

CHAPTER ONE

Mark and I met at college in upstate New York. There was always sexual tension between us, but it was like we were never single at the same time. We’d steal glances across crowded rooms, brush hands when we passed papers back in class, and linger too long in conversations we both knew should’ve ended. I used to tell myself it was just bad timing, but deep down I think we liked the chase—the tension made everything sharper, more electric.

When we finally did get together, it felt inevitable, like something that had been waiting for us all along. By the time graduation rolled around, we weren’t just a couple—we were inseparable. We moved into our first apartment together, shared the kind of broke, messy love that only makes sense in your early twenties, and from there built a life.

Mark and I met at college in upstate New York. There was always sexual tension between us, but it was like we were never single at the same time. We’d steal glances across crowded rooms, brush hands when we passed papers back in class, and linger too long in conversations we both knew should’ve ended. I used to tell myself it was just bad timing, but deep down I think we liked the chase—the tension made everything sharper, more electric.

When we finally did get together, it felt inevitable, like something that had been waiting for us all along. By the time graduation rolled around, we weren’t just a couple—we were inseparable. We moved into our first apartment together, shared the kind of broke, messy love that only makes sense in your early twenties, and from there built the life that led us here.

In those early years, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Sex was everywhere—on the couch, in the shower, sometimes in the car parked outside our building because we couldn’t wait long enough to make it inside. It wasn’t just the sex, though. It was the way Mark looked at me, like I was the only woman in the world who mattered, the only one he wanted.

Of course, life has a way of changing the pace. After a few years together, routines settled in—jobs, bills, responsibilities. The sex was still good, but it wasn’t the wildfire it had once been. And yet, instead of drifting apart, Mark and I talked about it. That was always the difference with him. Where most couples might’ve let silence eat away at them, we put it on the table. What turned us on, what we missed, what we wanted.

It was during those talks that I first learned how open Mark’s mind really was. He confessed fantasies I never would’ve guessed—things about watching, about sharing, about seeing me through other men’s eyes. I admitted things too, softer at first, then bolder as I realized there was nothing I said could scare him away. The more we opened up, the deeper our trust grew, and the more daring our sex life became.

I had always been curious what it would be like to have sex with a woman and to have my husband watch me get fucked by another man, but fantasy doesn’t always translate into reality. Some risks just aren’t worth taking, so we decided that talking about those things would remain only talk.

But even “only talk” changed things between us. It made our nights hotter, our kisses more urgent, our sex deeper. When Mark whispered his dirtiest thoughts into my ear while moving inside me, it wasn’t just words—it was fuel. And when I admitted things I’d never said out loud before, I felt both terrified and liberated.

Still, we knew where the line was. We were young, in love, and smart enough to know that not every fantasy belongs in the real world. So we built a world of our own, one where the secrets we shared in the dark bound us tighter than rings on our fingers ever could.

Years passed that way, with us carrying those unspoken hungers like embers—always glowing beneath the surface but never fanned into flame.

We watched porn together and role-played. At first, it felt almost silly, but it quickly became one of the hottest things we did. I’d dress up, slip into a character, and let Mark take me someplace we’d only dared to talk about. Sometimes I was the nervous college girl letting another woman touch me for the first time. Other times, I was his wife being taken by another man while he watched, whispering in my ear what he wanted to see.

It wasn’t real, but in those moments it might as well have been. The way his eyes burned into me when I moaned, the way he groaned when I described what I was “seeing” in my head—it brought us closer, made the fantasies feel alive without the danger of actually crossing the line.

The truth was, I craved it as much as he did. The idea of another woman’s lips on mine, another man’s hands gripping my hips, while Mark’s eyes drank it all in. But every time the moment ended, every time we collapsed into each other, sweaty and spent, reality set back in. Some things were safer left in the shadows of our bedroom.

Mark and I would sometimes go to strip clubs. He’d buy me VIP dances and watch hot topless women give me lap dances. At first, I thought I’d be too shy, but the moment one of those women slid onto my lap, soft skin against mine, I felt a rush of heat I couldn’t hide. I’d glance at Mark and see the hunger in his eyes, and that only made me bolder—touching more, teasing more, letting him see me give in to it.

We would get so turned on that many times we didn’t even make it home. We’d pull over somewhere dark and secluded and fuck inside the car, raw and desperate like we couldn’t wait another second. It was messy, reckless, and completely intoxicating. Those nights were ours, and in those moments, I felt like nothing could touch us.

Mark and I moved out to the suburbs of Long Island a few years after we married. We got a great deal on a fixer-upper in an upper-middle-class town. Making the house how we wanted wasn’t difficult, considering that Mark worked with his father at their home improvement business. Watching him tear down walls, rebuild rooms, and transform the place with his own hands only made me fall for him more.

When the house was completed, it was everything we had wanted. Four bedrooms, three and a half baths, a finished basement, a pool, a hot tub, and of course a man cave for Mark—complete with a bar. It wasn’t just a house; it was our dream home, the kind of place we’d once only talked about having late at night in that cramped apartment after college.

Mark and I even converted our two-car garage into a small apartment. It just made sense—having the pool and hot tub meant we entertained more than we expected, and it was easier for guests to change or use the restroom without tracking water through the house. The little apartment had everything it needed: a bathroom, a sitting area, and even a small kitchenette. At first, it was just convenience, but I liked having the extra space. It made our home feel welcoming, like there was always room for people to gather.

It was a great neighborhood, but the neighbors tended to keep to themselves. Our interaction with most of them consisted of a wave and a polite smile whenever Mark and I saw one of them. It was no different with our next-door neighbors, the Mitchells. They were a much older couple who had lived in the house for over forty years and had raised their children there.

Michael was the type of man who spent his weekends tinkering in the garage, while Melody could often be found pruning flowers in her front yard. They were kind, in that distant suburban way, but we never grew especially close. When Michael retired, he and Melody decided to sell the house and relocate to Florida, leaving behind the home where they’d spent most of their lives together.

I remember watching the moving truck pull away, not realizing in that moment how much their decision to leave would change our lives. Because not long after, Sabrina and Jordan Mathews moved in.

CHAPTER TWO

It wasn’t long before the For Sale sign out front came down and the new owners moved in. Mark and I were curious, of course—everyone in the neighborhood was—but it wasn’t until the weekend after the Mathews arrived that we finally met them.

Julia and Sabrina were an amazing-looking couple. Sabrina was gorgeous. She stood around five-foot-four, with long, straight black hair that shone under the sunlight and dark blue eyes that seemed to catch everything around her. She had a warmth about her smile that made it easy to talk to her, the kind of effortless charm that made you want to linger in conversation.

Jordan was striking in a different way. She was tall for a woman, about five-ten, with long blonde hair that fell perfectly straight down her back. Her light gray eyes gave her an almost exotic look, something that drew you in without trying. If Sabrina’s beauty was soft and inviting, Jordan’s was sharper, more defined, but no less magnetic.

They both had incredible figures, curvy in all the right places, and carried themselves with a confidence that I noticed right away. But what stood out most that first day wasn’t their looks—it was how easy they were to talk to. Within minutes, it felt less like meeting neighbors and more like reconnecting with old friends.

Over the next few weeks, we got to know them a little better. Sabrina owned a successful hair salon a few towns over, and it didn’t surprise me. She was the kind of woman who seemed born for that line of work—stylish, put-together, and with a personality that made you want to sit in her chair just to talk. She told me most of her clients had followed her from another salon, and business was so steady she was already thinking about expanding.

Jordan’s line of work was a little more unexpected. She owned an adult toy store in the same town, though she explained most of her business came through the website she ran alongside it. She said it so matter-of-factly that it was hard not to admire her confidence. I tried to play it cool, nodding along as if I heard that sort of thing every day, but the truth was I felt my cheeks flush. There was something bold about a woman who could not only work in that world but thrive in it.

Mark, of course, found the whole thing fascinating. He asked questions—about shipping, about customers, about how a store like that stayed competitive online—and Jordan answered with the same cool assurance she seemed to carry everywhere.

It was funny, really. On the surface, Sabrina and Jordan were just two more neighbors, the couple who moved into the Mitchells’ old house. But the more time we spent around them, the more I sensed there was something different about them. Something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

I told myself to look away, to respect her privacy, but my eyes lingered longer than they should have. It was like I became frozen in place when Sabrina shifted, propped her phone in one hand, and spread her legs. My breath caught as I realized what I was seeing—she had begun touching herself, completely unconcerned that anyone might notice.

From where I stood, hidden behind the tinted glass, I could see the slow, deliberate way her hand moved, the casual confidence of someone who had no shame in her own body. I should have turned away. I should have closed my eyes and walked out of that garage apartment. But I didn’t. I stayed rooted to the spot, heart hammering in my chest, watching her.

There was something about it that unsettled me. Not just the act itself, but how easily it drew me in, how much it made my skin flush and my pulse race. My body was reacting faster than my mind could catch up. Almost without thinking, I slid my hand beneath my bikini and discovered I was wet—and it wasn’t from my dip in the pool.

The realization made my breath hitch, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My eyes stayed locked on Sabrina as she pleasured herself, and before I knew it, I was moving with her rhythm, touching myself in sync with her every motion. It was reckless, dangerous even, but the tinted glass felt like a shield, turning me into a hidden voyeur.

The heat built quickly inside me, each small sound I imagined her making fanning the fire in my own body. It felt surreal, as though I’d stepped into one of the fantasies Mark and I had only ever whispered about in the dark. Except this wasn’t role play. This was real. Sabrina was real. And I was right there, watching her, losing myself in the moment.

The heat built so quickly I could hardly breathe. My fingers moved faster, my body matching hers as though we were connected through that tinted glass. I bit down on my lip to keep quiet, afraid the smallest sound would give me away, and yet the risk only made it more intense.

I watched as Sabrina arched her back, her hand working with a slow confidence that made my stomach tighten. My own hips lifted off the small bathroom counter I’d leaned against, desperate for more, desperate to reach the same peak I could see building in her.

When she shuddered, body trembling in release, I couldn’t hold back. My orgasm crashed into me so hard I had to cover my mouth with my free hand to keep from crying out. Wave after wave rolled through me until my knees nearly buckled, and I sank against the wall, panting, shaking, utterly undone.

For a long moment, I just sat there, staring at the floor, my body still humming, my mind spinning with what I had just done. Guilt crept in first, a sharp edge of shame that I had spied on my neighbor, that I had touched myself to the sight of her. But beneath it, pulsing stubbornly, was something else—an intoxicating thrill I couldn’t deny.

I had seen Sabrina in a way no neighbor ever should. And worse, I had enjoyed every second of it.

I didn’t tell Mark. I couldn’t.

The moment I stepped out of the garage apartment, the air felt different, heavier, like I was carrying something no one else could see. My body still buzzed from what I’d done, but I pushed it down, buried it deep beneath the smile I put on my face when I walked back into the house.

That night, when Mark slid in beside me in bed and wrapped his arm around my waist, I let him believe the heat in me was only for him. I kissed him harder than usual, touched him more urgently, rode him until we were both drenched in sweat. And though he never asked why, I knew he felt the difference.

But in the back of my mind, I saw her. Sabrina. The way her body had glistened in the sun. The way her hand had moved between her legs. The way my own climax had been pulled from me because of her.

I told myself it had to stay locked inside me—that it was just a secret, a moment, nothing more. But the truth was, once I had seen her like that, once I had tasted that kind of forbidden thrill, there was no going back.

Weeks later, I saw something from the apartment garage window I never imagined I would. It was a Saturday afternoon, and I had truthfully gone into the apartment garage to clean. I was about to leave when I passed by the window and, out of habit, glanced outside.

That was when I froze.

Sabrina and Jordan were by their pool, both of them in bikinis, their bodies glistening in the sun. At first, it looked playful, harmless—just the kind of affection I’d come to expect between them. But then their lips met, and the kiss deepened. I should have looked away. I should have given them their privacy. Instead, I stayed rooted to the spot, my pulse hammering in my ears.

And then Sabrina sank to her knees in front of Jordan. For a second, I thought my eyes were playing tricks on me, but when she reached up and tugged at the knot on Jordan’s bikini bottoms, there was no mistaking it. The fabric slid down, and in one shocking moment, Jordan’s erect cock sprang free.

I rubbed my eyes in disbelief, my breath catching in my throat. It was one thing to imagine, another to read about, but to see it in front of me—real, undeniable—was something else entirely. I pressed a hand to my chest as though that would calm my racing heart, but it only made the blood roar louder in my ears.

I couldn’t move. Couldn’t stop watching as the scene unfolded in front of me, shattering every assumption I’d made about my neighbors and igniting something inside me I couldn’t begin to name.

I pressed my palm against the window frame, my breath fogging the glass as I watched. My heart was pounding so hard I was afraid they might hear it. Just as I thought I couldn’t take any more, Sabrina stopped sucking Jordan’s cock. She stood up, removed her bikini bottom, and bent herself over their patio table.

I watched as Jordan placed herself behind Sabrina and then entered her. My mouth went dry as my eyes widened. The sounds of summer—the breeze, a distant lawn mower—faded beneath the pulse in my ears as I watched Jordan fuck Sabrina.

I felt dizzy, torn between the shame of spying and the undeniable arousal surging through me. I had never seen anything like it in my life, and yet I couldn’t look away.

I don’t know when I made the decision, or if it even was a decision. One moment I was standing there frozen, and the next my shorts were tangled around my ankles, my hand slipping where it shouldn’t have gone.

It was reckless. Shameless. And yet it felt impossible to resist. Every sound, every movement from their yard seemed to echo inside me, stoking a heat I couldn’t contain. Watching them together was like stepping into one of the fantasies Mark and I had only ever dared to whisper about in the dark. Except this wasn’t a fantasy—it was happening right in front of me.

I moved with them, chasing every gasp, every rhythm, until the world narrowed to nothing but what I was seeing through that window and what I was feeling inside myself.

When release tore through me, it came so suddenly I had to bite down hard on my lip to keep from crying out. My body shook, my knees nearly giving out, and I braced myself against the wall, overwhelmed by the intensity of it.

When it was over, I pulled my clothes back up with trembling hands, my chest heaving, my whole body buzzing with equal parts ecstasy and shame. I couldn’t believe what I had just done—what I had just let myself do.

That night, I couldn’t keep it bottled up. The weight of it sat on me through dinner, and Mark noticed right away.

“You’ve been quiet all night,” he said finally, leaning back in his chair, studying me. “What’s going on, Jules?”

My stomach turned. I opened my mouth, closed it again, then took a deep breath. “I saw something today… something I wasn’t supposed to. From the garage apartment. I saw Sabrina and Jordan… together.”

He waited, his expression unreadable, giving me space to go on.

“They were kissing. And then Sabrina… she dropped to her knees. Mark—” My voice caught. “Jordan has a cock.”

For a beat, the silence was heavy. I half expected him to look shocked, or angry, or both. But instead, his eyes sharpened with curiosity.

“Are you serious?” he asked, his voice low.

I nodded quickly. “I couldn’t believe it either. I just stood there, watching. I didn’t mean to, but I couldn’t look away. And when Jordan bent Sabrina over—” I broke off, my face flaming. “I… touched myself while I watched.”

Mark ran a hand down his face, muttering something under his breath. When his eyes met mine again, there was heat in them I’d seen before—back when we used to whisper about fantasies we swore would stay fantasies.

“Jesus, Julia,” he said finally, his lips curving into a grin. “You have no idea how much it turns me on to hear you say that.”

The second the words left my mouth, the air between us changed. Mark’s chair scraped against the floor as he stood, his eyes locked on me with a hunger I hadn’t seen in a long time.

“Say it again,” he demanded, his voice rough.

My breath caught. “Jordan has a cock.”

A groan rumbled from his chest as he grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me to my feet. His mouth crashed onto mine, hot and urgent, swallowing the small gasp that escaped me. His hands roamed my body like he couldn’t get enough, and I melted into him, the tension of my secret unraveling into pure need.

He pushed me back against the table, his lips trailing down my neck as he whispered, “You stood there and watched her, didn’t you? Watched Sabrina on her knees, watched Jordan—”

“Yes,” I breathed, my fingers tangling in his hair. “I couldn’t stop.”

His hands tightened at my waist. “And you touched yourself?”

I nodded, heat flooding my cheeks. “I came watching them, Mark.”

He lifted me onto the table, his mouth claiming mine again as his hands slid beneath my clothes. The way he touched me was different—rougher, hungrier, fueled by the images I’d planted in his mind. And when he pressed into me, filling me with every thrust, it felt like we were living that fantasy together, as though Sabrina and Jordan’s bodies were right there in the room with us.

Mark held me tight, his heart thundering against mine, both of us struggling to catch our breath. The table beneath us was a mess—half-cleared plates and silverware knocked askew—but neither of us cared.

His lips brushed my ear, still hot with want even as we came down from it. “All I can see,” he whispered, “is you watching them. You, standing there, so fucking turned on you couldn’t stop yourself.”

A shiver ran through me. My body was wrung out, yet the words made me ache all over again. I buried my face against his shoulder, ashamed and aroused all at once. “I’ve never felt anything like it, Mark. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

“Nothing’s wrong with you,” he responded, tilting my chin up so I had to meet his eyes. “Knowing what you saw, knowing how it made you feel—it only makes me want you more.”

“It wasn’t just today,” I whispered.

His body tensed against mine. “What do you mean?”

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning. “A few weeks ago… I saw Sabrina. She was sunbathing. And then she—” My voice faltered, but I forced the truth out. “She touched herself. And I did too. I stood there and… I came watching her.”

For a moment, silence. His eyes searched mine, and my stomach twisted, half-expecting anger, half-expecting disappointment.

But then his grip on me tightened, and I saw the spark ignite again in his gaze. “Jesus, Julia,” he replied, his voice thick with heat. “Do you have any idea what that does to me?”

The raw edge of his words sent another tremor through me. My body was already spent, but the hunger in his voice made me ache all over again. I realized then that the secrets I’d been so afraid to share weren’t breaking us apart—they were binding us closer, pulling us into a fire we both wanted to feel burn hotter.

Mark’s grip tightened on my hips, and his eyes burned into mine. “Tell me,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Tell me exactly what you saw.”

My breath caught. “Mark—”

“Don’t hold back,” he urged, his thumb brushing my lip. “I want to hear it. Every detail. I want to picture you watching her.”

Heat spread through me as my mind replayed the scene I’d tried so hard to bury. I swallowed, my voice trembling. “She was lying out by the pool… completely naked. The sun was on her skin. She started touching herself, slow, like she’d done it a thousand times that way before.”

Mark groaned, his hand sliding up my thigh. “And you?”

“I froze at first,” I admitted, my pulse racing as I spoke. “But then I couldn’t stop looking. My body just reacted. I slid my hand under my bikini, and I was already wet. Watching her made it worse. Every move she made, I matched it until…” My voice faltered. “Until I came while staring at her through the window.”

A rough sound escaped his throat, and I felt the shudder that went through him. “Fuck, Julia. You touching yourself while she did—it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

The look in his eyes when I finished speaking made my stomach twist with heat. He was starving for me, for the truth I’d just given him, and before I could take another breath, his mouth was on mine again. Rough, hungry, and insistent.

“Say it again,” he growled against my lips.

“I watched her,” I whispered, breathless. “I touched myself while she touched herself… and I came watching her.”

Mark pushed me back flat on the table. My body, already trembling from the confession, yielded to him, my pulse thundering as he spread me open and drove into me with a ferocity that stole the air from my lungs.

Every thrust felt like a demand for more details, every kiss like punishment and reward at once. I wrapped my arms around him, gasping into his ear, giving him every sound he craved. “I wanted her, Mark. God, I wanted her so badly.”

He groaned, shuddering at my words, his hand gripping the back of my neck as he slammed harder into me. “And now I want you,” he rasped. “All of you—every filthy thought, every secret.”

The heat between us built until I was clawing at his back, crying out his name as another orgasm tore through me. He followed almost instantly, his body collapsing against mine as the table shook beneath us. We lay there trembling, clinging to each other, drenched in sweat and confession.

Had I not seen Sabrina suck off Jordan and then watched Jordan fuck her, I never would have known she wasn’t a biological woman. Nothing about her gave it away—not the way she carried herself, not her voice, not her presence. If anything, she was more striking, more magnetic than most women I’d ever met.

That thought unsettled me almost as much as it aroused me. The world had been so clear-cut in my mind before, so divided into categories that now seemed flimsy at best. Watching them that afternoon had blurred all of it.

I told myself it shouldn’t matter, and yet it did—because I couldn’t stop replaying it in my head. The sight of Sabrina on her knees. The way Jordan had held her. The raw hunger in both of them as they gave themselves over to pleasure without shame.

Lying against him, my skin still buzzing, the words slipped out before I could stop them.

“Had I not seen it with my own eyes… Sabrina sucking her off, I never would have known she wasn’t a biological woman.”

Mark stirred beside me, lifting his head just enough to meet my gaze. His expression wasn’t judgmental—just curious, lit with the same fire that had carried us through the night.

“She looks, sounds, moves—everything about her reads as a woman. If I hadn’t seen what I saw, I never would’ve guessed.”

Mark let out a low whistle, his hand sliding down my side, lingering at my hip. “Me neither, and that makes it even hotter,” he responded. “The idea that you were watching without a clue, and then… surprise.” His grin was wicked, the kind that always made my stomach twist with heat. “God, Julia… no wonder you came so hard.”

I buried my face against his neck, embarrassed and aroused all at once. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Mark kissed the top of my head, his breath warm in my hair. “Then don’t stop. Don’t hold it back. If it excites you, it excites me.”

It was Mark’s idea to invite them over for a barbecue and drinks so we could get to know them better. On the surface, it was neighborly—something we probably should have done weeks earlier. But beneath that, I knew exactly what it was.

Mark wanted them close. He wanted to see them through my eyes, to peel back the mystery that had consumed both of us since the night I confessed what I’d seen. And as much as part of me wanted to keep my distance, another part—the part that still felt my body burn every time I replayed those scenes in my mind—wanted it too.

When I mentioned it to Sabrina over the fence one afternoon, she smiled easily and said they’d love to come. Her tone was warm, casual, completely innocent. She couldn’t have known the effect just her smile had on me, or the way I caught myself staring too long at her dark hair falling over her shoulders.

That Saturday, Mark went all out. He marinated steaks and stocked the cooler with beer. I busied myself with the sides and the drinks, all the while wondering how I was going to look either of them in the eye without remembering every detail of what I’d seen through that garage window.

When they finally walked through the gate into our backyard—Sabrina in a sundress, Jordan in jeans and a fitted shirt that clung just enough, I felt my heart skip a beat.

The grill sizzled, the air heavy with the smell of charcoal and marinated steak. Mark had a beer in one hand, tongs in the other, looking every bit the proud host. I poured wine for Sabrina and myself, while Jordan stuck to a bottle of craft beer Mark had pulled from the cooler.

At first, it was easy. We talked about the neighborhood, the quirks of our fixer-upper, and the salon Sabrina owned. She was animated when she talked about her clients, her hands moving as though she were sculpting the air itself. Jordan chimed in here and there with a quiet wit that made me laugh more than once.

Mark asked about their house, what renovations they wanted to tackle. Jordan grinned and said, “We’ll probably be borrowing Mark before long, since he’s apparently the neighborhood expert.”

Mark laughed and puffed his chest a little, proud of the compliment. I caught the way his eyes slid toward me—like he was checking to see if I noticed how natural this all felt, how easy it was to have them here.

Dinner stretched long into the evening. We ate on the patio, the pool shimmering just beyond us, candles flickering on the table. The conversation flowed with the wine, moving from light banter to deeper ground without any of us realizing the shift.

It was Sabrina who steered it. She leaned back in her chair, swirling the last of her wine in her glass, her dark eyes flicking between Mark and me.

“So,” she said casually, “I know this might be a little forward, but I’m curious—how do you two feel about the trans community?”

The question hung in the air. My fork paused halfway to my mouth, and I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. Mark set down his beer, his brows lifting slightly, but his expression stayed open, thoughtful.

It wasn’t an accusation. There was no defensiveness in her tone. If anything, Sabrina asked it with genuine curiosity, her voice calm, her body language relaxed—as if she were testing the waters, not just with us, but for something more.

I glanced at Mark, and he met my eyes before answering.

Mark leaned back in his chair, completely unfazed by the question. He took a slow sip of his beer before setting it down on the table, his eyes meeting Sabrina’s without hesitation.

“I think people should be free to live their lives however makes them happiest,” he said evenly. “I’ve never understood why anyone would want to get in the way of that. What someone chooses for themselves, who they are, who they love—that’s theirs. And honestly?” He shrugged. “The world could use a lot more people just minding their own business and letting others be happy.”

His words hung there for a beat, calm and steady, and I felt an unexpected warmth bloom in my chest. That was Mark—confident, straightforward, with no need to dress up his beliefs.

Sabrina’s lips curved into a small, approving smile. Jordan glanced at her, then back at us, her gray eyes glinting under the patio light.

Mark glanced at me then, giving me that little nod—the one that said your turn, Jules, without saying a word out loud.

I set down my wineglass, my fingers warm against the stem, and cleared my throat, knowing my answer mattered more than ever.

I felt my cheeks warm as all three of them looked at me. I took a small sip of wine, buying myself a second before I spoke.

“Honestly,” I began, “I don’t have much personal experience. I’ve never really been close to anyone who’s trans before, so I can’t pretend I know everything or that I always say the right thing.” I paused, letting the words settle before continuing. “But I do know what it feels like to want to be accepted for who you are. And I believe everyone deserves that. So if you’re asking if I’m open-minded…” I smiled softly, a little shy. “Yes. Very much so.”

Sabrina’s expression softened, as though something in my answer had reassured her. Jordan’s lips curved into the faintest smile, and she lifted her beer in a small toast.

“That’s all anyone can ask,” Jordan said.

Mark tilted his head, curiosity in his eyes. “Can I ask,” he said, leaning forward a little, “why you brought it up? About the trans community?”

Before Sabrina could answer, Jordan set her beer down and spoke up. Her tone was calm, even, but there was a gravity to it that made me straighten in my chair.

“Because I’m trans,” she said simply.

The words landed like a stone dropped into still water, sending ripples through me. For a moment, I forgot to breathe. Even though I already knew—because of what I’d seen—the directness of her confession made my heart pound all over again.

Mark didn’t flinch. He nodded once, steady, his expression as open as it had been before. “Thank you for sharing that with us,” he said. “It doesn’t change a thing as far as I’m concerned.”

Sabrina’s lips curved into a small smile at that, her hand brushing Jordan’s on the table in a quiet gesture of support. Jordan’s gray eyes shifted to me then, and though her expression was unreadable, I felt as if she were searching me, weighing my reaction.

I forced myself to smile, even as heat rushed to my cheeks. “I appreciate you being honest with us. It… it doesn’t change how I see you either,” I managed, my voice a little softer than I intended.

Jordan nodded slightly, her fingers brushing the neck of her beer bottle. “I appreciate what you both said,” she told us. “Because it’s not always common. A lot of people say they’re supportive, but when it comes down to it…” She trailed off, her gray eyes narrowing just a little. “It’s different.”

I stayed quiet, listening, my chest tightening. There was no bitterness in her voice, not exactly—but there was history.

“It’s been an issue with my family,” she continued, her voice steady but quieter now. “We don’t really talk anymore. And I lost a lot of friends because of who I am. Or maybe because of who I’ve always been.” She gave a small shrug, but it didn’t hide the weight in her words.

Sabrina reached across the table, laying her hand over Jordan’s. It was such a simple, intimate gesture, but I felt it like a spark. “Their loss,” she said firmly, her eyes softening as she looked at her wife.

Mark cleared his throat, leaning forward a little. “Well, you won’t find judgment here,” he said, his voice steady. “You’ve got neighbors who actually mean it when we say we’re glad you’re here.”

Jordan’s lips curved into a faint smile, but there was something guarded still lingering in her gaze. “That means more than you know.”

Mark smiled, clearly wanting to lighten the mood. “So how did you two meet?” he asked, reaching for another beer from the cooler.

Jordan chuckled softly, her hand still resting beneath Sabrina’s. “When I first opened my store,” she said, “Sabrina came in. She wanted to welcome me to the neighborhood… and maybe pick up a few things while she was at it.”

Sabrina laughed, rolling her eyes playfully. “I did. I figured it was only polite to support a new business, right?” She gave Jordan a look that carried a spark of mischief. “But I also walked out with a bag full of purchases I probably didn’t need.”

Mark grinned, clearly entertained. “So basically, customer service at its finest.”

Jordan smirked. “Something like that. One thing led to another, and I guess you could say Sabrina kept finding reasons to come back.”

Sabrina nudged her with her shoulder, but her cheeks were glowing with the kind of warmth that only comes from retelling the beginning of something real.

Listening to them, watching the way their hands brushed, the way their glances lingered, I felt a twinge of something I couldn’t quite name. Admiration, maybe. Envy, too. Whatever it was, it stirred deep inside me, reminding me of what I’d seen—and what I hadn’t been able to forget.

Mark leaned back in his chair, grinning as he nursed his beer. “So let me get this straight,” he said. “Sabrina goes in to welcome you to the neighborhood, and you end up selling her a bag full of… toys?”

Sabrina smirked, her eyes sparkling in the candlelight. “Well, to be fair, neither of us is straight. A bag of toys seemed like a perfectly reasonable way to break the ice.”

The table erupted in soft laughter, but there was something in the way Sabrina said it—something lingering, playful—that made my stomach flutter.

Mark chuckled, shaking his head. “Well, I guess that’s one way to start a relationship. Beats dinner and a movie.”

Sabrina leaned forward, resting her chin in her hand, her dark hair falling over her shoulder. “It was more memorable, that’s for sure. And effective.” She winked at Jordan, who only raised her bottle in a mock toast.

Mark tilted his head, his grin fading into something more thoughtful. “So if neither of you is straight,” he said carefully, “does that mean… you’ve both always been open to dating men and women? Or was it something you figured out together?”

It wasn’t a teasing tone this time. He was genuinely curious, his voice steady, but the question hung heavier in the warm night air.

Sabrina didn’t flinch. She leaned back in her chair, her dark eyes sliding briefly to Jordan before returning to Mark. “I’ve always known,” she admitted, her voice calm, confident. “I’ve been with both men and women.”

Jordan’s expression softened, and the way she looked at Sabrina then made my chest ache with something I couldn’t quite name.

Mark nodded slowly, absorbing her words. “Makes sense,” he said. “When you find your person, labels stop being so important.”

Sabrina smiled at that, a slow, knowing smile, and lifted her glass in a small toast. “Exactly.”

The conversation should have ended there, but Sabrina’s smile lingered, curling at the edges like she wasn’t quite finished. She swirled the last of her wine in her glass, her gaze flicking between the three of us.

“Being with Jordan,” she said smoothly, “is almost like having both worlds.”

Her words made my pulse skip. I blinked at her, heat creeping up my neck before I found my voice. “Almost?” I asked, my tone softer than I meant it to be.

Sabrina lifted her glass, took a slow sip, and let the pause hang just long enough to make it deliberate. When she lowered the rim from her lips, her dark eyes met mine.

“She’s missing a pussy.”

The table went still for a moment, and then Mark chuckled under his breath, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe how easily Sabrina had said it. Jordan smirked, clearly unfazed, her arm brushing against Sabrina’s as if the remark were nothing new between them.

“I can say the same about you,” Jordan chuckled.

Sabrina laughed, leaning into her wife’s shoulder. “Fair enough.”

Their ease with each other—the way they tossed such things back and forth without hesitation—sent a jolt of heat through me. I tried to laugh along with the rest of them, but the sound caught in my throat. My wineglass felt heavy in my hand, my palms warm against the stem.

Mark glanced at me out of the corner of his eye, and I knew he’d caught it—the flush in my cheeks, the way I couldn’t quite hide the effect Sabrina’s words and Jordan’s answer had on me.

Jordan reached into the cooler, popped the cap off another beer, and leaned back in her chair. Her eyes slid to me, steady and amused. “You should come to my store,” she said casually. “Pick anything you like, as a thank you for a wonderful evening.” Her lips curved. “What are you into?”

Before I could answer, Mark smirked, setting his bottle down on the table. “She could use a new vibrator,” he said without missing a beat. “And maybe a butt plug, right?”

My cheeks burned instantly, the boldness of his words hanging thick in the air. Sabrina’s lips parted in a laugh, Jordan’s smirk widened, and I could feel the heat crawl all the way up my neck.

I reached for the wine bottle, trying to play it cool as I refilled my glass to the brim. I took a slow sip, met Jordan’s gaze across the table, and let myself smile.

“I could,” I said, my voice low but steady.

Sabrina laughed softly, exchanging a look with Jordan that made my stomach flip. Mark leaned back in his chair, grinning like he had just dropped a match on dry kindling.

The table felt smaller suddenly, the night air warmer. It wasn’t just neighborly chatter anymore. We had stepped onto dangerous ground, and none of us seemed in a hurry to step back.

The conversation had already gone further than I ever imagined it would, and then Sabrina blurted it out—without hesitation, without shame.

“I love anal.”

Mark nearly choked on his beer, and Sabrina just grinned, unbothered.

Jordan laughed, shaking her head. “Me too. As if the two of you didn’t know.”

I don’t know why I said it, but the words flew out of my mouth before I could stop them. “I love it too,” I admitted, my cheeks heating. Then, glancing at Mark, I added, “And so does he.”

Mark’s eyebrows shot up, caught off guard by how boldly I’d outed us, but he didn’t argue. If anything, his grin widened, his eyes dark with mischief.

Jordan leaned forward, her gray eyes gleaming. “So, Mark,” she pressed, “do you like to give… or receive?”

I answered for him before he could open his mouth. “Both.”

The table fell into laughter, but underneath it was something heavier—something pulsing. Jordan took a long sip of her beer, her gaze never leaving Mark as she swallowed.

“There is nothing like the real thing,” she said finally, her voice smooth, deliberate. And then she looked at him in a way that made my stomach twist.

Sabrina smirked into her wine, as though the comment were nothing unusual. But for me, the air had shifted. The night wasn’t just playful anymore. The flirting had teeth.

Sabrina leaned forward, her dark eyes catching mine in the flicker of candlelight. “So, Julia,” she asked smoothly, “have you ever been with a woman?”

My heart skipped, and I shook my head before I even realized I was answering. “No,” I admitted softly.

Sabrina’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “There’s a first time for everything.”

The words hung there, heavy and deliberate, and for a moment, it felt like the entire table went still. Mark’s grin tugged wider, his hand brushing casually against my thigh under the table as if to remind me he was listening to every word.

Jordan chuckled low in her throat, leaning back in her chair, her arm sliding around Sabrina’s shoulders. “She’s not wrong,” she said. “And some first times are worth the wait.”

I swallowed hard, my wineglass trembling just slightly as I raised it to my lips. My face was hot, my pulse racing, but I forced a smile, trying to laugh it off. Still, I knew they could see it—the way my cheeks burned, the way my eyes lingered on Sabrina a second too long.

“Well, this was fun,” she said as she pushed her chair back. “Thank you both for the food, the drinks, and the company.”

Sabrina stood with her, her hand brushing Jordan’s arm before her eyes found mine again. “Don’t forget about coming by my store,” she said smoothly, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “I meant what I said.”

Mark chuckled, standing to shake Jordan’s hand while I rose a little slower, my glass still in hand. We exchanged the usual polite goodnights, but underneath it all, the tension hummed like electricity in the summer air.

When the gate finally clicked shut behind them, I exhaled a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. Mark glanced at me, grinning in that way that told me he knew exactly what was running through my head.

CHAPTER THREE

When the gate closed behind them, the backyard felt different—quiet, but not empty. I sank back into my chair with the last of my wine, my body buzzing as if Sabrina and Jordan were still sitting across from us.

Mark dropped into his seat, stretching out with that smug grin plastered across his face. “Well,” he said, reaching for another beer, “that was… interesting.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “You think?”

He took a long sip, watching me over the rim of the bottle. “You liked it,” he said, not as a question but as a fact.

I swallowed, my cheeks warming. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“Bullshit.” He leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. “The way you blushed when Sabrina asked you if you’d ever been with a woman. The way you couldn’t stop staring at her. And when she said that, there’s a first time for everything.” He chuckled, shaking his head. “I thought you were going to melt.”

I pressed my lips together, trying not to smile, but I couldn’t hide it. “She caught me off guard.”

“Caught you off guard,” he repeated, his grin widening. “Or caught your attention?”

I set my empty glass down and sighed. “Maybe both,” I admitted, then arched a brow at him. “But you’re one to talk. When Jordan said there’s nothing like the real thing, she was looking directly at you—and you liked it.”

Mark smirked, leaning back in his chair. “Damn right I liked it.” He took another pull from his beer before setting it down, his eyes glittering in the dim light. “What man wouldn’t?”

I rolled my eyes, but my pulse quickened. “So, you’re saying you wouldn’t mind if she meant it?”

He tilted his head, studying me, then grinned that wicked grin I knew so well. “I’m saying the idea of them wanting us… turns me on almost as much as knowing it turns you on.”

Heat crept up my neck, and I bit my lip, replaying Sabrina’s bold words, Jordan’s smirk, the way they had looked at us like they knew exactly what they were doing.

My attraction toward the same sex was no secret between us. Mark had always known, long before Sabrina ever leaned across a table and asked if I’d been with a woman. But hearing him admit, without hesitation, how much he liked Jordan’s attention—that was new.

“Damn right I liked it,” he’d said, and the words kept echoing in my head.

Sure, we had watched trans women with men and women in porn before. It was one of those kinks we sometimes indulged in after a few drinks, when our inhibitions were lower and the line between fantasy and confession blurred. But that was just porn—safe, distant, detached. I’d never imagined Mark would seriously consider getting fucked by a trans woman in real life.

The thought unsettled me at first, not because it bothered me, but because it thrilled me in a way I hadn’t been ready for. It cracked something open inside me. If Mark could admit to wanting that, if he could let me see him in that light, then maybe there were far fewer limits between us than I had ever believed.

Later that night, when the lights were low and the house was quiet, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I lay beside Mark, my head on his chest, my fingers tracing idle patterns across his skin.

“What you said earlier,” I murmured, “about liking the way Jordan looked at you… did you mean it?”

Mark’s chest rose and fell beneath me as he let out a slow breath. “Yeah,” he said finally. “I meant it.”

I tilted my head up to look at him. “Even if she meant more than just looking?”

His eyes flicked down to mine, steady, unflinching. “Julia, you know I’ve always been open. And you know how much I enjoy it when you peg me.” His mouth curved into a small, almost sheepish smile. “Having the real thing… it’s crossed my mind.”

My stomach tightened, heat pooling low inside me. Hearing him say it—so plainly, so unapologetically—sent my pulse racing.

“I didn’t know,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “I mean… I knew you liked what we did. But I didn’t know you’d ever want more than that.”

He brushed his thumb over my cheek. “It’s not something I’ve needed. You give me everything I could ever want. But if you’re asking if the thought’s been there…” His smile turned wicked. “Yeah. It has.”

As the night deepened, I reached for the drawer and pulled out the harness, and the way Mark looked at me—equal parts eager and vulnerable—sent a shiver through me. Every time I pegged him, it reminded me of something I could never quite explain to anyone else. The raw intimacy of it, the way it flipped the script on everything I thought marriage was supposed to look like.

Sliding into that role gave me a rush, but not because it made me feel dominant. It was because Mark trusted me enough to let go. He surrendered to me in those moments, and it made me feel powerful and tender all at once. I loved watching his control melt away, hearing the sounds he only ever made with me, feeling him open under my touch.

That night, with his admission still burning in my mind—that he’d thought about the real thing—I felt something even deeper. A mix of thrill, curiosity, and an ache I couldn’t put into words. Part of me was jealous at the idea of Jordan being the one to give him what I could only mimic, but another part of me was… turned on by it. The thought of sharing him, of watching him in that same vulnerability with someone else, made my chest tighten and my body tremble.

As I moved with him, guiding him, I felt tears sting the corners of my eyes—not from sadness, but from the sheer intensity of it. Love, lust, fear, excitement—it all swirled together until I didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

Mark did something that night that he had never done before. After I removed the dildo from his ass, he turned around, crawled to me, and brought it to his lips.

For a second, I froze. My breath caught in my throat as I watched him, my heart racing with shock and something I couldn’t quite name. As he sucked it, his eyes locked on mine, and I felt my entire body tremble.

It wasn’t just the act—it was the meaning behind it. Mark had never gone that far, never shown me that kind of raw surrender. It was messy, vulnerable, defiant all at once, as if he was daring me to see him completely, no walls, no shame.

My chest tightened, my pulse hammering. Part of me was stunned, but another part… another part was lit on fire and made me feel closer to him than I ever had before. When he finally removed the dildo from his mouth, I kissed him. I could taste his honesty, his hunger, his need to be fully seen, and in that moment, I knew something in us had changed. The line between fantasy and reality had blurred more than ever.

Mark brushed his thumb over my cheek, his voice low and rough. “Jordan is so hot, babe,” he whispered, his breath warm against my lips. “I would love to have her cock in my mouth… and inside my ass.”

The words slammed into me, heavy and unfiltered, and for a moment, all I could do was stare at him. My stomach twisted with shock, but underneath it, a current of heat pulsed through me so fiercely it made me shiver.

He didn’t flinch, didn’t take it back. His eyes stayed locked on mine, dark and blazing with desire. “I’ve thought about it,” he admitted. “And saying it out loud… with you… it feels fucking incredible.”

I pressed my forehead to his, my pulse hammering in my ears. There it was—the truth I hadn’t even known I craved from him. Hearing him confess it didn’t scare me. It pulled me closer. It made me feel like I was seeing all of him for the very first time.

My chest was tight, my breath shallow from what Mark had just confessed. His honesty was raw, almost reckless, and it pulled something out of me I hadn’t planned to say.

“God, Mark… I want her. I want to taste Sabrina so badly, and I want her to taste me.”

The words tumbled out before I could second-guess them, and once they were in the air, there was no taking them back. My cheeks flushed hot, but the moment I saw the look in Mark’s eyes, shame was the last thing I felt.

He groaned, his grip tightening around me, his forehead pressing harder against mine. “Fuck, Julia,” he rasped. “Hearing you say that… it’s the hottest thing you’ve ever told me.”

The way Mark kissed me after my confession was different—rougher, needier, like my words had lit something in him he couldn’t contain. His hands gripped my hips hard, pulling me against him as though he wanted to fuse us.

“Say it again,” he groaned against my mouth.

“I want her,” I gasped, breathless. “I want to taste Sabrina… and I want her to taste me.”

His whole body shuddered, a raw sound breaking from his throat. He rolled me onto my back, his mouth crashing down on mine, and the urgency between us flared hotter than it had all night. Every touch felt desperate, almost frantic, like we were both chasing the images in our heads—the ones we’d just confessed aloud.

When he pushed into me again, I clung to him, whispering everything I’d seen, everything I wanted. He responded to every word like it was gasoline on a fire, driving harder, kissing deeper, gripping me like he couldn’t stand the thought of letting me go.

By the time release tore through us both, I was shaking, my nails dug into his back, his name on my lips in a cry I couldn’t control. He collapsed onto me, sweaty, trembling, both of us breathless.

We lay tangled together, our skin slick with sweat, the sheets twisted around us. My head rested on Mark’s chest, his arm heavy around my waist as our breathing slowly returned to normal. For a few minutes, neither of us spoke. The silence was warm, comforting—but buzzing with everything we’d just admitted.

Then Mark’s voice broke through the quiet, low and rough in my ear. “So,” he said, brushing his fingers lazily over my hip, “when are you going to Jordan’s store?”

I lifted my head, blinking at him, my heart lurching. “What?”

He smirked, his dark eyes gleaming even in the low light. “You heard me. You should go. Pick out whatever you want. Hell, you know she meant it when she invited you. And after tonight…” He trailed off, his grin widening. “Let’s just say I’d love to see what you come back with.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with images of Jordan’s gray eyes on me, of Sabrina’s sly smile across the table. My pulse quickened, the heat between my thighs returning almost instantly.

I lay my head back down on his chest, my voice barely more than a whisper. “Maybe soon.”

A few days later, I finally worked up the nerve to go. I told myself it was just curiosity, just neighborly follow-through, but my stomach was in knots the whole drive over.

I had never been inside a sex shop before. I’d always bought toys online, safe behind a screen, no one there to watch me or wonder what I was into. Walking through those glass doors felt completely different—exposed, like stepping over a threshold I couldn’t come back from.

The place was brighter than I expected, cleaner too. Shelves lined with sleek boxes, walls hung with lingerie, displays of things I’d only seen in pictures. Behind the counter, casually confident as ever, was Jordan.

She spotted me instantly, her gray eyes lighting with recognition. “Well, look who it is,” she said, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “I was starting to think you wouldn’t come.”

I laughed nervously, my cheeks warming. “I almost didn’t.”

Jordan leaned against the counter, her gaze steady on mine. “Good thing you didn’t. Now, let’s find you something worth the trip.”

My heart pounded, my palms damp as I glanced around the shop. It felt surreal, standing there with her, knowing everything she and Sabrina had said that night, knowing what Mark and I had confessed to each other afterward.

My eyes darted around the shelves, my pulse hammering in my ears. I told myself to play it safe, to ask about something simple—a vibrator, lingerie, anything. But when I turned back to Jordan, her gray eyes steady on me, something inside me tipped.

“I’m looking for a realistic-feeling dildo,” I blurted out, “one I can use to fuck Mark with.”

The words hung between us, bold and unashamed, and I almost couldn’t believe they’d come from my mouth. My cheeks burned, but I didn’t take them back.

Jordan’s smile widened, slow and approving, as though I’d just passed some kind of test. She pushed off the counter and motioned for me to follow. “Now we’re talking,” she said. “Come on—I’ve got just the section for you.”

As I trailed behind her down the aisle, my hands tingled with nerves, my heart racing not just from what I’d asked for, but from how easy it had been to say it out loud.

Jordan led me down an aisle lined with boxes in every size, shape, and color. She stopped at a display halfway down and rested her hand casually on the shelf.

“This,” she said, tapping one of the boxes, “is one of our bestsellers. Silicone, realistic texture, firm but with some give. Great for pegging.” Her eyes flicked to me, the corner of her mouth lifting. “You’ll feel like you’re giving him the real thing.”

I swallowed hard, my fingers brushing over the glossy packaging. “It looks… intimidating,” I admitted.

Jordan chuckled, shaking her head. “Trust me, men like your husband can handle it.”

My head snapped toward her. “Men like my husband?”

Her grin widened, unbothered. “Julia, Mark is hot. You know that, right? You should’ve seen the way he watched you the other night, blushing over Sabrina’s questions. He looked like he was two seconds away from dragging you inside.” She leaned a little closer, lowering her voice. “If you weren’t already on my radar, that man would’ve put you there.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, my stomach twisting with a mix of flattery and arousal. “You really don’t hold back, do you?”

“Why would I?” Jordan shrugged, her gray eyes glinting with amusement. “Life’s too short to pretend people aren’t attractive. And trust me, the two of you are… very attractive.” She paused, deliberately dragging her gaze over me. “Together and apart.”

I laughed nervously, clutching the box tighter, though the sound came out breathless. “You’re trouble.”

Jordan winked, her gray eyes gleaming. “Yes, I am,” she said smoothly, “and so is my wife.”

The words hit me like a spark, sending heat rushing through me. I tried to play it off, but my pulse was racing. The way she said it, confident and deliberate, made it clear she wasn’t just talking about trouble in general—she was talking about the kind of trouble I hadn’t stopped imagining since that night on our patio.

I swallowed hard, forcing a shaky laugh. “You two don’t hold anything back, do you?”

Jordan smirked, leaning a little closer, her voice dipping low. “Why should we? Sabrina already knows you want her.”

My breath caught, the box slick in my hands as my palms went damp. “What?” I whispered, even though the denial came out weak and unconvincing.

Jordan tilted her head, her gray eyes locked on mine, unreadable but sharp. “She’s not blind, Julia. She saw the way you looked at her at dinner. She heard the crack in your voice when she asked if you’d ever been with a woman. Sabrina knows when someone wants her.” A pause, her lips curving into that sly, confident smile. “And she knows you do.”

Heat flooded my face, spreading all the way down my chest. I wanted to deny it, to laugh it off, but my throat was too tight and the words refused to come.

Jordan chuckled softly, straightening up. “Relax. It’s not a bad thing. If anything…” she reached out and tapped the box still clutched in my hands, “…it just makes things more interesting.”

“Interesting, how?” I asked before I could stop myself.

Jordan’s smile widened, her gray eyes locking on mine with deliberate intensity. “You want my wife, and my wife wants you. Your husband wants me, and I want him. Life is too short not to get what you want.”

Her bluntness hit me like a jolt—shocking, yet exhilarating at the same time. My stomach flipped, heat rushing through me so fast it made me dizzy. It was one thing to imagine, to whisper forbidden thoughts in the dark with Mark, but it was another to hear it spoken aloud so clearly.

I clutched the box tighter in my hands, my throat dry, my mind racing. I should have laughed it off, told her she was crazy, but I didn’t. I just stood there, staring at her, my pulse hammering in my ears, and the most terrifying part of all was how much I wanted her to be right.

“Sabrina wants me?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jordan didn’t hesitate. “From the moment she saw you.”

The admission sent a shiver straight through me. My chest tightened as I tried to process it, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. “That doesn’t make you jealous?”

Jordan’s smirk deepened, her gray eyes holding mine without flinching. “Does my wanting to fuck and get fucked by your husband make you jealous?”

The directness of her words was like a slap and a caress all at once—stinging, thrilling, impossible to ignore. My pulse roared in my ears as I gripped the box tighter, the weight of it suddenly feeling symbolic, heavier than cardboard and silicone.

I should have looked away, should have ended the conversation right there. But instead, I stood rooted in place, heat flooding through me, my body betraying how much her bluntness exhilarated me.

“It doesn’t,” I answered before I could second-guess myself. My voice came out steadier than I felt. “As you said—Mark is hot.”

The corners of Jordan’s mouth curved into a slow, satisfied smile, like she’d been waiting for me to admit it out loud. Her gray eyes lingered on me, sharp and unreadable, but there was something undeniably approving in them, too.

“Good,” she said softly, almost like it was a secret between us. “Then maybe we’re more alike than you think.”

My stomach flipped, my pulse racing so fast I thought she might hear it. I’d come here to pick out a toy, but somehow, I’d walked straight into something else—something bigger, riskier, and far more dangerous. The craziest part was, I didn’t want to walk out of it.

“So, you and Sabrina play?” I asked, my voice low, careful.

Jordan shook her head. “No, never,” she said plainly. “But it’s something we’ve talked about—and something we both want.”

Her words hit me in the chest, sparking a heat I tried to hide. I hesitated, then surprised myself by answering just as honestly. “Mark and I never have either. But… it’s something we’ve discussed.”

Jordan’s lips curved into a knowing smile, the kind that made me feel seen in ways that left me unsteady. “Is it something the two of you also want?”

I gripped the box tighter in my hands, the weight of it grounding me as my heart pounded. “I think so,” I admitted. “But fantasy and reality are two different things.”

Her smile lingered, softening just slightly, though her eyes still burned with that sharp confidence. “Maybe,” she said. “But sometimes reality turns out better than the fantasy.”

“There isn’t a way to know unless it happens,” I responded, surprising myself with the bluntness of my own words.

“I agree,” Jordan said with an easy nod, as if she’d been waiting for me to admit it.

I shifted the box in my hands, my palms damp. “Here’s the thing, Jordan. You and Sabrina are married, same like Mark and me. We don’t really know you and Sabrina, and you don’t really know us, and we’re next-door neighbors. My home is our forever home.”

She studied me carefully, her expression softening just slightly. Then she nodded again. “Our home is our forever home also, and it's not like we need to rush into anything.”

The way she said it wasn’t dismissive. If anything, it felt like an acknowledgment. Like we’d both quietly agreed, the idea was real, possible, and waiting if we ever wanted to reach for it.

As I shifted the box under my arm, ready to make my exit, Jordan spoke again.

“Why don’t Sabrina and I have you and Mark over for dinner next weekend?” she asked, her gray eyes holding mine steady. “We can get to know each other better… and ask each other questions. Figure out if what we’re all thinking about can maybe work out.”

Hearing her say it out loud—naming the thing we’d all been circling—made my pulse race so fast I thought I might drop the box in my hands.

I forced a shaky smile. “Dinner,” I repeated, trying to sound casual.

Jordan’s mouth curved into that slow, deliberate smile. “Dinner,” she confirmed. “No pressure. Just neighbors getting to know each other.”

“Saturday?” she asked, her tone casual, though her eyes lingered on mine with deliberate intent.

“Sure,” I replied, my voice softer than I meant it to be.

Jordan’s smile widened, satisfied. “Good. I’ll let Sabrina know.”

Jordan and I exchanged cell phone numbers before I left her store, the sleek box tucked under my arm. She wouldn’t let me pay for it, no matter how much I insisted. “Consider it a thank you,” she’d said with that sly grin. I drove home with my head spinning, the plans set for Saturday afternoon.

Mark, of course, had other things on his mind. He’d had his eye on a lake house in Pennsylvania for months, swearing it would be the perfect place to buy, renovate, and either flip or keep as a retreat. He’d badgered the owner so relentlessly that when the man finally called and said he was ready to talk business, Mark couldn’t pass it up.

At almost the same time, Sabrina’s sister called. She was stuck at work and needed Sabrina to babysit last minute. So just like that, our dinner plans shifted.

For a moment, I thought about cancelling altogether, pushing it back to another night when all four of us could be there. But Jordan’s text came through before I even typed mine out.

No reason to waste a perfectly good evening. Why don’t you come over anyway? Just the two of us. Dinner’s already planned.

I typed back: Okay. I’ll be there, and just like that, Saturday night wasn’t a couple’s dinner anymore. It was Jordan and me.

When I knocked on the door Saturday evening, Jordan answered almost immediately.

She looked amazing. Her blonde hair was down, sleek and shining, her gray eyes catching the light as she smiled and stepped aside to let me in. She wore fitted jeans and a soft black top that clung in all the right places, casual but striking in a way that made my stomach flip.

The smell of garlic and herbs filled the air, and I followed her into the kitchen, where she was already halfway through preparing dinner. She moved with a kind of quiet confidence, pouring us each a glass of wine before sliding one toward me.

As I leaned against the counter, sipping nervously, I found myself watching her. Really watching her. And as much as my mind kept circling back to the things I’d seen through the garage window, and the things Mark and I had confessed in the dark, what amazed me most was how seamlessly she carried herself.

There was nothing about Jordan that hinted at the fact that she was biologically male. Nothing. She was simply… Jordan. Tall, poised, striking, her presence was magnetic enough to make the room feel smaller.

When she glanced up and caught me staring, her lips curved into that knowing smirk. “Careful,” she teased lightly, “keep looking at me like that and I’ll forget the food is on the stove.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, but I smiled back, taking another sip of wine to cover the way my pulse raced.

Dinner was delicious, and the conversation flowed more easily than I’d expected. We laughed about neighbors, swapped stories about work, and for a while, it almost felt like an ordinary evening. But underneath, I could feel the weight of everything unsaid.

At one point, Jordan set her fork down and leaned back in her chair, her gray eyes locked on me. “I know you want to ask,” she said, her tone gentle but direct. “So, ask.”

My stomach tightened. I hesitated, then tipped back the last of my wine for courage. The question had been circling in my head from the moment I stepped into her house, and it tumbled out before I could filter it.

“There is nothing about you that tells me you’re biologically male.”

Jordan reached for the bottle and topped off both our glasses, her movements calm, steady. She took a sip before answering.

“I’ve always had feminine traits,” she said simply. “It didn’t make life easy growing up. Kids noticed. Adults noticed. And I noticed too—because what I saw in the mirror never matched what I felt inside. I felt like a girl who was biologically a boy.”

Her voice didn’t waver. She spoke with the kind of practiced honesty that comes from living with truth for a long time, truth too heavy to hide.

“That must have been difficult,” I said softly.

Jordan nodded, her expression steady but her eyes dimming just a little. “It was,” she admitted. “When I finally told my family how I felt, no one understood. No one had my back… except my grandmother.”

She swirled her wine, her gaze distant for a moment. “She was the only one who listened, the only one who didn’t try to tell me I was wrong or broken. She made me feel like I wasn’t crazy, like I wasn’t alone. Losing her…” Her voice trailed off, her jaw tightening briefly before she took another sip. “That was one of the hardest things I’ve ever gone through.”

I felt my chest tighten. There was something about the way she spoke—matter-of-fact but edged with pain—that made me ache for her. I reached across the table, resting my fingers lightly on hers without even thinking.

Jordan gave me a faint smile, though there was still a shadow in her eyes. “My grandmother is why I have what I do. She paid for my surgeries, and when she passed, she left me a substantial inheritance. I used it to start my business.”

I sat back, absorbing her words. There was no bragging in the way she said it—just simple truth, the kind of truth that carried the weight of loss and gratitude all at once.

“She must have loved you so much.”

Jordan’s smile softened, and she nodded. “She did. She was the only person who ever really saw me for who I was. Everything I’ve built, everything I am… I owe it to her.”

“Are you close with your family?” Jordan asked, her tone lighter now.

I nodded. “Yes. Mark and I are both close with our families.”

She smiled faintly. “That’s good. Sabrina’s the same way. Her family’s always been there for her. They never had an issue with us, with our relationship. It’s… rare, and we don’t take it for granted.”

I returned her smile, swirling the stem of my glass between my fingers. “You’re lucky. Both of you.”

Jordan nodded, taking a slow sip of her wine. “We are. And I think it’s why Sabrina is the way she is—open, fearless, easy to love.”

Her words hung between us, and I felt the weight of them settle in my chest. I thought of Sabrina at the barbecue, her easy laugh, the way her eyes had lingered on me just a little too long. Suddenly, I realized Jordan wasn’t just making conversation. She was laying pieces of a puzzle down on the table, one by one, waiting to see if I would notice the picture they formed.

“Was being trans an issue when you met Sabrina?” I asked, curious but careful.

Jordan shook her head slowly. “Not so much, but a little. I was scared to tell her at first. I didn’t say anything until our third date. She’s bisexual, but the truth is she leans toward women the same way I lean toward men.”

She lifted her glass, taking a measured sip before continuing. “We have an amazing relationship and marriage. I wouldn’t trade it for anything. But sexually… we can’t give each other what we truly want.”

Her words lingered in the space between us, heavy and deliberate. I felt my stomach tighten, my fingers curling around the stem of my glass.

It wasn’t said outright, but I understood what she meant. Sabrina wanted a woman’s touch. Jordan wanted a man’s. And yet here they were, still together, still devoted, still finding a way to make it work.

I swallowed, my throat dry. “That must be hard,” I said softly.

Jordan met my gaze, her gray eyes steady, almost challenging. “It is. But it’s harder to live without the person you love. So, you find ways. You open doors.”

Her words sent a shiver through me. And in that moment, I knew she wasn’t just talking about her marriage. She was talking about us.

“I love Mark,” I admitted. “He’s an amazing man and my best friend. But…” I hesitated, my voice catching just slightly. “I think a part of me has always known that he’s not 100% straight.”

Jordan didn’t flinch. If anything, her eyes softened, as though she’d been waiting for me to admit it. She leaned back in her chair, cradling her glass casually in her hand. “That doesn’t surprise me,” she said quietly. “The way he looked at me the other night—he wasn’t just curious. He was interested. And there’s a difference.”

A nervous laugh slipped out of me, though my chest tightened with the truth of it. “I guess I always thought it was just a fantasy thing. Something we played with when it was safe, behind closed doors.”

Jordan’s smile was faint but knowing. “Sometimes fantasies are just truths waiting for a chance.”

Her words sank deep, making my pulse race. I set my glass down because my hands had started to tremble, and I didn’t want her to see, but the way her gray eyes lingered on me told me she already knew.

“The man will not watch a second of gay porn,” I said with a small shake of my head. “And I don’t know why, but… there’s something about a woman with a cock that does it for him.”

Jordan’s lips curved, her expression more thoughtful than surprised. “That makes sense to me,” she said calmly. “It’s not about men. It’s about what he feels safe wanting—and who he feels safe wanting it from.”

Her words hit me in a way I hadn’t expected, sharp and clarifying all at once. I exhaled slowly, realizing she had just put into words something I hadn’t been able to.

“I never thought of it like that,” I admitted, my cheeks warming as I glanced down at my glass. “But you’re right. He doesn’t want a man. He wants you.”

Jordan’s gray eyes locked on mine, steady and deliberate. “And you want Sabrina.”

“Are you attracted to me?” I asked before I could stop myself, my voice softer than I intended.

Jordan lifted her glass and took a slow sip of wine, her eyes never leaving mine. When she set it back down, her lips curved into a knowing smile.

“Don’t ask me to stand up,” she said smoothly.

A wave of heat rushed through me so suddenly that I had to grip the stem of my glass to steady my hand. Her bluntness shouldn’t have shocked me, but everything about Jordan had been direct from the beginning. Hearing her say it, seeing the calm certainty in her gray eyes, left me rattled in the best possible way.

I laughed nervously, the sound shaky. “That obvious, huh?”

“Julia,” she said, her voice dropping just enough to make my stomach twist, “it’s been obvious from the start.”

My laugh faded, my pulse thundering in my ears. I couldn’t dodge it anymore. I couldn’t pretend my silence was enough.

“It’s mutual,” I whispered, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. “I am attracted to you. To both of you.”

Jordan’s eyes narrowed slightly, searching mine, and something in me cracked open. I gripped the stem of my glass tighter, my voice trembling but honest.

“I can see into your backyard from the garage apartment window,” I confessed. “One afternoon, I watched Sabrina… when she was sunbathing. She started touching herself, and I—” I swallowed hard. “I touched myself too. I came watching her.”

Jordan didn’t move; her gray eyes locked on me, steady, unreadable. The silence made my chest ache, but I pushed on.

“And another time, I saw the two of you together. I watched her with you. I couldn’t look away. I… I wanted it so badly it scared me.”

When I finally stopped, the words hung between us, heavy and raw. My face burned, shame and exhilaration colliding in my chest. I had never admitted anything like that out loud, not even to Mark—not in so many words.

Jordan leaned back in her chair, her lips curving into a slow, deliberate smile. “So the truth finally comes out.”

Her calmness, her composure in the face of my confession, sent a shiver through me.

Jordan leaned forward, her gray eyes steady, her voice quiet but edged with heat. “Then tell me, Julia. What exactly do you want with Sabrina?”

The question landed like a dare. I swallowed hard, my fingers tightening around the stem of my glass. For a moment, I thought about softening it, dodging it, pretending I didn’t know. But I did know. I had always known.

“I want to do everything,” I admitted, my voice trembling but clear. “Everything that two women can do to each other.”

The words hung in the air, raw and undeniable. My cheeks burned, my chest ached, but at the same time, a wave of relief washed over me. I’d finally said it.

Jordan’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile. “So does she,” she said, her voice steady,

CHAPTER FOUR

Dinner with Jordan couldn’t have gone better. The food, the wine, the conversation—it all flowed so easily, but beneath it, the real current was undeniable. I was sexually attracted to her, and she was sexually attracted to me. Saying it out loud, owning it, had left me buzzing with a mix of exhilaration and fear all night long.

But as much as the pull between us was real, we both knew something else mattered first. Before anything could ever truly happen, there needed to be a spark between Sabrina and Mark, too. Without that, the balance would be off.

So, by the time the dishes were cleared and the wine was gone, Jordan and I had already agreed: we’d do this again. Next weekend. At my house. This time with all four of us at the table. When I left her house that night, the cool air against my skin did nothing to calm the fire running through me.

When I got home, Mark was stretched out on the couch with a beer in his hand, the TV playing low in the background. He muted it the second I walked in, his eyes scanning me like he could read the night on my face.

“So?” he asked. “How was dinner?”

I set my bag down and slipped off my shoes, my heart pounding harder than it should have. “It was… good. Really good, actually.”

He smirked. “Good as in the food, or good as in Jordan?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Both,” I admitted, sinking beside him. “She’s… she’s easy to talk to. And she’s honest. Very honest.”

Mark’s brows lifted. “And?”

I took a deep breath. “And we agreed to do it again next weekend. At our house. But with all four of us.”

He leaned back, his grin widening. “So, like a double date?”

“Dinner,” I corrected quickly, though my voice was shaky. “Just dinner. To see if there’s… a spark. Between you and Sabrina.”

Mark chuckled, tilting his head. “And between you and Jordan, I’m guessing?”

I didn’t answer, but the look I gave him was enough. His grin turned wicked, and he reached over, pulling me against his chest.

“Well then,” he responded, his breath warm against my hair, “I guess I’ll have to make sure Sabrina likes me as much as you like Jordan.”

My stomach flipped, my pulse racing. “You don’t think this is crazy?”

“Of course it’s crazy,” he said, kissing the top of my head. “But you know what, Jules? I think we’re both ready for crazy.”

When I told him everything Jordan and I had discussed, the look on Mark’s face said it all. He didn’t even try to hide it—he was ready to go. The anticipation, the curiosity, the sheer thrill of what we were stepping into had lit him up in a way I hadn’t seen in a long time.

We didn’t even bother finishing the conversation on the couch. By the time we reached our bedroom, the air between us was thick with urgency. Mark pulled me down onto the bed and went down on me until my body arched and I came against his mouth, trembling, breathless.

And then it was my turn. I reached for the box I had carried home from Jordan’s store—the “gift” she hadn’t let me pay for. Just touching it again sent a rush through me, knowing where it came from, knowing she’d placed it in my hands. I strapped it on, my heart racing as I slid behind him.

The sounds he made, the way his body responded—it was raw, hungry, almost desperate. Every thrust, every gasp was fueled not only by us but by the people who had suddenly become part of our world, part of our fantasies made flesh.

When it was over, we collapsed together in a sweat-damp tangle of limbs and sheets, both of us panting, both of us stunned by the intensity of what had just happened.

And in that breathless silence, I knew without a doubt—we weren’t just ready for Saturday. We were starving for it.

The week crept by more slowly than I expected. Every time I looked out the window and caught sight of Jordan or Sabrina, my stomach fluttered, my pulse quickened. Mark and I hardly needed words anymore—just a glance, and we both knew what the other was thinking. Saturday couldn’t come fast enough.

When the day finally arrived, I threw myself into preparations. The house was spotless, the table set with candles, wine glasses gleaming under the light. Mark handled the grill, his usual confidence edged with a restless energy I recognized all too well.

By the time the doorbell rang, my palms were damp and my heart was hammering. I smoothed the front of my dress and opened the door to find Sabrina and Jordan standing there together. Sabrina looked gorgeous, her dark hair loose over her shoulders, her smile warm, but her eyes carrying that same spark I’d seen before. Jordan, as always, looked effortlessly confident, a bottle of wine in her hand.

“Hope we’re not too early,” Sabrina said, leaning in to kiss my cheek.

“Not at all,” I managed, my voice steadier than I felt.

As they stepped inside, I felt Mark’s hand settle on the small of my back. He was smiling too, but I could feel the tension in him, the anticipation.

Dinner started the way it should have—safe, easy. Mark manned the grill like it was his stage, and Jordan was quick to join him outside, a beer in her hand, the two of them laughing over tools and renovation stories. I stayed inside with Sabrina, tossing the salad, uncorking wine, trying to pretend my hands weren’t trembling just from being near her.

When we all sat down together, the wine flowing and the food on the table, the conversation stretched naturally. Jordan asked Mark about the lake house he’d been chasing, and he lit up, explaining his vision with the kind of passion that always drew people in. Jordan listened intently, nodding, asking sharp questions that only made him talk more. There was a spark there—an unspoken energy that came from being seen and understood.

But across the table, I felt something else entirely. Every time I looked at Sabrina, she was already looking at me. Her dark eyes lingered just a beat too long, her smile carrying a softness that made my stomach twist. When she laughed at something I said, her hand brushed mine across the table as though it had happened by accident. It wasn’t an accident. I felt it all the way down to my toes.

And I wasn’t the only one who noticed. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Jordan watching us with that sly, knowing smirk, like she’d already expected it.

The meal went on—steak, wine, stories about neighbors and work—but under it all, the connections kept weaving themselves tighter. Mark with Jordan. Me with Sabrina. And, when the four of us laughed together, something larger that tied it all together, pulling us closer and closer toward the very thing we’d been daring ourselves to imagine.

By the time dessert hit the table, I knew it wasn’t a matter of if anymore. It was a matter of when.

Sabrina leaned in after her second glass of wine, her dark hair spilling over her shoulder as she studied me. “That dress looks incredible on you,” she said softly, her eyes lingering just a moment too long on the curve of my neckline. “You should wear colors like that more often—they make your eyes pop.”

I felt heat rush to my cheeks, my lips tugging into a shy smile. “Thank you,” I murmured, though the way her gaze lingered made it feel like more than just a compliment.

Across the table, Jordan asked Mark about his workouts—how he stayed in shape while working long hours. Mark chuckled, leaning back with that easy grin of his. “I try. But I’m sure you could show me a thing or two.”

Jordan smirked. “Oh, I could. Anytime you want.”

Their eyes caught for a beat too long, and the playful edge in Mark’s grin told me everything.

Meanwhile, Sabrina didn’t let up. She asked about my work, about designing spaces, her questions sliding closer and closer to personal. “You’ve got such an eye,” she said, her tone low and smooth. “I’d love for you to come over sometime, give me ideas for our bedroom.”

The way she said bedroom made my pulse skip. I laughed nervously, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear, but she just smiled, clearly pleased with herself.

Mark was no better. When Jordan teased him about burning the steak if he’d had one more drink, he leaned in with a grin. “Guess I’ll need someone to keep me in line next time. You volunteering?”

Jordan chuckled, her eyes flashing. “Maybe I am.”

After dessert, we carried our glasses of wine into the living room. The four of us settled in—Mark and I on the couch, Sabrina and Jordan in the chairs across from us. The laughter from dinner lingered, but it was heavier now, edged with something more. Every glance felt loaded, every word stretched just a little too long.

Mark, being Mark, didn’t bother with subtlety. He leaned forward, glass in hand, his eyes flicking between the two of them. “So,” he said bluntly, “what would this look like?”

The room went still for a beat. Jordan and Sabrina exchanged a look, the kind of silent communication only two people deeply connected can share. Then Sabrina set her glass down and turned her eyes on Mark.

“I think we should start slow,” she said, her tone calm but deliberate. Her dark eyes locked on his, her lips curving into a small smile. “Same-room sex. We get comfortable seeing each other… before we do anything else.”

My breath caught, heat racing up my neck. The way she said it—so matter-of-fact, so confident—made my stomach twist.

Jordan nodded in agreement, her gaze sliding toward me. “It’s about trust. If that works, we can take steps from there. But rushing doesn’t do anyone any good.”

Mark chuckled, shaking his head as if impressed by her clarity. “That actually makes sense.”

Sabrina leaned back in her chair, but her eyes never left Mark. “Good,” she replied. “Because I think all of us know the attraction is already here.”

I stayed silent, my glass warm in my hand, my pulse racing so loud it almost drowned out the conversation. Mark leaned forward again, his grin crooked, curiosity glinting in his eyes.

“Assuming that goes as we hope,” he said, “what then?”

Jordan didn’t hesitate. She tipped back the last of her wine, set her glass down, and met his gaze with a calm, steady confidence. “That’s easy,” she said. “We fuck, they fuck, and we all fuck.”

The words hung in the air, blunt and unapologetic. My stomach flipped, a shiver running down my spine as the weight of them sank in. Sabrina smirked softly, crossing one long leg over the other, as though she agreed.

Mark laughed under his breath, shaking his head in disbelief, though I could see the way his eyes lit up. “You make it sound so simple.”

“It is simple,” Jordan replied. “Complicated is pretending we don’t all want it.”

I brought my glass to my lips, hoping no one noticed the way my hand trembled. My body ached with the truth of it, with how badly I wanted to say something, to admit everything I felt. But I stayed quiet, letting their words wash over me, knowing the door had now been thrown wide open.

Eventually, the evening wound down, though none of us seemed eager to move. The bottles of wine were empty, the candles had burned low, and still, the air between us buzzed with everything that had been said—and everything that hadn’t.

When Sabrina and Jordan finally stood to leave, we walked them to the door. Mark shook Jordan’s hand, his grin lazy, almost smug, as though the whole night had been exactly what he’d hoped for. I hugged Sabrina, her hair brushing my cheek, and just as I started to pull back, she leaned in closer.

Her lips were at my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “I can’t wait to taste you,” she whispered.

My knees went weak, my pulse skyrocketing. I barely managed to nod as she pulled away with a smile that told me she knew exactly what she’d done to me.

Meanwhile, Jordan leaned toward Mark, her hand brushing his arm as she whispered something low into his ear. I couldn’t hear the words, but the way his grin widened, the way his eyes flicked toward me afterward, told me enough.

We watched them step off our porch and disappear into the night, the click of their gate closing behind them echoing like a promise. When I turned back to Mark, his eyes were blazing, his expression caught somewhere between disbelief and pure desire.

As soon as the door shut behind them, I turned to Mark, my chest still buzzing from Sabrina’s whisper. “What did she say to you?” I asked, my voice tighter than I meant it to be.

Mark’s grin spread slowly, wicked, his eyes still lit with the fire of the night. “She said she can’t wait to have my dick in her ass.”

The words hit me like a punch and a jolt of electricity all at once. My stomach twisted, my face flushed, and between my thighs, heat bloomed sharp and urgent. It was shocking, filthy, and yet the rawness of it sent a shiver down my spine.

I swallowed hard, staring at him, my pulse racing. “She actually said that?”

He nodded, chuckling under his breath. “Word for word.”

And just like that, I knew sleep wasn’t going to come easily that night. Not with Sabrina’s whisper echoing in my ear and Jordan’s words blazing in Mark’s.

I could still feel Sabrina’s breath on my ear, still hear her words circling in my head like a mantra: I can’t wait to taste you. And then Mark’s confession—Jordan whispering what she wanted from him—hit me just as hard. It was too much. The air between us was so thick with it I could barely breathe.

Mark didn’t even bother pretending. He grabbed me the second we hit the bedroom, his mouth on mine, his hands everywhere, urgent and rough like he couldn’t get close enough. I matched him, clawing at his shirt, needing his weight on me, needing to drown in him.

When he finally took me, it was different. Harder. Wilder. As if Jordan’s words had stripped the last of his restraint. And when he slid into my ass, it wasn’t careful the way it usually was—it was hungry, desperate, claiming. Every thrust stole my breath, every sound from his throat sent fire tearing through me.

I clung to him, half-moaning, half-crying, not from pain but from the intensity of it—the way he was fucking me like he wanted to leave no part of me untouched, unclaimed. It was the most he had ever taken from me, and I gave it willingly, lost in the same fever that had consumed us both since they walked out the door.

By the time we collapsed, shaking and spent, the sheets twisted beneath us, I knew we’d crossed another line. Not just with each other, but with them too. Sabrina and Jordan weren’t just fantasies anymore.

The following weekend came faster than I expected, but not fast enough for the way my body ached with anticipation. Every time I thought about Sabrina’s whisper, or the look in Jordan’s eyes as she leaned into Mark, my pulse quickened. Mark and I barely touched each other that week without it turning into something heated, something fueled by them. By Saturday, it felt less like dinner plans and more like a storm waiting to break.

Instead of staying in, we’d agreed to go out—neutral ground, somewhere public, somewhere that kept things simple. Mark picked a small Italian place a few towns over, cozy and dimly lit, with wine bottles stacked along the walls and candles flickering at every table.

When Sabrina and Jordan walked in, heads turned. Sabrina was radiant in a fitted black dress, her dark hair falling in soft waves, and Jordan towered beside her in slim jeans and a crisp shirt, her presence magnetic. They looked like a couple out of a magazine—striking, confident, impossible not to notice.

The four of us settled into a booth in the back, the leather seats pulling us close together. Conversation started light—work, neighbors, travel plans—but there was an undercurrent, a spark, that never faded. Every time Sabrina laughed, her hand brushed mine on the table. Every time Jordan leaned forward, Mark mirrored her, their voices dipping lower as though the rest of the restaurant didn’t exist.

By the time the main course was cleared, the table was buzzing with more than just wine. The flirtation was there, subtle but undeniable. Sabrina’s gaze lingered on me, Jordan’s on Mark.

The four of us lingered on the sidewalk, the glow of the restaurant behind us, the night stretched wide and full of possibility. Mark slipped his hand into mine, but his eyes were on Jordan. Sabrina’s dark gaze swept over me as she stepped closer, her perfume heady, her smile soft but deliberate.

“So,” she said lightly, as though she were only asking about dessert, “what we discussed last weekend… our place or yours?”

My breath caught. Mark glanced at me, his lips twitching into a grin, and I knew my expression mirrored his—thrilled, nervous, desperate.

For a moment, none of us spoke. Then Jordan tilted her head, her gray eyes glinting in the streetlight. “Doesn’t matter to me,” she said smoothly. “I just know it’s time.”

The air between us was thick, humming with everything we’d been circling for weeks. Sabrina’s question hung there like bait, her dark eyes locked on me, Jordan’s hand resting casually at the small of her back.

Mark glanced at me, his grin spreading slowly and deliberately, and then he looked at them. “Let’s head to your house,” he said, his voice steady, sure.

A jolt of heat shot through me at his decisiveness. Sabrina’s smile widened, her gaze flicking between the two of us as though she’d expected that answer all along. Jordan simply nodded, her gray eyes steady on Mark, a spark of something dangerous in them.

“Then it’s settled,” Sabrina said smoothly, her tone carrying a promise.

We all began walking toward the cars, the night air cool against my flushed skin. My hand was still in Mark’s, but neither of us said a word. We didn’t have to. The choice had been made. And with each step closer to their house, I felt the reality of it sinking in. It wasn’t fantasy anymore. It was happening.

Mark pulled the car into our driveway, cutting the engine. For a moment, we just sat there, both of us silent, the weight of what we were about to do pressing down in the quiet. My heart hammered against my ribs, and I could feel the same restless energy radiating off of him.

We got out together, closing the doors softly behind us. Instead of going inside, we crossed the strip of grass that separated our house from theirs, the night air cool against my skin. Each step toward their porch felt heavier, my pulse climbing higher, but I didn’t slow down. Neither of us did.

Sabrina opened the door before we even knocked, her smile soft but deliberate. Jordan stood just behind her, tall and composed, her gray eyes steady on Mark.

“Come in,” Sabrina said smoothly, stepping back to let us inside.

Crossing that threshold felt different than any other time I’d walked into their home. Tonight wasn’t about borrowed sugar or casual conversation over the fence. Tonight was about everything we’d been circling for weeks.

Our plan had always been to start with same-room sex. It sounded safe enough in theory, a way to ease into something so far beyond anything we’d ever done. But it didn’t happen the way I imagined.

We didn’t go upstairs to their bedroom. There was no careful step-by-step. It just… started, right there in the living room.

Sabrina leaned into Jordan’s lap and kissed her, slow and deep, and I swear my body went hot all at once. Her dark hair spilled forward, her lips parted, her little moan soft but unmistakable. Watching her, I forgot to breathe.

Then Jordan’s hands moved over her, confident and sure, tugging at her dress until it slid down her shoulders. I could see Sabrina’s nipples harden in the soft light, and I felt a sharp ache inside me. I wanted to touch her, taste her, feel what Jordan was feeling. My thighs pressed together, my whole body trembling as the room seemed to fall away.

When Jordan pushed inside her, Sabrina’s head tipped back, her mouth falling open in a sound that made my stomach twist and my clit throb. I’d never heard anything so erotic in my life. My hand gripped Mark’s thigh tight, not even realizing I was digging my nails in, and he didn’t say a word. He was as lost as I was, but for me, it wasn’t just about watching sex. It was her. The way her back arched, the way her eyes fluttered shut, the way every moan spilled out like music.

I wanted to be the reason for those sounds. I wanted her lips, her tongue, her body against mine.

By the time Sabrina cried out, clutching at Jordan’s shoulders, I was shaking from the sheer force of my own need. Watching her like that—so raw, so open—made me realize I wasn’t just curious anymore. I was starving for her.

I turned to Mark, and the look in his eyes told me he felt it too—the same fever, the same ache. I grabbed his face and kissed him hard, desperate, tasting wine and need all at once. His hands slid under my dress, tugging at my panties, and I let him, my body already arching into his touch.

I didn’t care that we weren’t alone. In fact, that was the point. Knowing Sabrina was watching me, knowing her dark eyes were still heavy with the glow of her orgasm—it fueled me in a way I’d never experienced before.

When Mark pushed inside me, I moaned louder than I normally would have, my nails clawing at his shoulders. Every sound I made, I made for her. Every movement, every shudder, every cry—I wanted her to see it, to feel it, to know what I’d give her if it were me between her legs instead of him.

At one point, I opened my eyes and locked on hers. Sabrina’s lips were parted, her gaze dark and unblinking as she watched me ride the waves of pleasure. That look—hungry, knowing—pushed me over the edge. I came hard, clutching Mark like I’d break apart, but my eyes never left hers.

Mark’s groans filled my ear, his body shuddering against mine, but for me, the climax was hers. It belonged to Sabrina—because she had lit the fire, and now she was watching it burn.

When it was over, the room was thick with heat and the scent of sex. For a long moment, none of us moved. Just the sound of our breathing, the four of us scattered across the living room, naked and undone.

Eventually, Sabrina curled against Jordan’s side on the couch, her dark hair spilling over Jordan’s shoulder. Mark and I sat opposite them, my legs draped over his lap, his arm wrapped loosely around my waist. The flicker of a lamp cast everything in gold, and for the first time, I realized how surreal it was.

My husband’s gaze kept drifting toward Jordan—specifically, toward her cock. And Jordan, for all her composure, wasn’t hiding the way her eyes lingered on him. Neither of them said a word about it, but it didn’t have to be said. The charge between them was unmistakable.

Sabrina broke the silence first, her voice low but steady. “Well,” she said with a slow smile, “that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “No. Not bad at all.”

Jordan leaned forward, her gray eyes on both of us. “This was a start. Nothing rushed. Just seeing each other, being real about what we want.” She paused, her lips curving into a faint smile. “But I think we all know there’s more waiting.”

Mark squeezed my hip, his grin easy but his eyes still burning. “Yeah,” he said. “I think we do.”

We talked quietly for a while after that—about what had just happened, about how strangely natural it felt once the line had been crossed. Every word carried the weight of something bigger, something inevitable.

Sitting there, nude in their living room, wine glasses empty and inhibitions stripped away, I knew this was only the beginning. We’d tested the water, and it hadn’t scared us off. If anything, it had only left us hungrier.

The days after that night felt strange—like I was living in two different realities at once. On the surface, everything looked the same. Mark went to work, I worked on client projects, we waved at neighbors from the driveway, and life in the suburbs rolled on. But inside me, nothing was the same.

Every time I stepped into the garage apartment, I couldn’t stop replaying what I’d seen—Sabrina arching against Jordan, her moans filling the room while I sat shaking beside my husband. And then the flip side, the way her eyes locked on mine while Mark was inside me, like she was pulling my orgasm out of me from across the room.

At night, lying in bed, Mark and I would touch each other in the dark, and it was impossible to tell where our fantasies ended and reality began. I’d whisper to him what I wanted, what I’d seen, and he’d groan like he was right back in their living room. Sometimes I’d catch him staring off, his face flushed, and I knew exactly where his mind was, too, on Jordan.

The most surreal part was seeing them afterward, in the light of day. Running into Jordan at the mailbox. Passing Sabrina in the driveway, her smile lingering a second too long. They didn’t say anything out of the ordinary, but the unspoken was louder than words. We’d crossed into something intimate, something that bound us together in a way that couldn’t be undone.

And the truth was, I didn’t want it undone.

The hunger was worse now. Sharper. Because once you’ve tasted that kind of possibility, once you’ve seen your neighbors in ways you can’t unsee, ordinary life feels like a mask you’re wearing just to get by until it happens again.

And I knew it would happen again. The only question was how far we’d take it next time.

CHAPTER FIVE

It was a few weeks later. Mark had closed on the lake house in Pennsylvania, the one he’d chased for months. It was old and needed plenty of work, but it sat on a quiet stretch of water, tucked away from everything. Secluded. Private.

We drove up together—Mark and I in one car, Sabrina and Jordan following behind us. I remember staring out at the lake as we pulled in, the way the water shimmered in the late afternoon light, the porch overlooking it like it had been waiting for us all along.

“This place is incredible,” Sabrina said when she stepped out, her dark hair catching the sun. She walked to the edge of the dock, her dress swaying around her legs, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

Jordan whistled low, slapping Mark on the back. “You weren’t exaggerating. This is perfect. A project, sure, but the bones are solid. And that view…” She shook her head. “Hell, I could live here.”

We carried in food, drinks, and bags, the energy between us humming the way it always did now. The difference was, here, there were no walls of suburbia, no polite curtains pulled tight. Here, it was just us and the lake.

We settled on the back porch with wine, the four of us looking out at the water as the sky blushed pink. Conversation was easy, laughter flowing, but beneath it all that familiar tension simmered—want pressing against want, barely restrained.

When the sun dipped low and the lanterns flickered on, Mark raised his glass, his grin crooked. “So,” he said, his voice low, “I think we all know why we’re here.”

My pulse leapt. Sabrina’s eyes flicked to mine, her lips curving into a smile, and Jordan leaned back in her chair with that same calm, dangerous composure. This time, it wasn’t about dipping a toe into the water. We were already in too deep.

At some point during the night, the seating shifted without anyone really commenting on it. One moment, I was curled against Mark, and the next, Jordan had dropped into his spot, her tall frame relaxed and confident, while I found myself beside Sabrina. It felt casual enough, but nothing about the air between us was casual anymore.

Sabrina leaned close, her perfume wrapping around me, her thigh pressing lightly against mine. My body reacted instantly, warmth spreading low in my belly as I tried to focus on the conversation still happening across the table.

Jordan was laughing at something Mark said, her head tilted back, her gray eyes catching the dim light. But then her hand slid down his arm, across his thigh, and before I could even process what I was seeing, her fingers brushed over his crotch.

For a second, I thought I was imagining it, my breath catching hard in my throat. But Mark’s sharp inhale gave him away, his knuckles tightening around his glass before he set it down with a little too much force.

I looked back at Sabrina, and the sly, knowing smile on her lips told me she’d seen it too. She leaned closer, her lips almost brushing my ear.

“This is where it starts,” she whispered.

Her words sent a shiver racing down my spine.

I tried to keep breathing evenly, tried to act like it was still just flirting, just testing the waters. But then Jordan leaned in closer to Mark, her hand sliding deliberately to his zipper. The sound of it lowering sliced through the quiet, and my stomach flipped so hard I thought I might be sick—or come undone right there.

She reached into his jeans, bold and unashamed, and I watched Mark’s chest rise sharply as her hand wrapped around him. My nails dug into my wine glass, the heat between my thighs unbearable as she stroked him slowly at first, then faster.

And then—God—her head dipped, her blonde hair falling forward as her lips closed around him. Mark groaned, low and guttural, his hand flying to her shoulder as though he couldn’t stop himself.

The sight hit me like nothing ever had. My husband’s head tipped back, his mouth open in pleasure, while our neighbor—our married neighbor—bobbed her head up and down on his cock.

I turned to Sabrina in disbelief, but she wasn’t shocked. She was watching, too, her lips curved into that small, satisfied smile. She leaned closer until her breath was warm against my ear.

“See?” she whispered. “This is exactly how it should be.”

Her words made my entire body tremble. I didn’t look away—not from Mark, not from Jordan, not from the way everything we had only fantasized about was suddenly happening, right in front of me.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even breathe. All I could do was watch.

Jordan’s head moved steadily in Mark’s lap, her blonde hair slipping over her shoulders, her hand stroking the length of him as her mouth worked him deeper. Every wet sound, every muffled groan from her throat filled the room, and each one made Mark’s body tighten beneath her touch.

My husband was moaning—deep, unguarded sounds I had never heard from him before. His fingers tangled in her hair, his hips jerking up to meet her mouth, and it sent my pulse racing in my throat. I had fantasized about this exact moment more times than I could admit, but watching it unfold in front of me was something else entirely.

Beside me, Sabrina hadn’t moved an inch. She sat poised, composed, her eyes locked on the scene with quiet intensity. The faintest smile played on her lips, as though she had been waiting for this—expecting it.

I couldn’t look at her. Not yet. My eyes were glued to the sight of Jordan’s lips wrapped around my husband’s cock, the way Mark’s chest heaved, the way his head tipped back like he was lost to everything but her.

The hunger in me was unbearable, sharp, and desperate. I gripped the edge of my seat so tightly my knuckles ached, my body trembling as the anticipation grew heavier, hotter, until I thought I might come just from watching. I had never felt so powerless. Or so alive.

Mark’s moans grew louder, rougher, the kind that told me he was slipping past the point of control. His thighs tensed, his hand gripped the back of Jordan’s head harder, and his hips lifted off the chair in short, desperate thrusts.

“Fuck… Jordan…” he groaned, his voice ragged. “I’m gonna come…”

The words ripped through me, hot and sharp. Mark was seconds away from losing himself in our neighbor’s mouth, and I couldn’t look away. Jordan didn’t flinch, didn’t slow. She only hummed low in her throat, bobbing faster, stroking him with a rhythm that made his entire body shudder.

My breath came shallow, my chest tight, my thighs pressing together as if I could ease the ache building between them. I wanted to reach for him, to stop him, to let him—I didn’t even know what I wanted anymore. All I knew was that every nerve in my body was lit up, every inch of me trembling as I watched Mark teeter on the edge.

Beside me, Sabrina leaned forward, her eyes locked on the same scene, her lips parted slightly as though she was feeling it too. As Mark’s groans turned into sharp, desperate cries, I realized I was holding my breath—waiting, hungry, aching for what was about to happen.

Mark’s entire body tensed, his muscles straining as his head dropped back against the couch. “Oh—fuck—” he groaned, the sound raw, guttural, unlike anything I’d ever heard from him.

And then it happened. His hips jerked up, his hand holding Jordan’s head down as he spilled into her mouth. She took all of him, her throat working, her hand stroking him through every shudder and gasp until he collapsed back against the cushions, trembling and undone.

I sat frozen, my glass forgotten in my lap, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might break through my chest. I had imagined this moment so many times—Mark with a trans woman, Mark letting himself have what I always suspected he wanted—but watching it happen was nothing like the fantasy. It was sharper, hotter, more devastatingly real.

Jealousy should have clawed at me. Shame should have burned through me. But all I felt was a dizzy, overwhelming rush of arousal. The sight of Jordan wiping her lips, the sound of Mark’s ragged breathing—it sent heat coursing through me so fierce I nearly shook with it.

I turned my head just slightly, and Sabrina was already watching me. Her dark eyes were heavy, knowing, her lips curving into the faintest smile. She didn’t need to say a word. She knew what I was feeling. She knew I wanted that as much as Mark had.

Jordan finally pulled back, wiping her lips as Mark slumped against the cushioned patio chair, his chest heaving, his breath ragged. The night was warm but carried that lake breeze, the air thick with the smell of wine and the faint crackle of the citronella torches flickering around us.

Without a word, Jordan stood. The scrape of her chair against the deck boards seemed louder than it should have. She kicked off her shoes, one after the other, the thud echoing against the wood. My pulse spiked as her fingers went to the button of her jeans. She slid them down over her hips, slow and steady, then peeled her panties away.

The flickering torchlight painted her in gold and shadow, her body tall and poised, her cock hard and unapologetic. I sucked in a sharp breath, and my thighs pressed together instinctively, heat pooling low in my stomach.

Mark was staring too, his lips parted, his body still trembling from release, and yet his eyes said what mine did. It wasn’t over. Not even close.

The night air wrapped around us, heavy and charged, and for the first time, it hit me—here, on that patio by the lake, there was nothing between us and what we all wanted.

She stood there in the flickering torchlight, tall and unashamed, her cock hard and gleaming in the night air. My pulse pounded in my ears as she stepped forward, closing the space between herself and Mark.

He looked up at her from the chair, his lips parted, his chest still rising and falling. For a heartbeat, I thought he might lean back, hesitate, stop this before it went any further. But he didn’t.

Instead, I saw his hand lift, resting lightly against her thigh. My breath caught as his mouth tilted toward her cock, closer, closer, like gravity itself was pulling him in.

I felt my entire body flush, heat racing through me so sharp it made my thighs tremble. I wanted to look away, to process, to breathe—but I couldn’t. I was frozen in place, my eyes locked on my husband as he moved toward the one thing we’d only ever talked about in whispers, behind closed doors, never believing it would actually happen.

It was surreal. It was intoxicating. And as much as I told myself this was his moment with Jordan, I felt every ounce of it in my own body.

Mark’s hand tightened on Jordan’s thigh, and then his mouth closed over her cock.

The sight stole the air from my lungs. My husband—my steady, confident, impossible-to-rattle husband—was sitting in the cushioned chair, his lips wrapped around our neighbor’s cock as though it was the most natural thing in the world.

Jordan’s head tipped back, a low groan spilling out of her throat as her fingers threaded into his hair. The sound of it made my stomach clench. I couldn’t believe it was real. Mark was the man who wouldn’t watch a second of gay porn, the man who swore he wasn’t into men. But this wasn’t about men. This was about her. About Jordan. About the woman who stood tall and unapologetic on our patio while my husband sucked her cock like he’d been waiting his whole life to do it.

My pulse thundered, my skin prickling as Mark moved faster, taking more of her, the wet sounds filling the night air. Sabrina’s hand brushed mine on the armrest, a deliberate, steady touch, grounding me as my entire body trembled. I couldn’t look away. Not from him, not from her, not from the way my reality was unraveling and reforming right in front of me.

Mark sank deeper, his lips stretched around Jordan’s cock, his throat working as he took her in. The wet, rhythmic sounds mixed with his muffled groans, filling the night air with something so raw it made my entire body hum.

I sat frozen, but inside I was unraveling. My thighs pressed tight together, my nails dug into the arms of the patio chair, and my breath came shallow and uneven. I had pictured this moment in my head a hundred times—late at night in whispered fantasies, during stolen seconds alone with a vibrator—but nothing could have prepared me for the reality of watching it.

Jordan’s fingers threaded through his hair, guiding him, holding him, and every time her hips flexed forward, I swore my pulse skipped a beat. The look on her face—eyes heavy, lips parted in pleasure—burned itself into my memory. She was beautiful, powerful, and undone.

And then there was Mark. My Mark. Seeing him like that—submissive, eager, lost in it—made my chest ache and my pussy clench at the same time. He wasn’t just doing it; he wanted it. Every moan, every swallow, every greedy movement proved it.

I should have been shocked. I should have questioned everything. Instead, all I felt was desire—sharp, dizzying desire that had me trembling in my seat. Watching him, watching them, I realized I was wetter than I’d ever been in my life.

I wanted to touch myself. I wanted Sabrina’s hand between my legs. I wanted all of it, but I didn’t move. I just sat there, staring, my pulse racing as the reality of my life tilted into something brand new and unstoppable.

Jordan’s breath grew heavier, her hips starting to move with short, urgent thrusts as she guided Mark’s mouth along her length. The low, broken sounds spilling out of her throat made my stomach knot so tightly I could hardly breathe.

I could see it happening—her control slipping, her body tightening, the rhythm of her movements turning desperate. She was close. My husband was about to make her come.

The thought sent a shock through me so fierce I nearly moaned out loud. I gripped the armrest harder, my knuckles white, my thighs trembling as heat pooled between them. I wanted to squeeze them together, to press my hand between my legs, but I couldn’t move. I was locked in place, wide-eyed, aroused beyond reason, watching the moment build toward something I never believed I’d actually see.

Mark’s groans were muffled, needy, and his hands clutched at her thighs like he couldn’t get enough of her. Every sound, every movement, only fed the pounding in my chest, the ache in my core.

Sabrina’s hand brushed mine again, her fingers still, warm, deliberate. I didn’t dare look at her. I couldn’t. If I did, I knew I’d lose what little composure I had left.

Jordan’s voice broke then, a guttural groan spilling into the night. My breath hitched hard in my throat. She was right there. They were right there. And all I could do was sit, trembling, on the edge of my chair, waiting for the inevitable.

Jordan’s groans turned ragged, her hips bucking forward as she held Mark’s head to her. Her voice cracked into the night, low and guttural, and then she froze—her entire body shuddering as the climax tore through her.

I watched, breathless, as my husband swallowed her release, his throat working, his hands clutching her thighs like he couldn’t bear to let go. The sounds—the wet, obscene sounds of him taking every drop—made my chest seize and my pussy clench so hard I whimpered before I could stop myself.

It was too much. Seeing her come in his mouth, watching him accept it so greedily, undid me in a way I hadn’t known was possible. The world tilted, my skin hot and prickling, my heart racing like I’d run miles.

A sharp wave of arousal ripped through me, so intense I had to press my thighs together just to keep from falling apart right there on the patio chair. My body shook, my nails dug into the armrest, and my breath came in gasps as if I’d climaxed right along with them.

Jordan finally sagged back, her fingers sliding from Mark’s hair, her body still twitching with aftershocks. Mark leaned back too, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes glazed and hungry. And me? I sat trembling, my body soaked, my soul on fire, every nerve alive. I had never felt anything like it in my life.

For a few long seconds, the only sounds on the patio were our breathing—the ragged comedown of Jordan’s release, Mark’s heavy exhales, and my own shallow gasps as I tried to steady myself.

Then Sabrina rose from her chair. She didn’t say a word, just slipped through the sliding glass door into the house. The click of it shutting left me blinking, my pulse thundering, unsure what she was about to do.

When she returned, she carried a bottle of lube in her hand, the faint smirk on her lips making my mouth go dry. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t fumble. She placed herself behind Jordan, flicked the cap open, and squeezed a clear ribbon of lube onto her fingers.

I sat frozen, trembling, as she slicked it over Jordan’s ass, slow and deliberate, her dark eyes flicking up to mine for just a second as if to remind me she knew exactly what this meant.

Then she turned to Mark. His cock was already hard again—God, he hadn’t even softened—and Sabrina coated him too, her hand stroking him from base to tip in long, purposeful pulls that made his head drop back with a groan.

My chest rose and fell in quick, uneven bursts, every nerve in my body lit up. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t breathe. Watching her prepare them like that, with such certainty, with such intent, left me trembling, soaked, and desperate for what was about to happen.

Sabrina capped the bottle and set it aside, her hands glistening in the torchlight. Then, with a confidence that made my whole body quake, she reached for Mark’s wrist.

“Come on,” she murmured, guiding him up from the chair. His legs were shaky, his chest still flushed, but he followed her without question. My pulse thundered as she led him toward Jordan, who was already bracing herself against the railing, her blonde hair falling forward, her body glistening with sweat and lube.

Sabrina positioned him behind her wife, her hands curling around his cock, slicking him one last time before pressing his tip against Jordan’s ass.

“Like this,” she whispered, her voice low but firm.

Mark groaned, his head dropping forward as he slid into Jordan, the sound of it wet and obscene, the sight of it burning straight through me.

Jordan gasped, her knuckles white on the railing, her back arching as he filled her. Mark’s grip locked onto her hips, his jaw tight, his eyes glazed with hunger I had never seen in him before.

I sat there shaking, my thighs pressed together, my breath coming in short, shallow bursts. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—my husband fucking our trans neighbor while her wife stood beside them, guiding every move.

Mark’s hips pressed forward, slow at first, the sound of him sliding into Jordan slick and obscene in the quiet night. Jordan groaned, her head tipping back, and the sight of her blonde hair spilling down her spine burned itself into me.

I gripped the arms of my chair so tightly my knuckles ached. My thighs trembled, pressed hard together, trying to quiet the throb building between them. My husband—my steady, familiar, safe Mark—was behind Jordan, thrusting into her, his hands gripping her hips like he couldn’t get enough. And Jordan… Jordan was taking him, her body opening for him, the sounds she made raw and guttural, carrying out over the lake.

It was surreal. I had always known it was possible, had even whispered about it with Mark in the dark. But watching it happen in front of me was another world entirely. Each thrust, each groan, each slap of skin on skin made my chest seize and my breath catch.

Mark’s voice broke—low, desperate. “God, Jordan…” His fingers dug deeper into her hips as his rhythm built, harder now, urgent.

The torchlight painted them in gold and shadow, and I felt like I was outside myself, watching a fantasy come alive. Every nerve in my body burned with want, my clit pulsing so sharply I thought I might climax just from watching.

Sabrina shifted beside me, her hand brushing my thigh lightly, reminding me she was there. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from what was happening just feet away.

Mark’s thrusts grew harder, sharper, his groans tearing from his chest in ragged bursts. Jordan braced herself against the railing, her knuckles white, her body rocking back to meet him with every push. The sounds—the slap of skin, the guttural moans, the wet, obscene rhythm—echoed into the night air, mixing with the faint crackle of the torches.

I couldn’t move. I was caught, spellbound, watching the scene unravel as though my fantasies had broken free from the dark corners of my mind and planted themselves right in front of me.

Mark’s face was tight with effort, sweat running down his temple, his jaw clenched as he pounded into her. And Jordan—God—her cries were raw, unfiltered, a blend of pleasure and surrender that made my chest ache.

Every thrust twisted deeper inside me. I could feel my own body responding as if I were the one being fucked, my clit throbbing, my pussy soaked, my thighs trembling against each other. My breath came in short, frantic gasps, but still I didn’t move.

Sabrina’s hand remained on my thigh, warm, steady, like she knew exactly what I was feeling but wasn’t going to force me to act yet. She just let me watch, let me burn in the hunger of it.

And I did. I watched as my husband fucked Jordan harder, faster, his groans breaking into something desperate, Jordan’s cries rising higher with every push.

I sat frozen in place, overwhelmed, consumed, unable to believe I was really here—watching my husband take another woman’s wife under the stars—while my body threatened to unravel just from looking.

Mark’s rhythm grew frantic, his hips slamming into Jordan with a force that made her body jolt against the railing. His groans turned into raw, broken sounds, the kind that told me he was right at the edge. Sweat dripped down his temple, his muscles taut as his grip on her hips tightened like he was holding on for dear life.

Jordan’s cries filled the night, each thrust pulling louder, guttural moans from her throat. She pushed back against him with abandon, meeting him stroke for stroke, her body trembling as she took everything he gave her.

And then I heard it—the change in his voice. That sharp, breathless edge.

“Fuck… I’m close,” Mark gasped, his words ragged, desperate.

The sound of it ripped through me, a fresh wave of heat flooding low in my belly. My husband was about to come inside Jordan, and the realization sent my pulse into overdrive. My whole body shook, my breath uneven, as though I were tethered to him by every thrust, every groan, every building second.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. The way his body strained, the way her back arched, the way they moved together like nothing else existed. My chest heaved, my nails biting into the armrest. I was trembling, breathless, aching with an intensity I had never known, waiting for the moment he shattered.

Mark’s hips slammed forward one last time, his entire body seizing as a guttural cry tore from his throat. He buried himself deep inside Jordan, his fingers digging into her hips so hard I knew she’d bruise.

“Fuck—” he groaned, his voice breaking as his release hit. His body shuddered violently, his chest heaving, his teeth clenched as he came inside her.

Jordan gasped, her back arching, a sound somewhere between a moan and a cry spilling from her lips as she clutched the railing. The sight of it—their bodies locked together, trembling, his cock pulsing inside her—burned itself into me.

My own body responded like it was happening to me. My clit throbbed, my pussy clenched around nothing, and I bit down on my lip to keep from moaning out loud. My skin prickled, heat flooding through me so hard I had to grip the chair to keep from shaking apart.

I had never seen Mark like that—so raw, so undone, so lost in the pleasure of someone else’s body. Watching him pour himself into Jordan, seeing her take him, left me breathless, dizzy, my entire body alive with hunger and disbelief.

When his spasms finally eased, he slumped against her back, both of them panting, slick with sweat and lube, their bodies still joined. I sat there trembling, soaked, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might tear from my chest. My husband had just emptied himself inside Jordan—and the intensity of it left me aching, starving, desperate for what I knew was coming next.

CHAPTER SIX

I was still trembling in my chair, my chest heaving, when Sabrina stood. She didn’t rush, didn’t hesitate—she just moved with a slow, deliberate grace that made my pulse hammer harder with every step she took toward me.

When she stopped in front of me, the torchlight flickering in her dark eyes, I barely had time to breathe before she leaned down and pressed her lips to mine.

My first kiss with a woman.

It was soft at first, then deepened as her mouth parted against mine, her tongue teasing me, claiming me. My body shuddered, a moan catching in my throat as her hand slid up the hem of my dress, her touch hot against my trembling thigh.

And then I felt it—her fingers pressing against my pussy over the thin fabric of my panties. My hips jerked, my breath breaking as heat surged through me.

She pulled back from the kiss just long enough to murmur against my lips, “You’re so fucking wet.”

Before I could respond, she pushed the lace aside and slid her fingers against my bare slit. The sensation ripped through me like fire, sharp and overwhelming, my head falling back against the chair as my mouth parted in a gasp.

Sabrina’s fingers slid away, leaving me trembling and gasping for more. I opened my eyes just in time to see her lift her hand to her mouth. She licked her fingers slowly, deliberately, her eyes locked on mine as she tasted me.

My breath caught, my entire body flushing hot.

Without a word, she reached up under my dress, her touch sure and unhurried, and tugged my panties down my thighs. I lifted my hips instinctively, letting her slip them off, my pulse hammering so loud I swore she could hear it.

She set them aside neatly, then picked up one of the thick patio cushions and placed it on the wooden deck between my legs. My chest heaved as I watched her sink to her knees, her dark hair spilling forward, her gaze never leaving mine.

Then her hands were on my knees, firm but gentle, pressing them open until I was completely exposed to her. The cool night air hit me first, then the scorching reality of what was happening—Sabrina, on her knees, about to touch me in ways no woman ever had.

I shuddered, my hands gripping the arms of the chair, my legs trembling as she leaned in close enough that I could feel her breath against my wetness.

Sabrina’s breath ghosted over me, and then her tongue touched me—soft at first, a slow, teasing stroke that made my entire body jolt.

A sharp gasp tore from my throat, my head falling back against the chair. My fingers dug into the armrests as a wave of pleasure ripped through me, hotter and sharper than I’d ever imagined.

She licked me again, slower this time, savoring, her mouth deliberate as though she wanted me to feel every flick of her tongue. My hips jerked forward, my thighs trembling, but she steadied me with her hands, keeping me wide open for her.

“Oh my God…” I whispered, the words slipping out unbidden, my voice broken.

It was nothing like the porn I’d watched, nothing like the fantasies I’d whispered to Mark in the dark. This was real. Sabrina’s mouth was on me, her tongue stroking, circling, dipping inside me, and I was drowning in it.

I risked looking down, and what I saw nearly undid me: her dark eyes half-closed, her lips glistening with me, her expression hungry and focused as if I were the only thing in the world she wanted.

My chest heaved, my body shaking. Mark and Jordan were somewhere in the background, but I couldn’t focus on them. My world had narrowed to Sabrina’s mouth, her tongue, the relentless build tearing through me as I clutched the chair and let myself be consumed.

Every second drew me higher, my moans spilling into the night as her tongue worked me with devastating skill. My first time with a woman, and already I knew I’d never be the same again.

Sabrina’s tongue moved with a rhythm that felt merciless and perfect all at once. She licked me slowly, then faster, circling my clit before dipping deep inside me, each motion drawing me closer to the edge I had no hope of resisting.

“Oh God… Sabrina…” My voice was ragged, my body trembling as I clutched the arms of the chair. My hips rocked against her mouth without me meaning to, chasing every stroke, every flick, every dizzying surge of pleasure.

Her hands pressed firmly against my thighs, holding me open, grounding me as she devoured me. The sound of her moans against me, the wet pull of her tongue, the obscene heat of her lips—it all built into something unbearable, something blinding.

I cried out, louder than I’d ever been in my life, my body arching off the chair as the orgasm ripped through me. Wave after wave crashed over me, my thighs shaking violently, my hands gripping the chair so hard I thought it might splinter. My whole body clenched, convulsed, my cries spilling into the night as she kept her mouth on me, her tongue dragging me through every shuddering second of release.

When I finally sagged back against the cushion, boneless and trembling, Sabrina licked me one last time, slow and savoring, before pulling back with her lips glistening and her eyes dark with hunger.

“You tasted even better than I imagined,” she whispered, her voice low and certain, as she licked her lips.

I gasped for air, my chest heaving, my pulse racing. My first orgasm with a woman—and it was her. Sabrina. On her knees between my legs on the patio. Sabrina rose slowly from her knees, her hands sliding up my thighs as she came eye to eye with me. My chest was still heaving, my body trembling from the aftershocks, when she leaned in and kissed me.

The taste of myself on her lips was shocking at first, but then it flooded me—warm, slick, intoxicating. I moaned into her mouth, my hands gripping her arms as the kiss deepened. It was dizzying and electric.

When she pulled back, her lips glistened and her dark eyes locked on mine. She studied me for a long, deliberate second, then her mouth curved into the faintest smile.

“Do you want to taste me?” she asked, her voice low, her words a challenge and a promise all at once.

My pulse raced so hard it echoed in my ears. My first orgasm from her tongue still lingered in my body, but the hunger in her gaze told me this was only the beginning. I swallowed hard, my lips parting, the answer trembling on the edge of my tongue.

“Yes,” I breathed, my voice shaking but certain.

Sabrina’s smile deepened, her eyes glinting with hunger as she rose to her feet. She slipped her dress up and over her head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside without hesitation. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and the sight of her breasts—full, perfect, tipped with dark, hard nipples—made my mouth go dry. Then she hooked her thumbs into her panties and slid them down, stepping out of them like she was shedding the last layer between us.

My heart hammered as I shifted forward in the chair, my body still trembling from my own orgasm. I dropped to my knees on the cushion she had used for me, the wood of the patio rough beneath my shins, but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was her.

She guided my chin up with her hand, her eyes locked on mine, and then she gently pressed my face between her thighs.

The first taste of her was warm, slick, musky, and so intoxicating it nearly made me moan out loud. I licked tentatively at first, then with more confidence as her fingers slid into my hair, guiding me, encouraging me. Her moan spilled into the night air, low and throaty, and the sound of it sent a shiver down my spine.

I buried myself in her, my tongue circling her clit, dipping lower, tasting everything she offered me. The reality of it—my mouth on Sabrina, my first time tasting a woman—was overwhelming. It felt inevitable, like this was where I’d been heading all along.

Sabrina’s fingers tightened in my hair as I worked my tongue over her, her hips rolling gently against my mouth. Every moan she gave me, every shudder that rippled through her thighs, only drove me deeper into her, desperate to give her what she had just given me.

Her taste coated my tongue, warm and intoxicating, her scent surrounding me, pulling me further under. I flicked my tongue over her clit, circling, pressing, finding the rhythm that made her gasp and whisper my name.

“Julia…” she groaned, her voice breaking, her thighs trembling around my face.

I gripped her hips tighter, my own body throbbing with heat as I licked her harder, faster, my tongue sliding lower and then back up again to the swollen bud that made her cry out. Her moans turned frantic, her breathing ragged, and I knew she was close.

“Yes… Oh God, yes,” she gasped, her nails scraping lightly against my scalp.

And then it happened—her body seized, her hips jerking as the orgasm crashed through her. She cried out, loud and raw, her thighs clamping around my head as I kept my mouth on her, tasting every wave of her release. Her whole body shuddered, her cries spilling into the night until she finally sagged, trembling, against the railing.

I pulled back slowly, my lips and chin slick, my chest heaving as I looked up at her. Sabrina’s eyes were half-closed, her lips parted, her face glowing in the flicker of the torches. I had just made a woman come for the first time. My entire body buzzed with pride, hunger, disbelief, and I knew in that moment that nothing between us—or between any of the four of us—would ever go back to the way it was.

I had expected that the four of us would take the next step during that trip. It felt inevitable—the conversations, the stolen glances, the fantasies that had already bled into reality, but I didn’t think it would happen the way it did, outside on the patio of the lake house.

The night air was still heavy with the scent of sweat, wine, and sex. The citronella torches flickered, their light casting shadows over the four of us as we came down from what had just happened. Mark, flushed and undone, sat slumped in the chair. Jordan leaned back against the railing, her body gleaming in the soft glow. Sabrina still trembled faintly, her lips curved in that satisfied smile, while I knelt at her feet, dazed, my lips swollen, my skin buzzing.

We had crossed every line I thought we would spend months tiptoeing around, and yet, instead of feeling wrong, it felt startlingly natural—like it was exactly where we were always meant to end up.

I wrapped my arms around myself, trying to steady the rush still coursing through me. Outside, under the stars, with the lake stretching into darkness beyond us, the four of us had changed everything.

The next morning, we sat around the worn wooden table in the lake house kitchen, plates of eggs and toast between us, coffee steaming in mismatched mugs. The sunlight spilled across the floor, bright and warm, chasing away the haze of the night before, and somehow, the conversation flowed so easily it almost felt like nothing had happened.

Jordan teased Mark about how much cream he put in his coffee, Sabrina asked me about one of my design clients, and the four of us laughed over the quirks of the old house—how the faucet dripped, how the floorboards creaked.

It was so natural, so ordinary, that for a moment I could almost convince myself we hadn’t spent the night on the patio, fucking, sucking, tasting, and crossing every line we’d ever set.

Almost, because every glance, every smile, every brush of a hand across the table carried a new current between us. Sabrina’s eyes lingered on me a beat too long when she passed the butter. Mark’s hand rested on my thigh, but his gaze flicked to Jordan. And Jordan—calm, unreadable—watched all of us with that steady composure that made me think she knew exactly where this was headed.

We talked like neighbors. We laughed like friends, but under the surface, I felt it. We were something else. Something bigger, hotter, and more dangerous.

We lingered around the house through the late morning into the early afternoon, stretched out in that lazy rhythm that comes after a long night and a big breakfast. Mark flipped through renovation plans at the table, Jordan and Sabrina sprawled across the couch with their coffee, and I wandered barefoot through the kitchen, still buzzing from everything that had happened.

It was Mark who finally broke the spell. He looked up from his papers, his grin easy. “We should all take a dip in the lake,” he said. “Cool off a little before we head back.”

At first, it sounded innocent, the kind of suggestion any host would make. But when we walked down to the dock together, the sun beating down on our shoulders, Sabrina peeling off her tank top with a grin, I should have known where it would lead.

We didn’t bother with swimsuits. None of us had packed them, and none of us seemed to care. One by one, we stripped bare, our clothes dropped in a messy pile on the dock, and the four of us slipped into the water.

The shock of the lake was delicious—cool and sharp against my skin. I surfaced with a laugh, pushing my hair back, and saw Mark and Jordan splashing each other, their chests slick in the sun. Sabrina floated nearby, her dark hair fanning out in the water, her eyes fixed on me with a smile that sent a jolt straight through my body.

We swam and laughed, letting the cool water wash over us, but the truth hung there between us. Naked, wet, our bodies brushing in the lake’s slow current—it wasn’t just a swim. It was foreplay.

The water was colder than I expected. September had crept in quietly, and though the sun was still warm on our skin, the lake held the edge of the season. We didn’t last long. After a few splashes, a few laughs, and shivers that rolled down our arms, we climbed out one by one and padded back toward the house, dripping wet and breathless.

Inside, the air felt warmer, the hardwood floors cool beneath our bare feet. We didn’t reach for towels. None of us seemed in a rush to cover ourselves. Instead, we stood there for a moment—four bodies glistening with lake water, hair clinging to our skin, droplets tracing down over curves and muscle.

My gaze flicked from Mark to Jordan, then to Sabrina, and I caught each of them doing the same. It was like a silent agreement passed between us, a current humming in the space that left no room for doubt.

We didn’t need words.

We had stripped ourselves bare outside, but standing there in the house, dripping wet and exposed, it felt different. Intimate. Deliberate.

And in that still moment, with the air thick and my heart pounding, I knew: we all understood exactly what was about to happen.

Sabrina broke the silence first. She turned to me with that same steady, knowing smile and said softly, “Sit down, Julia.”

My legs felt weak, but I obeyed, sinking into the sofa, water still dripping from my hair and skin onto the cushions. My pulse thundered as I looked up at her, naked and glistening in the lamplight.

Then she called the others forward—“Come here, you two.”

Mark moved without hesitation, his body taut and still flushed from the cold water, droplets racing down his chest. Jordan joined him, tall and commanding at Sabrina’s other side, her gray eyes burning.

Sabrina knelt between them, her dark hair falling around her face, her hands stroking each of them in turn. And then, without a shred of hesitation, she leaned to her left and took Mark into her mouth.

She bobbed slowly, her lips sliding down his length, then pulled off with a wet sound before turning her head to the right. Jordan gasped when Sabrina’s mouth closed over her cock, her hips twitching forward as Sabrina worked her with the same deliberate hunger.

Back and forth she went, alternating between them, her hands never idle, her mouth wet and eager as moans spilled from both men.

I sat frozen on the sofa, my legs pressed tightly together, my chest rising and falling in sharp bursts. The sight was almost too much to take in—my husband and my trans neighbor side by side, their bodies tensing under the rhythm of Sabrina’s mouth while I watched, trembling and soaked.

Before long, Jordan stepped out of the living room without a word, disappearing down the hall into the bedroom she was sharing with Sabrina. A moment later, her voice carried back to us, calm but commanding.

“Come in here.”

My pulse spiked as I rose from the sofa, following Mark and Sabrina into the room. The space was dim, lit only by the glow of a lamp on the nightstand, the bed already turned down. Jordan was stretched across it, her tall frame propped against the pillows, the bottle of lube in her hand.

She didn’t say anything else, just held it up as we stepped inside, her gray eyes glinting in the low light. Sabrina climbed onto the bed without hesitation, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders as she moved toward her wife.

Then, with a grin that was equal parts playful and daring, Jordan tossed the bottle across the room. Mark caught it in his palm, his chest still slick with water, his expression tight with anticipation.

Sabrina straddled Jordan with an ease that made my stomach clench, her dark hair falling forward as she sank slowly down onto her wife’s cock. Jordan’s head tipped back into the pillows, her lips parting in a low, guttural moan that echoed through the room. The sight of it—Sabrina’s body stretching, taking her fully—stole the breath from my lungs.

Mark’s hand was steady as he uncapped the bottle of lube. He coated his cock, the slick sound filling the quiet, then spread more across Sabrina’s ass, his fingers working her carefully while she rocked against Jordan beneath her.

I could hardly breathe, hardly think, as Mark positioned himself behind her. Sabrina looked over her shoulder at him, her lips curling into the faintest smile before she braced herself against Jordan’s chest.

And then Mark pushed forward.

Her moan broke into a sharp cry as his cock slid into her ass, her body already filled with Jordan beneath her. My husband groaned, his grip tightening on her hips as he pressed deeper, their bodies connecting in a way so filthy, so surreal, I could barely process it.

The sight of them—my husband thrusting into Sabrina’s ass while she rode her wife’s cock—was like something out of the dirtiest fantasy I’d never dared to admit out loud.

I sat trembling at the edge of the bed, my entire body buzzing, my thighs slick, my heart pounding as I realized: I was watching everything I’d ever secretly wanted explode into reality right in front of me.

The room filled with the sounds of it—wet, rhythmic, obscene. Jordan groaned beneath her wife, her hands gripping Sabrina’s thighs as she thrust upward, while behind her, Mark drove forward, his fingers digging hard into her hips as he buried himself deeper into her ass.

Sabrina’s cries were unlike anything I’d ever heard, high and raw, her body shuddering as she took them both at once. She braced herself against Jordan’s chest, her hair spilling forward, her back arching with every thrust that rocked her from both directions.

I sat frozen at the edge of the bed, my mouth parted, my entire body trembling. My nails dug into the sheets, my thighs pressed tight together, but nothing could dull the throb between them. The sight of it was almost too much—my husband behind her, groaning with every stroke, his face tight with effort and pleasure; Jordan beneath her, her gray eyes shut, her lips parted as she moaned into the dim room.

I had imagined this moment in secret fantasies, whispered versions in the dark when Mark and I played with ideas we never thought we’d see come true. But this—this was raw and real. Sabrina was taking both of them, her cries filling the air, her body caught in a relentless rhythm that made the bed shake.

Every sound, every movement burned through me. My pussy ached, my clit throbbed, and I was so wet I could feel it against my thighs. Watching them was torture and ecstasy all at once, like I was perched at the very edge of climax just from the sight of it.

I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to. It was everything I’d ever been afraid to want—and seeing it happen in front of me only made me crave it more.

Mark’s groans grew sharper, rougher, his thrusts breaking into short, desperate jolts. And then, with a final cry, he pulled back, his cock slipping free of Sabrina’s ass.

I gasped as I saw it—thick streams of his come leaking out of her, running down between her cheeks as she shuddered, still rocking on Jordan’s cock. The sight of it was filthy, overwhelming, so raw that my chest tightened and my pussy clenched hard enough to make me whimper.

Sabrina moaned, collapsing forward onto her wife, her body trembling as Mark sagged back, panting, his cock glistening. Jordan gripped her tighter, thrusting up into her even as Mark’s release spilled from her ass, slicking her thighs.

Sabrina’s body arched one last time, her cry filling the room as she came hard around her wife. Her thighs trembled, her nails clawing at Jordan’s chest before she finally slumped forward, spent.

With a shuddering breath, she eased herself off Jordan and rolled to the side. Her skin gleamed with sweat, her body still quaking, but her eyes found mine immediately. She gave me a small, steady nod toward the space she’d just left.

My heart pounded so hard it echoed in my ears. My legs felt like they might buckle, but I climbed onto the bed, my body trembling as I moved over Jordan. Her cock glistened with Sabrina’s slickness, still hard, still throbbing, and before I could second-guess myself, I sank onto her.

I gasped, my head tipping back as she stretched me. It felt surreal—so different, so shocking—to have a cock inside me that wasn’t Mark’s. The sensation was familiar and utterly foreign at the same time, and it made my chest seize, my body tremble.

Jordan groaned beneath me, her hands steady on my hips, guiding me down until I took all of her. My palms pressed against her tits for balance, the soft weight of them in my hands sending another wave of heat through me. I was shaking, breathless, caught between disbelief and hunger.

I began to move, slowly at first, my thighs quivering as I lifted myself and then sank back down onto her. The stretch of her cock inside me was dizzying, every nerve in my body lit up, the pressure so deep and so different from what I was used to with Mark that I could hardly catch my breath.

Jordan groaned, her hands tightening on my hips, guiding me into a rhythm. The sound of her voice, low and guttural, only made the heat between my legs burn hotter. My palms pressed against her tits for balance, her nipples hard under my thumbs, and I couldn’t stop myself from rolling them as I rode her.

The slick glide of her cock, the way she filled me, the way her hips bucked up to meet mine—it was overwhelming. Every stroke sent sparks through me, sharp and relentless, until my moans were spilling freely into the room.

And then I felt it—the weight of their eyes.

Mark, watching from the side, his chest heaving, his cock hard again as he stared at me, take what we had only ever whispered about. His lips parted, his face tight with hunger, and the sight of him undone by watching me made my pussy clench tighter around Jordan.

Sabrina, still flushed from her own climax, lay back against the pillows with a slow, satisfied smile curving her lips. She watched me with dark, steady eyes, her gaze drinking in every movement, every sound I made, as though she’d known all along this was where I’d end up.

The heat of their eyes on me—on my body, on the way I bounced on Jordan’s cock—was almost too much. I moaned louder, my nails digging into Jordan’s skin as her thrusts grew harder, meeting mine with a force that rattled the bedframe.

Every push, every pull, every sound made me feel like I was about to shatter. And in that moment, I realized I was no longer just watching. I was part of it—fully, completely—and I never wanted it to stop.

Jordan’s grip on my hips tightened, her thrusts growing frantic as her chest rose and fell beneath me. “I’m close,” she groaned, her teeth clenched, sweat beading along her temple.

But I didn’t slow down. I couldn’t. My own orgasm was clawing its way up from deep inside me, every bounce on her cock dragging me closer to the edge.

“Julia,” she gasped, her voice rough and breaking. “I can’t hold off.”

I shook my head, my hair flying, my moans spilling into the air. “Don’t—don’t stop.”

I rode her harder, my thighs burning, and then I felt it. The sharp, pulsing throb of her cock deep inside me as she gave in, spilling into me with a cry that echoed through the room.

The sensation pushed me over. My body seized, my pussy clamping down around her as my orgasm ripped through me. I cried out, my head tipping back, my entire body convulsing in sharp, uncontrollable waves. Every throb of her cock only sent me higher, dragging me through release until I collapsed forward against her chest, shaking and gasping.

I had come with Jordan inside me, my husband and Sabrina watching. Instead of shame, I felt only hunger because now that I’d had it, I knew I’d need it again.

I was still trembling, my body weak and slick with sweat, when I finally slid off Jordan. My thighs quaked as I tried to steady myself, my chest heaving. I barely had time to catch my breath before Mark was on me, his mouth crashing against mine in a hard, hungry kiss.

I could still taste Sabrina on my lips, still feel Jordan’s release inside me, but none of it slowed him. His kiss was desperate, claiming, as though he had been waiting for this moment to take me back.

The next thing I knew, I was on my back, my hair fanned out against the sheets, my legs thrown up high against his chest. Mark’s cock drove into me in one powerful thrust, and I cried out, my nails clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck—Mark!” My voice broke into the room as he pounded me, relentless, his hips slamming into me with a force that shook the bed. Every stroke sent me reeling, my body still raw and hypersensitive from riding Jordan, every nerve on fire.

I had never felt him like this—possessive, urgent, feral. His eyes locked on mine, his jaw tight, his breath ragged, like he was fucking me not just out of lust but out of a need to stake his claim.

Each thrust drove me higher, my legs trembling against his chest, my body writhing under him as wave after wave of pleasure surged through me.

Mark’s thrusts were brutal, relentless, driving me higher and higher until I thought I might split apart. My cries filled the room, raw and broken, when suddenly Sabrina was there. Before I could even process it, she swung one leg over me and lowered herself down, pressing her soaked pussy to my mouth.

“Lick me,” she demanded, her voice low and trembling with need.

I obeyed instantly, my tongue sliding through her slick folds as Mark continued to pound into me. The combination nearly broke me—Mark’s cock slamming deep inside me while Sabrina rode my face, moaning, grinding down against my mouth.

Her taste filled me, intoxicating and sharp, while the weight of her body, the sound of her cries, drove me wilder. My tongue circled her clit, licked deeper, and she gasped, her hands tangling in my hair as she rocked harder against me.

All the while, Mark fucked me with a force that made my body quake, his groans echoing through the room as he drove deeper, harder, his chest pressed against the backs of my thighs.

I was caught between them, filled and smothered, consumed from every angle. My moans vibrated against Sabrina’s pussy, sending her higher, her cries mixing with mine and Mark’s until the room was nothing but heat and sound and desperation.

Mark’s cock slammed into me again and again, every thrust rattling through my body as Sabrina ground her pussy against my mouth. I licked her frantically, her taste flooding me, her moans sharp and needy above me.

And then I heard it—soft at first, then undeniable. The wet, hungry sounds of lips meeting, of mouths moving together.

Mark and Sabrina were kissing.

The realization made my stomach flip, and my pussy clench hard around him. The two of them groaned into each other’s mouths, their breath ragged, their moans muffled as they kissed hungrily while he drove himself into me and I devoured her.

The heat of it sent me spiraling. My husband’s cock inside me, his mouth locked with hers, while I licked her pussy like I couldn’t get enough. Every sound—the slap of his thrusts, the wet suck of their kiss, the cries that spilled from her as I worked her clit—pushed me closer to the edge.

I was drowning in it, trembling, every nerve in my body firing all at once. And the more I heard them kissing above me, the more frantic my tongue became, desperate to make her come while he fucked me into oblivion.

The rhythm became unbearable—Mark’s cock pounding into me, Sabrina’s pussy grinding down on my mouth, and the wet sounds of their kiss above me feeding the fire already tearing through my body.

I tried to hold on, tried to savor it, but the pressure inside me was too much. Every thrust drove me deeper into the mattress, every grind of Sabrina’s clit against my tongue made my own body spasm harder.

My moans vibrated into her, my nails clawing at the sheets as I felt the wave coming, fierce and unstoppable. Mark groaned into Sabrina’s mouth as he slammed harder into me, and that was it—I shattered.

“Ahh—Mark!” The cry ripped from my throat, muffled against Sabrina’s soaked folds. My whole body arched off the bed, my legs trembling violently against his chest as the orgasm ripped through me. I gasped and cried out against Sabrina’s pussy, my moans vibrating into her as the climax consumed me.

It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d had before—it was blinding, raw, dragged out of me by both of them at once until my body shook uncontrollably and tears stung the corners of my eyes.

Even as the waves tore through me, I kept licking her, desperate, frantic, my tongue moving without thought. Because in that moment, I wasn’t just coming. I was giving myself completely to both of them.

I was still trembling, my climax ripping through me in jagged waves, when Mark’s thrusts didn’t stop. If anything, he grew rougher, grunting with every push as his cock slammed into me, forcing my body to keep convulsing even as I gasped for air.

I whimpered into Sabrina’s pussy, my tongue still working her clit in desperate circles. My body was on fire—caught between the throbbing aftershocks of my orgasm and the pounding Mark gave me, every nerve stretched to breaking.

Above me, Sabrina moaned louder, her hips grinding harder against my mouth. Her taste flooded me, her thighs trembling as I flicked and sucked at her clit, determined to drag her over the same edge that had just destroyed me.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as Mark groaned into her kiss. Her hands fisted in my hair, holding me against her as she rocked her hips over my face, chasing her own release.

Mark’s cock drove into me again, again, and again, my body jerking beneath him, my cries muffled by Sabrina’s pussy. My climax bled into another wave, weaker but still sharp, every thrust making my cunt pulse around him uncontrollably.

The room was nothing but sound—Mark’s groans, Sabrina’s desperate moans, my muffled cries—as they both used me, pushed me, carried me higher. I knew it wouldn’t be long before Sabrina shattered on my mouth.

Sabrina’s hips jerked against my face, her thighs tightening around my head. Her moans grew ragged, frantic, her fingers pulling painfully at my hair as if she couldn’t hold herself back anymore.

“Julia—oh, fuck—” she gasped, her voice sharp and broken.

I sucked harder at her clit, my tongue moving in desperate, sloppy circles, even as my own body was still shuddering from the aftershocks of my orgasm and Mark’s cock continued to pound into me. The intensity was unbearable, my nerves raw and overstimulated, but the taste of her, the sound of her cries, only drove me deeper.

Then she broke.

Her whole body seized above me, her thighs clamping down around my face as a guttural cry tore from her throat. She bucked against my mouth, grinding hard, riding my tongue through her climax as her juices spilled over my lips and chin.

I moaned into her, my own body jerking beneath Mark’s relentless thrusts, the vibrations against her pussy sending her even higher. Her cries filled the room, wild and unrestrained, until finally she slumped forward, trembling, her chest heaving as she collapsed onto the bed beside me.

I lay there gasping, my face slick with her release, my legs still shaking around Mark’s thrusts. I was drenched, trembling, and undone but exhilarated. I had just made Sabrina come while my husband fucked me, and the weight of it left me dizzy with hunger for more.

Sabrina finally slid off me, her body still quaking, her dark hair falling into her flushed face as she collapsed onto the bed. I gasped for air, my lips swollen, my chest heaving, my whole body trembling.

Mark’s rhythm grew erratic above me, his groans breaking, his grip on my thighs tightening almost painfully as he drove himself deeper and deeper.

“Oh, fuck—Julia—” His voice cracked, guttural, and then he pulled free just in time.

Hot streams of his come spilled across my stomach and chest, warm and shocking against my skin as his body shuddered above me. He groaned again, his face tight with release, before sagging back on his heels, panting hard.

I was shaking, my pussy still clenching from the pounding he’d given me, my body smeared with his release. The air smelled thick of sweat and sex.

Then Jordan moved. Calm, steady, deliberate. She leaned over me, her tall frame shadowing mine, her gray eyes glinting in the dim light. Without a word, she lowered her head and dragged her tongue across my belly, licking up the streaks of come Mark had left there.

My breath hitched, a sharp cry spilling from my throat as her tongue traced higher, over my ribs, her mouth warm and relentless as she cleaned me. The sight of her—my neighbor, Sabrina’s wife—licking my husband’s release from my body made my chest seize and my pussy throb all over again. I clutched at the sheets, trembling, as Jordan licked me clean. It was filthy, surreal, and the most erotic thing I had ever experienced in my life.

Jordan slid off the bed, her tall frame moving with a calm certainty that made my pulse spike. She reached for the bottle of lube again, squeezing a slick stream into her hand before stroking it along the length of her cock. The sight alone made my stomach flip, my whole body tightening in anticipation.

Then she turned to Mark. “Come here,” she said, her voice low but steady.

Mark obeyed without question, his body still flushed, his chest heaving. She guided him to the side of the bed, bending him forward until his hands braced against the mattress. My breath caught as I watched her squeeze more lube into her palm and spread it across his ass, her fingers working him open with ease.

Mark groaned, his body jerking under her touch, his knuckles white against the sheets, and then Jordan positioned herself behind him. She gripped his hips, steady and sure, and with one slow, deliberate push, she slid into him.

Mark cried out, his voice low, his body tensing as she filled him.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. My husband was bent over the bed, taking Jordan’s cock, and the sight of it was so raw, so filthy, so overwhelming that my whole body trembled violently.

Jordan thrust deeper, her gray eyes flicking up just long enough to meet mine. The look she gave me—hungry, deliberate, unshaken—burned through me like fire. All I could do was watch, soaked and shaking, as my husband was fucked by Jordan.

Jordan’s hips rolled forward, slow at first, then deeper, harder, until Mark’s groans filled the room. His knuckles pressed into the mattress, his back arched, his body straining as she pushed into him with deliberate force.

Every thrust made the bed jolt, every guttural sound from Mark ripped straight into my chest. I had never seen him like this—my husband, undone, bent over and gasping as Jordan took him without hesitation.

My breath came shallow, my body still trembling from everything that had already happened, but this…this was different. It was raw, filthy, and impossibly erotic. My pussy clenched just watching it, the slick ache between my thighs growing unbearable.

Jordan was relentless, her hands gripping his hips firmly as she fucked him harder, her body slamming against his with wet, rhythmic sounds that made my pulse thunder. Mark’s head dropped, sweat dripping down his spine, his groans breaking into desperate cries that made my heart race faster. The sight burned itself into me.

Mark had always been mine—my man, my husband, my anchor. But there he was, trembling under Jordan’s cock, moaning with a hunger I’d never heard before. Instead of jealousy, all I felt was a dizzy, unbearable rush of desire.

I wanted to come again just from watching. My thighs pressed together, my breath hitching as I drank in every detail—the way his body yielded to her, the way her eyes stayed fixed, focused, unshaken, the way the air itself vibrated with sex.

Jordan’s thrusts came faster, sharper, her body driving into Mark with relentless force. His cries grew louder, rawer, until his voice broke into a shout that made my entire body seize.

“Come in my ass!”

The words echoed through the room, jagged and desperate, and for a split second, I thought I might actually pass out. My vision blurred, my chest tightened, and my pussy clenched so hard it hurt.

My husband—my steady, straight-laced, impossible-to-rattle husband—was bent over the bed, begging for Jordan to come inside him. Pleading for it like he’d been waiting his whole life to feel a cock explode inside of him.

The sound of it, the truth of it, ripped through me in a way I couldn’t contain. My breath came in sharp, shallow gasps as I trembled on the sheets, watching him give himself over completely. There was no hesitation, no shame—just hunger. Raw, aching hunger. The realization hit me so hard I nearly sobbed: he had craved it. Not in theory, not in some whispered fantasy. In reality. Deep down, he had wanted it, needed it.

Jordan’s thrusts grew jagged, her breath breaking into harsh gasps as she slammed into Mark one last time. Her groan tore through the room, low and guttural, her body stiffening as she buried herself deep in his ass.

I knew what was happening before I even saw it—her body shuddering, her voice cracking, her hips pressing hard against him as she came inside my husband.

Mark cried out, his voice ragged and desperate, his back arching as if every nerve in his body was lit on fire. “Oh God—yes!” he shouted, clutching the sheets so tight his knuckles went white.

The sight of it—the reality of Jordan emptying herself inside him, of my husband shaking and gasping under the weight of it—sent me spiraling. My whole body trembled, my pussy clenching, soaked, my breath ripping out in short, sharp gasps.

Mark had already come twice, but as soon as Jordan pulled out of him, he was still hard, his cock glistening, his body trembling and flushed. I could hardly believe it—my husband, undone in ways I’d never seen before, still aching for more.

Sabrina slid across the bed without hesitation, her dark hair spilling forward as she settled between his legs. She glanced up at me with that sly smile, then wrapped her lips around him.

Mark groaned, his head falling back, his body arching off the mattress as she took him deep. Her hand stroked what her mouth didn’t cover, her movements hungry, deliberate, coaxing every last ounce of release from him.

I sat frozen, my thighs trembling, my pussy soaked, watching her devour him. The wet sounds of her sucking, the way her lips stretched around him, the guttural moans spilling from his throat—it was almost unbearable.

Mark’s hands fisted in the sheets, his breath coming in sharp gasps. “Fuck, Sabrina—” His voice cracked, raw and desperate, as his body tensed.

Then he broke. His groans echoed through the room as his hips jerked, his cock pulsing in her mouth. Sabrina moaned around him, swallowing every drop, her throat working as she drained him until he collapsed back against the pillows, spent and shaking.

It was a weekend unlike any weekend I had ever had before—wild, filthy, intimate, unforgettable. We had crossed every line I once thought untouchable, peeled back layers of ourselves I never imagined sharing, and yet somehow it all felt inevitable.

But even weekends like that have to end.

On Sunday morning, the lake was calm, the air cooler, carrying that crisp bite of September. We moved through the house quietly, gathering our things, packing bags, straightening sheets, the same way anyone would after a weekend getaway.

Only it wasn’t the same. Not for us.

Mark loaded the car, Sabrina checked the kitchen one last time, Jordan locked the back door, and I stood for a moment at the window, staring out at the still water. My body still ached in places I hadn’t known could ache, my lips were still swollen from kisses, my skin still humming with memory.

We didn’t talk about what had happened—not directly. Our conversations were casual, neighborly. Sabrina teased Jordan about forgetting her phone charger, and Mark laughed about the stubborn lock on the front door. On the surface, we were just four people leaving a cabin.

But underneath, every glance, every lingering smile, every brush of a hand told the truth: nothing was the same.

By the time we pulled onto the road, the lake shrinking behind us, it was time to step back into the real world. Work. Family. Responsibilities.

Still, I knew the weekend wasn’t just a secret we’d leave behind. It was a beginning. And whatever waited in the real world, part of me couldn’t stop counting down until the next time.

CHAPTER SEVEN

We didn’t take the decision lightly. After the lake house, none of us wanted to pretend it hadn’t happened, but we also knew stepping back into the real world meant boundaries needed to be clear. So, we talked. Really talked. The four of us sat down—no wine, no distractions—and laid it all out.

Mark admitted that what happened with Jordan had been more intense than he ever thought possible, and he didn’t want to pretend it hadn’t mattered. Sabrina confessed she’d wanted me from the moment she saw me, but she also wanted the freedom to enjoy Mark without guilt. Jordan was steady, calm, saying she trusted Sabrina completely, but she wanted the same trust from all of us.

And me? I was trembling as I spoke, but I said the truth out loud: I didn’t want to stop. Not with Sabrina, not with Jordan, not with Mark watching, joining, craving the same.

In the end, the agreement felt almost natural. We were all adults. We were all married to our best friend. We all knew what love was, what trust was. So, we said it out loud and let it settle between us. If the mood struck for one of us to be with another, we should be allowed.

It wasn’t a promise of chaos. It was a promise of honesty, and as the words sank in, I felt a jolt of heat run through me because deep down, I knew it wouldn’t be long before that “mood” struck again.

I pulled into the driveway later than I’d planned, the sun already dipping low. My client had kept me longer than expected, circling the same decisions over and over. Mark’s car was in its usual spot, and I felt a little relief wash through me knowing he was home.

I let myself in through the back, sliding the glass door open. The house was warm and quiet at first, but then I heard it—low, unmistakable moaning. My pulse spiked.

I moved slowly through the kitchen, each step deliberate, my heart pounding harder the closer I got. When I reached the edge of the living room, the sight stopped me cold.

Mark was nude, straddling Jordan on the sofa, his head thrown back, his chest glistening with sweat. He was bouncing up and down on her cock, his cries raw and broken, while Jordan leaned back against the cushions, stroking his length with steady, controlled pulls.

The sound of their bodies together—the slap of skin, Mark’s groans, Jordan’s low grunts filled the room.

I froze, every nerve in my body alive. The agreement we had made flickered in my mind. We’d said it, we’d all agreed—but nothing could have prepared me for walking in on that. Seeing my husband’s body open around her cock, watching him ride her, his moans echoing off the walls like he couldn’t get enough.

I pressed myself against the doorway, my breath caught in my throat, praying they wouldn’t hear me. My pulse thundered in my ears as I stayed perfectly still, watching.

Mark’s body moved with a frantic rhythm, his thighs quivering as he bounced on Jordan’s cock. Every drop of sweat rolled down his chest, his muscles tight with effort and pleasure. His cries were ragged, almost pleading, and it made my heart pound harder.

Jordan groaned beneath him, her gray eyes heavy as she stroked his cock. She looked powerful, controlled, steady—her free hand gripping Mark’s waist as she thrust up into him.

The sounds filled the living room—Mark gasping, Jordan grunting, the wet slap of their bodies. It was filthy, raw, and so intimate it felt like I was intruding on something I shouldn’t see, and yet I couldn’t look away.

Mark’s voice broke suddenly. “God—Jordan—I’m so close…” His body jolted, his moans louder, more desperate. Jordan’s hand stroked him faster, her thrusts sharper, relentless.

My knees weakened, my thighs clamped together as heat rushed through me. Watching my husband unravel on her cock, hearing him beg for it, was almost unbearable.

Mark cried out, his whole body seizing as he exploded all over his chest and stomach while Jordan continued stroking him. His groans filled the room as his hips jerked helplessly.

Jordan gritted her teeth, her grip on his waist tightening as she slammed up into him. Her groan followed his, low and broken, as she buried herself deep and came inside him.

Mark sagged against her chest, trembling, gasping for breath, their bodies still joined. I clutched the wall, my own body shaking, my panties soaked. I waited until Mark finally slid off Jordan’s lap, his body still trembling, his chest slick with sweat. That was when I stepped into the living room, my heels clicking softly against the floor. They both looked up.

Mark, my husband, still naked, his cock glistening, smiled at me like I’d just walked in on him after a shower. He crossed the space without hesitation and kissed me, his mouth warm, his breath still ragged.

I kissed him back, stunned, tasting the salt of his skin, the rawness of what had just happened still clinging to him.

Behind him, Jordan stood and began pulling on her clothes, calm and unhurried, as if there was nothing unusual about a wife walking in from work to find her husband riding a cock in the living room, and maybe there wasn’t. Not anymore, at least.

The air smelled thick with sweat and sex, and my pulse was still racing, but the way they both carried themselves, as if it was natural, normal, ours, left me trembling with a strange, dizzy mix of hunger and certainty. It was our life now because it was the life I agreed to have.

When Jordan slipped out the front door, the house went quiet. Mark and I stood there in the living room, the scent of sex still heavy in the air, the cushions on the sofa rumpled with evidence of what had just happened.

I turned to him, my chest tight, my voice low but steady. “So… how did it happen?”

He rubbed a hand over the back of his neck, still flushed, still nude, but didn’t look ashamed. “She came over while you were with your client. We started talking… and it just happened.” His eyes flicked to mine, testing me, gauging my reaction.

I swallowed hard, my stomach flipping. “And what did it feel like? Having her inside you like that again?”

Mark’s eyes held mine, steady but dark with something raw. “It was… even better than the first time,” he admitted, his voice rough. “At the lake house, I was caught up in the moment, overwhelmed. But tonight—” he shook his head, a groan catching in his throat. “Tonight, I knew what to expect. I could let go. I could take her deeper. I could just… crave it.”

His words hit me like a punch and a caress all at once. My mind flashed back to the lake house, the way he had begged her to come in his ass, the way my body had quaked just from watching. Hearing him say he wanted it—again, harder, more deliberate—made my thighs press together.

“You really wanted it?” I asked, my voice trembling.

Mark didn’t hesitate. “Yes. I wanted her cock inside me. I wanted her to fill me, to use me.” His jaw flexed, his eyes burning into mine. “And when she did, when I felt her come in me, I thought I was going to lose my fucking mind.”

I truly didn’t have an issue with Mark being bisexual, and it wasn’t because if I had, it would have made me a hypocrite, but my mind still raced with questions.

Did he like having sex with her more than me?
Did he wish I had a cock between my legs instead of a pussy?
Did he enjoy being fucked with a real cock better than he enjoyed having me peg him?

The questions burned through me faster than I could answer them, each one heavier than the last. I wanted to believe none of it changed what we had. That I was still enough, that he didn’t need to compare me to anyone else, but deep down, the insecurities twisted sharply.

I sat there with my heart pounding, staring at him, torn between fear and the raw arousal of knowing he’d surrendered to her in a way I’d never seen him surrender to me or how he never could.

The silence stretched between us, heavy and suffocating. I tried to swallow it down, but the questions wouldn’t stop. They tangled inside me until the ache in my chest spilled over, and before I knew it, tears were sliding hot and fast down my cheeks.

Mark’s face shifted instantly. “Julia—” he started, reaching for me.

I shook my head, my voice breaking as the words tumbled out. “Do you like having sex with her more than me?” My breath hitched, the confession tearing itself free. “Do you wish I had a cock between my legs instead of a pussy? Do you enjoy being fucked with a real cock better than when I peg you?”

The tears came harder, blurring my vision, but I kept going because I had to. “Because if you do, Mark, then I need to know. I need to know if I’m enough for you or if what you have with her is what you’ve really been wanting all along.”

My chest heaved as I choked back a sob, the room spinning around me. It wasn’t jealousy, not exactly. It was fear. The fear that what had started as a fantasy had cracked open something I could never compete with.

I stared at him through the tears, bracing myself for whatever truth might come out of his mouth.

“Julia, no—God, no,” Mark blurted, his voice sharp with panic as he closed the space between us. He dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands warm and desperate on my thighs, his eyes wide and wet.

“You’re enough. You’ve always been enough. Nothing, no one, could ever change that.” His voice cracked, and he shook his head hard, like he couldn’t believe I’d even think it. “I love you. I want you. Sabrina and Jordan. What we’re doing with them is… it’s wild, it’s new, it’s intense, but it’s not this. It’s not us.”

My tears kept falling, but his grip tightened, his words pouring out faster. “You asked if I like it more with her? No. It’s different, yes, but it doesn’t make me love you less. It doesn’t make me wish you were anyone else. When you peg me, Julia, it’s not about plastic versus flesh. It’s about you. About your hands, your voice, your eyes on me. That’s what makes it real. That’s what makes it us.”

I sucked in a shaky breath, his words colliding with the storm in my head.

“You’re not replaceable. You’re not second-best. You’re my wife, my best friend, the only person I’ve ever truly needed. Don’t ever think for a second that Jordan or anyone could take that away.”

His voice dropped lower. “I might like being fucked by her cock, but I need you. Always you.”

The intensity in his eyes made my chest tighten until I couldn’t breathe, my tears falling harder, not from fear, but from the way he stripped himself bare for me at that moment.

Mark rose to his feet, his eyes never leaving mine. He cupped my face in his hands, his thumbs brushing at the tears on my cheeks. His voice was softer now, steady, like he wanted to anchor me in place.

“I hope you understand,” he said, “that what I can do sexually with Jordan is not something that you can. The same way I can’t do what you can with Sabrina.” His gaze burned into me, making sure I felt the truth of every word. “That will never make me love you less, and I hope it won’t ever make you love me less, either.”

My lips trembled, my body still shaking, but something in me loosened. Hearing him put it that way, acknowledging the difference without diminishing what we had, felt like the first breath of air after almost drowning.

“Baby, spend time with Sabrina alone, and enjoy it. It’s what we agreed to,” he said, his voice firm but gentle.

He was right. We had agreed together, all four of us, and I had wanted it as much as anyone, but hearing him say it, hearing my husband encourage me to be with her, alone, made my pulse quicken and my stomach twist in equal measure.

The very next day, I picked up my phone and scrolled through my contacts until I found her name. My thumb hovered over it longer than it should have, my heart pounding so loud I could hear it in my ears. Finally, I pressed call.

Sabrina answered on the second ring, her voice smooth and familiar. “Hey, Julia.”

For a moment, I couldn’t speak. My throat felt dry, my chest tight. But then the words tumbled out. “Do you want to get together? Just us?”

There was a pause, and then that little smile in her voice that always made my stomach flutter. “I was hoping you’d say that. When?”

“Tomorrow,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “Come by my place around noon? We can… talk. Have lunch.”

“Lunch,” she echoed, amused. “Sure, Julia. Lunch.”

When I hung up, my hands were shaking. It was set. There’d be no group dynamic and no safety net. It would be only Sabrina and me.

By noon the next day, my stomach was in knots. I’d cleaned the kitchen twice, adjusted the throw pillows on the sofa three times, and still couldn’t calm the racing in my chest.

When the doorbell finally rang, I nearly jumped.

I smoothed my hands down the front of my dress and opened the door. And there she was—Sabrina, leaning casually against the frame, her dark hair falling in sleek waves around her shoulders, her smile slow and knowing.

“Hey,” she said softly, her eyes sweeping over me in a way that made my skin prickle.

“Hey,” I managed, stepping aside. “Come in.”

She walked past me into the house, her perfume trailing behind her, subtle and intoxicating. I closed the door and turned to find her already watching me, that same small smile on her lips.

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The silence stretched, thick and charged, until she tilted her head and said, “So… lunch?”

“Do you have enough time for lunch?” I asked, my voice softer than I intended.

Sabrina giggled—an easy, adorable sound that sent a flutter racing through my chest. “I cleared my calendar for the rest of the day.”

Relief and heat rushed through me all at once. “Me too,” I admitted.

Her smile widened, sly now, her eyes locked on mine. “Good. We can have lunch, dinner, and dessert.”

Before I could even process her words, she leaned in and kissed me. Her lips pressed against mine, soft but sure, and the familiar jolt of heat shot through me. We’d kissed before, touched before, even gone further, but with Mark and Jordan watching.

My hands slid around her waist, pulling her closer, as her tongue teased against mine. The kiss deepened quickly, her body pressing into mine with a hunger that was both familiar and brand-new.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were swollen, her breath warm against my cheek. “You know what the difference is this time?” she whispered.

I swallowed, my voice barely steady. “What?”

Her smile curved slowly. “Now you’re mine, Julia. Just mine.”

The words made my knees weaken, my body ache with anticipation. It wasn’t going to be like before. It was going to be different because there would be no one else to watch. It was just her and me.

Sabrina kissed me again, but harder. Her hand slid up the back of my neck to hold me in place as her tongue tangled with mine. My body melted into hers, my breath coming in sharp bursts, until she finally pulled back, her dark eyes blazing.

“Bedroom,” she whispered, not as a suggestion but as a command.

I could only nod. Her fingers laced through mine as she led me down the hall. My pulse hammered so hard it was all I could hear, every step amplifying the truth of what was about to happen.

When we reached my room, she pushed the door open and tugged me inside. I barely had time to turn before she pressed me back against the wall, her mouth crashing onto mine again, her hands sliding beneath my dress.

I gasped as her fingers traced my thighs, teasing higher, until she whispered against my lips, “I’ve wanted you like this since the first time I saw you. No one else. No eyes. Just you and me.”

Her words sent a shiver through me so sharp I thought my legs might give out, and then she kissed me again, deeper, hungrier, as she pulled me toward the bed.

Sabrina kissed me all the way to the edge of the bed, her hands roaming over me with a patience that made my skin burn. When she finally pulled back, her eyes swept over me, dark and hungry, but her hands were gentle as they slid up my sides.

“Let me,” she whispered, tugging at the hem of my dress.

I raised my arms and let her peel it over my head, her touch grazing my skin as the fabric slipped away. She took her time, her fingers brushing across my shoulders, down my arms, as if every inch of me deserved to be studied, touched, adored.

Then it was my turn. My hands trembled as I caught the edge of her blouse and began unbuttoning it, one button at a time. Each one revealed more of her smooth, warm skin, and the act itself felt almost ceremonial—like I was unwrapping something precious.

She smiled softly, helping me push it from her shoulders before reaching for the clasp of her bra. She let it fall, and my breath caught at the sight of her breasts, full and perfect, her nipples already hard. I touched her hesitantly at first, then with more certainty, and her low moan told me I didn’t have to hold back.

Piece by piece, we undressed each other. Her fingers slide down my hips, tugging at my panties. My hands pushing down her jeans, kissing the skin I revealed inch by inch. Neither of us rushed. It wasn’t frantic—it was savoring, a slow burn that made my entire body ached before we were even fully bare.

By the time she lowered me onto the bed, both of us nude, my skin was on fire. And when she leaned down to kiss me again, her breasts pressing against mine, the intimacy of it nearly undid me.

Sabrina’s mouth moved over mine with unhurried certainty, her kiss deepening as her hand traced a slow line down my body. Every touch of her fingertips left a trail of fire on my skin—down my ribs, across my stomach, pausing just above the ache between my thighs.

I arched into her, my breath breaking, but she didn’t rush. She kissed the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, then lower, her lips grazing my neck as her hand slid over my hip.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered against my skin, her breath warm.

“I can’t help it,” I admitted, my voice shaking.

Her smile brushed against my throat before she kissed lower, her mouth moving across my collarbone, then down to my breasts. She lingered there, circling my nipples with her tongue until I gasped, her hands pinning me gently to the bed as she took her time teasing, savoring, tasting.

By the time her lips trailed down my stomach, I was already soaked, my legs parting without thought, inviting her. She pressed a kiss to my hip, then another to the inside of my thigh, her pace maddeningly slow.

“God, you’re beautiful like this,” she said.

Her tongue moved softly at first, deliberate, teasing, drawing out every ounce of anticipation until my body shook beneath her. She moaned against me as if she was savoring every taste, every reaction, as though pleasuring me was something she wanted to extend forever.

I gripped the sheets, gasping, whimpering, caught between the slow build of her touch and the ache for more. She didn’t rush me toward the edge. She held me there, kissed me there, made me feel every second of her mouth on me.

Sabrina’s tongue moved with a rhythm that felt both tender and relentless, circling, stroking, dipping lower before gliding back up to flick across my clit. Every time she moaned against me, the vibration sent a fresh shudder tearing through my body.

I clutched at the sheets, my hips rocking helplessly into her mouth. The tension coiled tighter and tighter in my core, every nerve drawn taut as a bowstring. “Sabrina…” I gasped, my voice raw, my thighs quaking around her shoulders.

She didn’t stop. She pressed harder, her lips sealing over me, her tongue flicking faster, purposeful now. She wanted me undone, and I was powerless to resist.

The heat snapped all at once.

I cried out, arching off the bed as the orgasm ripped through me, violent and overwhelming. My body convulsed, my thighs clamped tight around her head, my cries spilling into the air as wave after wave consumed me.

Sabrina held me there, her mouth never leaving me, licking me through it, milking every last spasm until I collapsed against the mattress, trembling and spent. My chest heaved, my skin slick with sweat, my vision blurred. She kissed the inside of my thigh softly before crawling back up to me, her lips glistening, her eyes dark and satisfied.

I was still trembling, my body buzzing with the aftermath, when I rolled toward her. She lay on her side, her lips curved in that slow, knowing smile, her chest rising and falling with steady breaths. Her confidence, her ease, only made me want her more.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “My turn,” I whispered.

Her smile deepened, but she didn’t argue as I guided her onto her back. I kissed her first, soft at the start, then harder, tasting myself on her lips and finding it intoxicating. My hand slid down, exploring, tracing the line of her waist, her hip, until my fingers brushed between her thighs.

She gasped into my mouth, her legs parting instinctively.

I kissed down her throat, over her breasts, lingering to tease her nipples with my tongue the way she had done to me. Her moans filled the room, soft and breathless, and the sound made my body throb all over again.

When I finally slid lower, settling between her thighs, I hesitated only for a heartbeat. Then I pressed my mouth to her.

The taste of her was rich and intoxicating, warm against my tongue. I licked slowly at first, savoring her the way she had savored me, circling her clit until her hips bucked. She moaned louder, one hand tangling in my hair, the other clutching the sheets.

“Julia…” she gasped, her voice breaking.

I took her higher, faster, my tongue stroking her clit as my fingers slid inside her, curling until she cried out. The more she moaned, the hungrier I became, desperate to give her the same release she had given me.

Her thighs trembled against my shoulders, her hips jerking, her cries sharp and frantic. And when I sucked her clit hard, her whole body arched off the bed.

She shattered.

Her scream filled the room, her body convulsing around my fingers as her orgasm tore through her. I held her there, licking, stroking, until she slumped back against the pillows, shivering, her chest heaving.

When I finally pulled back, my lips wet with her release, I crawled up and kissed her, deep and messy, sharing her taste.

“That,” she whispered breathlessly against my mouth, “was worth clearing my calendar for.”

We lay tangled together for a few minutes, catching our breath, the sheets damp and sticking to our skin. My body still buzzed from everything we’d just done, but the hunger hadn’t gone anywhere—it only shifted, simmering lower, deeper.

Sabrina slid down the bed without a word, her lips trailing kisses along my stomach, lower, lower. My legs trembled as she pushed them apart, then further, lifting them until my knees nearly touched my chest.

When her tongue slid past my pussy, my breath caught in my throat.

“God, Sabrina,” I gasped, my fingers fisting the sheets.

She spread me open and buried her tongue against my ass, licking me with deliberate strokes that made my entire body jolt. Then her fingers found my pussy, sliding inside me, curling, thrusting as her tongue worked deeper.

The double assault was overwhelming. Every flick of her tongue, every stroke of her fingers sent sparks through me, sharper and hotter than before. It built fast, almost too fast. My thighs quaked, my breath shattered into gasps, and then I came hard, screaming her name, my whole body convulsing violently as she kept me pinned, kept me open, kept pushing me through it until I was shaking and breathless.

I collapsed against the pillows, my chest heaving, my skin slick with sweat. Sabrina crawled up, her lips glistening, her eyes blazing with satisfaction.

We lay together only a moment before I rolled her onto her back, my hunger sharper than ever.

“Your turn,” I whispered, kissing her hard before sliding down her body. I spread her open, teasing her with my fingers until she was dripping, then lowered my mouth to her ass.

Her sharp cry filled the room as my tongue pressed against her, sliding deep while my fingers fucked her pussy in a steady rhythm. She writhed against the sheets as I worked her harder, my tongue thrusting, my fingers curling, determined to give her the same earth-shattering release she’d given me.

It didn’t take long. Her moans turned desperate until she finally screamed, her body bucking wildly as she came, hot and hard, against my fingers and tongue. When she collapsed, panting, I crawled up her body and kissed her.

We cuddled in the quiet afterward, our legs tangled together, our skin slick and warm against the sheets. I thought maybe that was how it would end—just holding each other, kissing softly, savoring the closeness of finally being alone together.

But the kissing didn’t stay soft for long.

Her tongue slid deeper, her hands pulling me closer, and soon I was kissing her with the same hunger, the same urgency. My body ached all over again, that sharp, insistent throb returning between my legs as our mouths devoured each other.

The next thing I knew, Sabrina was rolling me onto my back, then swinging her body over me. My breath hitched as her pussy hovered above my lips, her scent thick and intoxicating, while her mouth lowered to mine.

We fell into rhythm instantly, each of us moaning into the other, our tongues working in sync. My hands clutched at her ass as I pulled her closer, my tongue sliding over her clit just as her mouth closed over mine.

The sound of it—the wet suck, the muffled cries, the frantic gasps—filled the room. Every lick I gave her, I felt returned on me, each flick of her tongue mirrored by my own until the pleasure became dizzying, unbearable.

Her hips rocked against my face, my own bucking against her mouth, the world narrowing to nothing but heat and hunger.

Her taste coated my tongue, thick and intoxicating, as I licked and sucked her clit with steady, desperate strokes. Above me, Sabrina moaned into my pussy, her tongue moving in maddening circles, her breath hot against my swollen folds.

The rhythm was perfect, but I felt my climax building fast. The tension was curling tight in my stomach until I was gasping into her, my moans vibrating against her clit. I tried to hold on, tried to match her pace, but the pressure broke before I could stop it. My hips bucked hard against her face, my cries muffled into her pussy as I came.

The orgasm tore through me, violent and uncontrollable, my thighs clamping around her head as my tongue faltered. I couldn’t focus, couldn’t keep up. Every nerve was too raw, too consumed by release, but Sabrina didn’t stop.

Even as my body convulsed beneath her, even as I whimpered and trembled from the intensity, she kept her mouth working my pussy, her tongue flicking mercilessly, her fingers sliding inside me to prolong it.

I cried out, half pleasure, half desperation, my body shaking uncontrollably. My lips were still pressed to her, my tongue trying weakly to move, but she was devouring me, wringing me dry, determined to pull every last spasm from me.

It was too much. Too good. Too intense.

I couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop moaning into her, even as my orgasm dragged on longer than I thought possible.

I lay trembling beneath her, my chest heaving, my body limp from the orgasm she’d just wrung out of me. For a moment, I thought I had nothing left to give. My lips were swollen, my tongue sore, my thighs still twitching from aftershocks, but then I felt her hips rocking above me, her pussy grinding softly against my lips, her moans muffled as she refused to stop pleasuring me even though I was already undone.

Something inside me sparked. I tightened my grip on her ass and pulled her closer, burying my face into her heat. My tongue flicked faster, harder, stroking her clit in sharp circles, then dipping lower to thrust deep inside her. Her cry rang out, vibrating against my pussy, and it drove me to push past the weakness in my body.

I sucked her clit into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue as my fingers slid inside her, curling, pumping, determined to take her as high as she had taken me.

Her hips bucked, her thighs trembling around my head. “Julia—oh God—” she gasped against me, her voice breaking.

I didn’t stop. I moaned into her, sucking harder, thrusting my fingers deeper, feeling her walls clamp down as she spiraled closer. Her cries grew frantic, sharp, and desperate, her hips jerking wildly, and then she shattered.

Her whole body convulsed above me, her moans tearing out raw and unrestrained as she came hard against my mouth. I held her there, licking, sucking, stroking, until she collapsed onto me, trembling and gasping, her body slick with sweat.

When she finally rolled to the side, both of us panting, our legs tangled together, I realized my lips were throbbing, my jaw sore, my body completely drained, but hearing her whisper, “That was perfect,” made every ache worth it.

We finally gave in to exhaustion, our bodies damp with sweat, our lips swollen, our legs tangled in the sheets. My head rested on her chest, the steady rhythm of her heartbeat grounding me as the last tremors of release slowly ebbed from my body.

Her fingers traced lazy circles along my back, light and soothing, nothing like the urgency of what we’d just done. For the first time all day, I felt still—safe, warm, full.

Sabrina pressed a soft kiss into my hair, then whispered, her voice husky but gentle, “Moving next door to you and Mark was the best thing to happen to me and Jordan.”

We lay tangled together in the soft quiet, my cheek pressed against her shoulder, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my arm. For a long while, neither of us spoke. Then Sabrina exhaled slowly, breaking the silence.

“I love Jordan,” she said, her voice low but clear. “But the truth is that we’re not completely sexually compatible.”

I lifted my head slightly, watching her lips curve in a wry, almost guilty smile.

“Shit,” she continued, shaking her head. “She loves cock way more than pussy, and I love pussy way more than cock.”

Her blunt honesty made my chest tighten, not with judgment but with understanding. I could hear the affection in her voice, the devotion to her wife, but also the ache of compromise.

I brushed my fingers gently along her side, letting her know I was listening. At that moment, I realized just how much that, us right there, wasn’t just about sex. It was about balance, about giving each other the pieces we couldn’t always get from the ones we loved most.

“I get it,” I said softly. “I really do.”

Sabrina tilted her head, searching my face.

I swallowed, my throat tight, but I pressed on. “I love Mark. God, I love him more than anyone in this world. But the truth is…” My lips curved into a small, shaky smile. “I feel the same. He craves cock more than I can ever give him, and I crave pussy more than he can ever give me.”

Her lips parted, and for a moment she just looked at me, her expression softening as though she saw herself reflected in me.

“It doesn’t mean I don’t love him,” I added quickly, my voice trembling. “Just like it doesn’t mean you don’t love Jordan. It just means… sometimes, we need each other to fill those spaces.”

Sabrina reached out, her hand cupping my cheek. Her thumb brushed over my lips, her touch warm, tender. “Exactly,” she whispered.

The reassurance in her eyes, the understanding was almost overwhelming. I leaned into her touch and kissed her palm softly. Lying there in Sabrina’s arms, her words still echoing in my head, I truly understood what Mark had said to me the day before.

Getting from Sabrina what he couldn’t give me sexually didn’t make me love him less. It didn’t diminish what we had or weaken it. It only made me feel more whole, more honest about who I was and what I needed, and the same was true for him. His getting from Jordan what I could never give him didn’t make him love me less. It was balanced. It was a strange, imperfect, complicated balance, but a balance all the same.

CHAPTER EIGHT

When Mark got home later that evening, he made himself a drink. Then he looked at me, his eyes searching mine the way they always did when he wasn’t sure where my head was.

I crossed the room to him, my heart steady for the first time in days. “I need to tell you something,” I said.

He froze. “What is it?”

I took the glass from him, set it on the counter, and wrapped my hands around his. “I get it now,” I whispered. “What you told me yesterday. I understand it.”

His brows knit, but he didn’t interrupt.

“Being with Sabrina today… getting from her what you can’t give me sexually. It didn’t make me love you less.” My throat tightened, but the truth felt lighter as it left me. “And you getting from Jordan what I can’t give you doesn’t make you love me less either.”

His eyes softened, his jaw relaxing as though he’d been holding his breath.

I squeezed his hands tighter. “It doesn’t take anything away from us, Mark. It just… balances us. Completes us in ways we can’t always complete each other. And I’m okay with that. More than okay—I feel closer to you because of it.”

Mark exhaled sharply, his forehead dropping to mine. “God, Julia… you don’t know how much I needed to hear that.”

“I think I do,” I said, smiling through the tears that pricked my eyes. “Because I needed to hear myself say it.”

Mark kissed me softly, lingering just long enough for my chest to tighten. When he pulled back, his eyes searched mine, his voice low but certain.

“There is something that could truly complete us,” he said.

My stomach flipped. “What would that be?” I asked carefully.

He held my face in his hands, his thumbs brushing my cheeks as if he was steadying me for the answer. “A baby,” he replied.

He held my face in his hands, his thumbs brushing my cheeks as if he were steadying me for the answer.

“A baby,” he replied.

My chest tightened, but not with shock. With recognition.

Mark and I were on the same page. We both wanted kids. It had always been there, tucked into the long-term picture we painted for ourselves. But somehow, it kept getting pushed further down the line. Careers, projects, opportunities… there was always a reason to wait, to say not yet.

Hearing him say it out loud at that moment, after everything we’d been through, it felt different. Real. Immediate.

I pressed my forehead to his, my breath shaky. “Yeah,” I whispered. “I want that too.”

The smile that broke across his face wasn’t just relief; it was joy. Pure and unfiltered. And in that moment, I realized that amidst all the chaos and all the desire we’d unleashed with Sabrina and Jordan, our foundation, what we were building together, was still where it had always been.

The smile on his face lingered as his hands slid down to my waist, pulling me closer. His forehead stayed pressed against mine, our breaths mingling, warm and steady.

“Then let’s stop waiting,” he whispered. “No more putting it off. No more excuses. Let’s start now.”

A rush of emotion surged through me—fear, excitement, longing—all tangled together until it was almost too much. But underneath it all, there was certainty. We’d both wanted this. For years. And finally, the timing felt right.

I kissed him, soft at first, then harder, pouring everything into it. When I pulled back, my lips brushed his as I whispered, “Yes. Let’s start now.”

The look in his eyes lit something inside me. Hope. Bigger than anything we’d found with Sabrina or Jordan. It wasn’t about filling gaps or exploring fantasies. It was about us. About our family.

Mark swept me into his arms, carrying me toward our bedroom with a grin I couldn’t help but return. As he lay me down on the bed, his body covering mine, I knew the next time we made love, it wouldn’t just be for us. It would be for the life we were ready to bring into the world together.

Mark’s weight settled over me, warm and familiar, but it felt different. There was no fantasy we were chasing, just us. Just the promise we had made seconds earlier.

His lips found mine, soft at first, then deepening as his hands slid up my sides, slow and reverent, as if he were rediscovering me. My body arched into his instinctively, the heat building fast, but underneath the hunger was something steadier, something that made my chest ache.

When he pushed into me, I gasped, clutching at his back. The fullness was familiar, but the weight of what it meant now made me tremble. He moved slowly at first, watching my face, kissing me between every thrust.

“I love you,” he whispered against my lips, his breath hot, his voice rough.

“I love you too,” I whispered back, my nails digging into his skin as pleasure spread through me.

His pace quickened, his thrusts deep and purposeful, his groans vibrating against my throat as he buried his face there. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, my body clenching with every push.

We weren’t just fucking. We were making love with intent. With hope. With something bigger than ourselves.

My climax built sharper, faster than I expected, but when it came, it was different. It was softer yet stronger, rolling through me in waves that left me clinging to him. Mark groaned, his body stiffening, and then he was spilling into me with a shuddering cry, his face pressed into my neck. I held him tightly, my heart hammering as his warmth filled me, the moment sealing itself into something unforgettable.

When it was over, we stayed tangled together, breathless and damp with sweat, neither of us letting go.

We didn’t tell anyone that we were trying—not our families, not our friends. It felt too fragile, too intimate, something that belonged only to us for now. Even when my mother asked casually if Mark and I were “thinking about kids yet,” I just smiled and changed the subject.

It was our secret, our quiet promise.

And while that hope lived quietly between us, life with Jordan and Sabrina didn’t stop. The four of us still shared dinners, still laughed over drinks, still found ourselves slipping back into each other’s arms when the mood struck.

There was a rhythm to it now—a balance. Mark and Jordan had their moments, Sabrina and I had ours, and sometimes all four of us gave in together. It was wild, yes, but also strangely steady. Like we’d settled into an arrangement that worked for all of us.

But underneath it all, between every kiss and every touch, I carried the secret only Mark and I shared: the hope that soon, we wouldn’t just be two anymore.

It was a Friday night, the kind of night that begged for company. Mark and I carried a couple of bottles of wine next door, and by the time we stepped into Sabrina and Jordan’s kitchen, the smell of garlic and roasted chicken filled the air.

“Perfect timing,” Sabrina said with a grin, setting down a dish. Jordan kissed her cheek before pulling the cork from one of the bottles I brought, pouring generously for all of us.

Dinner was easy—conversation flowing between teasing and laughter, the kind of comfort that comes when four people know each other’s rhythms too well to pretend otherwise. Mark and Jordan sat across from me and Sabrina, their shoulders brushing often, their smiles easy.

Afterward, we carried our glasses into the living room. Sabrina curled up beside me on the sofa, her leg pressing warmly against mine. Across from us, Jordan stretched out beside Mark, their knees bumping as they shared some quiet joke that made him laugh in that unguarded way I loved.

It started subtly, as it always did. Sabrina’s fingers traced idle patterns on my thigh while we talked about nothing in particular. I caught Jordan’s hand resting on Mark’s, neither of them moving it away.

By the time dessert plates sat half-finished on the coffee table, the air had changed. Heavier. Charged. Familiar.

Sabrina leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “Want to go upstairs?” she whispered.

I shivered, my eyes flicking toward Mark just in time to see Jordan’s hand slide higher up his thigh. He caught my gaze, his eyes dark and knowing.

We didn’t need to say a word. We all knew where this night was heading.

And as Sabrina took my hand and led me toward the stairs, with Mark and Jordan close behind, it felt effortless—like slipping back into a rhythm none of us wanted to unlearn.

Sabrina’s tongue worked me mercilessly, licking and sucking my clit in maddening circles, her moans vibrating into me as Mark drove into her from behind. Her face was buried so deeply against me, I could barely breathe for how relentless she was.

At the same time, Jordan’s cock filled my mouth, hot and hard against my tongue as I bobbed my head, her hand guiding me deeper. The salty taste of her made my throat tighten, every groan from her chest sending a rush straight to the ache between my legs.

The combination was too much—Sabrina’s tongue flicking faster, Jordan’s cock pressing deeper, Mark’s thrusts pounding into Sabrina so hard I could feel the rhythm through her mouth on me.

My whole body seized.

I cried out around Jordan’s cock, my moan vibrating against her as my climax tore through me. My hips bucked helplessly against Sabrina’s mouth, my fingers clamping down in her hair as wave after wave of release ripped me apart.

My body shook violently, my cries muffled, tears pricking the corners of my eyes as the orgasm consumed me. Sabrina didn’t stop, licking me through it, prolonging it until I collapsed back against the bed, trembling and gasping, Jordan sliding free of my mouth with a low, guttural moan.

I lay there wrecked, my chest heaving, my thighs still twitching as the sounds of Mark and Sabrina filled the room, and Jordan’s hand stroked herself above me.

I’d come first, but the night was far from over.

I was still gasping for breath, my body quaking from release, when Jordan shifted above me. Her gray eyes locked on mine, dark and hungry, and before I could gather myself, she pushed my legs apart and slid between them.

“Julia,” she groaned, her cock pressing hard against my slick entrance.

I whimpered, still raw and sensitive, but the need surged up anyway. “Yes… please…”

She thrust into me in one smooth motion, filling me, and my cry echoed off the walls. Her hips snapped against mine, fast and urgent, no slow build—just raw, desperate need. I clutched at her shoulders, wrapping my legs around her waist as she fucked me, the slap of our bodies mixing with the wet, relentless sounds of Mark pounding into Sabrina beside us.

Jordan’s breath came ragged, her forehead pressed to mine, every thrust sharper than the last. “I’m close—fuck, Julia—I’m so close…”

I moaned beneath her, the stretch of her cock inside me making my body throb all over again. “Don’t hold back,” I gasped, my nails dragging down her back.

Her body tensed, her groan low and guttural, and then she pulled out quickly, stroking herself with urgent pumps. With a cry, she came hard across my stomach and breasts, hot streams painting my skin as she shuddered above me.

The sensation made me gasp, my body twitching with aftershocks, every drop a filthy reminder of how close she’d been to breaking completely inside me.

Jordan’s chest heaved as she collapsed against my side, her hand still trembling where it rested on my stomach, my skin sticky with her release. Beside us, the sounds of Mark and Sabrina’s cries grew louder, pulling my attention back to the other half of the bed.

Jordan collapsed against me, her weight warm on my side, her release still slick across my stomach and breasts. I was still catching my breath when the sound beside us sharpened—Sabrina’s moans climbing higher, louder, desperate.

I turned my head just in time to see her fists clench in the sheets, her body jerking against Mark’s thrusts. His hands gripped her hips tight, driving into her with raw urgency, the slap of skin against skin echoing off the walls.

“Mark—oh God—I’m coming!” Sabrina cried, her voice breaking as her whole body convulsed. Her back arched, her nails digging into the mattress as she shattered beneath him, her cries filling the room.

Mark groaned, his rhythm faltering, sweat dripping down his chest. He pulled out quickly, his cock slick and pulsing, and before I could blink, Jordan was there on her knees, her lips wrapping around him. Mark’s head fell back, a cry ripping from his throat as Jordan sucked him hard.

“Fuck—Jordan—” he gasped, his entire body tensing. His cry broke sharply as he came, spilling into her mouth, his hips jerking helplessly while she swallowed every drop.

The sight of my husband undone in Jordan’s mouth, Sabrina trembling in the sheets, my own body still sticky and spent, left me trembling all over again, my chest heaving as the four of us collapsed into the wreckage of our own pleasure.

The room smelled of sweat and sex, the sheets tangled and damp beneath us. My chest still rose and fell too quickly, my skin sticky from Jordan’s release, but the quiet never lasted long with the four of us.

Sabrina rolled onto her back with a lazy laugh, tossing her hair off her damp face. “God, I think you just broke me,” she teased, giving Mark’s thigh a light slap.

Mark chuckled breathlessly, still sprawled against the pillows, his chest heaving. “You didn’t look broken when you were screaming my name a minute ago.”

Jordan smirked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand before leaning over me, brushing her lips across mine. “Careful,” she murmured to Mark, her eyes glinting. “I think I swallowed half of you. Don’t get too cocky.”

That made Sabrina snort. “Too cocky? That’s kind of his thing.”

I laughed, still shaky, but heat coiled low in my belly again at how easily the teasing slipped into innuendo. “Well,” I said, my fingers idly tracing circles across Jordan’s stomach, “if anyone here has bragging rights, it’s me. I got double the attention tonight.”

Sabrina propped herself up on her elbow, her dark eyes catching mine. “And you’ll be getting more if I have anything to say about it.”

Mark groaned, running a hand over his face, but grinning. “You three are going to kill me. But what a way to go.”

The laughter melted into kisses, lazy touches, wandering hands that never quite stayed innocent. Even in the afterglow, the spark between us didn’t dim—it just smoldered, promising another round before the night was through.

The teasing didn’t stop. It only sharpened the hunger simmering between us. Sabrina leaned over and kissed me hard, her hand sliding between my thighs again, and I melted into her touch.

Mark groaned low, his cock already hardening again as he sat up. “Christ, I can’t watch this and not get involved.”

Jordan smirked, her gray eyes flicking between us. “Then don’t watch,” she said, her hand stroking him casually. “Join.”

The next thing I knew, Sabrina was on her back beside me, her legs spread wide as Mark positioned himself between them. His cock slid into her with ease, and her cry filled the room.

I was pulled onto my side, Jordan spooning me from behind. Her hand gripped my hip as she pushed into me, slow and deliberate at first, her cock stretching me open all over again. My moan was swallowed by Sabrina’s mouth as she kissed me through it, our hands tangling between our bodies.

The bed shook with the rhythm—Mark pounding into Sabrina, Jordan thrusting into me, both of them groaning, both of us crying out as the heat spread through every inch of my body.

Mark and Jordan locked eyes over us, their grunts echoing together as they fucked us in tandem, Sabrina and I gasping, moaning, clinging to each other as the pleasure surged higher.

Then they switched. Jordan eased out of me with a low groan, trading places with Mark. My husband slid into me hard and deep, my back arching off the bed as he fucked me with raw need. Beside me, Sabrina whimpered as Jordan slid into her, her head rolling back against the pillows.

The sound of four voices, four bodies, the slap of skin, and the sharp cries of pleasure filled the room, reckless and consuming. There was no hesitation, no pause. Just Mark and Jordan taking turns driving us wild, Sabrina and I clutching each other tighter, both of us undone beneath them.

Mark’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his breath hot against my ear as his body pressed me deep into the mattress. My nails clawed at his back, my moans spilling without control, every push of him inside me making the pressure coil tighter and tighter.

Beside us, Sabrina writhed under Jordan, her cries sharp and broken as Jordan drove into her, their rhythm brutal and unrelenting. The bed shook beneath all four of us, the sounds of our pleasure tangled together until it was impossible to tell where one ended and another began.

Mark’s pace faltered, his groans breaking low and guttural. “Julia—I’m so close—”

I gasped, my legs tightening around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop—”

With a strangled cry, his body locked against mine. Heat flooded me as he spilled deep inside, his hips jerking, his groans filling the space between my moans. The force of his climax dragged me over the edge with him—I cried out, my walls clenching tight around him, my body shuddering violently as we came together.

I clung to him, trembling, as he collapsed against me, his cock still pulsing inside, both of us breathless and shaking.

But beside us, it wasn’t over.

Sabrina’s voice rose higher, her fingers digging into the sheets as Jordan’s thrusts grew sharper, faster, her groans low and ragged. They were still going, still pushing toward their own breaking point, even as Mark and I lay spent and tangled in each other’s arms.

The contrast—the bliss of my husband softening inside me while Sabrina gasped beneath Jordan’s pounding—sent a fresh shiver racing through me.

Mark was still heavy on top of me, both of us trembling and spent, when the sounds beside us sharpened. Sabrina’s cries grew high-pitched, desperate, her nails clawing at the sheets as Jordan drove into her with quick, hard thrusts.

“Jordan—oh God—don’t stop—” Sabrina screamed, her back arching off the bed. Her whole body shook as she shattered, her climax ripping through her in waves, her cries echoing off the walls.

Jordan’s groans followed, guttural and rough, her rhythm breaking as she pulled out at the last second. Her hand stroked furiously, and then hot ropes of her release spilled across Sabrina’s stomach, streaking her flushed skin as Sabrina gasped through her aftershocks.

The sight left me breathless. My husband’s come still warm inside me while Jordan’s covered Sabrina in messy, shining trails. The room was filled with nothing but the scent of sex, the sound of our ragged breathing, and the soft, almost disbelieving laughter that bubbled up from all four of us.

I clutched Mark tighter against me, my body still quivering, as Sabrina brushed her fingers through Jordan’s release on her stomach, smearing it lazily with a grin.

The room was heavy with the scent of sex, our breathing still ragged, the sheets a mess beneath us. I held Mark close, his body still pressed into mine, when I noticed Jordan smirking at him from across the bed.

Mark caught the look and furrowed his brow, still catching his breath. “What?” he asked.

Jordan leaned back on her elbows, her gray eyes glinting. “You came in her,” she said matter-of-factly, nodding toward me.

The words landed hot in my chest, making my skin prickle all over again. Mark stiffened slightly above me, his eyes flicking down to mine, searching for my reaction.

But I didn’t look away. My cheeks flushed, my body still quivering around the heat of him inside me, I whispered, “Yes. He did.”

The smirk on Jordan’s face deepened, and the air in the room shifted all over again, less about release, more about what it meant.

The smirk between Jordan and Mark barely had time to settle when Sabrina’s voice cut through the air.

“Are you two trying?” she asked, her dark eyes fixed on me.

I hesitated for only a moment before smiling. “We are.”

Her face softened instantly. “Congratulations,” she said warmly, but then her gaze shifted to Jordan, and something in her expression changed into something I hadn’t seen before. Hurt. Anger. A flicker of something raw and unguarded.

Before I could process it, Sabrina slid off the bed. “I’m going to shower,” she said, and the bathroom door slammed behind her with a sharp crack that echoed in the silence.

“Shit,” Jordan said under her breath, dragging a hand through her hair. Her shoulders sagged, and for once that easy confidence slipped away.

I glanced at Mark, then back at Jordan, my heart thudding with unease. The playful afterglow had evaporated in an instant, leaving behind something heavier, sharper. Whatever that look had been, it wasn’t about me. It wasn’t about Mark. It was about them.

Mark and I exchanged a glance, both of us reading the same thing in the silence that followed Sabrina’s slammed door. Whatever had just cracked open between them wasn’t for us to fix.

I sat up slowly, gathering my clothes from the floor. “We should go,” I whispered to Mark. He nodded, already pulling on his jeans.

Jordan was still sitting on the edge of the bed, running a hand through her hair, her expression caught somewhere between frustration and worry.

I slipped my dress over my head, then touched her shoulder lightly. “Thank you… for an amazing night,” I said softly. Mark echoed the words, clapping her gently on the back. “And tell Sabrina thank you for us, too.”

Jordan nodded, her jaw tight, her smile faint but grateful. “I will.”

We didn’t linger. We left them to whatever storm was brewing, stepping out into the cool night air, the quiet of the neighborhood a jarring contrast to the heat and chaos we’d just left behind.

As we walked the short distance home, my fingers threaded through Mark’s, my mind replayed the look on Sabrina’s face, the slam of the bathroom door, and the way Jordan had said shit under her breath.

Later that night, after we’d showered and crawled into bed, the silence stretched between us. Mark lay on his back staring at the ceiling, and I curled against his side, my thoughts replaying the slam of Sabrina’s bathroom door over and over again.

Finally, I broke the quiet. “That was… different.”

Mark exhaled, running a hand over his face. “Yeah. I didn’t expect that.”

I tilted my head to look at him. “Did you see the way she looked at Jordan? It wasn’t jealousy of us—it was something else. Something deeper.”

He nodded, his brow furrowed. “Like it cut her. And then the second you said we were trying it was like a switch flipped.”

“Exactly.” I chewed my lip, the knot in my stomach refusing to ease. “She congratulated us, but… it was almost like she couldn’t stand to look at Jordan after.”

Mark’s hand slid into mine, his thumb brushing absently across my palm. “Do you think it’s because of the baby? Because maybe she wants one and Jordan doesn’t?”

The thought made my chest tighten. “Maybe.”

Mark turned toward me, his hand cupping my cheek. “Whatever it is, it’s theirs to figure out. We can’t fix it for them.”

I nodded, pressing into his palm. He was right. Still, I couldn’t shake the unease.

CHAPTER NINE

It wasn’t abnormal for Mark and me to go days without seeing or talking to Sabrina and Jordan. Life in the neighborhood moved that way—everyone busy, everyone in their own orbit until something pulled us together again.

But we’d been preoccupied too.

“Baby-making,” as Mark liked to call it, had taken over more of our focus than I expected. The timing, the closeness, the way it added a different kind of intimacy to our sex—it had filled the days and nights in a way that felt exciting and all-consuming.

It was after one of those sessions, when we lay tangled together catching our breath, that Mark turned his head toward me and frowned.

“When’s the last time we saw them?” he asked.

I blinked, my mind struggling to shift gears. “What do you mean?”

“Sabrina and Jordan.” He propped himself up on an elbow, his brow furrowed. “It feels like it’s been a while.”

I thought about it, and then my stomach sank. “Almost two weeks,” I whispered.

He nodded slowly, his expression tightening. “That’s… not like them.”

I lay back, staring at the ceiling, the memory of Sabrina’s look in the bedroom flashing in my mind. Maybe it wasn’t unusual for neighbors to go two weeks without seeing each other. But for us, after everything we’d shared, after everything we’d done…it felt like a silence heavy enough to mean something.

A few nights later, after a late meeting with a client, I decided to pop in on them. It wasn’t unusual for us to show up unannounced. We’d built that kind of comfort with each other, but something about the silence between us over the past two weeks had been gnawing at me.

When I pulled into our driveway, I immediately noticed that Sabrina’s car wasn’t next door.

I frowned, setting my bag down in the passenger seat. Sabrina was almost always home before Jordan. Between her salon hours and how she liked to spend her evenings, her car in the driveway had become a constant, but the space was empty.

I stepped out into the cool night air, crossing the short stretch of lawn between our houses. The porch light was on, but the blinds in the front windows were drawn tight. Something about it made my stomach twist.

I knocked once, then again, pressing my ear toward the door. No sound. No footsteps. Just silence.

I told myself I was overthinking, that maybe Sabrina had errands, or maybe Jordan had picked her up. Still, a nervous energy curled low in my stomach as I stood there on their porch, wondering if I should just go home… or wait.

I was about to turn back toward home when the door creaked open.

“Julia?”

Jordan stood there, framed in the doorway, and for a moment I didn’t recognize her because she looked nothing like the confident, put-together woman I’d grown used to. Her hair was tied into a messy bun, strands falling loose around her face. No makeup. Sweatpants and a stained T-shirt that looked like it had seen better days. And the shadows under her eyes—dark, hollow—told me she hadn’t slept in days.

“God, Jordan…” I whispered before I could stop myself. “Are you okay?”

Her lips twitched into something that was supposed to be a smile but never made it past her mouth. She leaned against the doorframe like she didn’t have the strength to stand up straight.

“I’ve been better,” she said quietly, her voice raw.

The knot in my stomach tightened. I’d never seen her like this—not even close. She was always the one smirking, teasing, carrying herself like nothing could touch her. But there she was, unraveling right in front of me.

“Where’s Sabrina?” I asked carefully, my pulse racing.

Jordan didn’t answer right away. Instead, she stepped out onto the porch, and before I could process what was happening, she wrapped her arms around me. The hug was fierce, desperate, her body shaking against mine. Then came the sounds I wasn’t prepared for. Raw, gut-deep sobs tore out of her chest.

“Jordan,” I whispered, tightening my hold on her. My heart pounded as I felt her tears soaking into my shoulder. “What happened?”

She shook her head against me, gasping between sobs. “She’s gone, Julia. Sabrina’s gone.”

I froze. “Gone?”

“A few days ago,” Jordan choked out. She pulled back just enough for me to see her face, her eyes red, her cheeks wet, her whole expression wrecked. “She left. Packed a bag and walked out. Said she needed time to think. Said she couldn’t—” Her voice cracked, and she buried her face against me again.

The porch light hummed above us, the night air cool against my damp cheeks as my own eyes stung. I held her tighter, my mind racing, stunned not just by Sabrina’s absence but by how completely undone Jordan was in front of me.

I tightened my arms around her, rubbing slow circles across her back as she shook against me. The porch light felt too bright, the night too exposed for the kind of pain she was carrying.

“Let’s go inside,” I whispered. “You shouldn’t be out here like this.”

She nodded weakly, pulling back just enough for me to guide her toward the door. Her hand trembled in mine as I led her into the living room. The house felt heavier than usual, the silence inside thick and oppressive.

Jordan collapsed onto the couch, elbows braced on her knees, her face buried in her hands. I sat beside her, close enough that our knees touched, waiting.

After a long, shaky breath, she finally spoke. “She said she doesn’t know if she can do it anymore,” Jordan said through her fingers. Her voice was rough, broken. “That every time she looks at me, she thinks about…about what she can’t have with me.”

Her hands dropped, and she looked at me then, her eyes glassy and pained. “And a few days ago… she just walked out.”

My chest tightened as her words sank in, the weight of it pressing hard against my ribs. My throat tightened, guilt clawing its way up before I could stop it. “Is this my and Mark’s fault?” I asked, my voice cracking.

Jordan’s head snapped up, her eyes wide and wet. She shook her head hard, almost desperate. “No,” she rasped. “It’s mine.”

I stared at her, stunned. “Yours?”

She let out a bitter laugh that dissolved into another shaky breath. “I should’ve seen it coming. I should’ve realized how much it was eating at her. You and Mark starting a family just… put it in her face in a way I couldn’t avoid anymore.”

Her shoulders slumped, and the sight of her, the woman who had always carried herself like nothing could touch her, was so broken and so raw, it made my chest ache.

I reached out, covering her hand with mine, even as my heart pounded. “Jordan…”

She swallowed hard, but her voice broke when she whispered, “I don’t know if she’s ever coming back.”

Her words kept circling in my head, refusing to settle. “That every time she looks at me, she thinks about…about what she can’t have with me.”

I didn’t know what Jordan meant.

She was biologically male. Sabrina was a woman. On paper, on a purely physical level, there shouldn’t have been a problem. Was it something medical? A genetic defect that kept Jordan from being able to get Sabrina pregnant?

The thought made my chest tighten, my mind spinning. She had said it was her fault. The way she said it, like it was etched into her bones, like it was a truth she’d carried alone for far too long, made me ache for her, even as I struggled to understand.

I looked at her, slumped on the couch beside me, her face buried in her hands again, and for the first time, I realized just how little I truly knew about what Sabrina and Jordan carried between them when the bedroom doors were closed and the lights were out.

Jordan lifted her head from her hands, her eyes red and glassy. “It’s my fault,” she whispered again, her voice raw.

I swallowed hard. “What do you mean?”

She exhaled, the sound shaky, like dragging glass across stone. “When Sabrina and I first got serious… she told me she wanted kids one day. And I told her I did too.” Her mouth twisted, bitter with regret. “But I didn’t. I never did.”

The words hit me like a punch.

Jordan shook her head, her gaze dropping to her lap. “I didn’t want children, but I didn’t want to lose her, so I said what she wanted to hear. We got married, and for a while, it was easy to pretend it didn’t matter. But then… after our first year, she told me she was ready to start trying.”

Her voice cracked, her eyes shining with fresh tears. “That’s when I told her the truth. That I never wanted children. That I couldn’t do it.”

I sat frozen, my chest tight, my mind spinning. All those nights, all those times I’d seen them together, they’d looked so solid. So unshakable, but under it all, the wound had been festering.

Jordan dragged her hands down her face. “She’s never forgiven me for that, and I don’t blame her. I lied. I let her build a life in her head that I was never going to give her. Every time she looks at me, Julia… she sees the thing she’ll never have.”

Why don’t you want to have children?” I asked, my voice low, careful.

Jordan’s shoulders tensed, and she let out a shaky breath. “It’s complicated,” she said finally, her eyes fixed on the floor. “And I don’t want you to think less of me.”

I reached over and took her hand, threading my fingers through hers. Her skin was warm, trembling faintly against mine. “Do you trust me?” I asked.

Her gray eyes flicked up to mine, glassy but steady. “Of course I do.”

“Then, please tell me,” I whispered, squeezing her hand.

She hesitated, her jaw working, as though the words were lodged deep in her chest. For a moment, I thought she might shut down again, but then her lips parted, and I saw the truth about to surface as Jordan’s grip on my hand tightened and she drew in a shaky breath. Her eyes were glossy, fixed somewhere beyond me.

“When I told my parents that I needed to transition, they didn’t understand,” she said, her voice rough, each word carrying the weight of years. “They either couldn’t or refused to understand why I felt the need to look like a woman but keep my penis.”

Her jaw clenched, her gaze falling to the floor. “It didn’t matter how many times I tried to explain how I felt, or why I needed to do it. They didn’t hear me. They only saw what didn’t fit their idea of who I was supposed to be… and they eventually kicked me out of their home.”

The words hit me like a stone in the chest. I could hear the bitterness in her voice, but underneath it was something deeper. Wounds that had never healed.

Jordan leaned back, scrubbing a hand over her face. “I was nineteen. No money, no family, nowhere to go. My grandmother… she’s the only one who gave a damn. She took me in, paid for and helped me get through the surgeries. Helped me become who I am. Without her, I don’t know where I’d be.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, full of shame and defiance all at once. “So, when people ask me why I don’t want kids, Julia, that’s why. Because I know what it’s like to be rejected by the people who are supposed to love you, no matter what, and I could never live with myself if I passed even a fraction of that onto a child.”

I swallowed hard, my thumb brushing over the back of her hand. “Your grandmother loved you so much that she not only understood, but paid to make it happen for you. She left you everything after she passed.”

Jordan’s eyes softened, the sharpness in them giving way to something fragile. Her lips parted, but no words came at first. Only a flicker of emotion that made her jaw tremble.

“She did,” she whispered finally, her voice thick as tears slipped down her cheeks, and she shook her head, almost as if she hated letting me see her like that.

I reached up, brushing a tear from her cheek before it fell. “Jordan… you’re not your parents.”

“I know I’m not them,” Jordan choked, her voice breaking. She dragged a hand across her wet face, but more tears followed. “And there isn’t anything you can ask or say to me that Sabrina hasn’t.”

Her words cracked like glass, raw and jagged, and the way she said them made my chest ache.

She tipped forward, her elbows digging into her knees, her face buried in her hands. The sob that tore from her chest was so guttural it made my own eyes sting. I slid closer, wrapping an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against me. She resisted for a second, then collapsed into me.

As I held Jordan in my arms while she sobbed, I tried to put myself in her shoes—tried to imagine the conversations she must have had with Sabrina over the years, the arguments, the pleading, the quiet heartbreak that must have built up brick by brick.

When her breathing steadied a little, I kissed the top of her head and whispered, “I think I need a drink.”

She let out a shaky laugh, her voice still raw. “I could use one myself. Maybe then I’ll finally sleep.”

I nodded and slipped away, heading into the kitchen. The silence in the house was thick, pressing in around me as I pulled down two glasses and reached for the bottle.

As I poured and mixed, it hit me. Jordan wasn’t her parents. She knew that. She wasn’t cruel, or rigid, or incapable of love, but she had lied to Sabrina about wanting children, and I realized why. Fear.

It wasn’t because she didn’t love Sabrina. It wasn’t because she wanted to trap her but because the thought of losing her, of being rejected again, the way her parents had rejected her, terrified her more than anything. I picked up the drinks, the weight of the glass steady in my hands, and walked back toward her.

I walked back into the living room, the ice clinking softly in the glasses. Jordan was still on the couch, her hands scrubbing at her face, her posture slumped like the weight of the world was pressing her down.

I handed her a glass, and her fingers brushed mine as she took it. She muttered a quiet, “Thanks,” before lifting it to her lips.

I sat down beside her, cradling my own drink in both hands. For a moment, I just watched her, the way her gray eyes seemed dull now, stripped of their usual spark.

Then I said it.

“You lied to her about wanting kids because you were afraid.”

Her head snapped toward me, her brows knitting, her mouth parting like she wanted to argue. But I kept going.

“Not because you wanted to hurt her. Not because you didn’t love her. But because you were terrified that if you told her the truth, she’d leave you. Just like your parents did.”

Her lips trembled, her throat working as she swallowed hard. The glass in her hand lowered slowly to her lap, her knuckles white around it.

I reached over, touching her arm gently. “It wasn’t cruelty, Jordan. It was fear. And I think she knows that even if it doesn’t make the lie easier to live with.”

“All that you said is true,” Jordan responded, her voice unsteady. She lifted the glass, took a sip, then sighed as though the weight of it all was dragging her down again. Her eyes found mine, searching, raw.

“But there’s something more important.”

I tilted my head. “What?”

She swallowed, then asked softly, “What do you see when you look at me?”

The question caught me off guard, but my answer came without hesitation. I smiled, leaning in closer. “I see a beautiful woman.”

For a moment, she just stared at me, her gray eyes glistening, her breath shallow. Then she locked her gaze with mine and whispered, “That’s the most important issue.”

I blinked at her, my brow furrowing. “I don’t understand,” I admitted softly. “Why does that matter?”

Jordan’s lips pressed into a thin line. She set her glass down on the coffee table, her hands trembling slightly as she folded them together in her lap.

Jordan’s voice broke as she spoke, her gray eyes fixed on me, almost daring me to look away.

“Because everything you see is a result of butt implants, breast implants, voice feminization surgery, and chondrolaryngoplasty to reduce my Adam’s apple. I’m a woman on the outside, but I will always be a biological male.”

Her throat worked as she swallowed hard, her voice dropping to a ragged whisper. “How do I explain that to a child when I can hardly explain it to myself?”

“We’ll get asked who carried our boy or girl,” she said. “Because people will keep assuming that Sabrina and I are lesbians. And I’ll explain that Sabrina carried our child and that I’m the biological father—and then they’ll know the truth.”

Her gray eyes lifted to mine, raw and shining. “That I’m a biological man who looks, acts, and talks like a woman. I can deal with it, Jules. I always have. But how does my child deal with that?”

Her voice broke, her shoulders slumping as though the weight of the question crushed her. “Kids are cruel, Jules. You know that. I can take the stares, the whispers, the judgment. But putting that on a child? My child?” She shook her head, tears slipping down her cheeks. “I don’t think I could live with it.”

“What does Sabrina think about this?” I asked carefully, bracing myself for the answer.

Jordan let out a humorless laugh and took a large sip of her drink, her hand shaking just enough for the ice to clink against the glass. She swallowed hard, then set it down with a soft thud.

“She’s tired of hearing the same excuse,” she said flatly. Her eyes were distant, her voice stripped of its usual edge. “Every time the subject comes up, I tell her the same thing. That I can’t do it, that I won’t do that to a child. And all she hears is me shutting the door on her dream over and over again.”

Her jaw tightened, her gray eyes glistening as she shook her head. “She’s not wrong, Jules. I am shutting the door. I’ve been holding it shut for years. And now?” Her voice cracked. “Now she’s done begging me to open it.”

I felt my stomach twist, the ache of Sabrina’s absence settling heavier in the room.

I let her words hang there, the silence pressing in on both of us. My thumb traced over her knuckles, slow and steady, while I searched for the right way to respond.

“I hear you,” I said softly. “I really do. And I can’t imagine what it’s like to carry that weight, to live with those fears every day.”

Jordan’s jaw worked, but she didn’t look at me.

“But I also understand, Sabrina,” I went on carefully. “Wanting a family isn’t just a dream for her—it’s part of who she is. And hearing ‘no’ again and again, even if it comes from a place of love or fear… it still feels like rejection. Like her dream doesn’t matter.”

Jordan’s eyes closed, her throat working as she swallowed.

I squeezed her hand gently. “It doesn’t make you wrong for how you feel, Jordan. But it doesn’t make her wrong either. You both want something so badly… just not the same thing. And that’s a kind of pain that’s hard to fix.”

Jordan’s breath hitched, and she finally let go of my hand, burying her face in both of hers. Her shoulders trembled violently, and the sound that came out of her was raw, broken.

“She’s not coming back, Jules,” she whispered through her fingers.

The words cut through me, sharp as glass.

She dragged her hands down her face, revealing eyes swollen and red, streaked with tears. “I can feel it. Every time I replay that night in my head, every time I hear the way her voice cracked when she said she needed time… I know. I know she’s not coming back.”

Her chest heaved as she gasped for air, her voice unraveling. “And I don’t blame her. I lied. I stalled. I let her carry all of this alone until she couldn’t anymore. She gave me everything, Jules, and when she asked for the one thing I couldn’t give… I let her walk out the door.”

I felt my own eyes sting, my throat tight as I reached for her again, pulling her against me. She collapsed into my arms, sobbing so hard it shook us both.

I held her as tightly as I could, feeling her entire body quake against mine. Her sobs tore through me, but I refused to let her sink into the certainty that it was already over.

“Jordan,” I whispered, brushing her hair back from her damp face. “Listen to me. You don’t know that. You don’t know she’s gone for good.”

She shook her head against me, her voice breaking. “She won’t forgive me. Not this time.”

I cupped her cheeks, forcing her to look at me. Her gray eyes were red and wet, her expression twisted with despair. “You don’t get to decide that for her,” I said firmly, though my voice softened at the edges. “You can’t control what she does, but you can fight. You can tell her the truth. You can show her that you love her enough to try.”

Her lips trembled, her breath hitching.

“You and Sabrina built a marriage, a life,” I went on, my thumbs wiping away her tears. “That doesn’t just vanish overnight. She left because she’s hurt. But hurt doesn’t mean gone. Don’t give up on her, Jordan. Please.”

For a long moment, she just stared at me, her tears falling silently, her body still trembling in my hands. Then she collapsed against me again, this time with less desperation, more exhaustion—like she wanted to believe me but was too broken to hope on her own.

After sitting with Jordan, after watching her unravel in my arms, I couldn’t shake it. The image of her—so strong on the outside but shattered on the inside—stayed with me long after I left her house.

I needed answers. More than that, I needed to hear Sabrina’s side.

The next night, I drove to her salon. The streets were quiet, the last glow of daylight fading as I pulled into the small lot. Through the front windows, I saw her, alone, sweeping hair from the floor. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, her posture stiff, her face unreadable even from a distance.

I pushed the door open, the little bell chiming overhead. She looked up, surprise flickering across her face when she saw me.

“Julia,” she said carefully, setting the broom aside. “We’re closing in a few minutes.”

“I know,” I replied, stepping further inside. My heart was racing, but my voice stayed steady. “I came because… I need to talk to you.”

Her arms crossed over her chest, her expression tightening. “About what?”

I took a breath, summoning the courage I’d promised myself on the drive over. “About Jordan. About what’s happening between the two of you.”

For a second, I thought she might shut me out. Her arms crossed tighter, her gaze sharp, her jaw set. But then she let out a long breath, her shoulders slumping as though she’d been holding herself rigid for too long.

“Of course it’s about Jordan,” she said, her voice heavy, tired. “It’s always about Jordan.”

I stayed quiet, waiting.

Sabrina shook her head and leaned against one of the styling chairs, her hands gripping the backrest like she needed the support. “Do you have any idea how exhausting it is to love someone who can’t love themselves all the way?” she asked, her eyes finding mine. They weren’t angry. They were glassy, worn down, frayed at the edges.

“Every time I ask for what I want, she shuts that door harder in my face. You can only take that so many times before something breaks.”

Her voice cracked on the last word, and she looked away quickly, blinking fast as if she refused to let the tears fall.

The Sabrina I knew—the confident, teasing, magnetic woman—was gone. In her place was someone raw, worn, and heartbreakingly human.

Sabrina rubbed a hand across her face, her voice thick when she spoke again.

“Being with Jordan hasn’t been easy, and I should’ve known it wouldn’t be easy when we began seeing each other. I think most women would have ended it the moment they found out the woman they were seeing was biologically male.”

She gave a short, bitter laugh, shaking her head. “Fuck, I thought about it. I really did. But I understood why she hid it from me, and instead of walking away, I decided to get serious with her. With one rule and one rule only.”

Her eyes met mine, dark and steady, even as they shimmered with unshed tears.

“No more lying.”

The weight of her words hung in the air, heavy and unflinching. Sabrina’s voice sharpened, the exhaustion giving way to something hotter, rawer.

“I made it clear that I wanted children and that it wasn’t negotiable,” she said, her words clipped. Her hand gripped the back of the salon chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. “And she waited until we were married for a year, an entire fucking year, to finally be honest with me. But not entirely honest.”

Her laugh was bitter, broken. “She gave me false hope that maybe, somehow, she could change her mind. Do you know what that does to a person? To believe the person you love might come around, only to realize they were just stringing you along because they were too scared to lose you?”

She shook her head, her ponytail slipping loose, strands of dark hair framing her flushed face. “That lie didn’t just break our rule, Julia. It broke me.”

Her voice faltered on the last word, but she didn’t look away. She wanted me to see it, to feel it, and I did.

“I feel that Mark and I telling you two that we’re trying brought this on,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended. The guilt had been pressing against my ribs since Jordan broke down in my arms.

Sabrina’s eyes softened for a moment, then hardened again as she exhaled. “It did,” she said, blunt but not cruel. “But it was going to happen at some point. Whether you told us or not.”

She rubbed her hands together, her gaze falling to the floor before she looked back at me, her dark eyes shining. “I know how I am, Julia. I can’t handle seeing you with a baby bump when it’s the only thing that will ever make me feel complete.”

Sabrina dropped into the chair with a heaviness that made the leather creak. She crossed her arms, her gaze fixed on her reflection in the darkened salon mirror.

“I wanted three kids,” she said, her voice flat but laced with an edge. “But I’ll settle for one. Just one.”

Her hands clenched over her arms, her jaw tightening as she shook her head. “I’m not asking her for anything abnormal, Julia. I’m not asking for the impossible. I’m asking for what I need, and I’m finished asking.”

Her eyes flicked to mine then, dark and sharp, brimming with the weight of her ultimatum.

“She either gives me what I need… or it’s over.”

The words echoed in the empty salon, final and unflinching, and I felt the chill of them settle deep in my chest.

I leaned against the counter, my drink untouched in my hand, watching the way Sabrina’s shoulders rose and fell with each tense breath.

“I hear you,” I said carefully. “And I don’t blame you for wanting what you want. But Sabrina… Jordan isn’t malicious. She’s terrified.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, sharp but glistening.

“She didn’t lie to hurt you,” I went on softly. “She lied because she was afraid of losing you. Because she thought if she told you the truth, you’d walk away.”

Sabrina let out a bitter laugh, her arms crossing tighter. “And now she’s losing me anyway.”

“I know,” I admitted, my throat tight. “But don’t mistake her fear for indifference. She loves you, Sabrina. God, she adores you. She just doesn’t know how to reconcile who she is with what you need. That doesn’t make it right, but it does make it human.”

For a moment, her face softened, her eyes darting away as though she didn’t want me to see the crack in her armor.

“Fear isn’t the same as love, Julia,” she murmured.

“No,” I agreed quietly. “But it’s not the same as betrayal either.”

Sabrina’s eyes snapped back to mine, sharp and unflinching. “Isn’t it, though?” she pressed, her voice rough, her jaw set.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came.

She leaned forward in the chair, her dark hair falling around her face, her gaze locked on me. “How would you feel if Jordan were Mark and you were me? Wouldn’t you feel betrayed?”

Her words hit me square in the chest, knocking the air out of me. I blinked, my throat tightening, because I didn’t have an easy answer.

Of course, I would feel betrayed. Of course, I would feel broken if Mark had hidden something that fundamental from me for a year, especially something tied to the future I thought we’d share.

My silence must have been answer enough, because Sabrina let out a humorless laugh and leaned back again, her arms folding across her chest. “Exactly.”

I swallowed hard, my pulse racing, caught between wanting to defend Jordan and knowing Sabrina had a point that couldn’t be brushed aside.

Sabrina’s voice steadied, even as her eyes shone. “If I give Jordan the ultimatum, she’ll fold. She’ll say yes, because she doesn’t want to lose me. But bringing a child into the world when one parent never wanted the child?” She shook her head firmly. “That isn’t fair to the child. And I won’t do that.”

Her hand gripped the arm of the chair, her knuckles pale, her jaw tightening. “I love her more than I’ve ever loved anyone. But the truth is… I wouldn’t have married her if I’d known the truth from the start.”

The words hung in the room like a strike of lightning, final and devastating. Sabrina’s voice softened, but the steel remained. “I can’t undo the past, Julia. But I can control the future.”

My stomach twisted at the finality in her tone, the weight of a decision that already sounded made, even if she hadn’t said the words outright.

She sat up straighter in the chair, her dark eyes fixed on mine.

“I’ve spoken to a divorce lawyer,” she said quietly. “And I’ve drafted a separation agreement.”

The words hit me like ice water down my spine. I stared at her, my mouth parting, but no sound came out.

She didn’t flinch, didn’t soften. “All I have to do is sign and have her sign.”

My heart pounded, the salon suddenly too small, the air too thick. For all of Jordan’s sobs, all of her fear that Sabrina might never come back, I hadn’t truly believed it until that moment. Sabrina wasn’t just angry. She was prepared.

My pulse was hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears. “Sabrina… no,” I whispered, leaning forward. “You can’t just—draft an agreement like it’s nothing. This is your marriage. This is Jordan.”

Her jaw tightened, but her eyes flickered, just slightly.

“You love her,” I pressed, my words tumbling out fast, almost frantic. “I’ve seen it. I’ve felt it every time the four of us are together. You don’t just walk away from a love like that because of fear and lies. Not without fighting for it.”

Sabrina’s lips pressed into a thin line.

“She’s terrified,” I said, softer now. “Not cruel, not careless—terrified. She lied because she was scared of losing you, and yes, it was wrong. But isn’t the fact that she’s breaking now, that she’s unraveling without you—doesn’t that tell you how much you still mean to her?”

Her eyes glossed with tears she didn’t let fall.

I leaned closer, my voice breaking. “Don’t give up on her yet. Don’t end this without giving her the chance to make it right.”

“I need a child,” she said firmly, though her eyes shimmered. “And she doesn’t want one.”

The words landed like a stone between us. Final. Unyielding. But as she blinked hard, I caught the flicker in her expression—the crack in her armor.

Her voice faltered just slightly as she went on. “That’s not something you compromise on, Julia. You either want to build a family together, or you don’t. And if one person does and the other doesn’t…” She exhaled, her lips trembling before she pressed them into a thin line. “Then love alone isn’t enough.”

Her shoulders slumped, as though saying it out loud drained the fight right out of her. For the first time, Sabrina looked less like a woman certain of her decision and more like someone bracing herself to live with it.

I leaned forward, my voice low but steady. “You keep saying what you need, and I don’t doubt it, Sabrina. But are you truly ready to live without Jordan?”

Her eyes snapped to mine, sharp for a heartbeat, but then softened.

I pressed on. “You’ve built a life with her. A home. A marriage. You’ve fought for her when other people wouldn’t even give her the time of day. You’ve loved her through things most couples never even face.” My throat tightened, but I held her gaze. “Can you really continue to wake up without Jordan beside you?”

Sabrina’s arms tightened across her chest, as if holding herself together. Her lips parted, but no words came. She looked shaken by the idea.

“I know you need a child,” I whispered, softer. “But are you willing to lose her to have one? Is that really what you want?”

Sabrina’s lips trembled, and for a long moment she just stared at her reflection in the darkened salon mirror. When she finally spoke, her voice was so soft I almost didn’t hear it.

“What I really want,” she whispered, “is to have a child with her.”

She swallowed hard, blinking fast, but the tears still broke free, streaking down her cheeks. “But in life, you don’t always get what you want, Julia.”

It wasn’t just anger in her voice; it was grief. Grief for the life she had imagined, the family she had pictured, the future she thought was certain until it wasn’t.

I wiped at my own eyes before I even realized tears had slipped free. “Where have you been staying?” I asked gently.

Sabrina sniffled, her fingers fussing with the hem of her blouse. “At my parents’ house,” she said finally. “They don’t ask questions, which is a blessing and a curse.”

I nodded slowly, my heart twisting. Then the words tumbled out of me before I could second-guess them. “My door is always open, Sabrina. You can stay with Mark and me for as long as you need.”

Her eyes widened slightly, surprise flickering across her face.

I pressed on, my voice quiet but urgent. “I mean it. If you need space, if you need a break from everything, you’ll have it. But… maybe it could also give you and Jordan a chance. Neutral ground. A chance to talk instead of just shutting the door.”

The silence stretched, her dark eyes studying me, searching for what I wasn’t saying.

I knew it was a desperate move, and maybe reckless, but the thought of watching them fall apart without even trying to fight for each other was unbearable.

Finally, Sabrina let out a shaky laugh and shook her head. “You really don’t give up, do you?”

Sabrina leaned back in the chair, exhaling like the weight of my offer pressed down on her. For a moment, she didn’t look at me—just stared at the floor, twisting her fingers together in her lap.

Finally, she lifted her gaze. Her eyes were still glassy, but her expression had softened. “I’ll think about it,” she said quietly.

It wasn’t a yes, but it wasn’t the wall of no she’d been holding up either.

I nodded, even though my chest still felt heavy. “That’s all I ask.”

She stood and walked me to the door, her movements slow, tired. I paused on the threshold, the cool night air spilling in, and gave her hand a gentle squeeze.

“Goodnight, Sabrina,” I whispered.

“Goodnight, Julia,” she said, her voice small but sincere.

As I stepped into the dark parking lot, the bell above the door chiming softly behind me, I knew the night hadn’t fixed anything. But it had cracked something open—a sliver of possibility that maybe, just maybe, there was still a chance for her and Jordan.

When I arrived home, Mark was stretched out on the couch, the TV flickering across his face. He muted it the second he saw me, sitting up with that worried look he always wore when he knew I had something heavy to share.

I sank beside him and told him everything. How Sabrina had dropped her guard at the salon, how she confessed what she wanted, how broken she was beneath the anger. I repeated her words as best as I could, every sharp edge and every crack, until my throat felt raw.

Mark listened without interrupting, his brow furrowed, his hand rubbing slow circles across my back.

And then, when the silence settled between us, it hit me.

“Mark…” I turned toward him, my pulse quickening. “Maybe you can reach Jordan in a way I can’t.”

He tilted his head, confused. “What do you mean?”

“Because you’re a man,” I said, my voice low but certain. “You can talk to her about things I can’t—about what it feels like, what it means to carry that weight. She’s biologically male, even if she doesn’t live her life that way. There are parts of her fear that I’ll never fully understand. But maybe you could. Maybe she’d listen to you.”

I let out a shaky laugh, shaking my head. “It’s a Hail Mary, I know. But at this point… it might be the only shot they have.”

Mark didn’t hesitate long. He sat forward, resting his elbows on his knees, his fingers laced together as he thought. Then he looked at me, his expression firm.

“You’re right,” he said simply. “If there’s even a chance that I can get through to her, I’ll do it.”

Relief and gratitude surged through me, loosening the knot in my chest. “You really think you can?” I asked.

He nodded slowly. “I don’t know if I can fix anything, Jule, but I can talk to her. She might hear things differently coming from me than she does from you or anyone else, and if it helps her see Sabrina’s side, even a little… then it’s worth trying.”

I reached for his hand, squeezing it tight. “Thank you.”

Mark pulled me closer, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. “They’re our friends,” he replied. “If they’re going to make it, they need someone to remind them they’re still fighting for the same thing even if they can’t see it right now.”

I held him against me, hope flickering to life for the first time since Sabrina had walked out.

Mark went next door the next night to talk to Jordan. I kissed him at the door, told him I loved him, and watched him cross the short stretch of lawn between our houses. He promised he wouldn’t be long.

But the hours dragged on.

I sat in the living room, glancing at the clock every few minutes, telling myself he was just taking his time, being thorough, maybe even breaking through. But as the minutes became hours, my chest tightened. By midnight, I was pacing the floor. By one, I was convincing myself something had gone wrong.

It was almost two in the morning when I finally heard the back door creak open.

Mark stumbled inside, his face flushed, his eyes glassy. The smell of whiskey hit me before his words did.

“Babe,” he slurred, trying and failing to toe off his shoes. He leaned against the counter, swaying, his smile lopsided. “I did it—I talked to her.”

I rushed to steady him, slipping under his arm to keep him upright. “You’re drunk,” I muttered, my stomach twisting as I took in just how far gone he was.

“So drunk,” he admitted with a laugh, his weight heavy against me. “But it was good, Jules. It was… it was honest.”

I steadied him as he flopped down onto the couch, his head falling back, a crooked smile still plastered on his face. My heart was hammering, torn between relief that he was home and frustration that he was barely able to keep his eyes open.

“What happened, Mark?” I asked, crouching in front of him, my hands gripping his knees. “What did you say to her?”

His eyes fluttered, fighting to stay open, but he chuckled, the sound loose and slurred. “It’s all good, Jules. All good.”

“That doesn’t tell me anything,” I pushed, sharper than I meant to. “Please. I need to know.”

He licked his lips, tried to focus on me, then nodded as though he’d remembered something important. “Jordan… she does want to have a child with Sabrina. Not because she’s afraid of losing her. Not anymore.”

My breath caught. “Then why?”

His smile softened, his words coming slow but steady, as if the alcohol couldn’t blunt the weight of them. “Because I got through to her. I made her realize that no matter how she feels about herself, no matter the challenges… she and Sabrina will have each other. And us.”

He slumped back into the cushions then, eyes closing, his chest rising and falling in an uneven rhythm.

I sat there frozen, his words replaying in my head, a fragile spark of hope catching in my chest.

Mark was still asleep when I woke. He was sprawled across the bed, snoring softly, reeking of whiskey. I lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling, waiting for the sound of his breathing to shift, for him to stir.

By late morning, he finally rolled over, groaning, his hand shielding his eyes.

“You’re alive,” I said flatly, though my voice softened at the end.

He cracked one eye open, gave me a sheepish smile. “Barely.”

I handed him a glass of water I’d set on the nightstand. “Drink that, then tell me. I need the sober version of whatever you said to Jordan last night.”

Mark sat up slowly, taking a long drink before setting the glass down. His eyes met mine, clearer now, steadier.

“I told her that fear doesn’t have to define her,” he said. “That she’s spent her whole life letting fear dictate what she thinks she can’t have. And if she keeps doing that with Sabrina, she’s going to lose her. Not because she doesn’t love her, but because she never lets herself believe she deserves her.”

He reached for my hand, his thumb brushing over my knuckles. “I told her that kids aren’t easy, marriage isn’t easy, but it’s never about easy. It’s about doing it together. And that as long as she and Sabrina have each other—and us backing them—they can handle whatever comes.”

I swallowed hard, my chest tightening at his words. “And she listened?”

Mark nodded slowly. “Yeah. She cried, Jules. But she listened. And for the first time, I think she actually believed it.”

CHAPTER TEN

Two days later, Sabrina came home.

I don’t think I’d ever seen Jordan look so relieved—like she’d been holding her breath for weeks and finally exhaled the second Sabrina walked through the door. They didn’t make a big scene of it in front of us, but the way Sabrina leaned into her wife’s touch, and the way Jordan’s eyes never left her, said everything.

That night, the four of us gathered together, a bottle of champagne between us, laughter flowing as easily as the drinks. The heaviness that had hung over us for weeks was gone, replaced by something lighter, brighter—hope.

The champagne was half gone when the teasing touches became lingering ones, when laughter gave way to silences charged with something heavier. Sabrina’s hand brushed mine, her fingers curling deliberately, and Jordan leaned close to Mark, her voice low, making him laugh in a way I hadn’t heard in weeks.

It started softly—mouths meeting, bodies leaning together—but it spread quickly, like a current flowing through all four of us.

The heat of skin against mine was dizzying. Sabrina’s lips tasted faintly of champagne, her breath quickening as her hands slid over me. Beside us, Mark’s low moans mixed with Jordan’s hushed laughter, a rhythm that made my pulse race harder.

The air grew thick, humid, heavy with the scent of sweat and desire. Every sigh, every shift of fabric falling away, every whispered encouragement felt like fuel—reminders that this wasn’t just lust, but a celebration.

Sabrina’s hand in mine anchored me even as my body trembled. Mark’s eyes found me across the tangle of limbs and sheets, his chest rising fast, his expression fierce with devotion. Jordan’s voice said something soft and reassuring to Sabrina, the sound almost lost in the haze of movement and breath.

Our bodies moved with an urgency that was less about release and more about purpose. Every kiss, every gasp, every desperate clutch was weighted with the knowledge of what we were all reaching for together.

When I finally let go, it wasn’t just my body that quaked—it was the fragile hope inside me, blossoming into something real. The same hope I saw mirrored in their faces, flushed and glowing in the dim light.

That night, it wasn’t about four people tangled together—it was about love, forgiveness, and the possibility of new life.

Group baby-making sessions began happening more frequently. What had started as a one-time celebration evolved into a ritual—one that felt as natural as it was erotic. We fell into a rhythm, a pattern that brought us closer together as couples and as something more.

It always began with Sabrina and me. Our lips would meet first—softly, sweetly—before growing more eager, hungrier. Our hands explored familiar curves and textures, fingertips skimming across bare skin, waking every nerve. I knew how she liked to be touched, just as she knew how to make me melt. We didn’t speak much—just breathless gasps and whispered encouragements between kisses, our moans syncing with the rhythm of our hands and mouths.

By the time our spouses joined us, our bodies were already flushed, glistening, primed, and aching to be filled. I remember the way Mark’s hands felt on my hips—strong, grounding, possessive—as he pushed inside me, still wet and trembling from Sabrina’s mouth. On the bed beside us, Jordan pinned Sabrina beneath her, the sound of their pleasure heightening mine, echoing off the walls like music.

Sometimes we held hands while being fucked, our fingers laced, eyes locked, biting our lips to muffle the cries that threatened to slip out. Other times, we kissed through it, tongues tangling while our husbands thrust into us from behind.

There was heat—so much heat—between bodies, between breaths. The slick slide of skin, the slap of flesh meeting flesh, the scent of sweat and sex and shared need thick in the air. And always, the final moment: when our men came inside us—deep, hard, claiming.

Afterward, we would lie together, tangled and panting. My head resting on Sabrina’s chest, her fingers brushing through my hair, Mark’s arm heavy across my waist, Jordan’s hand caressing her thigh. Nothing about it felt wrong. It felt like belonging. Like trust.

And each time we did it, the bond between the four of us deepened.

After a little over four months of trying, Sabrina and I became pregnant—weeks apart, her first.

The day she found out, she called me before she even told Jordan. I could hear it in her voice before she said the words—this trembling, breathless joy mixed with disbelief. “I’m pregnant,” she whispered, and I nearly dropped the glass I was holding.

I remember sinking onto the kitchen stool, my hand pressed to my stomach as if I might already feel life stirring inside me, too. “Oh my god,” I whispered back, tears welling in my eyes. “Sabrina… we did it.”

She laughed, a wet, shaky laugh. “No… you did it. You got me all worked up every single time.”

I laughed too, and cried, and by the time Mark walked into the kitchen, I was in his arms, grinning and sobbing and trying to explain that Sabrina was going to be a mom.

Two weeks later, it was my turn.

The second line on the test was faint, but there. My heart pounded in my chest as I stared at it. My breath caught, and I pressed my hands to my belly, the same instinct Sabrina had described. I didn’t even have to say the words when I showed Mark—his eyes filled instantly, and he pulled me close, whispering, “I knew it would happen. I knew it.”

We told Sabrina and Jordan that night. The four of us sat on the same bed where so many of our baby-making sessions had taken place, and this time there were no moans or touches—just tears and laughter and long, emotional embraces.

There was something indescribable about being pregnant at the same time as Sabrina. We compared symptoms, cravings, and body changes. We rubbed each other’s growing bellies like it was magic. And in some ways, it was.

There was a new kind of intimacy that formed between us—a quiet, sacred one. It didn’t replace the fire or the heat that had existed between us, but it softened it. It added something richer, deeper.

We were more than lovers. We were creating life together. Sharing something no one else in the world could fully understand.

And when we lay together now, the rhythm had changed. Our touches were slower, our kisses more tender. And when our husbands made love to us, it wasn’t just about pleasure—it was about presence, about connection, about building a family.

With Sabrina and me both pregnant, something beautiful and unexpected happened. Our bond deepened in new ways, and the sexual dynamics between the four of us shifted again—fluid, open, always honest. I found myself craving Jordan more than ever, and it was the same for Sabrina with Mark.

There was something about being filled while already carrying life that awakened a primal hunger in me. And Jordan—God, Jordan gave herself to me so fully. She never held back. She made me feel seen, wanted, and worshiped. I loved her body. The softness of her curves, the strength in her arms, the way her hips moved against mine, but I especially loved her cock. I loved how she used it with reverence, never rushing, always focused on how I felt, how I responded.

And I responded with everything I had.

We made love often—sometimes slowly, as if we had all the time in the world, other times with desperate need, my hands gripping the headboard while she took me from behind, our breaths ragged and tangled. The curve of my belly pressed into the mattress, her hand on the small of my back, and her soft voice whispering affirmations that made my heart ache with love and lust.

When she came inside me, it was never just physical—it was emotional. There was a kind of ownership in it, a deep surrender and connection that left me trembling every time.

Across the bed, Sabrina rode Mark with abandon. She wasn’t shy about it—she was glowing, powerful, and beautifully uninhibited. Watching them together, watching my husband groan as he emptied himself inside her while she moaned my name—it turned me on more than I could admit. And she loved knowing I was watching. Sometimes she held eye contact with me the entire time.

We swapped partners freely, joyfully, without shame or hesitation. Our growing bellies didn’t slow us down—they heightened everything. Every sensation was amplified. Every orgasm felt cosmic.

Sabrina and I had always had high sex drives—insatiable, even. For months, we couldn't get enough of being touched, kissed, fucked, filled. But as our pregnancies progressed, as our bellies swelled and our bodies shifted, something began to change.

It wasn’t sudden, but gradual. A tiredness that crept into our bones. The weight of growing life pressing on our hips, our backs, our energy. Even the idea of sex became more about comfort and closeness than urgency. Our desires didn’t vanish completely, but they softened. Slowed. Became more selective.

It wasn’t a surprise, then, that Jordan and Mark began fucking like crazed, horny teenagers. They were insatiable. Bold. Loud and unashamed.

I remember lying on the couch next to Sabrina one afternoon, both of us half-dozing in a sunbeam like cats, when we heard the rhythmic creaking from the next room. A moan—long and guttural—followed by breathless laughter and the distinct sound of skin on skin.

Sabrina’s eyes fluttered open. She turned her head toward me and smiled sleepily. “Think he’s making her come again?”

I nodded, grinning. “Definitely.”

Watching the two of them let go so freely, so unfiltered, was like getting a glimpse into a different version of them—one that had nothing to do with parenthood or responsibility.

Sometimes I’d walk into the kitchen for a snack and catch Jordan bent over the counter, Mark behind her, her moans stifled only by the hand she pressed to her mouth. Their eyes would lock on mine, and neither of them would stop. Mark would grin wickedly, and Jordan would just keep going—holding eye contact with me the entire time.

Sabrina especially liked it when I told her how Mark had finished inside Jordan, and how Jordan had whispered that she wanted more the moment he pulled out. There was something liberating about letting go—letting them have each other. It reminded us that we were still all connected, even if our bodies weren’t as eager anymore.

Even as our sex drives waned, the fire between all of us never truly died. It just shifted—like everything else in the beautiful, wild life we were building together.

Our bond and love for each other blossomed and strengthened as we raised our children together—our son, Noah, and Jodran and Sabrina’s daughter, Blake.

It was impossible to describe the way our lives changed once they were born. Everything shifted—our routines, our priorities, our hearts. But what surprised me most was how our love didn’t fade under the weight of sleepless nights and diaper changes. If anything, it flourished.

We became a team in the truest sense.

Mark was a natural with Noah. He had this way of calming him, of rocking him with slow strength, whispering nonsense just to see him smile. And Jordan? She was mesmerizing with Blake. She would sway with her against her chest, humming soft lullabies as if she’d known them all her life.

Sabrina and I often sat on the porch together during those early evenings, babies cradled to our chests, our eyes tired but content. Sometimes we talked. Sometimes we didn’t. Sometimes we just watched the sun dip below the trees while Blake and Noah nursed or napped, knowing that in the quiet, our love was being written in new, deeper ways.

There was a beauty in the chaos—in the shared looks when the babies cried at the same time, in the exhausted laughter when we all fell asleep on the same couch, limbs tangled, bottles half-full, cartoons playing softly in the background.

Sex wasn’t as frequent anymore. Intimacy came in new forms—gentle touches on backs in the night, forehead kisses after middle-of-the-night feedings, quiet moments of gratitude whispered in passing. But the desire was still there, always simmering beneath the surface.

Some nights, when the babies were finally asleep and the houses had gone quiet, we would find each other again—not out of lust, but out of love. Mark would wrap his arms around me from behind in the kitchen as I washed bottles, his lips brushing my neck. I’d catch Jordan leaning into Sabrina on the couch, kissing her slowly, her fingers stroking her thigh with the same tenderness she used to hold Blake.

We were parents, but we were also lovers. Partners. Soulmates. All of us.

Raising Noah and Blake together—seeing them crawl, then walk, then speak—only made our connection stronger. They became the heart of our little universe. And yet somehow, even in that new chapter, we never lost ourselves.

Our love grew into something bigger than us—stretching across four people, two children, and homes built not just on shared desire, but on trust, commitment, and joy. We were unconventional. We were complicated, but we were whole.

Noah and Blake were raised like siblings.

From the time they could crawl, they were side by side—sharing toys, baths, birthday parties, scraped knees, and secret giggles beneath blanket forts. They were best friends in the truest sense, connected in a way that seemed almost fated. Their bond was effortless, as natural as the rhythm our family had found together.

The four of us used to joke about it—late at night over wine, babies asleep in their cribs, feet tangled under the table. “Wouldn’t it be wild if they ended up together one day?” Sabrina would laugh, shaking her head as if the idea were absurd. Mark would smirk. “I mean… at least they’d know what a solid relationship looks like.”

We laughed, but in our hearts… I think we all quietly wondered. Wondered and maybe, secretly, hoped.

Still, it was one thing to imagine. It was another to see it with my own eyes.

It was a Saturday afternoon—quiet, lazy, the kind of day when no one had anywhere to be. I’d gone upstairs to gather laundry, humming softly to myself, when I noticed Noah’s bedroom door slightly ajar. What I didn’t expect was to push open the door and freeze at the sight before me.

Noah and Blake, both teenagers, Noah, tall and lean with Mark’s sharp jaw and my dark hair, and Blake, radiant and striking with Sabrina’s eyes and Jordan’s golden hair, locked in a deep, passionate kiss. His hands were cupping her face, hers tangled in the front of his shirt, and neither of them noticed me standing there.

Time seemed to stop. I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. When they finally broke apart, it was Blake who saw me first—her lips swollen, her cheeks flushed. Her eyes widened in horror. “Oh my God—”

Noah turned, equally stunned. “Mom—I—”

I held up a hand, not out of anger, but sheer overwhelm. “Just… give me a minute.”

I stepped out, closing the door behind me with a soft click, my heart pounding in my chest. My thoughts were a mess—shock, confusion, disbelief—but beneath it all was something even more tangled: Relief.

Relief that maybe, just maybe, what we used to joke about was more than fantasy. That the deep, beautiful love that had brought our unconventional families together might just be continuing into the next generation, but they were still so young. Still figuring themselves out.

I knew we’d need to talk—openly, honestly, lovingly. Not just with them, but with each other, because it wasn’t just about teenage hormones. It was about family. About love. About boundaries, expectations, and the possibility that something very real was beginning to bloom, and despite the surprise, despite the whirlwind of emotions crashing through me…part of me couldn’t stop smiling.

Blake and Noah became a teenage couple.

There were some awkward conversations at first—blushes, stammered explanations, and one long, wine-fueled night where the four of us sat together and tried to process the surreal fact that our children were in love. But even amid the shock, there was something undeniably right about it. Something that made sense in the deepest corners of our hearts.

They had grown up with the best parts of all four of us—the steadiness of Mark, the empathy of Sabrina, Jordan’s fierce heart, and my quiet resilience. They knew what real love looked like and what commitment meant. And from the moment they stopped pretending they were just best friends, they never looked back.

Even when college came and they went their separate ways, Noah to Boston, Blake to Los Angeles, they didn’t waver. They visited each other often, called every day, and fell asleep on FaceTime.

At twenty-three, Blake called us on video chat with tears in her eyes and a diamond ring on her finger. Noah had proposed under the same tree in the backyard where they used to chase fireflies as kids. The four of us were huddled together on the couch, and we all cried, Mark pretending to wipe his eye on his sleeve, Jordan grinning with pride, Sabrina full-out sobbing into my shoulder.

At twenty-six, they got married in that same backyard. The house had changed over the years, but the love in it hadn't. Sabrina and I helped Blake get ready, fixing her veil, smoothing down the silk of her gown, brushing tears from her cheeks. Mark and Jordan stood with Noah, straightening his tie, holding his shoulders when he admitted he’d never been more nervous.

They wrote their own vows. Promised the kind of forever most people only dream of. And when they kissed, when the cheers rang out and Blake clung to Noah like she never wanted to let go, I knew deep in my soul what we had built not just a family, but a legacy of love.

They danced under the stars that night, barefoot in the grass, surrounded by candles and laughter and the people who had always believed in them.

And we watched. Me, Sabrina, Mark, and Jordan, proud and full-hearted, knowing that we hadn’t just raised good kids. We had raised soulmates.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Noah and Blake don’t know. Not about the nights we shared long before they ever kissed. Not about the tangled limbs, the whispered moans, the secret looks across rooms filled with toys and toddlers. Not about the wild, beautiful history of their parents—how the four of us have been lovers, partners, soulmates in rotation, in tandem, in quiet rebellion against the traditional mold—for almost thirty years. No one knows and no one needs to.

To the world, we’re just incredibly close. Two couples who raised children together, celebrated holidays as one extended family, traveled together, grieved losses side by side, shared life like a well-worn novel passed from hand to hand, but within the privacy of our bond, a different kind of intimacy has endured. One that time never broke, only softened.

We’re all in our late fifties now. The nights of frantic passion, the marathon sessions that left us breathless and tangled in bedsheets until morning…those are fewer and farther between. The fire still burns, but it’s slower now. Controlled and reverent, but when it happens…when one of us initiates, when a knowing look is exchanged across a dinner table, when a hand lingers just a second too long as we clean up after a holiday meal, it’s still there and it’s always amazing.

The years have added layers to our desire. We know each other’s bodies better than we know our own. We know how to touch without asking. How to coax pleasure slowly. How to ignite with a glance.

There’s something exquisite in the slowness of it now. In the way, Sabrina still arches her back when Mark kisses the inside of her thigh. In the way Jordan sighs when I place her cock into my mouth. In the way Mark's hands tremble just slightly when I stroke him gently before guiding him inside me.

We don’t talk about the past often. We don’t have to. It lives in us in the way we care for each other, in the way we show up again and again with full hearts, with trust that never wavered even as the world around us changed. We’ve built a love that transcends age, definition, and time.

It had been years since we’d all spent a weekend alone together, just the four of us, so Mark and I invited Sabrina and Jordan to the lake house in Pennsylvania for the weekend. No grandkids, no family obligations, no distractions. It felt quietly thrilling. Like coming home to a version of ourselves that still lived deep beneath the surface.

The lake house had been ours for over three decades. Nestled at the water’s edge, private and peaceful. It had been witness to so many chapters of our lives—some joyful, some chaotic, some deeply intimate but that weekend was different. Intentional.

The air held a softness to it that evening. We sat out on the back deck, wrapped in sweaters, watching the water reflect the fading light. A bottle of red wine passed between us, laughter easy, the conversation drifting effortlessly between old memories and quiet silences.

Jordan sat close beside me, her knee brushing mine with each subtle shift. Sabrina curled into Mark’s chest, her fingers absently stroking his hand. There was comfort in it—comfort and something more. Something that had never gone away.

When Jordan’s hand found mine and held it—really held it—I felt the hum of everything we had ever been. The history. The heat. The love. When Sabrina kissed Mark’s neck, slow and deliberate, I saw the flicker in his eyes. And I knew. No words were spoken. They didn’t need to be. We moved inside.

We moved inside.

The four of us stood in the living room, bathed in the amber glow of the fireplace. A knowing energy pulsed between us—familiar, electric, and unspoken. We grinned at one another, the years between now and our last night like this folding away as if they’d never passed.

Jordan was the first to move. With a playful glint in her eye, she sauntered over to the sofa and sat down with casual confidence. She slipped off her shoes, then stood again in front of us with deliberate calm. Slowly, she unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her hips, taking her panties with them.

Her semi-erect cock rested against her thigh, and her body—mature, soft in places, strong in others—was still every bit as breathtaking as I remembered.

She looked at Mark and curled her finger, beckoning him with nothing more than a smirk and a silent invitation.

Mark didn’t hesitate.

As he stepped toward her, Jordan reached for the hem of her sweater and lifted it over her head, followed by her bra. Her breasts spilled free, full and natural, and the way Mark looked at her—with reverence, with hunger—sent a pulse of heat through me.

Jordan ran her hands over his chest as he came to stand in front of her, and they kissed—slowly, deeply. It wasn’t rushed. It was full of memory, full of appreciation for the bodies that had aged and changed and yet still knew how to speak this shared language.

Sabrina moved in beside me and took my hand. “Still as hot as ever,” she whispered.

I smiled. “All of us are.”

It was true. The years hadn’t dimmed our fire. They’d refined it. Focused it. As I watched Jordan sink to her knees in front of Mark, her hands already unbuckling his belt, I felt my breath catch. Not out of jealousy, but anticipation. I knew what was coming. I remembered how it felt, and I wanted it again. Not just the sex, but the shared energy, the love, the unshakable bond that had carried us through decades.

Jordan knelt in front of Mark, her movements slow and confident. She looked up at him as she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him with practiced ease and reverence. It wasn’t rushed—every stroke of her tongue, every shift of her jaw, was deliberate. She sucked him with the kind of skill that only came with years of knowing exactly what he liked, when to tease, and when to take him deeper.

Mark’s head tilted back, his hand resting lightly on her shoulder as a low moan escaped him. The fire crackled behind them, casting golden light across her bare back, the curve of her spine drawing every eye in the room.

When she was satisfied and when he was thick and hard and aching for more, she rose slowly, turned, and bent herself over the arm of the sofa.

Without a word, Mark dropped to his knees behind her.

He spread her cheeks gently, reverently, and leaned in. The sound of his tongue finding her made Sabrina and me glance at each other, our breaths shallow, heat curling low in our stomachs. Jordan moaned, low and deep, her head bowed, her fingers gripping the cushions as Mark licked her slowly, thoroughly—like he was savoring her.

After a few minutes, he stood and sat down on the sofa, his cock glistening, ready.

Jordan looked over her shoulder and smiled. Then, with the kind of sensual grace that only made her more powerful with age, she straddled him.

She guided him to her entrance, her hand steady and sure, and then—slowly, steadily—she sank onto his cock. Her breath hitched, her body adjusting, welcoming him inside her inch by inch.

Mark groaned, his hands finding her hips as she settled into his lap. Their bodies were still for a moment, perfectly joined, silhouetted against the firelight—before she began to move, a slow rhythm born of memory and mutual craving.

Jordan’s eyes fluttered shut as her cock stiffened, her body responding deeply to the slow, deliberate rhythm she rode Mark with. There was a certain elegance in the way she moved—hips rolling with intention, breath catching in her throat with every descent, every inch of him filling her from beneath.

Beside me, Sabrina leaned in and kissed me—soft and slow at first, then deeper, more urgent. Her lips tasted like red wine and memory. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright, her voice a whisper.

“Come on,” she said, threading her fingers through mine.

We crossed the room together, barefoot and bare, our steps light and deliberate on the hardwood floor. Jordan opened her eyes as we approached, a crooked smile curving her lips, never once breaking her rhythm on Mark’s lap.

Without a word, Sabrina knelt in front of them and lowered her mouth to Jordan’s cock, her lips brushing the tip with practiced tenderness. Jordan gasped softly, her head tilting back, her movements faltering just slightly—only to resume, slower, deeper.

Then it was my turn. Sabrina shifted, her hand slipping into mine as I leaned forward. I kissed the base of Jordan’s shaft, tasting her skin, feeling the heat that pulsed through her. I worked in tandem with Sabrina, the two of us taking turns teasing her, tasting her, pleasuring her while she rode Mark with growing need.

Jordan’s body trembled as I took her deeper, my lips sealed around her. I felt the tension build in Jordan's legs, the subtle tightening of her grip in my hair. Her breath hitched, sharp and shallow, and then she let go.

Her release was quiet but intense, her body curling inward slightly as she came in my mouth. I swallowed her gently, my hands braced on her hips as I stayed with her through the waves of it, not moving until she relaxed fully against Mark’s chest, but it wasn’t over.

Jordan’s eyes met mine, still heavy-lidded, flushed with pleasure as she continued to ride Mark and then sank slowly, her breath catching once more, and Mark let out a low groan as her body took him all the way in. Her movements became slower, deeper, and more deliberate. She rode him in silence, her head tilted back, her hands on his legs as Mark grunted and finished inside of her ass.

Sabrina eased off Mark, her skin flushed, her breath still uneven. She turned to me with that playful, knowing smile I’d loved since we were girls in our twenties. Taking my hand, she guided me down onto the sofa beside Mark.

As soon as I sat, Mark leaned into me, his lips claiming mine in a kiss that was deep and certain, his hand cupping my cheek. Something was grounding about him—steady, strong, the man who’d always been my anchor—and yet in that moment, the kiss sparked like the first time all over again.

But then Sabrina and Jordan were there, lowering themselves before me, their hands sliding along my thighs, their lips brushing over my skin. The combination of their mouths working together—soft, teasing, in perfect rhythm—sent my head tipping back against the cushions. My fingers tightened in Mark’s, his kiss moving down to my neck as a low moan escaped me.

The air was already humming with warmth and need when Sabrina suddenly pulled away from me and stood. Without a word, she disappeared down the hall.

Mark’s lips lingered against my temple, Jordan’s touch still teasing my skin, and in those few seconds, the three of us shared a look—curious, expectant.

When Sabrina returned, she carried a different kind of energy with her. She stepped back into the firelight with a slow, deliberate confidence, her body bare except for the sleek strap harness she now wore. The sight alone sent a ripple of heat through me.

She didn’t speak—she didn’t have to. The grin tugging at the corner of her lips said everything.

Jordan chuckled low in her throat, biting her lip as her eyes traveled over Sabrina. Mark leaned back against the sofa, watching with open admiration, his hand squeezing mine.

Sabrina crossed the room and stood before me. She placed her hands on my knees, parting them gently, her eyes never leaving mine. There was a glint of mischief there, but also tenderness—always tenderness.

“Ready?” she asked softly, though she already knew the answer.

I nodded, my breath catching as anticipation thrummed through me.

Jordan moved closer, her hand sliding across my stomach, her lips brushing my shoulder. Mark kissed my hair, whispering, “Beautiful,” as Sabrina positioned herself.

Sabrina drove into me with a rhythm that was fierce and unrelenting, her body pressing mine into the sofa as my legs wrapped tight around her. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure surging through me, and with each one I felt her strength, her devotion, her love, pounding through all the years we had shared.

When my eyes drifted to the firelit floor, I saw Jordan stretched out on the rug, stroking herself in long, slow motions, her eyes locked on me. That sight alone nearly undid me.

I loosened my grip on Sabrina, breathless and trembling, and she knew instantly what I wanted. She slowed and then withdrew. Her hand lingered on my hip, guiding me as I rose from the sofa and crossed the short distance to Jordan.

Lowering myself over her, I took her inside me, the fullness making me gasp aloud. Sabrina came behind me, her touch grounding, coaxing me gently forward until I leaned over Jordan. Her hands stroked my sides, her mouth brushing my ear, whispering encouragement as she joined in, pressing against me, sliding into place.

The sensation was overwhelming. Intense. Like coming home to a part of myself I hadn’t felt in years. My body shuddered, my fingers clutching at Jordan’s shoulders as the two of them moved together in perfect rhythm, Jordan in my pussy, Sabrina’s dildo in my ass, filling me.

The climax tore through me hard and fast, a shuddering release that left me gasping against Jordan’s chest. My whole body trembled, every nerve alight. For a moment, I thought it would be over. That they’d let me come down slowly, that they’d ease me back into calm.

But they didn’t stop.

Sabrina’s rhythm behind me only grew more deliberate, steady, and insistent, while Jordan’s hands pressed firmly against my hips, keeping me anchored as she thrust up into me. I cried out, my body caught between the need to surrender and the impossible flood of sensation building again.

“Breathe,” Sabrina whispered against my ear, her voice low, commanding, loving all at once.

I clung to Jordan, my forehead pressed to hers, the warmth of the fire flickering across her face. Her eyes held mine—intense, grounding—even as her body moved beneath me, relentless and sure. It was overwhelming. Exquisite. My body screamed for relief, yet every motion drew me deeper into a place where release was endless, layered, unstoppable.

The moment Sabrina slid free of me, my body trembled as I pulled away from Jordan’s chest, my breath ragged, every nerve still alive with sensation.

I turned to Sabrina, and with a smile that was half-mischief, half-gratitude, I began unbuckling the strap from her waist. She let me, her fingers brushing mine as though handing over not just the harness but her place in the dance.

When the leather was fastened snugly around my hips, I felt a ripple of anticipation course through me—old memories, old power, old desire. The roles we took on had always shifted easily, like tides, and slipping into hers felt as natural as breathing.

Mark rose from the sofa, his eyes dark with hunger and trust. He looked at Jordan—not at me—and there was no hesitation in the way he moved toward her. She reached out, guiding him down with the same steady confidence she’d always carried.

I stood there, strap in place, watching as my husband surrendered himself to Jordan’s body, slowly, deliberately. When he let out that deep groan as he sat down on her cock—the one I’d heard for decades but still never tired of—I felt my own body pulse with arousal.

The firelight painted everything in a golden glow as I stretched out on the rug beside Jordan, and Sabrina sat on the dildo I wore. Mark was above Jordan, his back arched, his body moving with a mix of hunger and abandon. His face was flushed, his jaw tight, and the pleasure etched there made my breath catch. Jordan’s hands clutched his waist, guiding him, supporting him, her own expression one of fierce devotion.

My eyes flicked back and forth. Mark’s face, flushed and undone as he rode Jordan with unrestrained need, then Sabrina’s as she rocked her hips, pleasure blooming across her features in waves.

Jordan, baby… come inside me,” Mark pleaded, his voice breaking with need.

The words hung heavy in the firelit room, raw and desperate. Jordan’s hands tightened on his hips, pulling him down harder, deeper, as though she’d been waiting years to hear him ask like that. His head fell back, a groan tearing from his throat, his body surrendering completely to her.

Beside them, Sabrina was riding me with relentless rhythm, her pace quickening, her breasts swaying as she bounced harder, faster. Every downward thrust sent shockwaves through me, my body straining to keep up with the force of her pleasure. She looked down at me with wild, glowing eyes, her hair falling around her face as she cried out, and I reached for her hips, holding her as she ground herself into me.

The sound of it all—their moans, the slap of bodies, the crackle of the fire—merged into something primal, something that felt bigger than just sex. It was love. It was trust. It was nearly three decades of knowing each other’s bodies, each other’s hearts, each other’s deepest hungers.

I turned my head just enough to watch the way Mark’s face twisted in ecstasy, the way Jordan arched beneath him, the way Sabrina’s body shuddered above me—and the sight alone nearly pushed me over the edge.

Mark stayed astride Jordan, his chest heaving as the last waves of release trembled through him. Their bodies clung together in the firelight, two silhouettes bound by more than just desire. For a long, breathless moment, no one moved — it was simply too beautiful to disturb.

Beside us, Sabrina’s body quaked as her climax rolled through her. She clutched at me, her nails pressing into my skin, her cries sharp and sweet until finally she sagged forward, spent and glowing. Slowly, she pulled away, her smile dazed, her hair clinging to her face. Mark got off of Jordan’s cock, and I watched as Sabrian sucked Jordan’s semen from his ass.

The four of us remained in silence, our bodies tangled in the soft glow of the dying fire. My heartbeat was still racing, though slower now, settling into the kind of calm that only comes after being completely undone.

For a while, the only sounds were the crackle of embers and the soft cadence of our breathing. Each of us was lost in our own haze — sated, spent, yet held in the unspoken understanding of what we’d just shared.

Then Jordan broke the quiet. Her voice was low, playful, still rough around the edges. “I’m getting too old for this.”

It slipped out so unexpectedly that for a beat, none of us reacted. Then, one by one, we burst into laughter. Deep, genuine, from-the-belly laughter that rolled through the room louder than anything that had come before.

Mark wiped his brow and leaned back against the sofa, grinning. “You’ve been saying that for years, and somehow you keep proving yourself wrong.”

Sabrina collapsed against me, giggling until tears streaked her cheeks. “God, if our kids only knew…”

That set us off again.

It wasn’t just laughter at the joke — it was laughter at ourselves. At the improbability of it all. At the beauty of being nearly sixty and still finding this fire, this joy, in one another.

When it finally quieted, we were left in a softer silence. Not the heavy silence of before, but the kind that comes with peace. With love. With history. Jordan reached for my hand, her thumb tracing slow circles against my skin. “We’ll be saying that same line when we’re eighty,” she said.

The next afternoon, the lake house was quiet, sunlight spilling through the tall windows and the scent of pine drifting in on the breeze. We had spent the morning in comfortable silence — coffee on the deck, light teasing about the night before — but when the laughter faded, the hunger returned.

And that was when it happened. Something I hadn’t done in over a decade. Something I truly thought belonged only to the past. I took Jordan and Mark’s cocks inside my pussy while Jordan took my ass with the strap.

The moment they were all inside me, my body nearly gave out. The stretch was overwhelming, every nerve screaming, every inch of me alive with sensation I’d almost forgotten I was capable of feeling. It was too much and not enough all at once — pressure, heat, fullness that bordered on unbearable, yet I craved more.

Sabrina steadied me from behind, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “Breathe… let go… you’re beautiful like this.” Her words washed over me, grounding me even as my body trembled.

Jordan and Mark moved in sync, their hands gripping, guiding, supporting. The rhythm they found together sent shocks through me, deep and insistent. With each thrust, pleasure stacked higher and higher, layered until it stole my breath.

My cries filled the room, ragged and desperate. My nails dug into Mark’s shoulders as my forehead pressed against Jordan’s chest, the firelight dancing across her flushed skin. I couldn’t look at any of them for long — their faces, their hunger, their devotion — it was too much. Too intimate.

The pace built slowly, deliberately, until my body was quaking, my legs threatening to give way. Every movement forced me higher, every second stretched me closer to the edge. I could feel it building, an avalanche inside me, impossible to stop.

When the breaking point came, it tore through me with brutal force. I screamed, clung to all of them at once, my body convulsing as the release ripped me apart and put me back together. It was raw, shattering, endless — pleasure so sharp it almost hurt, crashing over me again and again.

I loved every second of it — the overwhelming fullness, the way my body gave in completely, the way their voices and hands guided me through it. But even more than that, I loved what came after. Helping Jordan and Mark do the same to Sabrina.

When they entered her, Sabrina’s body arched, her mouth opening in a gasp that filled the room.  “Oh, God…” she shouted, her voice trembling as I then penetrated her ass.

Her cries grew louder, her body moving in time with ours, the rhythm powerful, primal. When the breaking point came for her, it was fierce, raw, breathtaking. Her whole body quaked, her voice shattering into cries.

Jordan shuddered first, a raw groan tearing from her throat as she buried herself deep inside Sabrina. Her release was powerful, her entire body trembling with it, her movements faltering as she emptied into her.

Mark followed seconds later, a guttural sound ripped from his chest as his hips pressed tight, his release claiming her with equal force. His forehead fell to her shoulder, his body shaking as he let go completely.

It was an amazing weekend — one of those rare stretches of time where the world outside simply fell away and we were left with only each other. The laughter, the teasing, the firelit nights…it all reminded us of what we had built, what we had carried with us for nearly three decades.

And more than anything, it awakened something we hadn’t realized had gone quiet.

The four of us became more sexually active with each other than we had been in years. Not in the frantic, reckless way of our youth, but in a way that was intentional, cherished. Every touch, every kiss, every joining was layered with memory and meaning.

Back home, the ripple of that weekend followed us. A glance across the dinner table now carried new weight, and a casual brush of hands could spark something electric. There were nights we’d gather after a family meal, the kids gone, the house quiet, and we’d find ourselves slipping back into that secret rhythm — two couples who loved each other deeply, but also four souls who had never stopped belonging to one another.

The lake house hadn’t just given us a weekend.

It had reminded us that passion doesn’t vanish with age, that desire can be renewed, and that the love we shared — complicated, unconventional, and fiercely ours — would always burn, no matter how many years passed.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The night months later happened the way it usually did.

There was drinking — enough to warm us, to soften the edges of the day. There was talking, the kind of meandering conversation that drifted from family updates to old stories we’d told a hundred times, but still laughed at as though they were new. There was laughter, rich and easy, echoing through the house like it had for decades.

And, as always, there was flirting. Subtle at first — a hand resting a little longer on an arm, a glance held across the rim of a wineglass, a quiet joke whispered too close. But soon it grew bolder, freer. Touches became intentional, smiles more suggestive.

It was our ritual. The rhythm we’d fallen into over years, even decades. The dance that always ended the same way — not rushed, not forced, but inevitable.

We went into Sabrina and Jordan’s bedroom, the four of us moving together as if pulled by the same unseen thread. The door closed behind us, and almost instantly we were wrapped up in each other — kissing, caressing, undressing with a hunger that had been simmering all night.

It didn’t take long. We went from zero to a hundred fast, laughter giving way to gasps, playfulness melting into heat. Clothes fell away until skin met skin, familiar and yet endlessly new.

Sabrina was the first to surrender completely, lying back in the middle of the bed, her body bare and glowing in the soft light. I moved between her legs, tasting her, grounding myself in the sweetness of her release, while behind me Jordan pressed forward and filled me, her rhythm steady, insistent.

And then Mark moved in, his hands on Jordan’s hips, his breath heavy against her shoulder as he pushed into her, completing the chain of us.

In that moment, we were more than lovers, more than friends, more than family. We were one body, one rhythm, one heartbeat.

The sounds, the heat, the sheer intensity of it overwhelmed me — Sabrina’s cries beneath me, Jordan’s moans above me, Mark’s guttural groans as he thrust into her. Every movement rippled through all four of us, a circuit of sensation that bound us tighter than words ever could.

It was raw, it was dizzying, it was beautiful, and as we moved together in perfect rhythm, I thought it was what it means to be truly connected, not just for the night, but for a lifetime.

Sabrina’s voice rang out, breathless and high-pitched, “Jules, baby, you’re going to make me come—”

Her body arched, trembling on the edge, as Jordan’s voice followed, low and desperate. “I’m about to explode.”

Mark’s groan was guttural, primal, vibrating through the room as he emptied himself into Jordan. The air was thick — heavy with heat, with the sound of our moans and gasps, with the pounding rhythm of bodies that had become one.

Sabrina’s cry cut through it next, her climax hitting hard, her hands gripping at the sheets as if to anchor herself. Jordan followed, her body trembling as she let go inside me, the force of her release triggering my own. I shattered with them, my body convulsing, all of us crashing over the edge together, tangled in sweat and ecstasy, and then the door opened.

The sharp creak sliced through the haze of pleasure like a blade. For a heartbeat, no one moved. Our ragged breaths filled the silence, and then the reality of it hit. We weren’t alone.

I twisted my head, my body still trembling from release, and saw the figure frozen in the doorway, eyes wide, my mouth parted. Time stopped. Three decades of secrecy, of carefully guarded nights, of whispered promises that it stay between us, shattered in a single, impossible moment.

In the doorway stood Blake. Jordan and Sabrina’s daughter. Mark and my daughter-in-law.
Our son’s wife.

Her eyes were wide, her body rigid, her hand still clutched around the doorframe as though it was the only thing keeping her upright. For a moment, none of us breathed. My stomach dropped, ice flooding through the heat of my body. The truth hung in the air like smoke, impossible to disguise. Decades of secrecy, laughter, and whispered promises of “no one will ever know” had just collapsed in an instant.

Blake’s gaze darted from Mark’s flushed face to Jordan’s trembling body, to Sabrina’s bare skin, to me, tangled in them all. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. Her eyes shimmered with something I couldn’t name. Shock, betrayal, confusion… maybe all of it at once.

“Oh my God,” Blake said, her voice low, stunned, as though the words were dragged out of her.

Then louder, sharper, almost breaking: “What the fuck?!”

Her face was pale, her eyes wild, and before any of us could move, she tore herself back from the doorway and slammed the door shut so hard the walls seemed to shake. The silence that followed was deafening.

All the heat, the ecstasy, the pulse of connection from seconds earlier was gone, ripped away as if it had never existed. My heart thundered in my chest, my body still trembling from the aftershocks, but for an entirely different reason.

Sabrina sat bolt upright, clutching at the sheet, her mouth opening and closing soundlessly. Jordan buried her face in her hands with a guttural groan. Mark looked stricken, his skin flushed not with arousal anymore but with dread. I pressed a hand over my mouth, my breath uneven.

“She saw—” I couldn’t even finish the thought. The image of Blake’s wide eyes, her trembling voice, her disbelief. It replayed in my mind on an endless loop.

No one spoke for a long moment. The crackle of the fire was the only sound, mocking us with its calm. Finally, Sabrina broke. “Oh God… what do we do?” Her voice was small, panicked, almost childlike.

This is where my story ends, but I won’t leave you hanging. It all eventually worked out, though not without tears, long silences, and the kinds of conversations none of us thought we’d ever have with our children, but that’s an entirely different story.

What matters is what we shared. Decades of trust, passion, and connection, the kind of bond that doesn’t break, even when tested. We had lived and loved in ways few could ever understand, and we carried that with us through every laugh, every kiss, and every secret night.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX
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