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Tempting the Older Man



The sun felt like silk on my skin. That soft, warm kind of heat that sinks into your body until your bones feel lazy. I stretched out on my towel, the sand beneath it shifting with the movement of my hips, and let my eyes drift shut for a second. Tori was beside me, propped on her elbows, squinting out at the water.

“Can you believe we’re actually here?” she said, twisting her face toward me without turning her body. Her sunglasses were pushed up on top of her head, and her dark hair clung damply to her shoulders.

“It doesn’t feel real yet,” I admitted. “Like, I know the wedding is tomorrow, but I still feel like I’m gonna wake up in my dorm room.”

Tori laughed and nudged my leg with hers. “God, don’t ruin it by saying that word. Dorm. Ew.”

I grinned, because she was right. We weren’t in our cramped little lives this weekend. We were in the Bahamas, on an actual beach, at an actual resort, for an actual wedding. She’d dragged me into this trip—like she dragged me into most things—and I’d resisted for all of five minutes before giving in. And now, laid out next to her in our bikinis, skin dewy and half-sunk in golden sand, I couldn’t remember what I’d even hesitated about.

She glanced toward the open-air bar tucked behind a row of palm trees. “Wanna get a drink?”

I hesitated just long enough for her to roll her eyes and sit up. “Come on,” she said, brushing sand from her thighs. “Don’t make me go alone. You know I get weird when I drink by myself.”

That was a lie—Tori got weird no matter what. But I was already pushing up off my towel before she even finished the sentence. “Okay, okay,” I said, flicking her with a bit of sand. “You just want an excuse to walk around in your bikini.”

She tossed a grin over her shoulder and tugged her bottoms up slightly on her hips as she stood. “Guilty. And so do you.”

I didn’t argue. My bikini was a little more conservative than hers—simple red, triangle top, nothing flashy—but still more skin than I was used to showing outside of a pool. My thighs were sticking slightly from the heat as I stood, brushing myself off quickly, my hair all tangled from laying down. She reached for my hand, fingers cool against my palm, and pulled me toward the bar.

We held hands sometimes. It was just a thing we did—usually when she was being dramatic or dragging me somewhere, like now. I told myself it didn’t mean anything, even though I noticed the way her nails were always perfectly shaped, or how soft the inside of her wrist felt when her fingers slid down to grip mine tighter.

The walk to the bar wasn’t far, but it felt longer with the sand squishing between our toes and her hand still in mine. A few guys turned their heads as we passed, but Tori didn’t even glance their way. She kept her chin high and her hips loose, like the whole island was hers. I tried to mirror it, but I probably just looked like someone playing pretend.

“You’re walking like a virgin,” she whispered with a smirk, leaning closer so I could hear her. Her breath was warm and smelled like sunscreen and salt.

“I am not,” I muttered, swatting her arm. She laughed and didn’t let go of my hand.

At the edge of the bar, she finally stopped, turning to face me. Her eyes were glinting, amused, like she knew something I didn’t. “This is gonna be a good trip,” she said. “I can feel it.”

I nodded, but my heart did this weird little skip in my chest. Because every time she said that—this is gonna be fun, this is gonna be wild, this is gonna be good—I ended up somewhere I never expected to be. Doing things I never thought I’d do. And part of me always blamed her for that.

The other part? The part that kept following her, kept saying yes even when I was nervous, kept staring a little too long at her lips when she smiled?

That part didn’t mind being led somewhere new.
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Tori leaned over the bar like it was a performance. Her elbows pressed into the smooth wood, arching her back just enough to make her bikini top strain with the effort. I didn’t even need to look at the bartender to know where his eyes went.

I rolled mine, mostly because it was easier than admitting how used to this I was. Tori had a way of turning every room into a stage. She flirted like it was breathing—easy, constant, mostly for herself.

“One rum punch,” she said, flashing the bartender a sugary smile.

The guy nodded, clearly forgetting how to blink for a second, and turned away to make the drink. Tori stayed draped across the bar like it was a lounge chair, not bothering to adjust her top even as it slipped dangerously low. I crossed my arms, suddenly very aware of my own bikini, which now felt a little too safe, a little too freshman-year.

Tori’s eyes drifted to the other end of the bar. “Okay, do not look yet, but there is a man over there who is… wow.”

I followed her gaze instantly, because subtlety was never our strong suit. He was sitting alone, a rocks glass in hand, posture relaxed like he had nothing to prove. Broad shoulders. Dark, close-cropped hair. Tanned skin. Crisp white linen shirt, top few buttons undone. I swallowed.

“He’s like twice our age,” I whispered.

Tori shrugged like that was the most boring thing I could’ve said. “So? He’s hot as hell.”

She wasn’t wrong. There was something sharp-edged and calm about him. The kind of confidence that didn’t need to be loud. He looked like he actually belonged here, unlike the sweaty finance bros we’d seen doing tequila shots by the pool.

“He’s probably a divorcé,” she said, lips curving around the word like it was a compliment.

I tried to laugh, but it came out weirdly tight. “How can you possibly know that?”

Tori tilted her head. “He’s drinking bourbon alone at a wedding resort. And he’s too attractive to be single unless it was recent.”

“Or both,” I muttered.

She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with something dangerous. “We should go over there.”

“What?” I blinked. “What about your drink?”

But she was already pushing off the bar, totally unfazed. Her hips swayed as she walked, like she didn’t have a single doubt in the world about how this would go. She didn’t even glance back at the bartender who was placing her rum punch on a coaster like a hopeful offering.

“Tori—” I called after her, but my voice was too soft. And maybe I didn’t mean it as a real protest anyway.

She didn’t stop, just threw a look over her shoulder. “Come on,” she said, daring me.

And like always, I followed.

I grabbed her forgotten drink out of reflex and trailed behind, weaving through a few groups of people. The bar buzzed with music and laughter and the faint clinking of glasses, but my pulse was louder in my ears. I hated how nervous I felt. Like I was about to be tested on a subject I hadn’t studied for.

The man didn’t notice us at first. He was staring out toward the water, one arm draped across the back of his barstool, the other resting near his drink. He looked comfortable in a way that made me feel even more out of place—like he belonged here, like he’d been here before, like the world spun a little slower around him.

Then he looked up.

And his eyes—startlingly blue, or maybe just catching the reflection of the ocean—landed on Tori first, then me. For a second, something flickered behind them. Not excitement. Not interest. Something softer. Like concern.

I saw it. Just for a moment.

Like he was trying to figure out why two girls our age were approaching a man like him.

Tori didn’t slow down. She slid into the empty seat at his right like it had been reserved for her, dropping her elbow onto the bar and propping her chin in her hand. She looked up at him like he was a painting in a museum she’d already decided she liked.

I hovered for a beat before sitting on his other side, feeling painfully aware of how little space there was between the stools. My thigh brushed his and I immediately shifted, pretending like it hadn’t happened, even though I felt the warmth of it still humming against my skin.

He hadn’t taken a sip of his drink since we arrived. His fingers stayed curled lightly around the glass, but I could tell from the tightness in his shoulders and the way his chest rose just a little faster that we’d thrown him off.

“Here all alone?” Tori asked, her voice syrupy and slow. “Where’s your wife?”

He cleared his throat, eyes shifting to her with a polite smile. “I’m divorced.”

Tori made a soft sound, almost a coo, and reached across the small space between them to lay her hand on top of his. “What a shame. What woman would ever leave a man as handsome as you?”

I saw the way his jaw tightened. The pause that followed wasn’t long, but it was enough. He pulled his hand back—not quickly, not rudely. Just… carefully. Like Tori was a temptation he wasn’t prepared for.

I expected him to focus back on Tori. She was the one making the moves, after all. The one who always knew what to say, who never second-guessed anything, not even this.

But then he looked at me.

Not just glanced. Looked.

And something shifted.

His expression softened, and I realized with a jolt that he hadn’t expected someone like me. Tori was the spark, the firecracker. I was just the friend who followed her around.

But his eyes lingered.

And I felt it. That invisible thread pulling taut between us. A kind of attention I wasn’t used to. Not from older men. Not from anyone who wasn’t Tori’s flavor of the week. It was quiet, and it made my skin feel hot under the bikini straps.

I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear and tried not to squirm.

“You know…I could ask you girls the same thing,” he said, his voice low and steady. “Where are your boyfriends?”

I blinked, caught off guard. It wasn’t defensive, but it wasn’t exactly playful either. He sipped his drink, eyes flicking between the two of us. He was trying to keep it light, but I could feel him recalibrating, like he wasn’t sure how far this was supposed to go.

Tori laughed and leaned forward on her elbows, giving him an even better view of her cleavage. “We’re single,” she said. “Tragically.”

“So lonely,” I added, trying to sound casual. My voice came out thinner than I meant it to, too close to a whisper. I cleared my throat and tucked my hair behind my ear again, pretending to match her energy. That was always my role anyway—Tori was the spark, and I was the girl who came along for the ride.

But then something in me tilted sideways. A flicker of boldness, probably from the sun or the saltwater or the way his forearms looked resting against the bar. His skin was golden and lightly freckled, like he spent time outside more often than just on this beach. His legs were spread just enough to leave room between us.

I noticed he was wearing loose linen shorts, that hung perfectly off his solid muscles.

I didn’t give myself time to overthink it. I needed to be like Tori if I wanted to keep up. I reached out and placed my hand on his bare thigh.

Not high. Just above the knee. Casual, like it could be a joke. Like it didn’t mean anything.

But it did. His breath hitched. Not dramatically—just a sharp little intake, like someone stepping into cold water.

And under my palm, I could feel the tension ripple through him.

He didn’t move. Didn’t push me away. But he didn’t lean in either. He was holding himself still in a way that made me wonder how much effort it took to keep from reacting.

Tori noticed, of course. She never missed anything.

“So what’s your name, handsome?” she asked, letting her voice drip with sweetness.

“Evan,” he said, finally glancing at her again, though I saw the way his gaze lingered on my hand.

Tori grinned. “Of course it is. You look like an Evan.”

He gave a soft laugh, trying to stay good-humored, but his voice was a little tight now. “And you two? Do you always go around seducing strangers on vacation?”

“Only the sexy ones,” Tori said breezily.

She took a slow sip of her own drink—somehow already replaced by the bartender during the blur of our arrival—and let her toe trace idle circles in the sand below the barstool. I hadn’t moved my hand. Part of me expected him to flinch, to shift, to do anything that would let me gracefully pull away.

He didn’t.

But his thigh was taut beneath my fingers, like every muscle was bracing for the wrong move.

“I think you like it,” Tori said. “All this attention.”

He looked at her then, and something flickered in his eyes—guilt, maybe, or restraint. We were much younger than him, and most guys would jump at the opportunity. But there was something different about Evan. He didn’t want to let himself indulge in that fantasy.

Before he could answer, Tori leaned in, voice just a breath louder than necessary. “We’re staying in room 223. Just in case you’re looking for a good time tonight.”

He swallowed. I saw the movement of his throat, the way his fingers tightened around his glass. He didn’t say anything right away.

And then Tori stood, so fast it made my heart skip.

She turned, grabbed my hand, and tugged me down from the stool like we were two kids sneaking away from a prank. My drink was still untouched on the bar, sweating in the sun.

I barely had time to glance back at Evan—at the way he sat perfectly still, knuckles white on the rim of his glass, lips parted just slightly—before we were moving, my hand locked in hers.

We didn’t walk. We skipped. Like it was a joke, like none of it mattered. Back to our towels in the sand, hair tangled, hearts racing.

She flopped onto her back, laughing like she’d won something. I stood for a second longer, staring out at the ocean, trying to pretend that my skin didn’t still tingle from the warmth of his leg under my hand.

And pretending I didn’t hope he showed up.

Even if I knew he shouldn’t.

“You’re insane,” I said as soon as we flopped back onto our towels.

Tori rolled onto her side, propping her head up with one hand like we were just two girls gossiping, not two girls who’d just hit on a man twice our age like it was some kind of game. Her sunglasses had slipped down her nose and she pushed them up lazily, completely unbothered.

She grinned. “Maybe. But I saw you touch his thigh.”

My stomach twisted. “Yeah, well...”

“Don’t even try to pretend you didn’t want him.” Her voice was teasing, but there was a little weight behind it—like she already knew the truth and just wanted to hear me say it.

I bit my lip, staring up at the sun-bleached sky. “I mean, yeah, he’s hot. I’m not blind.”

Tori said nothing, just waited.

I sighed. “But he clearly doesn’t want us. You saw him. He was practically holding his breath the whole time. He thinks we’re too young.”

“He never said that.”

“It was written all over his face.”

Tori let out a dramatic exhale and dropped onto her back beside me. “God, you overanalyze everything.”

“Sorry for having eyes and a brain.”

She laughed. “You think too much. Us being too young is part of the fun. He can’t resist us and he knows it.”

I turned my head toward her, shading my eyes with my hand. “And what exactly is the fun part? Making a grown man uncomfortable?”

“No,” she said, smiling up at the sky. “The fun part is knowing that he wants us anyway. That he’s going to lie in bed tonight, jerking off to the memory of two barely dressed girls teasing him at the bar. Or better yet…maybe he’ll actually stop by our hotel room.”

I blushed. “Jesus, Tori.”

She glanced over. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

I didn’t. Because I couldn’t.

She rolled onto her stomach, kicking her feet up behind her. “Imagine how good he is in bed. All that experience. And imagine how desired we’d feel—really feel—when he looks at us. You saw the way he looked at you, right?”

I swallowed. My heart thudded uncomfortably against my ribs.

“What are you getting at?” I asked slowly. “You want a threesome or something?”

Tori shrugged one shoulder. “Why not?”

I blinked at her, mouth falling open. “Because… we’re not like that.”

She turned her head and smirked. “We could be.”

Before I could ask what the hell that was supposed to mean, she moved.

Her hand reached up, cupping my cheek so gently I froze. I didn’t even have time to react before she leaned in and kissed me.

Soft, but confident. Her lips brushed mine like they’d done it a hundred times before, like this wasn’t new, like it wasn’t a line we were clearly crossing.

Then her tongue slipped into my mouth.

And my whole body lit up.

My breath caught. Her palm was warm against my face, her mouth sweet and insistent, tasting like rum and mango. I didn’t kiss her back at first—I was too shocked—but I didn’t pull away either. I couldn’t. My heart was pounding so loud I could hear it in my ears.

And then—without meaning to—I kissed her back.

It was brief. One, maybe two tangled seconds before she pulled away and licked her lips, looking smug.

My chest rose and fell fast. I stared at her, stunned.

She tilted her head toward the bar. “He was watching.”

I twisted, still dazed, and glanced back over my shoulder.

Evan was sitting exactly where we’d left him, drink in hand, but his gaze was locked on us like he hadn’t blinked in minutes. His expression was unreadable, but the heat behind it was unmistakable. His jaw was tight, and there was a flush creeping up his neck.

That look alone made my thighs clench.

I felt the dampness blooming between my legs and quickly rolled onto my stomach, my cheek pressed to the towel, trying to breathe.

Tori laughed beside me, low and wicked. “Told you,” she whispered.

And I hated how much I loved that she was right.
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That night, Tori was convinced Evan would show up.

She kept fluffing her hair in the mirror, pacing in front of the balcony door in just her lingerie, checking her phone like she expected him to text—even though we never gave him our numbers. I sat on the edge of the bed in an oversized tank top and sleep shorts, pretending to scroll while doing a terrible job of hiding how on edge I felt.

“He’s not coming,” I said quietly. Tori had never been rejected before, so she was taking it pretty hard. Even if she shouldn’t be.

Tori sighed, annoyed. “He’s trying to resist. That’s all. He’ll cave.”

“You don’t know that.”

She turned toward me, hands on her hips, all bare legs and confidence. “Okay. So what if he doesn’t? We can still have fun.”

I glanced up, brows drawing together. “What kind of fun?”

She smirked. “Practice.”

I blinked. “Practice what?”

“For our threesome.” She said it like it was obvious, like we’d already made the decision together instead of her just... declaring it.

My throat went dry. “What do you mean?”

But she didn’t answer—not with words.

She stepped between my knees and tugged my phone out of my hands, setting it on the nightstand without breaking eye contact. Then her fingers slipped beneath the hem of my tank top, dragging it up and over my head before I could think to stop her.

“Tori—”

“Hush,” she said, voice low but playful.

She unhooked my bra next, letting it fall behind me on the bed, and I was suddenly topless, blinking at her like the room had tilted sideways. My nipples tightened in the cool air, and I hated how exposed I felt... but I didn’t pull away.

Her fingers slid down to the waistband of my shorts.

I sucked in a breath.

Still, I didn’t stop her.

She eased them down my legs, tugging my panties with them in one fluid motion, until I was naked on the bed, sitting with my thighs pressed together and my hands awkwardly trying to cover myself.

“Jesus, Tori,” I whispered, heart racing. “What are you doing?”

She crouched down in front of me, her hands resting on my thighs. Her eyes were darker now. Hungrier. “Have you ever had a girl go down on you before?”

I shook my head, breath catching. “No.”

She smiled, not cruelly—just with that same wicked curiosity that had always gotten us into trouble. “I’ve always wondered what you tasted like,” she murmured, like it was a secret she’d been carrying around for years.

Then she lifted one of my legs, guiding it over her shoulder, and leaned in.

My back hit the headboard as my breath left me all at once. I reached for her instinctively, gripping her hair just to keep myself steady as her fingers spread me open.

The first swipe of her tongue made my hips jerk.

“Oh my God,” I breathed.

She licked me again, slower this time, circling my clit with just enough pressure to make my thighs tremble. I wasn’t prepared for how good it felt—how fast the heat spread through me. My legs threatened to close around her head but she held them steady, fingers digging into my thighs.

“Tori—” I gasped.

She didn’t answer. Just flicked her tongue again, then sucked gently on my clit, and I nearly came right there.

My fingers fisted in her hair. I wasn’t even thinking anymore. My brain had short-circuited somewhere between shock and sensation. All I could feel was her mouth, her breath, her tongue dragging through my folds like she already knew what would undo me.

It didn’t take long.

The orgasm hit hard and fast, stealing my voice as I bucked against her mouth. I felt it in my core, spreading like fire through every nerve ending. My toes curled. My thighs clenched. And when I finally came back to myself, I was panting, still gripping her hair like I didn’t know how to let go.

She looked up at me with swollen lips and flushed cheeks, her mouth slick with me. And she smiled.
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The next day, the sky was a perfect blue—crisp and clean, like the universe was trying to play innocent after what had happened the night before.

I stood in front of the mirror, smoothing down the hem of my beachy dress. It was pale yellow, flowy and backless, the kind of thing I never would’ve worn before this trip. My hair was still damp from the shower, curling slightly at the ends, and my chest felt tight.

Tori twirled behind me in her coral halter dress, barefoot but glowing. You’d never know that she’d had her mouth between my legs less than twelve hours ago.

I, on the other hand, couldn’t stop thinking about it. Every time I looked at her, every time she laughed or touched my arm or adjusted my dress for me, I felt it all over again—her tongue, her fingers, the warmth of her breath. And the terrifying part was… I wanted it to happen again.

We walked out together toward the beach where the wedding was being set up. The chairs were already arranged in tidy white rows, shells and woven fans placed on every seat, a small canopy ahead where the couple would exchange vows.

Tori walked like she always did—like nothing had changed, like the world was hers. I followed, a little quieter, trying to keep my breathing steady while my brain played back flashes of her mouth on me.

Then she spotted him.

Evan.

He was sitting alone near the back row, looking unfairly good in slacks and a white dress shirt rolled to his elbows. There were two empty chairs beside him, one on each side.

Tori lit up. “Come on,” she said, grabbing my hand without waiting for a reply.

My heart kicked into overdrive.

She led me straight toward him like she’d been planning this all morning. He looked up just as we reached his row, and the startle on his face was almost comical. Tori slid into the seat on his right. I hesitated, then sat on his left, the air thick between us before anyone even said a word.

He lowered his head and pinched the bridge of his nose. “Jesus Christ.”

Tori smiled sweetly. “We missed you last night.”

Evan exhaled hard through his nose. “Girls, you’re very attractive. But you’re just… too young.”

Tori shrugged, completely unaffected. “That’s okay. We had fun without you.”

He turned slightly toward her, something flickering behind his eyes. “What do you mean?”

Her grin widened. “Oh, I just went down on my friend for the first time. That’s all.”

My stomach flipped. I sat completely still, aware of the breeze on my bare shoulders and the warmth creeping up my chest.

Tori leaned forward, looking around Evan to catch my gaze. “You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you, Jenna?”

My throat went dry. I swallowed and nodded, even though I couldn’t believe I was admitting it out loud.

Evan looked from her to me and back again, and something in his expression cracked. He shifted in his seat, crossing one leg over the other, but not before I noticed the outline pressing hard against his slacks.

Tori’s hand found his thigh.

She placed it there lightly, like it was no big deal, but I could see the tension in his jaw immediately. His hand shot down, catching hers, but instead of pushing it away, he just held it there. His knuckles whitened, and he looked forward like he could will himself into being anywhere else.

The ceremony began.

Soft music played from the speakers, and the guests stood as the bride appeared at the top of the sandy aisle. Everyone turned. Everyone except us.

Tori’s hand stayed on his thigh, inching upward slowly, possessively, like she was claiming territory. I couldn’t believe she was doing this in public—and I couldn’t believe no one had stopped her. Or us.

Evan sat ramrod straight, shoulders tense, eyes forward but clearly not seeing a thing.

I could feel the heat coming off him.

His arm brushed mine, and when I leaned slightly closer—just enough for my bare thigh to touch his—I felt him twitch.

He wasn’t breathing evenly anymore.

I glanced sideways. His gaze flicked down to my chest and then away again too quickly, like he regretted it before it happened.

Tori caught my eye and winked.

I didn’t think.

I just moved.

My hand slipped onto his other thigh—his free one—and I felt him suck in a sharp breath. A tiny hiss escaped him, almost masked by the waves crashing beyond the ceremony.

He didn’t pull away.

He didn’t say a word.

My fingers stayed there, warm against the fabric, feeling the tension vibrate through him.

Across the aisle, a woman in a green dress turned her head and caught the tail end of whatever this was. Her expression morphed into wide-eyed disbelief, and she leaned toward the man beside her, whispering something behind her palm. But she didn’t say anything out loud. No one did.

The ceremony continued.

People clapped politely. Vows were exchanged. But I couldn’t tell you a single word that was said.

Because Evan was coming undone beside me. And I wanted to unravel more of him.

The moment the ceremony ended, Evan shot up from his seat like the chair had burned him.

He didn’t look at either of us. Just muttered something polite to the people behind him and made a quick escape toward the resort building where the reception was already starting. Tori stood slowly, stretching like a cat, then smoothed down her dress and looked at me with a sly little smile.

“He’s cracking,” she whispered.

I didn’t say anything. I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to crack. Or if I was terrified that he already had.

We followed him into the open-air reception area, which had been transformed with string lights, long tables, and a makeshift dance floor under the wide palapa roof. Music thumped softly through the speakers, and people were already moving to the beat, laughing and swaying with drinks in hand. It should’ve been a relaxing, romantic atmosphere.

But Tori had other plans.

She spotted Evan standing near the back, drink untouched in his hand, eyes focused on the far wall like it might give him an exit strategy.

Without hesitation, she walked right up to him and grabbed his hand, tugging him toward the center of the dance floor. He resisted slightly, shoulders tense, but let her lead him anyway, casting one brief glance over his shoulder—maybe looking for a way out, maybe hoping I’d follow.

I did.

She turned to face him first, standing close enough that the thin fabric of her dress brushed the front of his slacks. Then, slowly, she turned around and pressed her back against his chest, her body melting into his like it was the most natural thing in the world.

She moved seductively. A slow, sensual sway of her hips, side to side, letting her weight shift back into him as her spine arched slightly.

I watched her reach up and cradle the back of his neck, guiding him to lean into her more fully. Her head tipped back onto his shoulder, lips parted as she rolled her hips ever so slightly forward, then back again, the motion subtle unless you were really looking.

And I was.

Her lower back found his pelvis, and the way she shifted into him, slow and rhythmic, made it impossible to mistake her intent.

Evan didn’t move at first.

His hands stayed clenched at her hips, his jaw locked tight, but his whole body leaned forward like gravity had taken over. I saw the moment the tension broke—his eyes lowered, his brows drawn together, mouth pressed into a hard line. He was staring down at the point where their bodies met, and something in his face darkened.

It wasn’t anger. It was hunger, edged with guilt.

A man losing his grip.

And Tori, as always, was the one loosening it.

Then he snapped.

His hand clamped around hers and he yanked her off the dance floor so quickly a few people turned their heads. I moved without thinking, following them past the buffet tables and into a dim hallway just off the lobby, where the noise from the reception faded into an echo.

“Evan,” I called, but he didn’t stop.

At the end of the hall, he spun, shoved Tori gently but firmly against the wall, and pressed his body against hers.

“Is this what you want?” he growled, his voice low and rough. His hips ground forward, and I saw her gasp as his erection pressed into her stomach through his slacks. “You want to fuck an older man?”

Tori moaned softly, eyes fluttering closed. “Oh god, yes.”

She was breathless, not even pretending to be in control anymore. Her hands went to his shoulders, nails curling into the fabric of his shirt. He was holding back, but barely.

I moved toward them quietly, drawn like a tide. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I stepped behind him and slid my arms around his waist.

His whole body jolted.

I leaned up on my toes and brushed my lips against his ear, catching the soft curve of his lobe with my mouth. My tongue traced the edge as I exhaled slowly, my cheek brushing the stubble along his jaw.

He groaned—a deep, broken sound that vibrated through his chest. I felt him rock his hips harder against Tori, rutting into her belly while I teased the side of his neck, dragging my lips down to the collar of his shirt.

His hands went flat against the wall on either side of Tori’s head, like he needed the support to keep himself from losing control entirely.

We had him pinned.

Tori whimpered something I couldn’t make out, her hands now in his hair, tugging just enough to keep him close. I felt his abs tense beneath my arms, the heat rolling off him in waves.

“Which room is yours again?” he growled, breath hot and wild.

Tori smiled against his mouth. “We’ll show you,” she whispered.

She didn’t have to say it twice.

He pushed off the wall, grabbing Tori’s wrist with one hand and my fingers with the other. My legs were jelly, my thoughts a blur, but I followed. I didn’t even look to see who might have noticed. I didn’t care.

Because all I could think about was what came next.

And how badly I wanted it.

We led him out of the hallway and toward the elevators like it was the most natural thing in the world—like this was always going to happen.

Tori held his hand tightly, practically skipping with satisfaction, while I trailed just a step behind, my fingers laced with his other. Evan stayed quiet as we crossed the tiled lobby and stepped into the elevator, but I could feel the tension radiating off him. His shoulders were tight, his jaw set, like his mind was still trying to convince his body to walk away.

Once the elevator doors closed, he let go of our hands and swiped a hand through his hair, exhaling hard.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he muttered. “You girls are much too young.”

Tori didn’t miss a beat. “We’re old enough to drink.”

“And to vote,” I added, my voice softer but still steady.

He glanced between us. His eyes landed on my mouth, then dropped lower. He didn’t respond, but the way his throat moved when he swallowed told me everything I needed to know.

The elevator dinged.

When the doors opened, Tori grabbed his hand again, tugging him down the hallway toward our room like she’d claimed him. I reached for his other hand, not even thinking about it this time, and he let us lead him.

My heart pounded harder the closer we got to the room. I still wasn’t sure what I was doing, or if I’d be able to go through with it. But I knew one thing for certain: I didn’t want to stop.

When we reached our door, Tori pulled out the keycard, gave Evan a playful glance over her shoulder, and slipped it into the lock. The light turned green. The door clicked open.

She pushed it wide, stepped inside, and looked back at both of us with a sly smile.

“Well?” she asked. “You coming?”

Evan didn’t speak.

He just stepped in after her. And I followed, heart in my throat.

The door shut behind us with a soft click, and for a second, everything felt suspended. The room was dim, lit only by the glow of the balcony lights outside and a warm yellow lamp near one of the beds.

Evan stood just inside, hands at his sides, his breathing slow. Like he was still giving himself one last chance to walk away.

Tori didn’t give him the time to talk him out of this.

She moved first, stepping in front of him and reaching for the buttons of his linen shirt. “Let’s see what you’ve been hiding under here, handsome.”

I stood beside her, heart pounding, barely believing what I was doing but unable to stop. I reached for the hem as she worked the top buttons open, our fingers brushing briefly before we each tugged a side of the shirt off his shoulders.

The fabric slid down his arms, pooling at his feet. His chest was broad and firm, dotted with a soft trail of hair that led down over abs that were more defined than I expected for someone his age. My hand moved instinctively, brushing over his stomach, and I heard him exhale through his nose. Tori ran her palms across his chest and over his biceps, letting out a low, appreciative moan.

“Jesus,” she whispered. “You’ve been hiding this body under dad clothes?”

I laughed softly. “You’re not exactly subtle,” I murmured, but I was staring too.

He was beautiful in a rough, real kind of way—nothing fake, nothing polished. And that made my skin heat even more.

Evan met my eyes for a moment, then reached down and began to undo the front of his slacks. The zipper lowered with a sound that felt deafening in the quiet room. Then he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of both his pants and his boxers, pushed them down in one motion, and let them fall to the floor.

Tori gasped.

So did I.

His cock was—well, it was huge. Thick, long, and already fully hard, curving up toward his stomach in a way that made my breath catch. He stood there, completely bare, and the sheer size of him was enough to make me swallow hard.

Tori grinned. “Okay. Not gonna lie. I might be starting to regret this whole thing.”

Evan raised an eyebrow.

She smirked. “Kidding. Sort of.”

Then she turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief and something warmer, something that made my stomach twist.

“Your turn,” she whispered.

She reached for my shoulder strap, and I reached for hers at the same time. We moved slowly, eyes locked, sliding each other’s dresses down until the fabric puddled around our ankles. Her fingers were gentle when they unclasped my bralette. I did the same for her, my hands shaking slightly.

When she slid my panties down my hips, I didn’t stop her.

The moment we were both naked, we stood there for a second, taking each other in. Her body was familiar to me in the way best friends always are—summer trips, shared mirrors, borrowed clothes—but it had never felt like this before. Not charged. Not intimate. Not holy and terrifying all at once.

Tori stepped in close and cupped my cheek.

I didn’t hesitate this time.

I leaned in and kissed her, long and slow, our mouths moving together like we’d been doing this for years instead of just one night. Her tongue brushed mine, and I let out a soft, involuntary sigh as my arms slipped around her waist.

I barely noticed Evan moving closer until his hands slid down both of our backs, warm and strong and steady. One palm curved along the small of my spine, the other resting low on Tori’s hip. “You two are going to ruin me.”

Tori pulled back from the kiss and glanced at him.

Then, without a word, she dropped to her knees.

And she brought me down with her.

My hand caught her shoulder, and she caught my waist, and we sank together onto the plush carpet, side by side, the two of us kneeling in front of him. I could see every breath he took, the way his cock twitched at the sight of us down there, the way he looked like he was barely holding on.

Tori moved first, her hand curling around the base of his cock like she’d done it a hundred times before. I followed her lead, not trusting myself to think too hard about it. My fingers brushed over his shaft, hot and heavy and impossibly thick. He let out a low groan that vibrated in my chest.

We were still on our knees, side by side, naked and flushed. I felt the warmth of her arm against mine as she stroked him slowly. His hands hovered in the air above us, like he didn’t know if he was allowed to touch us.

Tori leaned in and ran her tongue along the underside of him, dragging it up from the base to the tip with a soft, satisfied sound. I hesitated only a second before doing the same, starting from the other side, meeting her at the top.

He cursed under his breath, his hips twitching forward.

The more we worked together, the more the awkwardness fell away. Tori took him into her mouth, deep and unashamed, while I kissed along the length of him, cupping his balls and feeling the tension building in every muscle. We traded places, our lips brushing each other’s in passing, our hands moving in sync. His groans grew louder, more desperate, until his fingers finally threaded through our hair, like he couldn’t stop himself anymore.

And then he broke.

His whole body jerked, and with a deep, strangled moan, he came—spilling hot across Tori’s tongue while my fingers held tight around him, stroking through the end of it. His thighs trembled. His head tipped back. He looked utterly wrecked.

For a moment, none of us moved.

Then he let out a breathless laugh, shaky and low.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “You two are…”

He paused, chest rising and falling. Then he looked down at us, still kneeling on the carpet, still naked, still breathless.

“Show me,” he said. “What you girls did with each other last night. When I didn’t show.”

And just like that, my whole body flushed with heat all over again.

Tori took my hand and guided me toward the bed, her fingers warm and confident around mine. She sat first, then gently pushed at my shoulders, encouraging me back onto the mattress. The sheets were cool against my skin, and for a split second, nerves flared sharp and bright in my chest.

I shook my head and caught her wrist.

“Wait,” I said, my voice breathier than I meant it to be. “I want to taste you this time.”

She stilled, then smiled slowly, like I’d just given her exactly what she wanted.

“Okay,” she said softly.

She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs without any hesitation, completely at ease in her body. Watching her like that did something to me. She looked open and relaxed and a little smug, her dark hair fanned across the pillow, her chest rising and falling steadily.

I climbed between her thighs, my heart racing, my hands braced on either side of her hips. I’d replayed the way she’d touched me a dozen times in my head since last night, but this felt different.

I leaned in and kissed the inside of her thigh first, just to ground myself. Her skin was warm and faintly salty. She hummed softly, one hand drifting into my hair.

When I finally pressed my mouth to her, she gasped sharply and her thighs tightened around my head. My tongue brushed over her first, tentative, feeling the heat and softness of her before I committed. She was already wet, slick enough that the movement came easily, my tongue dragging slowly through her folds before circling back.

I took my time, flattening my tongue and licking upward, listening for the way her breath changed. When I grazed her clit, lightly at first, her hips lifted off the bed and her fingers tightened in my hair like she needed something to hold onto. That reaction steadied me. I focused there, alternating between slow strokes and gentle pressure, learning the rhythm of her body as she rocked her hips against my mouth.

Her taste was intimate and unmistakable, salty and warm, and the more I relaxed into it, the more confident my movements became. She let out a low sound that vibrated through her chest, and I felt a quiet rush of satisfaction at knowing I was doing it right.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

I relaxed into it, letting instinct take over. I focused on the way her breathing changed, the way her thighs trembled when I circled my tongue just right.

Then I felt Evan behind me.

His hands slid over my hips, firm and warm, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of my ass. I moaned softly against Tori without meaning to. The sound made her shudder beneath me.

He caressed me slowly, like he was taking his time learning my body. His cock brushed between my cheeks, heavy and hot, and I froze for half a second before melting into the contact.

“I don’t want to get you pregnant,” he said quietly, his voice low and controlled. “So I’m going to have to use another hole.”

The words sent a jolt straight through me.

“Oh god,” I moaned, the sound muffled against Tori as I lapped at her again.

She arched beneath me, her back lifting off the bed, her breath hitching. “Do it,” she said without hesitation. “She’s a total virgin for anal.”

My stomach flipped, half nerves, half something darker and hotter.

“There’s a bottle of lube in my duffle bag in the corner,” she added casually, like she was reminding him to grab sunscreen. “You know, just for emergencies.”

I felt Evan shift away briefly, his hands leaving my hips. I stayed where I was, my mouth still working Tori, grounding myself in her reactions. Her fingers tangled tighter in my hair, and I could tell she was close.

Evan moved behind me again, and this time I felt the unmistakable sound of a bottle opening—a soft snap, followed by the slick sound of lube being pumped into his hand. My body tensed out of instinct, but I didn’t stop what I was doing. My mouth stayed focused on Tori, teasing her with long, steady strokes of my tongue while her fingers gripped the sheets and her thighs quivered against my shoulders.

I felt the cool slickness of his fingers as they pressed between my cheeks, spreading the lube over me with teasing circles. My breath caught, and I moaned softly into Tori’s pussy, the vibration making her gasp.

Then one of his fingers dipped lower, exploring the tight ring of muscle that had never been touched like this before. My whole body shivered, and I forced myself to exhale and stay relaxed. He circled gently, applying more lube, more pressure, until the tip of his finger began to push in.

I gasped against Tori, and she moaned in response, her hips rocking slightly upward into my mouth.

Evan slid his finger in slowly, giving me time. It wasn’t painful—just strange at first, a new kind of stretch that made my legs tremble. As he moved, I tried to focus on Tori again, flicking my tongue over her clit while her breath turned shallow and shaky.

To steady myself, I slid my hands up Tori’s sides instead, tracing the smooth curve of her waist and the gentle rise of her ribs beneath my palms. Her skin was warm and slick with sweat. I let my hands keep traveling, cupping her breasts and feeling her nipples tighten instantly against my fingers. I tugged at them gently, experimentally, and she cried out, her hips lifting higher into my mouth.

Behind me, Evan worked carefully, adding a second finger and stretching me slowly. I whimpered into Tori’s pussy, the sound muffled as my tongue stayed focused on her, trying to keep her right on the edge. The combination of sensations—his fingers pressing and easing me open, her body reacting under my hands, her breath breaking above me—made my head spin.

I barely noticed when he withdrew his fingers, just long enough to slick himself up.

Then I felt the broad pressure of his cock pressing against me in the same place, and my whole body tensed in anticipation.

He took his time, dragging the length of his cock slowly along me, letting me feel the weight and pressure without rushing anything. I shuddered, my breath stuttering against Tori’s skin, but I didn’t pull away. I couldn’t. My body was already buzzing, caught between her softness and his solidity.

Then he nudged forward.

“Breathe,” he murmured quietly. “Just let me in a little.”

I forced myself to exhale, lowering my chest closer to Tori’s stomach, grounding myself in the taste and texture of her. I flattened my tongue and dragged it slowly upward, circling her clit just enough to make her gasp.

That’s when he pushed in.

The sensation stole the breath from my lungs. I cried out—“Fuck”—the sound torn loose, sharp with pleasure and a thin edge of pain that made my whole body shake. My hands clenched in the sheets for a second, and then he paused immediately, one hand coming to my hip.

“You okay?” he asked, low and focused.

I nodded, breathless. “Yeah. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t move right away. Instead, his hand slipped beneath me, fingers finding my clit like a man with skill. Tori had been right. There was nothing like sleeping with an older man. The touch was gentle at first, slow circles that made my hips rock despite myself. The tension eased, melting into something warm and pulsing.

“Just relax,” Tori murmured beneath me, her voice soft and encouraging. “You’re doing so good.”

Her words grounded me. I let myself sink into the sensations—the slide of my tongue through her folds, the way her thighs trembled around my head, the steady rhythm of Evan’s fingers coaxing my body open.

When he pushed again, it went easier.

I gasped, the stretch still intense but no longer overwhelming. He moved slowly, inch by inch, letting my body adjust. My moans vibrated against Tori’s pussy as I focused on her pleasure, licking and sucking until her breath broke into soft, desperate sounds.

“That’s it,” Evan murmured.

He pushed deeper, and this time my body accepted him fully. The fullness was dizzying, my nerves lighting up all at once. By the time he was pressed flush against me, balls deep, I was shaking, caught between sensation and surrender.

His fingers never stopped working my clit, steady and precise, keeping me right on the edge. I whimpered against Tori, my hips rocking helplessly between them.

Tori was close too. I could feel it in the way her body moved, the way her hands clutched at my hair and shoulders, urging me closer.

“Jenna—oh my god,” she gasped. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Evan began to move, slow at first, each thrust desperate but controlled. The friction was overwhelming, every movement echoing through me, making my vision blur. My moans grew louder, unfiltered, and I didn’t care how I sounded anymore.

The three of us moved together, tangled and breathless. Evan’s rhythm grew heavier, his breathing rough behind me. Tori cried out beneath me, her back arching as her orgasm hit, her body clenching around my mouth.

That sent me over the edge.

My orgasm ripped through me hard and fast, my whole body seizing as Evan thrust deep and groaned, spilling himself inside me with a low, broken sound. The sensation tipped him over completely, and he collapsed forward, his weight warm and solid against my back.

For a moment, none of us moved.

We stayed there, breathing hard, bodies still trembling, the room quiet except for the sound of the ocean outside and our mingled breaths.

I rested my cheek against Tori’s stomach, spent and dazed, trying to wrap my head around what we’d just done.

I didn’t feel regret, but I did feel changed.

Evan pulled himself free slowly, carefully, like he was still aware of how sensitive I felt. I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I was holding as the sudden emptiness made my legs tremble. He straightened and swiped a hand across his brow, his chest rising and falling hard.

“You girls are going to be the death of me,” he said, half-laughing, half-serious.

I rolled onto my side and then pushed myself up onto the bed beside Tori. The sheets were warm and tangled, smelling like sex and sunscreen and us. I reached for her without thinking, my fingers sliding over her hip, up her waist, memorizing her again in this new way. She did the same, her hand drifting along my thigh and resting there, possessive and familiar at the same time.

We lay there together, bodies angled toward each other, but our eyes were on Evan. He stood at the edge of the bed, still naked, still flushed, watching us with an expression that made my stomach flip. He looked satisfied. Wrecked. A little undone.

“At least you’ll die happy,” Tori said, her voice lazy and pleased.

Evan smirked. “That’s true.”

The room felt quiet suddenly, like the world outside had paused. I was acutely aware of the soft hum of the air conditioner, the distant sound of music drifting up from the reception below. Reality pressing gently at the edges.

“Should we get back to the party?” I asked, even though the idea felt strange the moment I said it. Like I was talking about a different lifetime.

Tori turned her head toward me and shook it. “No.”

She smiled slowly, then looked back at Evan. “There’s a better party in here.”

She lifted her hand and crooked her finger at him, the gesture playful but unmistakable. An invitation she knew he wouldn’t refuse.

He didn’t.

Evan climbed onto the bed, moving carefully between us. The mattress dipped under his weight as he leaned over both of us, bracing himself on his forearms. His face hovered close, his gaze flicking from Tori to me, like he was still taking us in, still trying to believe this was real.

I felt Tori’s hand find mine, our fingers lacing together.

Then he kissed us.

Not separately. Together.

His mouth moved between us, catching my lips and then hers, our mouths brushing and overlapping as we kissed him and each other at the same time. It was messy and intimate and nothing like anything I’d ever done before. I tasted Tori on his mouth and felt her smile against my lips when she realized it too.

When we finally broke apart, I lay back against the pillows, breathless and dazed, Evan stayed between us, one hand resting on my waist, the other tracing slow patterns on Tori’s arm.

I stared up at the ceiling, my heart still pounding, my body warm and loose and pleasantly sore.

I knew, with a quiet certainty that settled deep in my chest, that nothing between Tori and me would ever be the same after this. We’d crossed a line we couldn’t uncross. We’d seen each other in a way that rewrote everything that came before.

And instead of feeling scared, I felt… relieved.

Closer. Better than ever.

I turned my head and met her eyes. She smiled at me, soft and knowing.

I smiled back.
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