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A Note to the Reader

Welcome to the next chapter of The Seed Series .

If you’ve been following the series, you know that a harvest is only as good as the soil it's planted in. In Sowing the Best Friend, we step into the seemingly perfect world of Chloe and Grant Parker. They have the house, the career, and the beautiful daughter—but they also have a secret. When Chloe’s best friend, Piper, finds herself at her lowest point, Chloe realizes that Piper needs a good man–her man. Chloe is shocked at how Piper unlocks a side of Grant that she never knew, and even more surprised at how turned on she is by watching their unfettered couplings.

This story isn't just about a "mercy loan" of a husband. It’s about the visceral thrill of watching the person you love most claim the person you trust most. It’s about the evolution from a happy marriage to a powerful throuple, and the moment a shared husband realizes his legacy is meant to grow beyond a single womb.

What to Expect:

​● ​ The Shared Husband : High-heat voyeurism and "reclaiming" scenes.

​● ​ The Service Vessel : A best friend who discovers her true calling is to be filled and used.

​● ​ The Breeding HEA : A transition from casual sharing to a permanent, multi-mother family expansion.

​● ​ Suburban Heat : Domestic sweetness interrupted by raunchy, uninhibited kink.


Chapter 1: Cracks in the Porcelain

The kitchen, in the late afternoon, was glossy with the kind of cleanliness that felt performative—a counter wiped one too many times, not a smear of peanut butter or a single stray Cheerio in sight. Chloe stood at the stove, a pastel apron cinched tight around her waist, glancing every few minutes at the clock that hung above the fridge, then at the patio door where the backyard—damp and quiet—waited for Grant and the little one to come storming back in. She flipped the chicken breasts, the sizzle sharp and controlled, then set the spatula down and wiped her hands, humming tunelessly.

Everything was in its place: the framed family photos lined up along the hallway, the living room’s throw blankets folded in symmetrical triangles, the sofa’s cushions plumped to showroom density. Even the toys—stacking cups, a battered plush rabbit, a few plastic dinosaurs—were corralled into a cheerful basket by the fireplace, awaiting the inevitable post-dinner chaos.

She checked her phone for the fourth time since five o’clock. Two texts from Grant: “Leaving office, don’t start without me,” and “Traffic. Might be 10 late. Sorry, babe.” She replied with a heart and a “drive safe,” then scrolled briefly through the neighborhood group chat, where the main topics were porch pirates and spring soccer sign-ups. After a moment, she put the phone facedown and peered out the front window, tracing the neat line of tulips Grant had planted the month before. Her reflection in the glass looked serene, content—almost cartoon-motherly. She didn’t mind.

The doorbell’s metallic two-tone startled her. She dabbed at a non-existent smudge of sauce on her cheek, then hurried to the door, feet silent on the hardwood. Through the narrow glass panel she saw a mane of strawberry-blonde hair—familiar, but wild, half-escaped from a scrunchie and splayed out over a stained jacket. Chloe’s pulse sped as she unlatched the door.

“Piper?” she said, barely keeping the alarm from her voice.

Piper was leaning against the doorjamb, her shoulders jerking up and down in silent sobs. Mascara streaked down both cheeks in haphazard rails, and her lower lip was so chewed it had left a smudge of blood at the corner of her mouth. Chloe caught the acidic tang of wine on Piper’s breath before she even spoke.

“Chloe.” The word came out flat, nearly inaudible. Piper made a limp attempt at a smile and then shuddered, folding into herself, arms crossed tight.

Chloe opened the door wide, pulled Piper in by the sleeve. The jacket was a relic from Piper’s old job—something expensive, once—but the collar was frayed and the lining drooped from the cuff. Her jeans, too, hung awkwardly, more slouch than fit. Piper’s hips and bust had always been generous, but now she looked deflated—like a balloon left on the floor for days.

“What happened?” Chloe asked, hands already on Piper’s shoulders, steering her through the entryway and into the sunken living room.

“He’s selling the condo,” Piper choked, collapsing onto the edge of the couch. She pressed her fists to her eyes, then forced her gaze upward, staring at the ceiling fan as if willing it to stop spinning. “He’s selling it out from under me. There’s nothing left. I won’t even have a place to live anymore.”

For a second, Chloe’s mind froze. The last she’d heard, Piper’s divorce had been dragging, nasty but survivable. They’d bitched about it over lunch—Chloe picking at her salad, Piper knocking back Pinot Grigio and making black-comedy jokes about alimony. But this was different. There was no punchline. Piper’s hands, normally animated, now clenched the fabric of her jeans so hard her knuckles looked deformed.

Chloe moved to sit next to her, hip-to-hip. She wrapped an arm around Piper, feeling the heat and fine tremors beneath the oversized jacket. “He can’t just do that,” she said, even though she knew that, technically, he could. “There’s got to be some kind of process, right? Isn’t the lawyer—”

Piper laughed, a single bark that dissolved instantly into another round of hiccuping tears. “He fired my lawyer. Said he’d ‘handle it amicably.’ That fucking means he screws me over and nobody cares.”

The room held a silence so dense it threatened to bend the air. Chloe looked down at the tufted rug, watched Piper’s tears fall—dark spots spreading, then vanishing. She kept her arm around Piper, hand rubbing gentle circles on her back the way she did with her own daughter after a scraped knee.

“You’re staying here tonight,” Chloe said, quietly decisive.

Piper leaned in, head on Chloe’s shoulder, and let the rest of her tears drain out.

The chicken on the stove hissed, then went quiet—pan cooling on a now-dormant burner, the dinner routine broken. In the soft glow of the living room lamps, the two women sat amid the tokens of Chloe’s happy, normal life, Piper a jagged intrusion of desperation. Chloe smoothed a wisp of hair from Piper’s forehead, and for the first time since opening the door, felt a curl of anger—at Piper’s ex, at the unfairness, at her own helplessness.

She tucked Piper’s head against her and said, with all the force she could muster, “You’re not alone. We’ll figure this out. I promise.”

Piper’s shoulders shook once more, then stilled. “Thank you,” she whispered.

The clock in the kitchen ticked into the next minute. Chloe squeezed Piper’s hand, refusing to let go.

***

Chloe’s hand shook faintly as she uncorked the Merlot. She poured two glasses nearly to the rim, as if volume could blunt the edge of whatever Piper had just lived through. Piper accepted hers without a word, drained half in three swallows, and then flinched—ashamed or maybe just startled by how quickly the comfort evaporated.

They sat close together, the old sectional groaning under Piper’s sudden weight. For a minute, neither spoke. Chloe tried not to stare at the spots of mascara on Piper’s cheeks or the faint sheen of sweat along her hairline. Instead, she fussed with her own wine, swirling it, pretending to savor.

“So,” Chloe ventured. “What’s his angle? The house is in both your names, right?”

Piper barked another hollow laugh. “Used to be. He re-mortgaged it last year to pay off ‘some debts’—which, surprise, means a bookie and three maxed-out credit cards. I only found out because the lawyer sent foreclosure notices to my parents’ address.” She swirled the wine with a practiced hand, but the tremor in her wrist made the liquid lap dangerously close to the rim. “Apparently if you fall far enough behind, they don’t even need your signature. They just… take it.”

Chloe sucked in a slow breath. “He can’t have much left to take.”

“Oh, you’d be amazed. He’s got time, energy, and a pathological hatred of my happiness.” Piper glanced down, her hands cradling the glass. Her thumb worried at a chipped edge on the stem, back and forth, relentless. “He’s also got contacts at every firm in the city. Spent the last week calling around, telling everyone I was unstable, that I’d stolen confidential files. I’m blacklisted. No one will even take a lunch meeting with me.”

The color had gone out of Piper’s face, leaving only a scatter of freckles and the raw pink along her cheekbones. Her blouse—something silky, meant to project competence—had a tear at the wrist and sat crooked on her shoulders. When she reached for the bottle to refill her glass, Chloe caught sight of her collarbone: it jutted, sharp as scaffolding, the skin there gone papery and pale. Even her legendary breasts seemed to have lost volume.

“How long has it been this bad?” Chloe asked softly.

“Six weeks?” Piper shrugged, but it looked more like a collapse. “The gambling never stopped. Just got more creative. He’s betting on everything now—sports, stocks, cryptocurrency. Last month he dropped ten grand on some NFT thing and lost it all in a weekend.” She flexed her fingers, and for the first time Chloe noticed the nails: bitten down to painful nubs, one ragged enough to have bled recently.

Chloe put her wine down and took Piper’s hand, lacing their fingers. “I’m so sorry. I should’ve—”

Piper squeezed, hard. “Don’t. You’ve got your life. I fucked up mine.”

Something heavy settled in the room. Chloe looked around—at the pristine shelves, the baskets of folded laundry, the thick rugs and curated stacks of picture books. She wondered what it would be like to lose all of this, to have the floor pulled out overnight and end up with nothing but the clothes on your back and the ghosts of who you used to be.

“He’s an asshole,” Chloe said. The words felt blunt, but Piper’s lip twitched in a genuine smile for the first time since she arrived.

“Yeah. But he’s my asshole.” The smile faltered, then collapsed entirely. Piper blinked hard, staring into the wine. “I just—I thought we’d figure it out. Or at least not burn it all down.” She set the glass on the coffee table, let it roll a little until it steadied itself.

For a moment, Piper sat with her head bowed. She scanned the room, taking in the framed pictures, the art projects clipped to the fridge, the riotous yellow of Chloe’s daughter’s plastic tea set by the fireplace.

“I forgot what normal looked like,” Piper said, voice catching. “Your place smells like lemon and vanilla. Mine smells like despair and boxed wine.”

Chloe pulled her in, hugging tight, not letting go even as Piper’s body stiffened in resistance. After a minute, the tension bled out, and Piper pressed her face into Chloe’s shoulder, trembling. Chloe held her, not as a mother holds a child but as a woman holds another woman who’s seen the inside of hell and crawled back out. She stroked the hair from Piper’s forehead, noting the gray threading through the strawberry-blonde.

“We’ll figure it out,” Chloe said again, quieter this time.

Piper let herself be held. She let herself sink into the pillowy couch, into the domesticity she once called stifling but now looked at as if it were the walls of Eden. She let herself finish the wine, then let herself refill the glass, and for a minute, let herself hope.

***

The front door opened with the solid click of someone who owned the space. Grant’s footsteps—unhurried, decisive—moved from the mudroom to the kitchen. Chloe felt a shift in the air, some atmospheric change, as he hung his suit jacket on the rack and toed off his shoes.

He found them in the living room, Piper curled into a corner of the sectional, Chloe’s arm draped over her shoulders. Grant’s gaze flicked from the two nearly empty wine glasses to the tense set of Piper’s jaw, and then to Chloe, who met his eyes with an unreadable expression.

He set down his briefcase, loosened his tie. “Hey, love.” He kissed Chloe on the forehead, hand lingering at her nape. His body radiated heat, calm, the faint scent of expensive aftershave. “Everything okay here?” he asked, but his tone was more “tell me what’s broken so I can fix it” than an actual question.

Piper, who’d always been the one to dominate a room, now shrank into herself. “Sorry to crash,” she managed, her voice raw from crying. “I, uh, ran out of places to go.”

Chloe let her hand rest on Piper’s arm. “Piper’s ex is selling the condo,” she said, voice stripped of sugar. “Didn’t bother to tell her until the bank sent the paperwork.”

Grant’s eyes narrowed—not in anger, but in a kind of technical assessment, like he was rewiring a circuit in his head. He knelt in front of Piper, placing one large hand on the coffee table, the other offered palm-up, gentle. “Jesus. I’m sorry. That’s beyond shitty.”

Piper tried to laugh, but it came out as a breathless exhale. “Could be worse. I could be married to him.”

Grant grinned, the edge of a smile more empathy than amusement. “That’s true. But tonight you’re with us, so—let’s reset. Chloe, do you want me to order something for dinner?”

“Chinese?” Chloe said, relieved to pivot to logistics. “I never got past the marinade. Chicken’s a lost cause.”

“Done.” Grant pulled out his phone, shot Chloe a conspiratorial glance. “Triple order of Crab Rangoon?”

“Obviously,” Chloe said, and this time she almost smiled.

He dialed in the order, then stood and surveyed the room—his eyes lingering a split second longer on Piper, who’d resumed a tight grip on her wineglass. He moved through the next set of motions with the ease of long habit: checked the back door, flicked the deadbolt, scanned the yard through the window. He adjusted the thermostat, then the lighting, swapping out harsh overhead for the lamps’ warmer glow. It was ritual, unconscious, the security dance of a man who kept his family’s world spinning.

Piper watched him, not hiding the curiosity. She followed every move, every unconscious check and touch. At one point, as Grant passed by to grab a fresh glass, Piper caught his sleeve. “Thanks,” she said, and her voice, while unsteady, was lighter than before.

He paused. “Any time,” he replied, simple and true.

Grant reappeared, carrying Ruby’s backpack. “Surprise Grandma visit for Ruby tonight. I’ll drop her at Grandma’s on the way to get dinner.” He looked at the empty bottle on the table and added, “And I’ll get some more wine.”

After Grant disappeared out the front door, Chloe sank deeper into the couch, shoulder to shoulder with Piper. “I know it’s a lot,” Chloe said. “But you’re staying here as long as you need. I mean it.”

Piper sniffed, wiped her nose with a napkin, and glanced again at the gentle disorder of toys, pillows, picture books. “He’s a good one,” she said.

Chloe smiled, small and tired. “I know. He tries.”

The scent of takeout grease and ginger filled the house. Grant returned, carrying a fresh bottle of wine and three glasses. He filled them in turn, then set up plates and napkins at the coffee table, as if this was any other Thursday night and not a crisis.

“Is Ruby OK at Grandma’s?” Chloe asked.

“Both happy as clams. Grandma begged to keep Ruby until Sunday - daycare can miss her for a day; although we might have to detox her from baked goods and candy when she gets home,” Grant chuckled.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to disrupt your  life, too,” Piper sniffled.

Chloe touched Piper’s shoulder, “You’re not disrupting anything, babe. You’re part of our life, too.” She looked at Grant and added, “Besides, Grant and I can have some sexy time without anyone wandering into the bedroom.”

Grant grinned at Piper, “Unless you want  to?”

Chloe swatted Grant, “Stop hitting on my best friend when she’s vulnerable!”

Piper let herself laugh through the sniffles, “Damn, I want what you guys have.”

Dinner was subdued, but not miserable. Grant and Chloe gently steered the conversation toward safe topics: old stories from college, a disaster vacation in Mexico, the time Piper almost got them all banned from Six Flags. By the end of the meal, Piper was laughing—a real, uncontrolled cackle—over Chloe’s retelling of her sorority hazing, which involved nothing but whipped cream and a swimming pool.

After dinner, the two women lingered on the couch while Grant cleaned up. He stacked plates, wiped down the table, loaded the dishwasher with the thoroughness of someone who found peace in order. Chloe watched him, her heart pinched by gratitude and the faintest edge of guilt for having something so stable, so impossible for Piper right now.

When Grant returned, he perched on the arm of the couch beside Chloe, his hand resting at the small of her back. “You want to show Piper the guest room?” he breathed.

“Yeah,” Chloe said, getting to her feet. She pulled Piper up beside her, still steadying with a hand at her elbow.

Piper hesitated at the stairs, scanning the family photos that lined the wall. “You two ever fight?” she asked, voice soft.

Chloe shrugged. “Sure. But we always make up before bed. That is the rule.”

Piper smiled, a little crooked. “That’s a good rule.”

They reached the guest room—a cozy space with a stack of soft blankets and a fresh set of towels folded on the dresser. Chloe flipped on the lamp, flooding the room with a warm, forgiving light.

“If you need anything,” Chloe said, “just yell.”

Piper turned, eyes glassy, but she hugged Chloe—hard, desperate. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Chloe squeezed back. “You’re family,” she said. “Always have been.”

Back downstairs, Grant was waiting. He held out a hand, and Chloe took it. He pulled her in close, the top of her head fitting neatly beneath his chin.

“Wasn’t expecting tonight to turn into a rescue mission,” he murmured, mouth brushing her hair.

“Neither was I,” Chloe said. “But I’m glad we’re here for her.”

They stood together a long minute; the house settling around them. Upstairs, a light clicked off, and a weary guest curled herself in borrowed sheets, hoping to wake up somewhere softer.

Grant’s hand pressed against Chloe’s lower back, solid and warm. Chloe leaned into it, her eyes closed, as if drawing strength from the simplest touch.

Down the hall, a nightlight glowed, the sound of the dishwasher a quiet, dependable hum. In the guest room, Piper lay awake, listening to the life happening all around her—safe, ordered, impossibly out of reach.

She clutched the comforter, let herself cry again, and this time, the tears felt almost clean.

Chapter 2: The Friday Night Offer

On Friday night, the house felt three degrees warmer than usual—partly from the spring thaw, mostly from the storm front of feelings that had moved in with Piper. Ruby was at her grandmother’s for the weekend, which left the living room to the adults: Chloe, who sat cross-legged on the sectional in yoga pants and an oversized “Lake Girl” tee; Piper, who was wearing off-brand jeggings and once-white Henley borrowed from Chloe, braless because nothing Chloe owned could hold Piper’s unreal assets.

The light outside was that suburban gold, catching on the beveled edge of every window, turning even the neighbor’s trampoline into a minor work of art. Inside, Chloe had orchestrated ambiance—candles on the mantle, the faint background drone of indie pop, the aroma of frozen pizza crisping up in the oven. The goal was comfort, but Piper was already three glasses deep and unraveling by the time the mozzarella started to brown.

“You ever feel like you’re just a stain on somebody else’s carpet?” Piper asked, swirling her wine so hard it threatened to breach the rim. Her mascara had not improved since the night she’d shown up; if anything, the fresh tears only made it more of a war paint effect. The wineglass trembled in her hand, not from cold but from some engine running much hotter.

Chloe topped off Piper’s glass before answering. “Only every day from, like, thirteen to twenty-two.” She offered a sly smile. “You’re not a stain, Pipes. You’re more like… glitter. Impossible to get rid of, even after you think you’ve vacuumed it all up.”

Piper snorted and wiped her nose, leaving a smudge of black under one nostril. “Glitter is the herpes of craft supplies, you know.”

“Good thing I’m already infected,” Chloe shot back, and for a second, they both laughed—a genuine laugh, shrill and a little mean, but alive.

Piper’s laugh collapsed into a hiccup. She stared into her lap, tracing the hem of her shirt. “I miss having somebody to annoy,” she said, barely above a whisper. “Somebody who’s contractually obligated to listen to my shit.”

Chloe wanted to say, “You have me,” but the words caught at the edge of her tongue. She took a long drink instead, feeling the heat of the wine on its way down. She knew the look Piper gave her: half a dare, half a plea.

The front door opened. Grant’s key rattled in the lock, followed by the familiar weight of him kicking off his shoes in the mudroom. He stepped into the living room already loosened—tie gone, shirt collar open, blazer slung over one shoulder. Grant was a walking ad for DILF chic, tall and broad-shouldered, with a five-o’clock shadow that looked more intentional and perfect than it should.

“Ladies,” he said, surveying the scene. “Looks like I missed happy hour.”

Piper tried to pull herself up, failed, and settled for waving her glass in the air. “We started early,” she said, slurring just enough to be adorable. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” Grant replied. He set his blazer on the bannister and came to stand beside Chloe, palm finding its way to the back of her neck. He squeezed—lightly, just pressure, not possession. Chloe felt herself sit up straighter. “What man wouldn’t want to come home to two drunk girls.”

“We’re on bottle number two,” Chloe confessed, raising her own glass. “Possibly three. Time gets weird after the second Merlot.”

Grant grinned. “And how’s our guest?”

“I’m statistically unlikely to survive the weekend,” Piper said. “If I die, please donate my organs. The good ones are probably pickled by now.”

“Don’t say that,” Chloe said, but she was smiling. She loved this version of Piper: tragic and hilarious, burning up as she crashed.

Grant moved to the bar cart and poured himself a finger of bourbon, neat. He leaned against the piano, arms folded. “If you need a drinking buddy, I’m off the clock,” he said, tipping the glass toward Piper. “But if you want, I can also grill you a steak, build you a bookshelf, or mansplain the housing market until you pass out from boredom.”

Piper’s smile almost looked natural. “You’re a keeper, Grant. You know that?”

“Chloe keeps me in the basement most days,” Grant deadpanned. “With the Christmas ornaments and the last three generations of failed Tupperware.”

Chloe threw a couch pillow at him, which he caught one-handed. “Don’t flatter yourself,” she said, but the flirt was automatic.

The oven beeped. Chloe padded into the kitchen to check the pizza. As she sliced it, she caught Piper’s reflection in the glass—shoulders hunched, mouth pursed, as if every good thing was some kind of test.

By the time Chloe returned, Piper had switched to the floor, sitting cross-legged in front of the coffee table, her nipples threatening to poke through her top. There were now three empty bottles of wine lined up like bowling pins. She was telling Grant a story about her ex’s worst gambling loss, hands gesticulating, voice growing louder with every pour.

“…and then he tells me he’s going to win it all back at the Derby, but he bets on the wrong goddamn horse and loses twenty grand in a single race! I mean, have you ever met someone that dedicated to being a loser?”

Grant whistled. “That’s impressive. Most guys can’t commit to anything that hard.”

Piper shot him finger guns. “That’s why you’re top of the species, Grant. If I were thirty percent less broken, I’d be all over you.” She said it with a crooked grin, but the words seemed to land and take root in the space between them.

Chloe noticed the way Piper looked at Grant—not hungry, exactly, but like a beggar watching someone else’s feast. She also noticed the way Grant listened to Piper, eyes occasionally straying to her impossible-to-ignore nipples, face open but impossible to read. She wondered if she was imagining the current running under the words, or if she was just drunk enough to feel every static charge in the room.

They demolished the pizza in five minutes. At some point, Piper sprawled sideways, feet in Chloe’s lap, head propped on a couch cushion. Grant stayed upright, sipping bourbon, asking questions that kept Piper talking: Where did she want to go, now that she could go anywhere? What would she do if money was no object? Did she really hate her ex, or just the part of herself that picked him?

Piper answered every question honestly, which in her case meant painfully. “I want to move to Oregon,” she confessed at one point, her voice thick with wine. “Just grow weed and write a trashy memoir about my life. Maybe get a couple of goats. Maybe never talk to a man again.”

“Goats are underrated,” Grant said, straight-faced. “Good company, low maintenance.”

“You’d make a great goat,” Piper told him.

Chloe laughed so hard she snorted wine up her nose. “Okay, you’re cut off,” she said, but it was a lie and everyone knew it.

The clock crawled past nine, then ten. The bottles on the table kept multiplying. At some point, Chloe turned the music up, and they all sang along to the one song they knew—Piper’s voice a raw soprano, Grant’s surprisingly tuneful, Chloe’s somewhere in the middle but carrying the harmony like always.

Piper lost the thread first. She closed her eyes, head tilted back, lips parted. For a second, Chloe thought she’d passed out, but then Piper spoke: “You two ever feel like you’re watching life through the glass? Like everyone else is having the actual experience and you’re just… observing?”

Chloe looked at Grant, then at Piper. “Sometimes,” she said, and the word hung in the air like a slow exhale.

Piper opened her eyes. They were red, rimmed with salt and eyeliner, but so bright it almost hurt to look. She smiled, softer now. “You guys are lucky. You know that, right?”

Chloe nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She glanced at Grant, whose hand had migrated to her thigh, fingers tracing slow circles. She squeezed his hand, then reached over and squeezed Piper’s, too. The three of them sat like that—a messy constellation, nothing symmetrical about it—while the candles guttered and the music cycled back to the beginning.

When Piper cried again, nobody pretended not to notice. Grant handed her a tissue, and she took it, blowing her nose like a kid, then dabbing at the mascara streaks she’d made worse over the course of the night.

Chloe felt her own eyes sting, but didn’t let the tears fall. Instead, she smiled, blinking hard. “You’re family,” she said. “And we take care of our own.”

Piper squeezed her hand back, holding tight.

As midnight drew close, the three of them were sprawled across the sectional, a tangle of limbs and empty glasses. The light in the living room was soft, forgiving. For once, nobody moved to clean up. They just sat, basking in each other’s exhaustion, a little less alone than when the night started.

On the coffee table, the empty bottles stood at attention, a silent record of everything they’d survived so far.

***

Piper rolled her head to face Chloe. “You wanna know what I really hate?” she asked, her voice raw.

Chloe nodded.

“I hate I can’t fucking stop thinking about what it would be like to have what you have,” Piper said. “Not the kid. Not the mortgage. Just… the sex. The way you look at him.” She gestured sloppily at Grant, who raised an eyebrow but didn’t interject. “He’s so—” She broke off, searching for the word. “He’s so present. Even when he’s just sitting there, it’s like, all the air in the room knows he’s there.”

Chloe laughed, trying to play it off. “He’s not that special,” she said, but she glanced at Grant and her stomach flipped, betraying her. “He farts in his sleep. He chews ice cubes.”

Piper grinned, but the smile curdled. “Yeah. But he fucks you like he’s breaking curfew.” She gulped the last of her wine and set the glass down, eyes shining with the same envy that had been burning a hole in her all week. “You ever think about letting someone else have a turn?”

The question hung there, dangerous and sharp. Grant looked from Piper to Chloe, eyes a little wider than before, mouth pressed in a tight line.

Chloe’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t look away. She was used to Piper’s unfiltered mouth, but this was different—there was hunger in it, the kind of need that made Chloe’s pulse leap.

Piper wiped her eyes with the heel of her hand, smearing the last of her makeup into a single blurred shadow. “I’d kill to feel what you feel,” she whispered. “Just once. I want to forget everything. I want to be ruined by someone who knows how.”

For a moment, nobody moved. The room’s center of gravity shifted. Chloe became acutely aware of Grant’s hand on her calf, of how the muscles in his forearm flexed as he tensed. She could feel the blood pounding in her neck.

Then, without thinking, Chloe said, “Maybe you could… borrow him. Just for tonight.” Her voice sounded strange to her—high, shaky, but absolutely certain.

Grant turned to her, blinking. “Chlo—” he started, but the word broke off.

Piper froze. “Are you—serious?” Her voice was hopeful and terrified all at once.

Chloe’s heart hammered in her chest. She held Piper’s gaze, her own desire suddenly so clear she felt exposed. “If you want,” she said, and then she looked at Grant. “If you both want.”

Grant stared at Chloe, as if searching for the trick or punchline. “You want me to…?”

“I want you to,” Chloe said. It came out easier the second time. “I want to watch you.”

Piper inhaled, sharp and wet, then let it out in a soft, helpless laugh. “Oh my god,” she said. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.” Her rock-hard nipples confirmed the truth of it.

Chloe watched Grant’s face change: the shock melting into something rougher, darker. He didn’t speak, but his posture changed—the cautious, careful Grant she knew replaced by a version that looked ready to act, ready to take.

Piper sat up, suddenly shy. She looked at Chloe for reassurance, then at Grant, then back at Chloe. “I don’t want to mess anything up,” she said. “I just—I want to feel alive again.”

“You deserve to,” Chloe said.

There was no script for what came next, just the awkward, trembling moment where three friends realized the night had set them loose from the ordinary world. The air was hot, all of them flushed and wide-eyed.

Chloe reached across the couch and took Piper’s hand, squeezing hard. She looked at Grant and nodded.

Piper’s fingers trembled in hers, but she didn’t let go.

In that silence, everything was possible.

***

Chloe barely had time to register the static-charged silence before Grant caught her wrist and steered her toward the kitchen. He moved with a purpose she hadn’t seen in years—not angry, not even urgent, but like a man suddenly aware of his own hunger.

He closed the door behind them and leaned on the granite counter, arms folded, the muscle in his jaw flickering.

“Are you serious?” he asked, voice pitched low, almost a growl. “You want me to sleep with Piper?”

Chloe’s hands trembled, but her voice was steady. “I want you to do what you want to do,” she said. She met his gaze, refusing to blink. “I know you’ve thought about her. I know how you look at her when you think I’m not watching.”

Grant shook his head, a smile ghosting at the edge of his lips. “I try not to. She’s your best friend, Chlo. I—” He broke off, running a hand through his hair. “This is insane.”

Chloe stepped closer. She placed both palms flat against his chest, feeling his heart rabbit against her touch. “She needs this, Grant. She needs to feel wanted, like she’s not just disposable. And I…” The admission burned at her lips, then leapt free: “I want to see it. I want to see you do it. I want to hear her, the way I hear her in my head when I imagine—” She stopped, cheeks flushed, but she could see it land. The shock, then the spark.

Grant exhaled, the tension in him breaking into something sharper. “I love you,” he said, as if the words themselves were ballast.

“I know,” she said, standing on her toes to kiss him. He responded with an intensity that made her dizzy, hands anchoring her hips, then letting her go. “I love you, too. That’s why I want you to do this–to see you let loose.”

When they returned to the living room, Piper was right where they’d left her—sitting upright, knees pressed together, hands clutched tight around an empty glass. The wine flush on her cheeks made her look even younger, the wounded-girl bravado gone.

Chloe walked over and knelt in front of the couch, so close her knees touched Piper’s.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Chloe said. “We can just forget—”

“I want to,” Piper cut in, voice fierce and shaking. “I want to so fucking much.”

Chloe smiled, the nervousness melting into something else—something like pride.

Grant hovered behind her, hands tucked into his back pockets, eyes on Piper. For a moment, none of them knew what to do next.

Then Chloe reached out, took Piper’s hand in both of hers, and squeezed. “He’s yours,” she whispered, so only Piper could hear. “Do whatever you want. Rock his world.”

Piper let out a tiny, nervous laugh. “What if I want everything?”

Chloe squeezed harder. “Take it.”

She stood, then took Grant’s hand and led him to the couch. She pressed his palm into Piper’s, and when she let go, neither moved.

The silence stretched again, but this time, it was electric.

Grant was the first to break it. He knelt in front of Piper, so they were eye-level. He brushed a stray hair from her cheek, slow and careful, like he was touching a wild animal that might bolt at any second.

“You okay?” he asked.

Piper nodded, her eyes glistening. “I think so.”

He kissed her, softly at first, then with a force that drew a low, hungry sound from the back of Piper’s throat. Chloe watched, stunned by the sudden, animal certainty of it. There was no hesitation, just the simple physics of need: bodies colliding, mouths pressed, hands searching for the places that hurt and the places that healed.

Chloe felt her own pulse in her fingertips, in her stomach, in the place between her legs that throbbed with memory and expectation. She watched them kiss, and for a wild moment she felt jealous—not of Piper, but of Grant, who got to see her best friend like this, undone and desperate.

Grant’s hands traced the curve of Piper’s waist, drawing her onto his lap. Piper gasped, breaking the kiss, but she didn’t pull away. Her face was flushed, lips parted.

“I’ve never done anything like this,” Piper said, the words tumbling out. “With someone watching. With—” She trailed off, glancing at Chloe.

“You’re beautiful,” Chloe said. It wasn’t a compliment, but a fact.

Grant leaned forward, his mouth on Piper’s neck, and Piper arched back, exposing more skin.

Piper moaned, a ragged sound that seemed to vibrate the air itself.

“I can stop,” Grant said, pausing, his voice strained.

“Don’t,” Piper said. “Please, don’t stop.”

Chloe watched, mesmerized, as Grant’s hands wandered beneath Piper’s shirt, as Piper clawed at the hem and helped him lift it free. Her breasts spilled out, full and pale, nipples already peaked. Grant groaned and bent to kiss them, and Piper’s head rolled back, mouth open in a silent plea.

She nodded, breathless. “Do it,” she said. “Fuck her.”

He moved like a man finally let off his leash—rough but careful, lifting Piper with ease and laying her back on the couch. Piper’s hands flew to his shirt, yanking at buttons, and soon Grant was bare-chested above her, every muscle hard and trembling. He kissed her again, and Chloe slid in close, holding Piper’s hand, watching as Grant’s body covered hers.

Piper suddenly stiffened, looked over at Chloe, and said, “I can’t, with you watching. I’m sorry.”

Chloe smiled, masking her disappointment, her need. “That’s OK, this time.” She turned to her husband, “Take her to the guest room. He’s yours. Do whatever you want.”

Grant’s hunger was obvious in his face, in the long bulge in his pants, in the way he was breathing. Without hesitation, he pulled Piper off the couch, and led her away. Chloe caught a brief flash of excitement mixed with fear as Piper trailed him.

Chapter 3: Marking Territory

The hall was dark, painted in slanted rectangles of yellow light from the living room. For a few seconds Grant and Piper hovered in the in-between: him shirtless, her in nothing but an old pair of leggings and a tangled bra. They didn’t speak. The air tasted like wine and sweat and all the things you weren’t supposed to do, and every step toward the guest room made it more impossible to back out.

Piper opened the door first, almost stumbling into the room. The lamp on the bedside table cast a fuzzy, golden dome over the pillows and the heap of hastily straightened sheets. It was a soft room, nothing like the scene that was about to take place in it.

Grant lingered in the doorway, one hand braced on the frame. He could still hear Chloe’s last words ringing in his head: “She’s yours. Do whatever you want.” The shock of it had been enough to knock sense loose in him, but not enough to overcome the raw, animal urge that was driving his body now.

Piper crawled onto the mattress and sat, legs folded under her, as if she might suddenly decide to meditate instead of fuck. “Don’t chicken out now,” she said, voice rough from crying, from screaming, from laughing and losing all at once.

Grant shook his head, the shadow of a smile cutting his mouth. He shut the door behind him, and with that small click, the last bit of normalcy evaporated.

He sat beside her, not touching, just feeling the bed’s sway with every motion she made. Piper looked over at him, her eyes so clear and blue it almost hurt to meet them. “You know I’ve wanted this forever, right?” she said. “Even when we were all pretending not to.”

Grant swallowed. “I tried not to think about it.”

“Bullshit,” she shot back. She cupped his cheek in her palm, thumb tracing the line of stubble along his jaw. “I used to lie awake and picture you on top of me. Did you ever jerk off thinking about me?”

He hesitated, which was answer enough.

Piper’s lips curled up, satisfied. “Good. Saves us a lot of catching up.”

The next moment she was kissing him, hard enough to bruise. She tasted like salt and wine and something sharp, the flavor of desperation turned electric. Grant responded before his brain could protest, his arms circling her waist and hauling her flush against him.

Piper ground her hips down, pressing his cock between their bodies. He was already hard, achingly so, but the slide of her against him made it almost unbearable. She moaned into his mouth, then bit his lower lip, just short of drawing blood.

She pulled back, breathless. “You don’t have to be nice to me,” she said. “In fact, please don’t.”

Grant looked at her, saw the naked need in her face. “That what you want?”

She grinned, filthy and alive. “I want you to fucking wreck me.”

The words unleashed something deep in Grant, something he’d never let out around Chloe. He grabbed Piper by the waist, flipped her onto her stomach, and shoved her hips up with one smooth motion. She yelped, then laughed, bracing herself on her elbows.

He yanked her leggings down, baring her ass, and smacked her—loud, sharp, a red bloom rising in his handprint. Piper gasped, then shoved herself back against him, presenting like she’d been waiting for this since the day they met.

Grant tore his own pants the rest of the way off, lining himself up, then—at the last second—leaned over, mouth against Piper’s ear. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

She laughed, high and wild. “As if.”

He buried himself in her in one smooth, brutal thrust. Piper cried out, not in pain but in a kind of pure, grateful shock. She pushed back into him, greedy for more, her hands fisting in the sheets.

“Fuck, you’re huge,” she spat, voice muffled by the pillow. “Chloe said you were big, but—holy shit.”

Grant held her hips, driving into her harder, deeper. The wet sound of it filled the room, echoing off the neat walls and framed landscape prints. With every thrust, Piper made a noise—sometimes a moan, sometimes a barked obscenity. Her ass shook with the impact, the marks of his hands growing with every slap.

He leaned forward, pinning her shoulders to the mattress, fucking her at a punishing pace. “Is this what you want?” he gritted out.

She twisted to look back at him, her hair in wild tangles. “Yes. More. Harder. Don’t fucking stop.”

He obliged. He grabbed her hair, winding it around his fist, pulling her head back so he could watch her face as he pounded into her. Piper’s mouth dropped open, eyes rolled up, her whole body arched in surrender. She babbled filthy encouragement—“Yes, god, yes, fuck me, ruin me, use me, use all of me”—and Grant was too far gone to even pretend he wasn’t loving every second.

He let go of her hair, shifted his grip to her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp. Piper clawed at the headboard, desperate for leverage as the bed began to creak, then slam, in time with his hips.

The sight, the sound, the unfiltered abandon of her sent Grant over the edge. He felt himself getting close, tried to hold back, but Piper must have felt it too.

“Don’t hold back,” she said, voice thick and strangled. “Come in me. I want to feel it.”

That did it. Grant came with a grunt, hips bucking, and Piper followed a second later, her whole body shuddering with the force of it. She screamed, no other word for it, so loud he actually worried about the neighbors for a split second before collapsing on top of her.

For a while they just lay there, tangled and sweaty, Piper’s hair sticking to Grant’s chest, her ass still glowing red. He tried to say something, anything, but the words refused to come.

Piper rolled onto her back, panting. “Jesus,” she said, then giggled like a teenager.

Grant finally found his voice. “You okay?”

She turned her head, still smiling. “I feel fucking amazing. You?”

He nodded, letting the afterglow wash over him. He realized, with a start, that he felt lighter than he had in years—like some guilt or tension had been burned out of him by what they’d just done. “I’ve wanted that for years. It was better than I imagined. You are so fucking hot–the things I’ve wanted to do with you.”

Piper looked over, her eyes sparkling. “Do them. I’ll do anything. ”

Grant sat up, suddenly shy. “I should—uh—get you some water.”

“I’ll live,” Piper said. “But maybe just… lay with me a minute?”

He did, spooning up behind her, his hand fitting perfectly over the heat of her hip. They didn’t talk. They didn’t have to.

Outside, the house was silent. In the master bedroom, Chloe lay awake, listening to the slow, uneven sounds of recovery from the next room.

Piper drifted off first, her breath evening out, her hand curled possessively around his wrist.

Grant stayed awake a while longer, trying to process what had just happened, what it meant, and why it didn’t feel like a disaster at all.

He closed his eyes and let himself float, drifting in the warmth of Piper’s body, and the soft, insistent echo of her voice—Use me, ruin me, more, more, more—still buzzing in his ears.

***

The house had settled into its late-night hush, every sound amplified. Grant padded down the hallway in a state somewhere between elation and disintegration. His thighs stung. His throat was raw. He was still hard, somehow, even after everything. Behind him, Piper lay sprawled across the guest bed, snoring softly, red prints blooming on her ass, the sheets damp and ruined.

He stopped outside the master bedroom, hand hovering over the handle. For a second, Grant felt the old panic: What if Chloe had changed her mind? What if the aftermath was nothing but regret and humiliation? What if she lay inside, curled up tight, and wouldn’t look at him the same way again?

He twisted the knob and stepped in.

The room glowed gold—five candles on the dresser, two more on each nightstand, enough to wash out the shadows and make every surface look molten. The covers were already peeled back. Chloe waited on the bed, sitting upright, her knees drawn to her chest and arms wrapped around them. She was naked, but didn’t look exposed. She looked like the queen of somewhere dangerous.

She didn’t speak. She let her eyes run up and down his body, inventorying the marks: the angry pink lines from Piper’s nails across his ribs, the swelling bite on his shoulder, the bruises already forming on his hips. She didn’t look angry, or hurt, or even surprised. She looked like she wanted to eat him alive.

Grant stood there, caught in the light, waiting for her to say something that would set the world spinning the opposite direction.

Instead, Chloe crooked her finger, a small and absolute gesture. “Come here.”

He did. When he reached the foot of the bed, she patted the mattress beside her. He sat, but before he could say a word, Chloe pounced—she straddled his lap, arms around his neck, pressing her entire body against his. The feel of her skin was electric. She was already slick, and he wondered if she’d been touching herself the whole time he’d been gone.

She pressed her nose into the space below his ear, inhaled deeply. “You smell like her.”

Grant tried to speak, but she slid her hand over his mouth, silencing him.

“I want to taste her,” she whispered, her voice almost reverent. “I want to taste you, but I want her all over it.”

She didn’t wait for permission. She shoved him backward until his shoulders hit the headboard. Then she slithered down his body, her lips tracing the freshest marks, her tongue lapping at the sweat that still coated him. At his chest, she bit him—not gentle, but not quite cruel, either—leaving a ring of red that would be visible tomorrow.

When she reached his cock, she didn’t waste time teasing. She took him in, deep and sudden, her mouth hot and slick and hungry. Grant groaned, surprised at the force of her, the way she worked him with her lips and tongue, all pretense of wife-and-mother decorum burned away.

She came up for air, face flushed, strands of blonde hair sticking to her mouth. “Is this how she sucked you?” Chloe asked, her tone a dare.

Grant’s voice cracked. “No. She barely touched it. She just—needed to be fucked.”

Chloe smiled. “That’s what I thought.” Then, before he could process, she dove back down, bobbing her head in a steady, relentless rhythm that was pure muscle memory. She held eye contact, her gaze glassy with want.

When she finally stopped, Grant was gasping, every muscle tense. “You don’t have to—” he started.

She cut him off with a hand wrapped around his base. “I want to,” she said. “I want you inside me, still sticky from her. I want to know you’re mine, even when you’re not.”

She didn’t climb on top; instead; she spun around, presenting herself on all fours, her ass in the air, looking over her shoulder at him. “If you have anything left, I want you to ruin me, too.”

Grant reached for her, almost shaky. He slid inside, slow, savoring the tightness and the heat, the way Chloe’s body welcomed him even after everything. She moaned, but not softly; she was never shy about sex, but tonight there was a fresh note in it—pride, maybe, or a challenge. She wanted to outdo Piper. She wanted to make this unforgettable.

He grabbed her hips and thrust, not as rough as with Piper, but deep and steady, finding the rhythm that always made Chloe melt. She arched her back, hair falling over her face, knuckles white on the mattress.

“Tell me what you did to her,” Chloe panted, voice ragged.

He obeyed. He told her every detail: how Piper had begged for it, how she wanted to be spanked, how she moaned when he pulled her hair. Chloe’s breathing went ragged, her body pushing back against him, desperate for more.

“Did she take you like this?” Chloe demanded, grinding back on him.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Just like this.”

“Did she like it?”

“Loved it.”

“Did you?”

He hesitated, and Chloe squeezed down on him, so hard he almost came. “Yes,” he admitted, “I loved it. I loved fucking her. But I love this more. I love you more.”

She gasped, shuddering, then collapsed forward, her arms giving out. “Don’t stop,” she whimpered. “I want to cum with you. Make me cum, too.”

He did as she asked. He pounded into her, hands gripping her waist so tight he’d leave finger-shaped bruises. Chloe’s cries turned wild—louder than he’d ever heard her before. It was as if hearing Piper, picturing her, made everything sharper.

Grant held out as long as he could, but Chloe’s body milked him mercilessly. She came first, clenching around him, her entire frame shaking as she let out a strangled sob of joy. The sound, the feel, the smell of candles and sex and sweat—he couldn’t last. He exploded inside her, filling her with everything he had left.

After, Chloe rolled to her side, dragging Grant with her. She pressed her body to his, not letting a single inch of space creep in.

“Next time,” she whispered, “I want to watch you with her. From start to finish.”

Grant blinked. “You want a next time?”

Chloe nodded, nuzzling into the crook of his arm. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. I want to see more. I want to see you at your absolute worst. And I want to see how much you can break her.”

Grant didn’t know what to say, so he just held her. Her skin glowed in the candlelight, sated and proud. He could still taste the salt of her sweat, the sweetness of her mouth, the echo of every word she’d just spoken.

They lay like that until the candles guttered out, until the house was absolutely dark, until sleep finally claimed them both.

In the quiet, Chloe’s fingers traced lazy patterns on his chest. “This was better than I imagined,” she whispered, barely audible. “I hope she stays.”

Grant squeezed her tight, a pulse of gratitude flooding through him.

“Me too,” he said, and this time he meant every word.

Chapter 4: The Morning After Clarity

The morning in the kitchen didn’t look like the scene of a three-way emotional disaster. It looked like every other morning in a house built to be lived in: a haze of blue light through the blinds, coffee pot murmuring, the muted soundtrack of birds squabbling in the dogwood out back. The only clue that last night had not been normal was the way Piper hovered near the counter, hands cradling a mug she didn’t trust herself to actually drink.

She wore one of Chloe’s t-shirts—oversized, a faded band logo barely readable curling across the chest—and nothing else, the hem hanging just low enough to barely cover the stretch of bruises on her thighs. Her hair was a war-zone, half-tamed by a rubber band, the rest spiked out in frantic directions. She spooned sugar into the mug with a hand that couldn’t quite steady itself. Granules bounced off the rim, some pinging onto the laminate, and she watched them roll away, unable to summon the will to clean up.

The coffee was too hot. She lifted the mug, blew at the steam, set it down. Tapped the handle with her nail. Waited for Chloe or Grant to emerge and do something, say something, shatter the glass case of what-the-fuck-do-we-do-now that encased the kitchen.

She didn’t have to wait long.

Chloe’s arrival was an explosion of noise and color. She barreled in from the hallway, bare legs out, shorts and a tank top so mismatched it seemed deliberate. Her hair, always tidy before kids, now existed in a category of mess only other mothers would appreciate: a bun with six escape routes and three visible hair ties holding it together.

She made a beeline for the fridge, yanked open the door, and stuck her entire head inside for a solid ten seconds. When she surfaced, she came out with a yogurt and a carton of strawberries, both of which she set on the counter with the confidence of a woman who knew what she wanted and also knew she had twenty seconds to get it before a toddler’s crisis called her away.

Chloe caught Piper’s eye and, with zero hesitation, hip-checked her away from the sugar bowl. “Move your ass,” she chirped. “You’re blocking the good stuff.”

Piper gave an involuntary laugh—a short, nervous thing, but real. “Sorry, I didn’t realize you needed that much Splenda.”

“Only when I need to recover from a night of debauchery,” Chloe said, spooning herself a heaping mound that made Piper’s three packets look restrained. She ripped into the strawberries, popped one in her mouth, then eyed Piper with a grin that bordered on predatory.

“So, you look like you spent the night wrestling a bear in the dryer,” Chloe said. “Was it worth it?”

Piper’s face ignited. She tried to hide behind her mug, which only drew attention to the fact that her hands were still trembling. She took a sip—burned her tongue, nearly choked—then managed, “Define worth it.”

Chloe leaned back against the counter, crossed her arms, and studied Piper as if she was trying to figure out how many pieces she was in. “You know, I’ve thought about you and Grant together before. It wasn’t what I expected…” She trailed off, lips curling into a smirk.

Piper almost knocked over her mug. “Oh my god, don’t say that. This is already the most awkward morning-after in the history of awkward mornings-after.”

Chloe shrugged. “Honestly? I think I’m more jealous of your vocals than anything else.” She reached out and flicked the bruise at the edge of Piper’s thigh. “You should see what the sheets look like. I almost called FEMA.”

The blush traveled all the way to Piper’s ears. She snorted, but a smile slipped out, anyway. “Is this how you always do it? Act like nothing happened and then roast the guest alive?”

Chloe gave a mock bow. “It’s called hospitality, honey.” She then gave Piper a look, “I would say you were more a kabob than a roast. Did you like the skewer?”

Before Piper could find a comeback, Grant ambled in, shirtless and clean but for a constellation of new marks running from his shoulder to the base of his neck. He looked better than any man who’d gotten four hours of sleep had a right to: hair slightly mussed but still presentable, jaw shadowed in the way that made him look dangerous and domestic at the same time.

He ignored the women for a second, focused on the machine as he poured himself a mug, then turned with a sleepy, lopsided smile. “Morning, ladies.”

Chloe answered with a breezy, “Hey, stud,” and stole the mug right out of his hand. Grant didn’t protest—just leaned in, pressed a kiss to the top of her head, then nuzzled her neck in a move that was equal parts territorial and gentle. Piper tried not to stare, but the easy way they touched was like staring directly at the sun. She looked down, traced the rim of her mug again, tried to become smaller.

But then Grant moved over, close enough to Piper that she felt the heat of him, and said, “How’s the head?”

She looked up, startled. “Uh. It’s attached? That’s a plus.”

He grinned wider. “You good? Nothing too sore, too weird?”

For a heartbeat, Piper almost said something serious, but then Chloe cackled, “You just want to know if your performance was up to snuff,” and the moment dissolved.

Piper stuck her tongue out at him. “B-plus. Would recommend, but you need more practice.”

Grant feigned a wounded look, but his eyes said thank you, and then he nodded once, almost imperceptible, before turning back to his coffee. “Fair enough,” he said. “I’ll schedule a rematch.”

Chloe leaned over to Piper, stage-whispered, “He’s always this cocky in the morning after he gets laid. You get used to it.”

Piper gave a real laugh, felt some of the tension in her jaw slacken. She noticed, only now, how hunched her shoulders had been, like she’d been bracing for disaster or an ambush. With every joke, every nudge, the sense of impending doom bled away, replaced by something dangerously close to normalcy.

Grant, after demolishing half a banana in three bites, set his mug down and stretched, arms over his head, muscles rolling. “I’m going to shower for real this time,” he announced. “Try not to talk about me too much while I’m gone.”

Chloe fired back, “We can’t promise anything,” and winked at Piper, who grinned back.

When he left, the kitchen was quiet for a second. Piper blew across her coffee, finally sipped it, and found it bearable.

She looked at Chloe, who was now calmly stirring her yogurt and eyeing Piper with a warmth that made it impossible not to smile back.

“Thank you,” Piper said, almost under her breath.

Chloe didn’t miss a beat. “For what? Letting you make out with my husband, or just the killer coffee?”

“Both,” Piper said, and meant it.

Chloe nodded, as if she’d expected nothing else. “Next time,” she said, “I’ll at least braid your hair first. Fewer tangles.”

Piper snorted, then laughed so hard she spilled coffee onto her bare thigh. Chloe offered her a dish towel without comment, and the sound of their laughter drifted out into the backyard, where it hung for a long time before disappearing.

***

They didn’t speak for a long minute. The silence wasn’t tense, exactly, but it was charged, loaded with the pressure of everything that hadn’t been said yet. The air between them shimmered with the steam from their mugs.

Finally Piper said, “I was ninety-nine percent sure you were going to hate me today.”

Chloe nearly choked on a strawberry. “Why the hell would I hate you?”

Piper shrugged, staring down at the coffee, watching the swirl of tan and undissolved sugar. “Because I broke, like, eight laws of female friendship. Because I’m a train wreck. Because I did everything but carve my name into Grant’s ass.”

Chloe laughed, loud and bright. “If you had, I’d just tell people it was a tattoo from his wild college days.” She set the spoon aside, leaned in on her elbows, and dropped her voice. “Are you really freaking out about this?”

Piper’s face twisted into a painful half-smile. “You’re not? I mean, that was… insane. You’re the most together person I know and you’re just, what, cool with it?”

Chloe didn’t answer right away. She spun her mug, watching the ring of condensation bloom and fade. “Honestly? I had the best time of all three of us last night.” She shot Piper a look, daring her to argue. “I spent the first minutes in the bedroom thinking I’d made a huge mistake, just listening to you two. But then I realized I’d never been that turned on in my life.”

Piper’s eyebrows shot up. “You got off just listening?”

Chloe grinned, sheepish. “I could hear everything. Every sound, every word. I just… lost it.” Her cheeks went pink, but she didn’t look away. “And when Grant came back—he was still hard, still fucked up from you—I’ve never had better sex in my life. I’m not exaggerating.”

Piper blinked. It was like hearing about your own party from someone else’s point of view. “So you’re saying you’re not mad. You’re, like… grateful?”

Chloe reached across the island, fingers hovering, then settling on Piper’s wrist. The touch was light, but firm. “I’m saying I didn’t know I wanted this until I had it.” She glanced down at their hands, then back up. “Last night didn’t feel like a mistake. It felt like… I don’t know. A beginning.”

Piper let out a slow breath. “I was terrified it would ruin everything. That you’d wake up and want to throw me out.”

“I wanted to throw you out when you finished the good Merlot without asking,” Chloe said, deadpan. “But this?” She shook her head. “No. I enjoyed hearing you with him. I liked you didn’t hold back. I liked I could make you happy and him happy, both at once.”

A muscle ticked in Piper’s cheek. She stared at Chloe, trying to find the lie, but all she saw was clear blue honesty.

Chloe squeezed Piper’s wrist, then let go, retreating to her own mug. “You looked beautiful,” she said, softer. “I’ve never seen anyone look so alive.”

Piper felt a sting behind her eyes, the threat of tears, but she strangled it down. “I was just trying not to have a panic attack.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” Chloe said. “You looked like you were born for it.”

That pulled a laugh out of Piper, small but genuine. “Jesus. You’re the only person who can make getting railed by your husband sound like a compliment.”

Chloe lifted her mug in a toast. “To more pleasant surprises.”

Piper clinked her mug against Chloe’s, the sound sharp and sure. “You know this is not normal, right?”

Chloe nodded, still grinning. “I know. But normal’s overrated.”

They lapsed back into silence, but it was lighter now, the old tension replaced by something close to affection. Piper sipped her coffee and felt, for the first time in weeks, like she wasn’t just passing through someone else’s life.

Chloe picked at the edge of her yogurt lid, then set it down and looked straight at Piper. “There’s something else,” she said. “I need to say it out loud so you know I mean it.”

Piper braced herself.

Chloe’s face went serious, all traces of sarcasm gone. “I’ve never felt more connected to Grant than when he came back to me after being with you. I thought I’d feel jealous, or weird, but it was the opposite. It was like… I was proud. Of him. Of you. Of us.” She looked away, embarrassed at her own confession. “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever felt. And I want it again. I want more. Is that crazy?”

Piper swallowed hard. “Not if I want it too.”

They sat in the blue light, hands resting together on the cold marble, the scent of coffee and last night’s confessions twisting around them like a promise.

***

It was Piper who finally broke the afterglow. She took a deep breath, let it out slowly, and said, “Okay, there’s something I should probably tell you before we go full Sister Wives.”

Chloe snorted, but Piper’s tone was enough to make her pause mid-spoonful. “Hit me,” Chloe said.

Piper rolled the mug between her hands, eyes fixed on the swirl of coffee. “I’ve got a birth control implant. Have had it for years. My ex never wanted kids, so took the simple route. Positive side is that I don’t bleed anymore.” She looked up, mouth twisted in a guilty smile. “I know that’s a weird thing to bring up, but…”

She trailed off, and for a second, Chloe stared at her, expression blank. Then it hit, and her face split into a grin so wide it looked like it might hurt. “You think I was worried about you getting pregnant from one night with my husband?” she said. “Pipes, that didn’t even cross my mind.”

Piper laughed, nervous and sharp. “Well, maybe it should have.”

Chloe shook her head, still smiling. “If it happens, it happens. But honestly? I love you for thinking about it. You’re, like, one in a million.”

A warm flush crept up Piper’s cheeks. “Okay, but… what if this isn’t a onetime thing? What if it happens again?”

Chloe’s grin faded to something quieter, more serious. She reached across the counter, squeezed Piper’s hand—hard, no-nonsense, like they were making a pact. “I was hoping you’d say that,” she said. “I want it again, too.”

Piper’s eyes went wide. “Really?”

“Yeah, really. But if we’re gonna do this, we probably need some rules.”

Piper’s smile turned sly. “You mean like a safe word?”

Chloe choked on her yogurt. “Not what I meant, but… I’ll keep it in mind.”

They dissolved into giggles, the kind that left their ribs aching. When they finally calmed down, Chloe picked up where she left off. “I don’t want you to feel like you have to perform, or be something you’re not. I just want you to be happy. And maybe fuck my husband once in a while. Maybe more, now that you don’t have the monthly curse.”

Piper sipped her coffee, letting the words settle. “I could get used to that,” she said. “But for the record, there’s not a single thing I wouldn’t try at least once.”

Chloe’s eyebrows shot up. “You say that now, but Grant has some… let’s call them creative ideas.”

“Bring it,” Piper said, and the bravado was real. “I bet I could out-weird him.”

Chloe grinned, a new mischief lighting her up. “That’s a challenge. And for the record? There are some things I just can’t bring myself to do. But if you want to take one for the team, you have my full blessing.”

Piper leaned in, elbows on the counter. “Like what?”

Chloe lowered her voice, conspiratorial. “He’s obsessed with anal, but I’ve always said no. Just… not my thing.”

Piper shrugged. “I don’t have any problem with that. Honestly, I kind of like it.”

Chloe laughed, loud and delighted. “You are a sick woman.”

Piper grinned. “That’s not even close to how far I’ll go. Bondage, slapping, choking, ass eating, spanking, fisting, hair pulling, felching, tea bagging…”

Chloe held up a hand, “Whoa. I’ll need to look most of those up, but I can’t wait to watch.”

The ice was gone. In its place was a bright, electric current—anticipation, not dread. They riffed on boundaries, swapping horror stories and wish lists, the kind of honest, raunchy negotiation that left them both giddy.

“I should make a spreadsheet,” Piper said at one point.

“You would,” Chloe replied, and they collapsed into hysterics again.

It was in the middle of this that Grant reappeared, fresh from the shower, hair still wet, t-shirt clinging to his chest. He stopped in the doorway, took in the sight of his wife and her best friend howling with laughter, and shook his head.

“Should I be worried?” he asked.

Chloe didn’t answer. Instead, she slid off the stool, padded over, and planted a kiss on his lips—deep and sweet and absolutely proprietary.

Then she looked at Piper, and something passed between them: a challenge, an invitation, a dare.

Grant caught it, too. He smiled, slow and wide, the kind of smile that promised a thousand new mornings like this one.

Piper felt the last bit of old shame drain away. She sat back on the stool, coffee in hand, and watched them. For the first time in ages, she was looking forward to what came next. Her friend had given her a future, sick and twisted, to replace her dark present.

She just felt wanted. She just felt alive.

And couldn’t wait for the sick and twisted.

Chapter 5: The Second Round

By late morning, the house was syrup-thick with sunlight and the hush of a Saturday in suburbia. Chloe padded into the kitchen in nothing but a bathrobe, her hair still damp from a shower. Piper sat at the island, methodically peeling the label off a bottle of Gatorade. She wore another one of Chloe’s tees, this one even larger, the sleeves hacked off to expose a blur of shoulder and side boob with every lean forward.

Grant’s voice rumbled from the living room where he was assembling some complicated plastic play gym for Ruby’s return. He was half in dad mode, half in silent awe at the way two grown women could eat an entire box of toaster waffles without breaking eye contact.

Chloe poured herself coffee and took a seat beside Piper. For a while, neither spoke, just the light squeak of the Gatorade label and the distant click of plastic tubes joining in the next room.

“You planning on hiding in my shirts until you become one with the furniture?” Chloe asked, voice low and teasing.

Piper shot her a sidelong glare, but the effect was wrecked by the Gatorade sloshing onto her bare thigh. She licked it off without shame, then said, “You’re just mad because your style is basically ‘Target Clearance’ and I’m making it look couture.”

Chloe snorted. She didn’t miss how Piper’s eyes flicked to the living room every third word. She didn’t miss the way her own heart double-tapped at the thought of what had happened, and what could happen next.

“Stay,” Chloe said. The word surprised even her with its force.

Piper blinked, then looked at the clock. “It’s, like, eleven. Are you trying to keep me as your personal chaos generator?”

“Stay,” Chloe said again, softer but more dangerous now. “Show Grant some new tricks. You said you could make a porn star blush—prove it.”

This time, Piper’s expression shifted: first confusion, then suspicion, then a slow, wicked curve of her lips. She leaned in, so close Chloe could smell the last dregs of cherry Gatorade on her breath. “You really want me to fuck him again,” Piper said, not a question.

Chloe licked her lips. She felt her pulse everywhere—fingertips, neck, between her thighs. “No. I want to hear you again. I want to hear you two when it’s intentional and not alcohol. Do your best to shock us.”

A soft grunt echoed from the living room. Grant was now holding the play gym above his head, the structure arching like some futuristic ribcage. He looked over, sensing the attention, and set the toy down. He wiped his hands on his jeans, then approached the kitchen, the entire room tilting around his weight.

“You ladies plotting against me?” he asked, smirking. His eyes skipped from Chloe’s face to Piper’s, then down to Piper’s exposed thigh, then back up.

Chloe didn’t let him finish the thought. She stood, closed the space, and reached for the waistband of his sweatpants. “Piper says you need more practice,” she said, loud enough for Piper to hear but soft enough to sound like a secret.

Grant’s brow furrowed. “Chloe—are you—”

“I’m serious,” Chloe said. She turned, still holding Grant by the front of his sweats, and addressed Piper over her shoulder. “Show him what you meant. Don’t hold back this time. I want to be shocked.”

Grant looked from one to the other, then back at Chloe, as if searching for a punchline. She held his gaze, nodded, then let go.

Piper stood. She was trembling, but not with nerves. She came around the island and put her hand on Grant’s chest. Her touch was greedy, almost possessive. “You okay with this?” she said, but she wasn’t really asking for permission.

Grant swallowed. His voice was rough: “Oh my God, a smoking hot redhead? Yeah. If Chloe wants it—”

Chloe watched, fascinated by how quickly the script flipped: Grant, the dominant, suddenly at the mercy of a woman who’d decided she would have him any way she wanted. Piper looked over her shoulder, caught Chloe’s eye, and winked. Chloe’s knees nearly buckled.

“Use the guest room,” Chloe said, her voice thick. “I’ll be listening.”

Piper’s grin was pure wolf. She tugged Grant toward the hallway, not looking back. Grant let himself be pulled, casting one last look at Chloe—equal parts love, hunger, and disbelief.

Chloe lingered in the kitchen, arms wrapped around herself, every nerve ending tuned to the sounds from down the hall. Her breath came shallow. Her skin was hot, hypersensitive. She heard the muffled slam of a door, the thud of feet against carpet, and the faint, anticipatory giggle that was unmistakably Piper’s.

She sat at the kitchen island, legs pressed tight, heart knocking against her ribs. She waited for the next sound, and the next, every second drawing her tighter and tighter toward the edge.

She didn’t know how long she stayed there, but she knew this: she had never wanted anything so much in her life.

***

Chloe didn’t last a full minute at the kitchen island. She prowled the hall like a teenager with contraband, bare feet silent on the polished wood. There was a closet-sized den next to the guest room, usually reserved for folding laundry and fielding work calls. Today, it was something else: a listening post, a confessional.

She cracked the door just enough to keep the sightlines open—enough to let the sounds pour in. She left the light off. The only illumination was the slip of sun from the hallway and, beyond the wall, the rising music of Piper and Grant.

At first, there was only the rustle of sheets and a few low, indistinct voices. Then, the bed springs gave a sharp, rhythmic creak. Chloe pressed her palm to the wall, as if she could feel the vibration. Her ears picked up everything: a gasp, then a muffled moan. The air was thick, loaded with anticipation.

She let herself slide to the floor, knees tucked up, robe gaping at her chest. Her hand wandered, at first just tracing circles on her thigh, then slipping higher, drawn by the magnetic field of the next room.

Piper’s voice broke through, louder now: “Don’t be gentle.” It was the same tone she’d used to order drinks at the dive bar years ago, when the only thing at risk was a hangover.

Chloe’s breathing sped up. She gripped the robe tighter around her waist, felt the dampness spreading beneath her palm.

The wet slap of skin-on-skin was unmistakable now. Grant’s deeper grunt answered Piper’s every command, his words filtered but still audible: “You want this? Say it.”

Piper didn’t hesitate. “Harder,” she demanded. “Fucking split me.”

There was a thump—probably the headboard slamming into drywall—and Chloe couldn’t stop herself from picturing the scene: Piper on her knees, hands clutching the pillow, hair wild and face shining. Grant behind her, all muscle and motion. The image hit Chloe like a current.

Her hand crept between her legs, fingers teasing, circling, then slipping inside. She rocked her hips against her own touch, careful to stay quiet, but unable to stifle the sharp intake of breath when Piper screamed, “Yes, yes, oh fuck, don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

Grant’s voice was rough: “You can take more.” And Piper, gasping, “Give me more, please—”

The wall shook. Chloe pressed her forehead to the drywall, desperate to get closer. She could smell herself, the clean linen of the robe, the sweat on her upper lip. She could feel every thump and vibration.

A chorus of noises followed—moans, begging, that obscene slapping sound, then the raw, animal crescendo of Piper coming. She didn’t hold back. She screamed, for real, like her soul was clawing out through her lungs. It sent a bolt through Chloe, made her clench and arch and almost sob.

Grant wasn’t far behind. His groan was guttural, pulled from somewhere ancient. Chloe pictured the look on his face, the way he lost control in the last second, and it pushed her over the edge.

She bit down hard on her own wrist to keep from wailing. The orgasm ripped through her, sharp and wild, nerves misfiring in every direction.

For a few seconds, there was only silence—then the aftershocks, the ragged breathing, the faint squeak of the mattress as bodies collapsed together.

Chloe slumped against the wall, boneless, robe slipping from one shoulder. She felt a laugh bubble up, crazed and giddy. She’d never been more turned on, or more alive.

From the other side of the wall came a soft, contented sigh. Piper, basking in the wreckage.

Chloe wiped her mouth, straightened her robe, and sat in the darkness, counting the beats of her heart as it slowed. She waited for the footsteps, the return to normalcy, the promise of another round.

She already knew it wouldn’t be enough.

***

The house was dead quiet after. No running water, no clatter of dishes, not even a TV muttering from the living room. Chloe padded back to the master bedroom, the robe bunched in her fists, her thighs slick and trembling. She didn’t bother to close the door. She wanted Grant to find her waiting—wanted him to see the effect.

He didn’t keep her waiting long. There was a brief, muffled conversation in the hallway: Piper’s cackle, then Grant’s deep baritone, then the low creak of the guest room door clicking shut. Chloe sat on the edge of the bed, feet planted, breath coming shallow. She practiced what she’d say—something witty, maybe even a little mean—but when Grant finally entered, all that came out was need.

He was still shirtless, sweat drying in a luminous trail down his chest, the waistband of his jeans riding low, zipper halfway undone. Chloe’s gaze caught immediately on the wet, glistening line staining his abdomen, and she felt her lips part, involuntary.

Grant hesitated in the doorway, as if unsure he was allowed to cross the border between one reality and another. “You want me to shower first?” he asked. There was an edge in his voice, not quite embarrassment, but some cousin of it.

Chloe shook her head, unable to look away from the mess on his cock and the glisten in the mat of pubic hair. “No,” she said, voice rough. “Come here.”

He stepped forward, and Chloe was on her knees before she realized she’d moved. She tugged the waistband down, freeing his cock, and for a moment, she just looked: the tip raw and shiny, smeared with a blend of Piper’s pink and Grant’s white, still swollen and twitching.

She licked him, starting at the base and working up, slow as a cat. The taste was complex—salt, skin, Piper’s unmistakable tang. She moaned around him, felt him jump against her tongue.

Grant’s hand came down heavy on her shoulder, then gentled, stroking her hair. “Fuck,” he breathed, “Chloe…”

She answered by taking him deeper, her throat tight with hunger. She used both hands, one circling the root, the other cradling his balls, squeezing just hard enough to make him gasp. She lapped at him, cleaning every inch, savoring the slick, obscene blend of flavors.

She pulled off, spit shining her chin. “I can taste her,” she said, then licked him again, sucking the head until it popped free. “God, I love it. I love knowing you fucked her like that.” She looked up, eyes dark and wet. “I never thought I’d want it this much.”

Grant groaned, head falling back. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” she said, mouth full of him, “but you love it too.” She pulled away for a moment, looked at him with an intensity he hadn’t seen in a while, and said, “You like having your wife suck your girlfriend’s cum off, don’t you?”

Grant moaned, unsure what words to say.

She sucked him until he was hard again, harder than before. Then she let go and stood, pushing him backward until he collapsed onto the bed. She straddled him, still in the robe but nothing underneath, and guided him inside her with a single, practiced motion.

The fit was perfect. The stretch, the heat, the aftershock of everything that had come before.

They didn’t talk. Chloe rocked on him, grinding hard, letting every ounce of jealousy and pride and filth translate into motion. Grant held her hips, his hands big and unbreakable, but he let her take control.

Chloe fucked him like it was the last thing she’d ever do. She rode him, using him, squeezing him tight, pulling him deeper. The wet sounds were even louder now, and she knew it was because of Piper–how Chloe’s body wanted her husband even more after he’d had her.

The thought sent her over. She came hard, body seizing, head thrown back in a silent, ragged cry. She kept moving, kept grinding, until she felt Grant pulse inside her, the hot seed of him spilling deep.

She collapsed on top, his hands still gripping her ass, the two of them slick and tangled.

After, they lay side by side, sheets twisted at their waists. Grant traced patterns up her thigh, gentle now, almost reverent.

Chloe propped up on an elbow, hair falling in her face. “You ever think you’d be doing this?” she asked.

Grant laughed, wiped sweat from his brow. “Not in a million years.”

Chloe smiled, toothy and bright. “I want more next time.”

He looked at her, unsure if she was joking.

She wasn’t.

“I want to watch you,” she said, low. “Not just hear. I want to see you ruin her. I want her to scream for it.” She licked the sweat from his neck. “And I want to clean you after, every time.”

Grant rolled to face her, eyes gone wild. “You’re a fucking menace, you know that?”

Chloe shrugged. “Better than being boring.”

They laughed, quiet and close, their bodies humming in the aftermath.

In the hallway, Piper’s voice carried, humming a dirty song as she scrounged for snacks in the kitchen. The smell of sex hung in the air, thick and sweet and unashamed.

Chloe tucked herself tighter against Grant, her leg thrown over his. She wondered, idly, how many weekends it would take before their new arrangement felt like routine.

Probably less than she thought.

She pressed a kiss to his shoulder and grinned.

Today, she decided she'd invite Piper to stay over again.

Chapter 6: The Midweek Routine

By early June, the rhythm of their Tuesdays had calcified into something that looked, from the outside, like the set of a family sitcom. Chloe heard the Prius before she saw it—Grant insisted he could spot the engine’s “distinct sad whistle” from three blocks away—and she had just enough time to flick off the kitchen faucet before the screen door rattled.

Piper let herself in. The sound was a greeting in itself, the door’s spring-loaded squeal, the thud as it hit the frame, then the muted shuffle of her scuffed Converse over the tile. She wore a battered denim jacket and leggings that would have been at home in a CrossFit box, and her hair was pulled up in a high, I-don’t-give-a-fuck ponytail. Under the porch light she looked a little like a movie villain, but inside she slouched into the chaos with the easy entitlement of someone who had already paid the entry fee in trauma.

Chloe met her at the threshold with a dish towel slung over her shoulder. “Don’t say anything,” she warned, “unless you’re volunteering to finish these.” She gestured at the sink, which was stacked with the detritus of a meal that had been equal parts combat and negotiation.

“I’d rather choke,” Piper said, and she did—fake gagging until Ruby, from her perch in the living room, cackled. The child had a sixth sense for sarcasm, and a bottomless appetite for slapstick.

The kitchen looked lived-in, the kind of lived-in that made realtors cry: a plastic dinosaur cup tipped on its side, noodles glued to the table in fossilized clumps, a post-it with “SOCCER 6pm” half-obscured by a puddle of grape juice. Chloe wiped at the puddle, but mostly just smeared it around.

Grant was in the living room, splayed out on the sectional with Ruby curled against his chest, watching a rerun of old Sesame Street on mute. Piper caught his eye over the back of the couch. “You let her have juice again,” she said.

“She was thirsty,” Grant replied. He didn’t look up from his phone, but the faint edge in his voice said this was a running battle, and one he didn’t intend to win.

Chloe tossed the towel in Piper’s direction. “If you’re not scrubbing, you can at least help me clear the table.”

Piper started to argue, but stopped when she saw Ruby bolt upright on the couch, waving something in the air. “Aunt Piper! Look!” The kid called everyone ‘aunt’ or ‘uncle,’ but there was an extra octave in her voice when Piper walked in the room. She held up a sheet of printer paper, crammed corner-to-corner with glitter, half a rainbow, and three stick figures: one tall, one short, one with a big orange blob for hair.

Piper took the drawing, squinted at it. “Wow, you even got my big butt in there.”

Ruby giggled, her feet kicking the cushions. “It’s not a butt, it’s your beautiful skirt,” she said, and Chloe snorted so hard she had to steady herself on the counter.

Piper crouched down to Ruby’s level, the drawing pinched between two fingers. “You have a future in politics, kiddo. Did you do this today?”

“We made family pictures,” Ruby said. “Mine’s the best because it has everybody.”

Piper looked at the stick figures, then at Chloe, who shrugged. “She wanted to show you first,” she said, then wiped her hands on her shorts and grabbed a box of crackers from the cabinet.

“Put that on the fridge,” Grant said, not glancing up.

“It’s still wet,” Ruby warned. “Don’t let it drip.”

Chloe leaned in and dropped a kiss on the top of Piper’s head. “Glad you’re here,” she said, the way some people say grace. “Don’t make a mess.”

They finished clearing the table together, the silence between them easy and clean. Outside, the sun had dipped just below the rooftops, flooding the backyard with blue light. The neighborhood had quieted, save for the persistent drone of someone’s weed whacker and, faintly, the clack of skateboard wheels on the sidewalk.

Grant set the TV to auto-play, then wandered into the kitchen, his shirt untucked, hair sticking up in the back. “We’re out of wine,” he announced. “Is that a crisis or an opportunity?”

Chloe shrugged. “It’s Tuesday.”

Piper plopped down at the island and propped her boots on the rung. “I brought a box. Classy, right?”

“Only the best for you,” Grant replied, and pulled a set of mismatched tumblers from the dishwasher.

Chloe poured wine for herself and Piper, a sacrament of routine. She pushed one glass across the counter. “You’re early,” she said.

Piper shrugged. “Long day. Wanted to get out of my head. Or at least, get into someone else’s kitchen.”

Chloe sipped, and for a moment they just stood in the afterglow of ordinary. It had taken three months, three full-throttle, no-boundaries months, for Piper to go from “houseguest” to “co-conspirator.” There was no more tiptoeing, no more apologies for her mess or her presence. She made a joke about washing the grape juice off the post-it, then actually did it, using her sleeve.

“You gonna stay for bedtime?” Grant asked.

Piper looked at Chloe. “If you want.”

“Ruby would mutiny if you didn’t,” Chloe said, and Piper smiled, and the lines on her face relaxed for the first time all day.

Ruby, sensing the adults were plotting, appeared in the doorway. She eyed the wine, then looked at Piper, then at Chloe. “Are you staying over?” she asked.

Piper looked to Chloe for the answer, like a kid caught sneaking dessert.

Chloe nodded, and Piper grinned. “If you’ll have me,” she said, and Ruby ran over and hugged her waist, fierce and brief, before darting back to the TV.

When Piper turned, Grant was looking at her with a softness that wasn’t there last year. He raised his glass, and Piper clinked hers against it.

“Domestic bliss,” he said, deadpan.

“Domestic something,” Chloe echoed.

Ruby called from the living room. “Aunt Piper, can you read me a story tonight? Mommy says you do the best voices.”

Piper looked at Chloe, who nodded once, eyes bright. “Go on,” Chloe said. “I’ll clean up.”

Piper tousled her hair, took a gulp of wine, then wandered off toward the couch. Behind her, Chloe and Grant exchanged a look—something old and married, full of tiny jokes and silent calculations. Grant’s voice came low and gravelly, “Wait until you hear the voices she makes for me.”

Chloe gave him a smoldering look, she preferred sloppy seconds after watching him destroy Piper.

Piper flopped onto the sectional, Ruby already patting the spot beside her. The child handed over a battered copy of Dragons Love Tacos, and Piper opened it, clearing her throat in preparation.

She looked up once, caught Chloe watching from the kitchen, and held her gaze for a long, unbroken second. For the first time in a long time, Piper felt like she was standing on solid ground. She was wanted, and not just for her tolerance for boxed wine and chaos.

She started reading, giving the dragons a British accent, which made Ruby howl.

The sun went down. The house glowed with the light of three lamps, the TV screen, and the unspoken rule that this—whatever it was—worked.

***

Piper never got the hang of bedtime until she met Ruby. With her ex, kids were a theoretical—something to negotiate around, avoid, or, in the worst moments, weaponized. But Ruby made everything literal: when she was tired, she lay on the floor and wailed; when she was angry, she hurled herself at the nearest adult; when she was happy, the house knew it in every room. That kind of honesty was something Piper hadn’t known she needed.

Upstairs, the bedroom was bathed in lamplight and the drowsy haze of an overlong day. Glow-in-the-dark stars scattered across the ceiling, and the bed was heaped with animals: a saggy lamb, a fox with one missing eye, and a unicorn so bristly its mane looked like an explosion.

Piper let Ruby lead the way, padding down the hall in mismatched socks, hair static from too many cartwheels. They stopped at the bathroom for the nightly tooth-brushing standoff.

Ruby beamed up at Piper, a glob of bubblegum toothpaste slithering down her chin. “You do it better,” Ruby said, shoving the brush at her.

Piper took the brush, and for a second, she felt the wild weight of responsibility. She made a show of inspecting Ruby’s teeth, using her “dentist” voice, which was really just a poor impression of Ruby’s mother. “We’ve got an emergency in the back molars,” she announced, and Ruby giggled so hard she nearly snorted the toothpaste.

Chloe appeared behind them, arms folded, leaning on the doorframe. “Are you diagnosing cavities again?” she asked.

Piper grinned, mouth full of froth. “It’s worse than we thought. She might need two extra bedtime stories.”

“That’s not in the plan,” Chloe said, but she winked at Piper before slipping away.

In the bedroom, Ruby shimmied into pajamas—soft, faded, with cartoon bats flying in every direction—and clambered into bed, animals tumbling after her. Piper sank into the rocking chair, legs splayed, the storybook resting on her thigh.

Ruby patted the space next to her. “Come up here,” she said.

“Lazybones,” Piper teased, but she obeyed, hauling herself onto the mattress, letting her legs dangle. She opened the book to the first page.

From the doorway, Chloe watched. There was something about the scene—maybe the way Piper’s hair hung, loose for once, or the way she fit into the chaos of the room without trying—that made Chloe want to reach for her phone and take a picture, but she didn’t. She just let the scene unfold.

Piper launched into the story. She gave each character a voice: the dragon got a posh English accent; the taco got a squeaky, neurotic whine; the human child narrator sounded a lot like a news anchor hopped up on Red Bull. Ruby howled at every page turn. When Piper flubbed a line, Ruby corrected her. When Piper got to the part about the dragons breathing fire, she leaned close and whispered, “Don’t try this at home.”

Ruby squirmed, her hand twined in the crook of Piper’s elbow. Every so often, Piper reached over and tucked a stray hair behind Ruby’s ear, a gesture so absentminded it made Chloe’s chest ache. She’d never seen Piper so gentle, or so off guard.

When the story ended, Ruby yawned. “You’re the best at stories,” she said, and Piper felt it all the way to her toes.

“Thanks, peanut,” Piper whispered, closing the book. She arranged the animals in a semicircle, all of them facing the bed, then pulled the comforter up to Ruby’s chin. She smoothed the wild hair, then pressed a kiss to the top of Ruby’s head.

“Want me to sing?” Piper asked.

Ruby nodded, eyes already heavy.

Piper sang soft, just a hum at first, then the words—a lullaby she barely remembered from childhood, something about boats and the moon and coming home. Her voice wasn’t good, but it was soft, and Ruby drifted almost immediately, the corners of her mouth twitching up in sleep.

For a while, Piper sat at the edge of the bed, watching the gentle rise and fall of the comforter, the dim plastic stars overhead, the safe enclosure of animals and softness. In another life, she might have mocked this scene—called it basic, called it cliché, called it a thousand things to keep herself safe from wanting it. But now she wanted nothing more than to bottle it up and keep it forever.

She felt Chloe’s presence behind her, “She out?”

Piper’s voice was a low murmur. “Like a light.”

Piper stood, careful not to creak the floorboards. “Do you want me to—?”

Chloe shook her head. “No. You were perfect. Stay for a minute, if you want.”

They both looked at Ruby, then at each other, sharing a smile that was all pride and no apology.

Piper followed Chloe back down the hall, both of them walking slowly, as if the spell might break if they moved too fast.

In the dark, on the way to the stairs, Piper reached out and brushed her fingers over Chloe’s hand. Just for a second, no more.

Chloe squeezed back. “If I knew you’d be around so much, I’d have another kid.”

Piper smiled, “Three kids? Me, Ruby and another? That might be too much for you.”

Chloe laughed softly, “But Grant sure does like making ‘em.”

“Mmmm,” Piper moaned as they headed down.

Downstairs, Grant waited. The night was theirs, the rest of the world locked out for a few hours. The version of Piper that swore and drank and got her ass railed would show up soon enough. But for now, she was just herself, and it felt like a different self.

***

The kitchen, once stripped of the child’s bedtime orbit, turned into a different kind of arena. Chloe filled three stemless glasses to the rim—boxed pinot, but poured like it was sacrament. Piper perched on the counter, legs crossed at the ankle, one foot bare, the other still in a sock. Grant stood at the edge of the kitchen island, arms folded, the day’s tension sloughed off in favor of something looser, more primal.

It was a well-rehearsed routine by now: Chloe set the mood, Grant played along, and Piper, depending on the day, was ringleader or main attraction. They didn’t discuss it much anymore. After the first few times, the thrill wasn’t in the taboo—it was in the predictability, the mutual craving and the way it clicked into place like clockwork.

Tonight, though, Chloe amped up the energy. She wore an old running shirt with no bra; the chill making her nipples poke through the thin cotton. She made no move to hide them. When she handed Piper the wine, her thumb lingered on the inside of Piper’s wrist a little longer than usual. “You good?” she asked, not about the wine.

Piper nodded, but something in her face was sharper. She felt the gravity of the night, the post-bedtime hush, the promise of hours ahead with no obligations but pleasure. It made her posture shift, chest open, gaze locked on Chloe’s mouth.

Grant watched the interaction with that careful, clinical distance he wore at work. But he was never any good at poker face. The way his eyes darted between them, the flex in his forearm as he gripped his glass, told the entire story.

Chloe, catching his look, smirked. “Are we waiting for a fourth, or are you just building suspense?”

Grant raised an eyebrow. “You’re in rare form tonight.”

Chloe took a slow sip, licked the last drop from her lip. “I like to keep you guessing.”

Piper barked a laugh. “Can I just say, I love that you two never even pretend to be normal.”

Chloe tilted her head, mock-solemn. “Authenticity is our defect.”

Piper drained half her glass in one go, then hopped off the counter. She slid into Grant’s space, close enough to feel the heat. “You know what’s funny?” she said, voice dropping. “All day, when I was holding it together for Ruby, I was thinking about this.” She tapped her nails on his chest, then trailed them down. “How you’re going to handle me tonight.”

Grant looked at Chloe, “Your turn tonight?”

Chloe licked her lips, nostrils flaring. “I want to watch you take her ass tonight.”

Grant's eyes widened, “Really?” He looked at Piper, “Really?”

Piper smiled slowly, “Chloe said you always ask, so I’ll deliver.” She glanced as his crotch and said, “Just go gentle, at first.”

Chloe let a soft moan loose as she watched Grant’s eyes and hunger.

Piper turned to her, “You just want to see me get wrecked.”

Chloe grinned, teeth flashing. “You’re my favorite porn star.”

Piper turned, her mouth finding Chloe’s, and they kissed—hard, hungry, teeth clacking. Grant watched, hands twitching in anticipation. When Piper broke away, she was breathless and grinning. “You two are sick,” she said, then turned to Grant. “But I’m worse.”

Grant didn’t reply; instead, he kissed her, slower and more deliberate, as if savoring every second. Piper leaned into it, her hands traveling under his shirt, nails scraping his skin. The air in the kitchen was thick, every breath heavy with anticipation.

Chloe watched, eyes wide, one hand creeping under her own shirt. She never used to be like this, but now she craved it—the helplessness, the hunger, the way Piper’s bravado collapsed under Grant’s weight.

Piper broke the kiss first. “I need to freshen up,” she said, voice husky. “Gimme two minutes.”

She disappeared down the hall, leaving Grant and Chloe alone.

Chloe downed her wine, then turned to Grant. “You’re hard as a rock already, aren’t you?” she teased.

He didn’t bother to deny it. “You going to join us tonight?”

Chloe shook her head, a little sad, a lot amused. “I want to see it. All of it. Don’t hold back.”

He stepped in close, brushing hair from her face. “You’re fucking unbelievable, you know that?”

She smiled, wicked and sweet. “That’s why you married me.”

Before Grant could answer, Piper returned—she’d ditched her leggings and jacket for a silk robe that barely reached her thighs, nothing underneath. She struck a pose in the archway, one hand on the doorframe, the other tracing the line of her collarbone. “You like?”

Chloe let out a low whistle. “You look like trouble.”

Piper rolled her eyes, then fixed her gaze on Grant. “You gonna give me a dick enema, or what?”

He crossed the room in two strides. Piper let the robe slip off her shoulders, exposing the generous curve of her breasts. Grant bent and kissed her there, then lower, tasting the skin, the sweat, the leftover tang of boxed wine.

Chloe leaned against the island, watching. Her own hand wandered down her body, tracing the edge of her shorts, fingers pressing through the cotton. She didn’t bother hiding it; this was the game.

Piper glanced over her shoulder, caught Chloe in the act, and smiled. “You’re a perv,” she said.

Chloe winked. “Takes one to know one.”

Piper reached for Grant, and he swept her up, one arm under her thighs, carrying her down the hall. Piper’s laugh echoed, dirty and triumphant.

Chloe waited a minute, then padded after them. She paused outside the master bedroom, peeking through the cracked door.

Grant had Piper bent over the bed, robe bunched at her waist, ass on full display. Piper looked back at Chloe, licking her lips, then moaned as Grant slid his fingers between her legs.

Chloe pressed her palm hard between her thighs, the sight sending a jolt straight through her. She slipped inside, settled into the reading chair in the corner, and lifted her glass in a silent toast.

“Don’t hold back,” Chloe said, voice loud enough for both to hear. “I want to see everything.”

The room filled with the sounds of bodies colliding, laughter turning to begging, the kind of violence that only existed in the space between trust and absolute surrender.

Chloe watched, eyes glassy, fingers moving faster, the taste of boxed wine mixing with the salt of her own sweat.

Family, she thought. This is what it looked like now.

***

Chloe poured herself another glass and settled into the reading chair like a judge about to preside. She hiked a bare foot up, knee to chin, and rested the goblet on her thigh, steadying her gaze on the bed as Grant spread Piper out on her hands and knees. The overhead light was dimmed to a buttery halo; outside, the neighborhood was soft and blue with early summer heat. From the bedroom, the only sounds were the rustle of fabric, the clink of glass, and the distant hum of the AC.

Piper reached for the nightstand, pulled open the top drawer without breaking eye contact with Chloe, and fished out a half-empty bottle of lube and a small towel. “Gonna borrow your shit,” she said, unscrewing the cap with her teeth. She flipped her hair and winked at Grant. “Hope you brought your A-game.”

Grant let out a low laugh, all chest. “Didn’t realize you were keeping score.”

“Life is a spreadsheet,” Piper replied, and shot a look at Chloe that said: Watch me.

Grant knelt behind her, sliding both hands up the backs of her thighs, thumbs digging into the meat. He bent forward and pressed his mouth to her left cheek, then the right, then bit down just hard enough to leave a mark.

Piper exhaled, eyes fluttering, but she stayed perfectly still.

Chloe watched, one hand cradling the bowl of her glass, the other trailing along the inside of her calf. She wasn’t the jealous type—not anymore—but there was a proprietary pleasure in seeing Piper laid out, ready, already squirming under Grant’s hands.

Piper glanced back at Chloe. “You sure you don’t want in?”

Chloe shook her head. “I’m having dessert out here.”

Piper snorted. “Suit yourself, Goldilocks.”

Grant, meanwhile, slicked his fingers and started working them between the soft globes of Piper’s ass. He moved slowly, almost reverent, but Piper’s breath quickened at the first touch. She bucked against him, demanding more, faster, now.

“You want it that bad?” Grant asked.

Piper looked over her shoulder. “I want it nasty,” she said. “You promised you’d make me beg.”

Grant’s response was a low, rumbling “Fuck yes,” and he buried his face between her cheeks, tongue working its way down until it found the tight ring of her asshole. Piper groaned—long, loud, unashamed—and arched her back so far Chloe thought she might snap in half.

“Jesus,” Chloe whispered, and let her hand drift up her thigh, under her shorts. She didn’t even pretend she wasn’t touching herself. Why would she? They were way past that.

Piper’s moans grew sharper, ragged, punctuated by filthy encouragement. “Eat it. Get your tongue in there. You like this, don’t you?”

Grant didn’t answer. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as his tongue flicked and lapped and pressed inside her, relentless, until Piper’s legs shook.

“Fucking hell,” Piper spat. “You’re gonna make me cum just from that.”

Chloe caught Grant’s eye—his face glistening, his expression proud and smug—and she blew him a kiss. “Best in the Midwest,” she said, and he grinned, lips wet.

Piper grabbed the towel and stuffed it under her face, bracing herself. “You’d better fuck me now or I’ll—” She didn’t finish. Grant lined up behind her, spreading her wider with both hands, and pressed the head of his cock against her slick, spit-slicked ass.

He paused. “You want this?”

Piper growled, feral. “Wreck me. I want it rough.”

He pushed in, slowly at first, but Piper was greedy for it. She pushed back, swallowing every inch. The sound they made was obscene, a slick wet slap that echoed off the walls. Grant didn’t bother with a rhythm; he drove into her hard, fast, both hands on her hips, using her as leverage.

Chloe’s breath caught. She stroked herself with lazy confidence, savoring the show. Every time Grant slammed forward, Piper yelped, but there was no pain in it—just a building, desperate hunger. Her whole body flushed pink, trembling, but she took everything he gave.

Grant bent forward, one hand slipping up to tangle in Piper’s hair. He yanked her head back, forcing her to arch even deeper. “Is this what you wanted?” he panted.

“Yes,” Piper moaned, her voice muffled by the towel. “Harder. Please, don’t fucking stop. You’re so fucking big!”

Grant obliged, pace unrelenting. Chloe watched the ripple of muscle in his back, the way Piper’s ass bloomed red with every thrust. She reached for her wine, sipped, then put the glass down so she could use both hands.

Piper was losing it. She clawed at the sheets, gasping, shuddering. “Fuck, I’m so close—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop—”

“Towel! Ruby,” warned Chloe as the sounds started to reach a desperate level.

Grant shifted his angle, drilling into her even deeper. Piper screamed into the towel, a sound that started low in her gut and ripped up through her throat. She convulsed, coming hard, shaking so violently that Chloe thought she might slide off the bed.

Grant didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through the aftershocks, each thrust rougher, more savage, grunting. “Fuck! So tight! Gonna fill your ass!”

It didn’t take long until his orgasm hit. He groaned, low and guttural, and buried himself to the hilt, his hands leaving bruises on Piper’s hips.

For a moment, the room went silent. Only the whir of the AC and the tick of the wall clock filled the space.

Chloe let herself relax, sinking back in the chair, legs wide, hand still between her legs.

Piper stayed where she was, face pressed to the towel, ass up, letting Grant’s cum ooze out of her. She looked back at Chloe, eyes glazed with exhaustion and victory. “You sure you don’t want a taste?”

Chloe laughed, breathless. “I’m good. But if you want to keep it warm, I’ll bring you a glass of milk.”

Grant collapsed next to Piper, stroking her back. “You’re insane,” he said, but he sounded like he meant it as the highest compliment.

Piper grinned, teeth bared. “You like it.”

Chloe poured herself another glass, then got up and perched on the edge of the bed. She stroked Piper’s hair, gentle now, and pressed a soft kiss to her temple. “You’re a mess,” she said.

Piper sighed, content. “I’ll be farting sperm for hours.”

They all lay there for a while, tangled and sticky and utterly at peace. In the morning, the sun would find them in the ruins of the bed, limbs knotted together, nothing left to hide.

Chapter 7: The Dallas Barter

Dinner prep at the Parker house was a low-key ballet. Chloe manned the stovetop, wooden spoon tapping a rhythm on the skillet, while Piper attacked an onion with surgical focus. The stereo played an old playlist—something with bite, heavy on the nineties female angst—and the air was thick with garlic, olive oil, and the comforting hum of adults who didn’t have to pretend for one another.

Chloe wore a faded Central Lakes soccer tee with the sleeves scissored off, a wineglass perched in her left hand like it was an extension of her arm. She kept a casual eye on the stove, but watched Piper more than the food: how her hips braced against the counter, how her hair curled in the steam, how the knife flashed with every precise slice.

The front door opened, and Grant’s voice floated in. “Hey! Smells amazing.” He kicked off his shoes, hung up his blazer, and set his laptop bag on the entry bench with a grunt that landed somewhere between relief and exhaustion.

He found the women in the kitchen, took a second to observe the scene, then zeroed in on the bottle of red standing between them. He helped himself to a glass, popped the top shirt button, and started rolling up his sleeves.

“Rough day?” Chloe asked, without looking up.

Grant shrugged. “Just long. Had the quarterly at HQ. Same as ever, plus a bonus two-hour session of ‘Who’s Getting Downsized Next.’” He sipped the wine, watching Chloe and Piper as if they were his entire home planet.

Chloe moved aside so Piper could scrape diced onion into the pan. The two brushed elbows. “We’re doing pasta tonight,” Chloe said, “since our guest claims she’s developing scurvy on account of our lack of vegetables.”

Piper flicked a piece of onion at Chloe’s arm, smirking. “I see your pantry, lady. If it’s not beige or shelf-stable, it doesn’t exist.”

Grant grinned at the banter, letting it settle his nerves. He leaned against the counter, hands in his pockets, and took in the sight: Piper, comfortable in an old concert tee (probably his, now hers by squatter’s rights), and Chloe, radiant and effortless, toes curling on the tile.

He waited for a lull, then: “So. I need to talk to you both about next week.”

Piper wiped her hands on a dish towel, and Chloe cocked her head. “Something up with Ruby’s soccer?”

Grant shook his head. “Work thing. They’re sending me to Dallas for a conference. The big one—the four-day with all the senior leadership.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow. “Fancy. At one of those resorts with in-room Jacuzzis and corporate massages?”

He grinned. “Close. They’re putting us up at the Hilton downtown. Full-ride—meals, events, the whole nine yards.” He hesitated, glancing at both women. “But they’re encouraging ‘family attendance’ at all the after-hours stuff. Spouses, partners, whoever.”

Chloe sipped her wine, eyes darting from Grant to Piper and back. “Did you want me to come?” She said it light, but the subtext was all sharp edges.

Grant looked apologetic. “If you want. But Ruby’s got school, and your mom’s already booked with the other grandkids. I’d love for you to be there, but—”

Chloe cut him off with a gentle wave. “It’s fine. I can Zoom in to the weird dinners and pretend I’m in a pantsuit.” She smiled, but behind it, she was calculating. “What about you, Pipes? Want to play executive wife for a few nights?”

Piper’s head jerked up. “Me?”

Chloe nodded. “You need a break from applying for jobs, and I need someone to keep Grant from accidentally getting recruited by a cult. Plus, you get a week of room service, a spa, and the mini-bar. Think of it as a forced vacation.”

Grant stared at Chloe, then at Piper, then back again, trying to find the hidden joke. “Wait, you’re serious?”

Chloe shrugged, as if it was the obvious solution. “Why not? Piper’s basically family. She can keep you from getting lost at the golf tournament. And you”—Chloe pointed at Piper with the wineglass—“get to chill for once instead of doomscrolling LinkedIn all day.”

Piper looked like someone had just offered her a lifeboat. She set the knife down and blinked, the usual bravado draining into something close to awe. “You’re not… weird about that?”

Chloe laughed. “Why would I be weird? I trust you. And if anything happens, I’m only a FaceTime away from telling you both how bad your hair looks in Texas humidity.” She grinned, and for a second, the entire kitchen rotated on the axis of her approval.

Grant felt the room shift. He tried to imagine walking into the executive mixer with Piper at his side, her sarcasm weaponized for the C-suite. It was ridiculous. It was also, in a way he hadn’t expected, completely thrilling.

He looked at Chloe, who watched him with an amused but serious glint. “You’re actually okay with this?”

“Grant,” Chloe said, “I literally told you last month that if Piper didn’t get out of the house, she’d start haunting it. This is a win-win. You don’t have to go alone, and she gets to live out her Real Housewives fantasy.”

Piper snorted. “You know I’d be the trashy one, right?”

“Is there another kind?” Chloe deadpanned, and all three broke into laughter.

For a moment, the kitchen was just light and steam and the overlapping sounds of three people completely at home with one another.

As Chloe went back to stirring the sauce, Grant stepped in close, lowered his voice. “You sure?” he asked, one last time.

She looked up, dead sober. “I’m sure.” She bit her lip, deciding whether to confess, then added, “It will be so hot  thinking of her in bed with you–the two of you fucking–her having dinner and breakfast with you.” She leaned up and kissed his neck, “Promise you won’t hold back. One or both of you better come home limping or in a wheelchair.”

Piper, standing beside them, glanced at Chloe, then Grant, then at her own hands, as if surprised they still belonged to her. “I’ll pack my bags tonight,” she said, voice pitched to be casual, but her eyes were electric. She kissed Chloe on the cheek and added softly, “I’ll be a proper three-hole whore for him, honey.”

Chloe raised her glass, and Grant followed suit, and Piper—after a beat—lifted hers, too. The clink was quiet, but in that moment it sounded like the start of something huge.

Piper grinned at Grant, all teeth. “You better make sure we get a king bed, boss. Otherwise you’re sleeping on the floor.”

Chloe hooted, and Grant blushed, and for the first time since he heard about the conference, he couldn’t wait to go.

***

The kitchen island had seen its share of debates—homework meltdowns, holiday meal planning, even an infamous incident involving a blender and a half-gallon of sangria—but nothing quite like this. Piper stacked dishes, each one thunking gently onto the countertop. Grant dried his hands on a dish towel, clearly working up to something, while Chloe leaned in, elbows braced, wine swirling in her glass like a storm.

“So,” Grant said, setting the towel aside. “Not to be the boring one, but—how exactly does this work? I show up at the Hilton with my ‘plus one’ and just hope nobody asks questions?”

Chloe gave him a look: half indulgent, half predatory. “It’s 2025, babe. If anyone asks, you say Piper’s your date. It’s not like you’re running for Congress.”

Piper snickered, arranging the silverware in two neat rows. “You know some of your coworkers probably have a side piece for these things, anyway. I’ll just be the only one who’s honest about it.”

Grant arched an eyebrow. “You’re not worried about people judging? About what they’ll say?”

Chloe shrugged. “If they’re busy gossiping about you, they’re not busy trying to fuck you over on quarterly reports. Besides—no offense, Piper—but it’s not like anyone would believe I could land you without help.”

Piper mock-glared, but the compliment was obvious, and she basked in it. She touched her collarbone, fingers skittering over the fresh line of freckles exposed by her oversized tee. “I don’t mind being arm candy,” Piper said. “As long as you buy me at least one $18 martini per night, and I get the fancy bathrobe.”

Chloe grinned, but Grant wasn’t quite there. He sat at the island, bracing his forearms on the edge. “What about boundaries?” he asked, looking at Piper, then at Chloe. “You’re cool with us…what? Sharing a bed? Going to dinner?”

Piper looked at Chloe, waiting for a signal.

Chloe’s answer was calm, almost clinical. “You do whatever you’d do if I were there. Dinners, happy hours, whatever. Piper keeps you company at night. No sneaking around—if someone sees you holding hands, or hears something through the wall, who cares? In fact,” Chloe said, a wicked grin blooming, “I want you to make it convincing. Give them something to talk about.”

Piper’s cheeks turned pink. She toyed with a fork, flipping it over and over. “So, basically, my job is to be your conference girlfriend. Or—” She paused, then shot a glance at Chloe. “Your Pretty Woman?”

Chloe barked a laugh. “You want to cosplay Julia Roberts, go for it.”

Grant rolled the stem of his glass between his fingers. “You’re not worried about anyone recognizing you?” he said to Piper. “Some of my team knows Chloe, from the company picnic and—”

Piper cut him off, voice suddenly animated. “No one will care. Half of them won’t remember my face. I’ll even wear glasses or something if you want to make it a disguise. Or say I’m an escort. Don’t some of the execs do that anyway?”

Chloe set her glass down, watching Piper with a mixture of admiration and pride. “You’d really be down to play the hooker?”

Piper faked a shiver, but the thrill was real. “Honestly? Yes. It’s kind of hot.”

Grant’s eyes widened. “You’d tell them you’re paid talent?”

Piper leaned forward, both palms flat on the island. “I’d be your perfect corporate whore, boss. Tell them you’re blowing your per diem on me. Make it as scandalous as you want. Just—” she caught herself, swallowing, and her voice went small, “just let me know what’s off-limits.”

Chloe didn’t hesitate. “No ass stuff unless you ask first. Otherwise, go wild. And send me a selfie from the jacuzzi or I’ll assume you’re dead.”

Grant’s hesitation was eroding by the second. He couldn’t help but imagine Piper at the hotel bar, in something black and strappy, perched on a stool beside him while the other execs tried to guess what she’d cost. He wasn’t sure if it was more mortifying or erotic, but the rush was undeniable.

Piper must have read the thought on his face. “You’re into this, aren’t you?” she teased. “Just say it. We all know.”

He looked at Chloe, who nodded, then at Piper, and finally shrugged, letting the performance of resistance drop. “Fine. I am. But what do I get out of it?”

Chloe put on her best negotiation voice, the one she used when haggling with car dealers or calling bullshit on insurance claims. “Here’s the offer: You take Piper to Dallas. She gets a vacation, you get a sidekick, and I get to hear all about it after. When you get back, she’ll watch Ruby for a whole weekend and we’ll go to Florida, just the two of us. I’ll even let you pick the resort.”

Grant blinked. He hadn’t even thought that far ahead. “You’ll leave Ruby for a whole weekend?”

Chloe grinned. “If you take care of my best friend, I’ll make sure your balls are so empty you can hear the ocean in them.”

Piper snorted wine through her nose, but recovered fast. “Jesus, I love you people.”

The deal was done. Piper was already brainstorming outfits, her mind racing through every fashion crime she’d never dared to wear in real life. She caught Grant’s eye, her expression pure mischief. “Will you introduce me as your mistress, or just let people wonder?”

Grant was still adapting to the new reality. “Whatever you want. If anyone asks, I’ll tell them you’re a high-priced consultant.”

Piper toyed with the edge of the island, now visibly excited. “Tell them I do ‘outreach.’ Or that I’m your emotional support animal.”

Chloe laughed, the sound sharp and triumphant. “You know what? I’ll make you a collar. You want a leash, too?”

Piper’s mouth fell open, then closed in a predatory smile. “You joke, but I dare you.”

The next few minutes devolved into a spiral of trash talk and brainstormed roleplay. Chloe floated increasingly creative scenarios; Piper accepted every dare, her cheeks burning with anticipation. Grant watched them both, his skepticism eroded to awe—and, if he was honest, a bone-deep excitement he hadn’t felt since grad school.

Chloe topped off the glasses and raised hers. “To business trips,” she said, “and to creative family planning.”

Grant and Piper clinked with her, all three laughing so hard they almost missed the timer dinging on the stove.

Piper rushed to plate the food, but couldn’t resist a last dig. “Does this mean I have to call you ‘Daddy’ at the breakfast buffet?”

Chloe didn’t miss a beat: “Only if you want him to tip extra.”

They set the table; the awkwardness gone. By the time they sat down to eat, the details had been hammered out: Piper would play the perfect corporate consort; Grant would play the part of slightly scandalized, but ultimately grateful, husband; Chloe would get the blow-by-blow via FaceTime, and everyone would get exactly what they wanted.

Piper looked across the table, her eyes alive. “This is going to be fucking legendary,” she said, and Grant, for once, had no reason to doubt her.

***

The logistics summit continued in the living room, upgraded from stemless wine glasses to the fancy goblets they only used when Chloe’s parents visited. Chloe claimed the center of the sectional, cross-legged, with her battered planner spread across her knees. Grant and Piper took the flanks, each perched at the edge of a cushion, leaning in so their heads almost bumped whenever they peered at the open calendar.

Chloe drew a thick circle around the conference dates. “Okay. Four nights. Three dinners. One open slot for whatever team-building garbage they throw at you. Piper, you’ll need a ‘nice’ dress for the formal, and at least two outfits for the other nights. Business-casual during the day, and”—she fixed Piper with a look—“bring something slutty for after hours.”

Piper beamed. “Done. I’ll bring the red number and the black one with the mesh. Should I get new heels, or just go full stripper?”

Grant coughed, caught between amusement and embarrassment. “You don’t have to…you know. Dress for shock value.”

Chloe shot him a look. “Let her have fun, Grant. You get to show up with the hottest date in the hotel. At least let her be a little extra.”

Piper nudged Grant’s arm with her foot. “Don’t pretend you don’t like it.”

He tried to look dignified, but failed. “Maybe a little.” He quickly added, “I don’t want to walk around with a boner all day.”

Chloe snorted, and Piper shot, “I’ll take care of that whenever you want.”

Chloe looked at Grant, then Piper, “Yes. That’s what I want. Go wild on my husband while I wait at home.”

Piper grinned, “You’re a cuck, sweetie.” She kissed Chloe’s cheek, “I promise, I’ll keep his balls empty.”

Grant gulped his drink, “Fuck.”

Chloe jotted down a few bullet points, her pen moving fast. “You’ll share a suite,” she said. “Which means, yes, you sleep in the same bed. Piper, you’re in charge of keeping him happy. And Grant—” She turned, deadly serious for a moment. “If you end up in jail, I’m not flying to Texas to bail you out. But I will enjoy every second of the scandal.”

Piper giggled, scooting closer so her shoulder brushed Chloe’s. “I promise to be on my best behavior.”

Chloe closed the planner with a snap. “That’s not what I expect, and you know it.”

The air in the room was dense with anticipation, every glance and nudge building a charge that nobody seemed in a hurry to ground. Grant looked at Chloe, then at Piper, then back again, as if he’d missed an instruction and was afraid to ask for clarification.

Chloe leaned back, stretching her arms along the top of the couch. “Just think of it as a barter,” she said. “You get your fun in Dallas, we get our trip to Florida, and Ruby gets quality time with her favorite babysitter. Everybody wins.”

Piper raised her glass. “To creative event planning,” she echoed from the kitchen.

Grant met her toast, eyes fixed on the way Piper’s lips curled over the rim. “To Dallas,” he said, “and to not getting fired.”

Chloe clinked her glass against theirs. “To the perfect arrangement,” she said, “and to everyone getting exactly what they want.”

They drank, the silence thick and meaningful. Piper set her glass down, then—almost shy—turned to Grant. “You’re okay with this, really?”

He nodded, the words coming out low and certain. “Yeah. I am.” He paused for a moment, fiddling with the glass, then added, “I’m waiting to be hit by lightning or something. There’s no way I can be this lucky.”

Piper grinned, cheeks flushed. “So, should I pack that red dress you like so much?”

He hesitated, then smiled, just as hungry as she was. “Please do.”

Chloe watched them, pleased, then gathered her planner and rose from the couch. She headed for the kitchen, but not before glancing over her shoulder. “You two need anything else tonight?” she asked.

Piper caught the subtext and shook her head, eyes locked on Grant’s. “We’re good,” she said. “More than good.”

The house settled around them, the night ahead shifted in a new direction: one wife, one husband, one best friend, and a plan so perfect it felt criminal.

Outside, the streetlights flickered on. In the living room, Piper and Grant sat close, glasses in hand, the weight of what came next pressing deliciously down.

Piper leaned in, her lips a whisper from Grant’s ear. “You really want me to be your whore in Dallas?”

Grant’s breath caught. He didn’t look away.

“Yeah,” he said. “I do.”

And for the first time since he’d heard about the trip, he couldn’t wait to leave home.

Chapter 8: Deep in the Heart of Texas

Dallas in June was a mirage. The Hilton rose like a glass-and-concrete promise against the heat, its lobby thronged with badged professionals clustered in little knots of business casual. The revolving door spat out a pair every few seconds—blazers, pencil skirts, shoes buffed so bright they reflected the blue-white fluorescence above.

Piper and Grant stepped into the fray, lugging matching rolling bags and an exhaustion that only travel could produce. Piper was unrecognizable from the messy-haired disaster who lived on Chloe’s couch. She wore a navy sheath dress with a high neck and cap sleeves, the kind of thing you only saw in perfume ads: demure, but poured on in a way that left nothing to imagination about the curve of her hips or the size of her tits. Her shoes were sharp, red, the shade of arterial blood. She walked like she’d been wearing heels in her sleep for a year.

Grant wore a suit, for once—the only time Chloe had wrangled him into one outside of a funeral. Dark grey, the shoulders crisp, the shirt a blue so pale it was almost white. He looked like every other man at the conference, except for the way his body filled out the cloth: neck thick, jaw sharp, arms too big for the sleeves. Piper trailed just half a pace behind, close enough that she could smell his aftershave, his skin, the anxiety humming underneath it.

At the check-in counter, a young woman in Hilton blue flashed them a smile. “Welcome. Checking in for the conference?”

Grant stepped forward, handed over his credit card, the movements precise but betraying nothing. Piper hovered at his elbow, studying the name tag: Madeline. She could see Madeline’s eyes flick up, then down, then back up again, lingering just a beat too long on Piper’s chest before returning to the screen.

“Yes,” Grant said, “reservation for Parker.”

Madeline tapped at the keys. “Two nights, Executive Suite, corporate rate.” She smiled wider. “Would you like a late checkout?”

Piper cut in. “Oh, we’ll need it,” she said, her voice sweet, a full octave above her real one.

Madeline handed over the keycards, her hand trembling just a little. “Enjoy your stay. Elevators are to the left.”

They peeled away from the counter, Piper steering them with a light touch at the small of Grant’s back. He felt her palm slide down, just enough to remind him she was there. The elevator lobby was packed: a small pod of engineers, a red-faced man in a lanyard arguing into a phone, two women in dresses more expensive than anything Piper had ever owned.

Grant pressed the call button, then stood with his arms folded, watching the numbers tick down. Piper leaned into him, voice low. “You see the way Madeline looked at me? She probably thinks you hired me off Craigslist.”

Grant snorted, not breaking his posture. “You don’t look like an escort. Too smart in the eyes. And way too pretty.”

Piper grinned. “Oooh, you’re just trying to get into my panties.”

The doors dinged open. Inside, three men and a woman from the conference were already there, all staring at their shoes or their phones. Grant and Piper squeezed in, the air instantly saturated with deodorant and recirculated sweat. Grant hit the button for 27, then took a step back.

Piper kept her eyes forward, face composed, but she leaned in so her lips brushed Grant’s ear. “I want you to fuck me up against the window,” she whispered, a sentence so soft it was basically a breeze.

Grant stiffened. She felt the ripple run through him, the way his nostrils flared. He didn’t answer, but she saw his jaw work, the muscle popping under the skin. One of the men in the elevator glanced over, then looked away fast.

The car whooshed upwards, halting at 18, then 22, the crowd thinning with each stop. By 27, it was just them and a balding man in a company polo. When they stepped off, Piper trailed her hand down the back of Grant’s jacket, all the way to his ass, and gave it a squeeze.

Grant shot her a look, half warning, half challenge. Piper’s eyes danced.

The hallway was hotel-sterile: thick carpet, doors every ten feet, the air conditioner running a steady white noise. Their room was at the end, double doors, a gold-plated plaque that said Executive Suite. Grant swiped the card, then ushered Piper in.

The suite was enormous, more than twice the size of Piper’s condo back home. Two rooms—bedroom and living area—plus a wall of floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the city. The bed was massive, king-sized, the sheets turned down and crisp as an envelope. There was a minibar, a little dining nook, and a marble bathroom that Piper immediately peered into, whistling at the sight of the rain shower.

Grant stood at the window, staring out at the skyline. He didn’t turn when Piper came up behind him, hands snaking around his waist.

“Jesus,” she said, pressing her face to the glass. “It’s like you’re a real executive or something.”

He grunted. “Don’t get used to it. This is all company money.”

Piper slid a hand down, resting it just above his belt. “You want to try the window now, or after dinner?”

Grant shook his head, but didn’t move her hand. “You’re impossible,” he said, but there was no fight in it.

Piper kissed his neck, then pulled away, spinning on her heel. “I’m going to shower,” she announced. “I want to look perfect for your boss.”

Grant watched her go, the sway of her ass as she disappeared into the marble bathroom.

He stayed at the window, letting the tension unwind, the city spreading out beneath him, the world very far away from Chloe and the rules of home.

Twenty minutes later, when Piper emerged from the bathroom, she wore the same navy dress, but now her hair was up, makeup on, lips a dark red that matched her shoes. She moved like a woman with a plan.

Grant was still at the window, the sunlight turning his shirt almost translucent. Piper came up beside him, close enough to feel the heat radiating off his skin.

She reached out, straightened his tie, ran her thumb along the edge of his jaw.

“You ready to be the center of attention, Mr. Parker?”

Grant let her fix his tie, but then caught her wrist, pulling her in. He kissed her, hard, no preamble, his hands clamped around her hips.

Piper laughed when he finally let her go. “Save it for the after-party,” she whispered, then grabbed her bag and headed for the door.

They took the elevator down together, this time alone. Piper leaned against the mirrored wall, her reflection doubled and tripled in the gold trim.

“Think anyone will notice you brought a whore to the conference?” she asked, deadpan.

Grant looked at her, then at himself, then back at her. “Honestly?” he said. “They’ll be jealous.”

Piper smirked. “That’s the spirit.”

When the doors opened onto the lobby, the space was already packed with arrivals for the mixer—suits, blazers, name tags, cheap wine in plastic goblets. Piper didn’t hesitate. She linked arms with Grant, and together they swept into the crowd.

People looked; more than looked, gawked.

Piper drank it in.

***

The welcome dinner sprawled over two ballrooms stitched together with temporary dividers, the kind of space designed to neuter any trace of personality from the crowd it contained. Each table was a minor fiefdom—ten strangers arranged by department, regional office, or, with Table 9, by the alphabetical whims of the conference planners.

Grant navigated the floor with the polite, slightly predatory grace of a man who’d spent his life in offices with glass walls. Piper stayed glued to his side, her smile just two degrees too sharp to be innocent. As they were ushered to their seats, Grant murmured, “Just be yourself,” and Piper, not missing a beat, replied, “You’re the one who should be worried.”

The tablemates were as expected: a mix of mid-level managers, one fresh-faced analyst, a man who wore his VP badge like it was an Olympic medal. A bottle of wine sweated on a tray, and within five minutes the glasses were topped off, the ice broken over small talk about the heat, the flight delays, the price of Dallas real estate.

Piper let them talk, content to nod and laugh in all the right places. Her attention was everywhere, always darting to the most dangerous or interesting thing in the room—Grant’s fingers drumming on the linen, the way the VP couldn’t stop stealing glances at her, the rhythm of conversation as it circled back, again and again, to business.

The first course arrived. Piper picked at her salad, using her fork to arrange the leaves into neat piles. She caught Grant’s eye and mouthed, “You owe me,” before taking a dainty bite.

Halfway through the soup, Piper’s hand dropped below the table. Grant felt it first as a casual brush against his knee, but then her fingers crawled up, slow and deliberate, tracing the seam of his slacks. His body reacted instantly, pulse jacking up, face locked in a mask of corporate calm. He didn’t flinch, didn’t look at her, but she could feel the heat coming off him.

At the other end of the table, the VP was telling a story about a disastrous team-building retreat. The analyst interrupted to ask about Grant’s role in the merger. Piper, meanwhile, kept her hand working, each pass inching closer to Grant’s crotch. She squeezed, once, just enough to get his attention, then pulled away and folded both hands primly in her lap.

“You from the city?” the VP asked her.

“Not even close,” Piper said. “I’m the country cousin. Grant’s doing me a favor, letting me tag along.”

The VP smiled, all teeth, and said, “He doesn’t mind the company, I’m sure.” The subtext slithered under the table, just like Piper’s hand had.

The main course was steak, rare, bleeding onto the plate in a way that felt pointed. Piper cut hers into tiny cubes, ate maybe half. She sipped her wine, which was better than expected, and pretended not to notice when Grant shifted in his seat, legs parted a little wider than before.

The conversation turned, as it always did, to how couples had met. Grant said, “We met through friends,” which was technically true if you counted Chloe as the friend and the universe as the connection. But the VP pressed: “So, was it love at first sight, or more of a slow burn?”

Piper set her knife down, dabbed her lips, and said, “We met on the internet. His gold card and travel to a fancy hotel convinced me.” She smiled, but didn’t blink.

The table laughed, but the VP’s eyes lingered on Piper, hungry and a little too familiar.

Later, as plates were cleared for dessert, Piper “accidentally” dropped her napkin. She slid off her chair to fetch it, and when she returned, Grant caught a full, clear view up her dress: no panties, nothing but smooth skin and a hint of moisture. He choked on his wine, coughed, and the analyst patted him on the back.

“You all right?” she asked.

“Fine,” Grant said, voice an octave lower.

Piper grinned and wiped her mouth. “He gets like that sometimes.”

When dessert came, the server delivered tiny chocolate cakes with cream and a sprig of mint. Piper made a show of licking the spoon, slow, eyes never leaving Grant’s. The gesture was filthy, and Grant felt his cock surge, stiff and uncomfortable in his slacks.

The VP leaned over, voice lowered to a private register. “You’re wasted in IT. You should be in client relations.”

Piper cocked her head. “Relations, huh?”

“You know,” the VP said, “if you’re free during the day, there’s a spa downstairs. You could keep me company.”

Piper looked at Grant, then back at the VP. “I’m not sure my handler would approve,” she said, feigning innocence.

The VP smiled. “Everything’s negotiable.”

After dessert, the table broke up, people drifting toward the bar or the lobby or their rooms. Piper and Grant stood, thanked their hosts, and made their way to the elevators.

As soon as they were out of earshot, Piper hissed, “Did you hear him?”

Grant nodded. “He propositioned you.”

She stopped, turned to face him, her body thrumming with energy. “Did you want me to say yes?”

He stared at her; the silence stretching.

“No,” he said. “But if you’d wanted to, I wouldn’t have stopped you.”

Piper laughed, her voice bright. “You’re a fucking liar,” she said, and kissed him right there in the middle of the hotel corridor, hard enough to hurt. A dozen envious eyes watched them.

The elevator dinged, and they stepped inside. Piper punched the button for their floor, then pressed herself against Grant, her hands in his hair, her mouth at his ear.

“Next time,” she whispered, “let me blow you under the table.”

Grant’s hand shot to her thigh, squeezing hard.

In the mirrored reflection, they looked like any other power couple—except for the wildness in their eyes, and the raw, devouring need that would not wait for the suite.

They barely made it to the room before Piper had him pinned to the door, her mouth on his, her hands tearing at the buttons of his shirt. He kissed her back, bruising, desperate, the taste of wine and chocolate still on their tongues.

She broke the kiss, gasping. “You want me to be your whore?”

Grant said nothing. He just unzipped her dress and shoved it down, exposing her completely. Piper laughed and dropped to her knees, already knowing what he needed.

The city glittered outside the window, a thousand points of light.

Inside, there was only Piper, Grant, and the locked, electric circuit of their need.

***

She worked him until he was moaning in pleasure and agony, his eyes begging for release. She let him slide out of her mouth with an audible ‘pop,’ she stood, causing him to reach for her with desperate hands.

Chloe desperately wanted to take him to bed, to feel him inside, but she also owed a favor. “Hold up,” she said, voice wild and bright. She fished out her phone, tapped the screen, and held it up. “We’re on call tonight, remember?”

Grant blinked, half-dazed. “Chloe?”

“Who else?” Piper said, and in seconds she was dialing. She propped the phone on the dresser, angling the lens so the entire bed and most of the room was in frame. Grant watched, a strange mix of amusement and dread flickering in his eyes, but the bulge in his slacks said he was all in.

Chloe picked up after two rings. Her face filled the screen, all teeth and mischief, hair a little mussed like she’d been waiting for this since they left.

“Well?” Chloe said. “Is he behaving?”

Piper flipped her hair, already climbing onto the bed. “Not even close,” she said. “But he’s not trying hard enough. He’s barely touched me.”

Chloe leaned in close, eyes predatory. “Show me.”

Piper rotated her thigh to the camera, displaying five faint, angry red marks where Grant’s hand had clamped down in the elevator. She traced them with her finger, then looked over her shoulder at Grant, who was already unbuckling his pants.

“Nice,” Chloe said. “But I want to see you ruined. Grant, you listening? Don’t hold back. You know she likes it.”

Grant’s eyes, dark and feral, locked on the phone. “Copy that,” he said.

Piper crawled forward, planting her hands and arching her back, offering herself to both the man behind her and the woman watching from a thousand miles away. She heard the rustle as Grant tore his belt loose, then the snap of elastic as he pulled his underpants off. His hands gripped her harder than before, the bite of his fingers promising that Chloe’s wish would be granted.

Chloe’s voice, low and coaxing: “You gonna be his whore, Pipes?”

Piper moaned, loud and shameless. “Please. I want it so fucking bad.”

Grant didn’t hesitate. He slammed into her, his cock sliding in deep, the force of it driving a yelp from Piper’s throat. She clawed at the sheets, her body a live wire, but twisted just enough to flash the camera a look—wild, alive, grateful.

The first few strokes were brutal, each one driving her hips into the mattress. Piper bucked, rocked back against him, wanting more, wanting it harder, loving the raw, bruising heat of it. Grant’s hands wrapped around her throat, not enough to choke, just enough to claim her.

Chloe, watching, purred: “Good girl. I want to hear you scream.”

Piper obliged, her voice echoing off the window, her ass rippling with every slap of Grant’s body. She called him names, begged for more, begged for harder, all of it for Chloe, who watched with a savage delight.

Grant lasted longer than she expected—maybe it was the performance, maybe it was just the charge of being watched. When he finally came, Piper screamed so loud the city should have heard. He collapsed over her, pinning her with his weight, sweat dripping onto the curve of her back.

Piper twisted, rolling so she could see the phone. Chloe’s face was flushed, her lips parted, and she was panting like she’d run a mile.

“That what you wanted?” Piper asked, breathless.

Chloe grinned, feral. “Almost. Next time, I want him to finish on your face.”

Piper laughed, wiped sweat from her brow, and blew a kiss at the screen. “You got it, boss.”

Chloe lingered, watching them—her best friend, her husband, a thousand miles away but still right there. The three of them hung in the digital heat, the world outside the window irrelevant.

Piper glanced at Grant, still panting, and then at the phone.

“You up for another round?” she asked him, but she was already crawling toward the camera, ready to put on the next show.

Chloe leaned back, her smile dangerous and sweet.

“Don’t let me stop you,” she said, and settled in to watch.

***

They left the phone propped on the dresser, facing the bed like a voyeur, Chloe’s face a little pixelated but fully alive. Piper crawled forward, arching her back so her tits poked forward, her nipples obscenely hard and long. Grant loomed over her, still half-dressed, his shirt and tie hanging open, the look on his face pure, animal hunger.

Chloe purred through the phone, “She looks like a perfect whore.”

Piper made her eyes go wide, lips parted and glossy with spit. “Please, sir,” she whimpered, then giggled, totally blowing the damsel act. “I want to be ruined.”

Grant slammed her down onto her back, the bedframe creaking under the force. Piper yelped, more out of surprise than pain. He yanked the dress lower, exposing both breasts, then wrapped his hand around her throat and squeezed—not enough to cut the air, just enough to hold her in place.

“Tell me what you want,” Grant growled.

Piper looked straight at the camera. “I want you to fuck me so hard I can’t walk tomorrow. I want you to leave marks everywhere.”

Chloe cackled, delighted. “Don’t go easy on her. She’s a fucking animal.”

Grant shifted his grip to Piper’s hair, fisting it at the scalp, bending her head back so she had no choice but to look up at him. He guided his cock to her mouth, tapped the head against her lips, and said, “Open up.”

She did, taking him deep, gagging for effect. Her mascara had already started to run, and every time he pushed in she drooled a little more, the spit trailing down her chin and over her tits.

“Show me her face,” Chloe demanded, and Grant angled the phone closer, giving her a front-row seat to the wet, obscene performance. Piper moaned around the cock, choked, coughed, then looked up with the filthiest smile.

When he pulled out, a strand of saliva hung from his tip to her tongue. Grant wiped it across her cheek, smearing her makeup, then pushed her flat onto the bed.

“Turn over,” he said, and Piper scrambled to comply, ass in the air, the faint bruises on her thighs now a violent red. Grant spat on her asshole, worked it with his thumb until she whimpered, then shoved in two fingers and made her squeal.

“Use her,” Chloe said, voice a low snarl. “She’s dying for it.”

Piper wiggled her ass, shameless. “Come on, big man, you think you can break me?”

Grant grabbed her hips, lined up, and shoved in, burying himself all the way. Piper shrieked, but the noise was pure joy. He fucked her rough, every thrust lifting her knees off the mattress. The smack of flesh on flesh filled the room, joined by Piper’s constant stream of filth.

“Harder,” Chloe said. “I want to hear her beg.”

Piper obliged, voice ragged: “Oh god, yes, fuck, more, don’t stop, I need it, I’m a fucking slut—”

Grant pulled her up by the hair, made her arch back until she was almost bent in half. With his free hand, he reached around and pinched her nipple, twisted, then slapped her across the ass so hard it echoed.

Chloe cooed, “That’s my girl.”

They went like that for ages, Grant shifting Piper into new positions—flat on her belly, on her knees, legs hooked over his arms, every possible angle. The marks on her ass bloomed, deep and livid, and she loved every second, shrieking approval, egging him on.

At one point, Grant leaned over, hand at her throat, and whispered, “You want it on your face, like your little friend asked?”

Piper nodded, eyes wild, tongue out. “Yes, please. Give it to me.”

He yanked her down to her knees in front of the bed, holding her by the hair so she looked straight into the phone. “Say thank you, Chloe.”

Piper grinned, lips slick and swollen. “Thank you, Chloe. Can I have my treat now?”

Chloe moaned, a sound pure and guttural. “Make her eat it.”

Grant stroked himself, fast and mean, Piper’s tongue waiting. He finished in a rush, painting her lips, her cheek, a streak across the bridge of her nose. Piper swallowed what she could, then looked into the phone and wiped the rest across her tits, beaming.

Chloe clapped her hands, wild with joy. “Fucking perfect. You’re both fucking perfect.”

They lay on the bed, tangled, sweat cooling in the blast of the AC. Piper blew a kiss at the phone, then hit End Call.

She rolled over, curling up in the crook of Grant’s arm. “Think your wife is satisfied?” she asked, voice hoarse but sweet.

Grant stroked her hair, the motion almost tender. “She’ll want an encore tomorrow.”

Piper smirked, nuzzling closer. “Better rest up, then. Tomorrow’s the formal. Maybe this time you’ll get to show off my bruises at the mixer.”

He laughed, the sound easy. “I think everyone already knows.”

Piper closed her eyes, let herself float. She felt wanted. She felt invincible.

And she couldn’t wait for another night of being the whore everyone wanted, especially Chloe.

***

By Friday the Hilton had become its own ecosystem—men in navy slacks migrating between conference rooms, women in sheath dresses circling the lobby like sharks, the whole place slicked with the nervous sweat of people desperate to close a deal or blow off steam. Piper adapted fast, trading her “plus one” debut for a daily rotation of looks that existed solely to make men forget their own names.

The pool was her favorite hunting ground. Midday, she appeared in a bikini so micro it could have been an afterthought, the top straining to keep her breasts in check as it barely hid her nipples, the bottom little more than a green strip lost in the wedge of her ass. She dove into the water, surfaced, and stretched out on a lounger as if auditioning for a centerfold. Within minutes, a group of men in conference lanyards had clustered at the shallow end, not even pretending not to stare.

Piper played it up. She reclined with her legs splayed, rolling her hips now and then, letting the bikini ride up until a tuft of strawberry-blonde hair peeked out. Every ten minutes, one of the men “accidentally” wandered over to ask for a towel, or the time, or which panel she was attending. She answered each question with a smile and a voice that always hovered just above a whisper. Every one of them left hard as geometry.

Grant came down at lunch to check on her. He found Piper sunning herself, sunglasses perched on her nose, a glass of Chardonnay sweating on the patio table. She patted the chair next to her. “Miss me?” she said.

He tried to look stern, but his eyes kept drifting to the line of her hips. “You’re making the pool unsafe for work,” he said.

Piper laughed, stretching her arms over her head. “You should see what I’m doing to the productivity curve.”

He leaned in close. “Did you want me to drag you upstairs and fuck you on the balcony, or are you saving that for the closing reception?”

Piper considered. “Dealer’s choice,” she said, and trailed her foot up the inside of his leg, making him flinch.

That night was the formal. Piper wore the red dress, no bra, the fabric hugging her like a second skin. The neckline plunged to her sternum, and the side slit ran almost to the hip. With heels she’d borrowed from Chloe’s closet and a fresh coat of lipstick, she looked like she belonged on a billboard or on an escort website.

The banquet hall was thick with tension before they even entered. Grant’s coworkers greeted Piper with a mix of envy and awe, their wives shooting her the daggers reserved for uninvited threats. As soon as they sat, Piper put her hand in Grant’s lap, fingers finding the outline of his cock through the fabric.

“You know every man in here is staring at you,” Grant murmured.

She grinned, voice low. “Then don’t make a scene unless you’re ready for them all to join in.”

Through dinner, Piper played perfect—smiling, laughing, never letting go of Grant’s thigh. Between courses, men drifted over, some just to say hello, others to linger, dropping business cards or hints about after-hours drinks. One, a VP with a handshake like sandpaper, said, “You here for business or pleasure?” and when Piper answered, “Why not both?” his pupils went as wide as nickels.

Another, younger and cockier, asked if she was on Instagram. Piper held his gaze, said, “No, but I’m on LinkedIn. That’s how I find new clients.” The guy almost choked on his gin and tonic.

When the band started, a trio of men pulled up a chair at their table, talking shop with Grant but never taking their eyes off Piper. She toyed with her necklace, let the dress fall off her shoulder, and crossed and uncrossed her legs every time the conversation lulled. Grant’s jaw flexed tighter with each new suitor, but he never once told her to stop.

By dessert, the hand on his thigh was more urgent. Piper excused herself to the bathroom and when she returned, she leaned in and whispered, “There’s a line of guys out there who’d pay to lick your cum out of me.”

Grant squeezed her hand, hard. “You want me to pimp you out?” he said.

She smiled, sharp as a razor. “I’ll do anything you want.”

The afterparty swelled into the lobby bar, conference badges swapped for whiskey and laughter. Grant went off to shake hands with a client, leaving Piper alone at a cocktail table. A man from earlier—the one who’d asked about her rates—sidled up and leaned in, dropping his voice to a private register.

“Look, I don’t want to be a creep,” he said, “but you’re the hottest woman here, and I have to ask—are you available?”

Piper blinked, surprised by his bluntness.

He rushed to explain: “I’m serious. I have money, and no strings. You’re amazing, and it would be my honor. Please don’t be offended.”

She thought of Chloe’s laugh, the way her best friend would absolutely dare her to say yes.

Instead, Piper leaned in, her mouth close to his ear. “Sorry, honey. I’m already paid up for the weekend. But if you want, you can watch from the balcony later. I’ll give you a show.”

He gaped, then grinned, and wrote his room number on a napkin.

Piper pocketed it and watched him melt away.

She found Grant at the bar, handed him the napkin, and said, “They’re getting braver.”

Grant read it, then balled it up and threw it away. “You like being a whore?” he asked, just loud enough for only her to hear.

Piper felt a pulse of heat run up her spine. “I love it,” she said. “But I only spread for you this week.”

He grabbed her by the wrist, dragged her to the elevator, and once the doors closed, he shoved her into the mirrored wall and kissed her so hard her teeth clicked.

In the room, Piper was already stripping as she crossed the threshold. She went to the window, pressed her tits to the cold glass, and looked down at the city.

“You think he’s watching?” she asked, voice full of challenge.

Grant stalked up behind her, hands already on her waist. “You want him to?”

She spread her legs, arched her back. “Make it worth the show,” she said.

He fucked her standing up, her palms squeaking on the window, her ass bouncing with every thrust. She came, hard, her breath fogging the glass, then turned around and slid down to her knees, sucking him until he told her to stop.

She sat cross-legged on the carpet, legs open, rubbing herself while Grant stroked his cock over her face. “You ready for the main event?” he said, then set up the phone, dialing Chloe.

She answered before the first ring ended, the camera angle instantly zeroing in on Piper’s wet, swollen pussy.

Grant yanked Piper up by the hair, bent her over the edge of the bed, and spat on her ass. He lined up, pushed in with no warning, and Piper howled, the sound loud enough that even the phone compressed it.

Chloe’s voice crackled out: “Fucking destroy her.”

Grant pistoned in, every thrust harder than the last. Piper screamed, begged, her voice rough with need. “Oh god, yes, fuck, more, don’t stop, my ass is yours, make me your whore—”

Grant slapped her cheek, the skin blooming red. “You want them all to see you like this?”

She sobbed, “Yes, yes, please, fuck me, I want it.”

Chloe’s voice purred, “Are people watching? Show them what a slut she is.”

Grant pulled out just long enough to show the gaping, fucked hole to the camera, then slammed back in, not stopping until Piper’s legs gave out and she collapsed on the bed, twitching.

He came deep, staying inside until he was empty. Then he spread her ass with both hands, watched it leak out, and made Piper look at the camera while she squeezed it out, a filthy, beautiful mess.

Chloe was gasping on the other end, her hand clearly in her panties. “Best fucking whore ever,” she whispered.

Piper rolled onto her back, hair a halo on the pillow, her face split in a fucked-out grin.

She blew a kiss at the screen. “See you at the next conference?” she said.

Grant ended the call and crawled into bed beside her. For a while, they just lay there, breathing, the city lights stroking their bodies in blue and gold.

Piper spoke first, voice dreamy. “I’m never going to get a proper job, am I?”

Grant pulled her close. “You’re not allowed. I need you available for every trip.”

She laughed, nuzzling into him. “You better negotiate a good retention bonus.”

He grinned, pressing his lips to her shoulder. “For you? Sky’s the limit.”

She dozed off with his hand tangled in her hair, the scent of sweat and sex wrapping her like a blanket.

They didn’t check out until noon, and when they left, Piper wore the red dress again, no bra, nothing else.

She loved the way everyone stared.

She loved, even more, that Chloe would want a full report.

And she knew—beyond any doubt—that the next trip was already guaranteed.

Chapter 9: The Permanent Roommate

The condo was empty except for the boxes, the rolled-up rug, and Piper’s duffel bag—a duffel so ancient it still had an airport tag from an anniversary trip she was supposed to remember as special. The echo of her own steps followed her as she crossed the living room, nothing to muffle the sound anymore, not even a lamp or a chair to soak up the leftover fight in the air. The walls had rectangles of dust where the photos used to hang: wedding on the beach, college friends, a dogsled run in Michigan. Now, just the hooks and little islands of faded paint, reminders of things she no longer had to explain to anyone.

The divorce papers lay spread on the hardwood by the window. Some were official—typed, legalese, blue signatures at the bottom and sticky notes marking places she’d missed—but the rest was just junk. Bank statements, blank envelopes, a manila folder with Piper Anne Fairchild in block letters and nothing inside. Her ex-husband’s lawyer had made sure of that. Even the cable bill was in his name. She’d fought it at first, then realized that fighting was just a way of losing twice.

She found the final notice taped to the door: “ACCESS LIMITED, BY COURT ORDER.” It was laminated, as if expecting weather, and Piper ripped it down in a single angry motion. The tape stuck to her skin, left a red mark. She tossed the notice in the trash, then realized the trash can was gone too, so she dropped it on the floor and kept walking.

Her hands were shaking. She hadn’t eaten since yesterday, unless you counted a string cheese and two glasses of boxed wine at ten a.m. Now, the clock said 11:47 and she had less than an hour before the lock-out. Her ex-husband’s lawyer was efficient. They would send someone at twelve forty-five, Piper could almost see the little green icon blinking on the calendar invite. She had fifty-eight minutes to get her entire life into two rolling suitcases and a bag with a broken zipper.

In the kitchen, the only thing left on the counter was a dented Chemex, a stained mug, and a bottle of sleeping pills she was supposed to send back to the pharmacy. She left the Chemex—fuck it, let the new owners have some culture—and poured the pills into her hand. They clinked together, white and pink, round and scored. She put them back in the bottle and capped it, then slipped it into her bag with the rest of her survival gear.

She went room by room, doing a last sweep. In the bedroom, the mattress was on the floor, naked except for the fitted sheet. She could see the outline of where the nightstand used to be, dustless, a sharp contrast to the grey grime around it. There was a lipstick stain on the wall—hers, from the night she missed the light switch and brained herself trying to find the bathroom. It would stay, a fossil, for whoever moved in next.

She packed the last of her clothes into the duffel, not bothering to fold, just shoving bras and leggings and one nice dress in random order. She zipped it up, yanked the handle, and wheeled it to the door. It caught on the uneven floorboards, the ones she always meant to fix but never did.

She sat on a box labeled “BOOKS / RANDOM,” legs spread, arms draped across her knees. Her phone was in her hand before she realized it. She unlocked it, scrolled through her contacts, thumb flicking fast: the ex, her old boss, her mother, the dentist, Chloe.

Piper stopped at Chloe’s name. The picture was from a Halloween party, Chloe in a NASA flight suit, Piper dressed as a slutty rocket scientist—lab coat and not much else. Chloe looked so clean in that photo, so in control, like she could solve any problem by typing it into her phone and waiting for the world to comply.

Piper’s thumb hovered over the call button. She could already hear the tone of Chloe’s voice: calm, practical, zero tolerance for self-pity. It was what she needed and the last thing she wanted.

She pressed the phone to her forehead, stared at the wall, and let her breath even out. The emptiness pressed in from every direction. Even the street noise outside was dull, like the city had moved on without her.

She almost dialed. Almost. But then her hand started to tremble, just a little, and Piper realized it was the first time all morning she’d allowed herself to feel anything but anger.

A tear formed—singular, not dramatic—and Piper wiped it away with the sleeve of her hoodie. She made a sound, halfway between a snort and a laugh, and said, out loud, “Fucking get over it.”

The walls said nothing back. The hooks stayed empty. The sun moved across the floor and didn’t offer advice.

She scrolled to Chloe’s name again. This time, she pressed the call button.

It rang once, twice, then the line connected.

“Hey, Pipes,” Chloe’s voice came, bright, as if she’d just stepped out of a commercial for stain remover. “You okay?”

Piper opened her mouth, ready to make a joke, but the air wouldn’t cooperate. She let silence do the work instead, knowing Chloe would wait her out.

“I’ll be there in twenty,” Chloe said, voice softening. “Just hang on.”

Piper ended the call, looked at her reflection in the blank TV screen, and wondered who that woman was—hair wild, eyes rimmed red, a bruise on her shin and not a single plan left in her head.

She stood, grabbed the duffel, and started dragging it down the hall.

Every step sounded like it belonged to someone else.

***

Chloe always parked one block away, even in emergencies. It gave her time to assess the perimeter, inventory the scene before stepping into whatever mess awaited her. Today, she made the trek from the car to Piper’s building in less than two minutes, double-timing it past the cracked sidewalk, past the kid smoking on the stoop, past the ghost of every regrettable night she and Piper had ever shared in this part of the city.

She buzzed up. No answer. She buzzed again, holding the button down until she heard the faint click. Inside, the elevator stank of Pine-Sol and the desperate perfume someone had sprayed in a losing battle with the damp. The ride to the fourth floor was quick but not quick enough.

Piper opened the door in her pajamas—rumpled, faded from a decade of washes, waistband cinched tight enough to leave a mark. Her hair was a riot and her face was blank except for the eyes: red, wet, not bothering to pretend.

“Hey,” Chloe said, stepping in before Piper could say anything. She clocked the scene in two seconds: the boxes, the mattress on the floor, the three lonely mugs on the kitchen counter. A duffel, a grocery bag full of tangled chargers, and a pile of unfolded clothes draped over a radiator.

“You weren’t kidding,” Chloe said, letting her gaze drift across the chaos. “This place is a war crime.”

Piper tried to laugh but only made a sound, thin and threadbare. “You want coffee?” she offered, as if there was time for that, as if the world could be fixed with caffeine.

“Not unless it comes in a to-go cup,” Chloe said, scanning for anything Piper might have missed. “How much time do you have?”

Piper shrugged, twisting her hands into the waistband of the pajama pants. “Thirty minutes, maybe. They changed the locks already.”

Chloe looked around, “You have everything packed? Just these boxes and bags?”

Piper sniffed, “That’s all I have left.”

Chloe nodded, then got to work. She took command—told Piper to check everything to see if there was anything else she wanted, leave the rest, ignore the guilt. Chloe herself took the duffel, the grocery bag, the box of books. She swept the contents of the bathroom cabinet into a single plastic bag, then tied it off with her teeth. The whole operation was a blur of motion, punctuated only by the hollow sound of luggage scraping floorboards and Piper’s silence, which was somehow louder than the noise.

When they’d finished, the only thing left was the broken Chemex and a half-empty bottle of cheap Malbec. Chloe left the bottle on the windowsill, a small mercy for the new tenants, and checked her phone. They had nine minutes before the lawyer arrived to do the final walk-through.

Chloe surveyed the room one last time, looking for hidden landmines: jewelry under the radiator, a passport in the drawer, the extra key taped to the inside of the fuse box. She found a photo strip tucked behind a light switch—two girls in a booth, one making a peace sign, the other flipping off the camera with both hands. She pocketed it without comment, then went to the door.

Piper followed, but not before taking one slow, lingering look back at the hollowed-out living room. It looked smaller now, stripped of everything but the mistakes. She rested her hand on the wall, maybe for balance, maybe for nostalgia.

“I have nowhere to go,” Piper said, voice gone soft and uncertain.

Chloe turned, shoulders squared, her presence suddenly filling the space. “You’re coming home with me,” she said. No question. Just the truth.

Piper’s mouth opened to protest, to offer a dozen dumb, noble excuses, but Chloe cut her off. “Grant’s at work, Ruby’s at day camp, and our guest room has clean sheets and actual pillows. You can stay as long as you need.” She reached out, grabbed the duffel, and nudged Piper out the door with a gentle push.

The walk down the hall was silent. Piper lugged the books, trailing a line of paperbacks and loose-leaf as she went. Chloe led the way, her pace steady, eyes on the exit.

Outside, the air was brighter, crueler. They loaded everything into the back of Chloe’s SUV. Piper shut the hatch and leaned against it, sucking in a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding.

Chloe unlocked the passenger door, then stood there, waiting, not saying anything. Piper wiped her face with the back of her hand, eyes locked on the condo window four stories up.

She wanted to say goodbye, but there was nothing left to say.

Chloe got in, started the car, and waited. Piper climbed in after her, one last glance back at the building before closing the door.

As they pulled away, neither of them looked back again.

***

The Parker kitchen ran on a kind of cheerful chaos: a dozen magnets holding up art projects, school forms, and expired coupons; a chalkboard calendar with half the squares scribbled out and a note in Grant’s handwriting that said “BUY WINE” underlined twice. At the center was Chloe, sleep-mussed but operational, pouring coffee into the world’s ugliest souvenir mug—a relic from Daytona Beach that had survived three moves and one dishwasher meltdown.

Piper sat at the kitchen island, hunched and motionless except for the nervous tap of her thumb on the countertop. She wore a pair of Chloe’s pajama pants—too short, riding high above the ankle—and a faded Central Lakes T-shirt that hung off her frame like a tent. Her hair stuck out in every direction, but she didn’t bother smoothing it down. She looked, Chloe thought, like a girl who’d slept through a tornado and woke up in Oz.

Chloe slid the mug across the counter. “Drink,” she ordered. “You look like you lost a fight with a paper shredder.”

Piper picked it up with both hands, like it might escape, and blew on the steam. She took a cautious sip, eyes flickering up, then down. “Thanks,” she said, voice croaky.

“Breakfast in five,” Chloe said, turning back to the stove. She cracked eggs with a practiced violence, whisked them into a bowl, and dumped them into a skillet. The smell hit immediately—hot, rich, familiar. Chloe worked the pan with one hand, the other shoving aside a pile of soccer flyers to make room for plates.

They didn’t speak. The silence was charged, but not uncomfortable. Chloe liked it that way: it let her read the room, count the seconds, decide when to push and when to wait.

She loaded up two plates, dropped one in front of Piper, and set the other across from her. She poured another mug for herself, then leaned against the counter, arms crossed. For a minute, all you could hear was the scrape of fork on ceramic, the occasional clink as Piper picked at the eggs.

Finally, Chloe broke the silence. “What are your plans?,” she asked, matter-of-fact.

Piper didn’t answer right away. She chewed, swallowed, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I don’t really have anywhere else,” she said, a shrug embedded in the words.

Chloe shook her head. “Nope. Not doing the pity party. You’re here. You’re staying.”

Piper set down her fork, eyes on her plate. “You make it sound like I have a choice.”

“You do,” Chloe said, voice soft but unyielding. “You can stay in this house, or you can go live in a cardboard box outside the Kroger. But if you pick the box, I’ll come down there and drag you out by your hair.”

A laugh—real, ragged—escaped Piper. “You would, too.”

Chloe shrugged. “I don’t fuck around with family.”

Piper was quiet for a long time, staring into the black mouth of the coffee mug. “I’m not good at this,” she said, finally. “Being the guest. Having—people take care of me.”

Chloe leaned in, elbows on the counter, her gaze pinning Piper in place. “You’re not a guest. You’re moving in. This isn’t temporary, it’s not charity, and it’s not up for debate. You’ll be Ruby’s backup parent. Grant will live, or he won’t. And you—” she reached across, touched Piper’s hand, “—you’ll get used to it. Even if I have to staple you to the furniture.”

Piper gripped the mug tighter. Her knuckles went white, but she didn’t pull away. “What about the rules? There are always rules.”

Chloe smirked, the old mischief flickering to life. “Only one: don’t leave the toilet seat up again. The last time, Grant nearly had a stroke.”

A beat, then both of them cracked, laughter spilling out in the warm, messy light of the kitchen.

Piper looked up, eyes shining. “This is insane,” she said, but the words lacked conviction.

Chloe just sipped her coffee, gaze steady. “Welcome to the family,” she said, and meant it.

***

After breakfast, Chloe did what she always did: she cleaned. Not for show or for the benefit of anyone else—she cleaned because it was the only way to keep her mind on a straight line. She wiped down the counters with a practiced violence, snapped the sponge against the tile backsplash, rearranged the fruit bowl so that the bananas curved just so. She glanced over her shoulder, saw Piper still at the island, mug clasped in both hands, eyes tracking Chloe’s every move.

“You want to talk ground rules?” Chloe said, tossing the sponge into the sink.

Piper blinked. “Do I get a vote?”

Chloe laughed, the sound sharp as a snapped rubber band. “You get one. Use it wisely.” She wiped her hands on a dish towel, then leaned back against the sink, arms folded. “First, you’re Ruby’s second mother. You already are, if we’re honest. Just stop pretending you’re the fun aunt who can leave when shit gets real.”

Piper snorted, a low, nervous sound. “That’s not much of a promotion.”

“Trust me,” Chloe replied. “It comes with perks. Second, you help around the house. Don’t care how—laundry, yard, walk the gremlin to soccer. If you’re living here, you’re in rotation.”

Piper nodded, her spine straightening a fraction.

Chloe cocked her head, weighing the next words. “Third, and this is the one that matters: you’re Grant’s fucktoy, officially. On call. Available when he wants you, however he wants you.” She let that hang, watched Piper’s cheeks go a hot, furious pink.

“You’re… serious,” Piper said.

Chloe smiled, slow and predatory. “You thought Dallas was a one-off? He can barely look at you without losing his mind. I want him happy. I want you happy. And, for the record, I like to watch.”

Piper didn’t flinch. Not exactly. Her breath hitched, and she set the mug down so carefully Chloe half expected it to shatter from the tension. “You think Grant will go for this?”

Chloe’s eyebrows raised two levels, “You think he’ll object to having a smoking hot redhead as a fucktoy?”

“Smoking hot. I like that,” Piper perked up a little.

Chloe shrugged, moving to the fridge and opening it just to check what needed restocking. “I think most people would say it’s fucked up. But most people are boring. I say we set the rules, not them.”

She pulled out a bag of grapes, washed them, and poured them into a bowl. “You get your own room,” she said, over the sink. “But if I—or Grant—summon you, you show up. That’s the deal.” She shot her friend an evil grin, “I think you’ll be spending a lot of time in our room.”

Piper traced a circle on the countertop with her finger, lips parted, eyes darker than a minute ago. “You want me to just… show up? Like a pizza delivery?”

Chloe let out a genuine laugh this time, full-bodied and clean. “Exactly. Except you’re not bringing the pizza, you are the pizza.” She rolled a grape across the counter at Piper, who caught it reflexively and popped it in her mouth.

There was a charge in the air now, something between a dare and a promise. Chloe watched Piper take another grape, then another, each bite faster, more sure. The energy in her was back—not the wild, desperate kind, but something steadier.

“So, that’s it?” Piper said. “I fuck your husband, help with homework, and you feed me grapes?”

Chloe sauntered to the island, leaned in close, her voice dropping. “That’s it. Unless you want a different arrangement?”

Piper’s eyes narrowed, searching for the punchline, but all she found was a line of certainty. “No. I just… never thought it’d be this simple.”

“It isn’t,” Chloe said. “But we’ll fake it ‘til it is.”

The fruit bowl between them, the gleam of kitchen chrome, and the scattered debris of breakfast—none of it lessened the power of Chloe’s words. The rules were clear, the lines drawn, the future suddenly tangible.

Piper’s posture shifted, shoulders back, chin up. She even smiled, the first honest one since she’d moved in.

Chloe reached out and flicked her wrist. “Welcome to the rotation,” she said.

Piper laughed, loud and alive.

Neither of them mentioned the suitcase still waiting in the foyer.

***

For a long minute, neither of them spoke. The air in the kitchen was dense with the ghosts of old grievances and the pulse of something alive, something dangerous and new. Piper traced her finger around the rim of her coffee mug, staring into the dregs like she might find a map out of her head. Chloe watched her, arms folded, waiting for the aftershock.

When it hit, it was silent at first. Piper’s shoulders trembled, her head dipped, and one tear landed in the mug. She tried to wipe it away, but it only smudged, leaving a streak on her cheek. She laughed, shaky, wiped again, and when that didn’t work, she gave up and covered her face with both hands.

Chloe didn’t say a word. She circled the island, planted herself beside Piper, and pulled her into a sideways hug. It wasn’t gentle, but it wasn’t rough either. It was exactly the way Chloe did everything: with purpose.

Piper buried her face in Chloe’s shirt. The sob that followed was small, but it ripped something open, and she held on to Chloe like she might float off if she let go.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” Piper whispered, voice raw.

Chloe stroked her hair, then squeezed the back of her neck. “You don’t have to. You’re home, Pipes. That’s all I want.”

Piper laughed again, but this time it stuck, the tremor fading. She pulled back, wiped her nose on her wrist, then looked up at Chloe. “You’re fucking amazing,” she said, the words half-insult, half-prayer.

Chloe smirked, brushing a strand of hair out of Piper’s eyes. “You haven’t even seen what’s coming next.”

A spark lit in Piper’s gaze. She wiped her face clean, squared her shoulders, and grinned, crooked and defiant.

“You going to boss me around in the bedroom too, or just in the kitchen?”

Chloe leaned in, lips a hair from Piper’s ear. “You have no idea,” she whispered.

***

That evening, Grant arrived home to find Chloe making dinner. “Spaghetti and meatballs? Big day for Ruby?”

Chloe placed the top on the bubbling sauce, took his hand and said, “Big day for us,” then leaned up and kissed him softly.

His arms went around her, reflexively, and pulled her close, feeling her warmth against his body, “Oh?”

Chloe looked into his eyes, then the moment was shattered by the front door opening and the crash of Ruby’s entrance. “Daddy!” She rushed to hug him and blurted, “Aunt Piper got me at school! It was so cool!”

Grant looked up to see Piper closing the front door, then hanging the backpack on the hook.

Chloe said, “I added her to the list permanently.”

Grant looked at Chloe, but said nothing until he turned to look at Piper. He didn’t have to say anything - his eyes told the total story: his want, his lust, his continuing infatuation with her. Chloe knew she had made the right decision.

“OK, places at the table for spaghetti!” she sang, as she drained the pasta. Piper immediately joined her, perfectly complimenting her actions by setting out the flatware, cheese, kitty salt and pepper shakers.

As Grant watched her move, she filled wine glasses for everyone, and grape juice for Ruby, along with a kiss on the top of her head.

She took a seat across from Ruby, next to Grant, and gave him a look that made his stomach flip.

Grant waited until Chloe had put out all the plates, salad and bread, before he said, “Spaghetti?” He looked at Ruby and asked, “What is the big occasion?”

Chloe lifted her glass, and waited for the others to follow, Ruby raising her sippy cup, too. “To Piper, our new family member.”

Grant froze for a beat, then looked at Piper, who was waiting for his reaction.

Ruby, with the truth of a child, said, “But she’s already family, Mommy.”

Piper chuckled, then added, “But now I live here, meatball.”

Ruby yelled, “Yay!” as they all drank, Grant moved mechanically as he processed the news. After Ruby had shoveled a meatball into her mouth, she asked, “Can Aunt Piper stay in my room?”

Chloe snorted, then said kindly, “Sweetie, Aunt Piper will stay in the room next to Mommy and Daddy. She needs her own room, don’t you think?”

Ruby looked thoughtful for a moment, then said, “Yeah, I guess,” then went back to her spaghetti. Life moves fast when you’re a kid.

***

Dinner was finished and cleared, and Piper had taken Ruby off to her room for stories and bedtime by the time Grant had a chance to speak with Chloe alone. After Chloe explained about Piper’s eviction, and poor emotional state, as well as her insistence on Piper moving in permanently, Grant just stared for a moment.

“You told her she’s my fucktoy?” he asked incredulously.

“Yeah,” Chloe confirmed with a wide grin.

“And you’re OK with that?”

Chloe chuckled, “Why would I suggest it if I didn’t want it?”

“You want it?”

Chloe put her hand on Grant’s chest, “Baby, I think I enjoy watching you two more than actually having sex. I love seeing you rail that gorgeous redhead, and I know Piper loves the debauchery. This is perfect.”

Grant’s mind was spinning. “Maybe a threesome?” he asked with a glimmer in his eye.

“Not in the cards, babe–but nice try,” Chloe said with a wink. Her face got serious as she measured her next words. “Maybe you can just hold Piper tonight? She’s had a rough day.”

Grant looked at her steadily, “OK. But it’s gonna be hard.”

When his face broke into a grin, Chloe slapped his shoulder, “Always the joker!”

Grant’s grin disappeared as he grew serious, “Honey, I’m a little worried this will mess ‘us’ up. I mean, what if I get feelings for her, or she gets them for me?”

Chloe cocked her head, “You already do have feelings for her, and I’m sure she has them for you, too.”

Grant’s breathing stopped for a minute, “You’re my wife–my rock, the mother of our child. I chose you forever.” He reached for Chloe, gave her a kiss on the forehead, then each eye.

He met Chloe's eyes, as she reassured him, “I know, Honey. But I also know it’s possible to love two people differently. I think this will make our life fuller, not hurt ‘us’ in any way.” She touched his chest and said, “Now go show my best friend how much love there is here for her.”

Grant nodded, then turned to retrieve Piper from Ruby’s room. Chloe headed to the guest room, her heart warm and body electric as she thought about the future.

Chapter 10: Two Sides of a Coin

Grant parked at the curb, car idling in the summer haze, for a full minute before he killed the engine. In the office, days stacked up like bricks—consecutive, uniform, and heavy. At home, the light was different: lighter, but also more real, no faking it. He missed that feeling in his arms, in his hands.

The house was quiet. The sort of quiet that means a child has either been sedated or spirited away, and knowing Chloe, either was possible. Grant locked the front door behind him, toed off his shoes, and shrugged out of the blazer that already had two baby-carrot stains on the left lapel. The air inside smelled like lemon cleaner and bread. The sort of smell that said: You’re here. You’re safe.

There was a bottle of red on the counter, sweating slightly, two glasses standing sentinel beside it. There was a post-it on the fridge with “WELCOME HOME, HOTSHOT” scrawled in all caps, a crude smiley drawn beneath. He snorted, flicked it with his nail, and found himself smiling like a dumbass at the note. This was Chloe’s version of a welcome mat—bizarre and perfect.

He didn’t see her until he reached the bedroom. Their bedroom, which he’d always thought of as the least public place in the universe. Chloe was there, sitting cross-legged at the foot of the bed, phone in hand, hair loose over her shoulders. She wore a t-shirt he recognized from his own drawer, and nothing else.

She looked up, and for a second, she just watched him. The appraisal was frank, not hungry but not clinical either—like she was ticking off a checklist, making sure everything was where she’d left it.

“Did you win?” Chloe asked, voice a notch above a whisper.

He let his messenger bag drop. “I always win. How’s Ruby?”

“Asleep. Like, actually asleep. I even checked for breathing. Twice.”

He rolled his eyes and sat on the bed next to her. She immediately scooted behind him, thigh pressed to his back, and started kneading his shoulders. Her hands were small but fierce, thumbs working a deep ache at the base of his neck.

He groaned. “That’s illegal in most states.”

“Don’t tell the governor.” Her fingers dug in, punishing. “Did you eat?”

He shook his head. “There was a continental breakfast. If you like shrink-wrapped muffins.”

She leaned forward, chin resting on his shoulder. “Drink first,” she said, and reached past him for the glass.

They sipped in silence, the only noise the distant hum of the AC and Chloe’s breathing in his ear.

“Want to talk about it?” she asked, not pushing.

Grant considered. The answer was no, but he liked the offer. He shook his head, set the wine down, and reached back to catch her hand. She let him. Their fingers laced, the kind of gesture that was easy to mock in movies, but here felt grounding. He pressed his thumb to the inside of her wrist and felt the steady thrum of her pulse.

“You’re tense,” she said, softly.

He snorted. “You’re not?”

“Not tonight.” She squeezed his hand. “You’re home.”

Grant turned. They ended up nose to nose, breathing the same air, the faintest echo of grapes and old toothpaste. Chloe’s eyes were blue, but not the kind you see in a paint catalog. More like river water—always moving, never the same shade twice. She looked at him like he was the only thing in the world worth looking at.

He traced her jaw with the back of his hand, then tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. She closed her eyes, just for a beat, then opened them again, the color shifted.

“I missed you,” he said, and it came out thick.

She grinned, a private little thing. “You’re here now.”

The kiss started soft. It always did. Chloe kissed with intent, like she was testing the temperature, checking to see if the pilot light was still on. Grant followed her lead, letting her set the pace, savoring the press and retreat of her lips. She tasted like the wine, and like herself—warm, with a bite.

She broke first, teeth on his bottom lip. “I want you to tell me what you want tonight,” Chloe said, voice low. “Don’t think, just say it.”

Grant hesitated, but only for a second. “I want you. Not—” He caught himself. “Not a quick thing. Just… you.”

She nodded, satisfied. “Then let me.”

Chloe guided him back, her hands slipping under his shirt, nails grazing the skin with a practiced cruelty. He let her pull it off, then pressed his forehead to hers. “You’re my anchor,” he said.

She laughed, a little surprised. “I like when you get mushy.”

He grunted, but didn’t deny it.

The next kiss was messier, full tongue, less choreography. Chloe climbed into his lap, thighs splayed, the shirt rucked up to her waist. He ran his hands up her back, the soft curve of her body familiar but never dull. She ground against him, slow, teasing, her eyes never leaving his face.

“God, I love the way you look at me,” Chloe whispered, and there was a note of surprise in it, like she still couldn’t quite believe he’d choose her, every time.

Grant’s hands wandered, exploring the length of her legs, the round of her ass, the notched scar on her left hip. He lingered there, thumb tracing the line. “You’re perfect,” he said, and he meant it, even though he knew she’d argue.

Chloe did. “You need better glasses,” she said, but her voice wobbled. She reached down, palmed his cock through the slacks, and squeezed, just enough to make him gasp.

“Can I?” she asked.

He nodded, unable to speak.

She worked his belt loose with one hand, then stroked him through the boxers, lazy and light. “You get hard so easy,” she teased, then freed him, wrapping her hand around the base.

“Only for you,” he said, and it wasn’t a line.

Chloe spit in her palm, stroked him slowly, her gaze never wavering. She watched his face as she moved, as if cataloging every twitch, every shift. Grant closed his eyes, letting the feeling wash over him, but Chloe didn’t allow it. She lifted his chin with her free hand. “Look at me,” she commanded, and he did.

She pumped him with a steady rhythm, then used her thumb to toy with the head, spreading the wet, tracing the ridge. “I love this,” she said, almost reverent. “Love how much you want me.”

He tried to return the favor, fingers hooking into her waistband, but she swatted his hand away. “I said let me.”

She fisted him until he shuddered, then—without warning—straddled him again, guiding him inside. She wasn’t wet yet, not enough, so she rocked against him, using the friction to get there. The heat of her, the squeeze, was enough to short-circuit Grant’s brain. He gripped her waist, not to control, just to hold on.

Chloe leaned in, whispering filth in his ear, soft and urgent: “Fill me up,” “I want to feel you tomorrow,” “Don’t come until I tell you.” She set the pace, a rolling, grinding rhythm, slow but insistent.

They moved together, bodies aligned, breath syncing. It differed from the pornographic chaos of their early twenties—less frantic, more focused. Chloe rode him until her thighs trembled, until she was slick and swollen and Grant could barely see straight.

She bent forward, pressing her mouth to his. “Touch me,” she begged, and he did, slipping two fingers between them, working her clit with slow circles.

It didn’t take long. She came with a gasp, biting his shoulder to keep from screaming, her whole body shivering. He held her through it, never letting go.

When her tremors faded, she kissed him again, lazy and soft. “You can finish now,” she murmured, and started riding him hard, slamming down with every thrust.

He tried to hold back, but she milked him, and the heat of her, the wet, the way she stared straight into his soul—he couldn’t last.

He came hard, groaning into her neck, hips bucking. She didn’t let up until he was empty, until the pleasure faded into a sweet, aching soreness.

They collapsed together, Chloe draped across his chest, both of them panting.

She stroked his hair, then his cheek. “You okay?”

He laughed, breathless. “Best I’ve felt in weeks.”

She curled in closer, her weight a comfort. “You can tell me about the shitty day tomorrow,” she said. “Tonight, we just exist.”

He wrapped his arms around her, feeling her heartbeat slow against his ribs.

They talked, about nothing, about everything—about Ruby’s drawing, about the possibility of a camping trip, about whether boxed wine was better or worse than the two-dollar bottle. Chloe confessed she liked the taste of sweat on his skin. Grant admitted he’d rather be here, in this bed, than anywhere else on earth.

“You know what?” Chloe said, sleep creeping into her voice.

“What?”

She propped herself up, looked him dead in the eye. “I love you. But if you start snoring, I’m going to murder you.”

He grinned, pulled her back down. “Fair trade.”

She laughed, then settled, head on his chest, arm draped around his middle.

Grant closed his eyes, let the calm soak in. He felt anchored, wanted, known.

In the other room, Ruby’s nightlight glowed, casting soft shadows down the hallway.

He slept, the weight of the day finally lifted.

***

Piper came in on a gust of wind, the kind that carried city grit and the faint smell of new-cut grass. She kicked off her boots at the door, kicked them straight into the shoe basket, and flopped her bag onto the kitchen island with a soft, defeatist thunk. She’d worn the blue dress because Chloe said it made her look “like a candidate with a hidden mean streak,” but the cheap polyester lining was already pilling under her arms. She felt like a wolf in a girl suit—predatory, but not fooling anyone.

Grant stood at the stove, stirring something in a pot with a rhythm that suggested either patience or barely controlled rage. He wore sweatpants and an old Central Lakes tee, the sleeves cut off to expose the dense knot of muscle in his shoulder. He was humming, something off-key and vaguely familiar. The sight should’ve been comforting, but it just set her teeth on edge.

He glanced over, and for a beat, Piper saw the man from Dallas: suit too tight for his chest, hand clamped to the small of her back, breathless from the elevator and from her. Now, in the kitchen’s honest light, he just looked tired.

“Hey,” he said, soft. “How’d it go?”

Piper shrugged, slumped onto a barstool. “They said I’m ‘overqualified,’ which is code for ‘don’t want to pay you or deal with your divorce baggage.’” She blew a strand of hair off her face. “They didn’t even comp parking.”

Grant nodded, his face giving nothing. “You want dinner?”

She looked at the pot. “Depends. Is it poison?”

He smirked, barely. “It’s tomato soup.”

Piper rolled her eyes. “Try harder, chef.”

From the other room, Chloe’s voice cut in: “If you’re not going to eat, make me a bowl.” She padded in, barefoot, in pajama shorts and one of Grant’s old t-shirts that hung down to her knees. “How’d the interview go?”

Piper managed a weak smile. “I made it five minutes before mentioning my DUI. That’s a record.”

Chloe leaned over, kissed her on the head. “Proud of you, tiger.”

Piper grunted, but the warmth of the touch lingered.

They ate at the island, side by side, the silence broken only by slurps and the scrape of spoons on ceramic. Grant refilled Piper’s bowl twice, watching her with a careful distance, as if she might splinter if he pressed too hard.

When the soup was gone, Chloe clapped her hands, the way she did when it was time to reset the mood. “Ruby’s at grandma’s tonight,” she announced. “Which means it’s grown-up hour.”

Piper arched an eyebrow. “Aren’t we supposed to, like, apply to jobs or clean the garage or something?”

Chloe shook her head, her grin wicked. “Fuck the garage. I want to have some fun.”

She tilted her chin at Grant. “You up for it?”

Grant’s gaze flicked to Piper, then back to Chloe. “You want me to—?”

Chloe nodded, then stood and walked to the end of the hall. She paused there, leaning against the wall, arms folded.

“Piper,” she called, “go to your room.”

Piper shot Grant a look, half challenge, half plea. “You heard the boss,” she said, and pushed back from the stool, slow, deliberate. She stalked down the hall, the sway of her hips more pronounced than usual. At the threshold to the guest room—their guest room, her bedroom—she paused, turned, and let the silence hang.

Grant followed, not right away, but with the measured certainty Piper had come to recognize as dangerous.

He closed the door behind him. In the moment before it latched, she glimpsed Chloe in the hallway, her face lit by the phone screen, eyes hungry.

Inside, the room was neat, the bed made, a suitcase in the corner half-packed with clothes she was too ashamed to keep and too broke to donate. Piper sat at the edge of the mattress, knees spread, waiting. She tried to look nonchalant, but her hands gave her away, the right one already twisting at the hem of her dress.

Grant stood in the center of the room, just looking at her. The silence was full of static.

“You okay?” he asked, voice so gentle it made her want to scream.

Piper let out a sound, not quite a laugh. “You going to ask for consent every time? Or just tonight?”

Grant’s expression darkened. “You want me to stop, say it now.”

She shook her head. “I want you to make me forget everything.”

He nodded, slow, then moved forward. The change in him was instant—a ripple under the skin, the transition from careful dad-mode to something colder, sharper, more dangerous. Grant’s hands were on her before she could catch her breath, hauling her upright by the shoulders and pressing her up against the wall. Her heels left the ground. He didn’t kiss her, just breathed her in, one hand at the base of her neck, the other hiking up the hem of her dress until her ass was bare to the cool air.

“Is this what you want?” Grant growled, voice an octave lower than before.

She answered by grinding against his thigh, arms wrapped around his neck. “Harder,” she hissed. “Make me scream.”

He responded by grabbing her hair, yanking her head back to bare her throat, and biting down just below the jaw. The pain was sharp, electric. Piper gasped, nails raking down his arms, drawing thin lines of red. He pinned her to the drywall, one arm crushing her ribcage, the other fumbling with the waistband of her panties.

She reached down to help, but he slapped her hand away. “No,” he said, “not tonight.” He twisted her around, face pressed to the wall, and wrenched her wrists behind her back, pinning both with one huge hand. With the other, he yanked her panties to her knees, then parted her legs with a knee.

The first smack landed square on her ass, the shock of it ricocheting all the way to her teeth. She hissed, but the sting was nothing compared to the ache building between her legs. The second slap was harder, and she couldn’t keep from moaning. It was an ugly, guttural sound, one that would have mortified her six months ago.

He didn’t wait. He shoved her forward, her chest thumping against the mattress, then bent over her, breath hot in her ear.

“You’re such a little slut,” he whispered, and the words went straight to her gut.

She shoved her ass back, wiggling for effect. “You can do better than that, daddy,” she spat, just to see what he’d do.

Grant responded by burying his fingers in her pussy, two, then three, working her open with rough, fast strokes. She was already soaked, and the intrusion burned, but she loved it. She wanted to be ruined. She wanted every filthy thing he could think of.

He pulled his fingers free, wiped them on her bare thigh, and then spat. The sound was obscene, wet, and she could feel it running down her leg. She shuddered.

“Please,” she begged, “I need it so bad.”

He lined up, not gentle, not slow, and slammed in. The force of it punched the air from her lungs. Piper’s world shrank to the stretch, the fullness, the way he bottomed out so deep it felt like he was splitting her in half.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Use me like your fucktoy. Make me cum.”

He obliged, hips pistoning with a violence that bordered on cruel. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the little room, punctuated by her squeals and his growled commands.

“Harder, you asshole,” she gasped, “Make me scream.”

Grant wrapped a hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to make the world flicker at the edges. She came instantly; the orgasm ripped from her in a wave so intense she nearly blacked out. He kept fucking her, not relenting, not easing up, until she came again, this time sobbing into the comforter.

She felt herself tipping over, the room spinning, but Grant’s grip never loosened. He yanked her up by the hair, spun her around, and shoved her to her knees.

“Open,” he commanded, and she did, tongue out, drool dripping down her chin.

He slapped her cheek, not hard, just enough to sting, and then fed her his cock. She gagged, but didn’t back off. She wanted the burn, the humiliation, the loss of control.

Through it all, she could hear Chloe in the hallway—maybe a breath, maybe a moan, maybe nothing but the electricity of knowing she was there.

Grant fucked her mouth, one hand holding her by the base of her skull, the other fisting her hair. She looked up at him, eyes watering, and he met her gaze, nothing soft in his face now.

“You’re so fucking dirty,” he groaned, and she smiled, mouth full of him.

He pulled out, spit slick and shining. “You want more?” he asked.

She nodded, desperate.

“Turn over,” he barked.

She crawled onto the bed, ass in the air, face buried in the pillow. She knew what was coming. She wanted it more than anything.

He slapped her again, harder this time, the heat blooming across her skin. Then, with a practiced motion, he spat on her asshole, worked it with his thumb, then shoved two fingers in, scissoring her open.

She yelped, but pushed back, greedy for more.

“Please,” she begged. “Take my ass. I need it.”

Grant didn’t make her ask twice. He lined up, pressed the tip in, then waited, just long enough to make her crazy.

“Do it,” she said. “Don’t be a pussy.”

He rammed in, slowly at first, then all at once, the pain and pleasure merging into one hot, perfect rush. Piper screamed, raw, animal, and the sound filled the house.

He fucked her hard, relentless, her body shaking with every thrust. She lost track of time, lost track of herself, just drifted in the violent heat of being used, being nothing but a hole for him to fill.

When he came, he pulled out, shot it all over her back, her ass, her hair. The smell was overpowering, the wetness sticky on her skin. She loved it.

He collapsed on the bed beside her, both of them gasping, sweat cooling in the ceiling fan’s blast.

For a minute, neither spoke. The silence was thick, the only sound the echo of Piper’s last scream, still ringing in her ears.

From the hall, a door clicked shut.

Piper rolled onto her back, grinning, completely wrecked.

“You hear that?” she asked, voice hoarse.

Grant nodded, a smirk tugging at his lips.

“That,” she said, “is the sound of winning.”

***

Chloe gave the pair a solid twenty minutes before she slipped into Piper’s room. The door creaked open, and she found them as she expected: Piper face-down on the comforter, ass striped red with handprints and something already blooming under the skin, her face half-mashed into a pillow; the rest smeared with spit and black streaks of mascara. Grant sprawled beside her, shirtless and wet with sweat, cock soft and glistening against his thigh, eyes half-lidded in a haze of post-fuck bliss.

The air in the room was warm, sour with sex and the ghost of Chanel perfume. Chloe just stood there, letting the sight fill her, letting it press on every nerve. She didn’t speak, didn’t blink, just took in the wreckage.

Grant saw her first. He smiled, loose and lazy, a man whose universe had just shifted and found the new center of gravity. He reached out a hand. “You coming to gloat?” he said.

Chloe raised an eyebrow, then shook her head. “Just checking the body count.” She crossed to the bed, perched at the edge, and brushed Piper’s hair off her cheek. The redhead’s eyes fluttered open, dazed but fiercely alive.

“Hey, slugger,” Chloe murmured.

Piper tried to reply but only managed a croak, something halfway between a laugh and a sob. She grinned, all teeth, and slurred, “Ten out of ten. Would get railed again.”

Grant snorted. “You said some things. Not sure the walls will ever recover.”

Piper rolled onto her back, tits heaving, and flexed her wrists, showing off the faint red rings where Grant had held her down. “You like it,” she said, sticking her tongue out.

Chloe watched the interplay, feeling a heat rise in her chest. There was no jealousy—just a fullness, a satisfaction in seeing them like this. She reached for Grant, cupped his chin, and brought his face to hers. She kissed him, tasting sweat, and underneath it, the unmistakable salt of Piper.

She licked his lips, slowly, then pulled back. “You taste like her.”

Grant’s smile faded, replaced by something hotter, more dangerous. He turned, reached for Chloe’s wrist, and pulled her into his lap. She straddled him, her legs pinning him to the bed. She could feel his cock stir, just a twitch, but it was enough.

“You get jealous?” he asked, voice pitched low.

Chloe shook her head, hair falling into her face. “Not even a little.” She kissed him again, then, without warning, bent down and took his cock into her mouth. He was soft at first, but she worked him, slow and methodical, cleaning every drop of Piper off his skin. She sucked until he was half-hard, then sat back, smirked, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Mine now,” she said, and the words landed like a challenge.

Piper, not to be outdone, propped herself up on one elbow, hair wild around her face. “You can have what’s left. I’m fucking destroyed.”

Chloe grinned, reached over, and pressed a kiss to Piper’s temple. “That was the idea.”

For a moment, the three just sat there, tangled and raw, a pile of limbs and bruises and spent nerves. No one spoke. No one needed to.

Eventually, Piper crawled off the bed, moving with the awkward, cautious gait of a boxer after twelve rounds. She found her robe on the floor, shrugged it over her shoulders, and turned to the others. “I want ice cream,” she declared, like a queen decreeing a new law.

Grant groaned. “We just ruined a bed. You want to ruin the kitchen now?”

Chloe slid off the mattress, helping Grant up. “We’ll eat it standing, like animals,” she said.

They drifted down the hall, Piper in the lead, Grant and Chloe behind. The house felt different; the air charged with something wild but steady. Piper flung open the freezer, fished out a pint of chocolate, and dug in with a serving spoon. She offered it to Grant, who took a bite, then Chloe, who licked the spoon clean before passing it back.

They perched at the island, leaning on the countertop, the lights dimmed. No one cared about the time. No one cared about tomorrow.

Piper dug another spoonful, then set the carton down. She looked at Grant, then at Chloe, her eyes clearer now. “This is the weirdest family in the world,” she said, almost reverent.

Chloe nodded, stealing a bite of her own. “Yeah, but it works.”

Grant wiped his mouth on a napkin. “I never thought I’d get to keep both of you,” he said. “Feels like cheating.”

Piper rolled her eyes. “You can’t cheat if the ref is watching.”

Chloe bumped Grant’s shoulder, warm and conspiratorial. “You happy?”

He considered, then nodded. “Best arrangement I’ve ever had. And you?”

Chloe’s answer was instant, sharp. “I get you, and I get to watch her get ruined. It’s perfect.” She reached for Piper’s hand, squeezed it hard. “Thank you for being a complete disaster.”

Piper squeezed back, grinning. “Thank you for sharing your trophy husband.”

Grant eyed them, amused and maybe a little awed. “You two are going to eat me alive.”

Piper licked chocolate off her thumb. “That’s the point, big man.”

They kept eating; the conversation drifting between dumb jokes and plans for the weekend. Piper’s interview was already a memory, as was the shitty day at Grant’s office. The only thing that mattered was the now: three people in a kitchen, every nerve soothed, every urge sated, no one pretending to be anything but exactly what they were.

When the ice cream was gone, Chloe herded them to the living room, where they collapsed onto the sectional. She threw a blanket over the pile, then curled up in Grant’s lap. Piper wedged herself in on the other side, legs thrown across both of them.

The TV played old sitcom reruns, the laugh track a background hum.

Chloe closed her eyes, letting the warmth of the bodies, the weight of Piper’s legs and Grant’s arms, settle into her bones. She felt at home.

Piper’s eyelids were drooping when Chloe said, “Pipes, we love you, know that?”

Piper’s eyes opened again, and she looked at Chloe, sensing something heavy was coming. She said, softly, “I know that.” She saw Grant was awake and watching her as well. She threw out, “And which hole do you love best, big man?”

Grant pulled her close and met her eyes, “I love you  Piper, not just the sex. I love Piper, the crazy beautiful mess and sweet aunt to Ruby.” He paused, then added for emphasis, “I love you ,” as he planted a kiss on each eye, then gently on her lips.

Piper’s eyes started leaking, no matter how hard she tried to keep herself together. She looked at Chloe, worried at Grant’s words, which felt so true that they hurt.

Chloe smiled sweetly, “It’s OK, honey. He can love two women. There’s plenty of him to love.”

Grant grabbed his crotch and said, “ Plenty  for you two.”

Chloe slapped his chest, “Stop! Asshole. Can’t ever be serious!”

She saw Piper crying, tears streaming, tracking mascara down her cheeks. “That better be happy tears, Pipes. Sad tears are not allowed in our family.”

Piper sniffed, trying to stop the flood, then sobbed, “ Our  family.”

Grant and Chloe pulled Piper close, remaining quiet until Piper’s sobs quieted. She finally looked up gently at the two and said, “Say it again?”

Grant and Chloe said it at the same time, “I love you, Piper.” Piper’s smile was so bright it seemed unreal.

Chapter 11: The Sibling Scheme

Parker house mornings never quite repeated themselves, but the constants were always there: the clatter of an overworked coffeemaker, the low hum of a suburban street, and the way the living room soaked up sun through unwashed windows like a cat in heat. On Saturday, it was Chloe and Piper, alone for once, curled up on opposite ends of the battered sectional with their feet tucked under them and their mugs steaming hot enough to kill anything that dared get too close.

Ruby was gone, two whole nights at Grandma’s. Grant, poor bastard, was at work, dragging his ass through a weekend strategy retreat. The house, usually vibrating with background chaos, felt like a sensory deprivation tank: warm, bright, and so quiet it made the ticking clock over the mantle sound like an accusation.

Piper wore Grant’s old gym shorts and a tank top with a weed joke on it, her hair up in a ragged ponytail that made her look twelve and ancient at the same time. Her feet were bare and splayed, one heel digging into the armrest, the other propped up on a pillow she’d stolen from the guest room. Her coffee, more milk than caffeine, steamed in a chipped mug that said “WORLD’S OKAYEST MOM.”

Chloe had opted for leggings and an old U of M hoodie, the sleeves pushed up, her legs crisscrossed so tight her toes had gone purple. She watched Piper with a kind of lazy adoration, the kind that didn’t need to hide itself or even name what it was. If Piper noticed, she didn’t let on. She just sipped her coffee and let the silence ride.

They’d been this way for a solid half hour, the kind of stillness that would have made past versions of themselves itch or reach for a phone. But things were different now. The rhythm of the house had shifted; the lines between friend, lover, and family had blurred until there was no point in keeping score.

Chloe finally broke the silence. “You know, it’s kind of impressive how fast you got back to baseline,” she said, voice half-muffled behind her mug.

Piper raised an eyebrow, then smirked. “You mean, how fast I turned your husband into a sex maniac? I think that was latent. I just unlocked the DLC.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, but she smiled. “No, seriously. I mean, after everything… you’re, like, thriving. You look good.”

Piper snorted. “I look like the before picture in a sleep-deprivation ad.”

Chloe shook her head, set down her mug on the coffee table, and locked eyes with Piper. “You’re glowing. Not, like, pregnant-glowing. Just—happier.”

Piper actually blushed, her cheeks going splotchy under the freckles. She stared at her own knees for a second, then laughed. “It’s probably all the sperm. They say it has vitamins.”

“Gross,” Chloe deadpanned, but her own cheeks went pink. “But seriously. You’re…different. In a good way.”

Piper took another sip, swirled the coffee like she was about to read her fortune in it. “I dunno. Maybe I needed to get burned down to nothing before I could grow back.” She grinned. “Like those forest fires they do on purpose.”

“You were a controlled burn,” Chloe said, nodding. “That makes sense.”

A comfortable beat, then Piper went quiet, her thumb rubbing the handle of her mug. “I didn’t realize how much I missed this,” she said, voice low. “Not just the sex, though that’s pretty fucking stellar. I mean… having a place. People. Family.”

Chloe’s gaze softened. She scooted forward, folding her legs under her. “You always had us. Even when you were married to that disaster.”

Piper made a face, then stuck her tongue out. “Yeah, but it was different. I was always visiting your life. Now I’m in it.”

Chloe smiled, slow and genuine. “You’re not visiting. You’re on the deed.”

Piper laughed, but there was genuine gratitude behind it. She looked away, blinking hard. “Okay, now you’re making it weird. Compliment me one more time and I’ll puke.”

Chloe grinned. “Noted.”

The room went easy again. Sunlight glinted off the coffee table, drawing weird shapes on the carpet. Outside, a dog barked at nothing, the mail truck rumbled past, and time seemed to skip a few beats, leaving them floating in the calm.

Chloe ran her thumb over the rim of her mug, then looked up at Piper with a glint in her eye. “You know what would make this perfect?”

Piper didn’t hesitate. “Let me guess: Grant comes home and does that thing where he—”

“No,” Chloe interrupted, setting her mug down with a decisive thunk. “I mean, that’s a plus, but not what I was thinking.” She leaned in, voice dropping a notch. “I mean, like…really perfect.”

Piper cocked her head, the smile fading just a little. “Are you about to propose a three-way marriage? Because I’ll need to google if that’s legal here.”

Chloe shook her head, biting her lip for a second. She looked away, then back, eyes suddenly serious. “No. I mean—fuck, this is going to sound crazy.”

Piper set her mug down, attention now full and alert. “Lay it on me.”

Chloe hesitated, picked at the frayed cuff of her hoodie. “What if…just go with me here…what if you had a baby?”

The words hung for a second, hovering over the coffee table like a mosquito.

Piper’s mouth fell open. “You mean, like…get knocked up?”

Chloe laughed, but the sound was nervous. “Yeah. I mean, why not? Grant clearly has super sperm, and I think it would be kind of—” She waved her hand, searching for the word. “Epic?”

Piper stared, eyes wide. A flush crawled up her chest, peeking over the neckline of her tank. “You want your husband to knock up your best friend?”

Chloe nodded, color high in her cheeks. “I think it would be…hot. And also? Ruby would get a sibling. You’d get to be a mom. We’d be, like, an actual family.”

Piper blinked, mouth still open, then laughed—a real, unfiltered, from-the-gut sound. She pressed a hand to her sternum, as if she needed to keep her heart from exploding. “Holy shit. You’re serious. That’s the ultimate cuckold thing, isn’t it?”

Chloe grinned, a wicked glint in her eyes. “I’ve been thinking about it for weeks. I just didn’t know if you’d be into it.”

Piper’s laugh tapered off, and she leaned back, head hitting the cushion. She stared at the ceiling, chest rising and falling. “I can’t believe you said it out loud.”

Chloe watched her, a smile tugging at her lips. “You always said you wanted a baby, but you didn’t want to do it alone. Now you don’t have to.”

Piper looked at Chloe, really looked, her eyes shining. “You are the most fucked-up, wonderful person I know.”

Chloe shrugged. “Takes one to know one.”

Piper’s gaze dropped, and she picked up her mug, hand trembling just a little. She took a gulp, then set it back down, her eyes never leaving Chloe’s.

A slow smile spread across her lips. “Do you think Grant would go for it?”

Chloe’s face went sly. “I think if we set it up right, he’d go for anything.”

For a second, neither spoke. Then Piper laughed again, loud and reckless, her whole body shaking with it.

The sound filled the house, echoing off the empty rooms, ricocheting down the hall and back again. It felt like the world had cracked open, just for them.

And suddenly, for the first time in a long time, the future didn’t feel scary. It felt like possibility.

Chloe leaned forward, chin resting on her knees, and watched Piper—her best friend, her co-conspirator, her maybe-soon-to-be co-mother—lose her shit.

The coffee had gone cold, but neither of them noticed.

***

It took Piper a minute to stop laughing, but when she did, she looked at Chloe with a kind of awe. For once, she wasn’t the one escalating things to a place no one else had considered. She let her hands fall to her knees, palms up, as if waiting for a sign.

“You’re not fucking with me?” Piper said, voice thin as tissue.

Chloe grinned, shaking her head. “Dead serious. I mean—if you want to. No pressure.”

Piper stared, all bravado stripped down to the bones. Then she did something she never did—she reached for Chloe’s hand, squeezed it tight, the nails biting in.

“I want to,” Piper blurted, the words tumbling out like marbles. “I mean, who wouldn’t? You two are the best people I’ve ever met. It’d be, like…an honor.” The word sounded foreign in her mouth, but she didn’t take it back.

Chloe let the handhold linger, thumb brushing over Piper’s knuckles. “You wouldn’t just be, like, our incubator. You’d be the mom.”

Piper’s mouth twitched, fighting a smile. “You want three parents in this chaos?”

“Three’s way better than two,” Chloe said. “I read a study.”

That got a laugh. Piper relaxed, shoulders falling back. “This is insane. But, like, in a good way?”

Chloe nodded, her eyes sharp. “Best kind. I mean, imagine—Ruby gets a sibling, we get to raise another kid, and Grant’s brain probably explodes. He’d never see it coming.”

Piper shivered, the idea setting off a rush in her chest. “He’d die. He’d, like, die of happiness. Or a stroke.”

Chloe giggled, then pointed at Piper. “You know you’d get off on telling him, too. The ‘hey babe, knock me up tonight’ line is very you.”

Piper grinned, heat rising on her neck. “I’d probably say it during dinner. Or, like, right as he’s about to cum.”

They both dissolved into laughter, the energy electric. Piper reached for her mug, took a shaky sip, then set it down again. Her hands still trembled, but not from fear.

Chloe squeezed her hand again, then let go, sitting back with a sigh. “You’re really in?”

Piper nodded, dead sober. “I’m in. One hundred percent. Actually…kind of hoping for it. You ever just want to build something that’s all yours?”

Chloe’s expression softened. “All the time.”

Piper grinned, a little feral. “We could make the world’s weirdest, happiest baby.”

Chloe laughed, then paused. “So, uh, timeline?”

Piper hesitated, then bit her lip, sheepish. “I actually have a Gyno appointment tomorrow? I can have him pull my implant. Then we’d be playing with fire everything Grant unloads in me.”

Chloe’s smile turned predatory. “We should tell Grant together. Set it up perfectly. Candles. Whiskey. Maybe a lap dance?”

Piper’s laugh was filthy and bright. “He’d pass out. You’d have to call 911 for a boner-related heart attack.”

They high-fived, the sound loud in the silent house.

Chloe leaned in, voice lower now. “For real, though: do you want it to be a secret, or do we seduce him together?”

Piper didn’t hesitate. “Together. Always together. Fuck, can we do it Friday night? Ruby’s at Grandma’s until Sunday. It’ll give us, like, a forty-eight-hour head start.”

Chloe grinned, mind already racing through logistics. “We could set up the master, open that special bottle he’s been hoarding, and tell him right when he walks in.”

Piper’s eyes went glassy with anticipation. She shifted, scooting closer on the couch until their knees touched. “I want it to be hot. Not, like, weepy—just horny and insane. Like our lives, but with more lube.”

Chloe barked a laugh. “Done. You can pick the playlist.”

They lapsed into a planning trance, throwing out ideas rapid fire. Piper would wear the black mesh dress, no underwear. Chloe would start with her hair up, then let it down when things got heavy. There’d be snacks—Piper insisted she’d need them. Maybe chocolate, maybe chips.

“Should we write him a note?” Piper asked, half-joking.

Chloe snorted. “What would it say? ‘Tonight, we make a family’?”

Piper’s eyes danced. “No. That’s too subtle. How about, ‘Impregnation Night: BYOB—Bring Your Own Balls’?”

Chloe spat coffee, howled with laughter, and pounded the table. “He’d love that. He’d probably hang it in his office.”

The jokes came fast, but underneath, a current of seriousness pulled them along. Piper’s face grew still for a moment. “You think I’d be a good mom?” she asked, voice so small it nearly vanished.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. “The best. You’d raise a tornado. Or a Nobel winner. Or both.”

Piper’s eyes shone, and she swallowed hard. “I want to give it everything. I want it to have what I didn’t.”

Chloe nodded, reaching over to rest a hand on Piper’s thigh. “You will.”

They sat that way for a long time, just breathing, the sun crawling up their legs and across the room. The world outside felt far away, like someone else’s problem.

Eventually, Piper pulled Chloe into a rough hug, arms locked tight, her face buried in Chloe’s hair.

“Thank you,” she said. “For letting me have this.”

Chloe squeezed back, hard. “Thank you for being family.”

When they pulled apart, Piper’s hand stayed on Chloe’s leg, her thumb tracing lazy circles just above the knee. The touch was light, but it lingered.

“Friday,” Piper said, voice thick with want. “We make it happen.”

Chloe grinned. “We make it perfect.”

The coffee was gone. The future was a live wire, sparking between their bodies.

***

The air between them was electric—nervous, hungry, wide open. Piper let her hand drift from Chloe’s knee to her thigh, light as a rumor, while Chloe just leaned in, grinning like she’d solved a riddle nobody else even knew existed.

“So,” Chloe said, her voice gone raspy, “we should probably make a pact or something.”

Piper snorted, but didn’t move her hand. “You want to pinky swear, or…?”

Chloe laughed, then scooted closer until their hips touched. She looked Piper dead in the eyes. “No, like, a real one. Set it in stone so we can’t back out.”

Piper thought for half a beat, then nodded. “What’s the ritual? Blood? Tattoo? Or do we just write it on the fridge next to the chore chart?”

Chloe cocked her head, considering. “Honestly, a note would kill him. Grant would lose his shit if he walked in and saw, like, ‘Tonight we make our family complete’ on the chalkboard.”

Piper cackled, then grabbed Chloe’s hand and squeezed it. “Let’s do it. But make it even dumber. Leave him a post-it in his car. Or—wait—write it on the bathroom mirror with lipstick.”

Chloe’s eyes lit up. “Better: both. We’ll write a note for every room in the house, so he can’t avoid it.”

They collapsed into giggles, the kind that started in the belly and shook all the way through. Chloe doubled over, her hair falling into Piper’s lap. Piper smoothed it back, slow and soft, letting her fingers linger at the nape of Chloe’s neck. It was nothing like sex but somehow more intimate than anything they’d done before.

Chloe straightened, her face inches from Piper’s. She didn’t look away.

Piper licked her lips. “You know, for all the shit we’ve done, we’ve never actually…kissed.”

Chloe blinked, surprised. “We haven’t, have we?”

Piper shook her head, then leaned in, eyes searching Chloe’s face for a sign to stop.

She didn’t stop.

The kiss was slow, deliberate. Piper pressed her lips to Chloe’s, soft at first, then firmer as Chloe kissed back, hand coming up to cup Piper’s jaw. It wasn’t fireworks or TV sex, just a steady hum, like finding the exact note that made a glass vibrate. Piper opened her mouth, just a sliver, and Chloe answered, her tongue a soft flicker. Their breathing synced, heavy and fast.

When they broke, Piper’s eyes were glassy, and Chloe’s cheeks flushed bright pink. They said nothing for a moment, just let the sound of their own pulse fill the silence.

Piper smiled, slow and dangerous. “That was…really fucking good.”

Chloe let out a breath she didn’t know she’d been holding. “You think he’ll be jealous?”

Piper rolled her eyes, grinning. “He’s lucky to have front-row seats.”

They leaned into each other, foreheads touching, and just sat like that, wrapped in the scent of old coffee and sunshine. The house was still—no kid, no man, no interruptions—just them, warm and real and vibrating on the same frequency.

Chloe’s hand traced lazy circles on Piper’s hip. “You sure about Friday?” she whispered.

Piper squeezed her hand. “It can’t come soon enough.”

They sat there, sunlight crawling across their bare knees, the promise of the future humming in their blood.

Chloe pulled away, just enough to look Piper in the eye.

“Friday night,” she said, voice full and steady. “We become a real family.”

Piper grinned, wide and wild. “Hell yeah we do.”

They kissed again, longer this time, neither in any hurry to let go.

The coffee had gone cold. The house was silent.

But the entire world was about to get very, very loud.

Chapter 12: The Breeder

Friday nights in the Parker house were usually loud—animated debates about reality TV, the thump and clatter of someone spilling something that should not be spilled—but tonight was different. The house had a hush to it, a warm, slightly buzzed hum, as if the space itself was holding its breath and waiting to see what would happen next.

Ruby was at her grandma’s for the weekend, a luxury so rare that Chloe and Piper had spent most of the afternoon walking around in a state of semi-naked euphoria. Now they sat on opposite ends of the big sectional, feet tangled in the quilt, a bottle of red half-drained between them. Piper wore a hoodie with nothing underneath, nipples printing through the cheap cotton, bare legs pulled up crisscrossed and toes painted a dark, glossy blue. Chloe had gone for a tank and leggings—pure comfort, but her hair was down, fanned over the throw pillow, giving her the look of a woman who’d just been tumbled and was still a little dizzy from it.

A playlist drifted from the bluetooth speaker. It was all indie stuff, soft drums and low vocals, the kind of music that hovered just below your ability to remember the lyrics. Outside, dusk painted the sky that washed-in purple you only got in the half-hour after sunset. The kitchen lights were off except for the little under-cabinet strip that Grant had installed and then forgotten about, but which Chloe now used as her mood lighting for “evenings in.”

Piper topped off her glass, careful not to slosh, and gave Chloe a sideways glance. “Nervous?” she asked.

Chloe shook her head. “You?”

Piper snorted. “I’m never nervous. Just horny and underachieving.” She grinned, then immediately wiped it away, the nerves poking through in her fingers drumming the base of her wineglass. “What if he, like, loses his shit? What if he thinks we’re insane?”

Chloe set her own glass down and shifted, pulling her knees under her chin. “He married me. His standards for ‘not insane’ are already in the ground.” She considered. “But I think he’ll be more excited than freaked out.”

Before Piper could answer, the garage door rumbled. The two women exchanged a look. It was time.

Grant’s arrival was always a slow reveal: first the scrape of the lock, then the faint jangle of keys, the soft tread of his shoes on tile. The man himself appeared in the entryway, still in office clothes, tie loosened but not yet off, hair smudged with the humidity of his commute. He spotted them and went straight to the kitchen, grabbing a water and downing half before even looking their way.

Then he walked in, and something about the tableau made him pause. Maybe it was the lighting, or the way both women looked at him with a focus that bordered on predatory. Maybe it was the wine, or the music, or the knowledge that he was about to be ambushed, even if he didn’t know what by.

“Hey, party people,” he said, voice low and warm.

Piper looked him up, and down, then raised her glass in a lazy salute. “Long day, sugar?”

Grant smiled, crossed to the couch, and as he sat, he kissed Chloe on the cheek, then Piper—a soft, practiced ritual that had become second nature since Piper had moved in, officially, permanently, without the awkwardness that had haunted her first few weeks. She was part of the house now, a fixture, and the kiss was less hello than a reminder that she belonged.

Chloe wrapped an arm around his shoulder, pulling him into the couch’s dip. Piper tucked a leg under her and edged closer, so all three were within breathing distance. Grant eyed the bottle, then poured himself a glass, filling it too full and spilling a little on the coffee table. Piper grinned and wiped it up with the sleeve of her hoodie, then licked the spot. Chloe snorted.

“God, you’re disgusting,” she said.

Piper wagged her eyebrows. “You love it.”

Grant looked between them, suspicion dawning. “Okay, what’s up? You two look like you’re about to ask me to help you bury a body.”

Chloe met Piper’s eyes, nodded once. The moment had come.

Piper took a breath, then let it out. She steadied the glass against her chest, and for the first time all night, she looked serious.

“So,” Piper said. “I, uh…had my birth control implant out this week.”

She said it fast, all in a rush, then drained her glass and set it on the table. The silence that followed was sharp, crystalline.

Grant’s face went blank. He froze, glass halfway to his mouth, and looked at Piper as if she had just announced she’d set the car on fire. “Wait. What?”

Chloe squeezed his arm, her fingers digging in. “We talked about it. It’s not just a Piper thing. It’s a family thing.”

He stared at Chloe, then back at Piper. “You want…?”

Piper nodded, the pink rising up her neck. “Yeah. I mean, we do. If it’s cool with you.” Her voice was smaller than usual, the bravado stripped away.

Grant blinked, then let out a slow breath. “You want to get pregnant,” he said, as if testing the words for poison.

“Yeah,” Piper said, voice steady now. “We want Ruby to have a sibling. We want a real family. And…I want it to be yours.”

The table between them could have been an ocean. Grant set his glass down with exaggerated care, hands flat on his knees. He stared at Piper, then Chloe, then Piper again.

Chloe nudged his thigh with her foot. “You okay?” she asked.

He shook his head, but he was smiling, a huge, wild smile that threatened to break his face in half. “I just—I thought you were going to ask me for a dog. Or to join a book club. Not…this.”

Piper’s mouth quirked. “Book clubs are for quitters. I want a legacy.”

Grant let out a laugh, the sound loud in the small room. Then he sobered, the seriousness catching up with him. “Are you sure? Like, really sure? It’s not a game. It’s…huge.”

Piper nodded, the nerves still there but less jagged now. “I know. But you two saved my life. I want to build something with you. Something permanent.”

Chloe leaned in, her cheek against Grant’s shoulder. “We’re not doing this for drama,” she said. “It just feels right.”

Grant went quiet, his breath deepening. His jaw flexed, the muscles working through a million calculations—money, space, time, the future. Then his eyes softened, and his hand found Chloe’s, then Piper’s, linking them together on his lap.

“I’m in,” he said. “One hundred percent.”

Piper’s relief came out as a single shaky laugh. “Holy shit. I thought you’d freak out.”

“I am freaking out,” Grant said. “But in a good way.” He looked at both of them, then pulled Piper in and kissed her, slow and sweet. Chloe watched, her smile wide and bright.

When they broke apart, Piper was breathless. Grant’s hand lingered on her jaw. “So, uh, how does this work? Are we starting tonight, or…?”

Chloe grinned, eyes glinting. “No time like the present.”

Piper’s cheeks flamed, but she nodded, the old hunger returning. “You’re going to make me the happiest fucktoy in the world.”

Chloe laughed, then grabbed the wine and refilled all three glasses. “To family,” she said.

Grant raised his glass, then Piper. The clink was soft but final, a contract signed in the hush of their little world.

They drank, the future blooming wild and unknown in the dark.

***

Grant’s hand trembled as he set his glass down, careful not to knock it over. The hush in the living room had thickened, grown heavier, and the three of them sat for a long moment without speaking, just listening to the pulse of the music and the slow tick of the wall clock.

Piper’s foot brushed his shin, tentative. He looked up, saw her biting her lip, eyes flickering between him and Chloe. Chloe squeezed his hand, then let it go and picked up her own glass, swirling the red in slow, hypnotic circles.

“So,” Grant said, his voice lower than usual, “are we really doing this? Tonight?”

Piper’s laugh was a brittle little thing. “Why not? Worst case, we have an awkward threesome. Best case, we get a baby.”

Chloe tilted her head, considering. “It’s probably too early to know if it’ll work. But the doctor said you’re good, right?” She aimed the question at Piper, but her gaze lingered on Grant, cataloging every reaction.

Piper nodded, the loose strands of her hair falling forward. “I’m cleared. Like, officially. She said I won’t really know my cycle for a while, but theoretically I could be ovulating…” She looked at Grant, cheeks a little pinker. “I want to try.”

Grant felt the tension in his shoulders ease, just a little. There was an extra weight behind all of this—a gravity, but not a bad one. He reached out, brushed a knuckle along Piper’s cheek. She leaned into it; her smile small and sweet and so unlike her it gave him a jolt.

Chloe set down her glass, then leaned in so the three of them formed a tight, private triangle. Her hand slid over Grant’s thigh, fingers drumming lightly. “We want you to make her pregnant tonight,” she said, the words crisp, almost clinical. “We want to raise this baby together—all three of us.”

Something flickered in Grant’s chest, the same wild charge he’d felt the first time he’d seen Piper in his house, half-naked and laughing at his expense. But now it was laced with something else—pride, protectiveness, the knowledge that this moment was a point of no return.

He looked at Chloe. Her eyes were glassy, not from the wine but from watching them, wanting this as much as Piper did. She nodded, giving him permission.

He looked at Piper, her bravado peeled back to the bone. “Are you scared?” he asked, voice soft.

She shrugged, then nodded. “Yeah. A little.”

“Me too,” he said.

Chloe snorted, her laugh breaking the spell. “You’re both idiots. You’ll be fine.”

Grant swallowed, the muscles in his neck flexing. “I want this. With you.” He looked at Piper, then at Chloe. “With both of you.”

Piper’s face went still, her blue eyes shining. “I want Chloe to be there when you finish inside me,” she said, voice trembling. “I want to feel it. I want to know it’s real.”

The words hit Grant somewhere deep, a pulse he couldn’t have named. He reached for both women, took their hands, squeezed hard.

Chloe’s grip was firm, grounding. Piper’s was clammy, but she didn’t pull away.

They stood together, hands linked, and for a moment Grant thought he might start crying, which would have been ridiculous. Instead, he squeezed their hands again, then let Chloe lead the way down the hall, Piper pressed close behind.

The master bedroom felt different with all three of them entering together—less a sanctuary, more a launchpad.

Tonight, it belonged to the whole family.

***

The bedroom was nothing like a fantasy suite. No rose petals, no mood lighting beyond the soft gold glow of bedside lamps. The sheets were a bit rumpled; the air tinged with whatever detergent Chloe swore by, and the carpet had a dark mark from when Ruby knocked over a bottle of grape juice last winter. But for the first time, all three entered together. For the first time, there was no need to negotiate who slept where, no question of who was allowed.

Piper lingered in the doorway, staring at the king bed as if it might bite her. Chloe pressed up behind, hands wrapping around Piper’s waist, chin on her shoulder. Grant followed, his presence enormous even when silent.

Chloe’s fingers found the hem of Piper’s hoodie, slipping under to brush bare skin. “You good?” she murmured, breath warm against Piper’s ear.

“Yeah,” Piper said. Her voice was tight. “Just feels different.”

“It is,” Chloe said. “But you want it, right?”

“Yeah,” she repeated, this time with more air. She turned her head, found Chloe’s lips, and kissed her—quick, a recon mission. Then again, longer, with more tongue, more need.

Grant watched from two feet away, hands fisted at his sides, cock already making a tent in his slacks. Piper broke the kiss, grinned at him, then lifted her hoodie overhead. She had nothing on beneath: her tits were freckled and heavy, the nipples pink and tight. Chloe reached around to cup them, rolling one between her fingers while she pressed her own body flush against Piper’s back.

Grant’s breath came faster. “Oh, my God! It’s happening, a threesome!” he said.

Chloe chuckled softly.

Piper tossed the hoodie to the floor and faced him, arms open. “Come get me, big man.”

Chloe didn’t let go. She walked Piper to the bed, her hands everywhere—stroking thighs, tracing the scar on her hip, palming her ass. When Piper reached the mattress, Chloe sat her down, then knelt to help her pull off the shorts and panties.

Grant knelt in front of her, hands on Piper’s knees. He spread her legs, gentle at first, then more insistent. She held his gaze, daring him. Chloe knelt beside him, her hand stroking Grant’s cheek, guiding him closer to Piper’s thighs.

He kissed her knee, then her inner thigh, then mouthed the line where her legs met. Piper gasped, the sound more desperate than sexy, and squirmed. Chloe leaned in, kissing Piper’s mouth, swallowing her little moans.

Piper was already wet, her lips slick and shiny in the lamplight. Grant buried his face, tongue broad and flat, lapping at her until she arched off the bed, hands scrabbling for purchase in Chloe’s hair.

Chloe watched, one hand on Piper’s tit, the other cradling her own jaw. She looked at Grant, then back at Piper. “God, you look hot,” she whispered.

Piper’s eyes rolled. “Can’t—fuck, don’t stop—”

Grant didn’t. He ate her out with a kind of controlled violence, two fingers pumping in and out while his tongue worked her clit. Piper clamped her knees around his head, nearly suffocating him. Chloe giggled, then slipped her hand between her own legs, fingers working under the leggings.

“Are you close?” Grant asked, voice muffled by Piper’s pussy.

She nodded, teeth clenched. “Almost. Please.”

He pressed harder, moved his fingers faster, and Piper came with a scream that rattled the windows. She jerked, body shaking, then collapsed back, arms falling limp at her sides.

Chloe kissed her cheek, then brushed hair off her forehead. “First round done. You alive?”

Piper laughed, a wild, unhinged sound. “Never better.” She reached for Chloe, pulled her in, and kissed her, deep and messy.

Grant stripped off his shirt, then his pants. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed, the head slick. He climbed onto the bed, hovered over both women, then bent to kiss Chloe, tasting Piper on her lips.

Chloe shimmied out of her own clothes, baring pale skin and a belly soft from motherhood. Grant kissed her shoulder, then her breast, then down her stomach. Chloe turned, pushed him onto his back, and straddled him, grinding her pussy along his length without letting him in.

Piper crawled over, licking and kissing her way up Grant’s thigh. She sucked his balls, tongued the seam behind, then licked the base of his cock while Chloe rocked on top, both hands on Grant’s chest.

The three of them made a tangle, all limbs and mouths and hands. Chloe bent forward, kissing Piper while Grant squeezed Chloe’s ass, then reached over to finger Piper at the same time. The room filled with the wet, obscene noises of sex—the slap of skin, the suck of lips, the grunt of bodies working.

Chloe guided Grant’s cock to her pussy, then sank down, slowly, taking every inch. She rode him, bouncing in a way that was more practical than pornographic, and Piper watched, fingering herself with two hands.

Chloe looked at Grant, then at Piper. “You want him?”

Piper nodded, eyes huge.

Chloe lifted off, then helped Piper straddle Grant. She guided his cock to Piper’s entrance, rubbing it up and down before easing it inside.

Piper’s mouth opened in a silent scream. “Oh my god,” she said. “He’s so—fuck—so much.”

Grant grabbed her hips, controlling her movement. He fucked up into her, hard, the way she liked, and Piper went wild. She bounced, tits jiggling, hair flying. Chloe sat behind her, kissing her neck, stroking her clit, whispering encouragement.

“You look so good,” Chloe said. “You’re perfect. You’re gonna get so fucking knocked up tonight.”

Piper lost it, a string of curses and whimpers. She arched back, nearly snapping in two, and came again, clamping down so tight Grant nearly came with her.

He held out, somehow, teeth gritted, sweat dripping down his face.

Chloe slipped off the bed, knelt in front of Piper, and licked at the place where Grant’s cock disappeared into her. She tasted both of them, made eye contact with Grant, then cupped his balls while he was still inside Piper.

Piper shook, hips rocking, and then the rhythm changed. Grant bucked, the tempo stuttering, and Chloe looked up, mouth smeared and eyes bright.

“You gonna finish?” she asked, pulling off for just a second.

Grant’s voice was raw. “Yeah. God, yeah.”

Chloe held Piper’s hand, squeezing tight. “Do it. Fill her up. Make us a baby.”

Piper looked down, her expression pure gratitude and hunger. “Please,” she said, barely more than a whisper. “I want it so bad.”

Grant grunted, thrusting up into her, and then he was coming, pulse after pulse, deep inside. Piper threw her head back, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut. Chloe held both their hands, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, not sadness but something brighter.

They stayed that way for a while, Grant softening but not letting go, Piper still trembling, Chloe stroking her hair.

Eventually Piper collapsed, sliding off Grant and curling up in the space between him and Chloe. She tucked her knees up, held her stomach, and laughed.

“I can feel it already,” she joked, voice hoarse.

Chloe grinned, then propped a pillow under Piper’s hips. “Gotta give those little swimmers every chance,” she said.

Grant rolled over, spooned Piper from behind, one hand splayed across her belly. Chloe pressed in from the front, the three of them a knot of warmth and sweat.

Nobody spoke for a long time. They just breathed, hands roaming, comfort settling in.

Chloe broke the silence. “If this works,” she said, “you realize we’ll never sleep again.”

Piper giggled, then yawned. “Worth it.”

Grant just smiled, the expression so naked that Piper thought she might cry.

They lay there, the three of them, tangled in each other’s limbs, the night settling around them. Outside, the world went on, oblivious.

But in the Parker bedroom, the future was already taking root, wild and unstoppable.

THE END
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The Neighbor’s Harvest: An Interracial Fertility Romance

In the garden next door, everything grows. In Elena’s home, nothing does. 

Elena is tired of the white noise of clinics and the sterile taste of failure. She spends her days watching Marcus, their neighbor, command the soil to life. He is a riotous bounty of strength and health—the living antithesis of the "weakness" her husband, Mark, can no longer hide. 

When the medical path reaches a dead end, Mark offers a new way forward. A "natural" solution. 

The arrangement is simple: Marcus provides what Mark cannot. But as the lines between necessity and desire disappear, Elena finds herself caught between the man she loves and the man who is literally bringing her back to life. Some harvests require more than just soil—they require a total surrender. 

Tropes & Themes:  * Building a Family / Secret Baby Drama 

​● ​ Hotwife / Husband-Sanctioned Romance 

​● ​ Gardener Alpha Male 

​● ​ Emotional Domestic Drama 

​● ​ High-Heat Contemporary Spicy 
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Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets 


Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.

Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.

Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.

Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
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The Black Bull’s Wives: A Neighborhood's Dark Bargain

They moved for peace, but found a hidden world of temptation. When Greg and Wendy stumble into the discreet, thrilling scene of their neighbors, an innocent foray into swinging spirals into something far more dangerous and deliciously binding.

Kenny, with his magnetic allure and undeniable power, introduces them to a lifestyle where wives are shared, and every boundary is blurred. But as Wendy delves deeper into this erotic underworld, she uncovers a secret that flips her world upside down: Kenny isn't just a swinger; he's a master of desire, orchestrating a lucrative trade in neighborhood wives.

Instead of repulsion, a new, thrilling desire awakens within Wendy. She sees a path to ultimate liberation, convincing Greg to completely surrender her to Kenny's will, to be his primary property.

What could possibly be in it for Greg? A shocking, irresistible side benefit: as Wendy embraces her new life with Kenny, three of the "owned" women, now free to explore their own desires under Kenny's banner, move in with Greg. His home transforms into a haven of shared pleasure, while Wendy, happy that Greg has found his own version of bliss, revels in being Kenny's most prized possession.


Blacked Wives Series
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If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
Taking Their Deposits
Brown Always Delivers
Sampling the Butcher’s Meat
Cleaning Her Pipes
Extra (Big) Credit
Pickle Balled
Taken by the Block
Black Lights, Blacker Nights
Nothing But Nut
Blue Collared CEO
The Starting Lineup
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