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      The velvet of my green dress whispered against my legs as Chris and I stepped into the grand, glittering room. Golden light poured from the chandeliers above, refracting against glasses of champagne and sequins on designer gowns. The air was thick with perfume, laughter, and that unmistakable hum of New York City wealth—a mixture of ambition and ease.

      Chris looked stunning in his tailored navy suit, crisp white shirt open at the collar, and just the faintest glint of a gold watch peeking out from his sleeve. His thick, dark hair was swept back in a way that made me want to run my fingers through it later. He leaned down as we paused near the entrance, his lips brushing my ear. "Ready to be dazzling tonight?" he asked with a grin.

      I smiled up at him, my heart skipping because he still had that effect on me after five years of marriage. "Ready as ever," I said, squeezing his arm. He smelled like cedarwood and spice, a cologne I'd gifted him last Christmas that somehow made him even more irresistible.

      Chris nodded toward the crowd before us—a collection of impeccably dressed bodies moving like currents around islands of crystal tables and leather lounge chairs. "Let's make our rounds."

      We moved together, arm in arm, like royalty greeting their court. People turned as we passed—maybe it was just the confidence Chris exuded or how well we'd put ourselves together tonight—but I could feel the weight of their glances.

      "Rebecca!" Chris greeted one of our acquaintances with his easy charm, holding out a hand to shake hers. Rebecca was as elegant as ever in some kind of sculptural black jumpsuit, her silver hair cropped close in an impossibly chic bob.

      "And Hannah," she said warmly, turning to me with a kiss to each cheek. "You look divine tonight—what is that dress? Valentino?"

      "Close," I said with a small laugh. "Vera Wang vintage."

      "Even better." She winked before turning back to Chris to rib him about some Knicks game they'd both suffered through last week.

      I made polite conversation but spent most of the time watching Chris from beneath my lashes. The lines at the corners of his eyes crinkled every time he laughed; his hand rested lightly at my waist when we moved between conversations; he listened intently when people spoke to him, nodding thoughtfully before responding with that smooth baritone voice.

      We navigated through cliques of investment bankers and gallery owners until we reached the bar where I ordered myself a glass of pinot noir while Chris went for a scotch neat.

      "To surviving holiday parties," I joked softly over the rim of my glass once our drinks were in hand.

      "To not spilling wine on your dress," he countered with a wry smile.

      He clinked his glass gently against mine before something—or someone—caught his attention over my shoulder. His gaze flickered briefly past me, quick enough that I barely noticed at first. But then I saw it—the faint tightness in his jaw when he turned back to me too quickly.

      "What is it?" I asked lightly. But even before he could answer—or deflect—I followed his line of sight back toward a darker corner near one of the floor-to-ceiling windows.

      She stood there like a vision conjured out of a memory I had tried not to examine too closely. Naomi. Chris’s ex-wife. And, God help me, she looked stunning.

      Her dress was black, sleek, and impossibly fitted—like it had been poured over her body and then sculpted into art. A slit ran up one side, exposing a toned leg that ended in strappy silver heels. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over bare shoulders that gleamed faintly under the chandelier light. Even from across the room, I caught the edge of her smirk—the one that had always seemed more confident than friendly.

      It hit me like a sucker punch: I’d forgotten how beautiful Naomi was. Or maybe forgotten wasn’t the right word. Suppressed? Repressed? Buried under layers of "she’s in the past" and "Chris chose me." But now, with her standing there so unapologetically gorgeous, all those old insecurities clawed their way back to the surface like they’d just been waiting for this moment.

      Chris cleared his throat beside me, his fingers tightening slightly on his glass. When I glanced up at him, he wasn’t looking at me. His gaze was still on her, lingering longer than it should have.

      "Naomi," he said under his breath, almost like he didn’t mean to say it aloud.

      "Yeah," I murmured, trying to sound casual despite the flare of jealousy warming my chest. "I see her."

      She noticed us then—of course she did—and her eyes sparkled with something that wasn’t quite surprise. She started moving toward us with the unhurried grace of someone who knew every head in the room was turning to watch her.

      Chris downed the rest of his scotch in one smooth motion just as she reached us.

      "Well," Naomi drawled when she was close enough for me to catch the faint scent of jasmine on her skin. "If it isn’t Chris and Hannah."

      Her voice hadn’t changed either—low and smoky, with just enough warmth to make you question if there was an edge beneath it. She tilted her head slightly as she looked between us, her lips curling into that semi-smile that always felt more like a challenge than a greeting.

      "Naomi," Chris said evenly. His voice gave nothing away—not surprise or discomfort—but his shoulders were a little too stiff for me to believe he was entirely unaffected.

      "It’s been... what? Four years?" Naomi said as though she were marveling at a piece of trivia rather than reminding us all exactly how long we’d lived without seeing her shadow fall across our lives.

      "Something like that," Chris replied.

      She shifted her attention to me then, assessing in that subtle but deliberate way women often do when deciding whether you’re competition or not.

      "Hannah," Naomi said finally as though savoring my name on her tongue for reasons I couldn’t quite pin down yet. "You look... lovely."

      Lovely. Not stunning or gorgeous or anything else flattering enough to feel sincere. Just… lovely.

      "Thank you," I said with what I hoped was an effortless smile even though my fingers tightened imperceptibly around the stem of my wine glass. "So do you."

      Her smirk deepened; she knew exactly what she'd done and was clearly enjoying my attempt to play it cool. "Oh, you’re sweet," she purred, her tone dripping with condescension masked as charm. She turned her gaze back to Chris, letting the moment linger just long enough for it to feel pointed. "So, how is married life treating you two?"

      Chris cleared his throat, his hand instinctively brushing against the small of my back. A reassuring gesture—or maybe a reflex—but it wasn’t enough to keep my chest from tightening. "It’s great," he said simply. "We’re happy."

      Naomi raised one dark brow, her smirk softening into something more elusive—fondness, maybe, or something designed to look like it. "That’s wonderful to hear," she said softly, but there was an edge to her words that made me feel like I was being graded on a test I didn’t know I was taking. "You always did have a way of making things work, Chris."

      I could feel heat rising in my cheeks, and I hated that I couldn’t tell if it was anger or discomfort—or some awful blend of both. Naomi’s gaze flitted back to me before settling somewhere near my collarbone.

      "What about you, Hannah?" she asked suddenly, as though including me was an afterthought she’d generously allowed. "Are you enjoying all of this?" Her manicured hand gestured vaguely at the opulent room around us—the glittering chandeliers, the waiters gliding past with trays of champagne flutes, the sound of laughter and clinking glasses that filled every corner.

      It felt like a trick question. She wasn’t asking about the party.

      "Of course," I said quickly, trying not to overthink the way Chris’s fingers had stilled against my back. "It’s beautiful here."

      Naomi hummed as though unconvinced but too polite—or too smug—to say so outright. "It is," she agreed after a beat. Her eyes flicked toward Chris again, and this time he met her gaze without hesitation.

      The air between them felt thicker than it should have been—like an unspoken conversation was happening right there in front of me. My grip tightened on my wine glass until I worried it might shatter.

      Excusing myself felt like surrendering ground I shouldn’t have to give up—but staying felt worse.

      "If you’ll excuse me," I said abruptly, interrupting whatever silent exchange they were having. My voice sounded steadier than I expected as I added with a faint smile, "I need to find the restroom."

      "Oh, let me point you in the right direction," Naomi said before Chris could even react. Her grin widened just enough for me to see the predator lurking behind it. "I know this place inside out."

      She didn’t wait for an answer—just turned and began walking away with the same effortless grace she’d used when crossing the room earlier. For one wild second, I considered just… not following her. But leaving Chris alone with Naomi felt equally unbearable.

      I trailed behind her in silence until we reached a door marked 'Ladies.' She pushed it open without hesitation and stepped inside like she owned the place.

      The bathroom was predictably luxurious: marble countertops, gilded mirrors, soft lighting that made everything look like a movie set . Naomi leaned against the counter, crossing one ankle over the other as she watched me step inside. The door swung shut behind us with a soft click, muffling the sounds of the party outside. For a moment, I hesitated by the door, unsure if I wanted to stay or bolt.

      "You know," Naomi began casually, inspecting her reflection in the mirror as she smoothed an invisible strand of hair back into place. "I’d forgotten how much fun these parties can be. All the glitter, all the performance." Her eyes flicked to mine through the mirror’s reflection. "You’re quite good at it yourself."

      I narrowed my gaze at her, trying to decide if that was supposed to be a compliment. "Thanks," I said shortly, moving toward the sink to wash my hands even though they weren’t dirty. The cool water gave me something to focus on.

      She turned then, leaning her hip against the counter and watching me directly now. Her stare was relentless—sharp and assessing like she was peeling back layers I didn’t even know I had.

      "You don’t have to do this, you know," she said suddenly, her voice softer than before but no less disarming. When I looked up at her, confused, she smiled like she’d caught me in some private joke. "Pretend everything’s perfect."

      "Excuse me?" My voice came out sharper than I intended, but my chest felt tight again, and I couldn’t seem to steady my breathing.

      Naomi tilted her head as if considering whether or not to elaborate. Then she stepped closer—just enough for me to catch the faint scent of her perfume, something dark and floral that made my stomach twist in a way I wasn’t prepared for.

      "Chris gets bored easily," she said matter-of-factly, as though she were commenting on the weather or some universal truth everyone knew but never said aloud. "It’s not a flaw exactly—it’s just who he is."

      I froze, my hands gripping the edge of the sink as I tried to process what she’d just said. My instinct was to argue, to defend him—to defend us—but there was a sliver of doubt lodged so deep in my chest that I couldn’t get the words out fast enough.

      "That’s not true," I managed finally, though it sounded weak even to me.

      Naomi chuckled softly and shook her head. "You’re sweet," she said again, but this time it didn’t sound condescending—it sounded almost affectionate. "I thought the same thing once too." Her gaze softened slightly as if she were letting me in on some secret we both wished wasn’t real.

      "Why are you telling me this?" My voice wavered despite my best efforts to keep it steady.

      She shrugged one shoulder elegantly and took another step closer until we were barely a foot apart now. "Maybe because I think you deserve a fair warning," she said simply. Then her lips curved into that same feline grin from earlier—the one that made her look dangerous and thrilling all at once. "Or maybe because I like stirring things up."

      I wanted to hate her—I really did—but there was something magnetic about her presence that made it impossible to look away.

      "And what makes you so sure you know anything about our marriage?" Naomi’s grin widened, her dark red lips parting just enough to reveal a flash of teeth. She reached past me, her fingers grazing the sink as if she needed an anchor for her next words.

      "Because, Hannah," she said softly, her voice curling around my name in a way that made it feel unfamiliar, "Chris hasn’t changed. He doesn’t reinvent himself for anyone—he only adapts long enough to keep things interesting. But eventually… he gets restless."

      I stiffened at the implication, my nails digging into the cold porcelain of the sink. "You don’t know that," I said firmly, though my conviction was wearing thin under her steady gaze. "People change."

      Naomi shrugged again, nonchalant but deliberate. "Maybe some do." Her eyes flicked over me slowly, lingering for just a beat too long on my lips before returning to meet my stare. "But not Chris."

      The air between us felt charged, and I hated how much space she seemed to take up in this tiny bathroom. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—though God help me, she was—there was something about her presence that demanded attention, like gravity bending everything in its orbit toward her.

      "I love him," I said finally, my voice quieter now but no less certain.

      Naomi’s expression softened just enough to catch me off guard. For a moment, I thought she might back down—but then she tilted her head again, studying me like I was some rare specimen under glass.

      "I know you do," she said gently, almost wistfully. "And he loves you too. For now."

      My chest tightened at those last two words, and I turned away from her before she could see the flicker of doubt cross my face. The faucet was still running, and I busied myself turning it off even though it didn’t need adjusting.

      "Why are you really saying all this?" I demanded without looking at her. My reflection glared back at me in the mirror—flushed cheeks and wide eyes betraying more than I wanted to admit.

      Naomi took another step closer until I could feel the heat of her body behind me. When she spoke again, her breath brushed against the side of my neck.

      "Because I wonder," she murmured, her tone low and intimate in a way that made my pulse quicken against my will, "if you've ever thought about what you’d want… if he ever got bored."

      I turned sharply to face her, but the movement brought us closer than I intended—close enough that I could see the faint freckles scattered across the bridge of her nose and smell that damn perfume again.

      "You’re wrong about him," I said firmly, though it sounded more like I was trying to convince myself than her.

      She smiled faintly as if expecting exactly that response. Then, slowly—deliberately—she reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear. The touch was so light it could’ve been accidental, but it burned all the same.

      "You don’t have to decide anything tonight," Naomi said softly before letting her hand drop back to her side. "But if you ever get curious…" Her smile turned sly again as she straightened up and adjusted one of the dangling earrings framing her face. "I wouldn’t mind helping you figure it out."

      The breath I had been holding came out in a shaky exhale, and I hated her for noticing. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, like she could see every thought racing through my mind, every crack in the armor I was trying so desperately to keep in place.

      "I’m not… curious," I said, my voice wavering just slightly.

      "Of course not," Naomi replied with a smirk that suggested she didn’t believe me for a second. "You’re far too… proper for that, aren’t you, Hannah? Loyal wife. Devoted. The kind who plays by the rules." Her gaze flicked to my wedding ring, glinting under the fluorescent light above us.

      I clenched my fists at my sides, feeling the cool metal of the ring dig into my skin. "Chris and I are happy," I said sharply. "You don’t get to come back into his life—or mine—and try to undermine that."

      Naomi’s laugh was soft but cutting, like the edge of a blade. "Undermine? Oh, sweetheart, I’m not trying to ruin anything. If anything, I’m offering you… an opportunity."

      I stared at her in disbelief. "An opportunity?"

      She nodded, leaning casually against the wall as if we were discussing nothing more significant than the weather. "To have something most people only ever fantasize about. To keep things exciting, fresh… before they get stale."

      Her words hung in the air between us like smoke—heavy and intoxicating. And as much as I hated myself for it, a small part of me couldn’t help but replay her earlier comment: if you ever get curious.

      I shook my head, desperate to clear it. "You think this is some kind of game?" I asked, ignoring the way my voice cracked on the last word.

      Her expression shifted then—less teasing, more contemplative. For the first time since this conversation began, she looked almost sincere.

      "It’s not a game," she said quietly. "Not for me." She hesitated before adding, "And maybe not for you either."

      I didn’t know how to respond to that. My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it.

      Naomi pushed off from the wall and stepped closer again—so close now that there was barely an inch separating us. She reached up and trailed one finger lightly along the strap of my dress where it rested on my shoulder.

      "You’re beautiful," she said softly, almost reverently. "And smart. And strong. But maybe… just maybe... you’re also a little bored too."

      The accusation—or was it an observation?—made my stomach twist uncomfortably because it wasn’t true... was it? My life with Chris was good—stable, even. But stability wasn’t supposed to feel like this knot of unease tugging at the edges of my thoughts.

      "I should go," I said abruptly, stepping back and nearly stumbling over myself in my haste to put distance between us.

      Naomi didn’t try to stop me. Instead, she simply smiled again—that infuriatingly knowing smile—and crossed her arms over her chest as if content to let me wrestle with whatever storm she’d just unleashed inside. “I’m not saying I want this, okay? I’m just asking you to think about it. That’s all.”

      I wanted to pull my hand away, but his warmth was grounding, even in my frustration. My mind was spinning—an emotional cocktail of jealousy, confusion, and something else I didn’t want to name yet. Because if I did… if I admitted that the thought of Chris and Naomi together stirred something dangerous inside me, I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to look him in the eye again.

      “And what happens if I say no?” I asked quietly, my voice barely audible over the hum of the crowd around us. “Do you just… keep thinking about her?”

      Chris shook his head emphatically. “Hannah, no. This isn’t about her—it’s about us. Our marriage. You’re the only one I want.”

      “Funny way of showing it,” I mumbled, feeling petulant even as the words left my lips.

      “Hannah.” The way he said my name—low and full of emotion—made me look up at him again. His eyes were soft but searching, like he was trying to read a page in a book that had been water-damaged beyond recognition. “If you’re not okay with this, we’ll never speak of it again. But if there’s even a part of you that’s curious…”

      “Curious about what?” The question came out more breathless than accusatory, and the way his brows quirked told me he’d noticed.

      Before Chris could respond, though, a voice behind me cut through the air like smoke curling into a room—smoky, confident, and just cheeky enough to make my heart stutter.

      “Well,” Naomi purred as she stepped into view beside me, her crimson lips curving into a smile that screamed trouble. “If we’re having a vote on this little proposal, count me in.”

      My stomach dropped as my mouth gaped open slightly in shock. How much had she heard? My cheeks burned hot when I realized it didn’t matter—she knew exactly what she was walking into.

      “Naomi,” Chris said sharply, though his tone didn’t hold nearly enough authority for my liking. If anything, there was an edge of amusement there that only infuriated me further.

      “What?” She shrugged innocently before taking a sip from her champagne flute. “I’m just saying—I’m game if you two are.”

      “This isn’t a joke,” I snapped before Chris could say anything else.

      “Oh, sweetheart.” Naomi dragged the word out in that infuriatingly condescending way she always did when talking to me. “I’m not joking.”

      I felt Chris’s hand tighten slightly around mine—a silent anchor—but it did little to quell the storm brewing inside me.

      “I think,” Naomi continued smoothly, her gaze flicking between us like a cat watching two mice scurry across the floor, “that maybe what your marriage needs is a little… spice.”

      “And you think you’re qualified to provide that?” I shot back before I could stop myself.

      Her smile widened, clearly unbothered by my sarcasm. “Well, considering I’ve already had him…” Her eyes glinted mischievously as they lingered on Chris for a beat too long, “...I’d say I’m more than qualified. But this isn’t just about me, sweetheart.” She turned her attention back to me, her gaze piercing, as though stripping away every layer of my resistance. “It’s about you. About what you want.”

      I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of both their eyes on me now. Chris’s hand shifted slightly in mine, his fingers lacing more firmly with mine as if to reassure me—or remind me that he was still here, waiting for my answer. The craziest part? I had no idea what that answer was.

      “This is insane,” I whispered, shaking my head as I stared at the flickering golden lights of the holiday decorations strung across the street. They blurred in my vision like a kaleidoscope of everything I couldn’t make sense of right now.

      “Maybe,” Naomi said lightly, stepping closer so that the scent of her perfume—something dark and floral—wrapped around us like an embrace. “But sometimes a little insanity is exactly what you need to keep things interesting.”

      Chris exhaled sharply beside me, his free hand coming up to pinch the bridge of his nose. “Naomi,” he warned, but it lacked real conviction.

      “What?” She tilted her head at him innocently before turning her full attention back to me. “Hannah, let me ask you something.” Her voice softened now, coaxing but still holding that undercurrent of challenge. “Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to stop holding yourself back? To just… let go?”

      I blinked at her, stunned into silence by the question and by how terrifyingly close it hit to the thoughts swirling in my mind—the ones I’d been too afraid to even acknowledge before tonight.

      “This isn’t about letting go,” I managed after a moment, though my voice betrayed how uncertain I felt. “This is about—about boundaries and trust and… and not getting sucked into some ridiculous fantasy just because—”

      “Because what?” Naomi interrupted smoothly, one perfectly arched brow lifting as she leaned in slightly closer. “Because you’re afraid it might actually excite you?”

      The breath caught in my throat as her words settled over me like a dare I wasn’t ready to take.

      “Hannah,” Chris’s voice was low now, careful. He reached out with his other hand to touch my arm gently, grounding me again with his presence even as everything else spiraled out of control. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

      “And what if I said I didn’t want this?” My voice trembled even though I tried to sound firm.

      “Then we walk away,” he said without hesitation. “Right now. No questions asked.”

      Naomi’s red lips curved into a knowing smile as she watched us silently, but she didn’t interfere this time.

      I looked between them—my husband and his ex-wife—and felt the weight of the decision pressing down on me like gravity doubling its pull. It wasn’t just about whether or not we walked away from this moment; it was about everything that would come after if we didn’t.

      “I…” My heart pounded against my ribcage so hard it felt like it might bruise from the inside out. "I don’t know," I finished weakly, my voice barely audible over the din of the holiday crowd. People bustled past us on the sidewalk, their laughter and chatter a sharp contrast to the suffocating tension in our little triangle. My chest felt tight, and my pulse thudded like a ticking clock as Naomi’s gaze bore into me.

      Her smile deepened, a slow curve that was both triumphant and oddly gentle, as though she could see through every shred of bravado I was trying to muster. “That’s not a no,” she murmured, her tone laced with something dangerous—something thrilling.

      Chris’s hand tightened on mine again, anchoring me while simultaneously pulling me further into this madness. “Hannah,” he said softly, leaning closer so only I could hear him clearly. “Whatever happens here… this is about us, okay? Not Naomi. Not anyone else.” His thumb brushed over my knuckles, a gesture so simple yet so charged with emotion that it made my throat close up.

      I looked at him then, really looked at him. His blue eyes searched mine with such intensity that it felt like he could see every thought I was trying to suppress. And behind that earnestness was something else—something raw and unspoken that had been building between us for longer than either of us wanted to admit.

      “Okay,” I whispered finally, though I wasn’t entirely sure what I was agreeing to—his reassurance or the slippery slope we were standing on.

      Naomi let out a soft laugh beside me, a sound as smooth as silk and twice as provocative. “Well then,” she said briskly, looping her arm casually through Chris’s free one as though it were the most natural thing in the world. “Let’s not waste any more time.”

      The three of us began walking again, our footsteps synchronized despite the chaos inside me. The hotel appeared almost too quickly—a gleaming structure of steel and glass, its lobby glowing warmly against the cold December night. The doorman gave us a polite nod as we entered, but his gaze lingered just long enough on our trio to make my skin prickle with self-consciousness.

      “Relax,” Naomi whispered in my ear as we crossed the polished marble floor toward the elevator bank. Her breath was warm against my skin, her voice low and intimate in a way that sent an involuntary shiver down my spine. “No one here knows your secrets… yet.”

      I shot her a sharp look but didn’t say anything. What could I say? That she was wrong? Because she wasn’t—not entirely.

      The elevator ride was silent except for the soft chime of each passing floor. Chris stood between us like some unspoken buffer, his hand still clutching mine while Naomi leaned casually against the mirrored wall, her red dress clinging to her curves like it had been painted onto her body. She caught me staring once—or maybe she’d been waiting for it—and gave me a sly wink that made my cheeks burn.

      When we reached our floor, Chris led us down the hallway with an ease that belied how tense he seemed moments ago. Naomi trailed just behind him, watching me with something unreadable in her expression—a mix of amusement and curiosity that made me feel both exposed and oddly seen.

      As Chris opened the door to the suite, I hesitated for just a fraction of a second before stepping inside. The room was spacious and understated—modern furniture in muted tones, floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the glittering city skyline. I heard the door click shut behind us, and suddenly the hum of conversation from the party, the persistent whirl of outside noise—it all fell away, replaced by this charged, almost oppressive silence.

      Naomi moved first. She shrugged off her coat with practiced ease, revealing that black dress with its daring slit that seemed to go on for miles. God, she looked like sin personified, every move deliberate, calculated. Her eyes flicked toward me as she draped her coat over the back of a chair, catching my gaze like a snare.

      "Don’t look so nervous," she teased softly, her voice lilting but not unkind. "You’re stunning tonight, Hannah. That green velvet—" She gestured at my dress with a lazy flick of her fingers "—it’s… delicious."

      I swallowed hard, unsure how to respond. Compliments weren’t new to me—not from Chris, not even from strangers—but coming from Naomi? His ex-wife? They landed differently. Too hot; too sharp. Chris moved quietly behind me, resting his hands on my shoulders in what was probably meant to be comforting, but it only made my stomach twist tighter.

      "She does look amazing," he murmured close to my ear. There was no mistaking the pride in his voice—or the hunger.

      Naomi smirked at him before stepping closer to me, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor. I could feel her presence before she even touched me—a subtle shift in the atmosphere that raised goosebumps along my arms despite the warmth of the hotel heating system.

      "You don’t mind if I…" She reached out slowly, giving me every chance to pull away as her fingers brushed over my shoulder and trailed down my arm toward where Chris’s hand rested against mine. Her touch was light but electric, sparking something low in my belly that I wasn’t prepared for. Her gaze pinned me in place as she added almost playfully, "…borrow her for a moment?"

      Chris’s grip on me loosened immediately; he didn’t answer aloud—he didn’t have to—but his nod lit a fire in Naomi’s smile as she turned fully toward me now.

      “Hannah,” she said softly, almost reverently as if tasting my name for the first time and savoring it like fine wine. “May I?”

      For a moment longer than necessary, I thought about saying no—about stopping this freight train before it could barrel any further down its track—but instead, I nodded stiffly and barely managed to whisper back: "Yes."

      Naomi leaned in then—her lips brushing mine so delicately at first it was more suggestion than action—and yet it stole the breath right out of me. When she kissed me again a second later—firmer this time—my hands instinctively found her waist through that satiny fabric while Chris’s presence behind us faded into white noise.

      Her lips were warm and impossibly soft against mine as they coaxed and teased until I kissed her back fully without thinking, without hesitation. I felt her smile against my mouth, a breath of satisfaction that sent shivers through me. The world outside melted into insignificance; it was just us and the throbbing tension building in the air.

      "Beautiful," she murmured against my lips before pulling away just enough to look me in the eye. Her gaze was electric, dark and daring, sending a thrill of excitement coursing through me while Chris watched from behind. He didn’t speak, but I could feel his eyes on us—on me—and it made my heart race.

      Without breaking eye contact, Naomi’s fingers danced skillfully down my shoulders, slipping under the straps of my dress. She pushed the fabric aside with deliberate slowness, exposing my bare skin beneath. "Let’s get rid of this," she said with a sultry smile, her voice low and inviting.

      I didn’t say a word as she pulled the dress down to my waist, leaving my body exposed and vulnerable in front of her—and Chris. The cool breeze from the window kissed my skin as Naomi knelt before me. She leaned forward, pressing warm kisses along my thighs while her hands slid up my sides to cup my breasts.

      Every touch sparked something raw within me—a need I hadn’t realized was there until that moment. I gasped softly, feeling beautiful and desired under her skilled touch. It felt so right yet so wrong all at once. I was teetering on the edge of something exhilarating.

      "Your turn," I murmured back breathlessly when I finally found strength in myself again. With newfound boldness, I reached for Naomi's dress, fingers trembling slightly as I fumbled with the zipper at her back. I could feel Chris's eyes burning into us; his anticipation only heightened my excitement.

      Naomi turned away from me slightly to allow access, and with a soft tug, the zipper gave way beneath my fingers. My hands slipped inside as I pulled the fabric down over her curves, revealing delicate lace underneath—elegant pieces that framed her body flawlessly.

      "You’re stunning," I whispered in awe as she stepped out of the dress and stood before me in nothing but lingerie that clung to her like a second skin.

      "Thank you," she replied with a playful wink before stepping closer again. Our bodies brushed against each other—skin on skin—and it sent waves of heat rushing through me.

      Turning toward Chris who had been silently watching our every move with darkened eyes filled with desire, Naomi bit her lip mischievously and said, “Are you enjoying this show?”

      He laughed softly but nodded earnestly. “You have no idea.”

      Naomi's gaze flickered back to mine before she took a step closer to Chris, swaying her hips tantalizingly as if drawing him into our sphere of heated intimacy. "I think it's time for you to play your part," she said playfully as she knelt down before him.

      I watched in fascination as she unfastened his pants with deft fingers, pulling them down just enough to free him from their confines. My breath hitched in anticipation—this was truly happening.

      As she took hold of him with confidence that seemed innate, I couldn't help but gasp at how surreal it felt witnessing one woman worship another’s partner right in front of me. Chris's breath hitched, his hands finding their way to Naomi's hair, fingers tangling in her dark waves as she looked up at him through thick lashes.

      "God, you look incredible," he breathed out, his voice thick and heavy with lust. Naomi smiled at him, a wicked glint in her eyes as she leaned closer, her warm breath teasing him. I could feel the tension in the room spike as she flicked her tongue against him, eliciting a low groan from Chris.

      I took a step closer, my heart racing as I joined in this intimate dance. The urge to participate was overwhelming—I wanted to taste him too, to share in his pleasure. I knelt beside Naomi, our shoulders brushing against each other as we both devoted ourselves to Chris.

      "Just relax and enjoy," Naomi whispered, giving me a quick glance filled with mischief before pulling Chris deeper into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around him snugly as she moved, slow at first, savoring every inch. I could see the pleasure etched on Chris’s face—his head tilted back slightly as he surrendered to the sensations.

      Not wanting to be left out, I leaned in closer and placed soft kisses along his thigh, letting my lips brush against his skin while watching Naomi work. My heart raced wildly as I felt Chris’s gaze shift from her to me. There was something tantalizing about knowing he was enjoying this new layer of intimacy.

      With a shared glance between us, it felt like we were synchronized in purpose; we were there for him, delivering pleasure in unison. I mirrored Naomi’s movements, my lips gliding over him in eager anticipation. The moment was electric. Chris gasped as our mouths worked together, both of us taking turns, teasing him with our tongues while keeping a steady rhythm.

      I could hear the wet sounds of Naomi’s mouth swallowing him, punctuated by Chris's heavy breaths and soft moans escaping his lips. It was intoxicating. I glanced at Naomi, her eyes filled with a mix of mischief and determination.

      “Are you enjoying this?” I asked softly, directing my question at Chris but stealing a glance at Naomi too. It felt like a sensual game where we were all in on the secret.

      “More than I ever could have imagined,” he breathed out, eyes locked onto mine for a brief moment before drifting back to Naomi’s focused gaze. His hands tightened around her hair, urging her deeper as the intensity mounted.

      Naomi hummed in response to his neediness, sending vibrations through him that made his hips buck instinctively. I watched in awe as she took him even deeper, her lips forming a perfect seal around him while she maintained eye contact with me.

      The sight was mesmerizing, and I felt a rush of heat pooling in my core as I joined in once more, my lips trailing across him, gliding over his sensitive skin. I could feel the tension building between us, a palpable energy that radiated through the room.

      With one hand, I caressed his thigh while the other delicately brushed against Naomi’s as we moved together. She welcomed my touch, and a sly smile broke across her lips as she gave me an encouraging nod.

      I shifted our rhythm, taking turns with quick, teasing flicks of our tongues while also drawing back to allow each other those tantalizing moments where he felt the full effect of both our attentions. Chris’s breathing grew heavier, punctuated by soft groans that encouraged us both to keep going.

      “Just like that… oh God,” he gasped, his eyes closing as pleasure washed over him in waves. With that, his cum flooded our mouths and streamed down our chins.

      We leaned back and Naomi brushed my hair to the side. Her hands traveled down my back and unclasped my bra, letting it fall away. She peppered kisses down my neck and collarbone before finally taking in one nipple and then the other, swirling her tongue around my sensitive skin.

      She pulled back and whispered, “Take off your panties and lay back on the bed. I want to taste you now.”

      I did as I was told. I stepped out of my panties and lay back against the bed, like an offering. I didn’t know what would come of our marriage after a night like this, but I couldn’t resist her and I found myself wanting to please her.

      She crawled between my legs and licked her lips before pressing her tongue to my slick pussy. I gasped at the sensation, the heat of her mouth sending shockwaves straight to my core. It was unlike anything I had experienced before; there was a confidence in her movements that made it feel as though she knew exactly how to draw out my pleasure. She dove in eagerly, her tongue flicking at my sensitive clit with an urgency that left me breathless.

      “God, Naomi,” I breathed, my fingers tangling in her hair as I instinctively arched my back. I glanced over to find Chris watching us intently from his position on the bed, his own arousal evident as he stroked himself, another layer to the charged atmosphere that enveloped us.

      Naomi's mouth worked expertly, swirling and sucking, while her fingers slid inside me with a delightful stretch. I could see Chris’s gaze flicker between our bodies; the sight of me being pleasured was driving him wild, and the realization sent a thrill through me.

      “You like that?” Naomi asked against my skin, her voice vibrating through me as she pulled back just enough to breathe. Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Tell me what you want.”

      “I want you to keep going,” I managed to say between gasps, feeling an urgency building within me. “Don’t stop.”

      She responded with a sultry grin before diving back in, kissing and licking with a fervor that made my nerves dance. As she focused on my pleasure, I let my eyes wander to Chris, who was completely engrossed by the scene before him. His hand moved faster now, each stroke reflecting his raw desire.

      I felt another wave building inside me as Naomi teased my clit with her tongue in perfect rhythm with the thrusts of her fingers. It felt like magic — each motion drawing me closer and closer to release.

      “Look at how good she is for you,” Chris said breathlessly, his voice thick with lust. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this, Hannah.”

      His words ignited something primal in me. I locked eyes with him and smiled through the haze of pleasure. The combination of Naomi's expert ministrations and Chris’s unabashedly hungry gaze only intensified the sensations coursing through me.

      “Are you close?” Naomi asked breathlessly between licks, her eyes darting up to meet mine.

      “Yes,” I panted, utterly lost in the moment but aware of everything happening around us—how Chris’s breath quickened at my admission, how Naomi’s fingers worked tirelessly inside me.

      “Let go for us,” Naomi encouraged softly while she continued to work her magic.

      With one last flick of her tongue combined with a perfectly timed curl of her fingers, I felt myself teetering on the edge. “I’m—oh God!” I cried out as waves of ecstasy washed over me, crashing through every nerve ending as I surrendered completely.

      Naomi didn’t relent; she kept working me through my orgasm until my body quaked beneath her touch. The world faded away until it was just us three entwined in this heated moment of exploration and connection.

      As I came down from the high of it all, still panting and trying to catch my breath, Chris shifted his focus back to Naomi, rising behind her like a predator ready to claim his prize. “You’ve done an amazing job,” he said, his voice low and gravelly with desire. “Now it’s my turn.”

      Naomi turned her head slightly, a smirk playing on her lips as she met Chris's gaze. “Oh, is that right?” she teased, her breath still heavy from the effort she’d just put into pleasing me.

      “Yeah,” Chris replied, stepping closer, the intensity between them palpable. “I want to feel you wrapped around me.”

      I watched as he positioned himself behind Naomi, his strong hands resting on her hips, fingers splayed wide over her skin. The sight of him ready to enter her made my heart race again—this was new territory for us, yet somehow familiar.

      “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I whispered to myself, but the thrill of it sent another bolt of arousal through me.

      “Believe it,” Naomi responded, glancing back at me with those daring eyes. “This is what freedom feels like.”

      With one fluid motion, Chris pressed forward and entered Naomi slowly. We all let out simultaneous breaths of pleasure—hers a soft moan that melted into the air around us, mine a gasp of astonishment watching this unfold. Chris filled her perfectly, the sight of him stretching her so utterly intoxicating.

      “Damn,” Chris breathed out as he sunk deeper into Naomi’s warmth, his brow furrowing in concentrated pleasure. “You feel incredible.”

      I could see the way his body tensed with desire as he began to move—slowly at first, testing the waters. Naomi rocked back against him, urging him on with her body as she pushed herself against him.

      “Harder,” she encouraged breathlessly, and I shivered at the raw command in her voice.

      Chris complied without hesitation; his thrusts became deeper and more urgent, each one drawing gasps from both Naomi and my lips alike. I found myself captivated by every motion—the way their bodies connected, how the rhythm built like a song resonating throughout the room.

      “Watch us, Hannah,” Naomi said over her shoulder, locking eyes with me for a moment before she tilted her head back to Chris. “You like seeing your husband inside me?”

      “God yes,” I admitted without thinking—my inhibitions melting away beneath the heat of lust that enveloped me.

      Chris thrust again with purpose; he was losing himself in pleasure as much as I was in watching them together. My heart raced at the sight—the way Naomi’s body accepted him so completely made something wild flare up within me.

      “Tell me what you want to see,” Chris urged through clenched teeth, sweat glistening on his skin.

      “I want to see you both,” I said softly but firmly. “I want to see everything.”

      With those words hanging in the air, they moved together in perfect harmony—each push and pull igniting an inferno within me. The sounds of their bodies meeting filled the space around us: skin slapping skin mingled with moans and heavy breaths that created an intoxicating symphony.

      Naomi’s hands clawed at the sheets as she surrendered to each thrust while Chris leaned down just enough to kiss her neck tenderly—a contrast to the primal act taking place between them.

      “You’re so beautiful like this,” Chris murmured his voice a rough whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “I didn’t think I could want anyone else as much as I want you right now.”

      Naomi's eyes fluttered shut, a smile curving her lips at his words. “You’re not so bad yourself, cowboy,” she teased breathlessly, leaning back to meet him. “I never forgot what it felt like to be with you.”

      The way Chris’s fingers dug into her hips as he thrust harder made me feel dizzy with desire. I bit my lip, both exhilarated and consumed by the sight before me. Every moan from Naomi ignited something primal inside me—that dark, thrilling jealousy mixed with undeniable arousal.

      “Don’t stop,” I said, my voice trembling slightly. The words slipped out before I fully understood their weight.

      “Is it too much for you?” Chris asked, glancing over his shoulder at me, concern flashing in those deep blue eyes.

      “No,” I assured him quickly. “It’s... it’s just perfect.”

      Chris nodded and returned his focus to Naomi, who was already lost in her own pleasure—her body arching and undulating beneath him like a wave meeting the shore. The scene was mesmerizing; their connection was electric.

      I watched, transfixed, as Chris's muscular back flexed with each powerful thrust. Naomi's fingers clawed at his shoulders, leaving faint red marks on his skin. Their bodies moved together in perfect synchronicity, as if they'd never been apart.

      "Oh god, Chris," Naomi moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. "You feel so good inside me."

      Chris grunted in response, his pace increasing. "You're so tight, so wet," he growled. "I've missed this... missed you."

      A pang of jealousy shot through me, but it only heightened my arousal. I shifted on the bed, unable to tear my eyes away from where their bodies joined.

      "Hannah," Chris called out, his voice strained. "Come here, baby. I want you close."

      I crawled over, my heart pounding. Chris pulled me in for a deep, passionate kiss, his tongue tangling with mine as he continued to thrust into Naomi. I could taste the salt of his sweat, feel the tension in his body as he neared his climax.

      "Touch yourself," he commanded breathlessly against my lips. "I want to see you come with us."

      My hand slipped between my thighs, finding my clit already swollen and sensitive. I began to rub slow circles, my eyes locked on Chris's face as he pounded into Naomi with increasing urgency.

      Naomi's cries grew louder, more desperate. "Oh god, I'm so close," she gasped, her fingers digging into Chris's biceps.

      I felt my own orgasm building, a tightening coil of pleasure in my core. Chris's eyes darted between Naomi and me, dark with lust and something deeper—love, possession, need.

      "That's it," he growled. "Come for me, both of you."

      Naomi went first, her back arching off the bed as she cried out Chris's name. The sight of her climax, coupled with Chris's primal groan of pleasure, sent me over the edge. I came hard, waves of ecstasy washing over me as I watched my husband thrust one final time into Naomi, burying himself to the hilt as he found his release.

      For a moment, the room was filled only with our heavy breathing and the scent of sex. Chris carefully withdrew from Naomi, collapsing onto the bed between us. He pulled me close, pressing a tender kiss to my forehead, then did the same to Naomi.

      As we lay there, a tangle of limbs and shared breaths, I realized that this wasn't an ending at all. It was a beginning—the start of something new, exciting, and beautifully complicated.
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      “Callie, I swear,” Tessa groaned, flopping onto the couch in our tiny apartment and throwing an arm dramatically over her eyes. “If my mom calls me one more time to ask if I’ve ‘met someone nice,’ I might actually lose my mind.”

      I glanced up from where I was hunched over my laptop at the kitchen table, trying to finish up a paper before finals week swallowed me whole. “You? Meet someone nice?” I snorted, unable to resist. “Tess, you are allergic to nice boys.”

      “Don’t I know it,” she said with a wry grin, her arm still draped across her face like she was auditioning for some tragic soap opera. “I mean, seriously, do you think those wine-drunk cougars at Mom’s book club would appreciate hearing about how I met a guy last weekend who—”

      “Oh my God, stop,” I interrupted, laughing as I held up a hand to cut her off. “I don’t need to hear the rest of that sentence. And neither does your mom.”

      Tessa peeked out from under her arm, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Exactly my point. They wouldn’t get it. But every year it’s the same thing during the holidays: ‘When are you going to settle down? When are you going to bring home a nice boy we can meet?’ Like it’s 1952 or something.”

      “I mean… you can kind of see where they’re coming from,” I teased. “You’re not exactly shy about your... extracurricular activities.”

      “Oh, please.” She sat up now, waving a dismissive hand. “There’s nothing wrong with exploring your options!”

      “Options?” I raised an eyebrow. “Tess, you’re more into temporary arrangements than anyone else I’ve ever met.”

      She grinned like she wore that title as a badge of honor. “Exactly why this whole ‘settle down’ narrative is so ridiculous. The only ‘nice boy’ in my life is probably going to be the guy holding the door open for me at Starbucks—and even then, we all know he has zero staying power past the macchiato stage.”

      I laughed hard enough that I had to push my laptop away so I didn’t knock it off the table. This was classic Tessa—equal parts unapologetic and hilarious.

      Her expression turned suddenly contemplative though, which caught me off guard. “You know,” she said after a pause, leaning back against the couch cushions and crossing her legs underneath her, “maybe it’d just be easier if I brought someone home this year. Pretend he’s my boyfriend and get them off my back for at least one Christmas.”

      That made me laugh even harder. “Oh sure,” I said between chuckles, spinning around in my chair to face her fully now. “And where exactly are you going to find this magical fake boyfriend of yours?”

      “I... haven’t figured that part out yet.” She tilted her head thoughtfully before giving me one of those sly smiles that always meant trouble was brewing in her mind.

      “What?” I asked suspiciously.

      “Well…” she started slowly, dragging out the word like she was trying to gauge how much resistance she’d encounter before even finishing her thought.

      “Tessa,” I said, narrowing my eyes. “Whatever you’re about to suggest, the answer is probably no.”

      “Don’t be so negative!” she shot back, her grin widening. “I was just thinking… your boyfriend, Ben—”

      “Nope.” I cut her off immediately, shaking my head like that alone could ward off her clearly insane idea.

      “Oh, come on!” she said, throwing up her arms. “Just hear me out!”

      “Tessa,” I warned, but she kept going anyway.

      “Look, he’s perfect!” she said, leaning forward now like she was trying to sell me on a timeshare or something. “He’s good-looking enough to impress my parents but not so hot that they’d be suspicious. He’s polite—ugh, so polite—and he seems like the kind of guy who actually reads books for fun, which will totally win over my mom.”

      I just stared at her, flabbergasted. “Do you hear yourself right now? You’re asking to borrow my boyfriend. Like he’s a sweater or something.”

      “Borrow is such an ugly word,” she said breezily. “I’m asking to strategically collaborate with him for mutual benefit.”

      I laughed despite myself. “Oh my God, you are a lunatic.”

      “Maybe,” Tessa admitted with a casual shrug. “But desperate times call for desperate measures.”

      “I don’t think this qualifies as desperation,” I said, still laughing but also feeling a little uneasy now that I realized she wasn’t entirely joking.

      “You don’t get it, Callie.” Her tone turned earnest all of a sudden, catching me off guard. “I love my parents—I do—but every holiday turns into this marathon of passive-aggressive comments and not-so-subtle insinuations about how they’re worried I’m going to die alone or something. Bringing someone home—even just once—would shut them up for at least six months.”

      I folded my arms across my chest and gave her what I hoped was an incredulous look. “So your brilliant plan is to parade Ben around as your fake boyfriend? What happens when they ask how you two met? Or when they want to know why he can’t join you for Easter or something?”

      She waved away my concerns like they were nothing more than pesky gnats buzzing around her head. “Details! We’ll figure those out later.”

      “You’re unbelievable,” I muttered.

      “And you’re considering it,” she countered smugly.

      “I am *not* considering it!” I shot back, though even as the words left my mouth, I knew there was a tiny part of me—a stupidly soft part when it came to Tessa—that might actually cave if Ben agreed to humor her crazy idea.

      Tessa must’ve seen the hesitation flicker across my face because she pounced on it immediately. “Come on, Cal! You’d be doing me the biggest favor ever. And I promise—promise—that nothing weird will happen between us. Ben’s clearly head-over-heels for you anyway.”

      The mention of Ben being smitten with me should’ve been comforting, but instead it sent a pang of unease straight through my chest. Imagining him at Tessa’s family Christmas dinner—laughing along with her parents or holding hands—made envy snake through my veins.

      It wasn’t like I was going to bring him home for Christmas dinner. I mean, it was a little too early in our relationship still. But the thought of Tessa’s parents meeting him before my parents did unnerved me.

      "Let me get this straight," I said, trying to keep my tone light but feeling the weight of my own words. "You want me to let my boyfriend—my real boyfriend—pretend to be your boyfriend for, what? A weekend? A whole week?"

      "A few days tops," Tessa replied, like she was negotiating a lease. "Just Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. Maybe the day after if my mom gets clingy."

      I stared at her, completely dumbfounded, as she plucked an almond out of the snack bowl on our coffee table and popped it into her mouth. She wasn’t even fazed by how ridiculous this all sounded.

      "And you think Ben’s just going to go along with this?" I asked. "Like he doesn't have plans of his own or... I don't know, feelings about parading around in some fake relationship?"

      Tessa smirked. "Ben's chill. He’ll see the humor in it."

      I raised an eyebrow. "You don’t even know Ben that well."

      Tessa leaned back against the couch and grinned at me like a cat that had just cornered a mouse. "Which is exactly why it’s perfect. If I pick a guy, I’ve probably already fucked him and it’ll be super awkward. But Ben and I will seem like a good ‘christian’ couple. And then my parents get a temporary reprieve from worrying about my spinster destiny."

      I groaned and dropped my head into my hands. “This is so messed up.”

      “Messed up? Or genius?” Tessa countered brightly.

      “Definitely messed up.”

      She laughed and threw a pillow at me, which I caught mid-air before tossing it back at her halfheartedly. There was silence for a beat—just long enough for me to really think about it—and that pang of jealousy crept back in like an unwelcome guest.

      The thing was, I did trust Ben. He was sweet, steady, and almost annoyingly thoughtful when it came to making sure I felt secure in our relationship. But Tessa? She was chaos personified, the kind of person who could convince you to jump out of a plane with no parachute just because it "might be fun." And while she had always been loyal to me as my best friend and roommate, she had a way of turning every situation into some wild adventure—or disaster.

      "Okay," I said finally, surprising even myself as the word slipped out.

      Tessa froze mid-reach for another almond, blinking at me like she'd misheard. "Wait... seriously?"

      I sighed heavily, already regretting what I was about to say. "If—and this is a big if—Ben agrees to this madness, then fine. You can ‘borrow’ him for Christmas or whatever.”

      Her eyes lit up immediately, and she reached out to grab my arm like she couldn’t believe her luck. “Callie! You’re the best! Seriously, the absolute best!”

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I grumbled. “I still have to convince him—and if he says no, that's it. End of discussion.”

      “Deal!” she said quickly, practically bouncing on the couch now.

      Later that night, my heart raced when Ben picked me up for our date. We were supposed to be heading to this new Thai place that had just opened downtown, but all I could think about was how I was going to bring up something so utterly insane that it already felt like the kind of thing you'd only see on bad TV shows. My palms were damp as I slid into the passenger seat of his beat-up Honda, which smelled faintly of pine air freshener and the spearmint gum he always kept in the cupholder.

      "Hey," he said with that easy smile of his, leaning over to kiss me on the cheek. His lips were warm, and the familiarity of it made me ache even more for what I was about to ask him. "You okay? You look... tense."

      "Do I?" I asked, voice a little higher than usual. Great start, Callie. Absolutely flawless. "I mean, I'm fine. Totally fine."

      He gave me a dubious look as he backed out of my apartment complex’s parking lot. "Uh-huh. Sure you are."

      I watched his hands on the wheel, the way they gripped it just firmly enough without overcompensating, like everything else about him—calm, steady, in control. Maybe that was why this felt so wrong. Ben was grounded in a way most people weren’t, and here I was about to drag him into one of Tessa's harebrained schemes.

      "So," I started hesitantly as we merged onto the main road. "Hypothetically..."

      "Hypothetically," he repeated, his tone teasing as he glanced at me sideways. "This should be good."

      "What would you say if—if—someone asked you to do something kind of ridiculous? Like... pretending to be someone's boyfriend for a couple of days?"

      Ben snorted a laugh before I even finished the sentence. "What? Like some Hallmark movie plot? Come on." He shook his head in disbelief. "Who’s cooking up something like that?"

      "Tessa," I admitted quietly.

      His laugh faltered, and for a moment, he just looked at me in confusion before glancing back at the road. "Wait. You’re not serious."

      "I am," I said quickly, then added before he could respond, "But only because she begged me! She’s desperate, okay? Her parents are apparently being insufferable about her love life or lack thereof or whatever—and you know how she gets when she feels cornered!"

      Ben blinked at me like I'd just told him gravity had stopped working. His mouth opened slightly but no words came out at first.

      "God," he said finally, shaking his head in disbelief, "you really would do anything for Tessa, wouldn’t you?"

      It hit me like a punch to the gut because he wasn’t wrong—not entirely—and it stung more than I wanted to admit. My face burned as I shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

      "She’s my best friend," I mumbled defensively.

      He sighed, running a hand through his dark hair as we pulled up to a red light. "Yeah, but there’s best friend loyalty and then there’s... this." He gestured vaguely before looking back at me with an expression that was equal parts exasperated and amused.

      "I know it sounds crazy!" I rushed the words out, a little too loud, a little too fast, trying to fill the car with anything but the weight of his disappointment. "But it’s just for Christmas break. Just a couple of days. She thinks if she shows up with someone, her mom will finally get off her back about being single."

      "And you told her I’d do it?" Ben asked, his voice calm but edged with something sharper.

      "No! Not exactly." I winced when his eyebrows shot up. "Okay, kind of. But only because she wouldn’t stop asking me to ask you! And I figured... I mean, you’re great at making people feel comfortable and stuff, and Tessa’s parents are... intense."

      Ben let out a short laugh, humorless and dry. "Wow. So glad to know my charm makes me eligible for fake boyfriend duty."

      "It’s not like that," I said quickly. "She just—she trusts me, and I trust you. And I didn’t want her to have to..." My voice trailed off as his expression softened—not entirely forgiving but less sharp around the edges. "I don’t know. It’s stupid. Forget it."

      "No," he said after a beat, the light turning green as he pressed on the gas pedal. "It’s not stupid. It’s just... unexpected." He glanced at me again, his brows knitting together in thought. "I mean, what about her actual dating life? She doesn’t have anyone else she could ask?"

      "You’d think so," I muttered under my breath.

      He smirked faintly at that but shook his head. "And here I was thinking I’d be meeting your family over the holidays."

      I froze mid-fidget with my sleeve and stared at him, heart climbing into my throat.

      He was joking... wasn’t he?

      "It’s a little early for that," I said, laughing nervously.

      "Is it?" he asked seriously, his gaze flicking over to me before returning to the road.

      The air between us turned thick enough to choke on, and for a moment, all I could hear was the hum of the engine and the faint buzz of static from the radio station he always forgot to change.

      I didn’t have an answer—at least not one I was ready to say out loud—so I turned toward the window and watched the city lights blur past us instead.

      After what felt like forever, Ben sighed again, this time heavier than before. "So when does this whole charade start?"

      I blinked at him in surprise, whipping back around in my seat. "Wait—you’re actually considering it?"

      "Callie," he said flatly as we pulled into the restaurant parking lot. He turned off the ignition but didn’t move to get out yet. Instead, he twisted slightly in his seat to look at me directly, his deep brown eyes searching mine like he was still trying to figure out how we'd gotten here. "You’re asking me to spend Christmas pretending to be someone else’s boyfriend because your best friend is in crisis mode or whatever—but yeah, sure." He shrugged one shoulder as if this were no big deal at all—which it absolutely was not. "I’ve got nowhere else to be anyway."

      "You—you don’t?" My voice came out smaller than I intended, the words catching at the back of my throat.

      Ben shook his head, a faint smile tugging at his lips that didn’t quite reach his eyes. "Nah. Flights home are too expensive this year, and my parents said they’re fine without me there. My mom actually sounded relieved when I told her I wasn’t coming." He chuckled dryly, but the sound of it made something twist in my chest.

      I scrambled for something to say, something to fill the silence that suddenly stretched between us. "I—Ben, I didn’t know. You didn’t tell me."

      "It’s not a big deal," he said with a shrug, though the tightness in his jaw said otherwise. "Besides, now it looks like I’ve got plans." He gestured vaguely toward me, or maybe toward the situation as a whole, his expression lighting up with mock enthusiasm. "Christmas with Tessa’s intense parents and pretending to be madly in love with your best friend? Sounds... festive."

      "You don’t have to do this," I blurted out before I could stop myself. The words tumbled out clumsily, my fingers knotting together in my lap. "I can—we can figure something else out. I mean, maybe she could just—"

      "I said it’s fine," he interrupted gently but firmly. His gaze softened as he looked at me again, like he’d caught on to some undercurrent of guilt in my voice. "Tessa’s your best friend, right?"

      "Yeah," I whispered.

      For a long moment, neither of us spoke. The parking lot felt colder somehow despite being enclosed by cars and bathed in the yellowish glow of streetlights. Ben tapped his fingers against the steering wheel absently before finally breaking the silence.

      "Alright," he said with a sigh that sounded more like surrender than agreement. "Count me in."

      The relief should have hit me all at once—a rush of gratitude and joy that Ben was willing to help out with something so absurd—but instead, all I felt was this sinking weight in my stomach that refused to budge.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The day finally came. I went home and Tessa took Ben home with her. At least I’ll be distracted, I told myself. In a few days time, I’d be back with Ben like nothing had ever happened. Besides, Ben wasn’t her type.

      But then, my mom dropped a bomb on me. “I thought we’d spend Christmas Eve with Tessa’s family,” she said. “Apparently she’s bringing home some new boyfriend. Her mother is very excited and wants to show him off.”

      My heart began to race as the words sank in. I forced a smile that felt more like a grimace, hoping my mom wouldn’t notice the way my hands clenched around the edge of the kitchen counter. "Oh," I managed, keeping my voice light. "That sounds... fun."

      Fun. Sure. Watching Ben pretend to be Tessa’s boyfriend while I smiled and nodded along like it was all some harmless joke? This was going to be an absolute nightmare.

      The evening crept up faster than I wanted. My parents and I arrived at Tessa’s house just as her mom was lighting candles on the dining table, the smell of pine and cinnamon heavy in the air. The door swung open before we could even knock, and there was Tessa, radiant as always, her perfect blonde curls spilling over her shoulders like a shampoo commercial. And standing right behind her... Ben.

      He had his arm slung casually around her waist, his fingertips brushing the fabric of her sweater in a way so natural it made something sharp twist in my stomach. His smile wasn’t forced or awkward; it was easy, relaxed, and—dare I say it—charming. He looked good too, dressed in one of those cozy cable-knit sweaters I hadn’t even realized he owned.

      "Hi!" Tessa chirped, throwing her arms around me for a quick hug before pulling back to beam at my parents. "Merry Christmas! Come on in!"

      Ben gave me a small nod as I stepped inside—subtle enough that no one else would notice but just enough for me to feel like he saw me, really saw me in all this chaos. But before I could even process that flicker of acknowledgment, Tessa reached out for his hand and pulled him closer.

      "Mom, Dad! This is Ben," she announced proudly as if presenting some grand prize she’d won at a fair. "My boyfriend."

      My parents exchanged polite smiles with him while Tessa’s mom practically swooned on the spot. "Oh, he’s even handsomer than you said!" she gushed before immediately launching into questions about where he grew up and what he did for work. Oh god, this was not how I wanted my parents to first meet Ben. How would I ever explain this?

      I stood off to the side, trying to ignore the way Tessa leaned into him as they answered in sync—like they’d rehearsed this a thousand times instead of cobbling it together two days ago.

      Dinner only made things worse. The table was overflowing with food: ham glazed with honey, mashed potatoes whipped to perfection, green beans almondine—all of it practically begging to be devoured if only I could get past the lump building steadily in my throat.

      Tessa and Ben sat directly across from me. Every laugh they shared over some inside joke felt louder than it needed to be; every casual touch—a hand on his forearm here, her fingers brushing his knee there—seemed exaggerated under the warm glow of candlelight.

      At one point, Tessa's dad leaned back in his chair with a satisfied grin. "You two look good together," he declared firmly before taking another bite of ham.

      I choked on my water.

      Ben didn’t miss a beat, though. He smiled warmly at Tessa’s dad like he hadn’t just helped shatter what little resolve I had left. "Thanks," he said easily, turning toward Tessa with a look so convincing it made my stomach flip. "She’s pretty amazing."

      "Aw, stop," Tessa said, swatting at his arm playfully, but her cheeks flushed a delicate pink, and she looked down at her plate like she was genuinely bashful. I knew her too well, though—she was eating this up.

      I stabbed my fork into a green bean with more force than necessary, pretending not to hear the collective awwws from both sets of parents. My mom shot me an impressed look from across the table, as if to say *isn’t your best friend lucky?*

      Lucky. Right.

      I kept my gaze fixed firmly on my plate, but I couldn’t help catching snippets of their conversation. Tessa was asking Ben about his favorite Christmas tradition.

      "Oh, definitely decorating the tree," he said thoughtfully, leaning back in his chair and stretching slightly. "My family used to let me put the star on top every year."

      "That’s adorable!" Tessa said, her voice softening in a way that made my chest tighten. "I bet you still do it now, don’t you?"

      Ben chuckled, shaking his head. "Nah, not really."

      Tessa reached out then—not dramatically or anything, just a small, casual brush of her hand against his wrist—but it lingered just a second too long. "Well," she said lightly, "if you need someone to help decorate your tree next year…"

      I couldn’t tell if she was joking or if there was something else beneath her words, but either way, Ben laughed like it was the funniest thing he’d ever heard.

      And I hated how much I liked seeing them like this.

      It didn’t make sense. None of this made sense. Every time Tessa leaned closer or giggled at some dumb thing Ben said, my stomach twisted with jealousy…but there was something else under it too. Something darker and sticky that I didn’t even want to name because I knew it would only make this whole situation worse.

      I wanted—god help me—I wanted to see more.

      "So Callie," Tessa’s mom interrupted my spiraling thoughts with her usual too-bright enthusiasm. "Any special someone in your life right now?"

      My fork froze midway to my mouth. I could feel Ben stiffen slightly beside Tessa—just enough for me to notice—and I scrambled for something neutral but not suspicious.

      "Uh…not really," I said finally, forcing a shrug like it didn’t matter at all. "Just focusing on work and stuff."

      "Oh come on," Tessa teased before anyone else could chime in. Her eyes glittered mischievously in the candlelight. "There *has* to be someone you’ve got your eye on."

      Was she seriously doing this right now?

      "Nope," I said quickly, plastering on another fake smile and shoving a too-big bite of mashed potatoes into my mouth to avoid saying anything else.

      Ben’s gaze flicked toward me briefly—just long enough for our eyes to meet—but then Tessa looped her arm through his and started talking about some Christmas market they’d apparently gone to together last weekend, and how romantic the lights had been. Her voice was sugary sweet, dripping with nostalgia, like she and Ben were already some picture-perfect couple reminiscing about their first holiday season together. The mental image made my stomach churn, and I set my fork down carefully before I snapped it in half out of sheer frustration.

      I needed to get out of here.

      "Excuse me," I murmured, pushing back my chair with as much composure as I could muster. My mom shot me a questioning look, but I just gave her a tight smile. "Just need the bathroom."

      I didn’t wait for anyone to respond. I turned and made my way toward the hallway, the sound of Tessa’s laughter following me like nails on a chalkboard. My heart was pounding too loud in my chest as I slipped into the tiny guest bathroom and closed the door behind me.

      I barely had time to let out an unsteady breath before the door pushed back open again, and Ben stepped inside, shutting it quietly behind him.

      "Ben!" I hissed, my voice low but sharp as panic gripped me. The bathroom wasn’t even remotely big enough for two people, and now we were standing toe-to-toe in the cramped space. "What are you doing? Someone’s going to notice!"

      "No one’s paying attention," he said dismissively, his expression unreadable as he leaned back against the door. His gaze swept over me—casually at first, but then lingering just a second too long on my face like he was trying to figure something out. "Callie, what’s going on with you?"

      "What do you mean?" I asked defensively, crossing my arms over my chest even though it only made the space feel smaller between us. "Nothing’s going on."

      He tilted his head slightly, his eyes narrowing as he studied me. "You’ve been acting weird all night. And don’t tell me it’s 'nothing,' because I know that look."

      I wanted to argue with him—wanted to tell him he didn’t know anything—but the words stuck in my throat. Instead, all that came out was a bitter laugh.

      "Really? *I’m* the one acting weird?" I shot back, keeping my voice low even though I wanted to yell at him. "You’re out there playing boyfriend of the year with Tessa like your life depends on it."

      "You know why we’re doing this," he said patiently, though there was an edge creeping into his voice now too. "Her parents think—"

      "I don’t care what her parents think," I cut him off before he could finish. His eyes widened slightly at my tone. "Ben…you’re enjoying this a little too much."

      For a second, he didn’t say anything—just stared at me like he couldn’t believe what he’d heard.

      "It’s not like that," he said finally, his voice softer now but still firm. "I’m pretending because we agreed to do this for her family. That’s it."

      I wanted to believe him—I really did—but there was something about the way he looked at her tonight that made it hard to ignore.

      "Ben…" My voice wavered slightly as I forced myself to say what had been gnawing at me all night. "If you actually liked her…I mean…if you did, it would be okay." I dropped my gaze to the tiled floor between us, the words tumbling out in a rush before I could lose my nerve. "I’d get it. She’s funny and confident and—"

      "Callie, stop." His voice cut through my rambling like a whip, and when I finally looked back up at him, his eyes were blazing. "What the hell are you even saying?"

      "I’m saying it wouldn’t be the end of the world!" My voice cracked despite my best efforts to keep it steady. "If you… if you wanted someone like her instead of me. You don’t have to feel bad about it."

      Ben stared at me, his jaw tightening as he processed what I was saying. For a long moment, neither of us spoke.

      "Are you serious right now?" he asked finally, his voice low but sharp enough to make me flinch. "Do you actually think I want Tessa? That I’d leave you for her?"

      My heart twisted at the way he said her name—like the idea itself was absurd—but that didn’t stop the stupid ache in my chest.

      "I don’t know," I admitted, my arms tightening around myself as though that could shield me from the vulnerability of the moment. "I just—I saw how you looked at her tonight. How easy it was for you two to just…click."

      Ben let out a frustrated breath, dragging a hand through his hair before taking a step closer to me. The small space between us all but vanished, and suddenly, his presence was overwhelming.

      "Callie," he said firmly, his voice softening just enough to make me look at him again. "You’re overthinking this. I’m pretending with Tessa because that’s what we agreed to do. But there’s no part of me—*none*—that wants her like that."

      I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat, but his words didn’t soothe the restless knot in my stomach.

      "It’s okay if it’s not just pretend," I whispered despite myself, hating how small and raw my voice sounded.

      Ben's brow furrowed deeply as he studied me. He leaned in closer until his face was just inches from mine—close enough that I could feel the warmth of his breath on my skin.

      "Is this some kind of trap?" he asked slowly, clearly suspicious now. His tone had softened into something almost teasing, but there was an edge of uncertainty beneath it.

      "No," I said quickly, shaking my head even though my cheeks burned with embarrassment. "It’s not… It’s not a trap."

      For one excruciatingly long moment, we just stood there in silence. Him searching for answers in my expression; me desperately trying not to give too much away.

      Then something flickered across his face—an incredulous realization that made his eyes widen slightly before narrowing with new intensity.

      "Wait," he said quietly, his lips curving into a slow grin even as disbelief colored his tone. "Are you telling me…you like this?"

      My heart lurched violently in my chest as panic flared through me.

      "No!" The word came out too fast—too forceful to sound convincing—and Ben’s grin widened knowingly as he took another step closer, his hand bracing on the door frame behind me. He was so close now that I could see every fleck of gold in his hazel eyes, every faint freckle dusting his nose.

      "You do," he murmured, more to himself than to me, and there was something maddeningly amused in his voice. "You like seeing me with Tessa."

      "Ben—" My voice was a warning, but it faltered as his grin turned wicked.

      "No wonder you’ve been acting so weird tonight," he continued, undeterred. "You’re not upset because you think I like her. You’re upset because you like watching us together."

      I opened my mouth to argue, to deny it again, but nothing came out. The truth hung heavy between us, naked and undeniable, and the heat flooding my cheeks betrayed me even further.

      Ben’s grin softened into something less teasing and more… curious. His free hand reached up to brush a stray strand of hair from my face, his fingers lingering against my cheek just long enough to make my knees feel weak.

      "Callie," he said quietly, his tone laced with newfound understanding. "You’ve got nothing to be nervous about. I’m not mad or… whatever you think I’d be. But you have to tell me the truth here." His thumb stroked over my cheekbone, sending shivers down my spine. "Is this something you actually want?"

      I couldn’t look at him—I couldn’t say it—but I also couldn’t lie, not when his touch was so gentle and his gaze so piercing. So instead of answering outright, I nodded slowly, my head barely moving but enough for him to notice.

      His breath left him in a quiet rush, and for a moment, he simply stared at me like he wasn’t sure if he’d heard me right. Then that mischievous grin returned, softer now but no less dangerous.

      "You should’ve told me sooner," he said finally, his voice dropping low enough to make my stomach tighten. "I could’ve made tonight a lot more fun for you."

      "Ben," I warned again, but this time it came out shakier than before.

      "What?" His grin widened as he leaned in closer still, until our noses were almost brushing. "I’m just saying… if this is what you like—what *we* like—I don’t mind playing along."

      My heart pounded furiously in my chest as his words sank in. There was no mistaking the meaning behind them or the promise in his eyes: he wasn’t just humoring me; he was serious.

      "But…" My voice wavered as doubt crept back in despite the fire roaring through me. "What about Tessa? She doesn’t know—"

      "She doesn’t need to know," Ben interrupted smoothly, cutting off my protest before it could fully form. His hand slipped from my cheek to tilt my chin up slightly, forcing me to meet his gaze again. "This is between us, Callie."

      The way he said it—low and deliberate—sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t ignore no matter how much I tried.

      "And if it makes you feel better…" His lips curved into a devilish smile, his breath warm against my skin as he hovered just inches from me. "I’ll make sure she doesn’t suspect a thing."

      Before I could say another word, he stepped back, leaving me cold and reeling in the absence of his heat. The room seemed too quiet all of a sudden, the faint clinking of glasses and chatter from the dining room filtering through the walls. Ben gave me one last lingering look, his eyes glinting with something that sent a shiver down my spine, then turned and walked away, disappearing back into the heart of the gathering.

      I didn’t follow him right away. My legs felt like jelly, and my thoughts were spinning too fast for me to make sense of them. This was insane—he was insane—but I couldn’t deny the electric current thrumming through me at the mere thought of what he was planning to do.

      When I finally pulled myself together enough to return to dinner, Ben was already in full swing. His arm was draped casually over the back of Tessa’s chair, his body angled toward hers as though she were the most fascinating person in the room. And maybe she was; Tessa had that kind of effortless allure that drew people to her without her even trying. Her laugh rang out as Ben said something low enough for only her to hear, and when she playfully swatted his arm, he caught her wrist and held it for just a beat too long.

      My stomach twisted—not with jealousy, but with something darker, more complicated. I tried to focus on my plate, on the idle chatter around me, but my eyes kept drifting back to them: the way Ben leaned in close when Tessa spoke, how his fingers brushed hers as he reached for his glass. He wasn’t just pretending anymore; he’d turned it into an art form, every glance and touch calculated yet natural enough to seem unintentional.

      And he knew exactly what it was doing to me.

      By the time dinner ended and the parents decided to head out for drinks—leaving us "youngins" behind—the tension coiled tight in my chest was almost unbearable. I feigned exhaustion as they filed out of the house, forcing a yawn and mumbling something about heading home soon myself. Since Ben was supposed to be staying over with his so-called ‘girlfriend,’ it made sense to Tessa that I’d leave him behind.

      Ben shot me a look as he helped Tessa clear plates from the table—a fleeting glance filled with heat and unspoken promises—and I had to fight to keep from trembling under its weight.

      When I heard the front door close behind everyone else, I moved quickly but silently through the house. It wasn’t hard to find a place to hide; Tessa’s home was sprawling and filled with nooks and crannies perfect for slipping into unnoticed. I settled into a small alcove near one of the upstairs bedrooms, crouching low behind a cracked door so that I could see without being seen.

      I didn’t have to wait long.

      The sound of footsteps echoed faintly down the hallway—two sets—and then they appeared at the far end: Ben leading Tessa by her hand like some dashing prince from a fairy tale gone wrong. She looked hesitant, her dark eyes flicking nervously toward him as if she couldn’t quite believe this was happening.

      "Ben," she said softly when they stopped outside the doorway to her bedroom. Her voice was uncertain, almost pleading, as if she was trying to talk herself out of whatever line she'd unwittingly crossed. "This… this isn’t a good idea. You’re with Callie."

      My chest tightened at the mention of my name, a strange mix of pride and possessiveness surging through me. But I stayed still, barely breathing, as Ben turned to face her fully.

      “Tessa,” he murmured, his tone so smooth it practically dripped honey. He reached up and tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear with maddening gentleness. “You think I don’t know that? Callie and I—” He trailed off deliberately, letting the weight of his words hang in the air before smiling faintly, almost ruefully. “It’s complicated.”

      Tessa took a half-step back toward the door frame, her hand still hovering near his for balance like she wasn’t sure whether to run or stay rooted in place. “Still,” she said hesitantly, her brows furrowing. “I can’t… I mean, this is wrong.”

      “And yet,” Ben countered, his voice low and coaxing now as he stepped closer to her again, “you let me hold your hand downstairs. You laughed at my jokes all night.” His lips curved into that wicked grin of his that always managed to make my heart race—and apparently hers too because she bit down on her bottom lip hard enough for me to see even in the dim light spilling from the hallway.

      “That wasn’t…” Tessa shook her head quickly as if trying to clear it.

      “Wasn’t what?” Ben interrupted gently but firmly. His hand came up and cupped the side of her face now—a move so familiar to me that it almost broke me right there behind the door. “Admit it,” he whispered softly enough that I had to lean in just a fraction more to catch all of it. “You feel it when I touch you.”

      Tessa closed her eyes briefly, as though bracing herself against something too big or overwhelming for words. I could hear my own blood rushing in my ears by then because goddammit—I knew exactly what she was feeling right now: torn apart by equal waves of desire and doubt.

      “You shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered after what felt like an eternity—but she didn’t pull away from him.

      “No,” Ben agreed easily enough even as his thumb stroked lightly along the curve of her jawline now—an intimate gesture so practiced and precise that part of me wondered how much of this performance was still meant for me rather than her. “But sometimes,” he added softly while leaning closer still—the space between their faces sharpening into something unbearably fragile—“the things we want most are never supposed to happen.”

      And then he kissed her.

      It wasn’t tentative or testing—it was confident and commanding in exactly the way only Ben could manage; taking control without making it feel forced or fake despite every fiber of my being screaming that this was wrong. My breath hitched in my throat as I watched them through the narrow crack in the door, Ben's hands sliding down Tessa's sides with a deliberate slowness that made me both ache and burn.

      Tessa froze at first, her arms hanging at her sides like she didn’t know how to respond. But then, like a dam breaking, she gave in. Her hands reached up to grip his shoulders, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as though she needed something to anchor herself. The kiss deepened, their movements growing hungrier, more desperate, and I felt my own pulse quicken in response.

      The slipped into her room and I quietly positioned myself just outside, peeking in through the crack in her door.

      I should’ve turned away—I knew I should—but my feet stayed rooted to the floor, betrayal and arousal warring inside me until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. There was something about the way Ben moved with her, the confidence in his touch as he brushed her hair back and tilted her head to deepen the kiss further, that left me feeling simultaneously raw and exposed.

      “Ben,” Tessa gasped against his lips after a moment, her voice trembling but not nearly as resolute as it had been before. “We—this—”

      “Shh,” he murmured against her mouth, his hands sliding up to her face again to cradle it between his palms. “Just let yourself feel it.”

      She hesitated for only a second before bending under the weight of his words, kissing him back harder now, with a fervor that left no room for doubt. His hands wandered lower again, gliding over her waist and hips before tugging lightly at the hem of her shirt. He edged it upward slowly, teasingly, exposing pale skin inch by maddening inch until she finally lifted her arms to let him pull it off entirely.

      The sight of her bare torso sent a fresh wave of heat rolling through me—an entirely unexpected response that left me reeling internally even as I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Her skin seemed to glow in the faint light spilling from around them, soft and flawless in a way that made her look almost otherworldly.

      When he removed her bra and exposed her breasts, my breath hitched. Full and perky with hardened nipples just begging to be sucked. She crossed her arms instinctively over herself for a moment before Ben leaned down to press another kiss to her lips—a kiss so tender and reassuring that she dropped them again without hesitation.

      It was strange seeing Tessa so vulnerable when she was such a player normally. For a moment, I wondered if she really did like my boyfriend.

      “You’re beautiful,” he said softly once they parted for air, his voice thick with something deeper than desire as he looked at her like she was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

      I swallowed hard against the lump rising in my throat at those words because I’d heard them from him before—I’d felt their weight when they were meant for me. But now? Now they were hers. And despite everything—the jealousy gnawing at my insides and the undeniable wrongness of this entire situation—I couldn’t deny how much it thrilled me to see him honor those words with every careful touch he laid upon her.

      Tessa’s trembling fingers found their way to the buttons of his shirt next, pausing briefly as if offering herself one last chance to stop this before it spiraled out of control completely. But then she looked up at him—her gaze searching and vulnerable—and whatever she saw there must have convinced her because she started undoing each button with a delicate precision, her breathing uneven as her hands worked. The sound of fabric rustling against fabric was louder than it should’ve been, like every small noise was amplified in the still air around us.

      Ben stood perfectly still for her, letting her take the lead, his eyes never leaving her face. There was something reverent in the way he watched her, as though she was some fragile, sacred thing he didn’t dare rush. When the last button slipped free and his shirt hung open, Tessa hesitated again, her hands lingering on the edges of the fabric.

      “It’s okay,” Ben murmured, his voice so low and soothing it sent a shiver down my spine. “You don’t have to hold back.”

      Her lips parted slightly at his words, but she didn’t respond aloud. Instead, she slid her hands up over his chest, pushing the shirt off his shoulders and letting it fall to the floor in a soft heap. Her fingers traced over him tentatively at first, mapping out the lines of muscle and skin as if committing them to memory. I knew those lines better than anyone—I’d explored them countless times myself—but seeing someone else discover them stirred something primal in me that I didn’t know how to name.

      Ben leaned forward then, capturing her mouth again in another slow, intoxicating kiss that seemed to melt away any lingering uncertainty she might’ve had. His hands returned to her body with deliberate purpose this time, sliding down to unfasten the button of her jeans. A soft gasp escaped her as he peeled them down inch by inch until they pooled around her ankles, leaving her standing there in nothing but a pair of delicate lace panties that did little to hide what lay beneath.

      My breath caught at the sight of her like this—vulnerable yet self-assured in a way that made my chest tighten painfully. I’d never thought of Tessa as anything more than a friend before tonight, but now? Now my mind was racing with images and thoughts I couldn’t stop if I tried.

      Ben must’ve felt it too—the magnetism of her—because he dropped to his knees without hesitation, his hands gliding over her thighs as he pressed a trail of open-mouthed kisses along her breasts and stomach. Tessa’s head tilted back instinctively at the sensation, a quiet moan slipping past her lips that sent blood rushing to my ears…and lower.

      I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be watching this. But God help me, I couldn’t look away.

      When Ben hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and eased them down, revealing all of her to him (and me), my throat went dry. She was breathtaking—a masterwork of curves and softness that seemed almost unfair in its perfection. And when Ben looked up at her from where he knelt on the floor, raw hunger written across every inch of his expression, I felt it like a punch to the gut.

      “I’m going to taste you now,” he warned, pausing with just enough restraint that it made my heart ache even more. He always knew when to ask—that much hadn’t changed.

      “Okay,” Tessa whispered back after a beat, her voice barely audible but resolute enough that it left no room for misinterpretation.

      And with that single word—one syllable that should’ve been innocuous but instead felt like a nail through my heart—Ben did exactly as he’d promised. He parted her folds with the utmost care, his tongue flicking out to taste her slowly, reverently…like she was made of spun sugar that might shatter at any moment. Tessa’s hands gripped his head for support as if bracing herself against a storm, and I couldn’t blame her.

      As I watched them together, unable to tear my eyes away, something inside me unraveled. Jealousy warred with arousal warred with something else entirely—a nameless emotion I didn’t have the words for but knew that I wanted more of. The sight of Ben worshipping another woman like this should have repulsed me, but instead, it sent liquid heat pooling between my legs, my fingers creeping between my own thighs without any conscious thought on my part.

      Tessa arched her back then, offering herself up further to him as Ben continued lapping at her. Her cries grew louder—more intense—until the room seemed to vibrate with the proof of her release drawing nearer by the second. An overwhelming urge to be a part of it all consumed me in ways I didn’t understand…and yet, I couldn’t seem to move…

      Tessa pulled Ben up to standing and kissed his swollen lips, still covered with her juices. “Now it’s your turn. I want to suck that big cock of yours.”

      My heart raced as I watched her lead him to the bed. He sat on the edge of it while she lowered to her knees, parting her lips.

      Slowly, she took him into her mouth, licking the tip first before taking more and more of him. Tessa's movements were deliberate, a mixture of confidence and curiosity that made every second feel like an eternity. Her hands gripped his thighs, steadying herself as she worked him with a rhythm that was both unpracticed and devastatingly sensual. Ben groaned, low and guttural, his head tilting back as his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her but never forcing.

      I should have left. The logical part of me screamed to get out before this spiraled further, but I was frozen—rooted in place by the raw intimacy unfolding before me. My breath hitched as I watched Tessa take him deeper, her eyes flicking up to meet his for the briefest moment. That look between them—a silent exchange of trust, longing, and something more—stung in a way I hadn’t anticipated.

      Ben’s body tensed under her touch, his free hand clutching at the sheets beside him as she continued her delicate assault. Her lips glistened, swollen and slick as she pulled back slightly to swirl her tongue around the head of his length, drawing another shuddering moan from him. The sound was intoxicating—a visceral reminder of how utterly human we all were in moments like this.

      I shouldn’t be here.

      And yet something deeper—something darker—kept me rooted to the spot. As much as it burned to watch them together, there was no denying the fire it ignited within me. I felt my own pulse throb in time with theirs, every sensation amplified by the sheer intensity of what I was witnessing.

      Tessa’s pace quickened now, each movement more assured than the last as if she’d found her rhythm in his reactions. Ben’s hips bucked slightly against her mouth, his control slipping just enough to betray how close he was to unraveling completely. His voice was a rasped whisper when he spoke again.

      “Stop,” he managed through gritted teeth, tugging gently at her hair to pull her away. She obeyed instantly but didn’t move far—her lips still hovering dangerously close to him as she looked up with wide eyes full of curiosity and mischief.

      “Why?” she asked softly, almost innocently—but there was nothing innocent about the way her hand continued stroking him slowly, teasingly.

      Ben exhaled sharply, his jaw tightening as if it took every ounce of willpower not to lose himself right then and there. “Because if you don’t…I won’t last,” he admitted with a strained chuckle that somehow made him even more irresistible.

      Tessa smirked at that—a small but triumphant quirk of her lips that betrayed just how much power she realized she held in this moment. She released him then, rising gracefully to her feet before leaning down to kiss him again—deeply this time—with an intensity that left no doubt about what came next.

      I swallowed hard as they shifted positions on the bed, Ben pulling Tessa onto his lap with an ease born of familiarity and strength. Their bodies pressed together seamlessly now—skin on skin—as if they’d been made for this exact moment. His hands roamed over her back while hers clutched at his shoulders for support; their kisses grew hungrier by the second until it felt like they might consume each other whole.

      The heady scent of their desire, combined with my own arousal, filled the air around me as I helplessly continued to watch the erotic display unfolding before me. My hand moved between my legs, seeking out the most sensitive parts of myself as I imitated Tessa’s every move on him. It was wrong—so very wrong—but in that moment all I could think about was how badly I wanted to feel him inside me too.

      Ben’s hips rocked in perfect time with her movements, his breathing ragged as Tessa rode him with a hunger I'd never seen in her before. “God, baby…faster…” he groaned, his words sending a shiver down my spine despite not being directed at me.

      Tessa complied, her pace increasing as she ground against him, her face flushed with pleasure and something else—something I couldn’t quite place. Passion? Desire? Or maybe it was just the thrill of the forbidden. Either way, it was written across both their faces with each moan, each gasp, and every shuddering movement they shared.

      I couldn't help but wonder if Ben ever looked at me like that—if he ever lost himself so completely in our lovemaking as he did now with my best friend above him. Jealousy surged within me like an untamed beast clawing its way out of its cage, but still I didn’t stop watching—didn’t stop touching myself even as my body ached for release alongside theirs.

      "Oh my God, Ben…I'm…I'm..." Tessa's voice trailed off into a strangled moan as her climax crashed over her, her entire body tensing and spasming around him. Ben groaned aloud in response, his grip on her hips tightening as he followed suit mere seconds later, their bodies shuddering together in a crescendo of release that left them both panting and spent.

      Slowly, they disentangled themselves from each other, their labored breathing the only sound in the silence that followed. Tessa collapsed onto the bed beside him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Ben leaned over to kiss her forehead gently before tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. It was a tender gesture—a private moment between them—and suddenly I felt like an intruder in my own home.

      As quietly as I could manage, I crept away from the doorway, careful not to make any noise lest I alert them to my presence. My heart pounded in my chest as adrenaline coursed through my veins; my body still tingled with arousal and shame in equal measure. I couldn’t believe what I had just seen—what I had participated in, even if only as a voyeur.

      In the safety of my own room, I sank onto the edge of my bed, burying my face in my trembling hands. What just happened? What did it mean? And most importantly... how was I supposed to face Tessa again?

      My phone buzzed on the comforter beside me, startling me. I grabbed it, already knowing who it was. The screen lit up with Ben’s name, and the preview of his message sent a fresh flush up my neck.

      Did you like the show? 😉

      I stared at the text for a moment, my thumbs hovering uncertainly over the keyboard. My chest tightened, and I could still feel the pounding echo of my heartbeat in my ears. Did I like it? That wasn’t even the right question, was it? Of course I had liked it—I had asked for it, hadn’t I?

      But liking it didn’t make it simple.

      After a few long seconds, I typed back: I did.

      The little dots indicating that he was typing appeared almost immediately. I watched them blink in and out for what felt like forever before his reply popped onto my screen. Good. Then another message followed quickly after: You okay?

      Am I okay? The words replayed in my mind as I stared at them. Was I okay? My heart still felt like it was doing somersaults in my chest, and every time I closed my eyes, flashes of their bodies tangled together filled the darkness behind my lids. Her hands clutching him tightly, his mouth tracing paths across her skin... It mingled with the memory of how he'd looked at me earlier in the night when we'd first talked about this idea. His promise that he’d only do this for us—for me—and that nothing about us would change.

      But everything felt changed now.

      I didn’t answer right away. Was Tessa lying there with him still? Were they laughing softly together or falling into a genuine relationship?

      Another buzz from my phone broke through my thoughts.

      Callie? he texted again.

      As much as tonight had been about me—my fantasies—it had also become about her in ways I hadn’t anticipated. About how easily she’d melted under his touch, how naturally they fit together for those moments. But also, how much I suddenly wanted her for myself. And I wanted to see them together again, and again, and again.

      Was I okay? I texted him back. I’m better than ever. And I knew I would be, if I could find some way to watch them again.
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      We changed out of our workout clothes. Serena put her hand on my thigh and squeezed it playfully, giggling as she leaned in close. "So... I couldn't help but notice you undressing our favorite quarterback with your eyes during practice today." She winked suggestively, running her fingers lightly up and down my leg.

      I blushed furiously, my cheeks burning as I tried to come up with a quick denial. "W-what are you talking about? I wasn't staring at anyone!" I averted my gaze, but not before Serena caught the telltale flush creeping up my neck.

      "Oh, come on, Jare-Bear," Serena purred, using her pet name for me that she knew made me blush even more. "I saw you drooling over Craig's... assets. And who could blame you?" She paused for dramatic effect before continuing, "That tight little butt of his... I can hardly focus when he’s around."

      I couldn't help but chuckle in spite of myself as I elbowed Serena playfully. "You're beyond help, you know that?" I reached down to adjust my laces, buying myself a moment to regain my composure.

      "I know," Serena said smugly, leaning back against the locker with a satisfied grin. "But come on, I've never seen you this worked up over a guy since... well... ever." She tapped her manicured nails against the cold metal of the locker door thoughtfully. "Tell me, how long have you been crushing on him? I’m starting to get a little jealous."

      I sat up, eyeing her. “There’s nothing to be jealous over. I’m not into him.” I leaned in and kissed her cheek. She rolled her eyes and smiled. “Just because Craig has a nice butt doesn’t mean I’m crushing on him.”

      She looked at her manicured nails and chewed her bottom lip. I wanted to swipe my tongue across it and bite it for her. “So then, you won’t mind if I go after him?”

      My pulse skyrocketed. “Wh-what? I didn’t realize you liked him.”

      She side-eyed me, trying to figure me out. But we both knew she already understood me better than anyone. That much was evidence each time she went down on me in the locker room showers.

      “Maybe I’m just like you. He’s eye candy and nothing more.”

      I stifled a frown. I didn’t want to tell her that Craig was more than eye candy to me. I did have a crush on him. But I knew if I told her that, she’d get jealous and make it a competition. She could have any guy she wanted. She was gorgeous with bouncy golden hair and delicious curves. She tasted delicious too. But just because she could have her pick of guys, didn’t mean she slept with any. As far as I knew, she only slept with me and the guys I lusted after.

      So hiding my interest in Craig was imperative. Not that it would stop her if we ever started dating.

      Maybe I should’ve been upset that she was always stealing my guys, but I felt flattered instead. No guy could replace the love I felt for Serena. Knowing that she loved me enough to chase away everyone else made me feel proud more than angry.

      Serena leaned forward, pushing her forehead against mine. Our noses touched as she looked deep into my eyes. I was lost in the forest of her sea-green irises and I never wanted to leave. “How about we make a bet.”

      Uh-oh. This wouldn’t be good. But I could never resist a sexy little competition with Serena. “What are we betting on?”

      “I bet I can get Craig to sleep with me before you can.”

      I rolled my eyes. “That’s a given. No challenge there.”

      She kissed my lips to shut me up and then pulled back. “Stop selling yourself short. You’re so fucking hot it drives me crazy. I’m going to have to put in so much effort to lure Craig’s attention away from you. I’ve seen the way he watches you during practice. It’s the same way I watch you.”

      My breath hitched. Somehow during all of this, we’d started holding hands. “I don’t know about that. Besides, you always steal guys I’m interested in. What makes you think this time would be a challenge?”

      She arched a brow and pinned me with a look. “For the reasons I just stated. Craig wants in your pants more than anyone. So anyway, on with the bet.”

      I chuckled. “Okay, so what are the stakes?”

      She rested her hands on my thighs and they clenched in response. I’d felt her fingers drift upward many times before and I couldn’t help but want that now, too.

      “So, here’s what I’m thinking. We both go after Craig and see how sleeps with him first. But the loser has to watch the other one fuck him.”

      I pulled back with a disbelieving laugh. “What? Why?”

      She nudged my shoulder with hers. “Because it would be hot, that’s why. And it’s a win-win for me. I’ve never seen you get pounded by a hot guy before. Even if I lose, I win.”

      I blushed again. I wanted to kiss her hard, but our relationship was messy. Serena was usually the girl in control, and I liked to let her lead the way.

      Thinking about having to watch her with Craig did something weird to my body. On the one hand, jealousy flooded every vein under my skin. On the other hand…the thought of seeing Serena get taken by a huge cock was also a turn on for me. My panties were already soaked just thinking about it.

      “You’re on,” I said, unsure of what I was really getting myself into.

      A devilish smile spread onto Serena’s lips. “That’s what I hoped you’d say.” With that, she cupped my cheeks and pulled me in for a kiss. Her tongue pried my lips open and massaged my tongue. I moaned into our kiss, my nipples hardening.

      She slid her fingers up my thighs, just under my jean shorts. We’d already taken showers, so I was clean and ready for her. Her fingers pressed to my soaked panties and teased my clit through them. Her other hand cupped my breast and rolled my nipple through my shirt.

      “You’re going to look so hot with Craig’s big dick inside you,” she whispered against my mouth. And just like that, I came undone.
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      The next day at practice , I couldn’t keep my mind off of the bet. Serena and I were doing stretches on the field when the team came out. Craig spotted us right away and winked, causing me to blush.

      “Oh, he’s all yours,” Serena said, nudging my side with her elbow. “He’s already looking at you like you’re a juicy steak.”

      My heart thudded in my chest as I stood up and brushed off my shorts. “You don’t know that.”

      She winked at me and smirked. “Trust me, I know that look all too well.” She sauntered off to join the other cheerleaders, leaving me alone.

      Craig jogged over to me, a towel draped around his neck. His six-pack was on full display and I could see the V-line of hair leading down into his shorts. My panties were soaked again just as quickly as yesterday.

      I tried not to let my attraction show, but it was hard around him. Craig was the definition of tall, dark, and handsome: 6 foot 2 with dimples that could melt butter, and arms that could carry me for hours. He stopped in front of me, catching his breath from running laps around the field. His scent of freshly cut grass and sweat wafted towards me, sending shivers down my spine.

      “Hey there, Jenny,” he panted out between breaths. “You ever consider joining the football team? You'd be our best wide receiver with those... uh... moves.” He gestured vaguely to where my breasts were underneath my uniform top.

      Knowing full well this was part of our bet, I enhanced my natural sway as I walked up close to him and pretended to adjust my ponytail so he'd get a better view of my cleavage. His eyes lingered on my chest just long enough before meeting mine again.

      “Oh, really?” I cooed, batting my eyelashes at him. “Well, I'm flattered, but I think my talents are better suited on the sidelines." I put a hand on my hip, accentuating my curves. "But if you ever want to see them in action...” I let the sentence hang in the air between us.

      He smirked, grabbing my wrist and pulling me towards him. "I'd love nothing more, but practice comes first. Rain check?" His eyes lingered on my lips before he turned to rejoin his teammates.

      I couldn't believe I'd just flirted with our quarterback like that! My heart pounded in my chest as Serena walked up to me, a smirk plastered on her face.

      "I saw that," she purred in my ear. "You want some of that don't you?" She bit her lower lip seductively and it made my knees weak.

      "Shut up," I mumbled, but I couldn't suppress the grin on my face. "You're up next.”

      Serena waited until there was a break in practice to approach Craig. I watched from a distance as she sauntered over to him, looking as delicious as ever.

      Serena moved with the kind of confidence that made everyone stop what they were doing and just… watch. Even from a distance, I could see the sway of her hips, the deliberate way she tossed her hair over one shoulder as she approached Craig. Her megawatt smile was locked and loaded, aimed right at him like a heat-seeking missile.

      I pretended not to care—stretching out my hamstrings while keeping an eye on them through my peripheral vision—but who was I kidding? My stomach churned with anticipation, jealousy, and something else that was harder to name. A part of me wanted to see her fail spectacularly—trip over her words or get brushed off by Craig—but I knew Serena well enough to know that wasn’t going to happen.

      Craig looked up from tying his cleats just as Serena reached him. His body language shifted instantly as he stood up straighter, his easy smile replacing the focused look he’d worn during practice. She had that effect on people; it was like a switch flipped whenever she got within ten feet. I strained to catch snippets of their conversation but couldn’t hear a damn thing over the chatter of some of the other girls on the squad.

      Serena reached out and casually ran her fingers down Craig’s bicep like she owned it. He didn’t flinch—if anything, he leaned into her touch, those dimples of his making an appearance as he grinned down at her. She said something that made him laugh, throwing his head back, and I felt a pang in my chest so sharp it almost hurt.

      “Jealous much?” Maddie, one of the younger cheerleaders, teased as she plopped down next to me on the grass.

      “Not even a little,” I lied, stretching out my other leg in what I hoped looked like nonchalant disinterest.

      Maddie followed my gaze and tilted her head knowingly. “Uh-huh. Sure.”

      Across the field, Serena leaned in closer to Craig now, brushing some imaginary lint off his shoulder before whispering something into his ear. Whatever it was made him freeze for half a second before laughing again—a deep, full-bodied sound that carried all the way over to where I sat.

      I clenched my jaw so hard it hurt. This bet—I reminded myself—was supposed to be fun. A game. No strings attached and no feelings involved. But somehow, watching Serena work her magic stirred up something territorial in me that I hadn’t expected.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was probably only five minutes, Serena turned and started strutting back toward me like a cat who’d just swallowed a canary whole. Craig lingered where she left him for a moment before shaking his head and jogging back toward his teammates.

      “Well?” I asked as soon as she was close enough to hear me.

      “Oh honey,” she drawled dramatically, dropping onto the grass beside me and propping herself up on one elbow, “he’s even more fun than I thought he’d be.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Meaning,” she said with a wicked grin, “he’s definitely interested.”

      I rolled my eyes even though my stomach flipped at her words. “You’re so full of yourself.”

      “So are you,” she shot back playfully, poking me in the side with one perfectly manicured finger. “Admit it, Jen. You’re dying to know what I said to him.”

      I raised an eyebrow, trying to appear unimpressed. “Not particularly.”

      “Liar.” Serena leaned in closer, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “I told him I had a little wager going on.”

      My heart skipped a beat, but I kept my face carefully neutral. “You what?”

      “Oh, relax.” She waved a hand dismissively, her grin anything but apologetic. “I didn’t give him the details. Just hinted that I might be... competing for his attention.”

      “You’re ridiculous,” I muttered, though my cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and something uncomfortably close to excitement.

      “And yet you love me for it,” she teased, brushing a stray lock of hair out of my face as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her fingers lingered for a moment longer than necessary, and I hated how easily she could make my pulse race without even trying.

      I swatted her hand away, more for my own sanity than anything else. “You’re impossible.”

      “And you’re adorable when you’re flustered,” she shot back without missing a beat.

      Before I could come up with a retort, Craig’s voice cut through the chatter on the field, calling out instructions to his teammates as they ran drills. It was almost unfair how effortlessly commanding he sounded, like he was born to be the center of attention. The way the sun caught in his messy brown hair didn’t help, either.

      Serena must have noticed me watching because she nudged me with her shoulder. “Your turn.”

      “What?” I blinked at her.

      “Go flirt with him.” She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      “Why should I? You’ve clearly got this all figured out,” I replied, gesturing vaguely toward where Craig stood.

      She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Because it’s your move, Jenny. Come on, don’t let me have all the fun.”

      For a moment, I considered brushing her off and pretending not to care—but that wasn’t really an option anymore, was it? If Serena thought she had the upper hand in this little game of ours... well, I couldn’t let that stand.

      I stood up slowly, brushing bits of grass off my legs as I tried to summon whatever confidence Serena seemed to have in spades. “Fine,” I said finally. “But don’t forget who started this bet when I win.”

      Serena grinned up at me like the Cheshire Cat. “That’s the spirit.”

      I waited until practice was over, even though Serena’s words were eating at me. Had she really told him we had a bet going? What did he think of it?

      As I crossed the field toward Craig, every step felt heavier than it should have. My heart pounded against my ribs in time with the rhythmic thud of footballs hitting turf around us. He was crouched low near one of his receivers, holding a ball in his hands as he scanned downfield.

      When he noticed me approaching, he stood up straight again and wiped his hands on his jersey before offering me that easy smile of his—the one that made you feel like you were the only person in the world worth looking at.

      “Hey there,” he said casually.

      “Hi.” My voice sounded steadier than I expected, though the way his hazel eyes locked onto mine made my stomach flip. “Got a minute?”

      “For you? Always.” He smirked, tossing the ball to one of his teammates before motioning for me to follow him off the field. I was acutely aware of Serena’s gaze burning into my back as we walked.

      “So,” Craig started once we were out of earshot, his tone light but curious. “What’s up? Or should I say, who put you up to this?”

      My heart sank for a split second before his smile reassured me he wasn’t upset—just amused. I folded my arms over my chest, feigning nonchalance. “What makes you think anyone put me up to anything?”

      He chuckled, leaning against the goalpost like he had all the time in the world. “Come on, Jenny. You’ve both been circling me like vultures. I’m not an idiot.”

      Of course he’d noticed. How could he not? Serena and I hadn’t exactly been subtle.

      “And,” he added, tilting his head slightly, “Serena might’ve mentioned something about a bet.”

      I clenched my teeth at the betrayal but managed to keep my cool. Barely. “Did she, now?”

      “Relax,” he said, holding up his hands in mock surrender. “I thought it was kind of... flattering, actually.”

      Flattering? That threw me for a loop. “You’re not mad?”

      “Why would I be mad?” He shrugged. “Two gorgeous girls fighting over me? Sounds like a good problem to have.”

      I rolled my eyes but didn’t bother correcting him. This wasn’t about him; it was about beating Serena at her own game—or so I kept telling myself.

      “So,” Craig said after a moment, his voice dropping just enough to make my pulse quicken, “which one of you is winning?”

      “Me,” I said instinctively, almost before the question had fully left his mouth.

      He laughed again, low and warm and entirely too charming for his own good. “Confident. I like that.”

      I opened my mouth to say something—what, I wasn’t sure—but he cut me off with a grin that could probably disarm a bomb.

      “Tell you what,” he said, leaning in just enough that I caught a hint of sweat and cologne and something distinctly Craig. “Why don’t you come over tonight? Say around eight?”

      For a moment, everything else faded away—the sounds of whistles blowing on the field behind us, Serena’s laughter floating through the air—and all I could focus on was him.

      “Sure,” I managed to say after what felt like an eternity. “Yeah, that works.”

      “Great.” He straightened up again, but there was something mischievous in his expression that instantly put me on edge. “Oh—and bring Serena.”

      Whatever high I’d been riding evaporated in an instant.

      “What?” The word came out sharper than I intended.

      “You heard me.” He grinned like he’d just won some unspoken game. “Bring Serena too.”

      I wanted to argue—to tell him that wasn’t how this worked—but all I could do was nod mutely as he sauntered back toward his team , leaving me standing there with my thoughts spinning and my pride somewhere in the dirt under my sneakers.

      I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself as I turned back toward the cheerleading squad. Serena was already watching me like a hawk, hands on her hips, her glossy ponytail catching the sunlight. Judging by the wicked glint in her eyes, she was dying to know what he’d said.

      I trudged back to where she stood, reminding myself that I had agreed to this—to the terms of the stupid bet, to the ridiculous game we were playing. This wasn’t about feelings. It wasn’t even really about Craig. It was about winning... wasn’t it?

      “Well?” she asked before I’d even fully reached her, one eyebrow arching up in that way that made her look both infuriating and annoyingly attractive all at once.

      I crossed my arms over my chest and glared at her. “I still can’t believe you told him about the bet.”

      Serena didn’t even have the decency to look guilty. Instead, she grinned. “Of course I did. What’s the fun if he doesn’t know?”

      “You’re impossible,” I muttered, though my irritation felt hollow. This was Serena—chaotic, impulsive Serena—and I should’ve known better than to expect anything less.

      “So?” she pressed, stepping closer until her shoulder brushed against mine. She always did this—got too close, invaded my personal space like she owned it. Sometimes it drove me crazy in a bad way; other times… well.

      “So,” I said slowly, drawing out the word just to mess with her. If she wanted answers, she’d have to work for them.

      “Jenny.” Her voice dipped into that teasing, sing-song tone that always made my stomach flip in ways I tried very hard not to think about too much. “Don’t make me beg.”

      I glanced at her sideways, narrowing my eyes as a smirk tugged at my lips despite myself. “Craig invited me over tonight.”

      Her grin faltered for half a second before recovering with full force. “Oh? Is that so?”

      “Yep,” I said lightly, turning just enough so I could watch her reaction more closely. “Eight o’clock.”

      She tilted her head slightly, studying me with a mix of curiosity and something else I couldn’t quite place. “Well then,” she said after a beat, “congratulations are in order. I guess that means I have to watch you two fuck.” She wiggled her eyebrows and grinned.

      It would’ve been perfect if I’d left it there—if I’d let her stew in the idea that maybe I’d pulled ahead in our little competition—but of course life wasn’t that simple.

      “And,” I added reluctantly, dragging out the word like it physically hurt to say it aloud, “he told me to bring you.”

      If Serena had been expecting anything other than that response—and judging by how surprised she looked, she definitely hadn’t—it caught her completely off guard. Her mouth opened slightly in disbelief before curving into an incredulous smile. “Wait… what? He doesn’t know about the watching part, does he?”

      “No, not unless you told him. So it sounds like he hasn’t picked one of us just yet.” My tone was flat as I bent down to adjust one of my shoes more out of annoyance than necessity.

      She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Well, then. I guess that’ll make the watching part easy. We’ll both already be there.” She took my hand, sending a jolt of electric pleasure through me. “Let’s go shower. Then we’ll head to my place to get ready.”

      We waited until all the other girls had left before taking our showers. We entered the large, tiled space naked. I’d seen Serena’s naked body hundreds of times, but it never got old. Her breasts were full and perfectly round, her skin smooth and golden from the hours she spent outside. She caught me looking, of course—she always did. Serena thrived on being watched, on wielding that magnetism that seemed to come so effortlessly to her.

      “See something you like?” she teased, her voice low and dripping with innuendo as she stepped under the spray of water. Her blonde hair slicked back against her scalp as droplets ran down over her collarbones, trailing lower. I turned away before I could get caught staring again, but it was pointless. My cheeks already felt scalded, though the heat from the water hadn’t yet reached me.

      “Don’t flatter yourself,” I said, stepping under the stream beside her. The warmth cascaded over my shoulders and down my back, sending a shiver through me despite the heat.

      Serena laughed softly—a knowing sound that made my stomach tighten. “Too late.”

      I grabbed the bottle of shampoo perched on a nearby ledge and squirted some into my palm, focusing intently on working it through my hair like it was the most important task in the world. Anything to keep my thoughts from spiraling too far out of control. But Serena wasn’t one to let me off easy.

      “Craig’s gonna love us both dripping wet,” she said casually, like she was commenting on the weather. When I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye, I found her watching me again—head tilted slightly, lips curved in that infuriatingly familiar smirk.

      “You’re impossible,” I muttered for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

      “And yet here you are.” She moved closer, so close that I could feel the heat of her body even through the pounding water. Her gaze dropped pointedly to where suds trailed down over my chest before snapping back up to meet mine. “Tell me something,” she murmured, voice dropping lower. “Do you think about him when you touch yourself?”

      My breath hitched slightly at her bluntness—not because I was shocked (this was Serena; bluntness might as well have been her middle name), but because… well, yes. Of course I had thought about Craig—his broad shoulders, his easy grin—but now… now it wasn’t just him invading those private moments.

      “Do you?” I shot back instead of answering.

      Her grin widened knowingly. “Sometimes,” she admitted with a shrug. Then she leaned in closer until her lips brushed against my ear and whispered, “But not as much as I think about you.”

      Serena pushed me back against the slick tile and brought my hands up over my head. She kissed me long and hard, her tongue slipping past my lips again to taste me. I was wet everywhere. Serena’s breasts pressed to mine as her fingers trailed up between my thighs.

      “I haven’t tasted your pussy in a while,” she moaned against my lips. “I want to taste you one last time before Craig cums in you tonight.”

      She soaped up my body and washed the suds away before dropping to her knees.

      My hands fell to the top of her head and clutched her hair in my fingers. “And what if he chooses to fuck you?” I asked through little gasps.

      Her tongue met my clit and my eyes rolled back. The pleasure of Serena’s mouth on me was overwhelming. I wondered if Craig would feel the same.

      “I have a feeling,” Serena said between long licks, “that he’s going to fuck both of us.”

      An image of all three of us, naked and entangled, flashed through my mind. The thought should have been scandalous, but instead, it sent a bolt of arousal straight to my core. Serena seemed to sense my arousal and redoubled her efforts, her tongue swirling around my clit in practiced circles while her fingers plunged inside me.

      “Oh, fuck,” I moaned into the spray of water. “Serena, I—”

      Her only response was to suck harder on my clit, sending me cascading over the edge. My whole body tensed as I came, my back arching against the cool tile. Serena didn’t stop there though; she continued to tease me through the aftershocks, her tongue and fingers relentless in their pursuit of my pleasure. I whimpered as a second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, crashed over me.

      Finally spent, I collapsed against the shower wall, panting for breath. Serena stood up and straddled my lap, smirking triumphantly. Her green eyes burned with desire as she leaned down to kiss me deeply, her wet lips tasting of soap and something else—something heady and intoxicating that had nothing to do with shampoo.

      “Your turn,” she breathed against my mouth. She climbed off of me and sat against the shower wall beside me. I spun around, eager to taste her again—it had been too long. On my hands and knees, I lowered myself between her legs and took a moment to admire her glistening body, water cascading down her curves. The sight of her made my heart race. I dove in, kissing the insides of her thighs slowly, teasingly, my breath hot against her skin.

      “God, Jenny,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as I lingered just above where she wanted me most. “You’re driving me crazy.”

      I smiled against her skin and pressed my lips to her mound, inhaling the sweet scent of her arousal mixed with the soap. I flicked my tongue out tentatively, tasting her for the first time in a while. She tasted like heaven, and the sound of her moan only urged me on.

      “What are you thinking about?” I asked between licks, my breath warm against her.

      “Craig fucking you,” she gasped, and I couldn’t help but feel a thrill run through me at the mention of his name.

      Her breath hitched, and I could see the fantasy playing out in her eyes—the three of us tangled together. Sharing and watching.

      “Don’t tease me,” she said breathlessly, pulling me back toward her. “I need you.”

      I obliged eagerly, diving back in with fervor, licking and sucking with purpose now. My fingers sought out her clit while my mouth worked its own magic on her hot center. The sounds spilling from Serena’s lips were music to me—soft moans and desperate whimpers that fueled my desire to bring her release.

      I pushed two fingers inside of her while keeping my mouth focused on teasing her clit with rapid flicks of my tongue.

      Serena writhed beneath me, every movement urging me on as she chased that high we both craved. “Oh God! Yes! Don’t stop! Just like that!”

      As she neared the brink, caught in pleasure’s grip and spiraling toward ecstasy, all I could think about was how exciting tonight would be.
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        * * *

      

      We spent hours getting ready. Serena wore a short red dress and I wore a tight black mini skirt with a blue crop top. We appeared at Craig’s apartment door and gave it a knock.

      Craig smirked, “I’ve been waiting for this moment all day,” he said, “Come in, ladies.”

      We entered his apartment, which was dimly lit with faint music playing in the background. The living room was tidy and simple, with a large couch and a TV against the wall.

      Serena plopped herself onto the couch, her red dress riding up her thighs as she crossed her legs. I could tell by the way she was biting her lip that she was nervous too. This was new territory for both of us.

      Craig joined her on the couch, and I sat on the edge of the coffee table, my legs dangling over the edge. The three of us exchanged small talk about school and football, but it was clear that we were all there for something else.

      Serena was the first to make her move. She scooted closer to Craig and placed a hand on his thigh. He didn’t pull away, so she leaned in and whispered something in his ear. His eyebrows shot up and he glanced over at me before nodding.

      My heart raced as Serena stood up and straddled him on the couch, her thighs bracketing his hips. She pressed her body against his, grinding into him as she kissed him hard, her tongue exploring his mouth aggressively.

      Craig’s hands were instantly on her hips, gripping her tightly as he moaned into the kiss. My panties were soaked just from watching them, their passionate embrace making my desire for both of them intensify tenfold.

      I couldn’t help but cross my legs to hide my growing arousal as I watched their heated make-out session. Serena was always so confident—a trait I both admired and envied about her.

      Serena pulled away for air and flashed me a wicked grin before removing her dress in one fluid motion, revealing a lace-trimmed black bra and matching panties underneath. My jaw practically hit the floor at her boldness.

      “Your turn,” she said, winking at me before returning her attention to Craig’s lips.

      I could see the bulge in his pants straining against the fabric of his pants.

      Nervous but determined, I took a deep breath and joined them on the couch, straddling his lap as Serena had done moments before. His erection was even harder now, pressing against my slick folds through our clothes. Heat pooled between my thighs as I ground against it, gasping at the contact.

      Craig’s hands found their way to my breasts, cupping them through my crop top. His kisses trailed down my neck, making goosebumps break out across my skin. I closed my eyes, relishing in the attention he was giving me.

      “God, you both taste so good,” he moaned into my neck, his voice husky with desire.

      Serena wasn’t about to be left out. She wrapped her arms around my waist from behind, her hands drifting up to cup my breasts along with Craig’s. The thought of her watching us should have made me shy away, but instead, it only heightened my arousal further.

      Craig’s lips found mine again, his tongue teasing mine playfully as Serena’s hands continued to explore my body, squeezing and kneading my breasts in time with the rhythm of our kisses. I couldn’t believe this was happening—two people I lusted after most were worshipping my body like a feast for all their senses.

      Serena removed my top and then unclasped my bra. I glanced at her over my shoulder and she met me with a kiss. While her tongue probed my mouth, Craig’s hands were on my breasts. Then I heard a zipper and felt Serena’s hand between my thighs.

      The next thing I felt was Craig’s huge, throbbing dick pressed against my soaked panties. Serena slid the panties to the side and angled the tip of Craig’s dick to my entrance.

      “You won,” she whispered. “Now I’ll have to watch.”

      “What do you mean?” I started to ask. How she’d determined I won was a mystery. But I was too lust-drunk to ask anything more. Craig slid into me, inch by inch, and my head lolled back.

      “That’s it,” she whispered, her hands guiding my hips while Craig’s caressed my breasts. One of Serena’s hands slipped between my thighs to play with my clit while I rode our trophy of a man.

      I could hardly think as the sensation of Craig filling me consumed every fiber of my being. The way he stretched me, filled me with warmth and pleasure, made my body buzz with excitement. I gasped, feeling both of their hands on me, pushing me further into a blissful haze.

      “Just like that, Jenny,” Craig murmured, his voice low and deep, urging me to move. “You ride so well.”

      I didn’t need coaxing; the primal instinct took over. I began to rock my hips, grinding down onto him as Serena’s fingers danced on my clit. The pressure built inside me, spiraling higher with each thrust. Craig’s hands kneaded my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my sensitive nipples while I felt Serena’s breath tickle my ear.

      “Look at you,” she whispered, her voice laced with desire. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

      My cheeks flushed at her words, a rush of heat coursing through me. I wanted to respond, but all I could manage was a shaky breath as I lost myself in the rhythm between us. I could feel Craig’s breath quicken beneath me; each time I sank down onto him, he groaned deep in his throat.

      “Keep going,” he urged. “You feel incredible.”

      Encouraged by his words, I picked up the pace. My body moved instinctively, driven by the growing urgency between us. Serena’s fingers worked their magic as she expertly circled my clit, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through me.

      “Is this what you wanted?” she asked softly, her voice almost a purr in my ear. “To feel his huge cock inside you?”

      “Yes!” I gasped out, desperate for more. The sensations were overwhelming—Craig filling me completely while Serena brought me closer to the edge.

      I locked eyes with Craig as I moved faster and harder, every thrust igniting a fire within me. His gaze was intense—filled with admiration and lust—making my heart race even faster.

      “God, Jenny,” he breathed heavily. “You’re so tight.”

      Serena’s hands continued their delicious assault on my clit; it felt like she knew exactly what I needed. Each brush against that sensitive spot sent shockwaves through me while Craig’s thrusts grew more erratic beneath me.

      “I’m so close,” I gasped out between breaths.

      Craig grunted in approval, his grip tightening on my hips as he thrust upward to meet my movements. “Come for us,” he urged, his voice deep and commanding.

      The tension coiling inside me snapped like a taut string pulled too far. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as I surrendered completely to the bliss consuming us all. My body convulsed around Craig as I cried out his name—a sweet release that echoed in the small room filled with our shared passion.

      “Mmm, yes…” Serena encouraged from behind as she pressed her lips against my shoulder.

      Craig groaned lowly as he followed suit, the warmth of his release flooding deep within me just moments after mine washed over us both.

      As we slowly came back down from the high of ecstasy, I leaned back against Serena. She kissed my shoulder and then helped me off Craig’s lap until I collapsed beside him on the sofa.

      That’s when I saw Serena drop to her knees and take Craig’s slick cock into her mouth. She devoured him like he was her everything and he quickly got hard again. His fingers wove in her hair while her eyes rolled back. I knew why she was eager to taste him. Because she could taste me on him too.

      And that was so damn hot.

      I watched for a full minute, my pussy aching in envy and lust. I envied her mouth’s ability to pleasure his cock so well and I yearned to have him inside me again. But then Craig sat up and took matters into his own hands. Literally. He took off Serena’s bra and then yanked her panties down her long legs.

      “Your turn,” he growled, his voice thick with desire as he removed his shirt. His abs rippled as he finished removing his jeans and briefs. His cock was rock hard again, ready for more action.

      “I thought you’d never ask,” Serena purred before crawling towards me on all fours. She crawled over my thighs until her face was level with my pussy, her ass gently bouncing in the air just begging to be spanked. He didn’t disappoint her, giving her a playful smack that left a faint red handprint on her cheek.

      “Oh, you naughty girl,” I teased before running my fingernails lightly down her spine, sending goosebumps across her skin. “You like that, huh?”

      “Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, already diving between my legs to lap at my wet folds. Her tongue was hot and slow, tracing lines from my entrance to my clit before dipping inside ever so slightly to tease me further.

      Meanwhile, I could see Craig position himself behind her, his hardness pressing against Serena’s entrance as he teased her with just the tip of him before pushing in a little further each time.

      Serena’s warm tongue and skilled fingers working magic on my clit while Craig steadily filled her up from behind.

      I gasped, my back arching as the pleasure surged through me. Serena’s mouth was exquisite, her tongue flicking and swirling with just the right amount of pressure. The room was filled with soft moans as Craig thrust into Serena, his breath coming in heavy bursts.

      “Oh, Jenny,” he groaned, his gaze locked onto me. “You have no idea how beautiful you look right now.”

      I bit my lip, watching him move in and out of Serena with a primal hunger. It was intoxicating; the way their bodies twisted together while she lavished attention on me made my heart race. I reached down, tangling my fingers in her hair, urging her on. “Don’t stop. Just like that.”

      “God, this is so hot,” Craig murmured, his voice thick as he gripped Serena’s hips tightly. With each thrust, he pushed her deeper into my warm center. I could feel the tension building within me as Serena’s tongue worked magic on me, the way she sucked and licked igniting every nerve ending in my body.

      Serena glanced up at me, her eyes dark with lust and mischief. “I want to hear you scream,” she breathed against my skin before pressing her mouth back to me, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

      Craig took that as encouragement and began to pump harder into Serena. I clenched my fists in her hair, feeling the warmth of her breath against my throbbing pussy as Craig found a steady rhythm.

      “Fuck,” I gasped. My body felt electric; every touch set off fireworks inside me. “You’re amazing.”

      “Just wait,” Craig said between breaths. He pulled back slightly before slamming back into her with renewed vigor, eliciting a loud moan from Serena.

      The tension inside me coiled tighter and tighter like a spring ready to burst. I could feel myself teetering on the edge, desperate for release but wanting it to last just a moment longer.

      “Don’t hold back,” Craig urged Serena, his voice commanding yet filled with lust. “Let Jenny have it all.”

      “Yes,” I gasped as I watched them move together.

      With every pulse of his hips against her soft curves, I felt myself climbing higher, closer to the edge of bliss. Serena’s tongue flicked faster over my clit while Craig's pace quickened behind her.

      “God, yes!” I cried out, feeling my orgasm bubbling at the surface.

      “Come for us, Jenny,” Craig growled fiercely, his eyes blazing with need.

      And at that moment—those words combined with every flick of Serena's tongue—sent me spiraling over the edge into pure ecstasy. My body shook violently as waves crashed over me; every sensation blurring together until I was lost in pleasure.

      Serena moaned loudly against me as she caught my release on her tongue just before Craig reached his peak too—his thrusts becoming err atic as he lost himself inside her. He filled Serena, who gasped and whimpered at the sensation. I could feel the vibrations of their pleasure echoing deep inside me, intensifying my own release.

      As my orgasm subsided, I pulled Serena up to me, our bodies slick and glistening under the soft light. I captured her lips in a heated kiss, tasting myself on her tongue. She melted against me, her breath mingling with mine in a heady rush.

      “So,” she breathed between kisses, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Who won the bet?”

      I laughed, still riding the aftershocks of our shared climax. “You would care about that right now.”

      Craig leaned over us, his hands exploring both our bodies—his fingers tracing the curves of my waist while his other hand caressed Serena’s back.

      “Why don’t we call it a tie?” he asked, his voice warm and husky.

      “No such thing,” Serena replied with a cheeky grin. “Which one would you have fucked first if you had to choose?”

      I giggled softly, feeling light-headed from the intensity of what we'd just shared. “Who cares? Serena, please!”

      “Ladies, it’s impossible to pick between the two of you.” Craig said playfully, raising an eyebrow as he positioned himself behind Serena once again.

      “Yes,” I breathed out, biting my lip in anticipation. “I’m definitely not done with either of you.”

      Serena turned to face him, a sultry smile playing on her lips as she took him into her hand and stroked him slowly. “I think we could all use another round.”
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      The corridors of the literature building seemed narrower than usual, their walls pressing in with the weight of looming deadlines. I clutched my notebook tightly, its corners dog-eared and pages scrawled with the chaotic notes. The semester had barely begun, and yet it already demanded more than I felt I could give. It was precisely why I was on my way to Professor’ Williams’ office. She had written notes on my paper and I needed to make sure I understood them clearly.

      Each step echoed through the hallway, a metronome ticking down the minutes.

      I was late. Professor Williams’ office hours slipped away as quickly as they came, like so many other opportunities this semester. My mind raced as I tried to formulate apologies. An overrun class. An urgent email. But deep down, I knew I needed to get my act together if I wanted to pass this class.

      As I hurried past the faded posters of literary greats, the most attractive man I’d ever seen caught my attention. He walked ahead with a composed confidence, very different from my frantic pace. His suit was impeccably tailored, and his dark hair was slicked back in a way that seemed effortlessly perfect. He carried himself with an air of authority that made me feel like I was playing dress-up.

      He reached Professor Williams’ door before me, turning the handle and stepping inside without hesitation. My heart sank. I had hoped to catch her before she left for the day and discuss the paper that haunted my every waking thought. I should’ve turned to leave, but something about this man drew me closer—not just his appearance, though that in itself was striking—but an undeniable allure that compelled me to linger just outside the door.

      I hesitated there, feeling the thrill of eavesdropping on conversations not meant for my ears. Their voices were muted at first, mingling with the rustle of papers and clinking of glasses.

      Then their tones shifted, growing softer—playful even—and I heard Professor Williams laugh in a way she never did during lectures. My curiosity piqued further when their flirtatious exchanges transformed into kissing and moaning.

      Heat rushed to my cheeks; it wasn’t embarrassment so much as a sense of witnessing something intensely private and unbidden. Was this man her husband? Boyfriend? I suddenly felt jealous of Professor Williams’, and yet it all made sense. She was gorgeous and sophisticated. A perfect match for the perfect man.

      I was nothing but a humdrum student trying to make my life better, but failing miserably. A part of me wanted to flee immediately, but another part—a darker curiosity—kept me glued to the spot longer than I cared to admit.

      Eventually, I came to my senses. I stepped back quietly from the door. Nothing could be gained from remaining there except further complicating my school standing.

      I decided to catch Professor Williams another day. As I turned away from her door, though, I couldn’t shake the image of him—the sexy man who had stirred something inside me. His charismatic stride seemed imprinted in memory now as vividly as ink on paper.

      And as much as I'd try to push him from my thoughts—I knew he’d linger there too. Even as I slipped into bed later that night.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I decided to go to her office early rather than late. Once outside the door, I heard a strange thumping sound. I knocked and called out, “Professor Williams?” The door was unlocked, and when I pushed it open, my books dropped from my hands.

      The attractive man from yesterday had Professor Williams bent over the desk as he pounded into her from behind. In her mouth was a pair of panties, silencing her moans.

      They both stared at me but continued fucking. “Close the door,” the man said, his voice husky.

      I closed it, realizing only after that he probably meant with me on the other side of it, not trapped in there with them.

      The man smirked. “Looks like she likes to watch.”

      Professor Williams studied me as the man pounded into her. Her tits were hanging out of her blouse, squeezed against the desk beneath her.

      I clenched my thighs, feeling a pool or arousal between them. What was I doing? And why weren’t they stopping?

      Finally, the man groaned, froze, and emptied his load deep inside of her. Professor Williams’ eyes rolled back and the panties fell from her mouth. The man withdrew like it was all business, and Professor Williams stood up, buttoning her blouse and pulling her panties back on.

      The man went to put his cock back in his pants when the professor stopped him. “Hun, don’t do that just yet.” She studied me and smirked. “Sasha, right?”

      I swallowed and nodded.

      “I remember your paper. I know you could use a little help in my class. How about an extra credit assignment?”

      “Brianne,” said the man. “It’s fine to do this at home, but not with one of your students.”

      Professor Williams brushed him off. “Don’t worry, Tim. She won’t say anything. Will you?” She pinned me with a look.

      My throat tightened. “Um, no. Of course not.”

      Tim arched his brow. “You haven’t heard her assignment yet. There’s a reason I haven’t put my cock away, sweetie.”

      I suddenly realized what was happening. “Smart girl,” said Professor Williams, or Brianne, when she saw me putting it all together.

      “You want me to…with him? Is he your…?”

      “Husband? Yes, he is. And I want to see you get on your knees and suck his cock. Especially now that it’s covered in my juices.” She was smiling. I couldn’t believe she was smiling. This was such a strange, surreal, unconventional request. Was she serious? Surely, she couldn’t be serious.

      “Well?”

      I met Tim’s gaze. “I’m down if you are, sweetie.”

      Hearing him call me sweetie in that thick, husky voice was such a turn-on. And my panties were already soaked. What did I really have to lose? I stepped toward him, unsure of what I was doing. When I was within a foot of him, he cupped my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.

      His tongue swiped over my lower lip first, then my upper, then it pushed its way past both of them. He massaged my tongue with his until my nipples puckered and my panties were soaked.

      “She likes you,” said Brianne from her seat on the desk. “She wants this. I can tell.”

      And oh how I did. But this felt so horribly wrong. Was I dreaming? Would I get expelled? Professor Williams could get fired for this, and yet she was the one pushing it.

      And now, she was the one pushing me. She’d moved behind me and pressed her hands on my shoulders, pushing me toward the floor. I dropped to my knees and she scooped my hair back into a ponytail. “Now, open wide,” she whispered against my ear.

      As I knelt there, everything seemed to slow down and sharpen at once. The office air was filled with the scent of musk and sweat. It was intoxicating. Tim's cock stood before me, glistening with Brianne's arousal. The reality of what I was about to do hit me like a wave, and yet I felt drawn in.

      I hesitated for just a moment, feeling Brianne's presence behind me like a shadow. Her hands were gentle but firm on my shoulders, a reminder that she was in charge.

      “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice a caress that sent shivers down my spine.

      With one last glance up at Tim’s face—a blend of anticipation and raw hunger—I leaned forward and parted my lips. The taste of salt and skin met my tongue as I took him in, inch by inch. His sharp intake of breath echoed in the silent room.

      He groaned low in his throat, his fingers curling into my hair alongside Brianne’s hold. Encouraged, I began to move, hollowing my cheeks as I found a rhythm that elicited more of those delicious sounds from him.

      “Use your tongue more, Sasha,” Brianne instructed quietly. “Swirl it around the tip.”

      Her guidance was strangely arousing. I obeyed, flicking my tongue against the sensitive underside as Tim let out a deep moan that reverberated through me like thunder.

      I felt Brianne’s hands leave my hair briefly before they returned with something cool—the fabric of her panties from earlier. She ran them over my cheek softly before bringing them to her face, breathing in deeply as she watched us both with hooded eyes.

      Tim’s hips began to meet my movements, each thrust pushing him deeper into my mouth until he filled me completely. My eyes watered slightly from the depth but I didn’t stop.

      “You’re doing so well,” Brianne praised, and it was her words that finally undid Tim. With a strangled cry, his grip tightened almost painfully in my hair as he came hard against the back of my throat. The salty warmth pooled in my mouth and I swallowed without hesitation.

      Tim shuddered above me, his release leaving him momentarily breathless and sagging against the wall for support.

      “That’s a good girl. Why don’t I change that grade on your paper to an A?” Brianne said playfully as she helped me rise on unsteady legs.

      Still dazed from it all, I nodded weakly while wiping the corners of my mouth with the back of my hand. My heart was racing faster than ever. What had we just done?

      Brianne adjusted her clothes with an easy grace before tossing me an appreciative smile. “I trust you’ll keep this little meeting off record?”

      The thrill still buzzing through me made it easy to agree. “Of course,” I replied softly.

      Tim stuffed his cock back in his pants and met my gaze. “Allow me to walk you out.”

      He put his hand on my lower back and an electric current pulsed through me. I looked back once at Professor Williams who was sparking up a cigarette as we left.

      “I’m sorry for my wife. She’s never asked that of a student before.”

      I cleared my throat. “Does she ask that of other women?”

      He smiled. “Yeah. It’s kind of our thing.”

      “Cheating?”

      He tilted his head. “No. Not cheating. I only sleep with women she tells me to.”

      My heart began to race. Could I have slept with him? All the way?

      We reached the exterior doors of the building. “Regardless, I wanted to make sure you were okay.”

      “I’m fine,” I assured him.

      “My wife could lose her job if this got out. So, if you have any problems, I’d be more than happy to help settle them for you.”

      Tempted to place a hand on his chest, I decided against it. “Thank you, but there won’t be any issues.”

      “Good.” He winked. “Maybe I’ll see you again.”

      I smiled. “Maybe.”

      Classes were strange after that. Professor Williams pretended I didn’t exist for weeks, which was for the best. As much as I enjoyed myself, I didn’t want a strange relationship to get in the way of my studies.

      It wasn’t until we received our next papers back that I got a note from her. “Here’s my address. If you’re looking for some more extra credit. Tonight. 8 pm.”

      I took the paper home and got ready. I knew how much she was risking by giving me a note like that. I knew it meant she trusted me. That or she knew how much I wanted to sleep with her attractive husband.

      I pulled out a few dresses from my closet.

      My eyes settled on a deep crimson number that had always made me feel confident and alluring. It hugged my curves in all the right places and left just enough to the imagination. I slipped it over my head and felt the fabric glide smoothly down, settling snugly around my hips.

      In front of the mirror, I applied a touch of foundation, sweeping blush across my cheekbones for a slight flush. My fingers trembled slightly as I added a smoky layer of eyeliner, accentuating the uncertainty swirling within me about what the night held. I finished with a coat of mascara that made my lashes long and fluttering—a subtle invitation.

      As I curled my hair into loose waves, my mind drifted to Tim. The way he looked at me during our last encounter sent shivers up my spine. His strong hands, the way they gripped my hair, were imprinted firmly in my memory. I imagined them exploring more of me; tracing every curve, every inch.

      I slipped into a pair of black stilettos that added a few inches to my height, elongating my legs as they clicked sharply against the wooden floor. Looking at myself in the mirror, I knew I was ready for whatever awaited me at their home.

      The tension built as I grabbed a clutch to match my dress, placing Professor Williams’ note inside with meticulous care. With one last glance at my reflection—lips painted in a daring red—I ventured out into the night.

      The drive over to their house was filled with anticipation, each passing streetlamp casting shadows across the interior of my car mirrored by the fantasies flitting through my mind. When I pulled up to their driveway, the house loomed invitingly under the moonlight.

      I took a deep breath before walking up to their door and ringing the bell. My heart pounded fiercely in my chest as footsteps approached from within. The door swung open to reveal Brianne's sultry smile and Tim standing behind her with his hands tucked casually into his pockets.

      “Welcome,” she said smoothly, stepping aside to let me in. “So glad you could make it.”

      I crossed the threshold into their world once more, exhilarated by what lay ahead; tonight was going to be even more thrilling than before.

      The house was dimly lit, a mix of modern decor and eclectic art adorning the walls. A sense of intimacy enveloped me as Brianne guided me into the living room, where ambient music played softly in the background.

      There was a silent understanding between us; we all knew what I had come for.

      Brianne settled beside me on the plush sofa, her perfume intoxicatingly rich and floral. She turned slightly, her gaze catching mine with a knowing glint. “You look stunning,” she whispered, her voice laced with genuine admiration.

      “Thank you,” I replied, feeling my cheeks warm under her scrutiny. Tim watched us from across the room, his eyes dark and intense, like he was memorizing every detail of the moment.

      The evening unfolded like a slow dance; our conversation flowing seamlessly from one topic to another. It was surreal how comfortable it felt to be here with them.

      Brianne stood gracefully after a while, extending a hand toward me. “Shall we?”

      I placed my hand in hers, warmth flooding through me as she led me down a softly lit hallway. Tim followed silently behind us, his presence steady and reassuring.

      We entered their bedroom and paused for a heartbeat at its threshold, exchanging looks.

      Tim removed his tie and then unbuttoned his shirt, letting both drop to the floor.

      Brianne's fingers found the zipper of my dress, easing it down slowly while Tim closed the door with a quiet click that resonated through the room's intimate silence.

      As my dress pooled around my feet on the floor, I stepped out of it feeling liberated yet vulnerable in just my black lingerie.

      Brianne stepped out of her own dress, and I saw her full figure covered only in red lacy lingerie. She moved to the corner of the room where there was a chair and sat down. She spread her legs slightly, her hands traveling over her thighs as her husband approached me from behind.

      I could feel his breath against my neck just a moment before he kissed the skin there. His fingers worked at the clasp of my bra, unhooking it.

      I felt the cool air brush against my skin as the straps slipped down my arms. The bra joined my dress on the floor, and a shiver ran through me.

      Tim's hands were warm, his touch confident yet gentle as he traced lines along my spine. My breath hitched when his fingertips slid beneath the waistband of my panties, easing them over my hips until they fell away completely.

      Brianne watched us with an intensity that made my heart race. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, a silent approval in their depths as she reclined in her chair. Her fingers danced ever so slightly over her skin with each breath she took.

      Tim's hands found their way to my hips, steadying me as he pressed his body lightly against mine. His lips brushed over my shoulder, and a soft sigh escaped me before I could stop it.

      His fingers traveled lower, teasing lightly before dipping between my thighs. I gasped, involuntarily leaning back against him as his touch became more insistent, exploring intimately.

      One hand cupped my breast, pinching and teasing my nipple while the other played with my clit. My hips instinctively rocked against him, craving more and more of his touch.

      Every nerve seemed alive. The sensation of being both exposed and cherished heightened each gentle stroke. I tilted my head back against his chest, eyes fluttering shut as I surrendered to the moment.

      Brianne's quiet moan mirrored my own. Desire and trepidation swirled like smoke around us.

      Tim slid two fingers inside me, curling them in just the right way while his thumb circled my clit. His other arm wrapped around me securely, anchoring me against him.

      Just when I was about to come, he withdrew his fingers and spun me to face him. Cupping my cheek with his slick fingers, he said, “Lay on the bed. Spread your legs.”

      I glanced at Brianne before obeying orders and found her teasing her pussy through her panties. This was my professor. I saw her every day in class, though not like this. The entire situation was like a dream, surreal and fantastical.

      As I moved to the bed, Tim unfastened his belt and stepped out of his slacks and briefs. I’d seen his dick before, but not on his completely naked muscular Adonis-like body.

      He was gorgeous, and for some twisted reason, Professor Williams wanted to share him with other women.

      I reclined on the bed and Tim positioned himself between my legs. He leaned over me and kissed my nose, my lips, my chin. He continued to kiss down my neck and collarbone, sucking in a breast then the other. His kisses trained down over my stomach until landing right between my thighs.

      His tongue darted out and swept over my clit, sending a jolt of electricity through me. I clasped the sheets and lifted my hips to meet him. He put a palm on my pelvic bone and lowered me down, torturing me with his mouth.

      “Mmm, just like that,” Brianne told him. “Make her earn it.”

      Tim's tongue moved expertly, teasing and taunting as my body writhed beneath him. Every flick, every swirl sent ripples of euphoria coursing through me, pulling me deeper into the whirlwind of sensation. His hands held me steady, grounding me even as I felt like I might float away.

      I stole a glance at Brianne, who was now openly caressing herself. Her eyes bore into mine, unreadable yet full of something primal that made my pulse quicken. The cool demeanor she wore in class had melted away to reveal a woman enthralled by the scene before her.

      Tim’s stubble grazed the sensitive skin on the inside of my thighs as he shifted his focus, his tongue delving deeper while his nose nudged against my clit. Each movement was intentional, drawing out every sound, every gasp from my lips.

      The room felt charged, as if the very air pulsed with our shared heat. My fingers plunged into Tim's hair, encouraging him to continue his delicious torment. His responding groan vibrated through me like a physical entity, unraveling threads of tension buried deep within.

      “Tell us what you want,” Brianne's voice was a sultry command as she continued to pleasure herself at the edge of her seat.

      “I... I want...” The words tangled in my throat, each one a bridge between desire and vulnerability.

      Tim doubled down on his efforts at my hesitant confession, increasing the rhythm and pressure until I could do nothing but let go. Every muscle coiled tight one moment before unraveling in a wave of bliss that washed over me.

      Tim withdrew slightly but kept close, his breath warm against my skin as he whispered praise against my thigh. I lay there panting, feeling both exposed and invincible under Brianne’s approving gaze.

      “Now fuck her,” Brianne told him, and before I could catch my breath, Tim gripped my hips and flipped me onto my stomach like I weighed nothing.

      He pulled my ass toward him and he brushed the tip of his cock against my slick entrance. “Make her beg for it,” Brianne added. I knew he wouldn’t need to do anything, I was ready to beg.

      Tim teased my sore clit with the bulbous head of his cock. I wiggled my hips against him, desperate to feel him inside me. “Please,” I begged. “Please, fuck me.”

      I could hear the smirk in his voice when he said, “With pleasure.” And then he sank into me with a groan.

      The length of him filled me completely, a perfect, relentless pressure that left me gasping. I gripped the sheets beneath me, fingers twisting in the fabric as he began to move. Each thrust was deliberate, making my body respond in ways it never had before—arch, tremble, surrender.

      Brianne's low moans mingled with our own pleasure, a constant reminder of her presence. Her eyes never left us, drinking in every arch of my back, every shuddering breath I took. It was intoxicating, knowing she found delight in our union, her own fingers dancing in time with Tim's rhythm.

      Tim's hands traveled up my back, sending shivers through me as they traced the curve of my spine. He leaned forward, his breath hot on my ear as he murmured, “God, you feel so good.”

      His pace increased, each movement pushing us closer to the edge. My body responded instinctively, meeting him stroke for stroke. The friction and heat built between us until it was almost unbearable—a wire drawn tighter with each thrust.

      I heard Brianne's gasp as she tipped over the edge first, her release spurring Tim into a frenzy. His grip tightened on my hips as he chased his own climax, each drive more urgent than the last.

      Finally, with a shuddering groan that reverberated through both of us, Tim came. His body stilled against mine, and for a moment we remained locked together—breathless and spent in the aftermath.

      Brianne watched us with satisfaction etched across her flushed features. She stood up as her husband pulled his cock from me. Then she came over and lowered herself behind me, where he’d just been.

      Her gentle hands coaxed my legs further apart, her breath warm against my skin.

      I felt the soft brush of her lips first. She kissed along my inner thighs, each touch sending electric sparks racing through me. Slowly, deliberately, she worked her way up until her mouth hovered over my sore pussy.

      Tim had moved to sit beside us, his fingers lightly tracing patterns on my arm as he watched his wife with a hunger that mirrored my own. I felt his gaze on me—heavy and intense—even as I was enveloped in the sensation of Brianne’s tongue gently sweeping over me.

      She moaned softly against me, savoring the mixture of our desires as though it were the finest delicacy. Her mouth was both tender and demanding, coaxing every last ripple of pleasure from my trembling body.

      I gasped as she explored deeper, her tongue delving into me in long, languid strokes that made my toes curl in ecstasy. The world around us faded to a distant hum.

      Brianne's moans vibrated through me, bringing me right back to the edge I thought I'd just left. I arched into her touch, surrendering completely once more to the waves crashing through me.

      When Brianne finally pulled away, she looked up at me with eyes alight with mischief, her lips glistening. “After that performance, I’m tempted to give you an ‘A’ for the whole semester.”

      I flipped onto my back, looking at the two of them in awe and with respect. I’d never known another couple like them, and I never wanted to leave their world. “I’m alright with that,” I joked, knowing grades were the farthest thing from my mind.

      As my heartbeat slowly returned to normal, I knew that this night would change everything—not just between us three but within myself. There was no going back to who I was only hours ago.
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      I toyed with the hem of my sweater as we drove through the unfamiliar streets of Derek’s neighborhood, my heart racing. The anticipation bubbled within me, and I cast a sideways glance at him, studying his profile; strong jaw, slightly tousled hair—my very own, perfect boyfriend.

      "You ready for this?" he asked, a hint of mischief lighting up his deep blue eyes as he turned to catch my gaze.

      I swallowed hard, forcing a smile. "Of course! Just… trying to remember all the things I want to say. What if your parents don’t like me?”

      Derek chuckled, shaking his head. “They’re going to love you. My mom’s been hearing about you for months now. She’s been practically counting down the days.”

      “Is that why she stocked up on snacks?” I teased, remembering how excited she sounded over the phone when Derek told her I was coming.

      “Pretty much,” he said with a smirk. “She’s even going to make her famous chocolate cake recipe. Trust me, it’s unlike anything you’ve ever tasted.”

      The thought of cake lightened my anxious heart as I brushed a stray hair behind my ear. “Okay, but what if I spill something on myself? Or say something stupid?”

      “You won’t,” Derek replied earnestly, reaching across the console to squeeze my hand tightly in his. My hand was on my thigh, and his thumb lightly stroked the bare skin near the hem of my skirt. My thighs clenched. One touch from him was all it took to make my panties wet. “You’ll do great,” he continued. “Just be yourself.”

      “Your mom is going to want to do an interview or something,” I said nervously, glancing out the window at the passing houses decorated for autumn.

      “More like an interrogation,” he laughed, and I couldn’t help but join in despite my jitters.

      "I wish I could just blend in with the furniture," I muttered.

      He grinned at me, an infectious smile that made my stomach flutter. “You’re not just some piece of furniture you know. Even if I do feel very comfortable with you.”

      As we rounded a corner, his expression shifted ever so slightly. A shadow flickered across his features as we approached his family’s house, nestled between two oak trees.

      “What is it?” I asked, sensing his hesitation.

      “Nothing.” He forced a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes and eyed a sleek sedan that was parked on the street outside of his house.

      “Whose car is that?” My gaze flicked to it—a deep metallic blue that gleamed under the late afternoon sun. I assumed it belonged to his parents, but then why was it on the street? And why did Derek seem so affected by it?

      His grip on the wheel tightened for a moment before he released it slowly. “Oh, just...maybe someone visiting?”

      I eyed him warily, sensing there was something he was keeping from me. “Someone? Like...who?”

      “It’s probably just some friends or neighbors popping by.” His voice had lost its usual playful tone.

      Yeah right—I wasn’t buying it. My instincts buzzed like an alarm bell as Derek shifted nervously in his seat.

      He turned off the ignition and faked a smile. “We’ll find out soon enough,” he said. “Come on, let’s introduce you to my parents.”

      I stepped out of the car, taking a deep breath of the crisp autumn air. The house loomed ahead, its cozy warmth beckoning with light spilling from the windows. Derek reached for my hand again, and I held on tightly, trying to siphon some of his confidence.

      Inside, the scent of cinnamon and something savory—perhaps roasting chicken—filled the air. It was comforting, almost like stepping into a Hallmark movie scene. Derek’s mom appeared almost immediately, her face lighting up as she saw us.

      “Blair! Welcome!” she exclaimed, with open arms that pulled me into an unexpected hug. Her warmth was both literal and metaphorical, and I found myself relaxing slightly.

      “Thank you so much for having me,” I said genuinely as I pulled back. “I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.”

      Derek’s mom had a kind smile, but as she opened her mouth to say more, I felt a prickle at my neck—someone was watching us. My gaze slid past Derek’s mom to where a statuesque brunette stood in conversation with Derek's father by the fireplace.

      The girl exuded an effortless elegance that made my stomach clench with unease. She laughed at something Derek's father said, her eyes flickering over to us with a familiarity that made my skin crawl.

      “Oh!” Derek’s mom turned to the girl, almost as if realizing she’d forgotten her presence. “Blair, this is Presley.”

      Presley. The name itself was music but sharp like glass shards in my ears. She stepped forward gracefully, offering a smile that seemed genuine yet was laced with something else—perhaps curiosity or appraisal?

      “Hi, Blair,” Presley said smoothly, extending a hand.

      I shook it, feeling her eyes scan over me in an assessment that seemed far too intimate for a first meeting. “Nice to meet you,” I managed to reply evenly.

      Derek’s mom then turned to him with an apologetic look. “I hope you don’t mind. We invited Presley over for dinner. Her parents are out of town for the weekend and she’s all alone.”

      Derek’s smile was stiff around the edges as he nodded. “Of course not,” he replied, though his voice carried an edge only I would have noticed.

      My fingers tightened unconsciously around his arm as we moved further into the room.

      As his parents resumed their conversation with Presley, I leaned closer to Derek and whispered urgently, “Who is Presley?”

      His jaw tightened before he whispered back, barely audible above the low hum of voices. “My ex-girlfriend.”

      The words grazed me like a cold gust of wind on my skin. Inwardly bracing myself against the flood of emotions—jealousy mingled with doubt—I tried to keep my expression serene.

      “So...she’s local?” I asked lightly, attempting nonchalance while keeping my voice low enough not to carry.

      “Yes and no. She’s back for a few days like I am,” Derek answered tersely, glancing sideways at me before his attention flicked back to Presley briefly with a look that stirred something protective within me.

      He must have sensed my agitation because he shifted closer as if forming a barrier between Presley and me. “Don’t worry. She wouldn’t try anything again.”

      I took a step back. “Again? What do you mean?”

      He shook his head. “Nothing. Forget I said that.”

      For the sake of saving face in front of his parents, I dropped the subject. But forgetting about it would be impossible.

      We stepped closer and Presley introduced herself. Her voice was a melody, smooth yet carrying an undertone I couldn't quite place. "Blair, it's such a pleasure. I've heard so much about you," she said, her smile widening in a way that felt almost predatory.

      "All good things, I hope," I replied, trying to match her warmth but feeling an edge to my own voice.

      Presley's gaze lingered a second too long before she turned back to Derek's parents. As she moved away, Derek's hand found its way to the small of my back, guiding me gently toward the dining room.

      The table was set beautifully, with gleaming cutlery and neatly folded napkins. Derek’s father gestured for us to sit, his booming voice full of cheer as he recounted some story from Derek’s youth. I tried to focus on his words, but my attention kept shifting to Presley who had taken a seat directly across from me.

      Dinner began smoothly enough. Polite conversation flowed around the table as plates were passed and glasses clinked. But throughout it all, I felt Presley’s eyes on me—watching intently as if she were cataloging every move I made.

      I felt Derek's fingers brush against mine under the table before they settled gently on my thigh. His touch was reassuring, yet it did little to quell the unease bubbling within me.

      "So, Blair," Presley suddenly addressed me directly, her tone light and conversational though her eyes danced with something more cunning. "Derek’s parents told me you're studying architecture?"

      "Yes," I replied cautiously, wondering how much they had shared with her.

      "That's impressive," she said with a nod that seemed genuine but carried an undercurrent of something else.

      Her compliment was unexpected and I found myself giving her a tentative smile in return. "Thank you," I said softly, all too aware of the tension coiling beneath the surface of our exchange.

      Derek's father launched into another tale, this one about their summer trips to the lake. As he spoke, I could feel Presley’s gaze still lingering on me.

      I shifted slightly in my seat under the weight of her scrutiny. There was something about her interest that unsettled me—an intensity that seemed out of place for someone who should have been relegated to history rather than sitting at this particular dinner table.

      Derek's hand squeezed my thigh briefly as if sensing my discomfort. I met his eyes and felt a sense of relief wash over me.

      But as the conversations ebbed and flowed around us, Presley remained ever watchful—her presence like a shadow that stretched across this otherwise perfect evening. And despite Derek's comforting touch or his parents' welcoming warmth, I couldn't shake the feeling that this dinner was only the beginning of something far more complicated than I'd anticipated.

      Once dinner had finished, Presley said, “I suppose it’s my time to go.” Derek and I both sighed with relief until his mother stepped in.

      “No, darling, stay for a little longer. We don’t need you going home to an empty house.”

      Derek protested while Presley wore a smirk. “Thanks,” she said. “But I don’t want to crash the happy couple’s party.”

      Something in me awoken. “No,” I said. “Please, you wouldn’t be crashing.”

      Derek touched my wrist, leaned into my ear and whispered, “What are you doing?”

      I didn’t answer. All I knew was that I wasn’t ready for Presley to leave just yet.

      Derek’s parents smiled and excused themselves for the night. “We are just so delighted to have met you,” Derek’s mother said, wrapping me in a hug. “We’ll see you two in the morning. I want to give you guys the night to settle in.”

      “Thank you,” I told her, wondering what in the hell had come over me to ask Presley to stay.

      Once we were alone, the weight of what I’d done sat heavily on my chest.

      Presley leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, a smirk playing on her lips. "Well, since I'm staying," she began, the casualness of her demeanor contrasting sharply with the undercurrent of tension flowing through the room, "maybe we should have a little chat."

      Derek shot her a warning look, his brow furrowing. "Presley," he said slowly, trying to keep his voice level. "Don’t do this again. You drove the last girl away."

      I blinked at them both, confusion building alongside curiosity. "What do you mean? Do what again?"

      Presley's eyes flicked to me, her expression a mix of amusement and mischief. "I asked for a threesome."

      My mouth went dry as the words hung in the air between us. I wasn’t sure if Presley was joking or deadly serious, but either way, my heart pounded in my chest. Derek shifted beside me, his discomfort palpable.

      "That was a long time ago," he muttered defensively.

      "Relax," Presley waved a hand dismissively, her gaze still fixed on me, searching for my reaction. "I was just teasing back then, and I'm just teasing now."

      But something told me there was more truth to her words than jest. An electric charge seemed to fill the space between us, making me acutely aware of every inch separating our bodies.

      "I didn’t mean to make things awkward," Presley said with an air of innocence that didn’t quite match the glint in her eyes. "I just think monogamy is so overrated, don’t you?"

      "Presley..." Derek warned, but his voice lacked conviction.

      "What?" She feigned surprise before leaning forward slightly, resting her chin on her hand as she addressed me directly once more. "I think sharing the same man with another woman would feel so liberating. All that competition? Jealousy? You’re forced to confront it, and in the midst of all that chaos is a sort of awakening."

      I swallowed the lump in my throat. “It sounds as if you have experience in this department.”

      Her eyes fluttered over to Derek. His breath hitched as he realized for the first time that she, indeed, had a threesome before. It was clear in his eyes that he was jealous the threesome hadn’t been with him.

      Pretending nonchalance that I didn’t quite feel, I shrugged lightly. "I suppose," I replied vaguely, unsure of what else to say.

      Derek shifted beside me again; his silence spoke volumes as he studied us both carefully—trying to decipher whether this was merely competition or something far more complex unfolding right before him.

      Presley's laughter broke the lingering tension like shattering glass; sweet but edged with something darker underneath—a siren's call inviting us deeper into chaos.

      "I have a feeling this time I won’t be scaring your new girlfriend off,” she said.

      Derek glanced at me then back at her. “What do you mean?”

      Presley looked at her lap while clarifying. “I’d bet anything that your girlfriend’s panties are wet right now.”

      “Enough,” Derek said, but it came out weaker than he’d intended.

      Presley’s gaze met mine. “Why don’t we take this back to my place and find out for sure?”

      Derek waited for my answer which told me everything I needed to know. If I was down for it, he would be too.

      I should’ve said no. I should’ve ended it right there. But Presley was beautiful and alluring and…tempting.

      “I don’t see the harm in visiting her place,” I said through a constricted throat.

      Presley flashed a knowing smirk in Derek’s direction. “Follow me, then.”

      Derek and I got in our car and followed Presley back to her empty house. “You can back out at any time,” Derek told me while he clutched the steering wheel. “You don’t have to play nice with Presley.”

      “What if I just want to play with Presley, instead?” I immediately covered my mouth. What the hell was I saying? I’d never felt this way about another girl, and she wasn’t just any girl, she was my boyfriend’s ex.

      Derek exhaled long and slow. I glanced at his lap and saw how hard he was. “Do you…do you want a threesome with Presley?”

      I swallowed. “I don’t know. Do you?”

      He laughed awkwardly. “I’m not going to answer that.”

      “So that’s a yes.”

      “If you want one, I won’t deny you,” he added.

      I pinned him with a look. “So that’s a yes,” I repeated.

      “Let’s just talk to Presley. Once you see her again, you might change your mind.”

      “Doubtful,” I mumbled under my breath.

      We arrived at Presley’s dark house.

      Presley's silhouette moved gracefully towards her door, and she glanced back at us with that same teasing smile tugging at her lips.

      The dim porch light flickered as we approached the front door, casting fleeting shadows that danced across Derek’s tense features.

      Presley unlocked her front door and grinned knowingly. She stepped aside, letting us into the warm, dimly lit space. Presley closed the door behind us with a soft click.

      We moved into her living room where low music played from unseen speakers, wrapping around us like an intimate embrace. My eyes wandered over her eclectic decor — bold colors, mismatched cushions, an abstract painting that seemed to pulse under the soft lighting.

      Presley leaned against the wall opposite us, arms crossed over her chest as she observed us with an amused smirk. “So,” she drawled, “should we see if I was right?”

      I blinked at her. “Right about what?”

      Her grin widened as she pushed off from the wall and closed the distance between us with slow, deliberate steps. In one swift motion, she turned on me and pinned me to the wall. My breath caught in my throat, heart racing at her sudden proximity and boldness.

      “Are your panties wet?” she murmured softly so that only I could hear, her lips dangerously close to mine.

      Before I could muster a reply or even process what was happening, Presley pressed her lips to mine with an unexpected tenderness cloaked in urgency. Her tongue pushed past my lips greedily, exploring me with a skillful confidence that left me dizzy.

      I melted against the wall under her touch, shock giving way to heat as we kissed deeply. Presley’s hands roamed over my body with assured familiarity, coaxing little gasps from me as we ground against each other in a rhythm all our own.

      Derek stood a few feet away watching us intently; his eyes darkened by desire.

      Presley’s fingers grazed against my thigh, inching up under my skirt until I felt their soft touch against my soaked cotton panties.

      She smiled through our kiss and rolled my skirt up to my hips. “Look at your girlfriend,” she said to Derek. “Look how much she wants this.” She turned back to me, my cheeks burning with humiliation and desire. “The question is, which do you want more? To be with me, or to watch me with your boyfriend?”

      I swallowed the boulder in my throat. I knew what I wanted, but I didn’t know why. “I want you to fuck my boyfriend.”

      Derek’s eyes widened and he took a step toward me, but Presley put her body between me and him. Her hands landed on his chest and he was immediately distracted by her close proximity. She leaned up and kissed him. When he reciprocated, I felt everything she said I would. Jealousy, competition, arousal, and a sense of something breaking free inside me.

      Presley unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She’d come prepared, wearing black lacy lingerie that made her look like a goddess in his arms. She helped Derek out of his sweater and undershirt. Then she kissed her way down his chest and abs until she was kneeling below him, unzipping his slacks.

      His hands were in her hair, his eyes hooded, and I’d already slipped a hand inside my panties, desperate to play with myself while I watched.

      Presley pulled out his cock and licked her lips. “It looks bigger than I remembered.”

      With that, she wrapped her lips around him and began to suck.

      I watched, pulse racing, as her head bobbed up and down. Derek's hands clutched at her hair, guiding her rhythm as his breath hitched, eyes fluttering closed.

      "God, Presley," he groaned, a sound that sent a shiver through me.

      I couldn't tear my gaze away. There was something raw and intoxicating about the scene unfolding before me. My fingers moved instinctively against clit, matching the pace of her movements. Every gasp and moan from Derek ignited a fire within me that spread like wildfire through my veins.

      Presley drew back for a moment, glancing over her shoulder at me with a sultry smile. Her lips were slick and glistening, her eyes dark with lust. "You okay there, Blair?" she asked teasingly.

      I nodded, unable to trust my voice, my cheeks flushed from the heat of arousal and embarrassment at being so exposed, so vulnerable.

      "Good." She turned back to Derek, taking him deep again, and I saw his thighs tense as he let out a ragged breath.

      I watched them together: the way his hands gripped her shoulders as if anchoring himself to this moment; the way she moaned softly around him, sending vibrations echoed in his gasps and my own soft whimpers.

      Derek's eyes found mine for just a moment; there was something searching in his gaze. Then his focus was back on Presley as she increased her pace, her motions becoming more urgent.

      "I’m close," he gasped, words almost a plea.

      Presley responded with a hum of approval that sent shudders through him. She redoubled her attentions with fervor, and I felt myself nearing the edge alongside him.

      A few more moments of tension built until Derek tensed above her with a primal groan. His release came hard and fast; I could see every muscle in his body constrict with intensity as Presley took everything he gave.

      Watching him come undone in her mouth was enough to push me over the edge into climax. I bit down on my lip to stifle the sounds threatening to escape as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

      As Derek panted for breath above her, Presley pulled back slowly, wiping the corner of her mouth with a satisfied grin. She rose gracefully to her feet and met my gaze—knowing, triumphant.

      "Your turn,” she said. Then she kissed me again, this time her hands pulled off my sweater and unclasped my bra. She lowered her mouth to one of my breasts and hiked up one of my thighs, hooking it around her waist.

      I instinctively began to grind against her, despite having just come. She sucked in one nipple then the other before pulling back completely, denying me.

      She removed her bra and stepped out of her panties. Her full breasts were more perfect than mine. Her body was a delicious blend of athletic and curvy. Her nipples were hard. Her pussy was shaved and dripping wet.

      Naked, she led us to her bedroom. Derek and I finished removing the rest of our clothes, unbothered by the pile we’d left in the living room.

      Presley laid back on the bed and beckoned me toward her. “Sit on my face,” she commanded. I’d never been talked dirty to like that before, but it excited me. I climbed over her and lowered my hips, feeling her warm tongue brush against my slick folds.

      Derek then instinctively climbed between Presley’s legs and lined the bulbous tip of his cock to her pussy.

      The sensation of Presley's tongue on me was electric, each flick and swirl drawing me deeper into a haze of pleasure. I could barely focus as Derek moved behind her, his movements sure and deliberate. His eyes met mine again, a silent communication passing between us as he thrust forward, burying himself inside her.

      Presley's moan vibrated against me, sending shockwaves through my body. Her hands gripped my hips, urging me to move against her eager mouth. I couldn't help but obey, rolling my hips to meet the rhythm she set, each motion drawing me closer to the brink.

      I watched Derek's face as he moved within her, his expression a mixture of concentration and ecstasy. The sight was both disconcerting and thrilling; my stomach twisted with jealousy even as desire pooled low in my belly.

      His hand reached for mine, fingers intertwining, grounding us amidst the chaos of sensation. I leaned forward, capturing his lips in a heated kiss. Our breath mingled as we kissed fervently, his lips a familiar comfort amidst this strange new intimacy.

      Presley’s mouth was relentless, each stroke perfectly timed to the thrusts from Derek below. My senses were overwhelmed—her touch, Derek’s presence, the intoxicating sight of their bodies moving together beneath me.

      “Derek,” I gasped against his lips, feeling the tension coil tighter within me. He responded by increasing his pace, grunting softly with exertion.

      Presley's tongue found that perfect spot again and again until I shattered around her with a cry. My entire body trembled with release as waves of pleasure pulsed through me.

      As I came down from the high, Derek’s movements became more urgent. His hand tightened around mine; his brow furrowed in concentration as he chased his own climax.

      “Blair,” he groaned again into my mouth before pulling back slightly to watch me. His gaze was intense and raw as he finally let go, body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

      We stayed like that for a few moments—Presley still leisurely tracing patterns against me while Derek caught his breath above her. Then slowly we disentangled ourselves and collapsed onto the bed beside one another in a languid pile of limbs and satisfied sighs.

      Presley smiled knowingly again. “Looks like you may have found the one, Derek. If I couldn’t drive her away, that is.”

      Derek chuckled. “The one? I thought you didn’t believe in monogamy.”

      Presley rolled over, tracing patterns over my chest with her fingers. “I don’t. Which is why I may just have to steal Blair from you.”

      The smile that found my lips was wrong and dirty and everything. Presley had opened my eyes to something I never thought possible. Sharing Derek in this way made me feel closer to him than I ever thought, rather than feeling pushed further away.

      I lay there nestled between them feeling strangely complete—a mixture of emotions swirling in my chest alongside the fading echoes of desire. Whatever this had been between us three felt like something profound yet fleeting; a connection that would leave its mark but perhaps never be fully understood or repeated.

      For now though it didn’t matter; I was content in this moment surrounded by just enough intrigue to keep my heart racing long after our breaths had steadied once more.
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      The sun had begun its slow descent, casting long shadows across the university's expansive football field. I stood at the edge of the turf, arms crossed over my chest, clipboard in hand, watching as the squad ran through their latest routine. The air was crisp with autumn's chill, and it carried their laughter across to me, a rhythmic accompaniment to the thud of feet on grass.

      "Alright, Brooke!" I called out, raising my voice to be heard over the chatter. "Lead them through that pyramid one more time."

      Brooke, with her sun-streaked blonde hair tied up in an effortlessly perfect ponytail, flashed me a bright smile that seemed to light up her entire face. It was a smile she used often, and every time it felt like it was meant just for me. I shook off the silly thought and focused on the task at hand.

      "Okay, ladies! You heard Coach Hannah," Brooke said, clapping her hands together. Her voice was confident and clear, as if she owned the field we practiced on. "Let's show her what we've got!"

      I watched as they moved into formation, each cheerleader sliding into place with fluid precision. Brooke took her position at the base of the pyramid, guiding her teammates with gentle touches and encouraging words.

      "You've really got these formations down," I admitted when they disbanded after a well-executed routine.

      Brooke trotted over with a slight bounce in her step. "Thanks, Coach! But only because you’re such an amazing teacher." She winked playfully.

      I gave a small laugh, dismissing the warmth that rose to my cheeks as mere flattery on her part. "You're good because you work hard," I replied. "And you’re all doing great work this season."

      "Hard work pays off," Brooke quipped. "But it's nice having someone who believes in us. In me."

      There was something in her tone that made me pause—a softness mingled with sincerity that caught me off guard.

      "I... believe in all of you," I said finally, feeling awkward under her steady gaze.

      She tilted her head slightly, studying me with those curious eyes of hers that seemed older than they should be. "You know," she began slowly, almost hesitantly but with a hint of mischief still dancing in her voice, "I've always thought you were really cool."

      I chuckled lightly and waved my clipboard at her as if to dismiss the compliment. "Please, Brooke," I teased back. "I'm twice your age; I'm not sure 'cool' is still accurate."

      "Age is just a number," she threw back easily with another one of those smiles that turned up ever so slightly at one corner.

      Across the field, I could see David wrapping up his own practice session with the football team. He caught my eye and gave a wave which I returned instinctively.

      "So... the squad is having drinks tonight. You should come." Brooke said casually as if it were the most normal invitation between coach and student.

      "I think David has something planned for us after practice,” I replied carefully.

      "Of course," she nodded thoughtfully before giving another flash of that infectious grin. “Maybe next time then.”

      The suggestion hung in the air between us like smoke from an extinguished candle—hardly there but somehow lingering just enough to leave a trace. I turned my attention back to the clipboard, pretending to jot down notes as a way to gather my thoughts. Brooke lingered for a moment longer before sauntering back to her friends, leaving me standing at the edge of the field with an unfamiliar flutter in my chest.

      Later that evening, as the sky deepened into navy blue and stars peeked through the veil of twilight, I found myself at home alone. The house was quiet, save for the occasional creak of settling wood and the hum of the refrigerator. I had just finished setting the table for two when my phone buzzed on the kitchen counter.

      It was a text from David: "Running late. Team wants to go over plays again. Sorry, love."

      I sighed, staring at the message for longer than necessary, feeling an odd mix of disappointment and resignation. It wasn’t unusual for David’s football practices to run late—not since he became head coach—but tonight, his absence left me feeling restless.

      I picked up my phone again, hesitating before texting Brooke: "Tonight’s drinks still on? Can you send me the address?"

      Her response was quick, almost as if she’d been waiting for it: "Absolutely! Would love to have you there. I'll text you the address."

      A few minutes later, her message popped up with an address and a string of excited emojis that made me smile despite myself.

      I went upstairs to change, pulling open my closet doors with a sense of determination I hadn’t felt in ages. My fingers drifted over neatly hung blouses and slacks until they landed on a little black dress—something I had worn once on a special occasion years ago. It felt like it belonged to a different Hannah, one who danced under moonlight without a care in the world.

      As I slipped into it and adjusted the hemline in front of the mirror, I couldn’t shake off how ridiculous I felt. Yet there was something liberating about it too—a rekindling of an adventurous spirit that marriage and motherhood had gently tucked away.

      My phone buzzed again just as I applied the final touches of lipstick—a reminder from Brooke that they were already at the club. With one last look in the mirror and a resolve not to dwell on my nerves, I grabbed my keys and headed out.

      The drive there passed in a blur of streetlights and night air filtering through partially open windows. When I arrived at the club—a modern place pulsing with music—I hesitated once more before stepping inside.

      It didn’t take long to spot Brooke amidst her friends; her laughter rose above even the music's thumping bass line. As soon as she saw me, she waved enthusiastically from across the room.

      “You made it!” she exclaimed over-enthusiastically when we reached each other.

      “Apparently,” I replied with what I hoped was casual nonchalance but probably came off as awkward sincerity.

      Brooke leaned closer so I could hear her better above all else—so close that her perfume enveloped me like a gentle embrace—and said playfully, "You look amazing tonight."

      It was just words; simple words from someone young enough not to see boundaries where they existed—but there was no denying how those words settled into something warm somewhere beneath my ribs.

      "Thanks," I managed to say, tucking a stray lock of hair behind my ear. My voice was steady, but my heart thumped erratically as Brooke took hold of my hand.

      “Come on,” she said, her grin wide and infectious. “You have to dance with me.”

      The protest formed on my lips, but Brooke didn’t give it time to escape. She pulled me towards the dance floor with an enthusiasm that was difficult to resist. The music surged around us, a pulsing rhythm that seemed to sync with the pounding in my chest.

      “I don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said, half-laughing as I stumbled slightly in my heels.

      Brooke turned to face me, her eyes sparkling under the flashing lights. “Why not? It’s just dancing. Let go a little.”

      Her words were casual, but there was something in her gaze, something that spoke of possibility and freedom. Before I could protest further, she started moving, her body swaying effortlessly to the beat.

      I tried to follow her lead, feeling self-conscious at first. But Brooke was relentless in her encouragement, her energy like a magnet pulling me out of my shell. Her hands found their way to my hips, guiding them with a confidence I envied.

      The more we danced, the more I felt myself releasing—little by little—the weight of responsibility and routine that had become second nature. Then Brooke’s movements took on a new boldness as she pressed closer, her body brushing against mine, igniting sensations I hadn’t expected.

      “See?” she whispered in my ear with a teasing lilt. “You’re a natural.”

      Her breath against my skin sent shivers down my spine. I laughed again, nervously this time, unsure of what was happening inside me. All I knew was that being near Brooke felt exciting in ways I hadn't anticipated.

      “You’re kind of dangerous,” I heard myself say over the music.

      She pulled back slightly and gave me a playful yet appraising look. “And you’re beautiful,” she replied simply. Her eyes briefly dipped lower before meeting mine again—a subtle acknowledgment that made warmth flood through me.

      My heart skipped as she leaned in closer once more, lips grazing the shell of my ear as she murmured something else—something unexpected: “In fact, you’re both beautiful. David too. I wonder what it would be like to sleep with both of you.”

      Startled by the mention of my husband, an image flashed unbidden through my mind—David's hands on Brooke's waist, their bodies entwined like ours were now—and to my surprise, it sent a thrill coursing through me.

      A soft moan slipped past my lips before I could stop it and Brooke chuckled knowingly against my cheek. “Oh? Does that idea excite you?”

      Her bluntness should have embarrassed me or caused me to pull away—but instead all I could do was nod slightly, lost in the swirl of conflicting emotions she'd stirred up inside me.

      “Don’t worry,” Brooke continued softly, allowing space between us but still maintaining our rhythm together. “It's just fantasy... unless you want more.”

      I met her gaze then—searching for answers—for reasons why this moment felt like unraveling and discovery both at once.

      “I honestly don’t know,” I replied truthfully; confusion laced my words though not regret or fear—just pure un certainty. Her suggestion had awakened something inside me, a curiosity I hadn't allowed myself to explore before. Brooke's presence seemed to amplify every hidden longing, every quiet desire I had tucked away under the guise of normalcy.

      “Come on, Hannah,” she coaxed, her voice a velvet ribbon binding me to her world of possibility. “Sometimes it’s okay not to have all the answers.”

      Her hand squeezed mine gently, as if reassuring me that whatever path I chose wouldn't be wrong. The music shifted tempo, a slower song weaving through the air like a silken thread, and Brooke maneuvered us into a more languid embrace.

      Just then, my phone buzzed insistently in my purse—an anchor reminding me of reality. I extricated myself from Brooke's grasp with an apologetic smile and fumbled for the device. It was David, probably wondering where I was or reminding me of something I’d forgotten in my haze of unexpected adventure.

      Brooke watched curiously as I read the text. “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” I replied absently before slipping the phone back into my bag. “Just... David was supposed to be getting home late tonight, but I guess he’s on his way. I shouldn’t be here.” The words tumbled out.

      Brooke's eyes brightened at that piece of news. “Then come on,” she said lightly. “Let’s go surprise him.”

      “What if he doesn’t approve?” I said, hesitating. God, was I really entertaining this idea? Brooke was my head cheerleader. David and I were both employees of the university. I shouldn’t even be at the bar much less inviting her home with me.

      Before I could make a decision either way, she’d somehow dragged me out into the parking lot.

      As we walked towards my car parked nearby, Brooke hesitated near my driver's side door. She leaned casually against it, her expression thoughtful yet mischievous.

      “So...are you going to take me home, or what?” she asked with a half-smile while twirling one blonde curl around her finger—a gesture impulsive enough that it reminded me why I'd invited her over in the first place: because beneath everything else—there was something between us worth exploring even if only for tonight.

      I hesitated for only a moment before nodding slightly. “Sure,” I agreed softly; though uncertainty still threaded through me as strong as ever—the thought felt liberating rather than daunting now.

      With that, she climbed into my car and I wound our way back through quiet streets leading towards home.

      The house stood silent and dark, with the exception of a single light in the living room. A light I hadn’t left on when I exited. Through the window, I could see David sitting on the couch. I had no idea what I was doing. I couldn’t just bring Brooke inside, could I?

      But she beat me to it. She slipped out of the passenger seat and rushed to the front door, waiting for me to come and open it. I did slowly—so slowly. And when David saw us, his eyes widened.

      “Brooke? What are you doing here?” David asked, his voice a blend of surprise and caution. He stood up, smoothing the front of his shirt as if to compose himself.

      Brooke offered him her most charming smile, the kind that had effortlessly won over crowds at countless games. “Hope you don’t mind me tagging along,” she said breezily, walking confidently into the living room as though she belonged there. Her eyes flicked between David and me, assessing and calculating. “Hannah and I were just catching up after practice.”

      David shot me a questioning glance, one eyebrow slightly raised. I could feel my heart beating in my throat. “It was... spur of the moment,” I explained hurriedly, unsure myself of the rationale behind my words.

      Brooke stepped closer to David, her playful demeanor unwavering. “Love what you’ve done with the place,” she commented, her gaze sweeping over our home before landing back on him, her eyes lingering just a bit too long on his face.

      “And you thought it appropriate to bring a student here... why?” David’s tone was careful, measured.

      I swallowed hard. “We just got lost in conversation,” I said, faltering under his steady gaze which now held a mixture of bewilderment and intrigue. The tension hung heavy in the room, palpable between us.

      Brooke shifted her weight from one hip to another and glanced at both of us with a knowing glint in her eyes. “I think it’s nice to mix things up sometimes,” she said casually, taking a step back but not before letting her fingers playfully brush against David’s arm. His breath hitched—an almost imperceptible reaction—but something fluttered inside me regardless. When I glanced down, I could see his erection straining against his jeans. His eyes were on Brooke. He was hard for her.

      But his hesitation matched mine for all of its silent intensity, both of us caught in this unexpected situation Brooke seemed intent on orchestrating.

      “So what now?” Brooke asked lightly, breaking the silence as she turned to face me again. Her hair shimmered under the soft glow of the lamp as she reached for the zipper of her dress. It pooled around her feet, revealing her lingerie-clad body in all its delicious glory.

      “We can’t—” I started but trailed off when Brooke simply closed the distance between us again, her lips tugging into that irresistible smile. She trailed a finger down my jaw before pressing her lips to mine. She tasted of coconut, honey, and my destruction. Her tongue found mine and pressed against it teasingly.

      For once in my carefully structured life, I didn’t want to have all the answers. Maybe it was the way Brooke’s presence felt like an unspoken promise or perhaps it was the way David looked at me with newfound desire, but I wanted to continue. Even though everything about this was wrong, I wanted to continue.

      “Isn’t it fun to take risks?” Brooke’s voice was barely a whisper now as she reached for the zipper of my dress.

      David exhaled slowly and moved closer until he stood next to me. He reached out like he was going to stop this and save me from losing my job, but then his hand closed into a fist. His eyes were hooded and he watched as I kissed our head cheerleader, the sexiest girl on campus.

      My dress fell to the floor. Brooke unclasped my bra and kissed her way down to my breasts before it ever even hit the floor. She sucked in one nipple then the other, then kissed her way down my stomach.

      Suddenly, a hand clasped my jaw. It was David. He angled my face to his and kissed me long and deep, his tongue swirling against mine as Brooke pulled my panties down.

      I felt Brooke’s tongue swipe along my slick folds while David tugged down the zipper of his pants. He pulled out his cock and began to stroke it beside Brooke’s face while she ate me out.

      The sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of forbidden pleasure crashing over my senses. Brooke's tongue moved with a languid confidence, teasing at first, tracing lazy circles before latching onto my clit with intent. I gasped against David’s mouth, my hands instinctively grasping his shoulders for support.

      David broke the kiss, his eyes dark with lust as he looked down at Brooke working between my legs. "You okay?" he asked softly, his voice strained but full of concern.

      I nodded, unable to find my voice as Brooke’s actions intensified. Each flick and swirl sent sparks of electricity coursing through me, pulling moans from my lips that harmonized with David's groans as he continued stroking himself, mesmerized by the sight below.

      Brooke paused to glance up at him, her eyes alight with mischief. She shifted her focus momentarily, taking the head of his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it before releasing him with an audible pop. He sucked in a breath sharply and continued to watch her, helplessly entranced.

      The juxtaposition of seeing her do that and feeling her tongue return to its task pushed me closer to the edge. I felt like I was floating above them both, an outsider watching a scene play out that was too surreal and too deliciously thrilling to be real.

      Brooke’s fingers joined the fray then, slipping inside me with ease while her mouth lavished attention on my clit. I shuddered with the intensity building within me, my body taut like a bowstring ready to snap.

      David leaned in again, this time to whisper in my ear. "Let go," he urged gently, his voice grounding me even as it encouraged me to break free.

      Brooke hummed against me as if echoing his sentiment. The vibrations sent shockwaves through me and suddenly I was falling apart, unraveling into pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. My cries mingled with David’s groans of approval and encouragement until finally I could only gasp for air.

      Slowly, I came back down from that intoxicating high. Brooke withdrew languidly and sat back on her heels, looking up at me with satisfaction gleaming in her eyes before exchanging a sultry look with David.

      Breathing heavily still, I took Brooke’s hand and led her to the couch. Her skin was cool beneath mine as she stretched out beneath me, legs spread wide invitingly—a tableau of temptation laid bare.

      Now it was my turn to taste her.

      I leaned over her, capturing the sweet tang of her skin with my lips. Brooke shivered, a soft whimper escaping as I trailed kisses down her stomach, grazing every inch of exposed flesh with reverence. Her hands tangled in my hair, urging me closer, silently pleading for more.

      My mouth found its place between her thighs, and her scent enveloped me. I savored the first tentative strokes of my tongue against her folds, relishing the way she bucked beneath me at the contact. Brooke's breath hitched, and above us, David shifted to kneel by her head.

      "Brooke," he murmured, drawing her attention. His voice was honeyed and deep, sending another wave of anticipation rippling through me. She turned her head toward him, meeting his gaze as he presented himself to her eager mouth once more.

      Her lips parted and took him in, moaning softly around his length as I worked below. The vibrations from her throat resonated through him and into me—a symphony of shared lust that filled the room.

      I focused on the delicate dance of my tongue against Brooke’s sensitive flesh, exploring every nuance of taste and texture. She writhed beneath me, each flick drawing further gasps and sighs from deep within her chest.

      David's hand caressed her cheek tenderly as he rocked into her mouth with a measured rhythm. His other hand drifted down to cup one of Brooke’s breasts, rolling the nipple between his fingers until she keened around him—muffled cries mingling with his low groans.

      I lost myself in the task at hand, driven by the primal need to bring Brooke to the brink just as she had done for me. My lips wrapped around her clit with gentle pressure while my fingers mirrored hers from before—sliding easily inside of her warmth.

      Brooke's hips bucked erratically against my face as she released him with a gasp to breathe out my name—a breathless invocation that spurred me onward faster.

      David grunted above us; I could feel him tense as he neared his own threshold. Brooke welcomed him back eagerly when he reentered her mouth with a renewed urgency that matched our shared momentum.

      Her thighs trembled around my head; I knew she was close—the tension coiling tighter within her core like an impending storm ready to unleash its fury.

      “Now,” David whispered hoarsely.

      As if responding to his command, Brooke convulsed beneath me, tipping over the edge at last. She moaned and arched her back, her breasts pushed upward, begging to be sucked on.

      David followed suit shortly after; a broken moan escaped his lips as he spilled himself into her waiting mouth. Brooke swallowed greedily before collapsing back onto the cushions—her body limp but satisfied.

      Brooke’s eyes fluttered open and met mine before shifting to David’s. “Please,” she said, stroking his cock back to life. “I want to feel you inside me. I’ve been fantasizing about this since the first time I saw you on the field.”

      A pang of jealousy surged through me. Was she just using me to get to him this whole time? But deep down, I knew better. Brooke and I had a genuine connection. This was just a bonus for her.

      David glanced at me and I nodded my approval. “Bend over,” he commanded Brooke. She climbed up and dug her knees against the back cushions, hunched over. David pulled her hips back and spit on her ass. He rubbed his cock over her puckered hole and pressed the tip against it.

      “What are you doing?” I asked him.

      “Making sure she doesn’t get pregnant,” he said. And with that, he pushed into her, eliciting a groan from Brooke.

      I leaned near her and whispered, “You’re doing great.”

      “It hurts,” she grunted, “but it also feels amazing.”

      David had lost all control, now. He stared at Brooke’s body with a look of hunger. His gentleness began to fade into something more primal as he thrust deeper into her tightness, his grip on her hips tightening with each powerful stroke. I watched, fascinated by the raw energy and intensity that pulsed between them. Brooke’s head fell back as she released a series of gasps that reverberated around the room, her long hair cascading over her shoulders.

      “God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured to her, reaching down to play with her clit. My fingers slid easily through her slick folds, and she quivered at my touch.

      Brooke turned her head to capture my lips in a heated kiss, our tongues dancing in perfect harmony as David continued his relentless pace behind her. Her nails dug into the fabric of the couch as she balanced between our bodies—her face flushed with desire.

      David let out a deep growl, leaning forward to wrap an arm around Brooke’s waist, pulling her closer. His other hand moved from her hips to cup one of her breasts again, kneading it and teasing her hardened nipple while his mouth found the soft curve of her neck.

      “Harder,” Brooke panted against my lips, breaking our kiss just long enough for me to see the lust-darkened glaze in her eyes.

      He obliged without hesitation, his movements becoming more fevered as Brooke’s moans echoed louder with each thrust. She was close again; I could feel it in the way her body tensed and quivered beneath me.

      “Come for us, Brooke,” I coaxed softly, my fingers working faster against her swollen nub.

      Her response was immediate—a cry of pleasure torn from her throat as she shattered around us, every muscle in her body taut with release. The sight and sound drove David over the edge as well; his final few thrusts were erratic and desperate before he buried himself deep inside her with a groan that spoke of pure satisfaction.

      We stayed like that for a moment, tangled together in a haze of heat and sweat. Eventually, David withdrew and laid back against the couch cushions, breathing heavily. Brooke collapsed forward into my arms, exhausted but smiling blissfully.

      “Thank you,” she whispered into my ear before kissing me once more, “for fulfilling one of my greatest fantasies.”

      I pushed her hair out of her face and smiled. “Thank you for giving me a fantasy of my own.”

      David stuffed himself back in his pants and said, “What now? This can’t get out, Brooke. We could lose our jobs.”

      Brooke rolled her eyes. “Your secret is safe with me. As long as you do something for me in return.”

      I swallowed. Was this all just a ploy to get something from us? “And what’s that?” I asked her.

      “I want to keep seeing the two of you. I want you to keep fucking you.”

      David and I exchanged a glance and a smile. “That can be arranged,” David said. He sealed our promise with a kiss, one for her and one for me.
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      I pushed open the heavy door to the clinic, the chill of the outside night air swiftly replaced by the sterile warmth inside. Balancing a carefully packed dinner in my arms, I spotted Greg at his desk, poring over patient files. His face broke into a warm smile when he saw me.

      "Michelle! You didn’t have to come all this way," he said, standing up and stretching his long arms.

      I shrugged playfully, trying to ignore the familiar tension in my back. "You’ve been here since morning. I figured you could use some real food." I placed the bag on his desk and started unpacking containers.

      As we spoke, I noticed a shadow moving from the corner of my eye. I turned and there she was—Jenna—moving with an effortless grace as she approached us. She wore the standard blue scrubs like everyone else, but somehow they seemed tailored just for her curves, hugging her figure in ways that felt both casual and intentional.

      Her hair fell in loose waves, cascading over her shoulders with a glossy sheen that caught the fluorescent light just so. Her skin was smooth, unblemished, and her eyes were an unsettling shade of green—like spring leaves after a storm—that seemed to see everything and miss nothing.

      "Hey, Greg," she said with a voice that was both soft and sharp like silk before it cuts. Then she turned those piercing eyes on me and offered a polite smile. "And you must be Michelle? It’s so nice to finally meet you."

      Her lips were full and painted a classic red that suited her dark complexion perfectly; it reminded me of old Hollywood glamour, something timelessly seductive. I forced myself to return her smile, though my heart was racing with an unfounded anxiety.

      "Yes, nice to meet you too," I replied, trying not to let my voice waver as I glanced at Greg. He was already introducing us formally, unaware of how tightly I gripped the edge of one food container.

      "Jenna’s been amazing since starting here," he said enthusiastically. "She’s keeping us all on our toes."

      Jenna laughed softly—a sound like wind chimes—and waved away his compliment with perfectly manicured hands. "Just doing my job," she demurred humbly, glancing between us.

      I swallowed hard and nodded along as they exchanged pleasantries about work. It wasn't that I didn’t trust Greg; he’d never given me reason not to. But watching Jenna effortlessly charm him unsettled me in ways I hadn’t expected.

      "So what did you bring tonight?" Jenna asked brightly, peering at the containers laid out on Greg’s desk.

      "A little bit of everything," I replied stiffly. "Thought he could use a break from hospital food."

      Greg chuckled warmly and nodded gratefully at me before inviting Jenna to join him for a bite if she'd like to take a break too. She declined politely but lingered for just a moment longer than necessary, her eyes catching mine again as if daring me to speak what lay unspoken between us.

      "So lovely meeting you," she said again before making an exit as graceful as her entrance had been.

      I watched her go with mixed feelings swirling inside that echoed something primal—not quite hatred but certainly not admiration—and wondered how such beauty could inspire both jealousy and something deeper, something I dared not name. I turned back to Greg, who was already settling into his chair, oblivious to the inner tempest Jenna had stirred.

      "So," I said, my voice trailing with feigned nonchalance, "you never mentioned much about Jenna. Where did she come from?"

      Greg, busying himself with the lids of our dinner containers, seemed pleased to expound. "Oh, she's quite impressive," he began, without hesitation. "Graduated top of her class at Johns Hopkins and completed an incredibly challenging residency program. Everyone said she was formidable even in med school."

      I swallowed tightly against the growing ball of unease. The more he spoke, the more luminous Jenna appeared—and not just in his eyes but in mine too.

      "That's... remarkable," I managed to say through a tight smile. "It’s no wonder you’re impressed."

      Greg nodded enthusiastically, sending another pang through me. "Yeah, she's definitely one of the best hires we've made in a while."

      A silence stretched between us as he took a bite of the pasta I'd made with a contented sigh. I watched him chew thoughtfully before venturing further into dangerous territory.

      "And she's single?" I asked casually, though my heart thumped loudly in anticipation.

      "I think so," Greg replied after a moment's consideration. "She hasn't mentioned anyone, but we don’t really talk about personal lives that much here."

      His words were meant to reassure me, but instead they hung ominously in the air like a storm cloud on a sunny day. There was no relief to be found in them.

      I changed tactics then, trying instead to lighten the mood that had inadvertently grown somber from my own doing. "Well," I said with a hint of mischief slipping into my tone, "aren't you lucky to have two talented women helping you tonight?" Me, with the prepared dinner, and Jenna as his right-hand nurse.

      Greg chuckled deeply and reached over to squeeze my hand with warmth that shimmered like sunlight off glassy water—solid and comforting but somehow slippery under scrutiny. His touch reminded me of why I'd fallen for him all those years ago: his steadfastness, unfaltering even in the midst of chaos.

      "Very lucky indeed," he affirmed sincerely before returning to his meal.

      As we ate together under the gentle hum of fluorescent lights and distant pagers sounding like echoes from another world, I tried desperately to outrun my thoughts—the ones circling back to silken hair and eyes green as spring rebirths; the disturbing flutter that arose unbidden whenever Jenna drifted into our conversations or occupied distant corners of my mind.

      What unnerved me most wasn’t merely jealousy or suspicion—though they were certainly there—but rather this strange allure Jenna held over me personally; something mysterious and magnetic that defied explanation yet tied me firmly within its orbit.

      And as much as I tried pretending otherwise, I couldn't shake free from its hold or decipher what it truly meant.

      It was that same tugging feeling that accompanied me as I half-heartedly picked up the remnants of our dinner, stacking the empty containers into a neat pile. Greg's pager beeped to life, interrupting my thoughts with its insistent summons.

      "Duty calls," he murmured apologetically, leaning over to place a soft kiss on my forehead. His lips lingered there for just a moment longer than usual, and it took all my restraint not to collapse into his comforting embrace.

      "Go save lives," I teased lightly, waving him off with an affectionate smile that I hoped hid the tumult within me.

      "See you at home, love," he said sincerely before hurrying away, leaving behind only the faint scent of his cologne mixed with hospital antiseptic.

      I sat there for a moment longer, letting the room adjust to his absence. The warmth from his presence slowly dissipated, replaced by the cold reality of my unsettled thoughts. Eventually, I stood and gathered my things, heading toward the exit with an aimless pace.

      In the stark white tiles of the hospital bathroom, I stopped to compose myself. The harsh lighting above cast unforgiving shadows on my face as I leaned against the sink, clutching the cool porcelain for grounding. It was in that vulnerable state that Jenna walked in—an apparition made flesh.

      Her eyes caught mine in the mirror, and she offered a friendly smile as she began washing her hands. "Michelle," she greeted warmly, her voice echoing in the small space.

      "Hi Jenna," I replied, forcing an ease into my tone that I didn't feel.

      "I just saw Greg get called away," she said conversationally. "It must be hard with him working such long hours."

      "Yeah," I agreed slowly. "But it’s part of who he is."

      She nodded understandingly, then added with genuine enthusiasm, "He's really one of the best doctors I've worked with."

      I gave a slight laugh, though it trembled at its edges. "Yes, he's amazing."

      Jenna's gaze held something admiring yet cautious, as if weighing her words carefully. "You're lucky to have him."

      The compliment hung between us like a fragile ornament dangling from a tenuous thread. A strange determination surged through me then—a need to break this uncanny tension—even if it meant stepping onto shaky ground.

      "I've heard you're quite remarkable yourself," I ventured. There was no point in pretending ignorance to her talents; it was partly why Greg valued her so highly.

      A blush rose on Jenna’s cheeks as she dried her hands with deliberate slowness. "Thank you. It's nice to hear that."

      Then came the slip of my tongue—a rogue thought given voice without consent or consideration: "I bet you'd like a taste of him for yourself."

      The moment froze; shock registered belatedly as I clapped a hand over my mouth in horror at what I'd spoken aloud.

      To my surprise—and perhaps relief—Jenna didn't flinch or frown. Instead, she smirked playfully and shot back with unexpected levity, "I mean, if you're offering..."

      Her response hung provocatively between us—a dare disguised as jest—and suddenly the air crackled with something indefinable yet electric.

      “Totally,” I said, unsure of why I said it or what I hoped to gain from this conversation. We both knew I wasn’t really offering up my husband, and what a weird conversation to have with one of his nurses. Not to mention unprofessional. My only saving grace was that I didn’t work here, but I still didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

      Jenna smirked again. “I know you’re probably joking, but I’m serious. I’ve done it before—shared a married man. If you wanted to share him with me, I would thoroughly enjoy myself. But, like I said, I’m sure you’re joking…”

      The words caught in my throat. What was I suggesting? In some ways, letting her have my husband seemed like the only solution to my jealousy. If they had sex, I could stop worrying about it, because I’d allowed it to happen.

      Jesus, what was I thinking? “I’m sorry,” I said. “This was inappropriate. You’re correct, I was only kidding. But I shouldn’t have been.”

      Just then, Jenna’s name was paged over the intercom. “That’s me.” She headed out without another word. I gripped the sink and steadied myself. My panties were soaked and my head was spinning.

      I began to leave when I realized I’d forgotten my phone. I must’ve left it in my husband’s office. I made my way toward it and realized my husband had returned. He was standing at his desk, shuffling through a few files. I knew I need to come clean about what I’d said to his nurse, but how?

      I took a deep breath and stepped into his office, my resolve wavering with each step. Greg glanced up, his eyes softening when they met mine. There was something comforting about that gaze, even amidst the turmoil I felt inside.

      "Hey, there you are," he greeted me warmly, setting the files aside. "Did you enjoy dinner?"

      I nodded, my throat tightening around the words I needed to say. "Yeah, it was nice. But, um, we need to talk."

      He raised an eyebrow, concern etching lines across his forehead. "What’s going on?"

      I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze directly. "I said something... strange to Jenna just now."

      His expression shifted slightly, curiosity mingling with a hint of apprehension. "Strange how?"

      "I sort of suggested sharing you with her," I blurted out before I could second-guess myself anymore. The words hung in the air between us like an admission of guilt, and for a moment, I wished I could pull them back.

      Greg blinked slowly, processing my confession. "You what?"

      "It wasn’t serious," I rushed on, my voice nearly tripping over itself in its haste. "It just slipped out in this weird moment."

      He leaned back against the desk, crossing his arms over his chest as he considered me thoughtfully. His silence stretched until it felt like an eternity had passed.

      The longer he stayed quiet, though, the more present another truth became—one that seemed to manifest physically in his slightly tighter slacks.

      “Is this turning you on?” I asked suddenly, regretting my boldness even as the question escaped my lips.

      His cheeks tinged pink as he shifted uncomfortably where he stood. “Michelle…”

      “Because it looks like it is,” I pressed gently.

      Greg shook his head but avoided meeting my eyes directly. “It’s not—”

      “Liar,” I interrupted softly but without malice; instead with an odd mixture of curiosity and challenge.

      His shoulders dropped slightly in surrender or acceptance—I couldn't quite tell which—and finally admitted under his breath: “Maybe a little.”

      The tension between us seemed to vibrate like a third entity in the room—neither ignoring it nor fully acknowledging what lay beneath its surface.

      “You should do it,” I said suddenly—my voice steadier than I felt—for reasons still unclear to me except that honesty seemed paramount right now. “Have sex with her.”

      “No,” Greg shook his head firmly this time. “You don’t mean that.”

      But did I? Torn between confusion and unexpected calmness after exposing my vulnerability so boldly—it occurred to me how little sense anything made lately; yet here we were facing truths neither one recognized fully before tonight.

      “I think…” My voice wavered as if testing unfamiliar ground once more—but only finding uncertainty waiting there too—I started again more resolutely: “I think maybe part of me does mean it.”

      We stood regarding each other in silence until footsteps approached from down the hall—a subtle sound growing louder until Jenna appeared at the doorway once more—defusing tension yet leaving remnants simmering beneath immediate visibility…

      Her presence filled the room instantly—the playful smirk from earlier replaced by professional poise—but hints lingered around edges if only one knew where to look.

      She took a step inside, her gaze flickering between Greg and me, assessing the charged atmosphere. "Did I interrupt something?" Jenna asked, but there was a glimmer of mischief in her eyes.

      "No," I replied, though my voice betrayed the electrified tension that hung between us. "We were just... talking."

      "Talking about me, I assume?" Jenna said, walking further into the office with a newfound confidence. Her gaze settled on Greg, then turned to me, more curious than accusatory.

      Greg cleared his throat, trying to regain some semblance of control over the situation. "Michelle mentioned something she said to you earlier."

      Jenna nodded slowly, her lips curving into a knowing smile. "I see. And what do you think about it?"

      Greg hesitated, glancing briefly at me before responding. "I think it's more complicated than it sounds."

      "Is it?" Jenna's eyebrow arched as she closed the distance between us with graceful assurance. She stood near enough now that I could smell her perfume—something sweet and just a touch forbidden.

      "I didn't mean to make things awkward," I interjected softly, feeling suddenly like an observer in my own conversation. "I just... wanted to be honest."

      Jenna reached out and touched my arm lightly—a reassuring gesture that felt surprisingly comforting. "I appreciate honesty," she murmured. Her eyes searched mine for sincerity, then found whatever she needed there because she leaned closer and added, "And if it's what you want too..."

      Her words trailed off suggestively as her attention shifted briefly back to Greg.

      His resolve seemed to waver under the weight of our combined gazes—caught between caution and unbidden desire. The air felt thick with unspoken possibilities.

      Jenna touched his shoulder lightly, pulling him back into our shared reality. "Greg," she said softly but firmly enough to command attention. "If Michelle's okay with it... maybe we should listen."

      He looked at me again—his expression a mix of uncertainty and intrigue—the latter growing more apparent as he processed what was being offered.

      "I don't know," he began hesitantly before casting another look my way; searching perhaps for reassurance or approval in my eyes.

      "It's okay," I whispered soothingly—feeling something shift within myself as well—the strange comfort of boundaries redefined without fear or judgment attached anymore; only exploration lay ahead now if we chose it together somehow...

      The room went silent for several long heartbeats until finally Greg let out a breath he seemed unaware he'd been holding all along—a signal not of defeat but acceptance instead—for himself as much perhaps as anyone else present here today...

      Greg put a hand on Jenna’s waist and pulled her into him. His other hand cupped her cheek and—while watching me—he kissed her.

      Jenna melted into the kiss, her body curving against Greg's with a natural grace that seemed to ignite something both primal and tender within him. I watched from my shadowed corner as his fingers tangled in her hair, guiding the kiss deeper, more passionate. The sight of their lips moving together, the soft sounds of their shared breath, sent a thrilling shiver through me.

      I felt a warm pulse between my thighs, a visceral response to the scene unfolding before me. My own breath hitched slightly as Jenna moaned softly into Greg's mouth, her hands beginning to explore his muscled back with a hunger mirrored by his own.

      Greg's hand drifted from Jenna’s cheek to her shoulder, tracing a deliberate path down her arm before finding the hem of her scrub top. He hesitated for only a moment—perhaps waiting for a sign that this was still okay—before gently lifting it over her head. I could see the rise and fall of her chest quicken as she stood there in just her bra and pants.

      My fingers twitched involuntarily at my side, yearning to feel the heat of my own skin beneath them, but I held back, enthralled by the scene before me. Jenna looked over at me briefly, her eyes dark with desire and perhaps seeking permission once more. I nodded slightly, giving my silent assent.

      That was all she needed. She reached behind herself to unhook her bra and let it slide down her arms onto the floor. Next, she slid down her pants and panties, stepping out of them completely naked. Greg's eyes roved appreciatively over her bare form, his touch growing bolder as he cupped one of her breasts in his palm.

      The sight was intoxicating—his thumb circling her nipple with expert precision—as if he was already attuned to what made Jenna gasp softly in pleasure. Her hips instinctively rocked closer against him, closing any remaining distance between them.

      With newfound confidence, I stepped out from the shadows just enough to catch Greg’s eye. He glanced at me with an intense mix of gratitude and something far deeper—an acknowledgment of our shared trust and daring venture into unknown territory.

      Jenna, now emboldened fully by our presence—and perhaps spurred on by the apparent ease between us—began working at Greg’s belt. Her long fingers deftly unbuckled it before sliding his slacks down his hips. She paused only to meet my gaze with a playful wink before turning all her attention back to Greg.

      As his slacks pooled around his ankles, Jenna knelt before him—a vision of devotion and desire that made my heart race faster than ever. She looked up one last time at both of us before taking him into her mouth.

      I bit my lip, feeling utterly captivated by every movement she made—the way she lavished attention on him.

      Jenna's lips wrapped around him, moving with a rhythm that was both deliberate and sensual. Greg's head tilted back slightly, a low groan escaping his lips as he surrendered to the pleasure she skillfully offered. His fingers weaved through her hair, guiding her with a gentle insistence that made my pulse quicken.

      The room felt charged with a tension that was anything but uncomfortable. It was electric, raw, and thrilling—like we were all caught in some unstated pact of shared longing.

      As Jenna worked him with an unhurried patience, her tongue dancing along the length of him in a way that drew out soft gasps from Greg, I found myself inching forward unconsciously. I wanted to be closer—to feel the heat from their bodies—to immerse myself in this moment that seemed to transcend the boundaries we'd set.

      Greg’s eyes flickered open briefly and found mine again. A silent communication passed between us; his appreciation for my presence here was palpable, woven into every subtle expression on his face. I could see how much he enjoyed this new dynamic—a melding of trust and fantasy.

      Jenna moaned softly as Greg's fingers tightened in her locks, urging her on with an urgency that mirrored the growing need within me. Her movements quickened, mouth taking him deeper until his hips bucked involuntarily toward her—every muscle in his body tensing with exquisite pleasure.

      I watched as Jenna pulled back slightly, teasing him with her lips before engulfing him again completely. Her hands braced against his thighs for support, nails digging just enough to leave impressions on his skin—a reminder of their shared fervor.

      The sight of them together—the sounds, the scent of their mingled desire—was intoxicating. My own skin felt alive with sensation as I imagined joining them: stepping closer to place a hand gently on Jenna's shoulder in encouragement or leaning forward to whisper words that would coax even greater pleasure from Greg's already overwhelmed senses.

      And then it happened—the moment when desire crested into something more profound. Greg’s body shuddered, a deep moan escaping his throat as he came inside another woman’s mouth. Jenna stayed with him through it all—her movements slowing gradually until his breathing began to return to normal.

      She pulled away gently, meeting my eyes once more as a stream of cum dripped down her chin. The connection between us was undeniable.

      “Get on the desk,” I told her. “Now.”

      She smirked and did as she was told. My husband watched with curiosity as I stripped off my clothes and approached the desk with Jenna perched on the edge of it, her legs spread. I dropped to my knees and slid between her thighs, licking my lips.

      The taste of her was intoxicating, a potent mix of pheromones and the musky scent of desire. My tongue traced languid circles around her clit, savoring the way her body shivered in response. Jenna’s fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer as she let out a low, throaty moan that sent a thrill down my spine.

      Greg leaned against the wall, his gaze fixed on us with an intensity that made my skin tingle. His hand moved back to his cock, stroking it with long, purposeful motions. The sight of him watching us—watching me—only heightened my own arousal.

      Jenna's hips began to move in time with my mouth; her gasps filled the quiet room as I quickened my pace. I could feel her growing close, her muscles tightening beneath my hands as I gripped her thighs firmly, holding her steady.

      “Michelle,” Jenna whimpered, her voice a strained whisper that hung in the air between us. It sounded like both a plea and a benediction. I knew she was close, teetering on the brink of release.

      I intensified my efforts, focusing all my attention on driving her over the edge. Her thighs quivered under my palms as she bucked against me, each thrust more frantic than the last until she shattered with a cry that echoed off the sterile walls.

      She collapsed back onto the desk, chest heaving with each breath while I gently pulled away, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand and raising myself to stand. Greg’s eyes met mine again—dark and smoldering—as I turned to him.

      “Your turn,” I breathed out, nodding towards Jenna who lay sprawled and blissful beneath us.

      Greg moved toward us, his hunger palpable. He positioned himself between Jenna’s legs, leveling his gaze at her with a mixture of tenderness and raw need. She blinked up at him through half-lidded eyes and gave a nod that spoke volumes.

      I watched as Greg lined himself up, his breath hitching slightly as he entered her slowly. Jenna moaned softly when he sank deeper inside her; her hands reached out to grip his shoulders for support.

      I stood aside, captivated. The room was filled again with soft sighs and whispered encouragements.

      Greg set a rhythm that was slow yet intense; every thrust deliberate and measured, designed to prolong this moment they both so eagerly embraced.

      Jenna’s body moved in harmony with his, her back arching off the desk with each push forward. Her cries mixed with his low groans, creating a symphony of raw, unfiltered passion that stirred something deep within me.

      I could see the tension in Greg’s muscles, the way his body coiled with each thrust as he pushed closer to his own release. Jenna’s nails dug into his shoulders, leaving faint red trails on his skin as she encouraged him deeper, harder.

      Her breasts bounced with the rhythm they set, mesmerizing and hypnotic. She looked utterly consumed by the pleasure Greg was giving her—by the pleasure we were all sharing in our own ways. My heart pounded against my ribs, echoing the primal beat that filled the room.

      A surge of jealousy spiked through me, unexpected and sharp. It twisted inside my chest before dissolving into something else—something heady and exhilarating. I felt my own arousal heighten at their display, at the connection we all shared in this intimate dance.

      Jenna let out a series of breathless gasps as her climax approached again, her moans rising in pitch while Greg quickened his pace. I could feel it building within me too—a crescendo that needed no touch to ignite.

      Greg’s movements became more erratic; I could see him teetering on the edge alongside Jenna. Their shared climax was inevitable, an unstoppable force pulling them both into its embrace.

      When they finally tumbled over that precipice together, it was like watching a storm break—the room filled with their cries of release mingled and echoed around us, and I was swept away by the sheer intensity of it all.

      I felt my own body tighten and shudder in response to their shared ecstasy; the sensation welled up from deep within me, cresting over any coherent thought or restraint. The wave crashed over me unexpectedly, pulling me under with a silent scream as I came untouched—a testament to the power of what we had crafted between us.

      As our breathing slowed and reality seeped back into focus, I moved toward them: Greg still leaning over Jenna, her face flushed and glowing. They turned to look at me with softened expressions.

      I opened my mouth to speak, but failed to get out any words before they were both paged over the intercom. They quickly and silently dressed, a look of humiliation and satiation painted on their features.

      I wondered if we’d made a mistake. If they’d regret it even though I didn’t. But as they left, they each planted a kiss on my lips followed by a smile.

      I was left alone in my husband’s office to smell the lingering scent of sex. I smiled. I knew this wouldn’t be the last time. Something had changed between all of us, and I’d never felt more alive.
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      “How do I look?” I asked as I smoothed my purple dress and tousled my blond locks.  My husband, Bret, was on his laptop in bed, finishing up some work of his.  Work had taken away a lot of his attention lately, and I wondered if I’d even be able to get him to look at me.

      “You look great,” he said.  I watched his reflection in the mirror and noticed he never lifted his eyes.

      “You didn’t even look at me.”

      He sighed and closed his laptop lid.  He focused his eyes on me and widened them to make a point that he was looking.  “Like I said.  You look great.”

      “Do I?  Really?”

      “Yes, Jennifer.  Really.  Why do you care so much anyway?  She’s just an old friend.”

      “Because she was the coolest girl in our sorority,” I said.  “I don’t know, I guess I want to impress her.”

      “Why did she want to meet again?  You haven’t spoken in years.”

      “She just moved to the area,” I said.  “She’s been living in California all this time.”  My heart was racing just thinking about meeting up with Lacy.

      Bret seemed to take notice.  He swung his legs off the bed and set his laptop to the side.  He walked toward me, took me by the shoulders and looked down at me.  He was so tall and wide, having him so close was intimidating – especially since the romance seemed to have left long ago.  “You look beautiful,” he said.  “I mean it.”

      I felt my lower lip tremble.  I wanted him to kiss me so badly.  I would’ve kissed him, but I worried he’d turn away from me.  I couldn’t handle that kind of rejection from him any longer.  His eyes met my lip and he ran his thumb across it.  He leaned forward and my tummy did a little flip.  He pressed his lips to my forehead and my heart sank.

      “I’ve got to get back to work.  But have fun at your lunch.”

      Bret returned to the bed leaving me mildly heartbroken.  It wasn’t that Bret didn’t care about me.  I knew that he did.  It was the spark that had gone.  I didn’t know why, when, or how we’d lost it, but we did.  Now we were like two friends living under the same roof.  He cared about me, he just didn’t want to fuck me anymore.

      I glanced at my reflection one more time and frowned.  If this look wasn’t good enough to seduce my husband, then it wasn’t good enough to impress Lacy.  I decided to throw on a little blue dress instead and pulled my hair back.  I didn’t bother asking Bret’s opinion because I didn’t want to second guess myself again.

      “I should be back in a few hours,” I said.

      “Don’t rush,” said Bret.  “I’ll just be working.”

      I went downstairs, grabbed my purse, and opened the front door to a figure standing there.  I stumbled backward on my heels before realizing that it was Lacy.  She was in a skin tight red dress with her long, brunette lock spread around her shoulders.  “What are you doing here?” I asked.

      She smiled wide and her blue eyes sparkled.  “I thought we could do lunch here, instead.  I wanted to see where you live.”

      I looked upstairs as if I’d find Bret there.  In truth, I was thinking about how he was in the middle of work.  “My husband works from home,” I said.  “I don’t think he’d be able to focus if we stayed here.”

      Lacy put her hand on the door and pushed it open wider.  “Nonsense,” she said.  “You can’t let a man run the house like that.”

      I stumbled over my words.  “I don’t…let a man…run things.”

      Lacy had already walked past me when she stopped to face me.  It was then that I noticed her chest was a size or two bigger than it used to be and her skin was glowing.  “What happened to you, Jennifer?  You seem so shy and reserved suddenly.”

      “Are you…are you pregnant?” I asked her.

      “Why, do I look fat?”

      I shook my head.  “No, it’s not that.”

      Lacy looked down at her breasts and then cupped them in her hands.  “Oh, you mean these?  I got a little procedure done when I lived in California.  They look real, don’t they?”

      I swallowed and realized my mouth was dry.  “Yeah, they sure do,” I said.

      “Jennifer!” called Bret, his footsteps sounding out as he made his way to the stairs.  “When are you leave - ” he stopped mid-sentence as he turned the corner and saw Lacy, “ing?”

      My chest ached at the way he looked at her.  “I’m Lacy,” she said, extending her hand as if he was right next to her instead of at the top of the stairs.

      “Shit,” he mumbled under his breath.

      Lacy dropped her hand and smiled at me.  “He’s handsome, but he’s rude, isn’t he?”

      I met my husband’s gaze and sighed.  “Will you come down and introduce yourself.”

      “No,” he said before turning away from the stairs.  “You two need to leave.”

      Lacy’s eyes widened and my cheeks flushed with embarrassment.  “Will you just…give me a moment?”

      “Of course,” she said.  “Mind if I help myself to your kitchen?”

      “Be my guest.”

      I ran up the stairs and met Bret in the bedroom.  “Do you know how much you embarrassed me just now?”

      Bret was standing at the entrance to the bathroom, leaning against the door frame.  “I’m sorry,” he said.  “I didn’t mean to hurt you.  It’s just that I swear I’ve seen her somewhere before.”

      “What?  Where?”

      “I don’t want to tell you.  It might ruin your image of her.”

      I stepped toward him, more confident than ever.  “Tell me.  I need to know why you’re acting so strangely.”

      He ran a hand through his dark hair and looked past me as he spoke.  “I’ve seen her in…movies.”

      “What? Like Hollywood?”

      His eyes met mine and he shook his head.  “The naked kind.”

      Laughter burst out of me.  “Is that it?  You think you’ve seen her in a porno?  That’s ridiculous, Lacy would never – ” I thought about her new breasts and wondered if Bret might’ve been right.

      “She did live in California,” he said.

      “Lots of people live in California.”

      “True.  But so do lots of porn actresses.”

      I shot him a look before turning to leave.  “Fine.  Stay up here and hide if you want.  But I’m not kicking her out because you think she looks like someone else.”

      I left the room and went back downstairs to see Lacy drinking a glass of water.  Only she wasn’t drinking it like a normal person.  She had her back arched and her head back while she slowly gulped it down.  Her full breasts were pushed forward.  Her hand was stretched back on the counter.  She looked like she was enjoying that glass of water more than anyone in the history of mankind.

      “Um, Lacy?”

      As if she’d been caught doing something worse, she snapped back into a normal position and set down the glass.  “Jennifer, I didn’t hear you come in.”

      “That’s alright,” I said.  “I’m sorry about my husband.  He can be a real ass sometimes.”

      Lacy smiled.  “I don’t mind.  I’m used to that type.  He’s very attractive, by the way.  If he wasn’t married, I’d take him for myself.”

      A nervous laugh escaped me.  “He um…thinks you were…in a movie he saw.”

      “Oh?” she asked, flipping her hair back from her shoulder.  “What kind of movie?”

      I stared at her hard before answering.  Surely she wouldn’t make me say it out loud, right?  “You know,” I said.  “The naked kind.”

      I waited for her to laugh, but she didn’t.  She stared at her water glass and picked it up again.  Before she took another sip, she said, “That’s because I was.”  Her eyes watched me over the rim of her glass while took the last few gulps.

      I blinked a few times, trying to make sure I’d heard correctly.  “Wait, what?”

      “I’ve been in a few adult films, or whatever you want to call them.”

      “When?”

      “Right after college,” she said with a smile like it was no big deal.  “The extra money helped me to pay off my student loans.  I heard you’re still struggling in that department.”

      I could feel myself shrink under the weight of her proud gaze.  She didn’t care at all that people had seen her naked.  That my husband had seen her naked.  It was then that I discovered I was shaking.  He’d seen her naked and he was hiding upstairs like a coward.

      I couldn’t help but wonder what he’d thought of her.  If he wished I looked anything like her.  Lacy’s gaze was studying me as I tried to sort through the information.  There was no impressing her.  Not from me.  She would one up me every time.

      I decided the only way to recover was to pretend I was interested and unfazed.  Even if I might’ve already given myself away.  “So,” I started, “how do you do it?”

      Lacy walked toward me and folded her arms over her chest which only raised her bosom higher.  “You need me to tell you about the birds and the bees?”

      “Not that,” I said.  “How do you…fuck strangers?”

      “They’re not all strangers,” she said.  “I’ve grown pretty close to some of the guys.”

      “How many guys?”

      She smiled but didn’t answer my question.  “Oh look.  There’s the coward now.”

      I turned and saw Bret heading down the stairs.  He had put on some nice clothes and seemed flustered by Lacy’s presence.  “Hello,” he said.  “Who is a coward?”

      Lacy chuckled.  “Your wife tells me you’ve seen some of my movies.  I was afraid you were going to hide upstairs all night, which would’ve been a shame.  I wanted to meet the man who had captured Jennifer’s heart and soul.”

      “That’s me,” he said with a trembling voice.  I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was getting out of hand and that I would soon regret catching up with Lacy.  I glanced at Bret’s pants and saw a bulge hiding there.  He was half hard just from a simple greeting.

      “Let’s go to lunch,” I told Lacy, grabbing her arm and tugging her in the direction of the front door.

      “Well look at you,” she said.  “Looks like we have two little cowards.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

      “Just because I was in a couple of adult films, you can’t introduce me to your husband?  We’re not going to drop our clothes and fuck on the kitchen island,” she said.

      “I didn’t say you would.”

      “Yeah, but you thought it.  If I was going to fuck anyone in here right now, it’d be you Jennifer.”

      I shook my head.  I feel like I needed my hearing checked.  “What?  Me?”

      “Fuck that’s hot,” said Bret.  We both turned to him and told him to shut up.  His eyes went wide and he took a step backward, but he sealed his lips.

      “I’ve been with a few women in those movies too, you know.”

      “Oh, I know,” said Bret.  The two of us glared at him and he grew quiet.

      Lacy lifted a finger to my cheek and stroked it slowly.  When her fingers found my neck, I felt a shudder.  “When I came back, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to kiss my old friend.”

      My eyes darted to Bret.  I’d expected him to speak again, but he said nothing.  He just watched silently with wide eyes and a hard-on growing in his pants.  I didn’t know what to do.  Lacy was gorgeous, but I’d never been with a woman.  Of course, I hadn’t been with anyone lately and the thought of being touched by anyone had my nerves buzzing to life.

      Then I had an idea; a way to torture Bret like he’s tortured me.  “Then why don’t you and I go upstairs?” I asked Lacy.  “We can go have a little fun while Bret stays down here.”

      “No way,” said Bret.  “I’m not letting you just go upstairs with her.”

      Lacy winked at me and then walked to Bret.  “Maybe if you do what she says, there will be a reward in it for you.”  She touched his chest with her soft hand and I could hear him groan under his breath.

      “Fine,” he said.  “Do whatever you want.”

      My heart raced as Lacy took my hand and led me upstairs.  I showed her where the bedroom was and we locked the door behind us.  “We’re not really going to do this, are we?” I asked her.

      “You don’t want to?”  Lacy looked so pretty when she was curious, and she didn’t seem like she’d be hurt if I said ‘no.’  Still, I couldn’t get the word ‘no’ out of my mouth.

      “I mean…do you?”

      “I was being honest downstairs, if that’s what you mean.”

      “I just…I’ve never been with a…woman.”

      Lacy stepped toward me and placed her hands on my hips.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “I’ll show you how it’s done.”

      She leaned into me and I closed my eyes as I waited for her lips to touch mine.  When they did, it felt more like she was crashing into me, pulling me in deep to a place I couldn’t come back from.  Her lips parted and so did mine.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth and sent a surge of energy through my entire body.  Her hands slowly lifted upward, stroking my ribs through my dress.  Then her palms gently cupped my breasts.

      I felt my nipples harden and little electric sparks shoot through me.  A moan escaped me and Lacy smiled.  “Lay back on the bed,” she said.

      I did as I was told.  I broke our kiss and walked to the bed.  I sat on the edge of it and laid back slowly as Lacy approached with a hungry look in her eye.  I shifted upward on the mattress until my legs were resting horizontally.  Lacy leaned over me and kissed me as her hands grazed my bare thighs, inching upward.

      When her fingers dipped underneath the skirt of my dress another moan spilled from my lips.  “You sound so sweet when you want to come,” Lacy said before biting my lower lip.  The taste of metal rested on the tip of my tongue and her fingers kept climbing until they brushed against my wet panties.

      She slowly rolled the panties down over my hips and tugged them down my legs.  Her hands met my thighs again and parted them which sent my dress bunching up around my stomach.  Lacy stared down at my pussy and licked her lips.  Is this really happening? I wondered.  Is my friend about to go down on me?

      Her head lowered just enough for me to feel her breath roll over my wet skin.  Her tongue stretched out and glided up and down along my slit.  I laid back, a panting mess as she devoured me.  It had been so long since I’d come.  It’d been so long since anyone touched me like this.  For those reasons, I came much too quickly.

      My fingers gripped the bedspread and my back arched.  Moan after moan escaped me as the waves of euphoria rolled through my entire body.  Her mouth was hot and my body couldn’t help but writhe in response.  When I finally came down, she giggled.

      “I’m sorry,” I said.  “That it was so quick.”

      “That’s alright,” she said.  “I could tell you haven’t been laid in a while.”

      I frowned.  “Really?”

      “There’s nothing wrong with it,” she said.  “It’s not your fault.”

      I shrugged.  “So…what now?  Do you want me to go down on you?  You made me feel so good.  I want to make you feel just as good.”

      Lacy smirked.  “You know what I really want?”

      “What?”

      “I want to fuck your husband while you watch.”

      My mouth went dry as the Sahara.  “You…what?”

      “Trust me,” she said.  “You’ll like it.  And your husband will be so grateful and filled with guilt at the same time that he’ll never turn down sex with you again.”

      “What if…what if he only wants you after he’s had you?  I mean, you’re like every guy’s dream.”

      “Trust me,” she said.  “It’ll bring you two closer than ever before.  And, I’ll get to have my fun.”

      “I don’t know,” I said.

      Lacy leaned into me and kissed my neck.  Her fingers found the back of my dress and unzipped it.  She kissed down to my collarbone as she rolled the dress down over my breasts.  She unfastened my bra and slipped the straps from my shoulders.

      “Picture your husband fucking me,” she said as she sucked one of my nipples into her mouth.  My body began to shake.  It was hard to focus, but I did as I was told.  I stared at Lacy’s bent over body and pictured Bret behind it, fucking her.

      My pussy ached for attention again and Lacy delivered.  Her fingers moved between my legs, slipping inside me as she sucked on my nipples.  “Doesn’t it turn you on?” she asked.  “Imagine his big cock sliding in and out of my pussy.”

      “I can’t,” I said.  “It would ruin our marriage.”

      Lacy sucked on my other nipple and pushed her fingers in deeper.  “I guarantee you that it won’t.”

      My head was spinning.  I couldn’t think straight with Lacy’s fingers inside me.  “Okay,” I breathed, feeling my heart slam against my chest.  “You can fuck him.”

      Lacy removed her fingers and lifted her head with a smile.  “Good girl,” she said.  Then she slipped her wet fingers into my mouth for me to clean.  I sucked on them until the taste of my pussy was gone.  “Now go get your husband for me.”

      I clutched my dress enough to me that it hid my breasts, if only not to shock my husband completely.  I could still feel the sensation of Lacy’s fingers in me as I descended the stairs to collect my husband.

      Bret was sulking on the sofa, but when his eyes met mine, he stood.  “Jennifer…you look beautiful,” he said.  “I see she’s taken your clothes off already.”

      “Only half way,” I said, pausing on the stairs.  “You should know that she made me come.”

      Bret’s gaze lowered to the floor before lifting back up to me.  “Was she good?” he asked.  “Because you deserve someone good.  Someone better than me.”

      My tummy flipped like this relationship was new all over again.  “She was good,” I said.  “And I agree.  I deserved something good for once.”  Bret looked caught between sadness and curiosity.  His wife was standing on the stairs, clutching her dress after having just been with another woman upstairs.  It was both his dream and his torment.  “But you deserve something good, too,” I added.

      Bret stepped closer and placed his hand on the railing.  “What do you mean?”

      “I mean that it’s only fair that you get to fuck Lacy too.”

      “You don’t want that,” he said.  “That’s not you.”

      I descended a few more steps until we were inches from each other.  Then I lowered my dress from my bosom and let it hang at my hips.  “It is now,” I said.

      As if he couldn’t resist me, Bret gripped my hips and pulled me into him.  His lips wrapped around one nipple then the next.  He spun me until I was against a wall and he pinned me to it while he unfastened his jeans.  “You’ve never looked so fucking beautiful before,” he whispered in my ear.

      I felt his cock throbbing against my inner thigh and it glided upward.  He gripped my ass and lifted until I could wrap my legs around his waist.  The tip of him pushed at my dripping wet entrance, and Bret’s eyes widened.  “Your panties are missing,” he said.

      “Not missing,” I said.  “Intentionally removed.”

      He growled and plunged his cock deep inside me.  Each thrust made my body thud against the wall, and it wasn’t long before Lacy came to see why I hadn’t returned with my husband yet.

      “What the hell is this?” she asked when she caught us fucking on the stairs.

      Bret’s cock was still inside me as he turned to face her.  She had removed her dress and was wearing only black lingerie and heels.  “You were supposed to bring him upstairs for me to fuck.”

      Bret released his grip on my breasts and withdrew his cock.  He pressed his forehead to mine.  “You don’t want to do this, Jennifer,” he said, but I knew it wasn’t a reminder.  It was a question.  I could hear it in the tremble of his voice.  He wanted to fuck her, and if I said it was okay he wouldn’t be able to stop himself.

      “Yes I do,” I told him, feeling my heart second guess my judgment.  But I knew Lacy had given me more than an orgasm.  She had given me back my sex appeal and my confidence.  I hadn’t had Bret take me up against a wall since the early days of our relationship.  I owed her, and if my husband was what she wanted as payment, then so be it.  “Go,” I told him.  “Be with her.”

      “Don’t forget,” said Lacy.  “I want you to watch the whole thing.”

      Bret stepped back and shoved his cock in his pants.  Then he took my hand and led me up the stairs after Lacy.  The three of us returned to the bedroom where Lacy picked up something off the bed.  “I hope you don’t mind,” she said, holding one of my husband’s ties.  “I want to make sure your wife doesn’t put a stop to this.”

      Bret looked concerned, but I could tell he was waiting for me to be the one to speak up.  When I didn’t, Lacy walked behind me, pulled my arms behind my back, and tied my wrists together.  She returned to the front and gave my nipples a little pinch.

      I winced and she smiled.  “Drop to your knees,” she said.  I did as I was told, feeling exhilarated by her domineering attitude.  I wasn’t sure what she would do next, which made it all the more exciting.

      While I was on my knees, hands tied, Lacy moved to Bret.  She shoved her hand inside his open pants and pulled out his cock.  “What was your favorite movie of mine?” she asked as she dropped to her knees.  I was only inches away as she stroked my husband’s cock.

      “I like them all,” Bret said with a hint of nervousness.

      “If you tell me your favorite,” she said, “I’ll give you that experience.”

      Bret looked at me as if he’d get a lecture.  Then his gaze moved to my bare chest, a reminder that I’d agreed to this.  “I really loved you in that schoolgirl one.”

      Lacy looked at me and giggled.  “I should’ve guessed.  They all like that one.  Well, I don’t have a schoolgirl outfit, but how is this?”  She wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock and sucked in, pretending it was more difficult than it was.  My husband’s eyes widened then closed as the euphoria swept through him.  I could feel my pussy dripping underneath my dress toward the floor, but there was nothing I could do about it.

      My body ached as I watched her devour his cock.  He gripped her head and pushed in deeper until she gagged on it.  She pulled off and smiled.  “Please, Mr. Howard.  Tell me what I need to do to get my grades up.”

      Bret had lost control.  He growled while picking her up from the floor and taking her to the bed.  He tore off her lingerie and kissed her from her neck to her breasts.  Then he angled his hard cock toward her shaved pussy while she wrapped her legs around him.

      “Please,” she said.  “Be gentle.  I’ve never done this before.”

      My pussy tingled and dripped more.  My nipples were hard against the cool air while I watched my husband slide his cock inside another woman.  Inside my friend.  Inside a porn star.  Once his cock disappeared inside her, I knew that was it.  I would always see it.  I would always smell her on him.  But the thought only excited me more.

      Bret gripped her ankles and angled her legs toward her chest while he plowed into her.  She moaned and whimpered.  “Please,” she begged.  “Harder.  I never knew it could feel so good.”  She was playing a role for him, but she was enjoying herself too.  I could tell because her fingers were between her legs, playing with her clit as my husband fucked her hard.

      He let out a yell as he pounded her.  He dug in deep and she arched her back, her fingers moving wildly against her clit.  Bret held himself against her and I knew then that he was coming.  He was emptying his load into my porn star best friend.

      She cried out and her legs began to quiver.  Bret sucked on her breasts as her orgasm broke over her.  I felt almost like I could come just from watching.  If only I could touch myself, I thought.

      Bret pulled back and I could see his cum spill from Lacy’s pussy.  The two were out of breath and Bret collapsed on the bed beside her.  Lacy sat up on her elbows and smiled at me.  “Look how red your cheeks are,” she said.  “I knew you would enjoy the show.”  My gaze was fixed on her pussy and she waved me over.  “Come here.  You want to taste it?”

      I climbed to my feet only to drop to my knees again as Lacy moved toward the edge of the bed.  I was inches from her pussy and I could smell the salty scent of my husband’s cum as it fell from her.  “Go ahead,” she urged, her hand stroking my face.

      Bret sat up to watch.  He brought his hand to the other side of my face and said, “Do it, Jennifer.  Clean her up like a good girl.”

      Having the two of them look down on me like that and call me ‘good’ had me reeling.  My eyelids fluttered as I moved toward the delicious scent of his cum in her pussy.  I stretched out my tongue and flicked it across her slit.  Then I wrapped my mouth around her mound and drank from her like she was a water fountain.  My tongue stretched inside her and cleaned every inch of her tunnel while I sucked on her clit.  She moaned and rocked her hips against me.  Lacy turned to Bret and said, “She’s being so good.  Why don’t you give her a little reward?”

      “Like what?” he asked.

      She leaned into his ear and whispered something that I couldn’t hear.  Bret took his cock in his hand and began to stroke it until it was fully hard again.  Then he dropped to the floor and positioned himself behind me.

      He lifted my hips upward and pulled me back until I was sitting on his lap.  He angled his cockhead toward my pussy and slipped it in.  Then he inched us forward again so I could continue licking and sucking Lacy.

      Bret’s cock filled me up while I ate her out.  I grinded against him while his fingers played with my clit.  Lacy leaned down and played with my nipples while she rocked her hips against my face.  My eyes rolled back, and I felt a deep wave of ecstasy sweep through me

      My moans reverberated against Lacy’s pussy which sent her over the edge.  We were coming together, moaning and writhing.  My husband laid his head against my shoulder as he buried himself in deep.  “Fuck,” he breathed, and then I felt the heat of his seed shoot inside me.

      The three of us were completely breathless by the end of it.  I rested my head against Lacy’s thigh and Bret rested against my back with his cock still inside me.

      “Look at you,” Lacy told me.  “Closer to your husband than ever.  Maybe that’ll show you that I know what I’m talking about.”

      “Not just closer to him,” I said, looking up at her like she was some kind of goddess.  “I feel so much closer to you than ever.”

      She smiled and leaned down to kiss me.  “That’s because you are,” she said.  Lacy then moved her head over my shoulder to kiss Bret.  “We all are.”
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      There was a dark-haired hunk sitting alone in the middle of the bar.  I’d been watching him through my peripheral while Nicole talked my ear off about the last guy she’d supposedly fucked.  I knew it was just a tall tale, one of her specialties.  She’d made herself out to be some kind of goddess in bed, but I wasn’t about to fall for that one.  She talked way too much to not be lying about it.

      Still, Nicole was a pretty, even to a straight girl like me.  It wasn’t implausible that she’d fucked a guy the night before, but her lavish story told me it didn’t happen.  In fact, her stories had been growing more lavish by the night which, by my count, meant she hadn’t had a good lay in weeks.  Why she thought bragging about sex was impressive, I didn’t understand.  I thought that was something only guys did.

      Unfortunately, I also hadn’t had sex in quite some time.  But if I could have my way, the lean yet muscular guy in the middle of the room would be naked on my bed by the end of the night.  In a moment of weakness, I glanced at him fully and noticed he was staring at me.  It was then that Nicole noticed him too.  She looked over her shoulder at him and smirked at me.  “I was wondering why you weren’t paying attention to a word I’d said.”

      “He isn’t why,” I said.  “It’s because you’ve told that story before.  Only this time, the man in your story had a dick two inches longer.”

      She scoffed, her mouth hanging wide open in disbelief.  “That is not true.  I’ll take you to meet him.  He’ll whip it out for you if you don’t believe me.”

      I held up my hand.  “It’s okay.  The last thing I want to see is some random guy’s dick.  Right now, he’s the only thing I’m interested in.”

      Nicole did what I was afraid she’d do.  She smirked and said, “Well, what if I talk to him first?”

      “You wouldn’t.”  I knew if Nicole approached him, he was much more likely to go home with her.  I wasn’t ugly by any means, but Nicole was good looking and overflowing with charm.  I was a little shy and tight-lipped, maybe even a little awkward.

      “Watch me,” she said.  She hopped off her barstool and turned toward him.  I gripped her wrist and tried to hold her back.

      “Please,” I begged.  “Let me have this one.  You just got laid last night, remember?”  She was about to argue with me when she realized she’d have to admit to her lie if she did.

      “Oh, alright,” she said.  “Go get him.”

      My heart raced.  I hadn’t expected to march toward him just yet.  But I knew if I didn’t, Nicole would swing in at any moment.  “Alright,” I said.  I hopped off my barstool and straightened my skirt.  The dark-haired man was still looking at me, but now his brow was raised.  I couldn’t decipher if that was a good thing or a bad thing, so I glanced back at Nicole one more time.

      She squeezed my shoulder and said, “Robin, you’ve got this.  Go get him.”

      I sighed and made my way toward the stranger.  As I came closer to his table, a smile curled into his cheek.  “He there,” he said before I could get a word out.

      I stuttered and stumbled, trying to think of just the right thing to say.  What would Nicole say in this situation?  Just then, I felt her arm around my shoulders.

      “Mind if we buy you a drink?” Nicole asked him.

      He shook his head.  “I should be buying the drinks,” he said.  “You can buy me a drink, but I won’t sleep with you for it.”  He turned to me and winked.  I felt my knees buckle.

      Nicole chuckled and squeezed my hand.  “I like this one,” she said.  She sat down across from him and leaned forward.  Meanwhile, I just stood there with my heart pounding in my throat.  “So, hot stuff,” she said.  “What’s your name?”

      “I’ll tell you when my drink arrives,” he joked.  “Whiskey and coke.”

      Nicole looked up at me and said, “Robin, why don’t you go get this man his drink?”

      I opened my mouth to protest, but nothing came out.  I didn’t have either of their attention anyway, so I gave up.  Another win for Nicole.  I returned to the bar and ordered a rum and coke.  While it was being made, I watched the two of them over my shoulder.  The only sign of hope I had was the fact that the man didn’t seem immediately wooed by Nicole’s charm.  His body language said it all.  Arms crossed over his chest and a studious, rather than flirtatious, expression.

      It was the only thing that gave me the confidence to speak when I returned with his drink.  “So,” I said.  “What’s your name?”

      He smiled.  “She speaks,” he teased, taking the rum and coke from me.  “My name is Byron,” he said.

      “That’s fascinating,” said Nicole.  Byron chuckled.

      “Are you here all by yourself?” I asked him.

      His brow rose even higher.  “Why?  You want to follow me down a dark alley and abduct me?”

      My mouth went dry and Nicole laughed.  “N-no,” I said.  “Of course not.  I’m just surprised.  Normally a guy like you has a wingman or something.”

      He shrugged.  “And yet, two gorgeous ladies came to say hello all on their own,” he said.  “What more could a wingman have done for me, really?”

      I smiled and blushed, diverting my gaze to the floor where it felt safer to look for some reason.

      “So, which one of you is trying to take me home?” he teased.  “And which one of you paid for my drink?”

      “Robin got your drink,” said Nicole, “but it’s on my tab.”

      “That’s not true,” I said.  “Besides, I saw you first.”  As the words came out of my mouth I knew they were the wrong ones to say.

      “So you’ve staked some sort of claim on me?” he asked.  His smirk made my legs feel like jelly.

      “N-no,” I said.  Nicole laughed at me again.

      “I’ve got a perfect idea,” said Byron.

      “Oh yeah?” said Nicole.  “And what’s that?”

      “How about the three of us head back to your place?  Together.”

      My jaw fell to the floor.  Nicole glanced at me, her gaze sparkling.  She shrugged her shoulders and said, “What do you say?”

      “Nicole, what?”  Did she really want us to both go home with the same guy?

      “Uh-oh,” said Byron.  “I don’t think your friend is interested.”

      “Of course she isn’t,” said Nicole.  “Maybe she can watch us while we fuck.”

      Byron raised his brow and smiled.  “I’m intrigued,” he said.  His eyes moved from Nicole to me.  “Not as intrigued as taking both of you at the same time, but it’ll do.”

      “Well,” said Nicole, turning to me.  “You’re welcome to come and watch us.”

      That was it.  I’d had it.  I pulled her to the side.  “What the fuck are you doing?”

      She laughed.  “Relax.  I’m just trying to get him alone.  Then, once we’re there, we can flip a coin to see who gets him.”

      “ Okay, but I don’t want to be sidelined watching you screw the man I had eyes for,” I said.

      Nicole frowned.  “Nonsense.  I saw how rosy your cheeks got at the suggestion.  You’d like it and you know it.”

      “I don’t think so,” I said.  “I’m not into that sort of thing.”  But even as I spoke the words, I felt my panties get a little wet.

      “Relax,” she said, shoving her finger into my shoulder and then turning back toward Byron.  “no one will be watching anyone, okay?  You’ll probably win the coin flip anyway.”  She walked back toward the table and smiled at Byron.

      “Looks like we’re bringing you back to our place,” she told him.

      He smiled with one half of his mouth, his eyes staring hard at me.  “You’ve got a deal.”  To my surprise – and slight horror – he chugged the rest of his drink and stood up.  “Let’s go.”
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      The three of us arrived back at the apartment I shared with Nicole.  I kept looking over at Byron in disbelief that the three of us had actually come back together.  Once we were inside, Byron looked around as if he was inspecting it for something.  Then he turned to us with a smirk on her face.  “So, where do you ladies want to do this?”

      I leaned into Nicole and whispered, “How do we decide who gets him?”

      “First,” she said, “we have to flip a coin.”

      Byron had wandered into the living room, so it was a safe enough of a time to try.  Nicole pulled a quarter out of her purse and asked me if I wanted heads or tails.  “Tails,” I said.

      She flipped the coin and Byron noticed it as it fell back down onto Nicole’s hand.  She grinned wide.  “Heads,” she said.  “Looks like I get him.  But don’t forget you can watch if you want to see what you’re missing.”

      I couldn’t believe it.  I’d lost.  And the last thing I wanted was to watch Nicole have what I couldn’t.  “What was that?” asked Byron.  “What are you flipping for?”

      Nicole, who was in an even better mood, confessed everything.  “We flipped for you,” she said.  “It looks like I won.”

      Byron laughed.  “So I don’t get a choice in the matter?”

      Nicole shrugged.  “Who do you want to fuck?”

      He walked up to her and smirked.  “I told you.  I want both of you at the same time.”

      Nicole laughed.  “Fat chance.  Robin doesn’t want to watch, much less participate.”

      Byron smiled and then reached for her chin.  He tilted it upward and leaned down to plant a kiss on her lips.  It was so sudden and unexpected that I saw the whole thing, and when their tongues began to dance, I found myself mesmerized by the sight, my body tingling all over.  Nicole gasped as her fingers ran through his hair.  He pulled back and glanced at me.  “Are you sure you don’t want to watch us?  I put on a pretty good show.”

      “Are you crazy?” I asked.  “I can’t watch my best friend do that.”

      I looked at Nicole.  His clothes clung to her perfectly athletic figure.  I suddenly saw her in a new light that made me feel more confused than ever.  She was always gorgeous, but now there was a hint of pink under her skin from where it was flushing with arousal.  It made me want to run my fingers across it and feel the blood pumping through her veins.

      “Are you wet?” Nicole asked, egging me on.

      “Oh, she’s wet,” said Byron.  “I’d bet anything that her panties are soaked right now.”

      I blushed and looked away.  I’d never felt so humiliated.  What was Nicole doing?  Did she really want me to watch the two of them?

      Nicole glanced at me with the first serious expression I’d seen all night.  Then, as if to dismiss me completely – or dare me, rather – she got close to Byron and wrapped her arms around his neck.  She gave me one more look before leaning into him and kissing him hard.  Was it true?  Could I be turned on by the idea of watching them?  I shifted my thighs and felt the wetness in my panties growing.

      As Nicole and Byron kissed, her hand found his cock bulging through his tight jeans.  He was hard and throbbing in her palm.  Byron unfastened his jeans and shoved Nicole’s hand inside his briefs.  Then she wrapped her fingers around his cock and began to jerk it.

      I gasped at the sudden realization that I was going through with it.  I was going to watch Nicole be taken by the man in front of me.  I was going to watch her hand slid up and down his long, thick shaft.  Byron’s fingers worked through Nicole’s hair and tilted her head back.  He leaned in and gently bit her neck while she stroked him.

      Nicole’s breath quickened and my heart raced.  As they got closer and closer, I could see Byron’s hardon grazing against Nicole’s hips.  Their bodies moved in rhythm, rocking against one another, but without warning, Nicole quickly broke her embrace with a look of embarrassment.

      “What’s wrong?” Byron asked, looking from me to Nicole.

      “Maybe bringing him back here was a bad idea,” Nicole said.  At this, Byron shoved his cock back in his pants and fastened his jeans.  Still, I couldn’t help but notice how aroused Nicole had gotten while I watched.  I also couldn’t believe how aroused I’d gotten.

      I walked toward Nicole and touched her shoulder, but it felt like something had changed between us.  I was touching flushed skin, and when she lifted her eyes to me, a lump formed in my throat.

      “I don’t think it was a bad idea,” I told her.

      Her eyes were hard on mine as she tried to decipher if I was lying or not.  I knew I had to prove to her that I was serious, but this was new territory for me.  So I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers and kept them there until I heard her moan.

      “Woah,” said Byron.  “Hot.”

      I broke our kiss and Nicole flashed a small smile.  “If you’re sure about this,” she said.

      “I am,” I said.  “I didn’t think I wanted this, but I’ve changed my mind.”

      Her smile grew wider and she looked at Byron.  Byron moved to the living room, sat down on the sofa and spread his legs.  Nicole followed him and knelt in front of him, placing her hands on his thighs.  She looked up at him and he looked down at her.  They were locked in a gaze that excluded me and made me feel like an outsider, but feeling on the outside also made me feel safe.  I slipped my hand between my thighs and inched it upward until my fingers brushed against wet cotton.  They didn’t even notice – they were so lost in each other.

      Nicole pulled his cock free from his pants, gripped the base of it in her hand and angled it toward her mouth.

      She looked nervous, then parted her lips and wrapped them around his bulbous head.  She stretched her tongue out along the underside of his veiny shaft.  His cock was thick as it stretched her mouth and pushed against her throat.  She moved her mouth over it again and again, seemingly loving the feeling of his strong cock against her tongue.

      I slipped my fingers inside my panties and touched them to wet flesh.  A spark of electricity surged through me.

      Byron placed a palm on the back of Nicole’s head and said, “There you go.  Just like that.  Take it all in.”

      Nicole did as she was told.  She sucked in her cheeks and drew him back along her tongue.  I moved toward them and knelt beside her, my hand slipping between her legs.  Her panties were dripping wet, and I played with her clit through the wet cotton.

      Nicole moaned against Byron’s cock and that made him groan right back.  His hands held her firmly to his lap.  They were losing control.  Byron was going to come.  But Nicole stopped to take a breath.  She gasped and then took him quickly back into her mouth.  My body trembled.  My head was dizzy.  Byron let out a howl against as he shot his load.

      Nicole swallowed what she could.  She choked down every drop she could, but she was sputtering.  Her mouth was too full of cock to swallow that much cum.  It spilled down her chin and onto her shirt below.

      Byron finally pulled his cock free of her mouth and she leaned back.  I reached for the hem of Nicole’s top and began to lift it from her torso.  Once it was removed, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine.  I unfastened her bra through rapid breaths and tossed it to the side.  Her hands fumbled with my top, and then my bra.  We clawed at each other until were both completely naked.  By the time we were finished, Byron had shed his clothes too.

      A moment later, Byron’s strong hands gripped Nicole’s arms.  He pulled and lifted until she was on the sofa and then laying back against it.  He climbed over her, his cock resting against her taut belly.  I knelt beside them, eager to see him take my best friend.

      He teased her at first.  He placed his big, thick cock against her pussy and ran the shaft up and down against her clit.  She rocked her hips and moaned.  I couldn’t resist taking her breasts in my hands and leaning forward to suck each nipple in.  Her moans went a pitch higher, encouraging me to continue.

      “I want to see you fuck Nicole with your big dick,” I said to Byron.

      “Aye, aye,” he said, gripping the base of his shaft.

      To Nicole, I said, “I want you to lay there and take the pounding you deserve.  I want you to let him fuck you hard.”

      Her eyes were fiery and dark.  I slipped a hand between her legs to see if she was still wet.  When my fingers grazed her clit she arched her back and moaned.  She was more aroused than I would’ve thought.  She really did want me to see the two of them fuck.

      “On one condition,” she told me.

      “What?” I asked.

      “I get to devour your juicy little peach while he fucks me.”

      My heart skipped a beat, but I didn’t have to think twice about it.  “Deal,” I said without even needing a second to think about it.  I moved to the arm of the sofa and straddled her head, lowering myself down slowly.

      Byron angled his cock toward the entrance of Nicole’s pussy at the same time that Nicole’s tongue met my skin.  A shudder moved through me and I gripped the back of the couch for support.

      “Byron,” I told said.  “Fuck her.”

      He exhaled and spit on his cock.  He rested the tip of his massive cock at Nicole’s entrance.  “I’m doing this for you, Robin,” he said right before Nicole slid her tongue into my wet slit.

      “Don’t you lie to me,” I teased.  “You’re doing this for you.”  I rocked my hips against my best friend’s mouth and couldn’t believe how natural she felt there.  She rocked her hips against Byron and arched her back.  She was moaning wildly as Byron slipped his massive cock inside her.

      Byron slowly pushed in and I watched Nicole stretch for him.  She moaned against my pussy and that made me whimper and writhe.  She gripped my thighs to keep my pussy in place, and Byron’s massive dick pushed into her further.

      Nicole gasped against my pussy as she felt him push all the way inside her.  “Fuck,” I breathed as I watched his cock disappear inside my friend.  For the first time, I was learning that I loved watching.  I loved the feeling of competition with Nicole.  I liked seeing her win.  But most of all, I loved seeing her pussy stretch around his big, thick cock.

      Nicole brought her mouth to my pussy again and gave me the best oral I’d ever had.  Her tongue was wild as it flicked across every fold and slipped deep inside me.  I moved wildly above her as I watched Byron pull his hips back and push them forward.

      With each thrust Byron gave to Nicole, it rocked her mouth against my pussy.  It was as if the three of us were completely and totally connected.  My body was warm and euphoric.  My head was light as I lost myself in the chaos of it all.

      Byron began thrusting harder and faster which shifted our bodies back and forth across the sofa.  My pussy ached, pressure building behind my lower stomach.  I knew I would come soon.

      Nicole slipped two fingers inside my pussy while she sucked on my clit.  Byron’s cock swelled as it pushed in and out of her.  “I’m going to come,” he warned, and I was ready for it.  I was ready to make Nicole come too.

      I leaned over her body and pressed my fingers to her clit.  She let out a wild moan as Byron groaned and slammed harder into her.  I closed my eyes and felt the pleasure from both ends of my body as they met and swirled in the center.  The pressure built until it exploded as I played with Nicole’s pussy.

      Byron began to grunt and groan as he thrust and I saw his eyes roll back as he filled Nicole up with his cum.  Nicole’s thighs quivered around him and her moans told me that she had also gone over the edge.

      I climbed off of Nicole and watched the last few thrusts Byron had for her.  He slowly withdrew his cock and a stream of his cum spilled out.  I eagerly replaced his cock with my mouth and licked up every spare drop.  Nicole let out light moans of pleasure as she came down.

      We ended up a pile of bodies, strewn over the couch in disarray.  We stared up at the ceiling in silence while we processed what we’d done.

      “I want this to be a regular thing,” I said, breaking the silence.  “Watching the two of you fuck was hot.”

      I looked at Nicole who was smiling.  Then she started laughing wildly.  “I can’t believe….I mean we actually…Can you…”

      I started laughing too.  “How long have you wanted to do that?” I asked her.  “Because I think I’ve wanted to do be with you for a long time.  I just never wanted to admit it.”

      Nicole’s laughing subsided but her smile remained.  “I’ve thought about doing this every day since I first met you,” she said.  “I’ve always wanted to.  Why do you think I tried so hard to make this happen?”

      My chest ached at her words.  “I’m sorry I never realized it,” I told her.

      She shrugged.  “You were very straight.  I thought I was too.  Or at least, I told myself I still was despite wanting you.”

      Byron lifted himself up to sitting and looked down at his hard cock as it lay against his stomach.  “Guess neither of you are straight anymore.”

      Nicole leaned over and kissed me long and hard.  “I guess not,” she said.  “And that means I can have you whenever I want.”

      Byron cleared his throat.  “What about me?” he asked.

      “Well of course, you’re invited,” said Nicole with a smile.  “After all, you’re the one that brought us together.”
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      My husband, Terence, gripped the steering wheel as he squinted through the pouring rain.  “How far is this place?”

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “The navigation system says we’re almost there, but…Natalie has never picked a place this far out of town before.  I wonder if we got something wrong.”

      “How much farther until the next turn?” he asked with a groan.

      I watched the screen, flustered and embarrassed.  It felt like I’d done nothing but aggravate my husband lately.  This was supposed to be a double date with one of my closest friends – a chance to be on a date with other people and maybe have a little more fun.  It was an idea that had been recommended by our marriage counselor, but so far, it was backfiring big time.

      “Here,” I said, pointing to the street sign up ahead.  He made the turn and there it was; The Twisted Rose.

      “This doesn’t look like a restaurant,” he said, and as I looked the place over, I agreed.  There were bright, neon lights but no windows.  It reminded me more of a strip club than a place to eat.  “Are you sure you got the name right, Fiona?”

      I closed the navigation app and looked through my texts.  “Yes,” I said, showing him the message.  “The Twisted Rose, see?”

      He frowned, seemingly disappointed that I hadn’t fucked up.  “Well,” he said with a shrug, “I guess we better go inside and find them.”

      I put my phone in my purse and checked my makeup in the passenger side mirror.  My cherry lipstick was already starting to fade and my hair was flattening from the dampness of the weather.

      “You look fine,” said Terence.  I shrank down in my seat.  He wasn’t paying me a compliment so much as trying to get me to hurry.

      He took the umbrella from the backseat and opened it before stepping out of the vehicle.  Like a gentleman – more out of habit than appreciation – he walked over to my side, opened my door, and let me huddle under the umbrella with him.  As I stepped in close to him, my heart raced.  It had been months since we were this close together.  For a moment, his eyes lingered as if he was trying to process something.  Almost reluctantly, he slipped an arm around my waist and pulled me close to him.

      “Come on,” he said.  “Let’s get out of this rain.”

      We walked through the rain and up to the large metal doors at the front.  Just after opening them, there was a large man sitting between the first and second set of doors on a stool.  He raised his brow at us.  “You new here?” he asked.

      I looked from my husband to the door and then back to the man.  “Yeah?  I guess we are.”

      “Who invited you?”

      My husband closed his umbrella and sighed.  “Who invited us?  Natalie Russo, what does it matter?”

      “Don’t know a Natalie,” he said.  “You sure you got the right place?”

      “I’m sure,” I said.  I pulled my phone out to show the man Natalie’s text.  He studied it and shrugged.

      “I don’t know a Natalie, but if she knows about this place, then I guess she’s been here.  Go on in.”  He stretched his hand toward the interior doors and pulled.

      “Thanks,” Terence said with a hint of anger in his voice.  The frustration faded though once the doors were open.  Terence and I stood there, frozen, as we looked out into a large room.  On one side of the room was a bar, but the rest of the space was filled with booths of couples who were doing everything from making out to fucking in plain sight.

      Not wanting to admit to the doorman that we had the wrong place, we stepped forward.  Terence’s hand found my lower back and I nearly jumped.  “What the hell is this place?” he whispered.

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “Maybe we should go back to the car.”

      “No way,” he said.  “It’s pouring out there.  I say we at least wait out the storm.  This place is entertaining at least.”

      “Is that what you want to call it?”  My eyes landed on a topless woman who was riding a guy underneath her.  Her moans were loud, but they blended in with the other moans and groans coming from neighboring couples.  My cheeks burned when she met my gaze.  She winked at me and smiled, but I turned my head.  I’d never been to a place like this before.

      “Come on,” said Terence.  “Let’s grab a drink.”

      He led me to the bar where we found a few open seats.  He ordered us two drinks and I hunched over the bar, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone.  Terence, on the other hand, was looking around the room with piqued curiosity.  “Look how free they all look,” he said.

      Our drinks came and I stirred the straw in mine.  “Is that what you want?” I asked.  “To be free?  Maybe free of me?”

      He sighed.  “That’s not what I meant,” he said.

      “Then what do you mean?”

      “Just…forget it,” he said.  “Have you tried reaching Natalie?  She’s not in here, I’m guessing.”

      I dialed her number and put the phone to my ear.  “Fiona?  Where are you guys?”

      “Um, we’re here…I think.  We may have the wrong place.  You told me the Twisted Rose, right?”

      “The Twisted Rose?  No…it’s Twisted Root.  What’s The Twisted Rose?”

      I shook my head.  I couldn’t believe it.  “Your text said Twisted Rose.”

      “Oh,” she said.  “Must’ve been a typo.  Stupid autocorrect.  Well, how far are you?  Can you still make it here?”

      “I don’t know,” I said.  “We’re pretty far out of town and it’s raining pretty hard.”

      “Shoot, Fiona.  I’m sorry.  Maybe next weekend?”

      “Yeah,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.  I turned to Terence.  “You were right.  We’re at the wrong place.”

      Terence was already staring at some of the couples and half naked women walking around the club.  “Well, we can’t go back now,” he said.  “We’ll have to wait out the storm.”

      “Is that the only reason you want to stay?” I asked.

      He brought his dazed eyes toward me slowly.  “Huh?  What do you mean?”

      “Come on, Terence.  Look at you.  You’re practically drooling.”

      “I’m fascinated, that’s all.”

      “That is not the look of mere fascination.  You’re into this whole…scene.”

      He shrugged.  “So what?  Haven’t you ever considered trying something new?”

      “This isn’t trying something new,” I argued.  “It’s trying someone new.”  As the words left my mouth, I felt a tingle between my legs.  The thought of either of us sleeping with another person was such a forbidden thought that it seemed dirty.

      “Are you…blushing?” teased Terence.

      “What?  No.”

      He leaned into me with a smirk.  “Come on,” he said.  “Admit it.  You find it exciting.”

      I had just opened my mouth to protest when a woman approached us.  “Excuse me,” she said, gaining our attention.  Her figure was lean and bound in a tight, black dress.  Her amber locks fell over her shoulders and framed her ample breasts.  Her figure and coloring was every man’s dream, but that’s not what struck me about her.  It was her dazzling green eyes and the way she smiled at us.  It gave me butterflies.  “I couldn’t help but notice the two of you.  Are you new here?”

      Terence’s jaw was practically on the floor.  He nodded silently.

      The girl smiled.  “My name is Ivy,” she said.  When she realized my husband wasn’t going to respond, she flicked her gaze to me.

      “I’m Fiona,” I said.  “This is my husband, Terence.”

      “Nice to meet you, Fiona.  Have either of you been to a club like this before?”

      “No,” said Terence.  I shook my head.

      “We’re not actually supposed to be here,” I said.  Terence gave me a glare.  “Well we’re not.”

      Ivy smiled.  “Then where are you supposed to be?”

      I met her gaze and tried to explain.  “We were meeting a friend,” I said with a laugh.  “It’s actually a funny story.  You see, she texted us the name of the restaurant, but it was a typo that led us here.”  I continued, but I saw amusement in Ivy’s eyes.  She was only half listening.  It was clear her attention was fixed on something else.

      “It sounds like fate to me,” she said.  “Maybe there is a reason you’re here.”

      “Maybe,” said Terrence.

      I frowned.  “The reason is just a mistake,” I said.

      Ivy, still amused, said, “Then why haven’t you two left yet?  If you didn’t want to stay, no one is making you…”  Her eyes connected with me in a way that made my body shiver.  I felt my nipples harden underneath my bra and an ache was building between my legs.  I shook off the physical reaction.  It was meaningless, probably due to the air conditioning or something.

      “Because of the storm,” I said.  “We don’t want to drive in it.”

      Ivy winked at me and smiled.  “Well,” she said.  “If you’re looking for shelter, I know of a great room we could go to.”

      “A room?” asked Terence, his eyes alight with curiosity.

      “We’re not going to any room,” I said.  I turned to Ivy.  “If you don’t mind, we’re just going to finish up our drinks here and then be on our way.”

      “Alright,” she said.  “If you’re sure.”

      Terence glanced at me with pleading eyes, but I ignored him.  “We’re sure,” I said.

      “That’s a shame,” she said, her eyes traveling the length of my body.  “Both of you look absolutely delicious.”  She finally turned and walked off, and I turned a shaky body back toward the bar.

      “Admit it,” said Terence.  “You liked her.”

      “I won’t admit it because it isn’t true,” I said.

      Terence scoffed.  “So you didn’t picture her naked even once?”

      “No,” I said in a stern voice, turning toward him.  “Did you?”

      He shrugged.  “Not if it’s going to get me in trouble,” he said.  I groaned and pushed myself up from the barstool.  “Hey, where are you going?”

      “I’m going to find the ladies’ room.”  I didn’t really have to go, but I needed a break from Terence and his prying questions.  My thoughts were swirling into such a thick cloud of smoke that I couldn’t tell how I felt about anything.  I needed a moment to disconnect and get my bearings.

      I ended up down a long, dark hallway in search of the bathroom, but all I found was a crowd of people.  I joined them, curious about what they were watching.  In front of them was a large pane of glass and they were fixated on what was on the other side.  I looked through the glass and felt my whole body tremble.  A naked woman was on her hands on knees while a naked man fucked her from behind.  In the corner of their little room stood a woman who was made to watch.

      My hands quivered and my heart raced.  The woman in the corner was naked and rubbing her pussy while she watched.  The woman on her hands and knees kept telling her how much better she was than her for her husband.  The woman in the corner nodded in agreement while she watched them fuck.

      I took a few steps back and bumped into someone.  I turned, only to see Ivy standing there.  “It’s sexy, isn’t it?” she asked me.  “And yet, so freeing to give up your man like that.”

      “I wouldn’t know,” I said, trying to find my way out of there, but her hand caught mine, sending a surge of electricity through me.

      “Tonight could be your chance to find out,” she said.

      I tugged my hand from hers and returned the way I came.  I couldn’t find a bathroom anywhere.  When I exited the hallway, I glanced at the bar only to find it empty.  Where did he go? I wondered.  I searched the vast room and let my eyes linger on some of the couples fucking.  My panties were wet, despite how unsettled it made me.  My skin was flushed with heat and I felt like the smallest breath would knock me over.

      Get a grip, Fiona.

      I was losing my footing.  The naked bodies and the moans and the sexy girls were driving me crazy.  By the time I found Terence, I felt like I was about to explode.

      He was sitting in a lounge chair watching a couple fuck across from him.  The woman was riding her man with her top off but her skirt still wrapped around her waist.  I marched up to him and grabbed his hand.  “Come on,” I said.

      He stood and said, “Where are we going?”

      “We have to find a room,” I said.  “I can’t take this anymore.”

      I pulled him down a different hallway and searched for the nearest door.  I pushed it open and was relieved to find it empty.  I pulled Terence inside, pushed him up against the wall and planted a hard kiss on his lips while I unfastened his belt and pants.

      His hands gripped mine.  “What are you doing?” he asked.  “You really want to fuck?  Right here?”

      “Isn’t that what you wanted?” I asked him.

      “Well, yeah,” he said.  “But I thought you didn’t.”

      “I changed my mind.”  I slipped my hand inside his briefs and felt his half-hard cock.  Just as my fingers wrapped around his shaft, the door opened and none other than Ivy popped in.

      “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said.  Her eyes met my husband’s and I felt his cock harden in my hand.

      My chest tightened when I realized what he really wanted was her.  I couldn’t believe the words had left my mouth when I told her not to leave.

      “What?” asked Terence.

      “Are you sure?” she asked.

      I pulled my hand free from his briefs and swallowed the lump in my throat.  “I’m sure.  I want you to fuck my husband.”  Terence and Ivy exchanged glances as if they didn’t trust what I was saying.  “I mean it,” I added.  “I’ve had enough of the games.  He wants you, and I want to make him happy.”

      Ivy walked toward me and touched my shoulders.  “I’ll fuck your husband,” she said.  “But I want you to know that I’m only doing it to make you happy.  You’ll enjoy it, I promise.  It will liberate you.”

      I wasn’t sure about that, but I needed something to happen to soon before I completely lost it.  My body was on fire waiting for some kind of sexual relief.

      Ivy walked toward my husband.  She kissed him right in front of me.  He leaned up against the wall opposite a bed.  She had Terence’s back to the wall while she kissed his cheeks and neck.

                  My body was feverish and I felt light headed.  I was really doing this. I was really going through with the whole thing.  I knew it was too late to stop now.  There was no turning back.

      Terence began to undress Ivy and I swallowed the lump in my throat.  I noticed her pink lacy bra and wanted this to continue more than anything.  But Terence stopped.  He glanced at me over Ivy’s topless shoulder.

      “Fiona…are you sure about this?”

                  “I know you want her,” I told him.  “That’s why you didn’t want to leave.  You saw her when we first walked in.”

                  “Fuck, Fiona,” he said.  “I want you.”

                  I walked up to him.  I placed my hand on his chest.  My fingers slowly removed his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt.  I lifted my eyes to his.  “I want to see you fuck another woman.  I know that’s twisted, but it’s what I want.  And you want her, don’t you?” I asked, pointing to Ivy in a pink bra.  “Well, she wants you too.”

                  “This is crazy,” he said, but he wasn’t fighting me as hard.  I took his hand and led him to the bed.  He sat down and leaned his back against the headboard.  “Fiona, maybe you were right.  Maybe we can’t-“

                  I pressed my finger to my lips.  “Try,” I said.  “For me?”

                  He winced as he nodded.  But I could see that his cock was hard.  He wanted it, but he couldn’t bear to admit it.  That was okay.  I didn’t need him to admit that he wanted her.  I just needed to see it.  I walked up to Ivy and finally kissed her.  Her tongue swept inside my mouth and danced along with mine.  I cupped her breasts, loving the sound of her moans against my lips.  I reached behind her and unclasped her bra, sliding it from her shoulders.  I kissed my way down her neck to her breasts.  Her soft moans made me shudder as I sucked in one nipple and then the other.

      Ivy was the most tempting woman I’d ever seen, but I felt a tinge of hesitation about giving her over to my husband.  So I took my time undressing her.  I took my time while I processed the whole thing.  Her dress was bunched around her waist and I helped to slide it down her perfect hips.  Along with it, I tugged down her matching pink thong.  A gasp escaped me as my eyes caught sight of her pussy.  It was shaved and perfectly plump, but most importantly, it was dripping wet.

      I lowered to my knees to help her out of her dress and my tongue swiped across my lips.  I pressed my hand to her mound and looked up at her.  “Can I taste you?” I asked her.

      She smiled and nodded.  “Of course.”

      I tugged on the skin of her mound until her clit made an appearance.  I stretched out my tongue and pressed it between the folds of her slit.  Her moan was long and deep as I lapped up every drop of honey on her pussy.  It was so tasty, I didn’t want to stop, but Terence’s groan snapped me out of my daze.

      “Fuck, Fiona,” he said.  “That’s so hot.”

      “It’s about to get hotter,” I told him.

                    I collected myself, stood, and moved to the chair opposite the bed and watched Ivy’s naked body crawl on toward my husband.  I could see her puffy little peach through her slender legs as she bent over.  She unfastened Terence’s pants and pulled out his cock.  Terence’s eyes fixed on me as Ivy sucked him in.  As she sank deeper over him, Terence’s eyes closed and he succumbed to the sensation of another woman’s mouth.

                  His hand found her hair and he wove his fingers into her golden strands.  He looked at her, watching her pretty little face swallow him whole.  I lifted my dress up my thighs and slid a hand between my legs.  I slid my panties to the side so that Terence could see my pussy while he got sucked off by Ivy.  He watched me touch myself to the sight of them, and I felt the heat rise within me.  The feeling of his gaze on me while her mouth was on him was almost too much to bear.  So I pulled my fingers away, afraid I might come too soon.

                  But Terence couldn’t hold back.  He gripped Ivy’s head with both hands and shot his load down her throat.  He groaned and hunched forward, over the new woman as she choked down his cum.  She pulled off of him and he kissed her hard. I wanted a taste.  So I moved to the bed, sat down, and leaned into them.  Ivy turned to me and kissed me, sweeping her cum covered tongue inside my mouth.  I sucked on it until every drop was gone.

                  I reached for my husband’s cock and stroked it until it was hard again.  “I want you to fuck her,” I told him.

                  “Fiona-“ he said, concerned by my request.  But he didn’t fight Ivy when she straddled his lap.  He didn’t fight me when I angled his cock toward her dripping wet pussy.  And he didn’t stop her from lowering her hips over him until his cock disappeared fully inside of her.

                  He groaned and I felt hotter than ever.  I lay beside Terence, watching Ivy’s gorgeous body lift up and down while she rode my husband’s cock.  Terence turned to me and kissed me, groaning as she rode him harder and faster.  His hands gripped her hips and he winced as if he was trying not to cum again already.

                  I sat up and cupped her breasts.  I leaned forward and sucked on her nipples while she rode him.  I moved one hand to her pussy and played with her clit, my thumb circling her clit until she was begging for more.  And then she came.  Her body quivered above my husband with his thick cock inside of her.  It filled me with pride to see her cum.  To know that the two of us had given her that.

                  Then, something switched with Terence.  He’d given in.  He was no longer hesitant.  He laid her on her back and climbed over her, sinking in deep.  He lifted her wrists above her head and started pounding her fast and hard.  She moaned with each thrust, and my body was on fire watching them.  Watching his long cock slide in and out of another woman’s pussy.

                  I lay beside her on my back while I played with my clit.  Terence reached for the top of my dress and pulled it down until my breasts were exposed.  He massaged them while he fucked Ivy.

      He pulled back and flipped Ivy on her stomach.  He moved behind her and slipped into her pussy again.  Her eyes rolled back and she clutched the sheets.  Then she leaned over my lap, and I spread my legs wide for her, eager for her lips and tongue.  She slipped her tongue inside me, dragging it up slowly to my clit and sucking hard on my puffy lips.  I slid my fingers into her hair and watched Terence pound her from behind.  He showed no mercy.  He had completely lost himself to the feeling of Ivy’s pussy wrapped tightly around his cock.  And I fucking loved it.  I loved seeing them lose themselves like that.  And as Ivy’s fingers joined her tongue, I started to lose myself too.

                  I rocked my hips back and forth against her mouth while Terence groaned and grunted.  He gripped her ass and slammed into hard until he couldn’t hold back.  He hunched forward, his brows furrowed.  He came deep inside her, filling her with his cum.

                  And that’s what did me in.  My body shook from the jolts of electricity that spread through me.  Like a rolling thunderstorm, I came against Ivy’s mouth.  She never stopped.  She never slowed.  Not until I was out of breath and coming down.

                  The three of us lay there, catching our breath and staring at each other in silence.  As I looked at Ivy and looked at Terence, I wondered what they were thinking. What they were feeling.  They were probably wondering what I was feeling too.

      “Does that mean you two want to become regular members?” Ivy asked with a smug grin.

      Terence and I exchanged glances and I couldn’t help but laugh.  I felt closer to Terence than ever, and I felt happier as a result.  “I think we have to,” I said.  My heart fluttered when Terence smiled.

      “Is that so?” he asked.

      “Well, don’t we?  To save our marriage?”

      “We fuck other people to save the marriage?” he teased.  He climbed toward me and kissed me long and deep.

      “Yes,” I said when he finally broke our kiss.  I glanced at Ivy who was beaming with pride at her accomplishment with us.  “I think this is exactly what we need.”
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      The waiting area was unnervingly empty for a Friday afternoon.  My hands were shaking in my lap until my husband reached for them.  “We don’t have to stay if you’re uncomfortable,” he said.

      “No, no,” I said, faking a smile.  “I’m fine, really.  I want to do this.  I want to figure out what’s wrong.  I just hope it’s not me.”

      Chris laughed.  “Yeah, well, I hope it’s not me either.”

      “I’m serious,” I said, studying his devilish good looks.  “You have so much to give.  You’re handsome, you have a good job.  You’re funny.  I need this to be something I can give you.”

      “You’re too hard on yourself,” he said, gripping my hands tighter.  “I love you just the way you are.  Whether or not we can conceive, I will always love you.”

      “Then why haven’t we…you know?  It’s been months.”

      His dark hair fell over his eyes as he gazed downward.  “Because we’ve been trying too hard, Rachel.  I guess I got kind of burned out.  We lost the fun, you know?”

      I knew he was right.  I’d pushed and pushed, trying to prove that we could conceive.  Sex had become a chore and all the magic of it had disappeared.  I thought backward, trying to chase the source of my newfound desperation to conceive and remembered my friend Sally.  Sally had just had twins and was making a huge deal about how ‘time was running out’ for me.

      Maybe it was already too late.  Maybe time had already run out.

      “I’m sorry,” I said.  “I don’t know what’s wrong with me lately.”

      Chris smiled and pushed a loose strand of hair from my face.  “You’re stressed out,” he said.  “You’re putting pressure on yourself – on us.  When you learn to relax, everything will come more easily.  That’s part of why we’re here.  To ease your mind.  I’m sure there’s nothing wrong and we’ll find that out.”

      I smiled, genuinely this time.  “Maybe you’re right,” I said, taking a deep breath.  “Who am I kidding?  You’re always right.”

      Chris flashed a proud smile and a moment later, our names were called.  “That’s us,” he said, standing.  “You ready?”

      “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said.

      We followed the nurse to a back office where she went over our paperwork.  “Dr. Abbott will be in here shortly to discuss your tests and options.”

      We thanked her and waited for the doctor to arrive.  “Don’t you think it’s weird how empty this place is?” I asked.  “It makes me feel like we’re the only couple in the metroplex that can’t conceive.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” he said.  “It’s a Friday afternoon on a holiday weekend.  That’s all.”

      “I hope you’re right,” I said.  “This was the only doctor covered by our insurance.  I hope she knows what she’s doing.”

      I looked around the doctor’s office and then back at Chris.  He was on his phone scrolling through a review site.  “She has amazing reviews,” he said, showing me his screen.  “There’s almost too many good reviews.  You don’t suppose they’re fake, do you?”

      I looked through some of them.  Dr. Abbott completely changed my life, read one.  I feel like a new woman, read another.  Dr. Abbott is unconventional, but she really knows her stuff.

      “I’m going to see if there are any bad reviews,” I said.

      “Don’t torture yourself.”  Chris reached for his phone but I pulled it away.  I sorted by one star reviews and only one popped up.  Avoid like the plague.  This doctor will try to seduce your husband right in front of you.  She’s a quack and should lose her practice.

      My heart raced.  Certainly that was just someone overreacting, right?  I couldn’t think of a more unprofessional thing to do than for a doctor to seduce a patient.  Before I could bring the issue up to Chris, the door swung open and Dr. Abbott walked in.

      She was tall and beautiful.  Her reddish brown hair fell in Hollywood waves around her shoulders.  She wore black framed glasses on her tiny little nose and her white lab coat cinched around her tiny waist.  My mouth went dry.  She was gorgeous, and now I was worried about her wanting to seduce my husband.

      “I’m Michelle Abbott,” she said.  “It’s so nice to meet you.  Now, why don’t you tell me about the problems you’ve been experiencing and then we can go over some options with you.”

      We explained everything to her – not that there was much to explain.  We’d been fucking like crazy with no results.  Dr. Abbott listened and nodded her head.  “Well I’d like to run a few tests on each of you to see if there’s a problem going on there.  Is that okay with you?”  She asked the question more to my husband than me.  I slouched in response, feeling almost invisible.

      Chris looked from her to me and said, “Yes, absolutely.  That’s exactly what we came here for.”

      Dr. Abbott smiled and clutched her clipboard to her full chest.  “Good,” she said.  “So, from you, Christopher, I’m going to need a semen sample.”  She picked up a cup from the counter and handed it to him.  Down the hall, to your right you’ll find a bathroom that should have some, helpful literature, should you need it.”

      My cheeks warmed at the thought of him jacking off while looking at other women.  I knew it was probably something he already did from time to time, but it wasn’t an image I usually acknowledged.

      “While he’s doing that,” she said, “I’m going to give you a blood test and a pelvic exam.”  Chris turned toward me, gave me a kiss on the forehead, and then left for the bathroom.  Dr. Abbott took notice.  “Isn’t that sweet of him?” she asked.  “Now, I’ll give you a moment to change into your gown and then I’ll return to give you your exam.”

      Once Dr. Abbott left, I felt a strange sort of emptiness as I stripped naked in the room alone.  This trip wasn’t going how I’d planned it, but at the same time, I couldn’t put my finger on what was wrong.  That review is just getting to you, Rachel.  Everything has been normal so far.  Quit letting your anxiety get the best of you.

      A moment later, Dr. Abbott returned and I lay back on the exam table.  She pulled the ultrasound equipment closer and began the exam.

      “First, I’ll do the pelvic exam,” she said.  I watched with baited breath as she placed a glove on her hand and then lubricated it.  “Spread your legs, please.”

      I tried not to make eye contact with her as I spread my legs.  This wasn’t my first exam, but for some reason I was nervous.  Dr. Abbott made me nervous.  She rolled forward on her chair and stared between my legs for what felt like a small eternity.  She inhaled sharply and then slipped a finger inside me.

      I blushed at the moan that escaped me.  “Sorry,” I said, feeling the heat of my embarrassment spread through me.

      “It’s perfectly alright,” she said with a smile that made my knees shake.  She slipped a second finger inside me and placed her other hand on my lower abdomen.

      I tried my best not to moan, but her knuckle brushed against my clit.  “Sorry,” I said again.  “I’m not usually like this.”

      Dr. Abbott stared at me over the top of her glasses.  “I don’t mind, Rachel.  It’s natural for it to feel good.”

      The way she said that only turned me on more.  She turned her gaze to the side and continued to finger me while pressing on my stomach.  I instinctively shifted my hips forward and spread my legs wider.  Her knuckle accidentally brushed against my clit again and a small explosion swept through my body.  I was coming, and I couldn’t stop myself – no matter how embarrassing it was.

      I gripped the edge of the medical table and tried to control my quivering legs.  Dr. Abbott, noticing the state of me, kept her fingers inside.  She rotated her knuckle over my clit until I had completely come down.  But I couldn’t look her in the eye.  Not after that.

      She removed her fingers and discarded the gloves.  “I’m afraid I have some bad news,” she said.

      I struggled to meet her gaze.  “What is it?”

      “I’m afraid you won’t be able to conceive.  If you do, it’s very unlikely you’ll carry to term.”

      My lower lip trembled.  “What about the ultrasound?” I asked.  “Shouldn’t we still do one?”

      “I can if you’d like,” she said.  “But it’ll cost more and it won’t change the results.  I’m sorry.”

      “So that’s it?  I’m completely useless, then?”

      She frowned and touched my thigh with tenderness.  She opened her mouth to speak, but the words didn’t make it past her lips before the door opened.

      “Woah,” said Christopher, returning with his sample.  “Sorry if I interrupted something.”

      My cheeks warmed.  Normally, this would just be a typical medical procedure, but since the doctor had made me come, it felt like he’d walked in on something more intimate.  “It’s fine,” said Dr. Abbott.  “I was just giving your wife the bad news.  She won’t be able to conceive.”

      Chris frowned at me.  “Shit.  I’m sorry, baby.”  He came toward me and kissed my forehead.  “What about me?  Can you check my sample?”

      Dr. Abbott rolled backward and I closed my legs.  “Give me a few minutes.  We don’t normally check this fast, but I like you two.  I want to get you guys answers as soon as possible.”

      “Thank you,” he said.  When she left, he turned to me and stroked my cheek.  I avoided his gaze, feeling full of shame and uselessness.  “It’s okay, Rachel.  We’ll figure out something.”

      “You should just find someone who can give you what you want,” I said.  “What kind of woman am I?”

      “Oh, come on.  Your purpose in life is not to make offspring.”

      “I just feel like I can’t do anything right,” I said.  “I can’t even get a pelvic exam without – ”  I met Christopher’s gaze finally as I held onto my last words.  I couldn’t admit to him what had happened.

      “Without what?” he asked, intrigued.

      “Nothing,” I said.

      “Oh, come on.  You have to tell me now.  What did you like…orgasm or something?”  I didn’t affirm, but my cheeks must’ve been bright red because his eyes went wide.  “Oh my god…are you serious?  That’s so hot!”

      “It’s embarrassing,” I said.  “It wasn’t hot at all.”  Even as the words left my lips, I knew they were a lie.  I’d wanted nothing more than for Dr. Abbott to say that she wanted me and that she’d made me come on purpose.  Instead, she’d been perfectly professional.

      Not long later, the door swung open and Dr. Abbott returned.  “Good news,” she said.  “Chris has excellent sperm.  We can find you a surrogate if you’d like.  Or there are always other options.”

      I frowned.  Of course Christopher was fine.  He was fine and I was broken.  “A…a surrogate?” I asked.  I tried to focus on the conversation, and not on Dr. Abbott’s curves.

      “Yes,” she said.  “Are you interested in a surrogate?”

      Chris answered before I could.  “I’m sure it’s something we’ll have to think over,” he said.

      “Of course,” said the doctor.  Her voice was divine.  Smooth as silk and so were her legs.  “I should warn you,” she added.  “That I’m also an available surrogate.”

      Chris laughed and then stopped when he realized no one else was laughing.  “Wait, what?”

      “I want you,” I said without thinking.  Deep down, it was true.  Dr. Abbott had everything I didn’t.  She’d only amplify my husband’s genes instead of dampen them.  Dr. Abbott smiled as if she knew I’d say that.  “I mean – I don’t know.  Maybe Chris is right.  Maybe we should think this over.”

      “Rachel, I think it would be best,” he said.  “You don’t really want the doctor to be our surrogate, do you?”

      “I have another warning,” she said.  “If you do decide to go with me, I like to pursue more natural routes.”

      “Natural is good,” I said with a smile.  “I don’t like anything too artificial.”

      Chris groaned.  “Medical science isn’t unnatural,” he said.  “What are these supposed natural routes, anyway?”

      Dr. Abbott was already moving toward him, wrapping her slender arms around his neck.  “I would take you right here, in this office,” she said – all manner of professionalism gone from her tone.  “I would fuck you until I conceive in the ways that your wife can’t.”

      My stomach twisted into knots at her words.  They were true, and yet they stung.  Despite the pain I felt from my failures, it excited me to see her that close to my husband.  It shouldn’t have excited me that much, but it did.

      “This is crazy,” he said, but I noticed him instinctively grip her waist.  He didn’t pull away, either, as her lips crashed into his.  It hit me in my gut.  A wife wasn’t supposed to see her husband kiss another woman.  Watching them definitely wasn’t supposed to make my pussy soaking wet.

      But there I was, watching their tongues tangle and dance.  Watching his bulge grow and feeling my thighs getting wetter by the second.

      Dr. Abbott pulled away and headed in my direction.  She didn’t stop until she stood inches from me, sliding her hands into mine.  “Did that make you wet?” she whispered in my ear.  Before I could respond, she had a hand between my thighs, sliding upward.  “Mmm, it did.  Then I’ll continue.”  The medical gown gave her all too easy access.

      Before she pulled away, her lips pressed hard into mine.  Her tongue forced its way inside.  I’d never kissed a girl before, but it was heady and light.  I dissolved into our kiss as her tongue probed my mouth.

      Her hands slowly slid up to my waist while she gazed at me.  She seemed to be sizing me up, waiting for a reaction.  I didn’t give her one.  I was immobilized by her touch.  Her fingers found my breasts, cupping them.  Chris stood dumbfounded in the center of the room, palming his newly formed bulge.

      “Your breasts are so nice,” she said.  “Mind if I taste them?”

      “Fuck,” Chris said, pulling his cock free.  “This isn’t part of the treatment, is it?”

      She turned over her shoulder, a look in her eyes of a seductress rather than a doctor.  “It most certainly is,” she said.  “I like to make sure the wife is very comfortable with the procedure before we continue.  You don’t want to scar her for life, do you?”

      He shook his head, unable to keep from stroking his cock even while he asked his questions.

      Dr. Abbott slid the gown from my body until my breasts were exposed.  She leaned down and swiped her tongue along my hardened nipple, making me moan with pleasure.  My legs were clammy and shaky as she wrapped her lips around my pink nipple and teased me.

      “Oh,” I moaned, sliding my fingers through her soft hair.  She pulled her face up to mine and kissed me again, leaving my nipples to harden more in the cold air.

      “I’m glad you picked me,” she said.  “Now I’m going to take your husband until he can’t think straight.”

      My mouth went dry and I nodded.  Somehow, I knew this was more than just a procedure.  This felt territorial.  This felt like something different altogether.  It was as if she wanted to steal my husband from me.  It was as if she got off on knowing she could get pregnant when I couldn’t.

      I felt dizzy all of a sudden, and dropped into a small metal chair in the corner to watch them.  I shifted in my seat from the tingle between my legs.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before I was touching myself to the sight of them.

      Dr. Abbott strutted over to Chris, dropping to her knees before him.  “Give me that big cock,” she commanded.  He dropped his hands to his side and she took control.  She wrapped her slender hand around his thick shaft and opened her mouth wide.  Her tongue unfurled and slid along the underside of his shaft.

      My legs quivered.  I dipped my fingers between my legs.  My clit sparked at the hint of my fingertips, so I grazed it lightly.  I didn’t want to come too soon.  I didn’t want to come before they did.

      Dr. Abbott wrapped her lips around my husband’s cockhead and sucked her cheeks in, drawing him deeper inside.  I lightly circled my clit, still in disbelief that this was happening.  It was hotter than I’d even imagined, but it felt wrong. I knew I should be putting a stop to this before it progressed, but I couldn’t.  I was lost to the euphoria of seeing my husband with another woman – and the doctor no less.

      She moved her head back and forth until Chris gripped her hair.  He guided her and slammed his hips in and out of her.  His lips were an O and his eyebrows furrowed.  He was lost to the moment, to the sensation, to the dirty filth of the doctor’s mouth.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, flashing his eyes to me for a second.  His expression never relaxed.  He was trying hard not to blow.  But he couldn’t hold back much longer.

      Dr. Abbott reached for his balls and massaged them, bringing him over the edge.  His abs clenched and he rocked against her faster.  She gagged and sputtered.  She was much dirtier than I was.  I wondered if he’d still enjoy being with me after having someone like her.  Someone dirty like her.  Someone as hot and successful and as able to conceive as she was.

      Despite my torn emotions, my fingers went to work circling my clit.  My husband groaned and hunched over Dr. Abbott with a fist full of her hair.  He shot his load into her throat and she struggled to swallow it, leaving a few trails to drip down her chin.  It was so hot I almost came, but I pulled my fingers back to keep under control.

      She pulled back and looked me straight in the eye.  She curled her finger and motioned for me to join her, but I wasn’t sure I could move.  My legs were jelly and my stomach tangled in knots.  I slowly rose to my feet – my body naked and free – and made my way toward her.

      I dropped to my knees and she kissed me, letting me taste Chris’s cum on her tongue.  I probed her mouth, enjoying every drop of what she took.  As we kissed, she took off her lab coat and removed her top and bra until her breasts were exposed.

      I’d never had the urge to touch a woman before, but there was something about Dr. Abbott that made me want to.  I slowly lifted my hands to her breasts and she let me cup them.  Her nipples hardened against my palms, sending a warm shiver through my body.  I lowered my mouth to one of her breasts and sucked on her nipple.  She slid her fingers into my hair and said, “Good girl.”

      My pussy ached to be touched.  My clit sparked from the slightest bit of attention.  I thought I might come right there just by being called a good girl.  I wanted so badly to be her good girl.

      “Would you like to taste my pussy?” she asked with those sparkling eyes.  I choked on my response, glancing up at Chris who was stroking his dick again.

      “Do it,” he commanded, taking me by surprise.

      “I want to, yes,” I told Dr. Abbott.  I was searching to be called a good girl again, but she didn’t say so yet.  Instead, she stood and removed her skirt and panties, revealing a shaved pussy that was dripping wet.

      She leaned back on the medical table and spread her thighs apart.  I stood to approach her as my husband watched us from the sidelines.  Her pussy was puffy and soft.  I ran my fingers across the swollen flesh and my eyelids fell.  I soaked in the feeling of her wet lips, eager for my mouth and touch.  I slid a hooked finger inside her and delighted at the sound of her soft moan.

      I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to her pussy.  She groaned, weaving her fingers in my hair and holding me close.  I slid my tongue up and down her slit, circling her clit until her hips were bucking wild.  “That’s my good girl,” she moaned, only coaxing me to continue.

      I sucked on her clit until she writhed on the table.  Chris stroked his cock slowly beside us.  I ran a hand up to Dr. Abbott’s breasts and tugged on her nipples while I licked and sucked her hard.  She shook and moaned louder and louder.  “I’m going to come,” she warned as I plunged my tongue deep inside her.

      Her pussy clenched and throbbed against my tongue as moan after moan escaped her.  By the time I pulled my mouth away, I was more than eager to see Chris taking that very same pussy.

      Chris quickly took my place between her thighs.  He eagerly positioned his cockhead against her glistening wet slit.  “Fuck,” he groaned as he slid it in slowly.  She looked tight – much tighter than I was.  She clenched his thick shaft and moaned as he entered.

      “Your husband is so fucking big,” she moaned.  “I don’t know if I can take him.”

      “You can,” I told her, stroking a hand down the side of her face while my other hand strummed my clit.

      Dr. Abbott squeezed the hand by her face as Chris buried himself deep inside her.  It was the strangest sensation to give my husband to another woman.  I should never have seen his cock slide into someone else’s pussy, but it ignited a fire in me that I didn’t know was there.  I felt alive.  I felt free.

      My clit sparked and begged for release.  My pussy ached and dripped with desire.

      “Take her hard,” I moaned with a ferocity I didn’t know I had.  He nodded with his furrowed brows and leaned his hands on either side of Dr. Abbott’s hips.

      Chris began thrusting into her.  Dr. Abbott’s expression slipped between pain and euphoria.  He was dominating her like she’d never been dominated.  Something told me, this wasn’t exactly how she’d expected it to go.  Something told me that she was used to being the one in the dominating position.  I circled my clit and dipped my fingers into my soaking wet pussy while I watched.

      His cock slid in and out.  His balls swung proudly as he claimed her.  He leaned down and sucked on her nipples, encouraging her to arch her back and cry out.  His hips slammed against hers over and over again.

      Then, in one swift motion, he flipped her onto her belly and began thrusting from behind.  Her ass was perfect and round as he gripped it in his fists.  He slammed into her until she couldn’t take it anymore.  Her fingers moved between her legs and circled her clit while he claimed her hard.

      I felt breathless watching them.  My fingers ached and my pussy was on the verge of coming.  Chris groaned in such a way that I knew he was about to come too.  I focused on his cock disappearing inside of her.  I focused on her moans – moans I was never meant to hear.  I focused on the guilt of sharing my husband with another woman, and then…it happened.  My body quivered as the heat swelled within me.  My head was light and airy as my body buzzed with the euphoria of my climax.

      “Fuck,” groaned Chris as he emptied his load in Dr. Abbott for a second time.  Her fingers moved wildly over her clit as she panted in rhythm to his thrusts.  They came in unison, her moans mixing perfectly with his.  And when Chris pulled back, his cum dripped out of Dr. Abbott’s pussy toward the floor.

      “Sorry for the mess,” she said once she flipped over and caught her breath.

      “Normally, I wouldn’t mind,” she said.  “But that’s wasted potential right there.  We’ll have to work on keeping as much of your cum inside me as possible.”

      I glanced at Chris and smiled.  “I guess we’ll just have to do this over and over until we get it right, then, won’t we?”

      “I guess so,” he said.

      “In that case,” said Dr. Abbott.  She slid off the exam table and picked up her clipboard.  “How about next week?”

      Christopher’s playful gaze met mine.  “How about tomorrow?” he said.

      Dr. Abbott blushed.  “Okay,” she said, glancing between us.  “Tomorrow it is.”
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      I put the pillow over my head to try and block out the sounds of her moans, but it didn’t help.  God, what is she, some kind of porn star? I wondered.  I stared up at my blank ceiling while my apartment wall shook and rattled.  No way is he fucking her that good.  She’s faking it.

      I rolled onto my side and tucked my knees into my chest.  I tried not to think about the fact that my panties were a little wet.  Regardless of how my body was responding to my neighbor’s moaning, I was irritated.  I just wanted to get some sleep.

      This wasn’t the first time the neighbors had kept me up, or I might’ve let it slide.  No, this was the fifth night in a row.  I didn’t even see them move in.  One day their apartment was empty and the next, they were in it fucking like crazy.

      I can’t do this, I thought.  I can’t take another night of losing sleep.  I had meetings all day to prepare for and I couldn’t go into them sleep deprived.  Usually, I was a non-confrontational person.  It’s hard to be confrontational when you’re a five foot tall woman who is thin to boot.  But tonight was the night.  The lack of sleep had made the anger bubble up just enough in me that I needed to explode.

      I threw back my covers and – still in my pajamas – slipped my shoes on.  I tore open the front door and circled the outer wall to reach their front door.  I paused just outside of it.  I could hear the moaning from both ends of their apartment.  Only this time, I could hear him better too.

      “Oh fuck yeah,” he groaned.  “Yeah, you like it when I fuck that little pussy of yours, don’t you?”

      My heart fluttered and my cheeks burned with embarrassment.  Was I really about to interrupt them?  I glanced at my phone.  4 a.m.  I had to be up in two hours for work.  I exhaled long and slow and brought my knuckles to the door.

      The first knock stopped the moans, but no one answered.  I knocked again.  I heard whispers of arguments and shuffling feet.  “Hello?” I said.  “It’s 4 in the morning.  Could you guys keep it down?”

      The door unlocked and I took a step back.  Please tell me they’re not about to retaliate.  The door opened a crack and I saw a pair of dark, feminine eyes.  “I’m so sorry,” she said.  “I wasn’t aware anyone could hear us.”

      “Every night for the past five nights,” I said.  “I have meetings all day tomorrow and I’m starting to lose it.”

      “Of course,” she said, her face barely visible in the dark.  “We’ll keep it down.  Have a good night.”

      “Yeah, you too,” I said.  I turned and headed back to my apartment, regretting that I hadn’t confronted them earlier in the night.  I climbed back into bed and tried to sleep the last two hours of the night, but sleep never came.  Instead, I spent the last two hours of the night unnerved by the silence, but I wasn’t sure why.

      

      I came home from work the next day a tired, sluggish mess, but I was proud of myself for getting through every meeting.  I drank an unhealthy amount of coffee to do it, but still, I was glad I’d made it through the day.

      I threw myself on the sofa immediately after coming home and looked forward to the upcoming weekend.  Maybe now the neighbors will be quiet and I can catch up on some much needed sleep.  I had just turned on the television and popped open a beer when there was a knock on my door.  I hesitated because I wasn’t expecting anyone.

      “Miss?” called a girly voice.  “It’s your neighbor.  From the other night?”

      I rolled my eyes.  What does she want?  I pulled myself off the sofa and trudged to the door.  When I looked through the peephole, my stomach sank.  She looked about my age and she was gorgeous.  It made me wonder how gorgeous her man must be too.

      I pulled the door open, feeling like a bum next to her in my sweatpants.  “What’s up?” I said.

      She reached out her hand.  “My name is Natalie,” she said.  “My boyfriend’s name is Justin.”

      I reluctantly took her hand.  “Shannon,” I said.

      We shook and then her hand dropped to her side.  “Well, I just wanted to come and formally apologize.  I really had no idea anyone could hear us.”  She tucked a strand of her dark hair behind one ear.  “I feel so embarrassed.”

      I shrugged while I studied her with a sweeping gaze.  She was dressed casually and yet her outfit seemed to fit every curve perfectly as if she was some kind of model.  “Don’t be embarrassed,” I said.  “If I had anyone to fuck me like that, I probably wouldn’t care what the neighbors thought either.”

      She blushed a little and it made me feel less insecure.  “Well, I wish you would’ve said something sooner.  It couldn’t have been easy listening to us for so many nights.”

      “I wasn’t listening to you, necessarily,” I said, hoping I hadn’t sent the wrong impression.  I don’t think I was…was I?  “It just…you know…kept me awake.  That’s all.”

      “Of course,” she said with a smile, but then she folded her arms over her full chest.  “But I mean, hearing so much moaning for so many hours…I’m surprised you didn’t come knock on our door sooner.”

      I raised my brow at her.  I was starting to wish I hadn’t opened the door.  “I’m not sure what you’re getting at,” I said.

      She laughed and shook her head.  “Forget it,” she said.  “I wasn’t getting at anything.”

      I started to crack my door.  “Well, have a good night.”

      She placed her palm on the door to keep it from closing.  She didn’t have to do that, though.  I wasn’t going to close it in her face.  “I did, though, want to invite you over tomorrow night.  My boyfriend, Justin, and I are new to the area.  We’d like to make some friends.”

      My heart raced.  I wasn’t sure I could handle seeing both of them face to face knowing how wildly they fucked each night.  “That’s okay,” I said.  “I’m not really interested.”

      “I insist,” said Natalie.  “I won’t take no for an answer.  Just a quick beer to say hello.  Then, if you want, you can leave.”

      I turned over my shoulder and stared at the beer I’d left on the coffee table.  “Sure,” I said, unsure of why I was giving in.  “A beer sounds nice.”

      “Great,” she said with an excited smile.  It made my tummy do a little flip.   Despite her irritating me over the past week, I liked seeing her happy.  She looked even more beautiful when she was happy.  “So we’ll see you around 9?”

      “Sure,” I said with a nod.  “9 it is.”

      “See you then.”

      

      I went over the next evening a nervous wreck.  Why are you doing this, Shannon?  Why are you going to hang out with the people who fuck so loud they keep you up at night?  Deep down, I knew the reason, but I didn’t want to admit it to myself.  Deep down, there was a curiosity about them and about their love life.  It just didn’t seem real.  Didn’t seem possible.

      I arrived at their door, wishing I’d put on a little extra makeup and wishing I’d had a cuter outfit to wear.  I wasn’t sure why I felt the drive to doll myself up.  Maybe it was because Natalie looked so gorgeous in the simplest of clothes.  I stared down at my blue jeans and band t-shirt and hoped I didn’t look like a complete slob next to her.

      It’s just an apology beer, I reminded myself.  Nothing more.

      But when I knocked and the door opened, I knew that I was lying to myself.  The man who answered was the most strikingly handsome man I’d ever seen.  He was young in the face with eyes that sparkled, but his body was that of a beast.  He definitely liked the gym and it paid off for him in a big way.

      “Hi,” I said.  “I’m Shannon?”

      He smiled, but looked confused.  “Shannon?”

      Natalie came to my rescue.  “Yes, yes, Shannon, remember?  I invited her over for a drink.”

      His eyes lit up and then he laughed.  “Oh, right.  The neighbor girl who likes to listen to us fuck.”

      My cheeks burned.  “No,” I said.  “That’s not true.  I came over the other night because I don’t like it.”

      “Come in, come in,” said Natalie.  I stepped past Justin’s heated gaze and followed Natalie toward the living room.

      “But,” Justin continued, “you did wait five nights to tell us how loud we were being.  I wonder what you did those other nights if you weren’t listening to us?”

      “Stop it, Justin,” said Natalie.  “Leave her alone.”  She led me to the sofa and sat down beside me.  “Don’t let him get to you.  He’s such a tease.”

      Justin took the chair opposite us and stared at me hard.  My body felt like jelly in the room with them.  I felt uneasy and also like I could be molded into anything at their command.  I was starting to lose my head around the gorgeous couple.  I was starting to think I’d walked into something much bigger than I could handle.

      “Maybe I was out of town,” I said, trying to get Justin off my back.

      Justin smirked.  “Don’t lie to me,” he said.  “I heard what you said the other night.  ‘Every night for the past five nights,’ is what you said.  So you knew what we’d been up to and still you chose to wait.”

      “It’s not because I liked it,” I said.  “It’s because I’m not a confrontational person.”

      “Oh really?” he asked.  “You seem quite confrontational now.”

      “That’s because you’re getting on my nerves,” I said.  I hadn’t realized how heated I’d gotten until Natalie placed her hand on my thigh.  I was shaking, but her touch calmed me.

      “I told you. Just ignore him.”

      Justin shrugged.  “I have that effect on women.  It’s part of what Natalie loves about me, isn’t it,” he teased.

      “Please,” she said.  “The only thing I love about you is your big cock.”

      My heart raced.  Justin raised his brow and smiled.  “That’s right you dirty little – “

      “Justin!” said Natalie.  “Did you forget we have company?”

      He glanced at me and chuckled.  “I’m sure she’s heard it before.  Haven’t you?”

      My cheeks must’ve been bright red.  They felt like they were on fire.  I opened my mouth to speak, when Natalie squeezed my thigh.  I felt a shiver of ecstasy spread through me.  “Don’t respond to him.  Don’t say anything.”

      “Maybe I should go,” I said, feeling like I had already disappeared into some kind of alternate reality.  “It was nice meeting you.”

      I started to stand when Natalie grabbed my hands in hers.  “Don’t go.  Please.  I don’t have many girlfriends, as you can imagine.  Not with that one around.”

      “I’m not why you don’t have girlfriends,” he said.  “It’s because you’re always asking them to sleep with us and they don’t want to.”

      My legs quivered and I sheepishly looked at Natalie.  She was blushing and her eyes were round with embarrassment.  “What do you say we leave Justin out here by himself?” she asked, clasping my fingers in hers.  “Let’s go hang out in the bedroom where we can get some peace and quiet.”

      Natalie pulled me down a short hallway and hung a left.  “What did I tell you?” called Justin just before we shut the door.

      “I’m sorry about him,” she said, her hands still holding mine.  “I don’t know why I stay with him.”

      “For his big cock?” I joked.

      She laughed.  “He is pretty big.  Maybe it’s why he’s so cocky.”

      “I always thought it was the small guys that were cocky.”

      Natalie and I laughed.  I felt like we were really bonding, even if it was over something so dumb.  “Do you like them big?” she asked me, her gaze hard on mine.

      My pussy tingled and my nipples hardened in my bra.  “Um, sure,” I said.  “Of course.  Who doesn’t?”

      I was acutely aware of the fact that Natalie was still holding my hands, only now her thumbs were brushing against the skin.  “You’re like…really pretty,” she said.

      My cheeks warmed.  “Me?  What about you.”

      She turned over her shoulder to glance in a mirror nearby.  “It’s all a bag of tricks, really.  I’m pretty ordinary without my makeup or my nice clothes.”

      I snorted.  “Somehow, I doubt that.”

      She pursed her lips.  “I am.  I’ll prove it to you.”

      “What?  How?”

      She dropped my hands and stepped backward.  She grabbed the hem of her fitted top and peeled it slowly from her body.  My jaw fell open.  I was hoping words would fall out, but they never came.  I closed my mouth and stared at the topless woman in front of me.

      “See this?” she said, showing me her bra.  “It’s just a pushup.”  She reached behind her, unclasped it, and tossed it to the side.  I stared at her breasts.  They were still quite full, even if a little less so.

      “That doesn’t change much,” I said.  “You’re still gorgeous.”

      “Then let me kick off my heels,” she said.  She kicked her shoes to the side and looked shorter, but still gorgeous.  Her fingers moved to her jeans next and unzipped them.  She wiggled her panties down with her jeans until she was completely naked.

      She stood back up and I saw that her pussy was completely shaved.  She turned her hips so that I could see her ass.  “And see this?  I have cellulite like every other girl.”

      “Hardly,” I said, having trouble making out any marks.

      “Well, if I washed off my makeup, then you’d see what a wreck I look like.  Circles.  Big ones,” she said, making two O’s with her hands.

      “I doubt it,” I said.

      “What about you?” she said.  “I bet you look even hotter naked.”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that,” I said, suddenly feeling like I was being roped into a land of no return.

      A naked Natalie walked toward me and gripped the hem of my band shirt.  “Let’s find out, shall we?”

      I swallowed hard as she began to lift my shirt up.  I wasn’t sure why I put my arms above my head rather than push her away, but I did it.  I raised my arms and she slipped my shirt off of me.  She glanced at my full coverage bra and said, “Do you mind if I?”

      I shook my head and she reached around me to unclasp my bra.  The smell of her honeysuckle shampoo made my eyes close.  When my eyes fluttered back open, I realized she was staring at my breasts as she unveiled them almost like she wanted to suck on them.

      “You really are beautiful,” she said, lifting her face to mine.  She was so close it made my body ache.  I wanted to be closer.  Without thinking, I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.  When she kissed me back, I knew I was a gonner.

      Our lips parted and our tongues met.  Her hands gripped my naked waist and I gripped her shoulders.  Her thumbs brushed against my skin and I could tell she was thinking about inching upward.  I let her know that I wanted it by lowering my hands down to her breasts first.

      Her kiss grew more heated as her nipples pressed against my palms.  Her hands raised from my waist until they cupped my breasts.  A moan escaped me and Natalie kissed me harder in response.  She pulled her lips back, but kept her forehead pressed to mine while her thumbs brushed against my nipples.  “You can’t let him hear you,” she said.  “Or he’s going to want to be a part of it.”

      “Justin?” I asked, barely able to get his name out.

      “Yes,” she said.  “Unless…do you want him to be a part of it?”

      I hesitated while I thought about it.  I was distracted by her hands lowering over my stomach and unfastening my jeans.  She slipped a hand inside my panties and between my legs.  I tried to think about what I wanted, but my brain was fuzzy.  Her finger touched my clit and ignited a spark.  “Yes,” I moaned.

      “Oh good,” she said.  I realized then that she’d taken my ‘yes’ as confirmation.  She kissed me hard again and then finished pulling my jeans and panties down.  “It’ll be good if you’re already naked for him,” she said.

      She walked to her dresser and pulled out the top drawer, withdrawing some red sashes.  “Also, he likes his women to be tied up.  Is that okay?”

      This was all moving so quickly I didn’t know what to do.  If I didn’t want him to fuck me, now was the time to say so.  “That’s fine,” I said.

      What are you doing Shannon?  You just met these people.  Are you really going to let them fuck you?  I knew I should’ve said no, but I was so wet and so aroused.  I probably would’ve said yes to almost anything in that moment.

      Natalie smiled.  “Go ahead and lay back on the bed.”

      I crawled onto the bed and sighed with delight at the silk sheets.  I lay on my back and stared up at the ceiling.  Natalie’s face came into view as she tied my left wrist to the bedpost.  She walked around the bed and tied the right one as well.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “Your legs will be free.  He likes to position them around his body.”

      Oh my god, I thought.  I’m actually going through with this.  This is insane.  This is crazy.  I’ll never be able to look at my neighbors again.

      Natalie disappeared and I heard Justin whistle at her from the other room.  “Shut up, you pig,” she said.  Footsteps grew louder just outside the door and my pussy was dripping wet with anticipation.  By the time Justin was in the room, his shirt was already off and his hands were on his jean zipper.

      “Looks like I was right after all,” Justin said.  “I knew she didn’t want us to be quiet.  She just wanted to be a part of it.”

      I glanced at him.  My breath hitched when I saw his long, thick cock.  “That’s not true,” I argued.  “This has nothing to do with anything else.”

      Justin came toward the bed, his cock rock hard for me.  Natalie came to my left side and knelt on the floor.  She rested her arms casually against the bed and smiled.  “I’m going to enjoy watching him fuck you, Shannon.”

      Justin climbed onto the bed and grabbed my ankles.  I twisted my hips, trying to pry my ankles free, but he had a good grip.  “Come on, now, Shannon.  Just give in.  You know you want this.  You know that’s why you listened to us for five whole nights before coming to yell at us.”

      “I’m not doing this for you,” I said.  “I’m doing this for Natalie.”

      Justin gripped my thighs next and leaned his whole body overtop me.  I turned my face away from him until his lips were at my ear.  “Regardless of why you’re doing this, I’m going to enjoy every second.”

      He lifted his body back and I felt myself relaxing in his grip.  He held his shaft in one hand and rubbed the tip of his cock up and down my slit.  I moaned and Justin smiled.  He continued teasing me with the tip of his cock until I couldn’t take it anymore.  “Please,” I begged.

      “Please, what?” he asked.

      Natalie had leaned herself back against the nearest wall and placed a hand between her legs.  She played with her pussy while she watched the two of us.  My mouth watered at the side of her spread lips.  I’d never eaten a girl out before, but I wanted to taste her.

      “I can’t take it,” I told Justin.  “Fuck me, please!  Just fuck me already.”

      “Patience,” he said.  “We want to give Natalie a good show, don’t we?”

      Natalie moaned for the first time and nodded.  Her moan was so sweet it made my chest ache.  “Make her suffer,” she said.

      I wasn’t sure what that meant, but my body was already buzzing at a new high.  Justin lifted his cock and rested it against my lower belly.  He leaned over me and sucked one nipple into his mouth.  I couldn’t help but twist my body in response.

      His hands trailed up and down my waist while he sucked on my other nipple.  He brought his teeth out this time and lightly nibbled on the skin.  Natalie’s moans were more frequent now and it was driving me crazy.

      “Please,” I begged again.  “Please, relieve me.  Fuck me.”

      “No,” he said.  Justin kissed between my breasts and left a trail of kisses down my abdomen.  He kept kissing lower and lower until his lips were on my mound and then his breath was on my slit.  I lifted my hips toward him, eager for some kind of release, but he pulled back.  “That’s being a little naughty, don’t you think?”

      “You should spank her,” Natalie said with a breathless voice.

      I turned toward her with a look of confusion.  “Spank me?”

      “What a great idea,” said Justin.  He raised my legs up toward my stomach and then slapped my ass.  The sting only sent a new jolt of heated electricity through me.

      He brought his cockhead to my slit again and pushed in just enough to spread my lips but not enough to enter.  “Please,” I begged again.  “Please, I can’t take it anymore.”

      He pressed his thumb to my clit, but didn’t circle it.  He just rested it there.  “Show me how much you want this cock,” he said.

      I groaned as I lifted my hips upward. The tip of his cock pushed just inside me, spreading me wide.  His thumb pressed harder against my clit and when I rocked my hips, it caused his thumb to brush against it over and over.

      But it wasn’t enough.  “Fuck,” I said.  “I need it deeper.  I can’t lift my hips any higher.”

      “How deep?” he asked, inching his cock in slowly and pausing along the way.  “Here?” he said, and I shook my head.

      “Deeper.”

      He pushed in a little farther.  “Here?”

      “Deeper!”

      In one deep thrust, he pushed himself completely inside me, causing a groan to rip from my lungs.  “Here?”

      “Fuck, yes!” I cried.  I turned my head to Natalie.  Her eyes were hooded and she had three fingers thrust inside her.

      “Yes, Justin,” she moaned.  “Fuck her good and hard.”

      “Don’t worry,” he said.  “I plan to.”  He leaned over me and pressed his lips to my neck.  His teeth came out to bite on the skin as he pulled his hips back and pushed back in.

      I wrapped my legs around his waist and he gripped my hips while he pounded me so hard the bed shook against the wall.  This must’ve been what I heard, I thought as he fucked me.  He must fuck her just like this night after night.

      Justin’s lips lowered to my collar bone and then my breasts as he fucked me harder and harder.  His cock spread me wider and reached deeper than any cock I’d ever had before.  He licked and bit my nipples while he grunted and groaned above me like a wild beast.  In that moment I wished I could reach between my thighs to play with my clit.

      As if he could read my mind, he lifted his body upward and rocked his pelvis against mine in such a way that it pushed against my clit.  He thrust his cock in and out while rubbing against me, making my body shake and quiver.

      I let out a moan as the climax ripped through me like an earthquake splitting me from the inside.  Natalie’s little moans were still beside me, and by the look on Justin’s face, he was next.

      “Fuck,” he breathed.  He gripped my hips and held himself deep inside me.  I could feel his hot cum fill me up and I realized then that we hadn’t used a condom.  I could only hope he didn’t get me pregnant.

      He slowly pulled his cock out and I felt his cum drip from my pussy.  “She’s all yours,” he said, wiping sweat from his brow.

      Natalie removed her fingers from her pussy and climbed onto the bed.  “What does he mean?” I asked.

      “Shhh,” she said, running her hand over my face.  I could smell her pussy on her fingers.  I opened my mouth and sucked them in.  She smiled and said, “Good girl.”

      She climbed up higher until her hips were just over my face.  She lowered down and I stretched out my tongue.  Her pussy tasted like peaches and honey as she rocked against my face, smothering me in her arousal.

      If I hadn’t just come, I might’ve come right then.

      She gripped the back of the headboard and cried out.  Justin stood at the end of the bed and watched me eat out his girlfriend.  I wondered if he liked the show.  I wondered if they’d done this before.  Then, as Natalie’s body began to quiver, all thoughts left my head.

      Her pussy walls contracted around my tongue as she came down.  “Oh my god,” she breathed.  She climbed down my body and lay herself on top of it, resting her head against my chest.  “I guess now you know what we’ve been doing every night,” she added.

      Justin came to the side of the bed and stared down at us.  “Do you still have a problem with the noise?” he asked me.

      I exhaled long and slow and shook my head.  “No,” I said.  “I don’t have a problem with it.”

      “Good,” he said.  “Because next time you hear us fucking, you should take it as an invitation.”

      “An invitation?” I asked.

      Natalie lifted her head and kissed me.  “Yes,” she said.  “An invitation to come play with us.”

      “And what if I never leave?” I joked.

      Natalie smiled and kissed me again.  “Even better.”
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      Ginny was a few years younger than us.  There she sat on my living room sofa crying her eyes out.  Of course, my husband was the one sitting beside her, arms wrapped around her while her messy brunette bun bobbed by his cheek.

      “I think I loved him, you know?”

      I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.  My husband glanced up at me while she buried her tear-free face into his chest.  She wasn’t really crying, and she didn’t really need consolation.  What she wanted – what she’s always wanted – was my husband’s arms around her.

      “It’ll be okay,” said David, his hand lightly patting her shoulder.  “I know Lonny can be an ass sometimes.”

      Ginny lifted her head.  “How can you say that?  He’s your best friend!”

      “Yeah, well, so are you,” he said.

      I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from laughing.  Ginny was new to our little crew.  New as in joined the last few months.  There was no way David and Ginny were closer enough to be considered best friends.  Especially since I was pretty certain he and I were best friends.

      “Can I just…stay with you guys tonight?”  I took notice of the fact that she didn’t look at me while asking.  She only looked at my husband, David.

      David, however, turned to me with pleading eyes.  “What do you think, Hailey?”

      My hands were on my hips and I was trying to not to laugh.  Were they serious?  Ginny had been dating Lonny for two weeks.  She wasn’t in love and she wasn’t heartbroken.  But I knew for a fact that Ginny had originally dated Lonny in order to get closer to my husband David.  So I wasn’t surprised at all that it was my husband’s shoulder she chose to cry on.

      “We have plans,” I lied.  “We can’t really host anyone right now.”

      Ginny reluctantly pulled her gaze away from David and landed it on me.  “I know you and I haven’t exactly been close,” she said, “but give me a chance to make it up to you.”

      “How do you plan on doing that?” I asked.

      David stood up.  “Alright, enough.  Ginny is staying over, and that’s final.”

      All of the air left my lungs.  “Are you kidding me right now?”  I was ready to blow a gasket, but before I could, David took my arm and pulled me into the hallway.

      “Be cool,” he said.

      “I’d be cool if you didn’t invite some girl to stay with us that wants to fuck you,” I said.

      He tried to hide his smile.  “Ginny?  She wants to fuck me?”

      Of course he’s smiling, I thought.  Ginny’s hot.  She’s young and she’s hot.  I cleared my throat and raised my brows.  “Are you forgetting something?” I asked, pointing to my wedding ring.

      “Come on,” he said.  “It’s not like that.”  David ran a hand through his blond hair.  “It’s just flattering, you know?  It doesn’t mean I’m going to go fuck her.”

      “Right.  So you wouldn’t want to fuck her if you were single, then?”

      He hesitated while he thought about it.  “I mean…if I was single?”

      I rolled my eyes.  “You’re a pig,” I said.  “You’re just like any other guy out there.  Why let our marriage stop you, then?”

      “Come on, Hailey,” he said.  “I love you.  I’d never do anything to hurt you.”

      “By all means, I don’t want to hold you back,” I said.  “If you want to fuck Ginny, then go fuck her.”

      David’s eyes widened.  I knew what he was thinking.  He was wondering if I meant what I said or if it was some kind of fucked up test.  Obviously, I didn’t mean it.  What wife in their right mind would?  But that didn’t mean the gears in my brain weren’t turning.  That didn’t mean I was immune to my own imagination.  Just speaking the words led my thoughts down a rabbit hole.  Image after image of my husband kissing Ginny, caressing her body, and taking her like the alpha male he’d always been.

      Thoughts were one thing.  I couldn’t help that.  But why were my panties wet?

      “You know I’m not going to fall for that,” David said.  “I know this is some kind of sick test.”

      “It’s not a test,” I said.  “You married me.  You shouldn’t be thinking about other women.”

      “Oh, like you don’t think about other guys sometimes?”

      “That’s different,” I said.

      He pointed his finger at me and smirked.  “Aha!  How exactly is it different?”

      “I don’t have any hot guys on my couch crying and asking to stay over.  If I did, though, are you saying you’d let them?”

      “Hell no,” he said.  “Wait a second.  So you think Ginny is hot?”

      “Don’t even go there,” I said, raising my hands.  David had wanted a threesome since the beginning of college.  I’d never given him one and neither had any other girl.  “I told you.  I’m not doing that.”  But as the words left my mouth, my body tingled.

      Part of me despised Ginny.  She was immature and obnoxious and a drama queen.  But I couldn’t deny that she was gorgeous.  She had a short, curvy frame that looked great in cutoff shorts and a cropped t-shirt.  Could my body want someone that annoyed me on a regular basis?

      I shrugged it off.  Even if I did find her attractive, I’d never want to share my husband with her.  She didn’t deserve David.  Not even for a single night.

      “Fine,” said David.  “Then you go in and tell her she can’t stay.”

      “Why do I have to tell her?  You’re the one who told her she could.”

      “Exactly,” he said.  “I want her to stay.  I want to be there for her.  You’re the one with the problem, so go ahead and tell her.”

      “Fine.  I will.”

      I left the hallway and marched back to the living room.  Ginny was wiping fake tears from under her eyes and sobbing like a bad actress.  “Please,” she begged.  “I just like…don’t want to be alone tonight, you know?”

      I opened my mouth to tell her I didn’t care about her little sob story, but the words made it out.  For some reason, my gaze drifted just below her neck and noticed two little bullets pushing through her t-shirt.  My pussy tingled and my mouth watered.  “You can stay,” I uttered without thinking.

      I was just as surprised as Ginny when she stood up and squealed.  “Oh my god,” she said, running toward me and wrapping her arms around me.  I felt her breasts push into mine and my body trembled in her embrace.  “I swear, you won’t regret this.”

      Something tells me that I will, I thought as I embraced her back.  I tried not to inhale her lavender shampoo while she was so close to me.  How could a girl this obnoxious smell so fucking divine?  “Well, we’re here for you,” I said as I pulled away.  Ginny was smiling a fake smile as her gaze darted over my shoulder to David.

      “Thank you so much,” she said, more to him than to me.

      Envy bubbled inside me.  I couldn’t tell, though, who it was directed toward.  Was I jealous of David or of Ginny?  I decided it didn’t matter.  All that mattered was that – for some reason – jealousy was working through my body like a corkscrew.  Each twist and turn sent electric waves surging under my skin.

      I didn’t want to give into David or Ginny, but something told me that by the end of the night, we’d all be getting exactly what we wanted.

      

      Just as I had anticipated, Ginny clung to David like glue throughout the rest of the night.  When the three of us ate dinner, she sat closest to David, playfully touching him after everything he said.  I kept waiting for David to look in my direction with an expression of embarrassment, but it was like I wasn’t even there.  He kept smiling at Ginny, eating up everything fake about her.

      She laughed at all of his jokes.  David’s cockiness only grew.

      I used the awkwardness at dinner to remove myself by leaning back and pretending I wasn’t in the room.  They looked cute together, and they’d probably look good fucking.  I blinked and shook my head.  Did I really just think that?

      I picked up my half-finished plate and excused myself from the table.  Neither Ginny nor David joined me.  They remained at the dinner table, joking and laughing while I put my plate away.  Hailey, this is humiliating.  Why are you doing this to yourself?  Just kick the girl out already.

      I decided it was the only thing to do.  I would have to kick her out.  I glanced in her direction and felt a painfully euphoric surge of electricity.  Her hand was placed on David’s shoulder and she leaned into him.  My skin tingled at the thought that she might kiss him in plain sight.

      But she didn’t.  I found myself trembling and quivering over my own imagination.  “I’m heading upstairs,” I said.  David looked at me once, nodded, and smiled.  Then he returned his attention back to Ginny.

      This is bullshit, I thought as I climbed the stairs.  I went into the master bedroom and then into the connected bathroom.  I ran the tub and leaned back against the door while I tried to collect myself.  I thought about Ginny downstairs with David.  I wondered if he would really do anything with her.  Would he cheat on me like that?

      While the thought of him cheating made my chest feel like it would rip in two, I found my hand traveling over my torso and down to my thighs.  I slowly inched up my dress and pressed my fingers to my soaked panties.  My pussy was puffy inside the silk.  My finger stroked the folds and my nipples hardened.  I pictured Ginny sucking on them and looking up at me with those devious little eyes.

      I was close to coming.  I slipped my hand inside my panties and pressed my finger to my clit.

      The door rattled behind me and I gasped.  “Hailey?” said David.  “We need to talk.”

      For fuck’s sake.

      I turned off the bath and adjusted my clothes before opening the door.  “What is it?”

      David’s eyes lowered to the floor as he said, “Something happened.”

      My heart began to race.  “With Ginny?” I asked.  Already?

      He nodded.  “She was confiding in me, you know?  And then, I got up to clear our plates when she followed me into the kitchen.”  My palms began to sweat while my thighs clenched together.  “She tried to kiss me.”

      “She tried to kiss you?”

      “Well, I-I stopped her,” he said.  I studied David’s eyes.  I’d known him long enough to know when he was lying.  Oddly enough, he was telling the truth.  “But then she – ”

      “She what?” I asked.

      “Well, I guess she felt rejected or something – ”

      “As she should.”

      “Yeah, well…she lifted her top and bra up and said ‘are you sure you want to turn down these?’”

      I tried to stifle the gasp that wanted to escape.  “And then what?”

      “Then I came up here to tell you,” he said.

      Unbelievable.  Un-fucking-believable.  It was insane enough that Ginny flashed my husband and tried to kiss him, but I couldn’t believe that my husband was actually being honest with me rather than feeling on her nice, perky little tits first.

      I didn’t understand why I felt disappointed by the news.  I told myself it was disappointment in Ginny, but deep down, I knew that wasn’t it.  I’d never be disappointed in Ginny because I’d never have high expectations for her.  No, I was disappointed in my husband, but I wasn’t sure why.

      It wasn’t until I was heading down the stairs to give Ginny a piece of my mind that I realized what I wanted, and why David had let me down.  I wanted him to give in.  I wanted him to find Ginny as irresistible as I was finding her.  I wanted him to fuck her like she deserved to be fucked.  Even if she irritated me, I wanted to see her naked and full of my husband’s cock.

      I gripped the railing to keep from falling forward.  This is insanity, Hailey.  Only a crazy woman would want her husband to cheat like that.

      I took the stairs one step at a time.  What if it wasn’t cheating, though?  What if he had my permission?  What if I watched the entire thing from start to finish?  By the time I reached Ginny – who was still in the kitchen – I had a new plan.

      “David told me what you did,” I said.  “I’m half-tempted to kick you out of here.”  Ginny’s jaw dropped and her eyes looked toward the stairs.  “Don’t look for him to save you,” I scolded.  “You did this to yourself, you know.”

      “Please,” she said, stepping forward.  She’d been holding a mug in her hands that she set down on the countertop.  “I’ll do anything.  I swear it.”

      I felt the smirk creeping into the right side of my face.  “That’s what I was hoping you’d say.”
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      I brazenly took Ginny by the hand and pulled her toward the stairs.  I could feel the hesitance in her step as she clumsily followed after.  I had considered stopping halfway up to push her against a wall and caress her body, but somehow I held back the desire.  Somehow, I was able to bring her all the way into the master bedroom without telling her – or showing her – what I really wanted.

      “What’s going on?” David asked when he saw the two of us enter.

      “I don’t know,” said Ginny.

      I let go of Ginny’s hand and tried to collect myself.  The realization of what I was about to do was setting in, and I suddenly lost my voice.  Come on Hailey.  Decide what you want.  Just remember, if you go through with this, you can’t take it back.

      I tried to find my confidence.  I stood tall, pushed my shoulders back, and wore a slight scowl.  “Don’t play dumb with us, Ginny,” I said, hardly believing myself.  “I know you want my husband.  You’ve always wanted him.”

      Ginny leaned on one hip and smiled.  “Well, yeah.  I mean, what girl wouldn’t?”

      “I know you showed your tits to him downstairs,” I added.

      Ginny’s confidence faded.  David sat on the edge of the bed shaking his head.  “Hailey, what are you doing?”

      “I’m giving everyone what they want,” I said.  “Ginny obviously wants to fuck you and you obviously want to fuck her.”  I felt my voice start to waver.  I tightened the muscles in my throat to keep it steady.  “It’ll be Ginny’s little punishment.”

      Ginny snorted.  “How is that a punishment?”

      I walked toward her and gripped her shoulders in my hands.  Oh, how I wanted to let my hands drift down over her full breasts.  “Because I’ll be watching you the whole time.  Because you’ll have my permission.  It won’t be some little game or contest that you’ve won.  It’ll be under my control.  And if I say stop, or fuck harder, you’ll do it.”

      Ginny’s eyes were fixed on mine as she swallowed hard.  For once, she didn’t have some sassy remark.  Instead, she simply nodded and glanced at David.  “What is it you want me to do?”

      I froze.  I hadn’t thought this far.  “Take off your clothes,” I said.

      David lifted his hand.  “Hailey, please.  Come on, this is ridiculous.”

      I flashed a harsh gaze in his direction.  “Do you want to fuck her or not?”

      Ginny had already removed her shirt and shorts.  She was in only her bright pink lingerie now as she took the elastic band out of her hair.  Dark waves fell around her shoulders and she pouted as seductively as she could.  David hesitated.  It was then that I saw the bulge growing in his pants.

      “Hailey…are you serious?”

      I was shaking as I said, “Yes.”  I couldn’t believe I was going through with this.  That I was instigating it.  There was no going back now, not without totally humiliating myself.

      David stood and walked toward us.  “So you won’t be upset if I kiss her?”

      I felt the nerves start to build.  “No,” I said shaking my head.

      David took her in his arms and leaned forward, stopping his mouth inches before it touched hers.  “Are you sure?”

      My breath hitched as I waited in eager anticipation for their lips to meet.  “No,” I uttered with none of the strength my voice had before.

      Ginny’s brow rose and she smiled.  “I think it turns her on,” she said.

      “No it doesn’t,” I lied.

      David’s eyes widened.  He let go of Ginny and moved toward me.  I backed away from him until I was pressed against a wall.  “Is that true?” David asked me.  “Is this turning you on?”

      Before I could answer, his hand was between my legs sliding upward.  Seconds later, he felt my soaked panties and pinched the fabric in his fingers.  “Fuck,” I breathed when his fingers brushed against my clit.

      “I told you,” said Ginny.

      David removed his fingers and returned to Ginny, but he kept his eyes fixed on me.  “So it turns you on when I do this?” he asked as his hands cupped Ginny’s breasts.  His mouth claimed hers as he massaged her full curves.  She panted against him.

      His hands moved around the back of her and unclasped her bra.  Together, they slid it from her shoulders and onto the floor.  David kissed from her neck to her chest, sucking in one nipple at a time.  I felt my knees go weak and my resolve fade.  I was putty in their hands now.  They knew my secret, and they could torture me with it.

      I couldn’t take the heat anymore. I hiked up my dress and slipped my fingers inside my panties.  I played with myself while I watched my husband play with someone new.  With someone I always hated.  How on earth could I share him with her of all people?  But watching him kiss her and take her in his arms only made me wonder how I could refuse.

      Ginny worked quickly at unfastening David’s jeans.  He worked just as quickly sliding her panties from her hips.  They tore the last remnants of their clothes off until they were both naked, caressing each other’s bodies.

      Ginny’s fingers wrapped around my husband’s cock and she lowered slowly to her knees.

      Fuck, I thought, as I saw him lose himself in her.  He tried to meet my gaze, but his eyes were already hooded.  Ginny licked her lips and then wrapped them around my husband’s cockhead.  His head rolled back and then his eyes as she sucked him deep.

      I rocked my hips against my hand as I watched them.  I should put an end to this, I thought.  Before it goes any further.  But my fingers grazed my clit and sent electric waves through me.  I clutched the wall behind me with my free hand as if that could really stop me from falling.

      Ginny moaned and gagged on David’s cock and he loved it.  He loved looking down at a new pretty face.  His hands worked through her hair and his hips swayed.  They looked perfect together.  David with his abs and his tight ass as he pushed his long cock down her pretty little throat.

      Fuck, I thought again as another warm wave spread through me.  This is insanity.  He’s going to come any second.  I can’t really let that happen, can I?  But it was too late.  He let out a groan and hunched forward, driving his cock deeper and deeper down her throat.  She gagged and sputtered, but took it like a good girl until he flooded her mouth with his cum.  She swallowed and swallowed and still a trickle escaped her lips, dripping down over her chin.

      She was beautiful.  More beautiful than I’d ever thought possible.

      David pulled his cock free and stared at the cum-covered mess he’d created.  It was then that he realized exactly what he’d done.  He looked at me with a worried expression which faded quickly when he noticed the hand inside my panties.  I must’ve looked like a complete mess of my own with my dress hiked and my fingers inside me.

      Ginny stood up and came toward me, leaving David behind her.  “Is that what you like, you dirty girl?” she asked.  “You want me to steal your husband and make him come harder than he’s ever come for you?”

      “Yes,” I breathed.  “I want him to fuck you so hard you can’t help but scream.”

      Ginny stepped even closer until her hands were on my dress, pulling the straps down off my shoulders.  She tugged it down to my waist and then unclasped my bra.  My hand was still inside my panties when she leaned in to kiss me.

      Her lips were soft and warm.  Her tongue stretched out to meet mine and it was delicate as it swept over me.  My back arched involuntarily and she took notice.  She broke our kiss and moved her lips to my breast.

      She sucked in a nipple and I cried out, clutching her head to me with my free hand.  David watched us in disbelief while stroking his dick.

      Ginny lifted her head and took my hand.  “Come with me,” she said.

      I followed her to the bed and – when she told me to – I laid back.  She crawled between my legs and left a trail of kisses on my inner thighs.  Her warm breath rolled over my wet panties.  She dragged her fingers along the fabric and then tugged it to the side.

      “Tell your husband to fuck me,” she said.

      “Wha-what?”

      “Tell him to fuck me while I devour this little pussy.”

      My head was spinning.  I looked at David, but I was out of breath.  How could I give him such a command.  Ginny gave me a soft spank on my ass until a moan escaped me.  Suddenly, I’d found my voice.

      “David, get your ass over here and fuck her.”

      “Are you sure?” he asked for what felt like the millionth time.

      “Yes,” I said.  “Do it before I come and make you do it.”

      Ginny smiled and said, “That’s a good girl.”

      The words good girl made my body buzz with life.  Ginny wrapped her arms around my thighs and stretched out her tongue.  She wouldn’t let it meet my pussy until David’s cock was inside her.

      David walked over and pressed the tip of his cock to her pussy.  I could tell he wanted to ask my permission again, but he couldn’t get the words out.  His eyes were glazed over by the beautiful pussy he was about to fuck, and I couldn’t blame him.

      In one quick stroke, he buried himself inside her.  As he pushed forward, it pushed Ginny forward until her tongue swept over my slit.  I clutched her hair in my hands and arched my back.  Moan after moan escaped me.

      David gripped Ginny’s ass in his hands and fucked her hard and rough from behind.  Each thrust of his hips pushed Ginny’s tongue over me until I felt an explosion of heat erupt inside me.

      My moans turned to whimpers as the tingling ache spread through my entire body.  I needed more, more, more, and at the same time could barely handle what I was being given.

      By the time I had come down, David and Ginny were close to coming.  Ginny lifted her head from my pussy and I watched her eyes roll back while my husband fucked her.

      I clamored to my knees and lifted Ginny up to hers.  I placed one hand on her pussy and played with her clit while I dragged my free thumb over her bottom lip.  She wrapped her lips around my thumb and began to suck.  I leaned forward, only pulling my thumb free when my lips were close enough.

      I circled her clit while I kissed her.  I could feel the rough thrusts of my husband’s cock vibrate through her entire body.  I could hear David grunting behind her, ready to come again.  And Ginny began to moan into our kiss.

      When she came, she cried out and clutched my half-naked body to hers.  David groaned and pressed his head to her shoulder as he filled her with his come.  The three of us came down together, panting and out of breath.

      David pulled his cock free and Ginny collapsed on the bed.  “Hailey, that was…that was something else,” said David.

      “I know,” I said, looking at Ginny with a smile.  “That must’ve been some hell of a rebound.”

      Ginny was smiling and breathless.  “Lonny who?” she joked, and the three of us laughed.  “Seriously, though.  I had no idea you were into this, Hailey.”

      I looked at David and blushed.  “Neither did I.”
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      Matt looked so happy standing in my doorway. His pearly whites were showing and his soft, blond hair fell delicately against his hazel eyes.  He’d been gorgeous for as long as I could remember, but I’d never seen him look so happy before.

      “I got a girlfriend,” he said.

      My gut twisted.  I was conflicted – trapped between my crush’s happiness and my own misery.  I’d been in love with Matt since we were young.  In fact, it was part of why I followed him to his choice college.  Now, we lived down the hall from one another in the same apartment complex.  We’d always been close friends, but I thought we were getting closer in a romantic sense.  That is, until he sprung the news on me.

      “A girlfriend?” I asked.  “What happened to playing the field?”

      He shrugged in a disaffected way that made my heart beat faster.  “She’s worth it,” he said.  “No girl measures up to her.”

      I swallowed.  My mouth had gone dry.  No girl? I thought.  I decided to vent my insecurity by teasing him.  “What about me?” I asked in a whimsical tone.

      He clicked his tongue and his expression shifted.  He walked toward me and wrapped his arms around my waist.  For that brief moment, I pretended he was about to kiss me.  Deep down, I knew he was no closer to kissing me than he ever had been before.  Still, I wanted to believe in my little fantasy.

      “Come on, Tiffany.  You know no one can ever replace you.”  He leaned forward but stopped halfway.  He brought a finger to my nose and tapped it.  “You’re my best friend.”  He pulled me into a tighter hug and I lay my head against his firm chest.  The scent of his woodsy cologne filled my nostrils and I inhaled nice and deep.

      “So when do I get to meet her?” I asked, dreading the answer.

      “Actually, we’re throwing a party tomorrow night.  You’re invited, of course.”

      “Great,” I said, trying to hide my disdain.  “I’ll be there.”

      “You better,” he said.  “Or I’ll come over here and drag you out.  Even if you’re naked.”  He winked at me and my tummy did a little flip.  The idea of Matt seeing me naked made me far too excited.

      Matt left my apartment and I sulked by the semi-open door.  I pulled out my phone and scrolled through his social media.  No new girls were present in any of his photos and it only made me more nervous.  Who the hell was so special to grab Matt’s attention?  Whoever it was must’ve been the prettiest girl on the face of the earth.

      I wouldn’t have to wonder long, though.  I had less than 24 hours of anxiety before I’d finally get to meet her.

      

      I wasn’t sure why I’d gone shopping the afternoon before the party, but I did.  Who was I really trying to impress, anyway?  I was going to meet Matt’s new girlfriend.  He was taken.  So why did I pick out a brand new little black dress to wear around him?  Why did I buy a bright red thong?  Did I really think that after all this time that tonight would be the night I could seduce him?  The same night I was expected to meet his new lover?

      My actions had me shaking my head, but I couldn’t help myself.  I got dressed and perfected my sandy locks.  I did my makeup, careful to keep it natural because that’s what Matt liked.  As I ran the soft pink gloss over my lips I wondered if his girlfriend wore any makeup, or if she was the sort of girl who looked stunning without anything.

      I tried to calm my racing heart before making the long walk down our shared hallway, but it only thudded louder against my chest as I neared the door.  I could hear music blaring from inside and people talking.  I lifted my knuckled to the door and sucked in a breath.

      It swung open before my hand managed to land.  Matt stood there, laughing at first and then shifting to a look of surprise.  His arm was fit snugly around the waist of a petite little brunette.  Her hair was pulled back high and her makeup was fashion forward.  Far from natural.

      “Tiffany!” said Matt, clearly having already had a few too many drinks.  “I’m so glad you made it!  This is Lyla, my girlfriend.”

      Lyla’s dark eyes studied me while she smiled.  She seemed as curious about me as I was about her.  Her smile seemed both fake and genuine at the same time, making me wonder what was going on inside her head.

      “Matt has told me so much about you, Tiffany,” she said.  “It’s so good to finally meet you.”

      Lyla was undeniably attractive.  Every curve on her body was supple and firm.  Her red dress clung to her body and not even a strand of hair was out of place.  My mouth went dry again as I tried to think of what else to say, but it was Matt who broke the silence.

      “I was just on my way out to grab more ice for the party,” he said.  “Me and Lyla were anyway.”

      Lyla patted his chest and looked up at him.  “Why don’t you go ahead,” she said.  “Maybe I’ll stay here and help Tiffany get acclimated.”

      “Oh, I don’t need to be acclimated,” I said.  Looking past them, I saw a room full of familiar people.  Didn’t she know I’d been Matt’s friend since childhood?  She was the new one, not me.

      She shrugged and smiled.  “Maybe I just want to get to know you better, then.”

      Matt smiled back at her.  “That sounds like a great idea,” he said.  “I’ll be back later, babe.”  He kissed her goodbye and pushed past me before I could protest.  Lyla’s hand reached for mine and she pulled me into the apartment.

      “Hey Tiffany!” called Greg.

      “What’s going on, girl?” asked Nate.

      But Lyla pulled me away from all of them until we were in the kitchen, separated from the party by a short wall.  “Okay,” she said.  “So I have a question for you.”

      I pulled my hand from hers and cleared my throat.  “Sure thing.  Shoot.”

      “Is there a reason Matt and I haven’t fucked yet?  Has he said anything to you?”

      My nerves got the better of me and made it hard to answer.  They hadn’t fucked yet?  That was a relief.  “You guys haven’t been dating that long, right?”

      She clicked her tongue and smirked.  “Yeah, but, most guys don’t take their time with me, if you know what I mean.”

      I noticed her perky breasts and perfect hips and nodded.  “Yeah,” I said.  “But Matt’s a really great guy.  He probably just doesn’t want to rush anything.”

      She watched me for a moment.  “So have you two ever…”

      “No,” I said with a laugh.  “No, we’ve never dated or kissed or anything like that.”

      “That’s a shame,” she said.

      I raised my brow.  “It is?”

      “Yeah,” she said.  “I was hoping you could help me hurry things along.  I thought maybe we could set up a threesome or something.”

      If I’d been drinking, I would’ve spit it out all over her.  “A what?”

      She laughed.  “Don’t act surprised.  I see the way you’re dressed tonight.  You’re dressed like you’re trying to get someone to fuck you.”  She peered around the kitchen wall toward the living room and then looked back at me.  “I’m guessing you didn’t dress like that for Greg or Nate.”

      I glanced at the guys and shrugged.  “I don’t know.  Nate’s kind of…”  I sighed.  “Even I can’t lie about that.”

      Lyla chuckled and touched my elbow.  It sent an electric warmth through me.  “It’s okay,” she said, winking.  “I’ll keep your secret.”

      “I mean, it’s not really a secret,” I lied.  “I’m not trying to fuck anyone.”

      Lyla’s hands touched my waist playfully and then shifted downward.  “Oh yeah?” she asked, her fingers hooking around the hem of my dress.  She started to lift and I pushed against her, but it was too late.  She’d already pulled my dress up far enough to reveal my bare ass.  “Then why the hell are you wearing a thong?”

      My heart raced, trying to escape from my chest like I wished I could escape from that party.  I pushed her hands away and pulled my dress back down.  “To avoid panty lines,” I lied.

      She belted out a laugh that threw her head back.  “You don’t fool me, Tiffany.  You might have fooled Matt, or hell, maybe he’s too blind to see it, but you want him.  I think you’ve wanted him for a long time.”

      “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Oh, come on,” she said.  “If you would just admit it, then we could get this threesome on the road.  I’m not mad that you want to fuck him.  I don’t blame you.  Matt’s the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.  But I want to fuck him too.  The only way we can get through this without killing each other is to learn to share.”

      My palms began to sweat so I wiped them on my dress.  “Look, even if I wanted to fuck Matt, which is absurd, I would never have a threesome.  That’s just…weird.  Isn’t it?”

      “You’re only saying that because you’ve never had one before.”

      “And you have?”

      She nodded.  “You have no idea what you’re missing out on.”  She stepped toward me, closing the distance between us.  She was so close I could feel her breath on my cheek.  “There are things a woman can give you that a man will never be able to.  You see, men think it’s all about them getting to fuck two chicks, and while that’s part of it, the other part is what women have to offer each other.”  Her fingers touched my thigh and ignited a spark in me.  “I know how your body works better than any man,” she added, dragging her fingers upward.  “And I’ll take things nice and slow.”

      My eyelashes fluttered as her fingers slipped under my dress, nearing my panties.  Between her fingers and her breath, I felt like we were already far too close.  I’d just met her.  Why was I letting her touch me like this?

      But I couldn’t stop her.  When her lips landed on mine, I was ready for it.  When her lips parted, so did mine.  When her tongue slipped into my mouth, mine stretched out to meet hers.

      Her fingers grazed against my panties, softly pressing the wet fabric against my skin.  I clenched my thighs together in an attempt to control the tingle her touch sent through my body.  But nothing quenched my thirst for her.  Nothing satisfied or paused the desire.  My hands reached up and grabbed her waist; that tiny, feminine waist.  Then they traveled further upward.

      I was moments from cupping her breasts when I heard Greg say, “Hey man.  What took you so long?”

      “You should’ve seen that line,” said Matt.  His footsteps neared the kitchen and I stepped back, breaking free from Lyla’s kiss, but not her influence.  I wanted her more than I ever thought I could want another woman.

      Matt set the bags of ice on the counter and met us with his gaze.  “What’s going on here?” he asked.  “You two look flushed.  You guys are getting along, aren’t you?”

      “We certainly are,” said Lyla with a smirk.

      Matt sighed with relief, but then his eyes turned toward me.  “Tiffany?”

      “Yes,” I said, trying to gain control of my body.  My pussy ached for Lyla’s touch and just being in the same room as her was making my head spin.  “We’re getting along just fine.”

      “Good,” said Matt.  Lyla and I watched in silence as he put the bags of ice in the freezer.  Matt turned to me and took my hand.  “Come here, Tiff.  I have to talk to you for a minute.”

      Lyla folded her arms over her chest and clicked her tongue.  “Way to make a girl jealous,” she said.

      “There’s nothing to worry about,” Matt called back.  He dragged me through the living room toward the back hallway.  We didn’t stop moving until he had me inside a bedroom with the door closed.

      “Matt, what are we doing in here?” I asked, wondering if I’d been right all along to wear my red thong.

      “Something is up between you two,” he said.  “Was she good to you?  Because if she was cruel or anything like that, I’d want to know.”

      There was a protectiveness in Matt’s eyes that only made me fall deeper in love with him.  “No,” I said.  “She wasn’t cruel.  Quite the opposite.”  My mind drifted the memory of Lyla’s fingers on my thigh.

      My eyes had closed without me realizing it, and when I opened them, Matt was staring at me.  “Tiffany,” he said.  “You look…different.”

      “Really?  How so?”

      He exhaled, almost a huff.  He looked like a horse about to run or a bull about to charge.  “You look…I don’t know.”  He stepped closer until my back was pressed against the nearest wall.  He looked as if he was about to kiss me.  “Tiffany, I –“

      My lips parted and my eyes closed.  Finally, all of my dreams were coming true.  His mouth lowered.  His woodsy scent consumed my body.  Just as his lips were about to touch mine, the door swung open wide.

      “There you two are,” said Lyla.

      Matt pulled away, looking embarrassed.  “Lyla!  This isn’t what it looks like – “

      “Really?” she asked, walking toward me.  “So you weren’t about to kiss your best friend?”

      “No,” he lied.  “It was…she had something in her eye.”  He winced when he realized how bad his lie was.  I winced too.

      “Relax,” she said.  “I don’t care if you make out with your best friend.”

      My chest tightened.  She had us right where she wanted us and Matt was none the wiser.  “You don’t?” he asked.  “I don’t understand.”

      Lyla looked at me and smiled.  “Should you tell him or should I?”  I bowed my head in defeat and Lyla continued.

      Lyla walked to Matt and placed a hand on his chest.  “Your friend here has a dirty little secret,” she said.  “She’s been into you for quite some time.”

      Matt turned to me with a worried expression.  “Is that true?” he asked.

      “Of course it is,” she said.  “But what even she didn’t know is that she’s into girls too.  At least, she’s into me.  Isn’t that right, Tiffany?”

      I glanced down at Matt’s groin and noticed how hard he was.  “Yes,” I said.  “We were flushed in the kitchen because we’d just been making out.”

      “What?” he asked.  “You were?”

      “Yes,” said Lyla.  “Because I’d just asked her if she’d want to have a threesome with us.  She never officially said ‘yes’ though.”  Lyla flashed a fake pout, but Matt’s gaze was fixed on me.

      “A threesome?  This feels so wrong,” he said.  The expression in his eyes didn’t match his words, though.  His bulge was only growing and his lustful gaze was already lost to me.

      “Maybe that’s what makes it so exciting,” said Lyla.  “There’s one condition though.”  Matt and I both looked at her, wondering what that condition would be.  “Tiffany said she wants to watch us fuck first.”

      My back tensed.  That sounded like the most excruciating torture ever, but if it was what I needed to do to be with Matt then I’d do it.  I swallowed, wondering if I could handle seeing my ultimate crush fuck his new girlfriend while I watched.  “Okay,” I muttered, hoping I wouldn’t regret it.

      “You’re serious?” asked Matt to both Lyla and I.  “This isn’t some kind of a joke?”

      Lyla smiled and placed her hands on his jeans.  “Not at all,” she said.
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      I saw them kiss for the first time and it sent a jolt of painful pleasure through me.  Matt’s hands were already roaming Lyla’s body.  He cupped her breasts over her dress, making her moan in his grasp.  My body burned hot as I watched them.  My fingers trailed up and down my inner thigh as I waited for them to go further.

      Matt removed Lyla’s top and lowered the cups of her bra below her tits.  He leaned forward and sucked on her nipples.  She held his head to her breast as she arched her back.  Every moan that escaped her made me ache to hear more.  She unfastened his jeans and pulled his cock free.  I gasped at the size of him and the sheer perfection of every ridge.  I wanted to be the one touching him, not Lyla.  I wanted to be the one about to drop to my knees.

      I knew it was wrong to watch them like this.  It felt dirty and filthy, but it also felt euphoric.  I wondered if he would smell like her afterward.  I wondered if he’d taste like her.  Part of me was hesitant, but another part of me was eager to find out.

      Lyla got on her knees with her tits out and her mouth open wide.  Matt stood tall above her, his long, thick cock touching her tongue.  At that moment I remembered that Lyla said they hadn’t fucked yet.  I was about to watch their first time together.

      Matt glanced at me while she sucked on him and there was a strange tension between us.  A deep knowing of each other.  A deeper understanding was growing between us.  He would never be able to erase this image from my mind and he knew that.  I knew it too.

       Matt let out a groan as he succumbed to his desires.  He could no longer focus on me – it was all Lyla.  Lyla’s perfect, bare tits.  Lyla’s soft mouth.  Lyla’s tongue swirling around his shaft.  And there I was with my fingers between my legs, trying to satisfy myself half as much as they were satisfying each other.

       Matt pulled back and a string of saliva kept the two of them connected.  My clit tingled, begging to be touched again.  I thought of Lyla’s fingers there instead and felt a shiver run through me.

       He entered her mouth again.  My gut twisted with envy while my pussy ached for more. I wanted to keep watching even as I could hardly stomach what I was seeing.

       Matt began to lose himself.  He no longer cared how he looked to me or what it might do to our friendship.  He gripped Lyla’s head in his hands and thrust his cock deep down her throat until he couldn’t fit anymore.  He let out a loud moan and pulled back just in time to shoot his load all over her face.  His domination of her startled me, but it also made my thighs quiver.

       Matt removed his shirt before picking Lyla up and tossing her onto the bed.  His shirtless torso bulged with thick, corded muscles.  He kicked his jeans off his ankles and climbed over Lyla.  He removed her dress completely and slid her panties to the side.

       Lyla looked heavenly lying there.  Her pussy was bare and every inch of her skin was taut and begging to be kissed.  She spread her legs wide for him.  Matt lowered his head over her pussy and stretched out his tongue.  A new pang envy hit me.  I wanted to be the one to taste her.

       My clit was aching.  I let my fingers glide up to my soaked panties and press into the fabric.  Electricity spread through me as I circled my clit.  My teeth pinned my lower lip to keep from moaning.

       Matt was so much sexier naked than I’d imagined, and so was she.  Her thighs quivered around his head as his tongue lapped at her pussy.  She rocked her hips against him.  She dug her fingers into his dark, brown hair and gripped the strands. She arched her back and was on the verge of coming.

       She let go, screaming his name with a pained expression on her face.  Matt didn’t let up until her orgasm had completely subsided.

       He leaned up and positioned his cockhead at the entrance of her slit.  He rubbed his cock against the folds of her pussy, massaging her clit with his bulbous head.  Then his head dipped in and he pushed it in deep until Lyla moaned again.

       He leaned forward and sucked her nipple in.  He flashed his teeth, biting down on her tender skin.  My legs quivered at the sight.  His hips thrust in and out, pounding her pussy while he teased her nipples.

      Matt looked like a completely different person once his cock disappeared inside Lyla.  He looked like a man completely lost to his primal desires.  My fingers slipped inside my panties as I tried to catch my breath.

       Lyla wrapped her arms around his shoulders for support, but she was spent.  Her body shifted up and down on the bed with each thrust of Matt’s hips.

       Matt pushed himself in hard and held himself there, eliciting a squeal from Lyla that made me gasp.  I wanted to kiss her as she moaned.  I wanted to be there with her while he fucked her hard.

       He pulled out of her pussy and straddled her stomach.  He shot his thick, white ropes over her perfect skin.

       Matt glanced over his shoulder.  His eyes went wide as they connected with mine as if he’d just remembered I was there.  He climbed off of the bed and came toward me.  I stepped backward, embarrassed, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me toward him.

       “Now it’s your turn,” he said.

       Matt pressed me to the wall and his lips crashed into mine.  His tongue probed the inside of my mouth and I moaned against his body.  His cock dug into my stomach as his hands inched my dress up around my hips.  He let his cock slip between my legs and I grinded my pussy against its length.

       Fuck he felt good pressed against me.  But it felt strange as hell to have Lyla watching us.  I peeked over Matt’s massive shoulder and saw Lyla’s back pressed to the headboard, her hand between her legs playing with herself.  I loved that I could taste the hint of Lyla’s pussy on his tongue.

       Matt’s hands tore the front of my dress down underneath my breasts.  My bra was soon to follow.  Matt kissed my neck and collarbone, sending warm chills through my limbs.  He slowly kissed to my breasts until he reached my left nipple.  I watched Lyla’s fingers slide into her shaved pussy while her boyfriend sucked on my tit.

       Fuck it felt good, but I couldn’t brush off the feeling that I should stop this.  Lyla’s eyes were fixed on us, her cute little mouth pouting as she got herself off.  I couldn’t help myself.  I ran my fingers into his hair and moaned.

       Matt moved to my other breast and bit down on my right nipple.  I squealed and Lyla’s body twitched at the sound.  Her fingers worked her wet pussy faster and faster.

       She looked delicious as Matt slid a hand inside my panties and gently circled my clit.  My knees weakened and I hunched over. Matt helped me lower to the floor where I was pinned between his massive cock and the wall.

       He gripped my hair in his fist and held my head in place.  He pressed his thumb to my lips and pried my jaw open, quickly shoving his cock in when there was enough room.

       I choked and sputtered – just like Lyla had – and I loved it.  I gagged and felt my clit spark at each thrust of his hips.  “Fuck,” moaned Lyla from the bed.  “That’s it, Tiffany.  Take his huge cock.  Swallow him down.  Just like that.”

       Her encouragement only made my passion grow.  I gripped Matt’s hips and choked him down as much as I could. He pulled back and I gasped for air.  “Tell me how much you like his cock,” she said.

       Lyla moaned when I told her I liked it.  I really liked it.  I knew I shouldn’t, but I fucking did.

       “I want her to taste me,” Lyla moaned, making my body tremble with delight.

       Matt whipped his cock out and helped me toward the bed.  “On your back,” he ordered, and I did as I was told.  He gripped my hips and angled them over the edge of the bed while Lyla straddled my face.  Her scent was divine as she lowered her dripping wet pussy to my mouth.

       I stretched out my tongue and lapped at her glistening slit.  She rocked her hips over me and moaned.  I wanted to make her come – to satisfy her like she was satisfying me.

       Just then, I felt my Matt pry my legs open. He slid three fingers in my pussy at once, and I moaned against Lyla’s slit.  Fuck, he was fast and rough.  He rubbed my clit with the pad of his thumb while he thrust his fingers in and out of me.

       Then he pulled them out and replaced them with the head of his cock.  It was thick as it inched its way inside.  I winced with pain as it stretched me open.  He was harder than I expected.  It finally pushed all the way in and he buried the length inside of me.  I gripped Lyla’s rocking hips for support as I moaned against her pussy.  Soon I fell into a euphoric daze as the scent of her drowned out my thoughts.  Matt thrust his hips harder and faster, pounding me like he’d wanted me as long as I’d wanted him.  Maybe that was true.

       Lyla leaned forward to kiss Matt as he fucked me.  He gripped my tits to hold me in place while his tongue darted around Lyla’s.  Lyla moaned and her body quivered above me until she came against my tongue.  She fell to the side of the bed to catch her breath and I caught mine.

       Matt’s thumb pressed to my clit again.  My eyes shot wide open as intense heat spread through me.  I was lost to the pleasure as Matt pounded my pussy harder.

       “Fuck!” Matt cried and I felt his hot, sticky come fill me.  His cock swelled and twitched as it shot load after load deeper into my pussy.  He collapsed above me and we caught our breath together.

       “See?” said Lyla.  “That wasn’t so hard, now was it?”

      “Which part?” I teased, thinking of Matt’s long, hard cock filling me.

      “I guess we should get back to the party,” said Matt as he withdrew his cock from me.  “I’m afraid to find out if the others heard us moaning and grunting back here.”

      “Go back?” I asked.  “Already?”

      Lyla chuckled and kissed my forehead.  “I have a feeling we’re going to have more days like these.”

      I looked over my shoulder at Matt who was still out of breath.  I could only hope that Lyla was telling the truth.  If being Matt’s girl meant I also had to be Lyla’s, then that’s what I was willing to do.  After all, I was starting to get a little crush on Lyla too.
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      “Mrs. Jacobs?  Your new assistant is here.”  Holly, the HR rep from upstairs, stood in my doorway with a clipboard in her hand.  “Her name is Callie.  Callie Andrews.”

      “Let her in,” I said with a sigh.  There was still so much paperwork to be done, and I didn’t think I’d be getting my assistant until next week.  I didn’t really have the time to train her at that exact moment, but I couldn’t just send her home either.

      Holly stepped to the side and a bouncy little red-head walked into my office.  Her clothes were professional, yet chic, and they were as revealing as they could possibly get away with.  It wasn’t that she showed a lot of skin, but the fabric did hug her curves wherever she had them.  My gaze was fixed on her small, but curvy little frame as she stepped forward.  I tried to pull my eyes away, but they remained locked on the beautiful young woman.  I didn’t think anyone could look that gorgeous naturally.

      “It’s so good to meet you, Mrs. Jacobs,” said Callie.  “I’ve wanted to work for your firm since I was young.”

      I hid my smirk.  Since she was young?  What was she now if not young?  “How old are you?” I asked her.  She looked far too young to be working for me.

      “I’m twenty-one,” she said.  I raised my brow.  Maybe she could squeak by as eighteen, but she didn’t look a day into her twenties.  Noticing my reservation, she reached for her purse and pulled out her license.  “See.  Really, I am.”

      My eyes moved to Holly who was still in the doorway.  “She is, Mrs. Jacobs,” said Holly.

      “I don’t mean to insult you,” I told Callie.  “It’s just that you look very good for your age.”

      She shrugged and giggled in a way that made my knees weak.  “I get told that a lot.”  She looked around my office and added, “Where do you need me?”

      I stood and in the process, clumsily knocked a picture frame off my desk.  I was relieved when the glass didn’t shatter all over the floor.  Callie reached for it and studied the picture of me and my husband during our last anniversary vacation.  “You guys are a beautiful couple,” she said.

      I leaned over my desk and took the picture from her.  “Thanks,” I said.  It had been a while since I’d really looked at that picture.  Aaron and I were in the process of trying to have a baby, but it wasn’t going very well.  In fact, I had a fertility specialist appointment later that evening.  I set the picture frame back on my desk and turned to Callie.  “You won’t be working in here,” I said.  “Your desk is just outside my office.”

      Callie frowned and her slender shoulders slumped.  Her lips were so pouty and pink as the bottom one poked out in disappointment.  “Oh,” she said.  “I was hoping I’d get to work closer to you.  I have so much I want to learn.”

      I smiled at her politely and ushered toward the door.  “Well, for right now I just need someone to answer the phones, take appointments, and file things properly.”

      “Sure thing,” she said, turning toward the door.  I followed behind her until we were near her desk.  I showed her how to access the programs we used and where to file things.  I explained our phone system to her, but the whole time she was doe-eyed as if she couldn’t care less.  “You’re so lucky to be married to such a handsome man,” she said, out of the blue.

      A nervous half-laugh escaped me.  “Um, thanks,” I said.

      “How long have you two been married?”

      “Five years,” I said.

      “Any kids?”  I shook my head.  “Oh, why not?”

      “It’s complicated,” I said, not wanting to divulge such personal information to a new assistant.

      She placed her hand on mine and I felt a spark of electricity shoot across my skin.  “I understand,” she said.  “My mother had a hard time getting pregnant at first too.  But here I am.”  Her smile was sweet and unnerving at the same time.  I pulled my hand from hers and feigned another smile.

      I started to head back to my office when I decided I was overreacting to her nosiness.  I stopped in my doorway and turned toward her desk.  “It’s probably good that you know,” I said.  “Because I have to leave early today for a fertility appointment.  I’ll need you to collect some paperwork from a client while I’m gone and leave it on my desk for tomorrow.”

      She nodded and smiled.  “I didn’t mean to pry,” she said.  “I was only trying to share a positive experience.”

      I smiled, genuinely this time.  “I appreciate it,” I said.

      

      After my fertility appointment, I drove home with a weight on my chest.  It felt like getting pregnant would be impossible.  It didn’t help matters that I kept thinking about Callie throughout the whole appointment and on the drive home.  She was strange, but maybe that was because she was still young, free, and open.  I’d been closed off to much of the world, hardened over the years of law studies and law work, and hardened further by my inability to give my husband the home…and lately the sex…that he wanted.  Callie was intriguing as much as she was strange, and something drew me into her.

      I turned the corner to my house and noticed a white sedan in the driveway.  My husband and I both had dark colored cars, and my first thought was that he’d bought something without my permission.

      I parked behind it and walked through the front door.  That’s when I heard a familiar light and feathery voice in the living room.  I walked down the hall that led to the girlish voice and stopped in my tracks when I saw her.  Callie was in my living room, chatting it up with my husband.

      “Oh, hey Mrs. Jacobs!” she cried when she saw me.  My husband glanced up and smiled.

      “Callie…what are you doing here?”

      She held up a folder.  “I came to bring you that paperwork.  I know you told me to leave it on your desk, but I thought this might be better.  This way you don’t have to wait until tomorrow to work on it, unless you wanted to of course.”

      My back was tense as I tried to make sense of her excuse.  Had she really come all the way out to my house to deliver some paperwork?  I studied her body language and noticed her knees were angled toward my husband with her feet tucked up underneath her butt.  She was far too comfortable and leaning in his general direction.  I knew my husband.  He was no cheater, but even he couldn’t resist a girl like Callie.

      “I thought it was pretty sweet of her,” said Aaron.  You would, I thought.  “Callie’s been telling me about her pre-law education.  She doesn’t look a day over eighteen if you ask me.”

      I studied him next.  He was relaxed with the top button of his shirt undone.  The two of them almost seemed like they were on something compared to the tenseness that I felt.  It was awkward, walking in on the two of them, but at the same time my body was alight with a fire I usually only felt in the bedroom.

      “Callie, can I speak to you outside for a moment?”

      Callie looked to Aaron first and she shrugged.  “I guess I’ll see you later, Mr. Jacobs.”

      Why did she say that? I wondered.

      Callie followed me back the way I’d come until the two of us were standing on my porch.  Before I could open my mouth and get a word out, Callie spoke.  “I think your husband likes me,” she said in a teasing tone.

      “What does that mean?” I asked her.

      Her eyes widened as if she’d just realized she was overstepping her bounds.  “Nothing,” she said.  “I only meant that we got along.”

      “Callie, why did you really come here?” I asked her.  “I told you to leave that paperwork on my desk.  And where did you find my address?”

      “Well I did go to leave the paperwork on your desk, but once I was in your office, I couldn’t help looking around a little bit.  Your address was pretty easy to find after that.”

      My hands were shaking, but Callie’s innocent attitude drew me in.  I wanted to forgive her despite how crazy she was acting.  “You know that none of this is professional, at all, right?”

      She glanced at the door and then back at me.  “I’m sorry, Mrs. Jacobs.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  I was only trying to help.”

      “Next time, keep your help in the office, okay?”

      She sighed with relief.  “So, I’m not fired?”

      I hesitated.  Part of me felt like I should fire her, but it was her first mistake.  “No,” I said.  “You’re not fired.  But you need to go home now.”

      “Of course, Mrs. Jacobs,” she said.

      I smiled at her.  “Call me Madison,” I said.

      

      Once Callie left, I returned to the living room to find my husband, but he wasn’t there.  It was then that I noticed two empty glasses on the coffee table with condensation on the edges.  They’d shared a drink, and my suspicious mind wondered if it was alcoholic in nature.  After all, they were our scotch glasses.

      I wandered the halls until I found my husband.  He was undressing in the bedroom.  His green eyes met mine as I entered.  He slipped his shirt from his torso and began to unfasten his pants.  “She seems nice,” he said.

      “You’re thinking about her while you undress?” I challenged.

      He scoffed and shrugged.  “The two aren’t related,” he said.  His expression shifted and so did the subject.  “So?  Is tonight good for making love?”

      I hung my head and sighed.  “No,” I said.  “We probably won’t have a good night until I finish this case.”

      “And that’s when I’ll be on my next one,” he said.

      I walked to the bed and sat down on the edge of it.  “What happened to us?” I asked.  “We used to fuck all the time.”

      “Work happened.  And fertility treatments started,” he said.  He sat next to me and took my hand in his.  “No matter what happens, I love you.”  He kissed my fingertips and lay our hands back down against his thigh.  I leaned against his shoulder and stared into the empty space in front of us.

      “I think Callie has a little crush on you,” I told him, wondering why on earth I was still thinking about her.

      He chuckled.  “I have that effect on women.”

      I angled my head to face him.  “So modest,” I teased.  “But it’s true.  You’re too handsome to be wasting your life with scheduled sex.”

      “I’m not wasting anything,” he said.  He stroked my cheek with his fingers.  “I would wait as long as you needed.”

      I squeezed his hand, my thoughts racing with Callie again.  “Maybe you shouldn’t have to wait,” I said.  “Maybe we should try something else.”

      “What do you mean?”

      My heart raced at the idea of even suggesting it.  “What if I…gave you permission…to fuck somebody else?”

      He raised his brow.  “That doesn’t sound like you.”

      An image of Callie riding my husband’s cock flashed into my mind and I realized my panties were wet.  “Maybe it’s who I am now.”

      “Come on, Maddie,” he said.  “You don’t mean that.”

      I stared hard at him and swallowed the lump in my throat.  “Actually, I think I do.”

      Aaron and I didn’t talk about it anymore for the rest of the night, but I was already hatching a plan.  The great thing about hatching a plan was that I didn’t have to commit…not just yet.  But the more I thought about Callie with my husband, the more I realized I wanted it.  I lay in bed that night, wide-eyed while my skin tingled all over.  My mouth went dry and I felt as if I’d had five cups of coffee after dinner.  Could I really go through with such a ridiculous idea?  Could I really just offer up my husband like that?

      The more I thought about it, though, the more confused I became.  With each new image that flashed of Callie with my husband, my body only became more restless.  Soon it became difficult to think straight at all, and the only clear path I saw was forward.

      By the next morning, I’d decided.  The only way to know what I really wanted was to go through with it and find out.
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      The next day at the firm, I noticed that Callie was less doe-eyed and more focused.  She didn’t say anything that was unwarranted, and even the way she dressed seemed more conservative.  I started wondering if I’d misread her.  I started second guessing my little plan.

      So I invited her into my office after lunch and tried making small talk with her.  “You know, I’m glad you got along with my husband,” I assured her.  “If I ever need any outside help from you, it’s good to know he won’t be in the way.”

      Callie’s eyes narrowed as she studied me.  “I thought you were upset about that,” she said.

      “No,” I said with a laugh.  “I mean, maybe it’s the fertility drugs I’m on.  They make me a little crazy sometimes.”

      “You didn’t seem crazy,” she assured me.  “I wouldn’t dream of crossing any professional boundaries.  I’m sorry if you felt like I did.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said with a flick of my wrist.  I was nervous, much more nervous than I had a right to be.  How was I supposed to tell her what I wanted?  How was I supposed to communicate that I wanted her to fuck my husband?

      I cleared my throat and smiled at her.  “Speaking of those treatments,” I said, “I have another one this evening.”  I was lying, but I figured a twenty-one year old wouldn’t know the difference.  “I was hoping you could drop something off at my home again.”  I pulled out a bottle of wine and handed it to her.

      “Wine?  You want me to deliver some wine to your home?”

      “Yes,” I said.  “My husband just got a promotion and I bought this on my lunch break.  I completely forgot about my fertility appointment, but I wanted him to have his favorite wine to celebrate.”

      Callie’s brow lifted.  “I promise not to stay too long,” she said.

      “Nonsense.  Stay.  Have a drink with him if you want.  He needs someone to celebrate with.”

      “But you’ll be home soon enough, won’t you?”

      I studied Callie’s expression.  Was she fishing for information or just making a point?  “The treatments are downtown,” I said.  “I’ll still be home a little late.”  I got up from my desk and walked toward Callie.  “Please, say you’ll do this for me.”

      Her eyes met mine and she flipped her red hair behind her shoulder.  “Only if you’re sure,” she said.

      “I’m positive.”

      

      I was a wreck for the rest of the evening.  I faked leaving early for a fertility appointment and then parked near the firm’s office, just out of sight.  I waited for Callie to leave and gave her a twenty minute head start.  I had lied when I’d told her my husband had been promoted.  He would know what the wine meant.  It was his favorite because he always said it put him in the mood.  It was an unspoken sign of my desires.  Sending Callie over with that particular bottle of wine and an outright lie as an excuse would let him know what I wanted.  Or at least, I hoped.

      When I pulled up to my house, I saw her white sedan parked in the driveway.  I parked far enough down on the street that I’d stay out of view and then I tiptoed around the side of my house.  I looked for any window with a light on and zeroed in on the living room.  I inched my body along the exterior wall of the house until I reached the back of it.  There was a small kitchen window that gave me a decent view of the living room.  I huddled just underneath it and peered inside.

      Just then, my phone buzzed.

      Your assistant just brought over my favorite wine.  Are you sure you want me to do this?

      I typed back a reply to my husband.  I’m out back, watching.  Yes, I want you to do this.

      My husband’s head turned toward the kitchen for a moment, but I ducked so he wouldn’t see me.  I didn’t want him to know where I was or what my view was.  When I peeked back in on the two of them, I saw Callie straddling his lap with her blouse already removed.

      They kissed long and hard and a wet pool collected between my legs.  Callie was so beautiful, and she looked even more beautiful straddling my husband.  As I placed my hand between my thighs, I felt the cool night air drift across my wet panties.  A surge of electricity shot through me, awakening me in ways I never thought possible.  I focused in on Callie and felt my chest seize.  He had removed her white lacy bra and was sucking on her perky tits.

      Fuck, I thought.  What have I started?

      Callie had been right about one thing.  My husband liked her.  He didn’t look like he was having any trouble fulfilling my desires.  In fact, it looked as if my desires were also his.  He was completely lost to the younger woman on his lap.  He hadn’t looked back at me once since her bra was removed.

      I had to get a closer look, so I inched toward the large living room window, careful not to be seen.  My nipples were hard and my panties rubbed against my clit as I walked.  My knees were pools of jelly as I lowered them to the damp grass below.  I spread my thighs and inched up my skirt, grateful that we lived on a large lot of land so a neighbor wouldn’t catch me.  I slipped my fingers inside my panties just as Callie helped my husband remove his shirt and jeans.

      My husband pulled his cock free from his briefs and I smiled when Callie’s eyes widened.  Aaron was larger than most men.  I remembered the first time I’d seen his cock and how it had made my heart race.  I’d been afraid to take it, afraid that it would hurt, but Aaron was gentle.  I wondered if he would be gentle with Callie too.

      Callie unzipped her work skirt and slid it to the floor.  She dropped to her knees and gripped my husband’s cock at the base while licking her lips.  He reached forward and swooped her red hair to the side, exposing her soft neck.  I slid my fingers inside my pussy while I imagined kissing her creamy skin.

      My eyes were half-closed when Callie’s lips parted and wrapped around my husband’s cock.  She sucked in her cheeks while Aaron shifted his hips to get a better angle.  His hands were in her hair and his eyes were focused only on her.  He lifted his hips and let them fall, thrusting his cock gently against Callie’s tiny throat.

      I watched her throat constrict and relax as she tried not to gag against his huge cock.  I rubbed my pussy quickly at the sight of them together.  Not in a million years would I have thought I was this kind of woman.  But Callie brought something out of me.  A curiosity.  A hunger.  And now I was salivating for the two of them.

      Aaron kept rocking his hips while clutching Callie’s hair until his moans grew loud enough that I could hear them outside.  I recognized them.  He was close.  He was going to fill her mouth with his cum.  I watched eagerly to see if she would swallow it.  I wondered if she would be disgusted by the taste or if she would love it as much as I did.

      Aaron hunched forward, clutching her head to his lap as he shot his load.  Her neck muscles flexed as she swallowed.  She looked up at him lovingly while she drank his seed and I knew then that she enjoyed the taste.  Good girl, I thought as I rubbed my pussy.

      She pulled back from his cock and Aaron leaned down to kiss her.  He groaned, picked her up by her shoulders, and lay her down on the coffee table, giving me a clear view of her body.  He tugged her panties down her legs and moved between her legs.  He shifted one of her thighs to the side and revealed a perfectly shaved pussy with bright pink lips.  His tongue stretched out, licking across her folds as her fingers clutched his hair.

      Her hips bucked wildly as he teased her.  All I could think about was how I wanted to be the one to taste her.  I gripped my hair in my one hand while the other fingered my pussy.  What was happening me? I wondered.  Who is this person I’m turning into?

      But my body was on fire.  Every nerve ending in my body had come alive as I watched my husband eat out my new assistant.  She cried out and arched her back, her legs quivering while my husband moved his tongue deep inside of her.  She was coming.  She was a shaking, breathless beauty.

      Once she had come down, he rose up on his knees and angled his cock toward her pussy.  He rubbed his shaft along her slick folds and then hesitated.  I couldn’t hear them, but I knew what he was asking her.  Are you sure this is okay?  I saw her nod.  I want this, she mouthed.

      I watched the head of his cock split her pussy in two and push forward.  This was it, I thought.  This is the final moment for our monogamous marriage.  It was like watching the birth and death of something at the same time, knowing that I could only gain what I wanted if I killed something else first.

      It was my own birth, or rebirth, that I was after.  Do it, I thought.  Push in farther.  My fingers pinched at my nipples through my blouse while my other hand teased my pussy.  My heart pounded in my ears as I begged silently for my husband to bury his cock inside her.

      Inch by inch, he slowly disappeared into another woman.  My mouth went dry.  My throat closed up.  Any ability to protest was now lost.  Any ability to put an end to this madness was gone.  My husband was fucking my assistant, his cock buried to the hilt while she rocked her hips against him.  It was a sight that could never be unseen, and I knew then that I’d never be able to forget her.

      My climax built as he fucked her harder and faster.  I knew I’d be thinking about Callie for the rest of my marriage.  I would never be able to see my husband’s cock without knowing it had been inside her.  She’d left her mark on him, whether she’d intended to or not.

      An explosion erupted behind my eyes and I braced myself against the outer wall.  Fuck, I breathed as my orgasm took over.  I was a breathless, convulsing mess, barely able to keep my eyes open long enough to see my husband come.  My eyelids fluttered as I struggled to see the last acts of their night of passion.  Through my blurred vision, I saw Callie’s arms wrap around my husband’s neck.  Their foreheads pressed together while he stared down at her perfect body.

      He moaned that familiar moan and I knew he was filling her up inside.  As I came down from my own climax, I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d end up pregnant.  I stared down at my stomach, covered by my sweaty blouse, and wondered if she’d be able to give him something else that I couldn’t.

      Aaron held Callie’s body close to his as they came down together.  He pulled out his cock slowly and his cum dripped from her pussy, landing on the floor.  She looked concerned about the mess, but my husband reassured her.  I straightened out my clothes, licked my fingers clean, and made my way back to my car.

      I waited for Callie to pull away before pulling in.  As we passed each other, she slowed down, staring at me like she knew my dirty little secret.  I couldn’t help but smile as my cheeks heated up from embarrassment.  I thought for sure that I’d have the upper hand at work while she tried to tip toe around me and hide what she’d done.  Now I was beginning to wonder.  Maybe I’d be the one tip toeing around her.

      I pulled into the driveway and met my husband in the living room.  He was sipping on a glass of wine.  “Want some?” he asked, his eyes landing hard on mine.

      I sat down beside him and poured myself a glass.  “So?  How was your night?” I asked him.

      He chuckled against his glass and sighed.  “How was yours?”

      I turned toward him and leaned into his ear.  “My night was spectacular,” I whispered.  He turned his head, a look of surprise on his face.  But I kissed him before he could argue.  His tongue came out to meet mine and I could taste her.  I could taste her pussy on his tongue and lips.  “I want to do it again,” I added, kissing him between each word.

      “You’re serious?”

      I nodded.  “I can’t go back now,” I told him.  “Something has been unlocked in me.  I need this.  I crave it.”

      “I don’t understand,” he said.  “You want me to fuck other women?”

      “No,” I said.  “I want you to fuck Callie.  Again and again and again.  And I want to watch you each and every time.”

      He smirked.  “Does this mean you’ll be sending her over here more often for bogus assignments?”

      I smiled.  “I knew the wine would give away my intentions.”

      He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me in close.  “It was a smart choice.  Of course, next time, I’ll know what you want regardless of the assignment.”

      “Oh yeah?  And what is it I want?” I asked, hoping to hear him say it out loud.

      His eyes landed hard on mine.  “You want me to humiliate you by fucking your adorable assistant while you watch.”  His thumb brushed against my chin and then my lower lip, making my stomach flutter.  “Isn’t it?”

      I tried my best to choke out a response.  “Yes,” I said.  “I want her to give you everything I can’t.”

      “What are you going to do at work tomorrow?” he asked me.  “I imagine it’ll be awkward.”

      I remembered the expression on Callie’s face as our cars passed each other.  “Maybe not as awkward as you think.  I have a feeling Callie may start calling the shots soon.”

      My husband smiled.  “Oh, I like that idea,” he said.  “I like that idea a lot.”

      “Me too,” I said, and I meant it.
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