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CHAPTER 1

I used to think people exaggerated when they talked about how quickly life moved. For years, my days had felt structured enough to resist that kind of cliché because there had always been a schedule to keep. I had emails to answer, clients to reassure, and dinners to figure out while a daughter asked me where something was five minutes before she needed to leave the house. Life had never felt slow, but it had felt full in a way that made it measurable. I tracked it through school years, birthdays, closings, holidays, and summer plans. I could look at the calendar and know exactly where we were in the rhythm of things.

That morning, I stood barefoot in my closet with a blouse in one hand and two dresses hanging against the inside of the door. I caught myself thinking that we were almost at the end of something I had been inside for so long that I had stopped noticing it while it was happening. High school graduation was only a few weeks away, and Hannah and Hailey would leave for college at the end of the summer. I stood there for another second before I slid the first dress back into place and reached for the white blouse instead. It was fitted without being too obvious, and it felt soft enough to confirm I had made the right choice before I had even put it on. Most of my clients were men, which was a reality I had understood from the moment I started building the business. I had learned early that presentation mattered, though I never dressed for validation. I dressed because it was useful since men paid attention when a woman looked polished, confident, and expensive.

I buttoned the blouse and stepped into a charcoal pencil skirt before checking myself in the mirror. My blonde hair stayed smooth, my makeup looked light, and my heels were practical enough for a property walkthrough. I looked like the version of myself I had spent years building on purpose. By the time I made it downstairs, Andrew was already in the kitchen with coffee in one hand and his phone in the other. He looked up when he heard me and smiled in that easy way he always did, as if seeing me was still his favorite part of the morning. At thirty-six, he had the kind of presence that made women stay engaged after he opened his mouth. Even in a navy T-shirt and athletic shorts, he looked put together in a way most men didn't manage in full suits.

“You’re staring,” he said. I told him I was evaluating, which made him smile a little more. When he asked for the result, I told him he still cleaned up well. “That sounds less flattering than you think it does,” he replied. I countered that it was only eight in the morning, and I was pacing myself. He set his phone on the counter and came around the island with his coffee still in hand. When he asked if that was so, I slid my arms around his waist and tipped my head back to look at him. I told him he would survive, and he leaned down to kiss me as he replied, “I always do.”

The kiss felt slow, familiar, and warm rather than rushed. That was how mornings with Andrew usually felt because we had been together so long that the smallest things had become part of the architecture of my day. I relied on that first kiss in the kitchen and the hand at my back when he passed behind me. Behind us, one of the barstools scraped the floor, breaking the moment. “Can you two not act like you're newlyweds before I’ve had food?” Hailey asked as she crossed into the kitchen. I pulled away from Andrew and watched our daughter open the refrigerator with the confidence of someone who had never paid a grocery bill in her life. Hailey was identical to her sister in a way that made strangers do a double-take, but Hannah was always quieter and more measured. Hailey moved through the world like it was already happy to have her in it.

I pointed out that she was awake early, and she reminded me that we were going shopping later. When I told her I might have time if my afternoon stayed clear, she insisted that wasn't what I had said. I maintained that she had just heard what she wanted, which made Andrew laugh under his breath as he moved back toward the coffee maker. “She got that from you,” he said. I denied it immediately, but he just looked at me over his shoulder and said, “Natalie, come on.” Before I could answer, Hannah came in from the back patio with a water bottle in one hand and a basketball in the other. Andrew immediately straightened a little, reacting to the sight of the ball the way other men reacted to hearing their own names.

“You’re out there this early and still not warming up properly,” he said. Hannah rolled her eyes, though there was no real resistance in the gesture as she wished him a good morning. He insisted he was serious, but she just repeated her greeting. He pointed toward the backyard with his mug and told her she was dropping her shoulder again. She stopped and looked offended, asking if he had seen that from inside. “I’ve seen it for three days,” he answered. She called that aggressive, but he simply called it accurate. Hailey grabbed a yogurt and leaned against the counter, noting that he had been waiting to say that. Andrew ignored her and told Hannah he wanted ten minutes after breakfast. When Hannah asked if he really wanted ten, he asked if she wanted fifteen. “I want you to stop pretending you’re not excited,” she said. He smiled then, fully caught, and took a sip of coffee.

We ate breakfast together the way we usually did when everyone’s schedule overlapped. It was a normal scene with eggs, toast, and fruit. Hailey complained that we never had the right kind of cereal while Hannah checked her phone between bites. Andrew talked to both of them about summer plans and move-in dates as if saying the words out loud would make the timeline feel manageable. I mostly listened and watched the people I loved. After breakfast, I headed for the office while Andrew and Hannah went into the backyard. I stood by the kitchen window for a moment and watched them without saying anything. Andrew had traded his coffee for a ball and was standing near the top of the driveway, showing her something with his hands before stepping aside. Hannah took the shot and missed slightly to the left, and he said something that made her laugh before she took another. His body still moved like an athlete, natural and controlled.

From the staircase, Hailey called down to ask what time we were leaving. I told her it depended on whether she texted me six times before noon. She claimed that wasn't an answer, but I told her it was the only one she was getting. She grinned and disappeared, leaving me to grab my bag and head out. My office sat in a plaza fifteen minutes from home, which was close enough to be convenient and far enough to feel separate. I had built the business without a degree, which had offended the exact kind of people I enjoyed proving wrong. Real estate was full of men who assumed women like me were decoration first and skill second. I had learned how to let them think whatever they wanted right up until the paperwork made it obvious that I controlled the deal.

By noon, I had already handled a difficult call, approved new listing photos, and walked one of my agents through a negotiation she had been on the verge of fumbling. She cared too much about being liked, and I had to remind her that being effective was the priority. Around one, Andrew texted me to say that Hannah thought I was mean because I left before she could prove him wrong. I replied that it sounded like his problem. He followed up to ask if four o'clock was still happening for Hailey. I told him to tell her four, but emphasized that I wasn't buying nonsense. He reminded me that I said that every time, and I told him it was because she tried me every time. At three forty-five, I locked my office and headed home.

Both girls were ready when I walked in, which told me I wasn't leaving without spending money. Hailey stood near the front door with her phone in hand, and Hannah leaned against the wall just behind her. “You said four,” Hailey said. I reminded her I had said I would go if my schedule allowed it. She insisted it had allowed it, and Hannah glanced at me to add that they hadn't rushed me. I set my bag down and told them they had absolutely rushed me. Hailey smiled and claimed they were just emotionally prepared. I looked between them for a second before picking my keys back up and telling them to get in the car.

Shopping with both of them was a unique experience. Hailey moved fast and liked trying things on just to eliminate them, whereas Hannah took her time and only reached for something if she had a reason. I watched them move through the first store, noting their identical faces and completely different energies. “Not that,” Hannah said, stopping Hailey before she could pull a dress off the rack. When Hailey asked why, Hannah told her she would hate it in ten minutes. Hailey tried to argue, but Hannah insisted she knew her better than that. I stepped in to agree with Hannah, which made Hailey ask if we were both against her. I told her we were just trying to help, and she grumbled that we were limiting her. “You don’t need that much help looking good,” I added. She paused and set the dress back anyway.

We moved deeper into the store, and the rhythm settled. Hailey pulled options, Hannah filtered them, and I made the final calls. It didn’t take long before Hailey stepped out of the dressing room in a dress that fit exactly the way it should have. It had clean lines and wasn't too loud. She turned once in front of the mirror and looked at herself with rare approval. “Oh,” she said. “Okay,” I told her. That was the one, and Hannah agreed from her spot against the wall. Hailey asked if we were even going to pretend to make her try on something else, but I told her no. “You’ll come back to that anyway,” Hannah added. Hailey smiled and remarked that her father was going to hate it. I told her he would survive seeing his daughter look beautiful, and Hannah joked that he had been pretending she wasn't allowed to leave the house for years.

Hannah finally pushed off the wall to find something for herself after I insisted she wasn't leaving without a purchase. It took her longer, but she eventually chose something understated that fit her perfectly. Hailey gave her a nod of approval, and I told them to get both dresses. Neither of them argued. By the time we got home, the sun had started to drop low enough to soften everything outside. Andrew was in the kitchen starting dinner, and he watched the girls walk past with their shopping bags. “That doesn’t look cheap,” he said. Hailey just kissed his cheek and told him she loved him, too. He looked at me and asked how bad it was, so I told him it depended on how dramatic he planned to be.

Dinner was easy that night and filled in the normal way. Hailey told exaggerated stories while Hannah corrected them, and Andrew talked about move-in dates despite the girls groaning at him. I watched them and realized that this version of life was finite. Nothing was breaking or pulling away, but the girls were leaving because that was what they were supposed to do. Andrew and I had done our job of building a sturdy life for them. After dinner, I stood alone at the sink and looked out over the dark backyard. The pool lights were on, and the patio was quiet. I heard Andrew coming before he stepped up behind me and rested one hand lightly at my waist.

He asked what I was thinking about, and I told him it was nothing bad. I covered his hand with mine while he waited for me to continue. “Just that everything feels very full lately,” I said. He agreed that it did. I turned to look at him, and he met my gaze with that steady, grounded expression he had worn for more than twenty years. For that moment, I felt complete and stable. Because I still didn't know better, I thought that meant I understood exactly what came next.

CHAPTER 2

Dinner that night happened at the table instead of around the island, which usually meant Andrew had decided it mattered. I noticed it when I walked into the kitchen and saw the plates already set out and the glasses placed evenly. The overhead light was dimmed just enough to make the room feel intentional instead of routine. It wasn't formal, but it wasn't careless either. Andrew stood at the stove finishing something that smelled like garlic and butter, moving with the same ease he brought to everything else in the house.

I set my bag down and asked what the occasion was, but he told me there wasn't one without turning around. He simply noted that we hadn't sat down together in a few nights. I pointed out that someone had been working late, and he countered that the someone enjoyed providing for the family. When I teased that the someone also enjoyed pretending that was the reason, he smiled slightly and glanced back at me to admit I wasn't wrong. I moved past him and checked the table again without touching anything. It was deliberate enough to tell me he wanted everyone present for it.

I asked where the girls were, and he told me he had given them ten minutes to come downstairs from their rooms. I remarked that he was being optimistic, and he agreed that he usually was. Hailey came down first, and the first thing I noticed was that she wasn't on her phone. She moved straight to the table and sat without commentary, which was unusual enough to register immediately. Hannah followed a few seconds later, her hair still slightly damp from a shower and an oversized sweatshirt hanging off one shoulder. She took her seat and reached for her water glass without saying anything.

We moved through the first part of dinner the way we always did, with conversation that came easily. Andrew asked a question about orientation schedules and pretended not to be overly invested in the answer. Hailey answered with a tone that was a little more measured than usual, and Hannah added small details when something needed correcting before going quiet again. I let it play out without steering the conversation, but I felt the difference immediately. At some point, Hannah stopped eating. She didn't do it abruptly, but she slowed down until her fork rested against the edge of her plate, and her eyes stayed lowered. Andrew noticed it next, shifting his attention in her direction while he waited. Hailey didn't move because she was already watching her sister.

Hannah set her fork down, and the small sound landed clean in the quiet that followed. She didn't look nervous, and there was no hesitation to suggest she was about to say something she hadn't already worked through. She looked composed and grounded as she lifted her eyes to look at both of us. “Mom and Dad,” she said. “Vicky and I are more than friends.” The words landed simply without any buildup or apology. I felt something shift, but it wasn’t shock so much as it was recognition of something that had already been settling into place. Andrew didn’t react immediately, looking at her steadily as he always did when he wanted to understand something fully before responding. Hailey leaned back slightly in her chair and folded her arms loosely. “I told you they’d be fine,” she said.

Hannah’s eyes flicked toward her sister briefly as she acknowledged that she knew. Andrew set his fork down carefully and asked if she wanted to tell us about it. His voice wasn't demanding or probing, and Hannah nodded once to explain that it had just changed. There was a simplicity to the way she said it that made it feel exactly like that. I leaned back in my chair and studied her, asking how she felt about it. She held my gaze without hesitation and told me she felt good. That answer mattered more than anything else. Andrew nodded once and asked if the girl treated her well. When Hannah said yes, he replied that he was good with it. He didn't offer any hesitation or conditions, only acceptance.

I reached for my glass and took a small sip of water while I let the moment settle. There was nothing to fix or manage because the situation was already exactly what it needed to be. I asked if anyone else knew, and Hannah explained that a few people did, but not everyone. I told her that was her choice, and she nodded in agreement. Andrew picked his fork back up and asked if she planned on bringing her around. Hailey jumped in to say she was already around, but Andrew just looked at her to signal she knew what he meant. Hannah gave a small nod and said that she probably would. Andrew simply said, "Good."

Dinner moved forward after that without anyone forcing the conversation. We didn't avoid what had been said, but rather absorbed it into the night. That was the only way I knew how to handle things that mattered because you didn't isolate them. You let them exist alongside everything else until they stopped feeling separate. Hailey’s energy returned to normal, and her voice filled the space again, though there was a steadiness underneath it that hadn’t been there earlier. Hannah answered when needed, and I could see that the tension had left her. After we finished eating, both girls stood at the same time and collected their plates without being asked. Hailey told us they were going upstairs, and Andrew warned them not to stay up all night. “No promises,” she answered.

Hannah glanced at me briefly before following her sister out of the kitchen. Andrew and I stayed behind to move through the cleanup the way we always did. He rinsed the dishes while I loaded the dishwasher, and the process remained automatic as it had been for years. He handed me a plate and waited until I set it in place before asking if I had known. I shook my head slightly and told him not exactly, but I wasn't surprised. He nodded once and admitted he wasn't either. I closed the dishwasher and leaned back against the counter to look at him fully. I asked if he was completely okay, and he met my eyes without hesitation to say that he was. He told me that she was good, and that was what mattered. I held his gaze for another second before I agreed.

He reached for a towel and dried his hands slowly. That was Andrew, always processing things and deciding where they fit without making them heavier than they needed to be. He stepped closer after a moment and rested his hand lightly against my waist. He noted that she had been steady about it and that it didn't feel new for her. I told him she had had time with it, and he accepted that without needing more detail. He left the towel on the counter and moved past me toward the hallway, pausing just long enough to ask if I was coming up. I told him I would be there in a minute, and he continued upstairs.

I stayed where I was while the kitchen grew quiet again. The house had settled into itself the way it always did at night, familiar in a way that had never required much attention before. I turned slightly and looked out toward the backyard where the pool lights cast a soft glow across the patio. Everything looked the same, and nothing had changed in a way anyone else would notice. Something had shifted, though, and it wasn't because of what Hannah had said. It was because of how easily it had fit into the life we had built. I stood there for another moment before I turned off the light and followed the rest of my life upstairs.

CHAPTER 3

The next morning moved the same way every morning did. I got up at the same time and moved through the same routine before standing in the same closet with the same decisions waiting for me. The house carried that specific quiet it always did before everyone settled into their day. I dressed without overthinking it, choosing a fitted blouse and a skirt that worked for the day ahead, paired with heels that carried me through showings without slowing me down. The choices had been automatic for years, and once they were made, everything else followed.

Andrew was already in the kitchen when I came downstairs, coffee in hand, moving around the island as if he had been awake long enough to forget what it felt like to be tired. When I told him he was up early, he insisted he was always up early, though I reminded him that wasn't true. “It is compared to you,” he said with a smile. I pointed out that it wasn't a high bar to clear, and he handed me a cup before I could even ask for one. That part of our morning had never required discussion. I asked if the girls were still asleep, and he told me Hailey was up while Hannah’s room remained quiet. I told him that tracked. He leaned back against the counter and watched me for a moment before asking about my day. I told him it was full and confirmed there was nothing he needed to know. He nodded once and let the subject go.

Hailey came down a minute later with her phone in hand, already moving through something on her screen. After we exchanged greetings, I noted that she was in a good mood. She claimed she was always in a good mood, but I reminded her that wasn't true either. “It is when I don’t have to be anywhere until noon,” she said. I told her that explained it, and she smiled faintly while still looking at her phone. I asked if she had talked to Hannah, and she gave me a short confirmation. When I pushed for more detail, she simply said her sister was fine. I told her that was helpful, and she glanced up briefly to insist it was accurate and that nothing had changed. I nodded and accepted that.

Hannah came down a few minutes later, appearing quieter but steady. She moved through the kitchen the same way she always did and reached for a glass without needing to ask where they were. She leaned back against the counter beside her sister, and although they didn’t say anything to each other, there was no distance between them. Nothing needed to be addressed or explained because it had already been handled. I set my cup down and announced I had to go. When Hailey asked if I was heading to work, I reminded her that was usually where I went during the day. She smiled and said she was just checking. I grabbed my bag and keys, then looked at Hannah to ask if she was good. She told me she was, and I left it there.

Work held steady throughout the morning. Calls came in, deals needed to be managed, and details needed to be controlled. The office moved in its efficient and predictable way. I handled a showing mid-morning with a client who talked too much and listened too little, then moved into a negotiation that required more patience than I felt like giving. By the time I got back to my desk, I had already decided which parts of the day mattered and which didn't. It wasn't complicated because it never was. By early afternoon, I wrapped up what needed to be handled and left the rest for the next day.

When I got home, the house was active again. Hailey was stretched out across the couch in the living room, talking on speaker without any intention of ending the conversation. Hannah sat at the kitchen island with her phone in hand, listening without fully engaging. I could see Andrew through the back window, standing near the pool with his phone, pacing slowly as he talked. I stood there for a moment and watched him without announcing myself until he ended the call and caught sight of me through the glass. He smiled, and I smiled back before stepping outside.

He asked how my day was, and I told him it was productive. “That’s your version of a good answer,” he said. I told him it was an accurate one, and he nodded in agreement. We stood there for a moment without saying anything else while Hailey laughed at something inside. Hannah said something quieter in response, the sound drifting through the screen. I leaned against the railing and looked out over the yard, noting that everything was where it was supposed to be. Nothing had shifted in a way that needed attention. I stayed there for another second before I pushed off the railing and headed back inside.

Dinner came together the same way it always did. Conversation moved easily with Hailey filling space without thinking about it, while Hannah spoke only when she needed to. Andrew asked questions he already knew the answers to, and nothing about the atmosphere felt different. After we ate, the girls went upstairs without being told, leaving Andrew and me in the kitchen to move through the cleanup without discussion. He rinsed while I loaded the dishwasher, maintaining our same positions and rhythm.

He asked if I was good, and I told him I was. He nodded once and dried his hands before commenting that the situation had been easy. I agreed with him. He glanced toward the stairs and then back at me to note that Hannah had handled it well. I told him she had, and he let that sit for a second before stepping past me toward the hallway. He asked if I was coming up, and I told him I would be there in a minute. He nodded and headed upstairs while I stayed behind in the quiet kitchen. I turned toward the window and looked out at the backyard where the pool lights cast the same soft glow across the patio. Inside, the house sounded the way it always did at night, with voices upstairs and the sounds of the day settling. Everything was in its place. I stood there a moment longer before I turned off the light and followed them upstairs.

CHAPTER 4

Graduation sat on the calendar like something we were all aware of without needing to talk about it constantly. It came up in pieces instead, manifesting as forms that needed to be signed or emails that required an answer. Dates were mentioned in passing and then confirmed again a few days later just to make sure nothing had been missed. It wasn't overwhelming, but rather a steady, slow movement toward something that had already been decided.

The house reflected it in small ways. There were stacks of papers on the counter that stayed a little longer than usual, and a list on the refrigerator that Hailey kept adding to until Hannah corrected it. Boxes in the hallway started empty and didn't stay that way for long. Nothing took over the space, but those reminders existed inside it. I moved through it the same way I moved through everything else by handling what was required and leaving the rest alone until it became necessary. It kept things from feeling heavier than they needed to be.

Andrew approached it differently by asking more questions. He wasn't trying to pressure either of them, but he kept every detail in front of him, from move-in dates to orientation times and housing details. He didn't miss anything, and he didn't always hide how much he was paying attention. “You’ve checked that already,” Hailey said one afternoon, looking up from the couch as he stood in the living room with his phone in his hand. He insisted he was checking it again, but she reminded him it hadn't changed. When he suggested it might have, both girls told him it hadn't. Andrew exhaled lightly and nodded once before sitting down with his phone still in his hand. I watched the exchange without interrupting because it wasn't tension as much as it was an adjustment. He was used to being involved in everything, and this part required him to step back in ways that didn't come naturally.

Later that night, I found him in the kitchen again, going through the same information he had already looked at twice. I told him he was going to know their schedules better than they did, and he admitted he already did. When I noted that wasn't something to be proud of, he glanced at me briefly and said he wasn't. He set his phone down and leaned back against the counter to admit he liked knowing where they were. I told him I knew, but he noted that it wasn't going to be the same. I agreed with him, and he accepted that without pushing it further. That was the difference between us because he needed to move through it while I simply let it come.

Upstairs, the girls handled it their own way. Hailey made it social by having people over more often for conversations that carried late into the night. Her room stayed in a constant state of being almost packed, as if she didn't want to commit to the idea of leaving until she absolutely had to. Hannah approached it quietly by packing in sections. She didn't do it dramatically, but she was consistent, clearing a drawer one day and a shelf the next. She didn't talk about it much, but it showed up in the way her room slowly changed shape. I stepped into her room one afternoon and paused just inside the doorway because, although it looked the same at first, the details had shifted. There was less clutter and a stack of books near the door that hadn't been there before. When she noticed me and asked what I wanted, I told her it was nothing. I stayed there for another second before I stepped back into the hallway without saying anything else.

Hailey’s room told a different story that I could hear from the hallway through the music and the voices on speaker. I knocked once before opening the door to find her sitting on the floor surrounded by clothes pulled out of her closet. She claimed it was a system, but I told her it didn't look like one. She insisted she just hadn't explained it yet. She held up a shirt and tossed it behind her to signify it was staying, then picked up another and dropped it in a pile that didn't look different from the first to show it was going. I told her that wasn't a system, but she argued it worked if she understood it. She smiled slightly and kept going while I picked up one of the shirts from the floor. When I asked when she had last worn it, she claimed the question wasn't relevant because the shirt was vintage. I pointed out it was from last year, but she said that counted anyway.

I set the shirt aside, and she didn't argue. That was how it usually went because she resisted just enough to feel like she had control before she adjusted to what made sense. I told her she wasn't taking everything, and although she claimed she knew that, I told her she was acting like she was. She glanced up at me and accused me of enjoying the process, and I admitted I was, just a little. I left her to it after a few minutes and closed the door behind me. The house stayed full, and that was the part that stood out to me. Even with the quiet shift happening in every room, it still felt complete with overlapping conversations and movement that carried from one space to another. Nothing had thinned out yet.

At dinner, the conversations stayed light and centered on plans for the weekend and graduation preparations. It all stayed on the surface without feeling forced. Andrew brought up the move-in details again, and Hailey told him to relax while Hannah corrected a date. I let it play out because that was the pattern we had established. After dinner, they disappeared upstairs again, and their voices carried through the house in the same way they always had. Andrew and I stayed in the kitchen, but he didn't reach for his phone this time. He just stood there for a moment, looking toward the stairs, and noted that it was getting close. I agreed with him.

I asked if he was good, and he told me he was just adjusting. I didn't respond right away because there wasn't anything to fix. I told him it was supposed to feel like this, and he said he knew. He looked at me then and held my gaze for a second longer than usual before he noted that we had done it right. I told him we had, and he let that sit where it was. That was enough for both of us. We turned off the lights and moved through the house to check the doors and make sure everything was where it needed to be. Upstairs, the girls were still awake, and their voices carried faintly through the hallway. I stepped into our room and set my things down while moving through the space without thinking about it. Nothing felt different yet, but everything was moving in that direction. It wasn't something that could be slowed down anymore; it just needed to be finished.

CHAPTER 5

The house felt full that night. It wasn't louder than usual or more crowded, but it felt complete in a way that didn't need to be pointed out. Everything remained where it had always been, and everyone occupied the same space at the same time without needing a reason for it. Andrew had grilled something simple that didn’t require attention once it was finished, so I handled the rest inside. I moved through the kitchen as I always did, not thinking about any of it beyond what needed to happen next.

The girls stayed close while I worked. Hailey moved in and out of the kitchen and talked about something that didn't matter enough to follow all the way through, while Hannah stayed at the counter. She was quieter, listening more than she spoke and adding a comment only when it made sense. Nothing about the evening felt staged, and no one said anything about it being the last night before everything shifted. No one needed to mention it.

Dinner happened at the island with plates set down and glasses filled. Everyone stood or sat wherever they ended up without any real structure because it was easier and less deliberate that way. It felt like how everything else had always been. Andrew leaned against the counter and ate slowly as he listened to Hailey talk through a story about a friend that kept changing as she told it. “That’s not how that happened,” Hannah said, but Hailey insisted she was right. When Hannah pointed out she had been there, Hailey claimed her sister hadn't been paying attention. I watched them go back and forth and smiled to myself without stepping in. Andrew glanced at me briefly and then back at them with an easy, settled expression.

“You’re both wrong,” he said, which made them look at him at the same time. When Hailey asked how that was possible, he explained that neither of them was telling it the way it actually happened. She told him that didn't make sense, but he insisted she just didn't like the truth. Hannah shook her head and noted that he wasn't being helpful. “It’s accurate,” he countered. Hannah pointed out that it wasn't the same thing, but he just smiled and took another bite. The conversation moved on without effort and shifted into something else without anyone needing to redirect it. That was how it had always worked because nothing needed to be managed; it just moved.

I stayed in the moment without trying to hold onto it. There was a time when I would have noticed every detail and tried to fix it in place to make it last longer, but that had never worked. It only made things feel smaller than they were, and I finally let it happen. Hailey moved around the kitchen again to grab something she didn't need before setting it down somewhere else. Hannah stayed where she was, her attention shifting between the conversation and her phone without pulling her away completely. Andrew stayed where he always did, steady and present, watching everything without making it obvious.

At some point, Hailey stepped outside with her phone in her hand. Andrew told her she wasn't going anywhere, and she told him to relax before the door closed behind her. Hannah stayed inside and didn't follow her sister. She didn't say anything about it, but she shifted slightly and took up the space Hailey had left without making it noticeable. Andrew pushed off the counter and moved toward the sink to rinse his plate without being asked, and I stepped in beside him to pick up the rest. We maintained the same rhythm and positions we had held for years.

I asked Hannah if she wanted anything else, but she told me she was sure she didn't. I nodded once and left it there. She stayed a few minutes longer before she pushed her plate forward and stood up to go upstairs. Andrew told her not to stay up all night, and she promised she wouldn't. She glanced at me briefly before she moved past us without stopping. The house shifted again, feeling slightly less full than it had moments before. Hailey came back in a few minutes later with her energy exactly where it had been before she stepped out. “You guys are boring,” she said. Andrew told her that wasn't new, but she insisted it was worse tonight. He called that her perspective, but she maintained it was accurate.

She grabbed a drink and leaned against the counter while looking between us as if she were deciding whether to stay or go upstairs. I asked if she was good, and she told me she was just thinking. When I asked about what, she said it was nothing important. She stayed another minute before she pushed off the counter and went up to join her sister. The house settled then. It wasn't empty or quiet, but it was settled. Andrew and I finished in the kitchen the way we always did. He rinsed while I loaded, and no conversation was required.

He dried his hands slowly and leaned back against the counter to look toward the hallway for a second. He turned his attention back to me and noted that they were ready. I told him they were. He nodded once and remarked on how fast it had happened. I told him it always was. He let that sit for a second before he pushed off the counter and moved toward the back door, and I followed him outside. The air felt warm and steady, carrying the kind of quiet that only came when everything inside the house had slowed down. The pool lights were on, and the yard looked exactly the way it always did.

We stood there side by side without saying anything because there wasn't anything to add. He told me they would be fine, and I told him I knew they would. He glanced at me briefly to ask if I was good, and I told him I was. He looked back out over the yard and noted they had everything they needed. I agreed with him. He exhaled slowly and noted that was what mattered. I leaned lightly against the railing and let the moment sit where it was without trying to shape it into anything more. Inside, a door closed upstairs and then another. They were familiar sounds that told me nothing was out of place.

We stayed outside a few minutes longer without needing to talk. When he stepped back toward the door and asked if I was coming, I told him I would be there in a minute. He nodded and went inside while I stayed where I was. The yard and the house looked and sounded the same, and everything remained exactly where it was supposed to be. I stood there a little longer before I turned and followed him inside. Upstairs, the girls were in their rooms with the lights on and their voices low. Life was still in motion. I moved through the hallway and past both doors without stopping. Nothing needed to be said or held onto because it had all already happened, and it was already moving past us.

CHAPTER 6

The morning moved the same way everything else had. Coffee, movement through the kitchen, and doors opening and closing upstairs defined the house waking up without needing direction. The bags by the door were the only things that didn’t belong, having been packed over the past week in pieces. Seeing them there made it clear this wasn’t something we were easing into anymore. Andrew stood near the counter with a cup in his hand, though he wasn't drinking from it.

When I asked if he was ready, he insisted he was, but I told him he didn't look it. He didn't argue further, and I left it there. Hailey came down first, moving faster than she needed to with her phone in her hand as if she were keeping herself occupied on purpose. She asked if we were late, but I assured her we were on time. She set her bag down and looked around the house for a second without focusing on anything. Hannah followed a few seconds later in a slower, more measured way. She didn't say anything right away, but she glanced at the bags before moving into the kitchen to pour herself a glass of water.

I told her to eat something, and though she promised she would, I reminded her she had said that yesterday. “I mean it today,” she said with a small smile as she reached for something without argument. Hailey didn’t eat, choosing to move around the kitchen instead and opening cabinets she didn’t need. Andrew told her she wasn't helping, but she claimed she was doing something. When he told her she was doing nothing, she stopped and accused him of being in a mood. He denied it, but Hannah didn't look up as she confirmed that he was. Andrew exhaled once and told them to get their stuff, and when Hailey continued to pace, he told her to stand still. She claimed that was worse, and I let it play out. It wasn't tension, but rather space being filled because no one wanted to sit in what wasn’t being said.

I checked for keys, phone chargers, and IDs, and the girls confirmed everything was handled. When it was time to leave, no one rushed. Andrew carried the first bag out, I took the second, and the girls followed with the rest. The driveway and the car looked exactly the same, and nothing about the outside reflected what the inside had already accepted. Andrew asked if everyone was good, and after they both confirmed, he told them to get in. The drive started quietly, but it wasn't empty. Andrew’s hands stayed steady on the wheel as he maintained the same controlled presence he carried into everything else. Hailey filled the silence first by talking about move-in details, and Hannah corrected her whenever a detail was wrong. Andrew asked questions he already knew the answers to while I listened.

Campus shifted everything with cars and people moving in every direction. We found their building and moved through the process of unloading boxes and finding their rooms. Hailey claimed her space immediately, and though Hannah started to protest, she eventually gave in. Andrew set a box down and asked if they needed anything else, but they both assured him they were good. He didn't offer any over-explaining or unnecessary instructions. When it was time to say goodbye, it just happened without anyone needing to say it. Andrew told them to call if they needed anything, and Hailey told us to text her when we got back.

I hugged Hannah first, and she held on just long enough to matter before pulling back. When I told her I loved her, she said it back. I turned to Hailey, who hugged me tighter. I told her I loved her, too. Andrew stepped in next and followed the same pattern with his usual control. When we left, neither of them followed us out because they didn't need to. They had already moved forward. The walk back to the car was quiet, and we got in without saying anything. After a minute of driving, Andrew noted that they were good and would be fine. I agreed with him, and he nodded.

Traffic moved steadily around us without forcing our attention. I kept my gaze forward, but the shift happened gradually. My vision softened slightly before I understood why, and I blinked a few times to keep everything steady. I didn’t speak or turn away, but I let the feeling pass through me. Andrew didn’t look over right away, but he reached across the console and rested his hand lightly over mine. He wasn't pulling or interrupting, but he was just there. I exhaled slowly and told him I was okay. “I know,” he answered. His hand stayed there another moment before it eased back, and I settled back into myself.

Neither of us said anything else for the rest of the drive. When we pulled into the driveway, the house looked exactly the same, but the quiet didn't change once we went inside. There were no voices upstairs and no movement in the hallway. Andrew set his keys down and stood there for a second while I set my bag down beside him. He noted that there was nothing we needed to do, and I told him he was right. He asked if I was good, and when I told him I was, he said he was too. We moved in different directions without thinking about it. It was the same house in a different shape, and there was nothing left to fill it but us.

CHAPTER 7

The house stayed quiet the next morning. No doors opened upstairs, no voices carried down the hallway, and no one moved through the space except for us. I woke up at the same time and moved through the same routine of coffee and the closet. I made the same decisions in the same way, ensuring the structure of my day held firm.

Andrew was already in the kitchen when I entered. He looked up with a cup in his hand and asked if I had slept. I told him I had and asked the same of him. He claimed he had slept enough before nodding once and handing me a cup before I could ask for it. I moved through the kitchen and straightened a few things that didn’t need it, adjusting a plate that was already in place simply because the space didn’t push back on the effort. He asked if I wanted breakfast, but I told him no. He didn't ask again. I took a sip of coffee and leaned lightly against the counter, looking toward the stairs without expecting anything to happen. Nothing did.

He asked if I was heading out soon and warned me that I would be late if I didn't leave. I told him I wouldn't be late, but he insisted I was cutting it close. When I told him I wasn't, he smiled slightly and let it go. I picked up my keys and bag and moved toward the door without rushing while the house stayed quiet behind me. The drive to work followed the same pattern it always did. Traffic moved, and lights changed while people drove either too fast or too slow, depending on what I needed from them.

The office held steady throughout the morning. Calls came in, meetings moved forward, and decisions were made without any delay. Everything stayed contained and predictable, exactly where it was supposed to be. I walked through a showing mid-morning with a client who talked more than he listened, then handled a negotiation that needed to be closed before anyone had time to complicate the terms. By the time I stepped back into my office, the day had already taken shape. It stayed that way because there was no empty space to account for and no silence I had to adjust around. I stayed longer than I needed to since there was no reason to leave early.

When I finally did leave, the drive home felt shorter. The house looked the same when I pulled in, but inside, it didn’t sound the same. Andrew sat in the living room where he usually did with the remote in his hand. The television was on, but he wasn’t following the program closely. He noted that I was home, and I confirmed it. When he asked how my day was, I told him it was fine, and he nodded once. I set my bag down and moved into the kitchen to open the refrigerator, only to close it again without taking anything out. I asked if he had eaten, and he said he hadn't. I told him he should, and he promised he would.

I leaned against the counter and looked toward the living room without stepping into it yet. I asked if he had talked to the girls, and he told me that he had and that they were good. I nodded once, and he didn't add anything else. I didn't ask for more. I pushed off the counter and walked into the living room to sit across from him without turning the volume up. He noted that it felt different, and I agreed. He said it wasn't bad, just quieter, and I agreed with that too. He looked at the screen again before setting the remote down on the table in front of him.

We sat there without trying to fill the silence. After a minute, I stood and went back into the kitchen to ask what he wanted for dinner. He told me he wanted whatever was easy, which I noted didn't narrow things down much. He insisted it did. I pulled a few things out and made a decision without thinking about it longer than necessary. Andrew came in a few minutes later and leaned against the counter across from me. He asked if I needed help, but I told him I was sure I didn't. He stayed anyway. I moved around him without needing to ask him to move, working through the kitchen the same way I always did.

Dinner didn't take long, and we ate at the island in our same places with no one else filling the space. The conversation stayed simple as we discussed work, schedules, and what needed to be handled the next day. Nothing extended beyond what it needed to be. When we finished, we cleaned up the same way we always had. He rinsed while I loaded the dishwasher without any discussion. When it was done, he dried his hands and looked toward the living room to ask if I wanted to watch something. I told him not really, so he walked back into the living room.

I stayed in the kitchen a moment longer and looked out at the backyard. The pool lights were on, and the patio held still. Everything outside looked exactly the same as it always had. I turned off the light and walked into the living room, sitting down next to him instead of across from him this time. He didn't comment on the change. The television stayed low while we sat there without saying anything. The house didn't feel empty because it held its shape. There just wasn't anything in it that needed us right away.

CHAPTER 8

The decision didn’t take long. It came up the second night, the house stayed quiet while Andrew leaned against the kitchen counter with his phone in his hand, not doing anything with it. “We should get out of here,” he said. I looked up from where I was standing, not surprised by the suggestion, and asked how long he had in mind. He suggested a couple of days, and when I asked where we would go, he told me it didn't matter. I nodded once and agreed. That was the extent of the discussion because we didn't need to talk about timing or logistics. The hollow space in the house had already made the decision for us.

By the next morning, we were packed. We hadn't overpacked or rushed, bringing just enough for a few days away. The drive out felt different than the drive home from campus; it wasn't necessarily quieter, but it felt looser. The tension that had been sitting under everything since the girls left started to shift, moving from the center to somewhere less prominent. Andrew drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting near the console, his focus forward with that same controlled, steady presence he always carried. I watched the road for a while before leaning my head back against the seat. “You needed this,” he said. I told him he did too, and he agreed without needing to add anything else.

The place he picked wasn’t far. It was beachside, clean, and private enough that it didn’t feel crowded, yet not so isolated that it felt unfamiliar. We checked in, got the key, and walked into the room without saying anything. It was a simple space with a bed, a balcony, and glass doors that opened out toward the water. I stepped inside first and set my bag down without looking at the details too closely. Andrew came in behind me and closed the door quietly. For a second, neither of us moved. Then he stepped past me and slid the glass door open to let the air in, allowing the sound of the water to fill the room.

I walked out onto the balcony and rested my hands on the railing while I looked over the waves without thinking about anything else. The shift settled over me, not forced or sudden, but simply present. Andrew stepped up behind me, coming close enough that I felt his presence before he touched me. His hand came to my waist and rested there without pulling me back, and I didn't move away. He asked if I felt better, and I told him I did. I turned slightly to look at him and found him already watching me. He wasn't looking at me casually or with distraction; he was focused, and there was a clarity in his gaze that felt different. I held the moment for a second longer than I usually would have before I turned back toward the water.

He didn't let the connection drop. His hand stayed where it was before it shifted just enough. His thumb moved slightly against my side in a small, deliberate motion that only appeared absent-minded. I exhaled slowly, keeping myself steady and controlled. “You’re thinking,” he said. I told him I always thought, but he noted it wasn't usually like this. I didn't answer because he wasn't wrong. The air felt closer out there, neither heavier nor lighter than before. I turned back toward him fully this time, and he didn't step back or adjust. He just held his position.

When he asked what I was thinking, I told him it was nothing. He watched me for another second before his hand shifted again, sliding slightly along my waist without asking or pushing. I didn’t stop him, and that was the part that registered. It wasn't about what he was doing, but rather what I wasn't doing to prevent it. He stepped closer until there wasn't any space left between us. His hand moved again, slower and more deliberate this time, and I felt it without pulling away or interrupting him. He leaned in and brushed his mouth against mine without pressure at first. It wasn't a full kiss, just a testing contact, and I didn't move.

Then I moved barely enough, and that was all it took. His hand tightened slightly at my waist as he closed the distance fully, and the kiss shifted from something light into something that held. It was familiar, but not the same as it had been. There was an awareness underneath it now that hadn't been there before, something that wasn't quite urgency and wasn't quite restraint. I responded without thinking about it or trying to manage the situation. His hand moved again, sliding from my waist to my hip to pull me closer without forcing the movement. I let him. My hands came up and rested against his chest at first before moving without direction.

There wasn't a conversation happening anymore, at least not with words. The space between us closed completely while the sound of the water stayed steady and unchanged behind us. Everything else narrowed down to the two of us. His mouth moved against mine again, deeper and more intentional. I felt the shift in him and in myself, a subtle but undeniable change. His hand slid along my side again without stopping, and I didn't stop him. I didn't think about it or question it; I just stayed in it. He pulled back just enough to look at me, not breaking the connection but simply checking in. I held his gaze without saying anything because I didn't need to. He nodded once, almost to himself, and then his hand moved again.

He nodded once, almost to himself, and then his hand moved again.

His fingers worked the button of my jeans open with practiced ease, then dragged the zipper down slowly. The sound felt intimate against the distant crash of waves. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and tugged both my jeans and panties down my hips in one smooth motion. I stepped out of them as they pooled at my ankles, kicking them aside. At the same time, I reached for the hem of my shirt, pulling it up and over my head, then unclasped my bra and let it fall away. The warm ocean air brushed across my bare skin, raising goosebumps that had nothing to do with the temperature.

Andrew’s eyes moved over me with that same focused hunger I’d felt on the balcony, but he didn’t speak. I returned the favor, my hands going to his jeans. I unbuttoned them, lowered the zipper, and pushed both his pants and briefs down his thighs. He shrugged out of his shirt in one fluid motion, tossing it behind him. For a moment, we stood there, completely naked in the soft light filtering through the glass doors, the sound of the water filling the quiet between us.

I dropped to my knees without hesitation.

His cock was already hard, thick, and familiar. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, lips closing around the head before sliding down his length. I kept my hands on his thighs for balance, never using them on his shaft—just my mouth, slow and deliberate at first, then deeper, wetter, building a rhythm that made his breathing change. I sucked him with steady, focused strokes, tongue pressing along the underside, until his hips gave a small involuntary thrust and I felt him swell against my tongue. He came hard, pulsing in my mouth, and I swallowed every drop without pulling away.

“God, baby,” he groaned, his voice rough with satisfaction as his hand gently stroked my hair. “You are so fucking good at that.”

I rose to my feet, lips slightly swollen, and he pulled me into another deep kiss before guiding me toward the bed. We climbed onto it together, the sheets cool against my heated skin. Andrew settled between my thighs, his mouth finding me immediately—hot, skilled, and unhurried. His tongue moved with the kind of precision that came from years of knowing exactly what I liked. I ran my fingers through his hair, holding him there as pleasure built in slow, rolling waves. In the back of my mind, a quiet thought surfaced: he had always been so good at this... not that I had anyone to compare him to.

He brought me right to the edge before stopping, leaving me aching and breathless. I turned over without needing to be told, getting on all fours in the center of the bed. Andrew positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He rubbed the head of his cock along my slick folds once, then pushed inside my pussy in one smooth thrust. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock moving in and out of me filled the room—obscene, intimate, unmistakable. He fucked me steadily, deep and controlled, the slap of skin against skin mixing with the ocean beyond the balcony.

I reached back between my legs, wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock as he pulled out, and guided the head higher. He understood instantly. With slow, careful pressure, he pressed forward, sliding into my ass inch by inch until he was buried inside me. The stretch was familiar yet intense, a sensation I hadn’t allowed in years. As he began to move—slow, deliberate strokes at first, then deeper—I thought about how I only used to let Andrew fuck me in the ass when we were teenagers. Had we kept at it that way or been safer when we started having vaginal sex, we might not have had the girls.

The thought sent a strange, sharp thrill through me. I slid my hand between my legs and rubbed my clit in tight circles while he fucked my ass with increasing rhythm. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter until it broke over me in a sudden, shuddering orgasm. My body clenched around him as I came, a low moan escaping my lips.

Andrew followed seconds later, groaning my name as he spilled deep inside my ass, his hips pressed tight against me.

We collapsed together onto the bed, bodies slick with sweat, breathing ragged. He pulled me against his chest, one arm draped possessively over my waist as the sound of the waves slowly drifted back into awareness. Neither of us spoke right away. The quiet felt charged, intimate, and layered with everything we still hadn’t said out loud.

CHAPTER 9

The afternoon settled into a quiet that didn’t push either of us to leave the room.

The balcony door stayed open. The sound of the water carried in without drawing attention. Nothing in the space felt like it needed to be interrupted. Andrew sat at the edge of the bed, remote in his hand, flipping through channels without stopping. I was stretched out behind him, not asleep, just watching him move past the same options again and again. I told him he wasn’t even looking, but he insisted he was. He paused on something for a second, then moved past it, telling me to pick something if I cared so much. I told him I didn’t care what we watched. He said that was helpful and kept going.

Movies. Shows. Sports. Nothing held.

Then he stopped. He didn’t scroll past it. He just left it there. I pushed myself up onto my elbows and asked what he was looking at. He didn’t turn around right away and said it was nothing. I told him that wasn’t anything. He exhaled once and glanced back at me, saying it was just there. I leaned forward slightly, looking past him at the screen. The title sat there, clear enough: Real Shared Wives of Beverly Hills. I looked at it for a second, then back at him. I told him to put it on.

He held my eyes and asked if I was sure. I told him I was. He hesitated, then selected it.

The room stayed quiet. Not awkward, just aware. He didn’t move back on the bed; he stayed where he was, sitting forward slightly, like he hadn't decided how close he should be. I shifted up behind him, closer than before, until my leg brushed lightly against his back. He felt it but didn’t move away. The screen filled, and the sound followed. Neither of us said anything.

At first, it played like anything else we could have put on. Background. Then it didn’t. I felt the change before I looked at him. His posture adjusted slightly. His shoulders settled. His attention fixed. I watched him instead of the screen. He didn’t look back or shift away, and he didn’t reach for the remote. The space between us narrowed without either of us making a decision to close it.

I moved closer again, this time without stopping, until there wasn’t any space left between us. My hand rested lightly against his arm. He exhaled slowly and didn’t move or stop me. The screen kept moving. The sound stayed low, steady, and present. I didn’t look at it anymore. I was watching him. I watched the way he stayed still, the way he didn’t interrupt it, and the way he didn’t turn away.

I let my hand slide slightly—not enough to make it obvious, just enough to feel the shift. He didn’t pull away or turn, but there was a slight change in his breathing. I leaned forward, close enough now that he would feel it before anything else happened. He didn’t stop me, ask anything, or say a word. The room stayed quiet except for the sound coming from the TV, and neither of us reached for the remote.

We moved fast, almost urgently, without speaking. Andrew stood just long enough to strip off his shorts and shirt. I pulled my own clothes off and dropped them on the floor. In seconds, we were both naked again. I climbed onto the bed on all fours, facing the television. Andrew positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips as he lined up and pushed inside my pussy in one smooth thrust.

On the screen, a woman was on her hands and knees just like me, moaning loudly as another man fucked her hard from behind. Her husband sat in a chair a few feet away, stroking his cock slowly while he watched. The wet, rhythmic slap of skin filled the room—from the television and from Andrew driving into me.

I told him this was so fucking hot, my voice catching with each thrust. I asked him if he watched this kind of porn and thought about me being the woman. Andrew groaned, his hips snapping forward harder, and admitted he did it all the time.

The admission sent heat rushing through me. I pushed back against him, meeting every stroke, and asked if he wanted to watch me get fucked by another man while he watched. He answered immediately, his voice raw.

"Fuck yes," he said.

His pace quickened, pounding into me as we both stared at the screen. The husband on the television groaned loudly and came, thick ropes landing on his own stomach. The man fucking the woman pulled out at the same moment, stroking himself until he exploded across her face in a messy facial. She opened her mouth for it, moaning as it hit her lips and cheeks.

The sight, combined with Andrew’s cock driving deep inside me and the raw honesty of his words, pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit hard and suddenly. My body clenched around him as waves of pleasure rolled through me. At the exact same moment, I felt Andrew bury himself to the hilt and cum inside me, pulsing hot and deep with a low, guttural groan.

We stayed locked together like that, breathing hard, the sounds from the TV slowly fading into the background again. My arms trembled slightly as the aftershocks passed through me. Andrew’s hands stayed firm on my hips, holding me in place as his cock twitched one last time inside me.

Andrew pulled out and sat back, his hands dropping away from my hips as his breathing slowed. I lowered myself onto the bed and turned onto my side, pulling the sheet across my legs while the television continued playing behind us.

He reached for the remote and shut it off.

The room went quiet. Not empty, just still. I looked over at him, and he was already watching me.

“That was hot,” I said.

He let out a short breath and nodded. “Yeah, it was.” He leaned forward slightly, resting his forearms on his thighs, still looking at me. “I’ve thought about that,” he said.

I didn’t react right away. I just watched him. “For a while?”

“For a long while.”

He didn’t add anything to it. I shifted on the bed, turning more toward him so I wasn’t half-facing away anymore.

“You’ve never said anything,” I said.

“It’s not something most husbands would tell their wives,” he said. “Most wives would lose their shit if their husband said something like that to them.”

“We’re not most married couples. I’m your wife. I thought we told each other everything.”

“We do for the most part, but we don’t talk about those types of things.”

“We are now, and maybe we need to,” I said.

“Would you ever?” he asked.

I didn’t answer immediately. I shifted slightly, pulling the sheet a little higher without breaking eye contact. “With the right guy, maybe,” I said. “Is it a fantasy or something you want?” I asked.

“It started as a fantasy, but it’s something I want.”

“Do you think you’d be able to handle it?”

“I know I can. I’ve researched it. It doesn’t work for everyone, but I think it would work for us.”

“Why do you sound so confident about it?” I asked.

“Because I am. We’ve gone from teenagers to young adults to adults who raised two amazing daughters. I believe that you having sex with another guy wouldn’t change how we feel about each other.”

I thought about his words before responding. “I think you’re right… I don’t think it would change us.”

“So, if the right guy came along, you would?”

“If the right guy came along and we were both on the same page about it, then more likely yes than no.”

“I can live with that,” he said.

“I love you, honey,” I said.

“I love you too, babe.”

CHAPTER 10

The drive home felt shorter than the drive out had. The beach and the ocean slowly gave way to familiar highways, then to our neighborhood streets. Andrew kept one hand on the wheel and the other resting near the console, the same relaxed posture he’d had on the way there. We didn’t talk much. The quiet wasn’t uncomfortable, but it carried weight now—layers of everything we had said and done in that hotel room.

When we pulled into the driveway, the house looked exactly as we had left it. The same lights, the same empty driveway, the same stillness. Andrew cut the engine and sat there for a second before he reached over and squeezed my thigh once.

“Home,” he said simply. I nodded and got out.

Inside, the silence hit harder than it had before the trip. No music drifting from upstairs, no laughter bouncing off the walls, no Hailey yelling down the stairs asking where something was. The house felt larger, emptier in a way that made the air feel heavier. I set my bag down in the entryway and walked into the kitchen, opening the refrigerator out of habit even though I wasn’t hungry. Andrew followed a moment later and stood near the island, looking around like he was seeing the space for the first time.

“I miss them already,” he said quietly.

I closed the refrigerator door and turned to face him. “Me too.”

We didn’t say anything else about it. We didn’t need to. The missing was just there now, a new shape in the house we had built together.

That night, we moved through our usual routines—unpacking, showers, a simple dinner at the island. The conversation stayed light and surface-level: work emails I needed to catch up on, a client Andrew had to call in the morning, and whether we should restock the coffee. Neither of us brought up the hotel room. Not the porn we had watched, not the things he had admitted, not the words I had said in return. It was as if we had silently agreed to let it sit for a while.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

Later, after we had gone to bed, Andrew fell asleep quickly, his breathing deep and even beside me. I lay on my back staring at the ceiling for a long time, the darkness of our bedroom feeling closer than usual. The conversation kept replaying in my head—his calm confidence, the way he had said he wanted to watch me with another man, the way my own body had reacted when I answered him. I kept turning it over, trying to understand why the idea didn’t scare me the way it probably should have.

Eventually, I gave up on sleep. I slipped out of bed carefully, grabbed my phone from the nightstand, and padded downstairs to the living room. The house was completely quiet except for the low hum of the air conditioning. I curled up on the couch, pulled a throw blanket over my legs, and opened the browser on my phone.

I typed in the search bar slowly, hesitating for only a second before I hit enter: wife sharing porn.

The results loaded instantly. I clicked on the first video that looked realistic—not too staged, not too extreme. A woman who looked a little like me, blonde and confident, was kneeling in front of a man who wasn’t her husband while her husband sat across the room watching, his hand moving slowly over himself. I turned the volume down low and watched.

At first, I was just observing, trying to figure out what Andrew saw in this. The husband’s face wasn’t angry or jealous; it was focused, hungry in a way that felt strangely familiar. The woman looked completely in control even while she was on her knees. She kept glancing back at her husband, checking in without words, and he would nod or smile slightly. There was trust there. No chaos. No recklessness.

I clicked on another video. Then another. Each one showed variations of the same thing—husbands watching, wives being desired, the marriage still clearly at the center. The more I watched, the less foreign it felt. My body started to respond before my mind fully caught up. Heat built low in my belly. My breathing changed.

I glanced toward the stairs to make sure Andrew was still asleep, then slid my hand under the blanket and into my panties. I was already wet. I kept the phone in my other hand and let the video play while my fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles over my clit. On the screen, the wife was on all fours, moaning as another man fucked her from behind while her husband stroked himself and told her how beautiful she looked. The words the husband used—praise mixed with raw desire—sent a sharp thrill through me.

I imagined Andrew in that chair. Imagined his eyes on me while someone else touched me, fucked me, made me come. The thought should have felt wrong. Instead, it felt electric. My fingers moved faster, pressing harder, matching the rhythm of the couple on screen. When the woman in the video came, shaking and crying out, I came with her—quiet, intense, my thighs tightening around my hand as the orgasm rolled through me in deep waves.

I stayed there for a minute afterward, breathing hard, the glow of the phone screen the only light in the room. The video kept playing, but I barely noticed it now. I locked the screen and set the phone aside, pulling the blanket higher around me.

The house was still quiet. Andrew was still asleep upstairs.

I knew he wanted it, and I felt that I wanted it too.

CHAPTER 11

The days after we got home settled into a new kind of rhythm. The house was still quiet, but I was starting to move through it without constantly noticing the missing voices or the empty rooms. Work kept me busy—showings, contracts, client calls—but something had shifted in the way I moved through the world outside our front door.

I had always been used to men paying attention to me. It came with the territory of my job and the way I looked. I had learned long ago how to use it without letting it use me: a confident smile, a well-timed pause, the right outfit that said professional but never invisible. Most of the time, I barely registered the stares anymore. They were background noise, useful when I needed leverage in a negotiation, harmless the rest of the time.

Now I noticed them more.

At a listing appointment mid-week, the husband of the couple kept glancing at me when his wife wasn’t looking. His eyes lingered on the way my blouse fit across my chest, then dropped to my legs when I crossed them. Before the trip, I would have filed it away as standard client behavior. This time, I caught myself wondering what Andrew would look like if he were sitting in the corner of the room, watching that same man stare at me. The thought sent a low, unexpected warmth through my stomach. I pushed it aside and focused on the comps I had prepared, but the awareness stayed with me.

It happened again at the grocery store. A tall, athletic man in his late thirties stood in the produce section, casually checking me out while pretending to compare avocados. He was handsome in a quiet, confident way—broad shoulders, easy posture, the kind of face that suggested he knew how to handle himself. I met his eyes for a second longer than I normally would have. Instead of looking away, I let the moment stretch. In my mind, I pictured Andrew sitting nearby, coffee in hand, watching the way this stranger looked at me. The image sharpened: the stranger’s hands on my waist, Andrew’s eyes locked on us, that same focused hunger I had seen when we watched the video together.

I wondered what it would actually feel like.

Would I be able to go through with it? Could I let another man touch me, fuck me, while Andrew watched every second? Would I feel powerful? Exposed? Guilty afterward? Or would it feel like the controlled expansion the conversation in the hotel had hinted at—something that belonged to us instead of pulling us apart?

And what about Andrew? He had sounded so certain on the trip. But would that confidence hold when it was real? When another man was inside me, making me moan in ways he had only ever heard from me in private? Would he still look at me the same way afterward, or would something quiet and irreversible change in his eyes?

The questions followed me home and stayed with me through dinner. Andrew and I talked about normal things—work, a text from Hailey about her new roommate, and whether we should repaint the guest bathroom. Neither of us mentioned the hotel conversation. It sat between us like an unopened door we both knew was there.

That night, after Andrew had fallen asleep, I slipped downstairs again with my phone. I opened the browser and went straight to the same sites I had visited before. This time, I was more deliberate. I searched for longer videos, ones that showed the couples talking before and after, the husbands reassuring their wives, the wives checking in with soft glances or quiet words. I watched a scene where the wife rode another man reverse cowgirl while her husband sat at the edge of the bed, stroking himself and telling her how sexy she looked taking someone else.

My hand slid into my panties almost without thinking. I was wet again. I rubbed slow circles over my clit while the woman on screen moaned louder, her eyes flicking to her husband for approval. The fantasy sharpened in my mind: Andrew in that chair, his cock hard in his hand, watching me with that same steady, hungry focus. I imagined another man’s hands gripping my hips, his cock sliding deep while Andrew’s voice told me to come for him.

I came quietly on the couch, thighs trembling, biting my lip to keep any sound from escaping. The orgasm left me breathing hard, the phone screen glowing against my chest.

When my pulse slowed, I didn’t close the browser right away. Instead, I started reading. Articles, forums, and personal stories from couples who had tried this exact thing. Some warned about jealousy destroying marriages. Others described it as the deepest form of trust they had ever experienced. The ones that stayed with me were the couples who sounded like us—long-term, secure, emotionally grounded. They kept coming back to the same point: it was just sex. The love, the marriage, the foundation—that stayed untouched.

I read until the sky outside the window started to lighten. By the time I finally went back upstairs and slipped into bed beside Andrew, I had reached the same quiet conclusion he had voiced in the hotel room.

It wouldn’t change how much we loved each other.

It would just be sex.

And for the first time, that thought didn’t feel dangerous.

It felt possible.

CHAPTER 12

Christopher Jennings was a wealthy client from Los Angeles who was staying in Tampa to purchase an investment property. At twenty-seven, he was already successful, sexy, and confident in a way that didn’t need to try hard. He had dark hair, sharp features, and the kind of presence that filled a room without raising his voice. Everything about him suggested money moved quickly for him—private jets, last-minute decisions, the casual certainty that the world would adjust to his schedule.

I had dealt with plenty of male clients who flirted with me over the years, but not the way Chris did.

We were standing in the living room of the fifth property I had shown him—a sleek waterfront home with an infinity pool and private dock that overlooked the bay. The late afternoon light poured through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long golden reflections across the polished concrete floors. The paperwork for his offer was spread out on the kitchen island behind us, still waiting for final signatures. We were completely alone after the last walkthrough; the listing agent had already left, and the sellers were elsewhere. The air carried the faint scent of fresh paint and the salty breeze drifting in from the open balcony doors.

He turned to me after reviewing the final numbers, slipping one hand into the pocket of his tailored trousers. “I would like to show you how grateful I am for all of your help.”

I smiled the same professional smile I had used countless times before—polite, warm enough to keep things pleasant, but firmly on the right side of the line. “The commission is thanks enough, Chris.”

He didn’t smile back or let it drop. Instead, he stepped closer, his eyes moving slowly and openly over me—tracing the fitted lines of my blouse, the way my skirt hugged my hips, the length of my legs in the heels I had chosen that morning. The attention felt heavier than the usual glances I received at showings. It wasn’t subtle or masked as casual conversation. It was deliberate.

“You’re sexy as hell, Natalie,” he said, voice low and even. “I want to thank you properly. I’ve been thinking about how badly I want you since the first time I saw you.”

A flicker of heat stirred low in my stomach, unexpected but unmistakable. I kept my posture relaxed, my expression steady, the same controlled calm I relied on in every negotiation. My mind flashed briefly to the hotel room with Andrew, to the videos I had watched alone on the couch, to the quiet fantasies that had been growing sharper in the weeks since we returned home. But this was different. This wasn’t fantasy. This was a real man standing three feet away, saying the words out loud while the ink on his offer was still drying.

“You know that I’m married,” I said, my voice calm and even, neither defensive nor encouraging.

He held my gaze without the slightest hesitation or apology. “I’m not trying to steal you from your husband,” he said, calm and direct. “I just want to show you a good time. Let me know if you’re interested.”

The words hung in the quiet space between us. He didn’t lean in further, didn’t reach for me, didn’t push. He simply stood there, confident and unhurried, as if turning down an attractive married woman was simply another possible outcome he had already considered and accepted. There was no awkwardness in his posture, no rush to fill the silence. He waited, letting the offer sit exactly where he had placed it.

For a moment, the only sound was the distant lap of water against the dock outside and the faint hum of the air conditioning. I felt the weight of his attention settle over my skin like the warm sunlight coming through the windows. Part of me—the part that had always used presence as leverage in deals—recognized exactly what he was doing. It was clean, direct, and free of the usual clumsy games. Another part of me, the one that had been turning over Andrew’s words and my own late-night research, felt the pull of curiosity sharpen into something more immediate.

He didn’t push any further. He simply stood there for another moment, then gave a small, easy nod and turned his attention back to the paperwork on the island, as if the conversation had been no more significant than a comment on the weather or the view from the balcony.

I remained exactly where I was, the echo of his words lingering in the quiet space between us while the deal still sat unfinished on the counter. My pulse had kicked up, steady but noticeable, and I could still feel the trace of heat where his gaze had traveled over me.

The property felt larger suddenly, the open layout and high ceilings amplifying the silence. Outside, the bay sparkled under the lowering sun, indifferent to the shift that had just happened inside. I adjusted the strap of my bag on my shoulder, buying a second to steady myself, and watched as Chris picked up one of the documents and scanned it again with the same focused calm he had shown since we met.

Nothing had been decided. The offer wasn’t signed yet. And yet the door he had opened with those few sentences felt more real than any of the quiet thoughts I had been carrying alone at night.

I exhaled slowly, keeping my voice professional as I stepped closer to the island. “We should finish reviewing these numbers before we wrap up for the day.”

Chris glanced up, that same confident half-smile touching his lips for just a moment. “Of course,” he said. “Whenever you’re ready.”

The deal was still unfinished.

But something else between us had already begun to take shape.

CHAPTER 13

Andrew stood at the sink rinsing a plate while I loaded the dishwasher. The routine felt the same as any other night after dinner. I waited for the water to stop before I spoke.

"A client made a move on me today," I said.

He set the plate down and reached for the next one without looking up. "Who was it?"

"Christopher Jennings," I said. "The one from Los Angeles looking at the waterfront property."

Andrew nodded and kept working. He moved the sponge in slow, circular motions over a ceramic bowl. "What did he say to you?"

I slid a glass into the top rack. "He told me he wanted to show me how grateful he was. He said he’d been thinking about me since the first time he saw me."

Andrew exhaled and set the bowl in the rack. "That sounds about right." He dried his hands on a towel and leaned against the counter. He watched the water drain from the sink before looking at me. "Do you find him attractive?"

"I do," I said.

"Is he single?"

"As far as I know," I said.

He hung the towel over the oven handle. His expression stayed flat and measured. "Do you remember the conversation we had on the trip?"

"I remember," I said.

"I think Christopher could be the person we talked about," Andrew said.

I leaned back against the dishwasher and watched him. The hum of the machine started up, vibration humming through the floorboards. "I don't think that's a crazy idea."

"Do you think he would agree to it?" he asked.

"I’m leaning toward yes," I said.

"It wouldn't hurt to find out," Andrew said.

I picked up my phone from the counter and found the number. I tapped the screen and put it on speaker while it rang. Christopher answered after the second ring.

"Hey, Natalie," he said.

"I've been thinking about what you said at the house," I said.

The line went quiet for a moment. "And what did you decide?"

"If anything happens between us, my husband needs to be there," I said.

"That's not a problem," Christopher said. "Your husband can be there. I think the two of us could give you an amazing time."

I looked at Andrew. He remained still, his eyes fixed on me while Christopher spoke. He didn't shift his weight or look away from the phone.

"We should meet after the closing," I said.

"Name the time and place," Christopher said.

"I'll send you the details once the paperwork is finalized," I said.

"I'll be waiting for the message," Christopher replied.

The call ended with a soft click. I set the phone back on the granite surface. The kitchen felt different now, the space between us occupied by the conversation. Andrew walked around the island and stopped in front of me. He reached out and ran his hand down my arm, his skin warm against mine.

"You handled that well," he said.

"He didn't sound surprised," I said.

"He sounded like he knew exactly what he wanted," Andrew said.

He leaned in and kissed me, his mouth lingering for a moment longer than usual. I gripped the edge of the counter behind me. The dishwasher continued its cycle, the only sound in the room as we stood there in the light of the kitchen.

"I should get back to those contracts," I said.

"I'll finish up in here," Andrew replied.

I walked toward the stairs, leaving him in the kitchen. Every step felt intentional. I sat down at my desk in the home office and opened my laptop, but the rows of numbers on the screen didn't hold my attention. I looked at Christopher's contact information on my phone again. The door had opened, but would we walk through it?

CHAPTER 14

The living room was quiet, with the television flickering in the background and the volume turned down low. A late-afternoon storm was rolling in, the sky outside the large windows turning a heavy, bruised purple. We sat on the couch, the space between us filled with the weight of the phone call from the day before.

"Are we sure about doing this?" I asked.

Andrew looked away from the screen. He leaned back into the cushions, his posture relaxed despite the question. "I’m sure. I thought we were on the same page, but if you have doubts, we need to talk about them."

"It’s not that I don’t want to do it," I said. "It’s just that even when two people agree on something, things can still go wrong."

"In what way?" he asked.

"We’ve both built it up in our heads," I said. "The reality might not match the fantasy. People talk about these things as if they’re seamless, but we don’t know how we’ll feel once another person is actually in the room."

Andrew shifted his position to face me fully. He didn't answer right away. He watched me for a long moment, his eyes scanning my face.

"You know that I’ve thought about this for a long time," he said. "If I felt like I couldn't handle it, it wouldn't happen. I want it, and you want it."

"I know," I said. "I’ve looked into it. I’ve read the stories where it works and the ones where it doesn't. Even if I think it won't change things between us, the possibility is there."

"We’ve been together for twenty-one years," Andrew said. He reached out and took my hand, his grip firm. "I wouldn't go down this path unless I was positive about us. I am positive. But if you're having second thoughts, we don’t do it."

I leaned back against the cushions and looked at the shadows on the ceiling. Thunder rumbled in the distance, a low vibration that seemed to settle in my chest. We had built a life that worked. The girls were in college, the house was almost paid for, and our marriage was the most stable thing I had. Risking that stability for a single night felt like a gamble I hadn't fully prepared for until the moment the choice became real.

The doubt stayed small, eclipsed by the curiosity that had been growing since the trip. Andrew remained steady, his expression giving nothing away but his resolve. He didn't look worried. He looked like he was waiting for me to catch up to where he already was.

"If we do this, there’s no guarantee it happens more than once," I said.

"What are you getting at?" he asked.

"There's something I want," I said.

"What is it?"

I held his gaze. "I want both of you at the same time. I don't want to wait my turn, and I don't want anyone sitting in a corner. If we're in that room, I want all of it."

A slow smile spread across Andrew’s face. He leaned forward and kissed me, his hand resting on the back of my neck. He pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, his thumb brushing against my bottom lip.

"That isn't an issue," he said.

He stood up and reached for the remote, turning the television off completely. The room plunged into a deeper silence, the only sound the wind picking up outside and the occasional flash of lightning. He held out his hand to me, and I took it. We walked toward the stairs, the decision finally settling into something solid.

"I'll talk to Christopher after the closing," I said as we reached the landing.

"Tell him our house is the best place," Andrew said. "We don't need the distraction of a hotel. I want you to be comfortable."

I went to the window in our bedroom and looked out at the streetlights reflecting off the wet pavement as the first drops of rain started to fall. The neighborhood was still, unaware of the shift happening inside our walls. I felt the heat in my skin again, the same electric pull I had felt with Christopher.

"I'll handle the details," I said.

Andrew nodded and moved toward the closet to change. I stayed by the window for a minute longer, watching the storm break over the trees. The conversation was over, and the plan was in motion. Every detail of the room, the lighting, and the way I would dress all began to play out in my mind like a script we were finally ready to film.

"Baby," Andrew called from the other room.

"Yeah?"

"Don't overthink it," he said. "We'll be okay."

I turned away from the window and followed the sound of his voice. The house felt smaller and more contained, as if the boundaries had shifted to accommodate the three of us. There was nothing left to do but wait for Friday.

CHAPTER 15

The closing happened without a hitch. The paperwork stayed clean, the numbers aligned, and no last-minute complications required my attention. Christopher Jennings moved through the signing with the same confidence he had shown from the beginning. He reviewed the documents carefully, asked two direct questions, and signed his name in a sharp, practiced script.

By the time we stood up from the table, the deal was done.

“Congratulations,” I said, extending my hand.

He looked at me for a long second before taking it. “You made it easy.”

“That’s my job,” I replied.

We walked out of the office together. The late afternoon heat settled over us as we stepped onto the asphalt parking lot. My heels clicked against the pavement while he stayed in stride beside me, relaxed and unhurried. When we reached my car, I turned toward him.

“Chris,” I said, looking him in the eye. “Come over tonight around nine so we can celebrate properly.”

He didn’t blink. “That works for me.”

“I’ll text you the address,” I said.

“I’ll be there,” he replied.

I got into my car and closed the door. The quiet of the cabin hit me immediately. I started the engine, but didn't pull out of the space. My hands rested on the steering wheel while I watched him walk toward his own vehicle. This wasn't a conversation anymore.

The drive home felt sharper than usual. Every thought came through clearly, one after another. I ran through the logistics of the evening, but a steady pulse of nervous energy sat low in my stomach. By the time I pulled into the driveway, Andrew’s car was already parked in its usual spot.

I walked inside and found him in the kitchen, leaning against the island with a glass of water.

He looked up. “How’d it go?”

“Smooth,” I said. “The sellers were happy.”

He studied me for a moment, his gaze lingering. “Did you work out the details?”

“I did,” I said. “Nine o’clock, tonight.”

Andrew nodded once. He didn't hesitate or offer a second thought. “Okay.”

He stepped closer and rested his hand briefly on my waist. I leaned into the touch for a second before he pulled back.

The house felt different as the sun went down. I moved through the rooms with more intention than usual, noticing the way the light hit the hardwood and the quiet coming from the second floor. Nothing looked staged, but every shadow felt deliberate. Andrew moved the same way he always did, calm and steady, but a new focus sat in his expression.

I showered just after eight. The water stayed hot longer than it needed to while I stood there, letting it run over my shoulders. I watched the steam curl against the glass door, my mind moving through the reality of the night ahead. By the time I stepped out, the nervous energy had settled into something more controlled.

I dried off and slipped into a silk robe, tying the belt loosely at my waist. The fabric felt soft against my skin. I paused in front of the mirror and adjusted the collar. I didn't look uncertain.

Chris arrived a few minutes after nine. The doorbell rang once, and Andrew reached it first. I stepped into the hallway as the door opened. Chris stood on the porch with two bottles of wine in his hand.

“Good to see you,” he said.

He leaned in and kissed my cheek before pulling me into a brief embrace. He turned to Andrew and extended his hand.

“It’s great to meet you,” Chris said. “Natalie talks about you all the time. I’m sorry about the basketball career.”

Andrew took his hand. “It’s all good. The odds were against me from the start.”

Chris gave a small smile. We opened a bottle of wine and moved into the living room. Andrew and I sat together on the couch while Chris took the chair across from us. The conversation stayed on safe ground. The property, the market, and his life in L.A.

I watched them more than I spoke. They were talking like two men who had known each other for years. Chris didn't push, and Andrew didn't hold back. The energy in the room shifted, the initial tension bleeding out as the wine lowered in the bottle.

After a while, Andrew set his glass on the coffee table and looked at me.

“Baby,” he said. “Why don’t you wait for us upstairs so Chris and I can have a quick chat?”

“I can do that,” I said.

I stood up and walked toward the stairs. I climbed the steps and went into the bedroom, closing the door behind me. The air felt heavier, thick with the sound of the air conditioning. I untied my robe and let it fall to the floor.

I moved to the bed and positioned myself in the center. Time stretched. It felt like an hour, though the clock on the nightstand showed barely ten minutes had passed.

The door opened.

Andrew and Chris stepped inside. Andrew moved toward the powder room without saying anything. Chris stayed where he was at the foot of the bed, his eyes moving over me. He undressed slowly, removing his shirt and dropping his trousers with calm control. He was already semi-erect by the time he finished undressing, his attention remaining fixed on me.

Andrew returned from the powder room carrying a chair. He placed it at the foot of the bed and sat down. He leaned back with his hands resting on the armrests.

Chris got onto the bed and positioned himself on top of me, his body warm and solid. We kissed deeply, our tongues moving together in slow, deliberate strokes. The kiss lingered until he lowered himself and began kissing, licking, and sucking on my nipples, drawing soft gasps from me as my back arched slightly off the bed.

He moved further down, spreading my legs, and then his mouth was on my pussy. His tongue worked with focused skill, licking and sucking until pleasure built in steady waves. I moaned openly, my eyes finding Andrew’s. We locked gazes, and a slow smile appeared on his face. Then he winked at me.

Chris stopped and rose up, grabbing my legs and pulling them up so they rested against his shoulders. He lined himself up and penetrated my pussy in one smooth thrust. He interlocked his fingers with my toes and began to fuck me, deep and steady at first.

It was happening. Chris was fucking me, and Andrew was watching it happen.

“Enjoy his dick, baby,” Andrew said, his voice calm and reassuring.

The words put me at ease. Chris began fucking me harder and deeper, the wet sounds of his cock sliding in and out of my pussy filling the room. He thrust deeply one final time and stopped moving, his cock throbbing inside me. He unlocked his fingers from my toes and pulled out slowly.

Andrew was already bottomless and removing his shirt, his cock fully erect. I turned over and got on all fours. Andrew positioned himself behind me and penetrated my pussy, fucking me with the same familiar rhythm he had always used. He drove into me steadily until he groaned and shot his load deep inside me, then pulled out.

I turned my body to face him, crawled forward, and took his cock into my mouth, savoring the taste of myself on him. Chris moved beside Andrew, and I began taking turns sucking their cocks, stroking, and licking until both of them were fully erect again.

Chris lay down on the bed. I straddled him and slowly sank down, his hard cock filling my pussy completely. I began to ride him with slow, rolling movements until Andrew’s voice cut through the air.

“Take his dick out of you.”

I stopped and lifted myself off Chris, his cock sliding out of me. Andrew positioned himself behind me, entered my pussy again, and fucked me for maybe twenty seconds before pulling out. I sat back down on Chris’s cock. I leaned forward, and I felt the head of Andrew’s cock press against my asshole, then slowly push inside.

This was what I had wanted—both of them inside me at the same time. But when they both began fucking me in rhythm, the intensity nearly overwhelmed me. Chris licked and sucked on my nipples as he thrust upward, while Andrew fucked my ass slowly and steadily.

“Oh, my God!” I exclaimed.

A long, intense orgasm crashed through me, leaving my entire body trembling as they continued to move inside me. Andrew groaned and shot his load deep into my ass, then carefully pulled out. I began riding Chris hard and fast until he thrust up one final time and came inside my pussy.

I climbed off Chris and lay beside him, drenched in sweat and trying to catch my breath. But we weren’t finished. The sexual encounter came to an end after Chris fucked my ass while I sucked Andrew’s cock to completion.

Chris was the first to move.

He sat up on the edge of the bed and reached for his clothes, getting dressed with the same calm control he had shown from the moment he walked into the house. There was no awkwardness in him. Andrew stood a moment later and pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. His movements were just as steady.

I slipped off the bed and walked into the bathroom without speaking. The water came on hot against my skin. I stood under the stream longer than necessary, waiting for my breathing to slow and my thoughts to align. The intensity of the last hour faded into something more manageable.

I dried off and slipped back into the silk robe, tying it loosely at my waist before stepping out of the bedroom.

Downstairs, the house felt quiet. I found Andrew and Chris in the living room, sitting across from each other. I paused in the hallway for a second to watch them. They were talking about the tech market and digital infrastructure as if the night had been a standard business meeting.

Chris leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. "I'm serious about it," he said. "Your setup makes sense for what I'm doing."

Andrew nodded once. "It depends on how aggressive you want to be. If you're trying to scale quickly, we’d structure the funnel differently than if you’re just testing the market."

"I'm not testing anything," Chris said. "If I move on something, I go all in."

"That's fine," Andrew replied. "Then we’d build it to support that. Lead generation, conversion funnels, retargeting—everything tied together. No wasted spend."

Chris gave a small nod. "That’s what I’m looking for."

I stepped into the room, and both of them looked up. Neither of them shifted their posture or changed their tone. Chris stood first.

"I had a great time tonight," he said.

"I did too," I said.

He turned to Andrew and offered his hand. "Call me. I want to move forward with that project."

"I will," Andrew said, shaking his hand.

Chris moved toward the door without lingering. He didn't try to stretch the moment or offer a forced goodbye. He opened the door, stepped out into the night air, and the sound of his car engine faded down the street a moment later.

The house went still. Andrew closed the door and turned back toward me. For a second, neither of us spoke. The space between us wasn't heavy or uncertain.

"Well," he said.

"Well," I repeated.

He studied me for a moment, his eyes moving over my face. "You good?"

"I'm good," I said.

He nodded once, accepting the answer. We stood there in the living room, the same place we had started the night before. The furniture was in the same place. The lights were still dimmed. Everything looked identical to how it had been two hours ago, yet the air in the house felt like it had finally shifted.

CHAPTER 16

I had no reason to worry.

That realization stayed with me in the days that followed. I had gone into that night understanding the risk. Everything I had read made one thing clear—it didn’t work for everyone. For us, it did.

There was no tension the next morning. No shift in the way Andrew moved around me in the kitchen or the way he looked at me across the counter. Nothing felt strained or uncertain. If anything, the lines between us felt more defined and connected.

The difference showed up in small ways. His hand lingered a little longer at my waist when he passed behind me. I held his gaze a second longer than I normally would have. We shared a quiet understanding that the experience belonged to us, and not to anyone outside of our walls.

We didn’t sit down and dissect it. It came up naturally at night, in the space where we had always been the most honest. We talked about it without performance. Replaying parts of it didn't feel obsessive; it felt like we were cataloging a shared secret. It wasn't about the experience on its own, but what it had done for us.

Our connection shifted into something sharper. There was an added layer now, something that expanded what we already had.

“You’re thinking about it,” I said one night.

“So are you,” he replied.

I smiled. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only to me,” he said.

No one else noticed a difference. On the surface, nothing had changed. At one point, I mentioned it was a good thing I had my tubes tied after having the girls. Andrew laughed, the sound easy and unforced.

“That definitely worked out,” he said.

Life moved forward. We visited the girls for parents’ weekend, walking through campus while they moved through their new routines. Classes, friends, and schedules didn't revolve around us anymore.

“You’re asking too many questions,” Hailey said when Andrew brought up her course load.

“I’m asking normal questions,” he replied.

“You’re not,” she said. “You’re stacking them.”

Hannah didn’t look up from her phone. “He’s been waiting all week to do this.”

“I have not,” Andrew said.

“You have,” they both answered at the same time.

I watched them, the same rhythm and the same voices filling the space. Nothing felt disrupted. If anything, I felt more present and settled.

Thanksgiving came and went. Family filled the house, and conversations overlapped. The kitchen stayed active from morning into the night. Andrew handled the same responsibilities he always did, and I moved through the holiday without needing to think about the shift in our dynamic. No one saw anything different because there was nothing to see. It stayed where it belonged.

Christmas and New Year’s followed. Time kept moving, marked by events that didn’t adjust for us.

What did change was Christopher. He didn’t become a complication or create tension. The boundaries stayed intact. What changed was the business. He followed through on everything he had suggested.

A few days after that night, Andrew reached out to him. What started as a conversation turned into a professional partnership almost immediately. Christopher didn’t hesitate.

“I’m not interested in small results,” Christopher told him. “If we’re doing this, we’re doing it right.”

“That’s how I run things,” Andrew said.

Christopher’s company scaled quickly, faster than anything Andrew had taken on before. The structure Andrew had built for his agency held, but the workload pushed him. Results came fast.

“You’re going to need more people,” I told him one night.

“I know,” he said. “I’m already working on the hiring process.”

“You’re building something bigger than you planned,” I said.

He looked at me for a second before nodding. “I am.”

Christopher became his best client, not just in revenue, but in impact. He was the kind of client who forced growth. Neither of us had expected that something personal would translate so cleanly into something professional.

One night, sitting in the living room after the house had quieted down, I spoke.

“We didn’t see this coming,” I said.

“No,” he said.

I looked at him. “It worked.”

He nodded once. “It did.”

We both understood what that meant. It wasn’t just about a single night. It was about us, and the fact that whatever we had stepped into, we had done it together.

CHAPTER 17

The energy between us stayed constant after the night with Chris. It showed up in the way Andrew’s hand lingered on my lower back in the kitchen and the way his eyes found mine across a room. We didn't dissect the details immediately, but the memory sat between us like a shared secret that had pulled us closer instead of pushing us apart.

A few nights later, we lay in bed with the lights off. The ceiling fan turned lazily above us, cutting through the heavy air with a rhythmic hum. Andrew’s fingers traced slow circles on my shoulder, his touch light but deliberate.

“Would you be willing to do it again?” he asked.

I turned my head to look at him in the shadows. “I would. But Chris is back in Los Angeles. He’s not an option anymore.”

Andrew nodded once, his silhouette steady against the headboard. We lay there in the dark, the quiet stretching while we both turned the question over. The conversation moved carefully, governed by the same logic we applied to our careers. My real estate business and his marketing agency relied on reputation and the trust of our clients. What happened in our house stayed there, but we both understood the risk of the word getting out.

“Finding someone online feels too unpredictable,” I said. “A complete stranger makes me uneasy. I don't want that kind of unknown in our space. You never know who is looking for a payday or who might turn out to be unstable.”

“Too many variables,” Andrew agreed. “Too much we couldn't control. If we invite someone in, we have to know they have as much to lose as we do.”

We both understood the balance. The exploration worked when it stayed intentional, but trust remained the priority. We had built a life on a foundation of control and mutual respect. Bringing in a third person wasn't a rejection of that, but an extension of it, provided the person fit the criteria we hadn't even fully defined yet.

“If we do it again, it needs to be with someone we already know,” I said. “Someone we can vet without it feeling like an interrogation.”

Andrew’s hand continued its slow movement on my shoulder, his thumb brushing against my collarbone. “Especially since you want double vaginal next time. That would need to happen with someone I’m extremely comfortable with.”

The words were direct. I felt a chill at the mention of it, grounded by the fact that we were deciding it together. It was a specific fantasy, one that required a level of coordination and physical space that Chris hadn't been part of.

“I agree,” I said. “For that, it has to be someone we’re both comfortable with. Someone who understands the rules and won't try to change the dynamic once they leave the room.”

We didn't settle on a name that night. The conversation drifted into how the experience with Chris had felt—what had surprised us and the way the house had felt afterward. There was no rush. We lay in the dark, mapping out a path with the same care we brought to every other part of our lives.

The shift felt deliberate. It wasn't just curiosity anymore. It was a plan that belonged only to us, a new project for a marriage that had already survived two decades of change. We weren't teenagers anymore, and we weren't just parents. We were two people looking for a way to make the walls of our house feel a little less quiet.

“We’ll find the right person,” Andrew said, his voice dropping an octave as he moved closer.

“I know we will,” I said.

The conversation ended there, replaced by the sound of the fan and the familiar weight of the blankets. We had opened a door, and neither of us was in a hurry to close it. The search for the next person would happen the way everything else did. Naturally, and when the timing was right.

CHAPTER 18

Andrew walked into the kitchen with an energy I hadn’t seen since the girls left for college. He didn't have the usual controlled, quiet posture of a man who had spent ten hours managing a marketing agency. He came through the door with his keys already in his hand, moving straight toward the island like he had been waiting to speak since he left the office.

“What are you in such a good mood about?” I asked.

He set his keys on the granite counter and looked at me, a grin breaking through. “Dave’s coming into town. Not for a quick visit either. He’s staying for a month, and he’s thinking about moving back to Tampa permanently. He wants you to start looking at houses for him.”

I leaned back against the counter, taking that in. “Is he staying with us?”

“No,” Andrew said. “He rented an Airbnb. He wanted his own space.”

“Is everything okay with his business?” I asked.

“It’s still printing money,” Andrew said. “But he’s leaning toward selling his stake. He told me he's done with the Miami scene.”

I laughed. David Sura was the most consistent bachelor I had ever known. He had spent the last decade leaning into the lifestyle that came with owning an exotic car rental business—fast cars, expensive clubs, and no attachments.

Andrew shook his head. “It’s not funny. You know the number the cunt did on him.”

I stopped laughing and nodded. “I know.”

The cunt was Brianne Taylor. She’d been Dave’s entire world in college. He didn't just date her; he built his future around her. I had never liked the way she carried herself, always looking for a better offer while Dave was busy proving his loyalty. When he found out she had been cheating on him with multiple people, it broke something in him that never quite reset. He moved to Miami at twenty-four and shut down the idea of a serious relationship for good.

“I just didn’t think he’d ever want to leave that behind,” I said.

“Neither did I,” Andrew replied. “But I think he’s just tired of it.”

Dave had always been more than Andrew’s best friend. He was family. Even though he had two older brothers, Michael and Jason, they were nearly a decade older and had been in different stages of life while Dave and Andrew were growing up. Andrew was the one who had stayed steady.

I had known him just as long. We all went to high school together, moving through the same hallways and the same circles. When I was pregnant with Hannah and Hailey, living at home while Andrew was away playing basketball at Tennessee, everything felt fragile. Andrew was doing what he was supposed to do, but the distance was hard. Dave had stayed local for college. He checked in on me constantly, not in a way that felt intrusive, but just enough to keep me grounded.

The girls grew up calling him Uncle Dave. Even from Miami, he stayed present in their lives, sending random gifts and making sure to spend time with them whenever he flew into town. They never questioned his place in the family.

“You’re excited,” I said, watching Andrew.

“I am,” he admitted. “I don’t get to see him enough.”

They talked almost every day—texts and calls that never really stopped—but they only saw each other in person twice a year if they were lucky.

“I know what this means to you,” I said.

Andrew nodded once. “Yeah.”

“When does he get in?” I asked.

“Tomorrow,” Andrew said. “We’re grabbing dinner.”

“Just the two of you?”

Andrew shook his head. “No. You’re coming.”

“Of course I am,” I said.

I pushed off the counter and moved toward the refrigerator.

“You’ll need to clear your schedule a little,” Andrew added. “If he’s serious about buying, he’s going to want to move fast. He doesn't do anything halfway.”

“I’ll make the time,” I said.

Andrew leaned back against the counter, watching me move around the kitchen. “It’ll be good having him around.”

“It will,” I agreed.

I meant it. I knew what Dave meant to Andrew, and I knew the history we all shared. Having him back in Tampa felt like a piece of the past was finally sliding back into place.

CHAPTER 19

Dinner with Dave felt easy.

There was no adjustment period and no awkward pause while we figured out how to be around each other again. Conversation picked up as if the years of distance hadn't happened. We sat at a corner table of a quiet steakhouse, the kind of place where the lighting was dim enough to feel private but the service was sharp.

Andrew and Dave were deep into a discussion about Dave’s transition out of Miami, their voices overlapping in a way that had been familiar to me since high school.

"Brian is ready to take over the full operation," Dave said, leaning back and gesturing with his wine glass. "He’s been running the day-to-day for the exotic rentals anyway. I’m tired of the Miami pace. I want to sell my stake, move the capital back here, and actually enjoy the money instead of just chasing more of it."

Andrew nodded, his expression focused. "It’s the right time. The market here is growing, but it’s a different speed. You won't feel like you're on a treadmill."

"That’s the goal," Dave said. He turned his attention to me, his blue eyes bright. "And that's why I need you to find me a place that feels like a home, Nat. No more glass penthouses. I want something with some weight to it."

"I have a few properties in mind that fit that description," I said.

Andrew had always attracted attention from women, but Dave took it to another level. He wasn’t as tall as Andrew, but he was just as fit, with short blonde hair and a presence that didn't require an explanation. He carried himself with the ease of someone who had already won.

During our main course, a woman at a nearby table caught his eye. She offered a slow, deliberate smile. Dave acknowledged her with a slight nod and a grin that didn't linger long enough to be an invitation, then turned right back to our conversation. He handled it like it was a routine part of his day.

What stood out more than anything was how relaxed he seemed. There had always been an edge to him, a restlessness in how he carried himself that bordered on aggressive. That edge was gone. He looked settled. He wasn't just visiting; he was serious about coming back to Tampa.

"You're actually going to do it," I said, watching him. "You're leaving the scene behind."

"I've seen enough of the scene," Dave said. "I missed having people around who knew me before I had a dime. Miami is a lonely place to get old."

Five days later, we sat down in my office. The air conditioning hummed quietly against the midday heat.

“I want something close,” he said, pointing at the map on my monitor. “My parents, your place. I’m not trying to be across town.”

“That narrows it down,” I said.

“It’s supposed to,” he replied.

I started pulling up options. Budget wasn’t a concern, which made the search easier. Location and layout mattered more than the price tag. Within a day, I had a list. Within two, we were walking through properties.

We were midway through a showing in a modern four-bedroom home with an open-concept kitchen and a view of the bay when he spoke.

“I never thought you and Drew would be the type to bring other people into the bedroom,” Dave said.

I didn't stop walking. I had expected Andrew to tell him, and the fact of the disclosure didn't bother me, but Andrew hadn't mentioned that he'd brought it up. I ran my hand along the quartz countertop, keeping my back to him for a second.

“It was a one-time thing,” I said.

“Only because you haven’t found the right guy yet,” Dave replied.

I turned to look at him. He was leaning against the kitchen island, his arms crossed. There was no judgment in his expression, just a flat statement of fact, as if we were still discussing property values.

“That’s very true,” I said with a small chuckle before moving ahead into the master suite.

The idea came to me on the drive home. It wasn't forced or planned; it just appeared. Dave wasn't a stranger, and that alone changed the math. Trust and comfort were already established. There was no question about discretion or concern about what might be said once he left the room. More than that, he understood Andrew better than anyone else outside of our family.

It didn't feel reckless. It felt aligned with the criteria we had already discussed. By the time I pulled into the driveway, the thought hadn't gone away. It had settled.

I shut the engine off and sat in the quiet of the car for a second. Then I got out. I needed to know if Andrew saw the same potential I did.

CHAPTER 20

“I had an interesting conversation with Dave today,” I said.

Andrew looked up from his phone. He was leaning against the kitchen island, the light from the overhead pendants catching the slight gray at his temples. “About what? What made it interesting?”

“He told me he didn’t think we were the type to bring another person into our bedroom,” I said. I held his gaze across the counter. “I’m not upset that you told him, but I am annoyed that you didn’t tell me you had.”

Andrew exhaled and set his phone face down on the granite. “I’m sorry, baby. In my defense, you know I tell him everything.”

“I know,” I said. “But if there’s a next time, I’d appreciate a heads-up. I don't like being caught off guard.”

“Of course,” he said without hesitation.

I let the silence sit for a moment. The dishwasher hummed in the background, a steady, domestic sound that felt at odds with the direction of my thoughts. I moved around the island until I was standing close enough to see the reflection of the kitchen in his eyes.

“Speaking of a next time,” I said. “I was thinking about our conversation. About finding someone we know. Someone we trust.”

Andrew watched me, his posture shifting as he waited for me to finish.

“I think Dave is the ideal person,” I said.

I expected him to weigh the risks. I expected him to bring up the business transition or the fact that Dave might be moving back permanently. He didn't.

“I think Dave is perfect,” Andrew said immediately. “We both know him. We trust him. Nothing would ever get out. And just so you know, he’d definitely be in.”

I narrowed my eyes slightly. “You already talked to him about it?”

“Not exactly,” Andrew said. “When I told him about Chris, he was actually a little pissed we didn’t think of him first.” He gave a small, knowing smile. “You know he’s always had a thing for you, Natalie. High school, college—it never really went away.”

The confirmation didn't surprise me. There had always been a specific kind of tension when Dave was in the room, a way he looked at me when Andrew wasn't watching.

“Would you be okay with it?” I asked. “Really?”

“I’d be more than okay with it,” Andrew said. There was no hesitation in his voice.

“Are you going to talk to him about it?” I asked.

Andrew shook his head. “I don’t think we need to approach it the same way we did with Chris. Chris was a client. There was a protocol. With Dave, it can happen more naturally.”

“What does that mean?”

“We hang out,” Andrew said. “We have drinks. We let things unfold instead of forcing them into a formal negotiation. If the energy is there, we just follow it.”

I nodded slowly. It made sense. It fit the history we had with him. We didn't need to interview Dave. He had been part of our family and had known Andrew far longer than Andrew had known me.

“We can invite him over on Saturday night,” Andrew added. We can start there.”

“Saturday night,” I repeated.

The conversation ended there, but the thought stayed with me throughout the evening. This wasn't the same as the night with Chris. Chris had been the right situation at the right time. Chris had been a controlled experiment who would eventually leave.

Dave was something else entirely. He was a permanent fixture in our lives. I already knew it wouldn't feel the same, and as I walked up the stairs, the nervous energy in my stomach felt sharper than it ever had before.

CHAPTER 21

It wasn’t odd at all to have Dave at the house. Even though Andrew and I had invited him over for a specific reason, it still felt natural to be enjoying drinks together outside in our hot tub, the three of us laughing and talking like we had done dozens of times before.

“You know how you two felt about Brianne and me?” Dave asked, leaning back against the edge of the tub, the steam rising around us.

“Yeah, but why are you bringing her up?” Andrew responded, his arm resting casually along the back of the tub behind me.

“Because it’s how I feel about Vicky and Hannah. I don’t think Vicky is the right girl for her.”

“What makes you say that?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Just a gut feeling.”

I laughed and stared at Dave, waiting for the real answer.

“Okay, I don’t think Vicky is attractive enough for Hannah,” he admitted. “Hannah is a beautiful young woman, and she should be with someone much hotter.”

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, and Vicky isn’t a bad-looking girl,” I responded.

“I didn’t say that Vicky was a bad-looking girl. I just think that Hannah can do better.”

“They’re young and who knows if it will work long term, anyway,” Andrew said, taking a sip of his drink. “The most important thing is that Hannah is happy.”

“When are you two meeting the dumbass that Hailey is dating?”

“Probably this summer if she’s still dating him,” I said. “You know how Hailey is.”

Andrew sipped his drink and ran his fingers through his hair, looking relaxed under the outdoor lights.

“It’s getting chilly out here,” Dave said after a while. “Why don’t we head inside?”

The three of us got out of the hot tub, dried off, and went inside. Andrew made us another round of drinks, and we settled into the family room, the warm glow of the lamps making everything feel comfortable and familiar.

“Dave,” Andrew said, setting his glass down. “I told Natalie a few days ago that you were a bit pissed off that we hadn’t thought of you instead of Chris.”

“It’s all good, and I get it,” Dave replied, taking a sip of his drink. “It’s not like I’m in town much, and you two ever make it out to Miami with your schedules.”

“Dave,” Andrew continued, his tone shifting slightly. “You weren’t the first, but how do you feel about being the next?”

That got Dave’s attention. He alternated between looking at Andrew and me. “We’ve all been drinking pretty heavily. Shouldn’t we sleep on this?”

“We could if you wanted to,” Andrew said, “but my lovely wife has something very specific in mind. Something that I know you’ve done a few times with Brianne.”

Dave took another drink from his glass and then looked directly at me. “Wow, Nat. I had no idea you were so freaky.”

“What can I say?” I responded with a small smile. “I’m a woman in the streets and a freak in the sheets.”

“Drew,” Dave said, turning back to Andrew, “you do realize that our cocks will be touching.”

“Yeah, I know,” Andrew replied evenly. “Which is why you’re perfect. I don’t think I’d be able to do it with anyone else.”

“I honestly didn’t expect this tonight.”

“It’s fine if you want to sleep on it,” I said. “However, I’m thinking more along the lines of sucking you both off and then having it happen.”

“Sleep is overrated,” Dave responded with a grin.

“Alright, then,” Andrew said, standing up. “Let’s take this party upstairs.”

The three of us left the family room and walked up the stairs into our bedroom. Andrew untied my bikini top, and I removed my bikini bottoms. Andrew removed his swim trunks and tossed them to the floor, as did Dave.

“Should I do it at the same time, or do you two prefer one after the other?” I asked.

“I’m for the same time unless you disagree, Dave,” Andrew said.

“No, same time works for me,” Dave answered.

I dropped to my knees between them. I took Andrew’s thick cock into my mouth first, swirling my tongue around the head before sliding down his shaft, sucking him deep until my lips met his base. Then I switched to Dave, taking his slightly longer cock into my throat, bobbing my head with wet, sloppy strokes. “Oh my God, Nat,” Dave groaned with raw pleasure as I sucked his dick. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

I continued alternating between them, stroking whichever one wasn’t in my mouth, saliva dripping down my chin as I worked both cocks with my lips and tongue. I made Andrew cum first, his cock pulsing hard as thick ropes of cum shot into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, then turned my full attention to Dave. I sucked him aggressively, hollowing my cheeks and taking him deep until he exploded in my mouth too. I swallowed him down as well.

“Wow,” Dave said, breathing hard with a wide smile. “Drew told me you gave a great blow job, but I thought he was exaggerating.”

“Is it true that you’re amazing at eating pussy?” I asked him.

“I’ve never had a complaint,” Dave responded.

“There’s a first time for everything, Dave,” I said with a chuckle.

I got onto the bed, and Dave placed himself between my spread legs. “Oh shit,” I moaned in a low tone as he began eating my pussy. His tongue was relentless—lapping at my clit, sucking my swollen lips into his mouth, then pushing inside me. He was incredibly good at it, and I had no complaints as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

Andrew watched intently as his best friend devoured my dripping pussy, and I saw his cock begin to grow rock-hard again without him touching himself.

“Dave,” I gasped, my voice thick with need. “I want you both right now.”

Dave stopped and told Andrew to lie down. I climbed on top of Andrew in reverse cowgirl, sinking down onto his hard cock until he was buried balls-deep inside my soaked pussy. Dave positioned himself between my legs and pressed the head of his cock against my already-stretched entrance. “Oh fuck!” I screamed as he started pushing in alongside Andrew.

“Relax, Nat,” Dave said, his voice steady. “This isn’t going to work unless you relax. Drew, when I get in, don’t move.”

Little by little, Dave forced his thick cock into my pussy right next to Andrew’s. The stretch was intense, almost painful at first—my pussy lips stretched obscenely tight around both cocks. When he finally bottomed out, the fullness was overwhelming. When Dave began to slowly fuck me, sliding in and out while Andrew stayed buried deep, it was the best sexual pleasure I had ever felt.

“Oh fuck! Uh… it feels so fucking good! Faster!” I screamed, my voice breaking.

Dave picked up his pace, thrusting harder and deeper. The wet, filthy sounds of two cocks stretching and pounding my pussy filled the room. My eyes rolled back in my head from the overwhelming sensation. “David! I want you to cum in my mouth!” I shrieked as the most intense orgasm of my life tore through me, my pussy clenching and spasming violently around both cocks.

Dave pulled out of me a couple of minutes later, placed his throbbing cock in my mouth, and exploded. Thick jets of cum shot down my throat, and I swallowed greedily.

I was so lost in the pleasure that I hadn’t realized Andrew had already cum until I felt him beginning to soften inside me.

“That felt amazing,” Andrew admitted, breathing hard.

“Did you like my dick rubbing against yours, bud?” Dave asked with a teasing grin.

“If I did, does that make me gay?”

Dave and I both laughed, knowing Andrew could be a bit homophobic when it came to anything involving other men.

“It doesn’t make you gay, dick,” Dave responded, still smiling.

Andrew shook his head and laughed under his breath while reaching for his shorts. “Just making sure we’re all on the same page.”

“You’re good,” Dave said. He pulled on his own clothes without any sign of the hesitation a stranger might have shown. “Trust me.”

I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling fan, still catching my breath. The rhythm of the room had finally slowed. “You two are unbelievable.”

Andrew pulled his shirt over his head and looked down at me. “You’re the one who set this up, Natalie.”

“Yeah,” Dave added, stepping into his shorts and adjusting the waistband. “I just showed up and did my part.”

I laughed and nodded. “Guilty as charged.”

We all laughed again. The energy shifted easily back into the familiar dynamic we had shared for years. It didn't feel like a boundary had been crossed so much as it had been ignored.

“I need a drink,” Andrew said.

“Same here,” Dave replied.

We headed downstairs together. No one rushed, and no one looked away. Andrew went straight to the kitchen island and poured three glasses of wine. He handed one to me and one to Dave before lifting his own.

“To another level of friendship,” Andrew said.

Dave smirked as he took a sip. “That’s one way to put it.”

I raised my glass and looked at both of them. “You’re both ridiculous.”

“And you love it,” Dave said.

“I do,” I admitted.

We moved into the family room and settled onto the furniture, picking up the same conversation we had started before dinner. The transition was seamless. We drifted through stories from Miami and memories from high school, with Andrew calling Dave out on old habits that probably should have stayed in the past.

At one point, Dave leaned back against the cushions and looked at Andrew. The sharp edge he usually carried was completely gone. “I forgot how much I missed this.”

“Yeah,” Andrew said. “Me too.”

I watched them for a second, seeing the way they fell back into their rhythm like no time had passed at all. The history between them was the foundation that made the last hour possible.

“You’re not going anywhere tonight,” I said, finishing my drink.

Dave glanced at me, his expression questioning. “You sure?”

“The guest room is already made up,” Andrew said. “You’re staying.”

Dave nodded once. “Works for me.”

One round of drinks turned into another. The music stayed low in the background, the volume just high enough to fill the gaps in conversation. The laughter came easily, and the night stretched longer than we had planned.

Eventually, Andrew stood up and stretched, his joints popping in the quiet room. “I’m done.”

“Same,” I said.

Dave set his empty glass on the coffee table. “Yeah, me too.”

“You know where the guest room is,” I said.

“I do,” Dave replied.

He headed down the hallway while Andrew and I moved through the house, turning off the lights and checking the locks. The house settled around us, returning to the heavy stillness of the late hour. We walked upstairs together without saying anything more about the night. The decision had been made, and the act was finished.

CHAPTER 22

Our time with Dave didn’t end after that first night. Over the next two weeks, the three of us fell into a rhythm that felt as natural as everything else. There was no awkwardness or overthinking. It happened four more times, each one as easy and unforced as the first. Nothing about it disrupted our lives; it simply folded into them.

It was at the end of the third week that the momentum shifted. We were sitting in the kitchen after dinner, drinks in hand. The conversation stayed light until Dave set his glass down on the island.

“Change of plans, guys,” Dave said. “I’m heading back to Miami to figure things out with Brian.”

Andrew looked up, caught off guard. “I thought the deal was done. You’re not selling your half to him?”

Dave shook his head slowly. “I thought I was sure, but now I’m up in the air. The exotic car rental business is the only thing I really know how to do. I’m not sure I’m ready to walk away from it yet.” He glanced at me. “Nat, stop the house search for now. I’ll let you know if I’m ready to start looking again.”

Andrew frowned, his disappointment surfacing despite his attempt to keep it back. “If you’re ready to start looking again? I thought that was the whole point of this month.”

Dave let out a small breath and leaned back. “I don’t know, man. I need some time to think about everything. Miami is a lot, but it’s what I built.”

“I get it,” Andrew said. “I was just looking forward to having you back in Tampa for good.”

“I’m not saying I’m never coming back,” Dave replied. “Tampa is always home. It’s been great being back here with you guys. I just don’t know if now is the right time. I need to clear my head.”

Andrew took the news harder than he showed. He didn’t argue or try to change Dave’s mind, but I knew what the last few weeks had meant to him. Having his best friend close by, not as a phone call or a text but as a constant presence, had grounded him.

I was sorry to see him go, too. It wasn't just because of the time we spent in the bedroom. It was bigger than that. I wanted Andrew to keep that part of his life. The friendship that didn’t involve responsibility or management.

Dave left the next morning. There was no drawn-out goodbye. He traded a handshake with Andrew that turned into a quick pull-in, then gave me a brief hug.

“I’ll be back,” he said.

Andrew nodded. “I know.”

Then he was gone. Life went back to the established routine of work and schedules. The house felt quieter again, but it wasn't the same hollow silence that had followed the girls' leaving for college.

A little over two months later, my phone rang while I was finishing some paperwork at the office. I saw his name on the screen and answered immediately.

“Hey,” I said.

“I need your help,” Dave replied. He sounded focused; the indecision from two months ago was replaced by a familiar clip in his voice.

“With what?”

“I’m looking for a commercial space,” he said. “Ideally, a former dealership or something that can be converted into one. I need a showroom and parking spaces.”

That caught my attention. I leaned back in my chair and pulled up a blank search tab. “You’re expanding?”

“I’m doing something,” he said. “I’ll explain it some other time.”

“Commercial real estate isn’t really my specialty, Dave,” I reminded him.

“I know,” he said. “But you know the people.”

He was right, and one name came to mind immediately. Michaela Anderson.

“I know exactly who can help you,” I said.

"Good," Dave said. "Keep me posted."

“You know I will.”

I hung up and looked out the office window. The plans were shifting again, and I hoped it meant that Dave would be heading back to Tampa for good.

CHAPTER 23

Mikaela Anderson was a commercial real estate agent I met years ago at a conference in Orlando. We connected quickly, the kind of professional rapport that turns personal over the course of a single afternoon. We had more in common than I expected, specifically the way our lives had been shaped by early motherhood.

She had been nineteen, a student at Arizona State, when she got pregnant. Unlike my situation, hers didn’t come with a safety net. Her parents didn't support her decision, and her father didn't stick around. She dropped out, moved to Tampa to live with an aunt and uncle, and rebuilt her life from zero. Like me, she found real estate. And like me, she didn't just work in the industry; she conquered it.

Mikaela stood out in any room. She was about my height, with long, curly brown hair and hazel eyes that carried a softness at odds with her drive. She had a natural, athletic shape that drew eyes without her having to try. She was the kind of woman people looked at twice.

She was also the apex of my curiosity when it came to women. It wasn't a reckless feeling, and I never acted on it, but the awareness was clear and unavoidable.

Our relationship began as a professional exchange. I referred a commercial client to her, and she sent a residential buyer to me not long after. That rhythm built into a steady, mutually beneficial friendship. It wasn't my closest bond, but it was reliable.

There was always something unspoken between us—a tension neither of us acknowledged. I didn't know for sure how she saw it, and she never crossed a line. I was married, and that was a boundary I didn't intend to blur.

At one point, she needed help with her digital presence. I didn't hesitate to send her to Andrew. She became one of his clients almost immediately and stayed one, fitting into our professional circle as naturally as she had fit into mine.

When Dave called me about the commercial space, Mikaela was the only choice that made sense. I reached out to her that same day, and we made plans for lunch at a small bistro we both liked.

The conversation started with the usual updates—Max, my girls, the grind of the current market. Then I got to the point.

“I have someone for you,” I said.

She smiled, leaning back in her chair. “You usually do.”

I walked her through Dave’s requirements: a former dealership or a space with a showroom and service bays, located close to the core of the city. She didn't hesitate.

“I can help with that,” she said.

Mikaela moved quickly. It was the quality I respected most in her. Within a few weeks, she had a list of options; within a month, she found the one. It was a former high-end showroom that had been sitting vacant for six months. Dave liked it immediately.

The negotiations were sharp, but Mikaela handled them with her usual strategic control. She got the price where Dave needed it and closed the deal without any unnecessary friction. After the paperwork was finalized, she reached out to me.

“You should come by my house,” she said. “We’ll have drinks and celebrate the close.”

I didn’t overthink the invitation. “Sounds good,” I replied.

There were friends I talked to about sex, and then there were friends I didn’t. Mikaela had always fallen into the second category.

I couldn’t tell you exactly how we got there that night. One drink turned into two, and the atmosphere in her office shifted as the city lights blurred outside the window. The conversation moved without either of us forcing it, shedding the professional layers we had maintained for years.

I remembered her leaning back in her chair, the amber liquid in her glass catching the dim light. A slight, knowing smile played on her face.

“I had a threesome once,” she said.

I laughed at first, thinking she was joking. “With who?”

“A married couple,” she said. “Both commercial agents. We were at a conference in New York. It was...memorable.”

That caught my attention. The weight of the admission hung in the air, pulling us away from the safety of real estate and into something far more intimate.

“I had no idea you were into women,” I said, my words coming out a little slower than usual.

She looked at me as if I had missed something obvious, her hazel eyes locking onto mine. “Seriously? You’ve never noticed the way I’ve looked at you before?”

I smiled, shaking my head slightly as a flush crawled up my neck. “I guess I didn't want to assume.”

The alcohol had stripped away the hesitation that had always stood between us. What had stayed unspoken for years finally had space to breathe. We talked about it openly, the words flowing with an honesty that felt long overdue.

I admitted something I had never said out loud to anyone.

“I’ve always been curious,” I said. “More than curious, if I’m being honest.”

She didn’t seem surprised. She just nodded, as if she had been waiting for me to catch up. “I figured,” she said. Then she added, almost casually, “I’m also attracted to Andrew. I think you know that.”

It didn't surprise me. It never had. As a woman, it wasn’t hard to pick up on those things. I had seen the way she held eye contact with him a second too long, the way her tone softened when they spoke about her marketing strategy. It was a subtle shift in body language that most people would overlook, but to me, it was glaring.

It had never bothered me. In fact, I had even asked Andrew years earlier, half-jokingly, which one of my friends he would sleep with if he had the chance. He hadn’t hesitated for a single second.

“Mikaela.”

That answer had never left me.

We kept drinking, and once the door was open, we didn't try to close it. I told her about Chris and Dave—not the graphic details, but enough for her to understand the journey Andrew and I had started. Her reaction wasn't judgment; it was a quiet, focused curiosity.

Then she looked at me, more direct than she had been all night. “Is that something you’d ever consider? With Andrew and me?”

The question didn’t feel out of place. It felt like the inevitable conclusion to a decade of friendship. I didn’t answer right away because the truth was, I was interested. More than interested—I was electrified by the thought.

But there was one significant hurdle.

“Andrew doesn’t know I’m bi-curious,” I said.

She held my gaze, her expression turning serious. “Would he be open to an FFM dynamic?”

“I think so,” I said. “But I’m not going to assume. I need to talk to him first.’

A small, triumphant smile crossed her face. “Fair enough,” she said, lifting her glass.

I raised mine and tapped it lightly against hers. The conversation didn’t end there, but everything after that felt different. It wasn’t just an unspoken tension anymore. As I walked to my Uber that night, the humid Tampa air felt charged. The search for a third had taken a turn I hadn't expected, in the form of Mikaela.

CHAPTER 24

I was too hungover the next morning to talk about anything serious.

Andrew left for work early, the quiet click of the front door echoing through the house while I stayed buried under the covers. I watched the dust motes dance in a stray beam of light, my head throbbing with a dull, rhythmic reminder of the wine and the honesty from the night before. By the time I finally dragged myself into the shower and felt like a functioning human again, the day had already taken over. The real estate market doesn't pause for self-discovery; calls, emails, and back-to-back appointments kept me moving at a pace that left no room for reflection.

It wasn’t until the following night that I finally found the opening I needed.

We were in bed, the lights off, and the house settled into its usual late-night stillness. The only sound was the faint hum of the air conditioning. It was the kind of quiet that makes the world feel smaller, the kind that makes it easier to say the things you usually keep locked behind a professional veneer.

“Honey,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I need to tell you something I’ve never told you before.”

He turned slightly toward me, his silhouette shifting against the headboard. I could feel his focus sharpen instantly. “Okay,” he said. There was a hint of nervousness in his tone—that guarded edge of a man waiting for a blow he didn't see coming.

I didn’t drag it out. I knew that if I didn't say it now, I might never find the courage again.

“When Hannah came out to us,” I said, “there was a reason I understood it so easily. I wasn't just being a supportive mother. I could see myself in her shoes.”

Andrew went completely still. I could hear his breathing change, becoming slow and deliberate.

“Baby… are you telling me you’re a lesbian?” he asked. It wasn't an accusation; it was a genuine, careful question, as if he were trying to recalibrate twenty years of marriage in a single breath.

I shook my head against the pillow. “No. I’m not a lesbian.” I paused, taking a breath to steady myself. “But I am extremely bi-curious. And I have been for a long time.”

“How long?” he asked, his voice softening.

“Since high school,” I admitted. “It’s always been there, just tucked away under everything else. The girls, the career, us. I didn't think there was a place for it.”

I felt the shift in him almost immediately. The tension that had crept into his shoulders when he didn’t know where I was going with the conversation faded just as quickly as it had appeared. He reached out under the covers, finding my hand and squeezing it.

“Have you ever told anyone that?” he asked.

“I told Mikaela the other night,” I said. “It turns out it’s something else we have in common.”

He lifted his head slightly, his interest piqued. “Mikaela’s bi-curious?”

“She’s not bi-curious,” I corrected. “She’s bisexual. She’s been very open about it with me.” I took a breath, the next part of the conversation feeling like the real jump. “And she asked me if the three of us getting together was something you’d be interested in.”

He didn’t hesitate for a second.

“A thousand percent, yes.”

I turned my head toward him, trying to read his expression in the shadows. “You’ve already thought about it? Truly?”

He let out a quiet, honest laugh. “I’m a guy, baby. Of course I’ve thought about it. But I never brought it up because I didn't want you to feel like I was pushing a fantasy on you. I just never thought it was something you’d actually want to do.”

“It doesn’t bother you?” I asked, searching for any hint of hesitation. “The idea of me with a woman?”

“Not at all,” he said, his voice firm and certain. “Not even a little. If this is something you want to explore, and it's with someone we trust like Mikaela? I'm all in.”

There was no uncertainty in his voice. None. He wasn't just being a good sport; he was genuinely energized by the idea of us expanding our boundaries in this specific direction.

“So… should I talk to her?” I asked. “Actually set something up?”

“Yeah,” he said, a grin breaking through that I could hear in his voice. “Yeah, you definitely should.”

I gave it a couple of days before I made the call. Not because I was unsure of the decision, but because I wanted to make sure the air felt right. When I finally dialed her number, the conversation was surprisingly easy. We didn’t overcomplicate it with rules or long-winded explanations. We agreed on a night, kept the logistics simple, and left the rest to the chemistry we knew was there.

The following Saturday. At her house. Max would be staying at a friend’s for a sleepover, giving her the rare luxury of an empty house.

After I hung up, I sat at my desk for a long time, the phone still warm in my hand. Everything was set. Everything was real.

But as the days ticked closer to Saturday, a new kind of anxiety settled in. I wasn’t nervous about Andrew’s reaction, and I wasn’t nervous about the "scandal" of it all. I was nervous about the mechanics. I had spent my entire life understanding how to be with men. With Mikaela, I was stepping into a room where I was the one with the least experience.

I wasn't worried about whether I wanted her—I knew I did. I was worried about whether I would know how to show her.

CHAPTER 25

Andrew and I took an Uber to Mikaela’s house. The ride was quiet, filled with the kind of comfortable silence that had grown between us lately whenever we were heading into something new. There was no need for nervous chatter; we both knew exactly why we were there, and for the first time, the anticipation felt balanced between us.

Mikaela had told me earlier that there was no point in dressing up. I agreed—it didn’t make sense to put on anything restrictive when the clothes were only going to come off. I wore simple black leggings with no panties underneath and a soft gray shirt, opting for comfort over performance. A pair of flip-flops completed the look. When we arrived, Mikaela greeted us at the door dressed almost identically—leggings and a loose tank top, barefoot on her own hardwood floors.

We entered the house with Andrew carrying the bottle of rum he had picked up at her request. She greeted us both with warm, lingering hugs that set the tone for the night. After she poured us each a drink, we settled into her living room. We discussed what would happen in detail, maintaining the transparency that had made this journey work so far. Andrew would watch while Mikaela and I were together first. Then he would join in. Whatever happened after that would be left to the moment.

After a few rounds of drinks loosened the last of our professional veneers, we moved into her bedroom. Andrew sat at the foot of the bed, a silent, focused spectator, as Mikaela and I closed the distance in the center of the room.

She placed her hands on my hips, her touch steady. I did the same. When she leaned in to kiss me, I met her halfway.

Kissing Mikaela was an entirely new sensory experience. With Andrew, Chris, or Dave, there was always an edge of hunger—a firmness, the scratch of stubble, the way a man’s mouth claims space. Mikaela’s kiss was softer, smoother, and far more exploratory. Her lips were plush, and her tongue moved with a gentle confidence that teased mine rather than demanding it. There was no rush, no play for dominance—just a slow dance that made my skin tingle in a way I hadn't felt in twenty years of marriage. It felt intimate and curious, like discovering a language I hadn't realized I already spoke.

She pulled my shirt over my head, and I did the same for her. We stepped out of our leggings in unison, leaving us completely naked in the soft light of the room. We climbed onto the bed together, the sheets cool against our skin.

We kissed again, deeper this time, while our hands began to wander. My fingers found her smooth, shaved pussy at the same moment hers found mine. We touched each other slowly, tracing slick folds and circling clits. We took turns exploring each other's breasts—her mouth was hot and wet as she sucked my nipples, while I marveled at the softness of her skin.

Mikaela slowly worked her way down my body, trailing her tongue over my stomach until she settled between my spread legs. My heart was pounding in my ears. The moment I felt her warm, soft tongue begin to lick me, the rest of the world—including the man sitting at the foot of the bed—seemed to vanish.

She was incredibly precise. Her tongue was flat and broad as it licked from my entrance up to my clit, swirling in tight circles. It was a different rhythm than I was used to; it wasn't about the forceful drive toward an ending, but a lingering appreciation of the journey. She savored me, flicking her tongue lightly over the sensitive bud before sucking it gently into her mouth. The sensation built slowly but felt infinitely deeper.

I threaded my fingers through her hair, swaying my hips into her mouth.

“This is the greatest thing I’ve seen in my life!” Andrew’s voice broke through the quiet, filled with genuine awe.

Mikaela let out a short, breathy laugh against my skin before diving back in. When she slid two fingers inside me while sucking firmly on my clit, I arched my back hard off the mattress. My body began to tremble until a powerful orgasm crashed through me, my pussy clenching around her fingers as I moaned her name.

After I came, Mikaela kissed her way back up my body and pressed her mouth to mine, letting me taste myself on her lips. I rolled us over so I was on top. I kissed down her body the same way she had done to me, my only moment of hesitation coming when I was between her legs, staring at her glistening pussy. I wondered briefly if I would enjoy the taste.

The moment my tongue touched her, I had my answer. She was sweet and musky, warm and addictive. It felt like one of the most natural things I had ever done. I was amazed at how quickly she responded to me—her thighs tightening around my head and her hips bucking as she reached her peak.

Andrew joined us then, his cock already fully erect. He lay on his back, and Mikaela immediately straddled him, sinking down onto him with a soft moan. I positioned myself behind her and watched. It was intensely arousing to see my husband inside her, his skin flush against hers, both of them shiny with sweat and effort.

I watched as Andrew groaned and reached his climax, his body pulsing deep inside her. When Mikaela lifted off him, I leaned in and tasted the mix of them both, continuing to eat her out with a renewed, hungry focus.

I kept my attention on Mikaela as Andrew moved behind me, sliding his cock into my dripping pussy from behind. He fucked me with deep, steady strokes while I continued to devour her. The sensory overload was total—the feel of my husband behind me and the taste of my friend in front of me.

I made her cum again, her thighs shaking against my face. When Andrew growled that he was close, I pulled back just in time to watch Mikaela take him into her mouth, swallowing every drop as he finished.

When it was finally over, the three of us remained tangled together, exhausted and satisfied. We fell asleep with Mikaela lying between us—her soft, warm body pressed against mine on one side and Andrew’s strong frame on the other. The room smelled of sex, salt, and rum. My skin was still tingling, and my mind was quietly buzzing with the realization that we hadn't just added a person to our bed; we had expanded the very definition of our marriage. Mikaela’s breathing slowed into sleep first, her head resting on my shoulder, while Andrew’s arm draped across both of us, holding us steady in the dark.

CHAPTER 26

For the first time since we started our journey, Andrew and I needed to have a serious discussion about what had happened.

We were sitting on the couch the next evening, the house quiet around us. The TV was off, and there were no distractions to hide behind. The leftover energy from the night before still hung in the air—not the light, playful thrill that had followed our nights with Chris or Dave, but something heavier. It wasn’t jealousy; it was a profound, quiet concern.

Andrew shifted so he was facing me directly. His hand rested on my knee, but his grip was firm, his thumb still. “I need to say something,” he started, his voice steady but low. “I’ve been thinking about last night all day.”

I nodded. I hadn’t been able to think about anything else.

“Unlike with Chris and Dave,” he continued, “there was a different kind of tension between us afterward. It wasn't about the act itself. It was... concern.”

I felt the word settle in my chest like a weight. “I know,” I said. “I felt it too.”

He exhaled slowly, looking down at his hand before meeting my eyes again. “I’m worried you preferred sex with Mikaela more than with me. The way you two were together... it looked different. More fluid. I’ve been wondering if I’m still enough for you.”

His honesty hit me hard because I had been carrying the exact same fear in reverse. “I was worried you preferred sex with her more than with me,” I admitted, the words catching in my throat. “The way you looked at her when she was riding you... it made me wonder if she felt better to you than I do.”

The words were out, raw and unfiltered. For a moment, neither of us spoke. Then, I asked the questions that had been circling my mind since we left Mikaela’s house.

“Did being inside of her feel better than being inside of me?” I asked quietly. “Did she ride you better than I do?”

Andrew didn’t blink. He kept his eyes locked on mine. “It felt good,” he said with a blunt honesty I appreciated. “She’s beautiful, but no, it wasn’t better than being inside you. It never could be. I will always prefer sex with you over anyone else. You’re the one I want. You’re the one I’ve chosen to spend my life with. That hasn’t changed, baby. Not even a little.”

His answer settled a storm I didn’t realize was raging inside me. I reached for his hand and laced our fingers together.

Andrew had questions of his own, and I could see the vulnerability in the way he braced for my response. “Did you enjoy kissing her more than you enjoy kissing me?” he asked. “Did she... eat your pussy better than I do?”

I thought about it for a second, wanting to be as precise as he had been. “It was different,” I said. “Softer. There’s a different rhythm when it's two women. But no, I didn’t enjoy it more. I will always prefer having sex with you. I felt the same connection with you last night that I always feel, even when she was there. The others... they’re just experiences. You’re my person.”

We sat with that for a moment, the weight of our shared history filling the space between us. I needed him to understand the depth of it.

“Having sex with Chris, Dave, and Mikaela was exciting,” I said. “It pushed boundaries we both wanted to explore. But it was just sex. I didn’t feel the soul-level connection that I feel with you. I wouldn’t feel it with anyone else. Ever.”

Andrew nodded slowly, his shoulders finally losing their rigidity. “Same for me. It’s just sex. Hot sex, sure. But it's a shadow compared to what we have.”

Being able to talk openly and honestly without defensiveness was our greatest strength. We weren't walking on eggshells; we were being real, the same way we had been since we were teenagers.

When the conversation finally wound down, Andrew pulled me closer. I rested my head against his chest, listening to the steady, familiar rhythm of his heartbeat.

Just like the experiences before Mikaela, it had brought us closer. The worry we had both carried had been named, dissected, and released. In its place was something even more solid. A deeper trust and a clearer understanding that no matter who we invited into our bed, the foundation of our marriage remained untouched.

We were still us. And that felt better than any pleasure we could ever find outside of each other.

CHAPTER 27

Andrew, Mikaela, and I were all on the same page. We had enjoyed what we had stepped into, and there was no reason not to continue. We saw each other a handful of times more over the next couple of months, fitting it in around our schedules without overcomplicating it. It became a comfortable, thrilling addition to our lives, a secret rhythm that belonged only to the three of us.

Then the girls came home for the summer. And just like that, everything shifted back.

Dave’s building renovations were well underway by then, and I was back to working on finding him a house. His cousin Brian had officially bought him out of the Miami operation, and Dave had fully committed to starting his own luxury dealership in Tampa. Most of his time was spent sourcing high-end inventory and building something that would match the reputation he had spent a decade cultivating.

Finding him a house should have been simple, especially with his budget. It wasn’t. Dave was being difficult, and Andrew wasn't in any rush to help me narrow him down. Dave kept changing his mind on the essentials—location, size, layout—something always needed to be adjusted the moment I found a viable lead.

“You’re being a pain in my ass,” I told him one afternoon as we stood in a sprawling mid-century modern that he had dismissed within thirty seconds of walking through the door.

“I know,” he said, flashing that grin that usually got him out of trouble.

“You’re impossible to work with, Dave. I have other clients, you know.”

“And yet, here we are,” he replied, leaning against a teak built-in. “You won't quit on me.”

I shook my head, closing my folder. “I’m going to find you something whether you like it or not, if only to get you off my active list.”

“That’s why I trust you,” he said, his tone softening just enough to let me know he meant it.

Having the girls home changed the entire atmosphere of our house. Andrew and I had known we missed them, but knowing it and feeling it weren’t the same. The house felt full again—louder, busier, and filled with the kind of chaotic energy we didn’t realize had been missing until it returned. The silence of the empty nest was replaced by slammed doors, late-night snacks, and the constant hum of their lives.

We took a week-long trip to Aruba that summer. It was a trip we had been talking about for years, and it gave us time together as a family, away from the distractions of work and the complexities of our new social experiments. It was exactly what we needed to ground ourselves.

But not everything that summer was easy. Vicky broke up with Hannah. It hit her hard—harder than I expected. I sat with her on the back porch one afternoon, listening more than speaking. I didn't have the words she needed because I had never truly had my heart broken. I had been with Andrew since I was a teenager; I didn't know how to explain a pain I had never felt.

What made it worse was that they had been best friends before they started dating. It wasn’t just the relationship that ended; it was the history and the friendship, too. That was the part Hannah couldn’t process.

Dave stepped in without being asked. He sat with her out back one night, the two of them talking in low voices while I watched from the kitchen window.

“Uncle Dave,” I heard her say, her voice small. “You never really recovered, did you? From Brianne?”

He smiled slightly, looking out at the pool. “Just because I’m single doesn’t mean I didn’t recover, Han. I did. I just haven’t found the right person to settle down with. I stopped looking for a long time.”

“What if I never find the right girl?” she asked.

“Hannah,” he said, his tone steady and comforting. “You’re nineteen. You have plenty of time. And you might not even be the one who finds her. She might find you when you're busy doing something else.”

“I thought it was Vicky,” she said, and that was when she finally broke.

Dave didn’t try to fix it with platitudes. He pulled her into a hug and held her while she cried, rocking her gently like he understood exactly what she was feeling. Because, in a way that neither Andrew nor I could, he did.

Later that night, after the girls had gone to bed, Dave sat with Andrew and me in the living room. There was something different about him—a seriousness that replaced his usual bravado.

“I’ve been thinking,” he said, looking at the two of us.

Andrew looked up from his drink. “That’s usually dangerous, Dave.”

Dave ignored the jab. “I want what you two have. Not just the house or the kids. Everything. The trust. The ability to be honest about what you want and not feel like you have to hide it.”

I watched him closely. This wasn’t a casual observation; it was a confession.

“I want to settle down,” he said.

That alone was enough to catch us both off guard, but he wasn’t finished.

“Would it be okay with you two if I asked Mikaela out?” he asked.

Andrew leaned back, looking surprised but not displeased. “Dave, she doesn’t belong to us. If you want to ask her out, ask her out. You don't need a hall pass from me.”

I didn’t say anything right away. Mikaela was complicated. Most men were intimidated by her drive, or they didn't understand her openness about her sexuality. She had never seriously considered a long-term relationship with a woman because she knew she wanted a traditional family structure eventually. And then there was Max. She was incredibly protective of him; she never brought men into his life unless she was certain they were worth the attachment.

I didn't know how Dave would fit into that world, but he didn't hesitate. He asked her out the following week.

One date turned into two. Two turned into three. By the end of the summer, they weren’t just seeing each other; they were exclusive.

It changed things for us. Mikaela wasn’t someone we could blur lines with anymore. That part of our lives paused without needing a formal conversation. With Dave involved, that door closed on his side, too. Neither Andrew nor I had expected our two "thirds" to find each other, but it made a strange kind of sense.

For the first time in a long time, Dave looked like he had found something he actually wanted to keep. And for Andrew and me, it meant our circle was whole again, even if the bedroom was quieter.

CHAPTER 28

Time passed as time continues to pass. With the heavy fog of her breakup with Vicky finally lifting, Hannah decided to reclaim a part of herself she had sacrificed for the relationship. She went out for the walk-on trials for the women’s basketball team at her university. She had been a standout in high school—good enough to pull scholarship offers from smaller programs—but she had turned them down to stay close to home, and Vicky, fearing the schedule would pull them apart.

When the news came that she had made the roster, Andrew was beyond happy. He had played at Tennessee, and basketball was in his DNA. Though he had never pressured her to follow his footsteps, seeing her jersey hang in a locker room again was clearly a point of pride for him. Hailey, meanwhile, remained happily indifferent to the world of sports, which suited us just fine.

At that time, I was the busiest I had been in years. The Tampa real estate market was on fire, and listings were practically being thrown at me. Juggling the demands of high-stakes closings with traveling to watch Hannah’s games was exhausting, but I managed.

On a particularly humid Sunday, I was hosting an open house that ended much sooner than expected. A buyer walked in, toured the place in ten minutes, and handed me an all-cash offer well above the asking price. I called the sellers, they practically screamed their approval over the phone, and I pulled the plug four hours early.

The house was quiet when I pulled into the driveway, though I knew Andrew was home because his car was there. I kicked my shoes off in the foyer and headed upstairs. As I approached our bedroom, the sound of rhythmic moaning drifted through the door. I assumed he was just passing the time with some standard porn, but when I walked into the room, the visual was not what I expected.

Andrew was completely nude, his back to the door, intensely focused on his laptop screen. He was watching a video of a strikingly feminine trans woman riding a man in a reverse cowgirl position.

The second that he sensed my presence, he slammed the laptop shut as if the physical act of closing the lid could erase the last ten seconds from my memory. He looked at me, caught between panic and shame.

I didn't say a word. I simply walked over, sat on the edge of the bed, and took him into my mouth. I sucked him until he came, feeling the frantic pulse of his heart eventually slow down. Once he was settled, I reached for the laptop, entered his passcode, and pulled the video back up.

“Do you watch that often?” I asked, my voice calm.

“Often enough,” he admitted, looking everywhere but at the screen. He cleared his throat, his posture defensive. “I’m not gay, baby.”

I tried to suppress it, but I couldn't. I laughed. My husband, the man who could be borderline homophobic when it came to other men, the "alpha" who held onto traditional masculine roles, was sitting there worrying about labels.

“I obviously know you’re not gay, honey,” I said, leaning back against the headboard. “And it’s okay to be bisexual. Trust me, I of all people know that.”

“I’m not bisexual,” he insisted, his voice rising. “I love women.”

“Women and women with cocks,” I responded with a small, playful smile.

That was the breaking point for his pride. He snapped, got off the bed, and hurriedly pulled on his shorts and a shirt.

“Honey!” I shouted as he stormed out of the bedroom. I followed him down the stairs and into the kitchen, where he was already pouring a double shot of whiskey. He downed it, grabbed a beer from the fridge, and headed for the backyard. I grabbed a beer for myself and followed him out to the patio.

“Andrew, stop,” I said, sitting in the chair across from him. “I don’t understand why you’re so upset. There isn’t anything wrong with being attracted to trans women.”

“A trans woman is… it’s a woman with a cock,” he responded, staring at the pool.

“No shit,” I replied, the laughter bubbling up again.

“This isn’t funny, baby!”

“I’m sorry for laughing, but you’re being ridiculous. After everything we’ve done with Chris, Dave, and Mikaela, you should know you can tell me anything. I shouldn’t have had to walk in on you for us to have this conversation.”

He sighed, the fight finally leaving his frame. He took a long pull of his beer. “You’re right. But this isn't something I ever planned on talking about. It makes me feel… a certain way.”

“Drop the macho bullshit, honey. If you’re attracted to trans women and it’s something you want to explore, we explore it. That’s how things work with us now.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to explore it,” he replied.

“You’re a terrible liar.”

He sighed again. Over the next hour, the truth finally started to leak out. He explained that nude men did absolutely nothing for him, but a feminine-looking trans woman—the soft features, the curves, the long hair—aroused him in a way he couldn't ignore. He told me he had no interest in sucking a dick or being penetrated, but the idea of being the one doing the fucking was a curiosity that had been eating at him for a long time.

He even admitted there was a specific performer who had triggered the obsession: Riley Rose.

When I looked her up later that night, I understood. She was breathtaking. She was incredibly feminine, with a soft voice and a body that would make any woman jealous. If you didn't see her naked, you would never know she had been born a biological man.

I found a listing for her on a high-end escort site. She was based in Los Angeles and didn't have Tampa on her travel schedule, but I reached out anyway. I set up a video call under the guise of booking her in Los Angeles. When I explained exactly what I wanted, a curated experience for my husband’s first time, we arrived at a price and a date that made the cross-country flight worthwhile.

I didn’t tell Andrew. I knew that if I gave him time to think, his pride would convince him to back out. I wanted to surprise him with the one thing he was too afraid to ask for himself.

CHAPTER 29

It was a Saturday, a few weeks after my conversation with Andrew. I had booked a hotel room in downtown Tampa for Riley, and she called me that afternoon to let me know she had checked in.

I ordered an Uber for her that would have her at our house by nine that night. To make sure there were no interruptions, I had cleared my Sunday entirely, having my agents cover all the open houses on the schedule. After dinner, I started mixing cocktails, letting the alcohol take the edge off the evening.

Andrew was relaxed and comfortably buzzed when the doorbell rang. We were sitting outside on the patio in our swimwear, enjoying the warm night air.

“Honey, can you get that, please?” I asked.

He headed into the house to answer the door. I waited a few heartbeats, giving the surprise a moment to land, before entering the house behind him.

“Hi, Drew. It’s nice to meet you," Riley said as I walked into the foyer. She was even more striking in person—radiant and composed. "I would introduce myself, but your wife made it clear that you know who I am.”

Andrew stood there, momentarily speechless. “Please... come in,” he managed to say.

“Hi, Riley. Thank you so much for coming," I said, stepping forward. "Let me grab your bag and put it in the guest room. My husband will get you anything you’d like to drink in the meantime.” I flashed Andrew a knowing smile.

He smiled back, a look of pure disbelief and gratitude on his face. As I headed upstairs with her luggage, they walked toward the kitchen. When I rejoined them in the backyard a few minutes later, it was obvious Andrew was starstruck. He was looking at her the way a fan looks at a celebrity, clearly realizing that the videos didn't quite do justice to how she looked in person.

Riley was incredibly pleasant. She told us that she didn’t get many couple bookings, especially ones where her airfare and hotel were covered upfront. She mentioned she wanted to change into her suit, so I escorted her back to the guest room before rejoining Andrew by the pool.

“I can’t believe you actually booked her, baby," he whispered. "Do I even want to know how much this is costing us?”

“How much it’s costing me," I corrected him with a grin. "I used my own commissions, honey, and it’s worth every dollar.”

“You might be the most amazing wife ever,” he said, the smile fixed on his face.

I was stunned by how gorgeous Riley looked when she emerged in her bikini. Her body was flawless, and Andrew was practically overheating as we all sat together, drinks in hand. She was funny, easy to talk to, and genuinely seemed to enjoy the atmosphere of our home.

We didn’t head up to the bedroom until almost 11:00 PM. Once the clothes were gone, the "macho" rules Andrew had set earlier began to dissolve. Mr. 'I don’t want to suck a dick or get fucked' changed his tune the moment Riley began giving his nude body a massage.

Watching Andrew give in was a revelation. The only thing hotter than watching him explore her was watching him get fucked by her.

“Your ass is so tight, handsome," she whispered, her voice low and steady. "I’m going to cum inside you.”

Andrew took her so easily that it became clear this wasn't his first time experimenting with anal sensation. It was obvious he had explored this on his own but hadn't felt comfortable admitting it during our initial talk. She stroked him while she fucked him from behind until he exploded, and a moment later, she followed, finishing deep inside him. When she eventually pulled out, I watched her cum leak from him and leaned in to taste the result.

As he caught his breath, I took my turn. I worked her until she was hard again, and then she fucked me—hard, deep, and fast. It was an entirely different sensation than being with Mikaela; there was a weight and a heat to Riley that felt incredible.

Riley came in my pussy, and Andrew, eager to be a part of it, sucked her cum from me and swallowed.

Once Andrew recuperated, he took his second turn. Riley sucked him until he was ready again, and then I watched my husband pound her for what seemed like an eternity while I touched myself to an intense orgasm. By the time Andrew finally finished, he was drenched in sweat and breathing like he’d just run a marathon.

Riley asked if we were done for the night, and we both nodded, completely spent.

When she exited the bedroom and closed the door, I turned to Andrew. “So, what happened to the 'no sucking and no getting fucked' rule?”

“I guess I got caught up in the moment,” he answered, sounding a little dazed.

“Did you have a good time?”

“No," he said, pulling me into a kiss. "I had an amazing time.” He closed his eyes and was asleep within minutes.

When I woke up the next morning, Andrew was still out cold. I showered and went downstairs to find the coffee pot nearly finished. Riley joined me in the kitchen just as I was pouring my first cup.

“Would you like some coffee or something to eat?” I asked.

“No, thank you,” she said, looking refreshed. “Last night was a great time.”

“If you’re ready to head back to the hotel, I’ll order your Uber,” I offered.

“After last night and what you paid me? I’m more than happy to pay for my own Uber,” she said with a smile.

After she showered and dressed, I walked her back into our bedroom so she could say goodbye to an extremely hungover Andrew. Then she was gone, and the experience was over. It was a peak we hadn't expected to hit, leaving us with a new understanding of just how far we were willing to go for each other.

CHAPTER 30

It had been too long since Dave, Mikaela, Andrew, and I had gotten together, so we hosted them for a BBQ dinner and drinks the following weekend. The air was thick with the scent of grilled steak and easy laughter.

I still hadn’t found a house that met Dave’s ever-shifting criteria, so he was still renting an Airbnb and splitting his time between there and Mikaela’s place when Max was out for the night. That same weekend Andrew and I had spent with Riley, Mikaela had introduced Dave to Max. The meeting had gone better than they expected, which signaled to Andrew and me that they had crossed over into the territory of an extremely serious relationship.

When Dave and Andrew decided to smoke cigars, Mikaela and I slipped inside the house to refresh our drinks.

“Now that we’re alone, I have something insane to tell you,” Mikaela said, her hazel eyes dancing with an energy I hadn't seen in a while.

“I’m all ears,” I said, leaning against the kitchen island.

“Last night, David and I were out having drinks at a lounge downtown and bumped into a porn actress named Riley Rose,” she said. I nearly dropped the glass I was holding. “She’s trans, but you would have no idea looking at her. David and I knew who she was because we’re fans, so we bought her a drink. One drink led to another, and to make a long story short, we took her back to David’s place and had one of the most amazing nights of our lives.”

“Dave was with her?” I questioned, trying to keep my voice steady as my mind raced through the astronomical odds.

“Dave was all about her, but so was I,” Mikaela said, her voice dropping an octave. “Watching my man get fucked was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“What are the chances that you bumped into a trans performer of all people?” I asked, playing the part of the shocked friend while internally reeling at the coincidence.

“I have no idea, but it was fantastic. Apparently, some married couple flew her out from Los Angeles and paid her so much money that she decided to stick around in Tampa for a week just to chill. I don’t know who the couple is, but I’m eternally grateful to them.”

I took a slow sip of my drink. “So... she fucked Dave and Dave fucked her?”

“Yeah, but that’s not all that happened,” she said, stepping closer. “Not only did I get double penetrated by them, but I also scratched something off my bucket list. I had them both in my pussy at the same time. It was as incredible as you told me it would be.”

I looked toward the sliding glass door. “Dave and Andrew tell each other everything, but I don’t think they’ll be talking about what happened last night. This feels like the one secret they'd keep.”

“Like you said, Natalie, they tell each other everything,” Mikaela responded with a smirk. “And I know for a fact that despite your husband’s homophobia when it comes to men, Dave is telling him as we speak.”

“I’ve known Dave for a long time,” I said, shaking my head. “I had no idea he was bisexual.”

“David wouldn’t call himself bisexual. To him, a woman with a dick is still a woman. It doesn’t matter, though. Labels are useless and not needed as far as I’m concerned,” she responded.

That night, I realized how truly deep the bond between Andrew and Dave went. When Mikaela and I finally joined them outside, with the smell of tobacco hanging in the air, we didn't find them talking about sports or the car business. We found them sitting in the patio light, leaning toward each other, openly and comfortably discussing the merits of Riley Rose.

The secret was out on both sides, and as I caught Andrew’s eye, a slow, knowing grin spread across his face. Our circle would expand into a reality none of us could have predicted had we tried.

CHAPTER 31

Andrew and I knew that once Mikaela introduced Dave to Max as her boyfriend, their relationship had crossed into territory that was as serious as it gets. But even with that knowledge, when Dave sat us down on our patio one evening and told us he was going to propose, we were genuinely surprised. The "forever bachelor," the man who had treated the car business like a lifestyle and women like accessories, was finally ready to turn in his keys for good.

We were just as surprised to find ourselves attending their wedding the following summer.

The weather was perfect—the kind of clear, golden Tampa day where the humidity stays low, and the breeze off the bay makes everything look like a postcard. I’ll be the first to admit that I’m not typically an emotional person; I deal in contracts, hard numbers, and closing costs. But I cried through nearly the entire ceremony.

Mikaela’s father had passed away years ago, so Max, then seventeen and standing nearly as tall as Dave, walked her down the aisle. Watching him give his mother away to Dave was a moment that felt like the closing of a long, difficult circle for both of them. Dave shed actual tears as he watched his bride approach him. He had found his person—the woman he told us he wanted before he ever even asked for our blessing to take her on that first date.

Andrew stood by his side as the best man, returning the favor Dave had done for him decades earlier when my pregnant and showing nineteen-year-old married Andrew in a much smaller, more frantic ceremony.

By the time the wedding arrived, I had already handled the logistical transition of their new life. I sold Mikaela’s house and found them their dream home, waiving both commissions as my wedding present to them. The new house was perfectly situated right between Dave’s parents and ours, keeping our family core intact.

I found it amusing that Max was clearly enamored with Hailey, who was then twenty-one. To his credit, Andrew remained the same calm and collected man I loved, even though I could practically see his blood boiling every time Max looked Hailey's way. He didn't say anything, but the way he gripped his drink a little tighter spoke volumes.

That same year, we all traveled together to witness another milestone: Hannah was selected late in the first round of the WNBA draft by Atlanta. She had played out of her mind during an absurd NCAA tournament run, proving all the scouts wrong about her size and her "walk-on" status.

Hailey, being very much her father’s daughter when it came to digital marketing and vision, had built a massive online following for both herself and Hannah during the season. She had managed her sister's "brand" so well that by the time graduation came, Hailey didn't move back home. She moved to Atlanta to continue managing Hannah’s career and handle her sponsorships. I had always been closer to Hailey while Hannah shared that deep sports bond with Andrew, but Hailey following in Andrew’s professional footsteps as a content creator made them closer than they had ever been.

And just like that, the house was silent. Andrew and I officially became empty nesters. Our daughters were adults, navigating the world on their own terms, and the quiet was a heavy, physical presence in the hallways. We were there for Mikaela when Max eventually left for college; she took it much harder than we had, which was understandable. Max had been her only child, her teammate through the hardest years of her life, and watching him drive away left a void she wasn't prepared for.

As for our "sharing" ways, Andrew and I had quietly put that chapter behind us. We entered that world in total agreement and decided to leave it the same way. The thrill of Chris, the history with Dave, and the awakening with Mikaela—and even the unexpected peak with Riley—were all parts of a journey that served its purpose. We missed those days sometimes—the electric charge of a new person and the shared secrets that only we knew—but we agreed that the chapter was closed.

Neither of us regretted a single moment. We had gone into it with a strong marriage, and we exited with an unbreakable foundation. We had explored every corner of our desires, leaving nothing unsaid and nothing wondered about.

CHAPTER 32

Andrew and I were no longer in our thirties, but our sex life was more visceral and adventurous than it had ever been. The era of sharing each other had opened doors we never intended to close, particularly when it came to our own physical connection. Those nights with Riley and the long, candid discussions with Dave had stripped away Andrew’s lingering hesitations about his own body.

By now, pegging had become a regular, highly anticipated part of our repertoire. I would have him lie toward the foot of the bed, his legs pushed up toward his chest, and I’d fuck his ass with a strap-on while stroking his cock with a rhythmic, steady hand until he exploded. He had long since moved past the "does this make me gay?" stage of his life; he had embraced the simple reality that pleasure didn't need a label. He was secure in his masculinity, and that security made him more open to me than ever before.

We experimented with toys in ways we hadn't dreamed of a decade ago. Andrew would use a dildo to fuck my ass while he buried himself in my pussy, the dual penetration filling me in a way that made my toes curl. Or he’d use a vibrator on my clit while he took me from behind, his hands gripping my hips as he drove us both toward the edge. My personal favorite, however, was when he would fuck me with a dildo already inside my pussy—the sheer fullness was overwhelming, a stretching, heavy sensation that made every thrust from him feel twice as deep.

Our bond was stronger than ever, but even with our private experimentation, we both felt the phantom limb of our past experiences. We missed the specific, unpredictable energy of a third person in the room. We could simulate the physical sensations, but we couldn't replicate the dynamic of a third set of eyes watching us, or the thrill of a different touch against our skin. We toyed with the idea of finding someone new, but the thought of "interviewing" strangers felt hollow. It wouldn’t be the same as it was with Dave or Mikaela; the history, the trust, and the deep-seated love weren't there. So, we stayed as a duo, channeling that restless energy into our careers.

Dave’s exotic car rental business was dominating the Tampa market, his fleet of Lamborghinis and Ferraris constantly booked out for weddings and corporate retreats. Andrew’s digital marketing firm was thriving, his client list growing as fast as the city itself. Between my residential real estate volume and Mikaela’s high-stakes commercial listings, the four of us were constantly in motion. Even though they lived just a few miles away, we didn't get together nearly as much as we wanted. Success was a jealous mistress; it had a way of stealing our time and leaving us with only late-night texts and missed calls.

When we finally managed to get together for dinner one Friday night at a quiet steakhouse in South Tampa, the exhaustion was visible on everyone’s faces. Dave looked like he’d been living off caffeine, and Mikaela had the sharp, tired eyes of someone who had just closed a ten-million-dollar deal.

“We need a break,” Dave said, leaning back with a glass of neat scotch. “A real one. No laptops, no phone calls about inventory, no emergency showings.”

“An all-inclusive,” Mikaela suggested, her voice nearly a plea. “Somewhere we don’t have to think about anything but which drink to order next. No kids, no work, just us.”

A week-long trip to Mexico sounded like the exact sanctuary we all needed. We didn't even wait to get home; we made the reservations that night over dessert. By the second week of September, we were landing in Cancún, the humid tropical air hitting us like a warm blanket as we stepped off the plane.

The resort we chose, Grand Velas Riviera Maya, was staggering in its scale and luxury. It wasn't just a hotel; it was a sprawling, five-diamond sanctuary carved into the intersection of the Mayan jungle and the Caribbean coastline. We had booked suites in the "Grand Class" section, an oceanfront enclave designed specifically for adults.

Our suites featured private plunge pools on massive stone terraces that overlooked the turquoise water. The bathrooms were masterclasses in marble, featuring walk-in rain showers and deep soaking tubs that looked out over the greenery. The resort itself was a labyrinth of infinity pools, white-sand paths, and eight different gourmet restaurants that ranged from molecular gastronomy to traditional Mexican fare.

We spent our first few mornings at the Zen Grand pool, a hidden gem surrounded by lush mangroves and the prehistoric sounds of tropical birds. In the afternoons, we moved to the beach, where the staff seemed to anticipate our need for fresh towels or another round of margaritas before we even had to signal.

The air in Mexico was thick with heat and salt, the kind of environment that forced you to slow down and actually notice the people you were with. As the sun began to dip toward the horizon, painting the sky in bruised purples and deep oranges, I looked around the table. We were four people who had worked ourselves to the bone, finally finding a moment of stillness. There was a profound sense of comfort in our silence—a realization that despite the years, the career shifts, and the evolving nature of our lives, the core of our friendship remained the one thing that didn't require effort. We were just four old friends at a beautiful resort, finally letting the rest of the world fade into the background.

CHAPTER 33

It was our third day at the resort, and the rhythm of the vacation had finally settled into something effortless. Andrew and I spent the morning and the early part of the afternoon as a pair, enjoying a long, slow breakfast on our terrace followed by a late lunch of fresh ceviche near the beach. We didn't meet up with Mikaela and Dave until the late afternoon, finding them by the main pool as the sun began its slow descent.

We spent the evening drifting between the swim-up bar and the restaurant, the conversation light and fueled by several rounds of mezcal cocktails. After dinner, as the humid night air settled over the resort, Dave and Andrew decided to find a quiet corner of the lounge for cigars. Mikaela and I took that as our cue to walk the grounds, drinks in hand, letting the sound of the crashing waves guide us toward the darker, more secluded paths.

Mikaela looked breathtaking. She was wearing an all-red string bikini that did absolutely nothing to hide her amazing body. Being near her, I couldn't help the flashes of memory of the nights Andrew and I had spent with her. The way she moved and the way she tasted. It wasn't one-sided, either. Mikaela seemed to talk more to my chest than my face as we navigated the stone paths, her gaze lingering a second too long every time I shifted.

“This resort is incredible,” she said, her voice dropping into that smooth, low register. “We needed this so badly. David and I really appreciate that you two came along.”

“We should be thanking you for the invite,” I replied. “It’s been way too long since Andrew, and I took a trip without the girls. The house has been too quiet lately.”

“Are you used to them being in Atlanta yet?” she asked.

“I wouldn't say I'm used to it, but it’s become easier. I always expected them to come home after graduation, but life had other plans. Hannah playing professionally wasn't on our radar, let alone Hailey moving there to run her PR and marketing. But they’re happy, and they have each other. What about you? Is it getting easier with Max in Tennessee?”

“A little,” she said, her eyes getting slightly misty. She took a long sip of her drink. “Max and David talk all the time. I love that they’ve become so close. It’s... it’s more than I hoped for.”

“Dave loves that kid like his own,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s kind of crazy when I step back and look at the big picture.”

“What do you mean?”

“The history,” I said. “Me being with Dave, then Andrew and I sharing you, and then you and David ending up where you are now. It’s a lot of layers.”

“It is crazy,” she agreed. She hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “When David and I started dating, and things got serious, I thought what I had with you and Drew was just... paused. I didn't think it would stay on hold forever. I always thought it would happen again at some point.”

“Well,” I replied, my pulse picking up speed, “it just worked out that way. Life got busy.”

She stopped walking and turned to face me, her hazel eyes searching mine. “Do you miss it? Being with me?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “Andrew and I definitely miss it. A lot.”

“I miss it too. And so does David. He had much less time with you than I had with the two of you.” She let out a short, breathy laugh. “I’ve been with you and Drew. David has been with you. But the four of us? We’ve never actually come together.”

She was right. I took a slow sip of my drink, feeling the heat of the tequila and the humidity of the night.

“The four of us needed this vacation,” I said. “We were all at a breaking point with stress. But there are better ways to get that tension out of our bodies than just sitting by a pool and drinking.”

Mikaela smiled, a slow, predatory expression that I remembered vividly. “I can think of a few things we could do to relieve the stress.” She let her eyes roam over me, lingering on my crotch, my chest, and finally my lips. She slowly licked her own.

I was getting soaked, and it had nothing to do with the Mexican weather. The air between us was practically vibrating. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked.

She didn’t answer verbally right away, but the familiar, hungry look in her eyes told me everything I needed to know. “I have an idea,” she said.

We made a quick detour to her suite so she could grab a small overnight bag, which she then dropped off in mine. Once the "supplies" were hidden away, we went back out to the pool area and rejoined our husbands. We started ordering more drinks, the first phase of the plan Mikaela and I had quietly put together during our walk. We were going to make sure everyone was just relaxed enough to say yes to whatever came next.

CHAPTER 34

It was our third day at the resort, and the heat was beginning to feel less like a burden and more like a catalyst. Andrew and I had spent the morning and a long, lazy lunch together, finally shedding the last of our professional armor. By the time we met Mikaela and Dave by the main pool in the late afternoon, the air was thick with sun, salt, and the silent agreement Mikaela and I had reached during our walk.

We drifted into the water, the four of us forming a small, private circle at the swim-up bar. We went through several rounds of icy cocktails, the conversation flowing with an ease that hadn't been there forty-eight hours ago. Eventually, Mikaela caught my eye and gave a subtle nod.

"Let's take this up to our suite," I suggested, my voice casual but steady. "I think we’ve had enough sun for one day."

The guys didn't argue. We ordered a final round of drinks to go and made our way back to our room. Once inside the air-conditioned luxury of the living area, the atmosphere shifted instantly. Andrew and Dave settled onto the sofa, drinks in hand, watching us with a mix of curiosity and growing heat.

Mikaela and I stood in the center of the room. I stepped in front of Dave, and she stood in front of Andrew, but we were facing each other, our eyes locked. We placed our hands on each other’s hips, the skin-to-skin contact sending a jolt through me. We began feeling each other up, our lips hovering inches apart. She leaned in, licking and nipping at the sensitive skin of my neck, and I did the same to her, my breath hitching as I caught the scent of her sun-warmed skin.

We turned our heads in unison to look at our husbands. Both were sitting perfectly still, eyes wide and grins spreading across their faces as they realized the vacation had just truly begun.

Mikaela and I leaned into each other, our tongues meeting in a deep, hungry kiss. As we kissed, we reached for each other’s bikini ties, deftly undoing the knots until the silk dropped to the floor. We stood there completely naked, exploring each other's bodies with a familiar reverence. We took turns sucking and teasing each other’s nipples, our hands wandering down to play with each other’s slick folds. Only then did we turn our full attention to Dave and Andrew.

I kissed Andrew, tasting the tequila on his lips, then moved to Dave. Mikaela followed suit, crossing over to Dave before ending with Andrew. I reached for Dave’s swim trunks and pulled them down, while Mikaela did the same for Andrew. Their erect cocks sprang free, heavy and pulsing in the dim light of the suite.

Mikaela and I dropped to our knees together. I took Dave’s thick cock into my mouth, and she took Andrew’s. We held hands between them, our fingers interlaced as we worked. The room was filled with the rhythmic, wet sounds of our slurping and the deep groans from the men above us.

"God, Natalie... you haven't lost your touch," Dave growled, his hands finding my hair.

"Keep going, Mikaela," Andrew gasped.

We didn't stop. We increased the pace, our tongues swirling and our throats opening until both men reached their breaking points. They finished in our mouths, and we swallowed every drop before looking up at them with matching smiles.

Next, Mikaela and I turned back to each other. She lay back on the plush rug, and I positioned myself over her in a sixty-nine. Her pussy tasted even better than I remembered—sweet, musky, and completely addictive. We licked and sucked each other with a frantic intensity, our fingers working in tandem to find the right spots. I felt the first wave of a powerful orgasm crash through me, and a moment later, Mikaela followed, her body arching off the floor.

We took a breather to finish our drinks, and Andrew cracked open a fresh bottle of tequila. We did several rounds of shots, standing nude in the living room, the alcohol fueling a new level of boldness.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Mikaela said, her eyes dark.

We moved into the master bedroom. I began kissing Dave, and she began kissing Andrew, pushing them both onto the large, king-sized bed. I reached into my suitcase for my harness and strap-on, while Mikaela grabbed the bag she’d dropped off earlier, pulling out her own equipment and a bottle of lube.

“Gentlemen. Positions, please,” I commanded.

Dave and Andrew, fully committed to the ride, got on all fours side-by-side. I applied a liberal amount of lube to Dave’s ass, and Mikaela did the same for Andrew. I lined myself up behind Dave and pushed the dildo inside him, hearing him let out a sharp, surprised breath. Mikaela did the same to Andrew.

I pegged Dave from behind, my hips slamming against him while my hand reached around to stroke his cock. Beside me, Mikaela was pounding Andrew with a steady, relentless rhythm. Dave shot his load onto the sheets, and I continued to fuck him for a few more minutes, enjoying the way he groaned under my weight, before pulling out. We both stopped to watch Mikaela finish with Andrew; she drove into him one last time as he exploded, his body shaking with the intensity of the release.

Eventually, we removed our harnesses and drifted back into the living room for more tequila and conversation. We joked and laughed, the decades of friendship making the post-sex atmosphere incredibly comfortable. As we reminisced, the topic turned to the first time I had double-vaginal sex with both of them.

“Did it hurt?” Mikaela asked, her speech slightly slurred and her eyes glassy with pleasure.

“It stung a little at first,” I explained, "but then it was more pleasurable than anything. I felt stretched to my absolute limit, like every nerve was on fire." I looked at the guys. "How about you show Mikaela what she’s been missing?"

I sucked both Andrew and Dave back to full attention, and then it was Mikaela’s turn. She straddled Andrew in a reverse cowgirl as he sat on the edge of the sofa. Once he was deep inside her, Dave positioned himself between her spread legs. With Andrew’s cock already taking up space, Dave pushed in slowly, his eyes locked on hers.

Seeing Mikaela like that—filled by both our husbands—was more arousing than anything I had ever witnessed. She came twice, her screams echoing in the suite, before the men followed. Dave finished first, sliding out, and Mikaela continued to ride Andrew until he emptied himself inside her.

We spent most of the next day sleeping it off, but for the remainder of the trip, we were inseparable. Dave and Andrew double-penetrated me—one in the ass and one in the pussy—and then did the same to Mikaela.

One afternoon, we took it even further. I had both Andrew and Dave in my pussy at the same time while Mikaela worked me from behind with a strap-on. It was a sensory overload I had never experienced, a feeling of being completely possessed. Not to be outdone, Mikaela spent an evening riding my strap-on while Andrew and Dave double-teamed her ass.

By the time the four of us boarded our flight back to Tampa, we were exhausted, sore, and completely at peace. We had fucked the stress from our bodies and rediscovered a connection that transcended the everyday. We were leaving Mexico behind, but we were taking a new, unbreakable fire back home with us.

CHAPTER 35

Just as Andrew and I had needed a serious debriefing after our first night with Mikaela, Dave and Mikaela found themselves in the same position once we touched down in Tampa. The transition from the high-octane freedom of a Mexican resort back to reality was jarring. They did exactly what we had done years prior: they talked it out, excavated their insecurities, and addressed the "concern" Andrew and I had once felt. By the time they emerged from that conversation, their marriage wasn't just intact—it was fortified.

Our dynamic didn’t officially shift into its permanent state until about three months after that vacation. Unlike the calculated plan Mikaela and I had hatched in Mexico, this next step happened with a natural, quiet gravity on the night after Christmas.

The house was filled with the lingering scent of pine and bourbon. The kids were out with friends, and the four of us were sprawled in the living room. There was no formal proposal, just a shared look that had been simmering since Mexico.

Andrew and Dave sat back on the sofa, their breathing hitching as Mikaela and I moved into the center of the rug. I pulled her silk robe from her shoulders, and she did the same for me. We fell into each other with familiarity. I tasted the wine on her tongue as we kissed, our hands tracing curves we now knew by heart. The only sound in the room was the soft, wet friction of our skin.

"I've missed this so much," Mikaela whispered against my lips, her breath hitching as I slid my hand between her thighs.

I didn't answer with words. I just pulled her closer, letting out a low moan as she found my rhythm. The men watched in a reverent, heavy silence until the tension in the room reached its breaking point. Without a word, the configuration shifted. Dave reached for me, pulling me into a deep, possessive kiss before turning me around to fuck me right there on the rug, his movements urgent and heavy. Beside us, Andrew pulled Mikaela into his lap, her soft sighs turning into sharp, rhythmic gasps as he buried himself in her.

“God, Natalie... you feel incredible,” Dave growled into my ear, his hands gripping my hips.

“Drew, don't stop... make me cum,” I heard Mikaela cry out, her head falling back against Andrew’s shoulder.

After that night, the four of us sat down in the kitchen, still flushed and tangled in robes, and laid it all on the table. We agreed that this was no longer a "vacation luxury." It was something we all wanted as a permanent fixture in our lives. We set ground rules: the most important being that nothing would happen with anyone unless all four of us were present.

But as time passed and the trust deepened, we realized that rigid rules didn't fit the fluidity of our lives. We began to make exceptions. When it was my time of the month, and I wasn't up for the physical intensity, Mikaela was given the green light to be with Andrew and Dave without me. When it was her turn for a "break," I would take on both men myself. Eventually, that evolved into a standing permission for Mikaela and me to explore each other whenever the mood struck, even if we were just having a quiet lunch or a glass of wine alone at her house.

I don't know if many couples could survive a dynamic like ours. Most would probably crumble under the weight of comparison or the sting of the "odd man out" feeling. But we were the exception. Of course, there were flashes of jealousy—a look that lasted too long, a preference that felt too sharp—but we never let it fester. We talked honestly, we talked often, and we made adjustments as we went.

We had built something that defied the standard blueprints of marriage. It was complex, it was occasionally messy, but it was ours. And in the quiet moments between the chaos, I knew that none of us would have it any other way.

CHAPTER 36

It’s been ten years since Andrew, Dave, Mikaela, and I officially entered into our arrangement. A decade of navigating a life that doesn't fit into any standard box, yet somehow, it has become the most stable foundation we’ve ever known.

Eight years ago, the universe threw us a curveball. Dave and Mikaela brought Xavier into the world. They hadn’t planned on starting over with a newborn—Dave was forty-two, Mikaela was forty, but life had other ideas. Seeing Dave as a father to a young son has been one of the greatest joys of my life. He’s amazing with him, though I can tell it’s a lot for him to be fifty and keeping up with the boundless energy of an eight-year-old. Xavier is an incredible kid, a perfect blend of Dave’s charisma and Mikaela’s sharp wit. To him, I’m Aunt Natalie, and Andrew is Uncle Andy. Andrew has spent his entire life loathing the nickname "Andy," but Xavier is the only person on the planet allowed to call him that without receiving a stern look in return.

If there is one thing I’ve learned, it’s to expect the unexpected. When Andrew and I got together at fifteen, found out I was pregnant at eighteen, and stood at an altar at nineteen just before the twins were born, neither of us could have predicted our trajectory, especially when it came to Hailey and Max.

When Max graduated from college, he followed in his stepfather’s footsteps. He moved back to Tampa and began working alongside Dave at the exotic car rental business, eventually taking over the daily operations as Dave began to eye a semi-retirement.

Three years later, my girls finally returned home. It was a bittersweet homecoming; Hannah decided to retire from professional basketball after a string of persistent knee injuries that mirrored the very ones that ended Andrew’s career decades ago. Seeing her walk away from the game was hard, but she transitioned with the same grace she had on the court. Hailey joined Andrew’s marketing firm, eventually rising to a leadership role, while Hannah followed her passion by opening a premier girls' basketball training academy.

Hannah’s academy was the catalyst for the next big shift in our family. She hired Sofia, a former standout who had made a fortune in NIL money during college but flamed out of the WNBA after three grueling seasons. What started as a professional partnership between employer and employee quickly evolved. They became inseparable, then girlfriends, and eventually, we stood by as they exchanged vows.

But the biggest surprise was Hailey and Max. If anyone had told me they would end up together, I would have laughed. Max always had eyes for Hailey, but the four-year age gap seemed like an ocean at the time. Hailey had never been into younger guys. She usually dated men who were established and several years older. But something shifted when they were both back in Tampa as adults. The age gap vanished, replaced by a deep, shared history and a compatibility that none of us saw coming.

Hailey gave birth last year to twin boys, Cooper and Jordan. Seeing Andrew hold his grandsons—twins, just like our girls—was a moment of pure, full-circle clarity.

The family is closer than ever, literally. Hailey, Max, and the boys live right next door to Hannah and Sofia. While Hannah and Sofia currently say they don't want children, I see the way they look at Cooper and Jordan. They’re both still young enough to change their minds, and if they do, they’ll have a village waiting to help.

Andrew and I built a life together that neither of us could have imagined on the day we saw that first positive pregnancy test. We’ve been together for thirty-five years, and we’ve been married for thirty-one of them. We’ve shared our beds, our secrets, and our deepest fears with the people we love most, and we’ve come out on the other side with an unbreakable bond.

I don’t know what the future holds for any of us. Life has taught me that the road will always have turns I can't see yet. But for now, we’re all happy, we’re all together, and that is more than enough for the rest of our lives.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “The Marriage We Opened.” This story was a journey through the complexities of trust, the evolution of desire, and the unbreakable bonds of a friendship that spanned decades. Exploring how these four characters navigated their unique dynamic while keeping their families and hearts intact was a project close to my heart.

If you are interested in exploring more of my work you can find my full catalog at: www.AntoinetteSax.info

The link above will take you directly to my Amazon Author Page. If this story resonated with you, I would sincerely appreciate it if you could take a moment to leave a rating and a review. Your feedback not only helps other readers discover my work but also provides the fuel for the next story.

Thank you for reading!
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