, and I was tired of seeing it.

“Who is it?” Ryan asked.

His hand was already resting on my knee beneath the table, moving a little higher under my dress with every careless-looking stroke. I’d put on a sexy red number with halter straps and a low neckline. Ryan had always loved my breasts best, and he hadn’t exactly been subtle about noticing them all night.

I slipped my phone back into my purse. “Nobody.”

Ryan leaned in and kissed my bare shoulder while we waited for dessert, his mouth warm against my skin. “I can’t wait to get you home and ravage you.”

I turned to him with one brow raised, even as a shiver moved over my arms. “You always had a thing for teasing me in public.”

His smile deepened, and his eyes had that same mischievous glint they’d had when we were younger. “That’s why you fell in love with me, isn’t it?”

I looked at him for a second longer than I meant to, taking in the strong line of his jaw and the brown hair he’d swept back so neatly tonight. He’d always been handsome, unfairly so, but there was something about him now that got to me even more than it used to. Maybe it was age settling into him in all the right ways. Maybe it was the history in his face, the familiarity of it, the fact that after all this time he could still look at me and make me feel wanted. Whatever it was, he was more beautiful to me now than he’d ever been.

I, on the other hand, didn’t feel nearly so confident.

I nudged his shoulder and rolled my eyes, trying to play him off, but that only made him slide his arm around my waist and pull me closer in the booth. His lips found my neck, while his free hand crept farther beneath my skirt. When his fingers brushed the damp fabric of my panties, my breath caught hard in my throat.

Oh God. He drove me crazy in all the right ways.

As his mouth moved up toward my ear, I was suddenly glad I’d pinned my auburn hair up tonight. His lips had a clear path to my neck and shoulders, and every kiss made heat spread lower. For all the insecurity I’d carried with me lately, for all the ways I’d been feeling my age over the last ten years, I’d managed to feel beautiful tonight. Not perfect, not untouched by time, but beautiful in a way that felt real.

His fingers slipped inside my panties and brushed over my swollen clit.

I sucked in a breath and gripped the edge of the table to steady myself. I was so needy it was almost embarrassing. My whole body felt primed already, like I’d been waiting all night for exactly this and my body had given up any attempt to pretend otherwise.

“Forget dessert,” he murmured against my skin. “I know what I’ll be eating tonight.”

Then he hooked a finger inside me, and a soft moan escaped. It was quiet, but not quiet enough. A couple of people nearby turned their heads, and Ryan gave a low chuckle like that only amused him more.

“I think they’re enjoying the show,” he said.

I tipped my head back and tried not to look as wrecked as I felt while his thumb started circling my clit. My dress suddenly felt too thin, too clingy, and I knew my nipples were probably hard enough to show through the fabric. The thought should’ve embarrassed me more than it did, but pleasure was already blurring the edges of everything else.

Ryan kept moving his hand with maddening patience, swirling and pumping in a rhythm that made my stomach tighten. The waiter started toward our table, then clearly realized what was happening. He stopped short, turned on his heel, and headed the other way with his cheeks flushed pink. Under any other circumstances I might’ve felt bad for him. At that moment, I felt far too good to care.

My body gave a helpless shiver, and my hips rocked once against Ryan’s hand beneath the table. I bit down hard on the inside of my cheek, desperate not to let a louder moan break free. Every small movement of his thumb sent another pulse through me, building and building until I thought I might lose control right there in the booth.

The pleasure broke over me in a rush, sharp and hot and almost painful in its intensity. Somehow I managed to stay quiet through it, though it took everything I had not to cry out. My fingers stayed locked around the edge of the table until the last wave passed and I could breathe again.

Ryan slowly pulled his hand from my panties and brought his fingers to his mouth, licking them clean without taking his eyes off me. Then, with that same hand, he flagged down the waiter and asked for the check like nothing had happened.

We left the restaurant laughing like we were kids again, reckless and a little ridiculous, and I couldn’t help feeling amazed that the spark between us was still there. Life had gotten busy. We’d gotten busy. Stress had a way of taking over everything if we let it. But every now and then, we still found each other in the middle of all that and made room for something reckless and fun.

We were still laughing when we reached the car.

Then my phone buzzed again.

Feeling loose and giddy and far less inhibited than I had a few minutes earlier, I pulled it out and answered this time.

“Lauren?” a woman said. “It’s Madison. From high school.”

The laughter died instantly.

I didn’t have to ask which Madison. I knew her voice the second I heard it, like no time had passed at all.
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“She wants me to help her organize our high school reunion.” I took off my earrings one at a time and set them on the vanity, then stared at my reflection in the mirror. The light above it was soft but still unforgiving enough to catch the fine lines that appeared when I smiled, the little changes I noticed more now than I used to. Ryan came up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist, his body warm against my back, his chin brushing lightly near my shoulder.

“So? Are you going to do it?”

“I don’t know. Reunions aren’t really my style.”

He gave a quiet laugh against my skin. “Since when have you ever had the chance to find out if they’re your style? This would be your first one.”

My throat tightened, and I kept my eyes on myself in the mirror instead of looking at him. It wasn’t really the reunion itself that bothered me. I didn’t mind the thought of seeing old classmates, hearing who had kids now, who moved away, who ended up exactly the same. It was the thought of seeing Madison again that made something nervous and electric move through me. Madison, former head cheerleader, golden girl, the woman people noticed the second she walked into a room. That wasn’t even the real reason I feared seeing her.

She and I had a secret, and I didn’t want my husband finding out about it.

I turned in Ryan’s arms before I could think too hard about any of it, then hiked my dress up to my waist and pushed myself onto the vanity. The wood was cool beneath my thighs, and I leaned back on my hands, forcing a teasing smile onto my face even though my pulse still hadn’t settled. “I believe you wanted dessert?”

Ryan’s eyebrows lifted, and just like that, the reunion and Madison and everything attached to her disappeared from his face. He stepped closer, already distracted, already focused on me again, and I was grateful for it. I was hoping I could forget too. Maybe once his tongue was on me, my mind would finally stop circling the same old memories.

He knelt between my knees with a smile, tugged my panties down to the floor, and nudged my thighs farther apart with slow confidence. His face came closer, and I felt the heat of his breath first, warm against my skin, followed by the first wet flick of his tongue over my slit. When it landed on my clit, my body reacted instantly. My nipples tightened again, a hard ache building in my breasts, but my mind betrayed me anyway. All I could think about was Madison and what we’d done together in high school.

“On second thought, why don’t you fuck me instead?” The words came out quicker than I meant them to. I didn’t want my husband eating me out while I thought about Madison. That felt too dangerous somehow, like my body might tell on me even if my mouth never would.

Ryan stood without complaint and pulled off his belt in one quick motion before unzipping his slacks. “Gladly.” His tone was easy, amused, but there was hunger in it too. A second later, he thrust into me in one hard movement, burying his cock deep enough to pull a moan from my lips He caught the sound with his mouth, kissing me hard, and began moving his hips against mine, pushing into me again and again with a rough urgency that made the vanity creak softly beneath us.

At first my mind went blank, wiped clean by the force of it, by the simple physical relief of being full. Then Madison came back anyway. Blue eyes. Blond hair. The shape of her mouth between my legs. I pictured her there instead of him, her lips on my clit, her tongue working me open in that secret bathroom stall like she had all those years ago. The image hit me so hard I came almost immediately. My walls clenched around my husband’s cock while I thought about a girl from my younger days, and the guilt of that flashed through me even as pleasure took over.

Ryan groaned and pounded harder, chasing his own finish now, his body tense and focused. I felt the tightening in him, the familiar shift right before he came, and then he spilled inside me with a low, rough sound, shooting his load deep enough that warmth bloomed low in my belly.

When he pulled out, a thin stream of his cum trickled down toward the edge of the vanity. He looked at me with a crooked smile, still catching his breath. “You came quick tonight. I must’ve really gotten you worked up in the restaurant.”

I slid off the vanity carefully, his cum smearing warm across my ass as my feet found the floor. “Yeah,” I said, forcing my voice to stay even. “I guess you did.”

I don’t know what compelled me to agree to help put the reunion together except that I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about Madison since she’d called me. She had lodged herself back into my head like no time had passed at all, and every time I tried to push the memory away, it returned sharper than before. It wasn’t only curiosity, but it wasn’t only nerves, either.

We met at our old high school to discuss decorations since the invitations had already gone out. The building looked smaller than I remembered, the hallways less imposing, the gym less enormous than it had seemed when I was seventeen and convinced every moment there mattered. Still, the second I stepped inside, my body tightened with the old feeling of being watched, evaluated, measured. My heart climbed into my throat when I saw the back of Madison’s head in the gymnasium, her blond hair falling in loose, glossy waves to the middle of her back. The sight of it alone was enough to send me reeling into memory. I remembered sliding my fingers through that same hair while she ate me out in the girls’ bathroom, the smell of cheap hand soap and hairspray in the air, my knees shaking so badly I thought I might collapse.

She turned, saw me, and broke into a grin so bright and immediate it made my stomach drop. She was just as beautiful as she’d been in high school, maybe even more so now that she’d grown fully into it. There was less girlishness to her beauty and more certainty, more polish, something calm and knowing beneath it. “Lauren!” she said, already hurrying toward me with her arms open.

Before I could brace myself, she wrapped me in a hug. Her body pressed to mine, close and soft in all the ways that instantly made me aware of my own, and I felt the fullness of her chest against me through our clothes. She smelled like lavender and daffodils, sweet and floral and bright, like a whole meadow warmed by the sun. The scent hit me with such force that for a second ten years didn’t feel like ten years at all. It felt like yesterday.

I pulled back from her embrace a little reluctantly, not because I wanted to stay in her arms but because I suddenly didn’t trust myself to move naturally. “It’s been a while.”

She tucked a piece of hair behind her ear, smiling in a softer way now. “It has.” Her blue eyes moved over my face with open appreciation, with no hesitation at all. “You look beautiful.”

I let out a weak little chuckle and glanced down at the floor, instantly full of the same insecurity I always felt around women like her, women who seemed to move through the world knowing exactly how they looked in it. “Thanks.”

Madison reached out and touched my chin, guiding my face back up until I had no choice but to meet her eyes again. The gesture was so intimate, so familiar-feeling, that it made my breath catch. It was as if the years between us had collapsed entirely. “I mean it,” she said, quieter now. “You’re gorgeous.”

Her gaze stayed on mine for a long, charged moment, long enough that the air between us began to feel crowded with things neither of us was saying. I cleared my throat and stepped back first, shaking my head lightly as if that could clear it. “Well, I guess we should get planning.”

For the briefest second, she looked almost disappointed, but she lowered her gaze to the notebook in her hand and nodded. “Yeah. I guess so.”

We started walking around the gym together, talking through ideas for decorations, placement, tables, banners, the kind of music people our age would actually want to hear. The whole time I was aware of her beside me in a way I hated and didn’t hate, hyperaware of the sound of her voice, the easy confidence in the way she moved, the occasional brush of her arm near mine. Trying to keep things normal, I asked, “So, what have you been up to?”

She shrugged with a small smile. “Interior design, actually. I think that’s why they picked me to throw the party.” Then she looked at me. “And you?”

“I’m in IT. I’m married now.”

“I saw that,” she said with a curiously flat tone that I couldn’t quite place.

I frowned a little. Maybe marriage was a touchy subject for her, but the question was already there, so I asked it. “Are you married?”

Madison gave a low, amused chuckle. “No. Marriage isn’t for me.” She glanced over her shoulder before looking back at me. “I’m more of a sleep-with-married-men kind of girl. People have been known to call me a husband thief.”

My heart started pounding so hard it almost hurt. Ryan would be my plus one at the reunion, and they’d never met. Ryan was gorgeous in a grounded, masculine way that women always noticed, and Madison was the type of woman men noticed whether they meant to or not. There was no world in which they wouldn’t find each other attractive. My mouth went dry. “Really?” was all I managed at first. Then, because I couldn’t help myself, I asked, “Why married men?”

She lifted one shoulder, still smiling, though the smile had sharpened at the edges. “I don’t know. I think it’s the forbidden nature of it. The power too. Knowing I could steal a man away from another woman excites me. Even more if she’s aware of it. If she watches.”

Adrenaline moved through me in quick little bursts, like sparks firing under my skin. I swallowed against the sudden thickness in my throat. “There are wives that want that? To watch?”

Madison’s smirk deepened. “Sometimes they participate.” She held my gaze again, steady and direct, and I knew with sickening clarity that she was thinking about our secret too. About what happened between us. About the fact that I was thinking about it right along with her. “Will your husband be coming to the reunion?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to lie and tell her he had to work, or wasn’t interested, or would be out of town. I wanted to keep Ryan far away from her. But I couldn’t lie to Madison. I never could. She’d always been too good at reading every flicker that crossed my face. “Yeah,” I said. “He’s coming.”

Her expression didn’t change much, but something in her eyes lit anyway. “I’m excited to meet him.”

I bit my lower lip and twisted my hands together in front of me, trying to contain the rush of feelings that answer stirred up. I bet you are, I thought. What unsettled me most was the fact that beneath the nerves, beneath the jealousy, beneath the fear of what she might do, there was another feeling too. Something hot and confusing and impossible to ignore. I was suddenly excited for them to meet too.
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The night of the reunion, I wore a slinky blue dress with a slit up the side that showed just enough leg when I walked. It didn’t show off my full breasts the way the red dress from date night had, but I knew blue was Madison’s favorite color on me. I’d known that for years, and the fact that I’d chosen it anyway felt a little too intentional, even to me.

I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her in the weeks leading up to the reunion. All those planning meetings, all those little moments alone with her in the gym or the hallway or over coffee with notebooks spread between us, had woken something in me that I hadn’t felt in a long time. It wasn’t just attraction. It was anticipation, nerves, memory, and a hunger I didn’t know what to do with. I felt restless in my own body, like I was waiting for something without letting myself name what it was.

My husband was noticing it too.

“You look different,” he said in the car before we went inside. His voice was warm and curious, not suspicious, which somehow made me feel worse. “Somehow you look even more beautiful than usual.”

Heat climbed into my cheeks, and I turned my face toward the window before he could study me too closely. I was afraid he’d see too much if he looked long enough, that all my secrets might be sitting right there in my expression, moving under the surface like something alive. I told myself I was being dramatic, but that didn’t stop my pulse from kicking up.

Ryan got out first, came around to my side, opened my door, and offered me his hand. I took it and let him help me out, the hem of my dress sliding against my thigh as I stepped onto the pavement. The evening air felt cool against my skin, but not enough to calm me down.

The reunion was everything we could’ve hoped for. Our whole graduating class seemed to have shown up, and the gymnasium was packed with tables, colored lights, trays of food, and clusters of people laughing too loudly like they were trying to collapse ten years into one night. Music drifted through the room, familiar enough to make people nostalgic without fully committing to any one era. The decorations we’d chosen actually looked good. Better than good. The room felt warm and festive and just polished enough to make everyone feel special.

And through the crowd, I spotted Madison.

I found her almost instantly, as if some part of me had been searching for her the second we walked in. Ryan stayed close behind while I crossed the gym floor, weaving between old classmates and half-familiar faces, my heels clicking softly against the polished surface. By the time I reached her, my heart was beating so hard it made me feel a little lightheaded.

I touched her shoulder, my fingers landing softly against her skin. She turned. She was wearing a fitted purple skirt and a white blouse tucked in neatly at the waist, and she looked so unfairly good in those grown-up clothes that my first thought was that she looked delicious. Not pretty. Not elegant. Delicious. The word came to me before I could stop it. “Madison, meet my husband Ryan.”

She spun fully toward him, and I saw the exact moment recognition hit. A sparkle of mischief flashed in her eyes first, then her whole face changed when she actually took him in. Her eyes widened, and her jaw dropped a little before she caught herself. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear in a gesture that looked unplanned but somehow still flirtatious, then held out her hand for him.

Ryan looked just as thrown as he took it.

Watching them shake hands sent a pulse of heat through me. Madison actually blushed, color blooming softly into her cheeks, and my thighs clenched before I could stop them. “Nice to meet you,” she said, and there was a sweetness to her voice that only made it worse.

“Nice to meet you, Madison.” Ryan smiled, still looking a little stunned. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

I lowered my gaze. That was a lie, of course. I’d told Ryan as little as I possibly could, especially when it came to the secret I’d kept buried all these years. I’d given him harmless pieces of Madison. Cheerleader. Popular. Good at planning things. That was about it. Nothing that mattered. Nothing that could explain the tension I felt standing there between them.

But Madison glanced toward me with a knowing expression. “Is that so?” she asked. “I wonder how much you’ve heard?”

Ryan laughed, but it came out a little nervous, and he withdrew his hand from hers like the contact had suddenly become too loaded. Then he slipped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me against his black button-up, grounding me for a second in the smell of his earthy cologne and the familiar warmth of his body. “Everything,” he said. “Isn’t that right?”

I knew he was trying to make me look good, trying to make it seem like I’d talked about her normally, openly, the way married people talked about the people in their past. But he didn’t understand how it sounded to Madison. She studied me with an expression that almost looked like disbelief, as if she couldn’t imagine I’d actually told him our secret. Of course, the reason she looked that way was because she knew me better than that. She knew I couldn’t have told him. And I hadn’t.

Then she turned her gaze back to Ryan and asked, “And? What do you think of me?”

Ryan shot me a quick, confused look before pulling slightly away from both of us, clearly eager to steer the conversation somewhere safer. “Drinks, anyone?”

They both nodded, but I didn’t follow him toward the drinks table. I was too wound up, too hot all over, too full of things I didn’t know how to contain. Instead, I made a straight line for the girls’ bathroom, needing to get away from them before the fire spreading through my body got any worse.

The second I got inside, I slipped into the nearest stall and locked the door behind me. The bathroom smelled faintly of powder and old soap, and the fluorescent lights above cast that flat, too-bright glow over everything, but none of it felt real compared to what was happening inside me. I gripped the top of the stall wall with one hand, hiked up my dress with the other, and slid my free hand inside my panties.

My clit was already swollen and aching, so needy it almost hurt.

The image of them together hit me all at once. Madison with her bright eyes and pretty mouth. Ryan with that broad chest and the easy masculine confidence he wore without even trying. They’d looked beautiful standing there facing each other, and the spark between them had been immediate, even if Ryan didn’t want to admit it yet. My fingers moved over my clit, teasing it in tight little circles as I imagined them talking without me, looking at each other the way people looked when they already knew something charged was happening. Then my fingers slipped inside me, and a broken breath left my mouth as I pictured him slipping inside her.

Fuck.

My orgasm came in soft, slow waves, not violent enough to wipe out thought completely, which somehow made it worse. It gave me enough space to feel the pleasure and the guilt at the same time. Enough to recognize the shame coiling through me even as I came to images of my husband and another woman together. Enough to know that part of what excited me wasn’t just them. It was me watching. Me knowing. Me wanting it anyway.

When it was over, I pulled my fingers free and stood there for a second, breathing hard, my gut twisting with the weight of what I’d just done. Then I adjusted my dress carefully, flushed the toilet for cover, and went to the sink to wash my hands. The cold water helped a little, but not much. My reflection looked flushed and guilty and far too alive.

When I stepped back out into the hallway, I stopped cold.

Madison and Ryan were leaning against a row of lockers a short distance away.

Ryan had one arm braced above her head, boxing her in without quite touching her, and Madison had both hands spread lightly over his chest. Neither of them had seen me yet. They were close enough that I could hear them clearly if I stayed where I was, half-hidden in the bathroom doorway, and the sight of them standing like that sent a fresh rush of heat and dread through me.

I stayed where I was and listened.

“How do I know you’re not lying?” Ryan asked, his voice low and tense in a way I wasn’t used to hearing. “Lauren’s never told me about you going down on her.”

Madison’s reply came smooth and calm. “I thought she told you everything?”

“I lied.”

“Well then,” she said, sounding almost amused, “that means we both made mistakes with our words tonight. I never would’ve told you if I hadn’t thought she did.”

I leaned just enough to peek around the edge of the doorway and caught sight of Ryan studying her with open suspicion, his expression tight and searching. “You’re telling the truth, then?”

She grinned.

“Ask her yourself.”

My heart pounded so hard it felt almost painful. My secret was out. Ryan knew now. He knew that Madison and I had experimented together in high school, that there had been something between us, however brief it had been. And I knew exactly where a revelation like that could lead. Ryan had always fantasized about a threesome with two women. He’d brought it up more than once over the years, sometimes jokingly, sometimes not, always with that half-hopeful look in his eyes that told me the fantasy never really left him.

The idea of it had turned me on before. I could admit that much to myself, at least in the privacy of my own head. But being turned on by something in theory and actually living it were two completely different things. I’d never been sure I could share him, never been sure I could stand there and watch another woman touch my husband and not feel something ugly break open inside me. So I’d kept my secret to myself. It hadn’t even been that hard. Madison and I had lost touch after high school, and with each year that passed, it got easier to tell myself that part of my life had simply been left behind.

Still, if I had to share my husband with anyone, it would be her.

That thought moved through me with a strange clarity, frightening and arousing at the same time. I pushed myself away from the bathroom doorway before I could lose my nerve, forcing myself to confront what was happening instead of hiding there and listening like a coward. The second I stepped into view, both of them looked at me. Their eyes widened in unison, and for one strange second I felt like I’d walked in on something that belonged to all three of us before any of us had agreed to it.

“How long have you been there?” Ryan asked. He straightened and put a little distance between himself and Madison, like he suddenly needed the hallway to look less incriminating than it already did.

“Long enough.”

Madison flashed a cocky little grin that only made my pulse race faster. She didn’t look embarrassed. She looked entertained. “Good,” she said. “Then you can tell your husband that I’m no liar.”

I met Ryan’s gaze and swallowed hard enough that it hurt. There was no point pretending anymore. No point trying to soften it into something it hadn’t been. “She isn’t lying. Madison and I were intimate in high school. For a moment.”

Ryan looked away first, his jaw tightening with obvious annoyance. I could see the muscle tick there, the way it always did when he was trying to contain a stronger reaction. “You lied to me. I’ve asked you dozens of times if you’d ever be interested in another girl, and you said no.”

I stepped closer to both of them, aware of Madison listening with open fascination, smiling like this was the most delicious conversation she’d heard all week. “I didn’t lie,” I said, though even to me it sounded thin. “I just couldn’t stand the thought of sharing you with another woman.”

That made Ryan look back at me. His expression shifted, the irritation softening into something more complicated, and he let out a slow sigh. “So then don’t share me. Just afford me the fantasy of watching you.”

Before I could decide how to answer, Madison stepped in and cupped my face in both hands. Her palms were warm, her fingers soft along my jaw, and the ease with which she touched me made it feel less like a question and more like something inevitable. “I’m down if you are,” she said.

Fear rose in my throat so fast I almost mistook it for a reason to stop. But instead, I swallowed hard and leaned toward her before I could think better of it. Our lips brushed, soft at first, just enough to make my breath catch. Then our mouths opened, our tongues unfurling and sliding together, and the kiss deepened into something warm and wet and unmistakably hungry. She tasted like lipstick and champagne and something sweeter underneath, and Ryan’s breathing turned heavier beside us as he watched me making out with the girl I used to sneak around with in high school.

Kissing Madison aroused me more than ever before. It wasn’t like it had been back then, when everything was confusion and reckless curiosity and hormones I didn’t know what to do with. This felt different. We were older now. I was married. We were in the hallway of our old school during a reunion, with my husband standing right there watching. There was something forbidden about it in a way that felt fully adult now, fully dirty, and that made every second of it burn hotter. The moment Madison pressed her thigh between my legs and ground it against my pussy, I felt the breath leave my lungs in a helpless rush.

A moan slipped out before I could stop it.

Madison turned me with confident hands until my back hit the lockers with a metallic thud. She lifted my arms over my head, then looked past me at Ryan. “Hold them there.”

He obeyed immediately, wrapping his hands around my wrists and pinning them above me against the cool metal. The contact sent a fresh tremor through me. Then Madison lowered to her knees between my legs, rolled my dress up to my waist, and tugged my panties aside.

“Someone could see,” I started to say, but the protest barely made it out before her hot tongue touched my slit and erased the rest of the sentence. The sensation hit me so suddenly and so perfectly that my head fell back against the lockers. It felt almost impossible that so much time had passed since the last time she’d gone down on me, because the memory of it lived in me as clearly as ever. My back arched, and my eyes rolled half shut as pleasure rushed through me with humiliating speed.

“Don’t let her worry you,” Ryan told Madison, his voice rougher now. “She likes being naughty in public. It gives her a special thrill.”

“Good,” Madison murmured against my pussy, her breath hot enough to make my thighs shake. “Because I have no plans on stopping until she comes.”

Her tongue slid deeper, dipping inside me while her thumb circled over my clit in slow, deliberate strokes that made my knees threaten to give out. Ryan was still holding my wrists above my head, keeping me open for her, and then he leaned in and kissed me hard. His mouth crashed into mine with desperate heat, and I could feel how turned on he was in every part of him, in the way he kissed, in the way his grip tightened around my wrists, in the way he seemed half-dazed by the sight of her on her knees between my legs. I rolled my hips against Madison’s face, my hips chasing the pleasure on instinct now, and somewhere in the blur of it I had the wild, disbelieving thought that I was being touched by both of them at once and had done absolutely nothing to deserve it.

Then Ryan cupped my breasts through my dress, squeezing their fullness in his hands, teasing my nipples through the fabric until sharp little shocks of pleasure joined everything else already overwhelming me. The sensation rolled through every limb in waves, making me feel loose and weak and so achingly full of sensation I could barely stay upright even with the lockers behind me.

I was coming apart in the hallway of my old high school.

The thought sent another pulse through me. Anyone could walk by. Anyone could turn the corner and see Madison between my legs, Ryan pinning my wrists above my head, my dress hiked up, my face flushed and ruined with pleasure. The risk of it only made the orgasm hit harder. It tore through me in deep, shaking waves, leaving my thighs trembling around Madison’s shoulders while my whole body shuddered against the lockers.

Madison didn’t stop until the shaking had fully worked its way out of me. Only then did she rise to her feet. Ryan let go of my wrists, and Madison stepped into his place so smoothly it made my head spin. She kissed me, and I could taste myself on her tongue, warm and filthy. Then, with shameless confidence, she smeared my juices over my lips and cheeks before leaning close to my ear.

“I’m going to give your husband his fantasy,” she whispered. “I’m going to fuck him and you’re going to watch me. But more importantly, you’re going to love what you see.”

My heart nearly leaped out of my chest. I stared at her with wide eyes, my whole body still buzzing from what she’d just done to me. I couldn’t say no to Madison. I never had been able to. That was the truth underneath everything else, the truth I’d spent years avoiding. I’d never thought of myself as into girls, not really, but when Madison suggested we experiment back then, I hadn’t been able to tell her no. Even then, she’d looked at me with that same certainty and told me I’d enjoy it.

She’d been right then.

What if she was right now too?

I swallowed and nodded before I could lose my nerve. Madison turned toward my husband, and Ryan released my wrists completely, his expression already changed by what he’d heard, by what I’d agreed to. “You’re going to get your wish, Ryan,” she said, “and your wife has approved it.”

His gaze met mine while Madison’s lips moved over his neck, and I didn’t say a word. Whatever permission he was looking for, whatever last hesitation still held him back, I gave my answer with my eyes. I watched the moment he understood it. His body loosened, his mouth parted slightly, and by the time Madison’s hands slid down to his belt, Ryan had stopped resisting.

Madison dropped to her knees for the second time that night, pressing her back against the lockers as she settled between his legs. Ryan glanced over his shoulder to make sure no one was coming down the hallway, his broad body shielding her from view as much as it could. The caution of it should’ve grounded me, should’ve made the reality of what we were doing feel risky enough to inspire common sense. Instead, it only made the heat in my body spread faster.

She pulled his cock free, licked her lips, and then sank her mouth over him in one smooth swallow like she’d been waiting all night to do it. The sight of it made my nipples pucker instantly, tight and aching beneath my dress, and my clit, already swollen and throbbing from everything that had come before, began begging for more with a pulse so strong it almost hurt.

I slipped my hand inside my panties while I watched, rubbing my sensitive nub through wetness that had already soaked the fabric. It almost stung at first. I was that worked up, that tender, but the slight pain only sharpened everything else and made the pleasure feel dirtier, more immediate. I couldn’t take my eyes off them. Ryan’s brows pulled together, and his eyes fell shut like the sensation of another woman’s mouth on him was almost too much for him to process all at once. I found myself wondering, with a mix of jealousy and fascination, if she felt as good to him as she had to me.

Then he reached down and gripped Madison’s hair in his fist. Only then did he finally look at her. Something in his expression changed when he did, something darker and more surrendered, and he started thrusting his hips against her mouth in short, hungry movements. Every now and then, the back of her head tapped against the lockers with a metallic rattle that echoed faintly in the hallway. The sound made my clit spark all over again. The idea of someone hearing that noise, of someone turning the corner and finding all three of us there, sent a reckless thrill straight through me. I teased my nipples through my dress with one hand and slipped two fingers inside myself with the other, needing more, needing something to do with the unbearable rush building in me.

“Get over here,” Ryan said.

His hand closed around the side of my neck, not hard, but possessive, and he pulled me in for a kiss. His mouth hit mine hot and searing, full of breath and hunger and half-stifled groans that vibrated against my lips while Madison kept sucking him below. The sensation of kissing him while another woman had her mouth on his cock made my whole body thrum with adrenaline and desire. It was too much and still not enough.

And the worst part was that I enjoyed it. Madison had been right.

I enjoyed it exactly the way she knew I would.

But even as that realization settled into me, I wanted more.

I broke the kiss with my husband and lowered myself to my knees beside Madison before I had time to overthink it. The hallway floor was hard beneath me, and the movement made my dress tighten across my thighs, but I barely noticed. Ryan’s eyes widened the second he realized what I was about to do, and a helpless moan escaped him before he could swallow it back.

Madison smiled at me like she’d known all along I’d end up there. She eased his cock toward me in silent invitation. I took him into my mouth while she licked the underside of his shaft, and for a moment the two of us worked him together, my lips and tongue on him while her mouth and tongue teased him in tandem. It felt strangely intimate with her, not competitive the way I might have feared, but collaborative in a way that made my stomach flutter. I reached up and massaged his balls with one hand, then lowered my mouth to wrap my lips around them while Madison went back to deep-throating him.

Ryan braced both palms against the lockers and looked down at us with a dazed, overwhelmed expression that made me feel almost drunk with power. His chest rose and fell harder, his stomach tightening, and then his release hit him. His load shot down Madison’s throat while I kept my mouth on him, licking and sucking lower, drawing out every last shudder from his body.

I heard her swallow.

Even then, neither of us stopped right away. We kept licking and sucking until the tension had fully left him, until his breathing turned ragged and uneven and his thighs stopped trembling. Only then did Madison lift her mouth from him, and I pulled back too.

She rose smoothly to her feet and turned her back to Ryan, placing herself squarely between him and me. I was still kneeling when she hiked her skirt up and tugged her panties to the side. The sight of her dripping wet pussy made my breath catch. She looked just as perfect and plump as she had back then, only now there was something fuller and more womanly about her, something that made the memory of high school feel small in comparison. I reached for her without thinking, tugging the flesh above her clit up just enough before I wrapped my lips around her mound hungrily. I sucked and flicked my tongue over her sensitive nub, listening to the way her breath changed above me.

Behind her, my husband gripped her hips and slid his cock into her from behind.

The sound Madison made was low and broken, half moan and half gasp, and Ryan immediately cupped a hand over her mouth to silence her. His other hand snaked around the front of her body to cup her breast and tease her nipple through the thin fabric of her blouse. I could feel the force of his thrusts through her body, could see the way his balls swung with each movement, and every part of the scene in front of me made me hotter. I was desperate for my own release again, so desperate that I plunged my fingers back inside my own pussy and curled them upward until I hit the spot that made my whole body tense.

Pleasure built so fast it almost made me dizzy. My head felt light, my thoughts scrambled, and bright little sparks started flickering at the edges of my vision. Then the orgasm tore through me so hard it felt like an earthquake moving up through me, shaking loose every coherent thought I had left.

Somewhere in the middle of it, Madison leaned back against my husband, wrapped one arm around his neck, and kissed him.

That was what did it.

That was what cut through the pleasure and sent a sharp jolt of jealousy through me, more intense even than the fact that she had his cock inside her. Watching her take his mouth so naturally, watching him let her, hit something raw and possessive inside me that I hadn’t expected. It made me stand almost on instinct, driven by something hotter and more emotional than reason.

I cupped her face and pulled her away from him, demanding the kiss for myself.

Madison came willingly. Her lips met mine with eager softness that turned hungry almost immediately, and her tongue dipped into my mouth so I could taste my husband’s cum still lingering there. The taste was filthy enough to make my knees weak all over again. I cupped her breasts while we kissed, feeling their warm weight through her blouse, and pinched her nipples the way I remembered she liked. The little sound she made into my mouth told me I hadn’t forgotten.

Madison moaned against my lips while one of her hands moved between her legs to play with her clit. I bit down gently on her lower lip, more to muffle her than to hurt her, and she shivered. Then she pressed her forehead to mine and looked straight into my eyes as she came, her whole body tensing around my husband’s cock.

Ryan groaned behind her, and the sound yanked me back from the filthy, possessive haze I’d fallen into. I looked over her shoulder and watched his expression change. His brows pinched together, his eyes closed, and his body went tight in that unmistakable way that told me exactly what was happening.

He held himself still for one suspended beat inside her pussy.

And in that moment, I knew.

He was filling her.

Adrenaline flooded my veins so fast it made me feel almost cold. He wasn’t wearing a condom. He could get her pregnant, and it was already too late to do anything about it. The thought should’ve horrified me more than it did. It should’ve cut through the lust and dragged all of us back to reality. Instead, something in me twisted and clenched around the idea in a way that only made me more aroused. The image of my husband coming inside her, risking something that real, that irreversible, felt shockingly primal.

Ryan finally pulled out and shoved himself back into his pants as quickly as he could. Madison and I straightened our clothes, smoothing our dresses down and running shaky fingers through our disheveled hair just as a couple stepped out of the gymnasium and into the hallway.

The three of us put a little distance between ourselves right away, trying to look casual, but it was obvious we’d been up to no good. My lipstick was smeared, Madison’s hair was a mess, and some of my makeup or hers or both had ended up on Ryan’s face. On top of that, his zipper was still halfway down.

The couple slowed as they passed us on their way to the bathrooms, staring with open curiosity. I could only imagine what we looked like to them, flushed and breathless and far too guilty-looking to pass for innocent. The second they disappeared around the corner, all three of us burst into laughter.

“Their faces were priceless,” Madison said, grinning.

I looked at my husband, and he smirked back at me with the kind of knowing amusement that told me he understood exactly how much I’d enjoyed the risk of almost getting caught. Especially when there were no real consequences waiting for us at the end of it.

I reached for Madison’s hand and laced my fingers through hers. “Screw the reunion. Let’s go back to our place and continue the party.”

Madison smiled. “Yeah, screw the reunion.” Then she took my neck in both hands and kissed me, short and sweet this time, a playful promise instead of a command. “I’d rather screw you, anyway.”

Ryan stepped in and put an arm around both of us, wedging himself between us with the easy confidence of a man who’d just gotten exactly what he wanted and knew the night still wasn’t over. “Ladies, it sounds like we have a date with destiny.”

The three of us headed for the school’s doors together. I wasn’t sure destiny had anything to do with seeing Madison again after all these years. Maybe it was chance. Maybe it was bad judgment. Maybe it was the sort of buried desire that eventually finds its way back to the surface whether you’re ready for it or not. Whatever it was, I was glad it had happened. My secret was out, and for the first time, that didn’t feel like a threat. It felt like an opening. I was ready to explore everything I’d left behind.

This time, with my husband.
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