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      I sipped my iced latte, the cold biting my tongue as I leaned against the counter of the campus coffee shop. My eyes flicked to Zack, who sat at a corner table, his laptop open and his brow furrowed in concentration. He was cute when he was focused like that, all serious and intense. I was about to walk over and slide into the seat beside him when she appeared.

      Vivian.

      She moved like she owned the place, her dark waves cascading over her shoulders, a paint-splattered denim jacket hanging off one arm. She carried a sketchbook under the other, and her smile was slow, deliberate as she approached Zack’s table. My stomach twisted.

      “Hey, Zack,” she said, her voice low and smooth, like honey poured over gravel. “Mind if I join you? I need a break from my studio.”

      He glanced up, startled, then smiled. “Sure. Riley’s around here somewhere too.”

      “Oh?” Vivian slid into the chair across from him, her eyes scanning the room like she didn’t care if I was there or not. “Well, I guess we’ll have to make do without her.”

      I clenched my jaw, my fingers tightening around my cup. The condensation dripped onto my hand, but I barely noticed. Vivian leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table, her gaze locked on Zack like he was the most fascinating thing she’d ever seen.

      “So,” she said, flipping open her sketchbook. “I’ve been working on this new series. It’s about masculine sensuality. I think you’d be a perfect subject for it.”

      Zack glanced at her sketchbook, his expression thoughtful. “Yeah? That sounds cool.”

      Cool? That’s all he had to say? Didn’t he know what she was getting at it? ‘Masculine sensuality,’ my butt. My latte suddenly tasted like acid. I couldn’t stand there any longer. I strode over to their table, my cheer sneakers squeaking against the floor.

      “Hey,” I said brightly, sliding into the seat next to Zack. “What’s going on?”

      Vivian looked up at me, her smile never wavering. “Just talking art with Zack.” She turned back to him like I wasn’t even there. “You know, you have an interesting face—strong angles, great lines. I’d love to sketch you sometime. I bet those angles continue elsewhere, too.”

      Zack chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “Uh… maybe.”

      My cheeks burned. “Zack’s not really into posing for sketches,” I said sharply.

      Vivian raised an eyebrow at me. “Oh? Did he tell you that?”

      “Riley,” Zack interjected gently, his hand brushing mine under the table. “It’s fine.”

      I shot him a look that screamed not fine, but before I could say anything else Vivian stood up.

      “Well,” she said with that infuriating smirk of hers as she closed her sketchbook and tucked it under her arm again before looking directly at Zack once more; "If ever change your mind...my door is always open."

      Her gaze lingered too long before finally turning away toward exit leaving us alone at last.

      I stared after her, my pulse throbbing in my ears. Zack cleared his throat, his fingers curling around mine on the table. “Riley, come on. You know it’s not like that.”

      “Really?” I snapped, pulling my hand away. “Because it looked exactly like that. She was practically undressing you with her eyes.”

      He sighed, running a hand through his messy hair. “She’s just… Vivian. She’s like that with everyone. It’s her thing.”

      “Her thing?” I scoffed, crossing my arms over my chest. “Her thing is flirting with my boyfriend?”

      “She wasn’t—” He stopped himself, exhaling sharply. “Look, I’m not interested in Vivian. You know that.”

      I wanted to believe him. I really did. But the way she’d looked at him—like he was a canvas she couldn’t wait to paint—was burned into my mind. And then there was that smirk, that damn smirk she’d thrown at me as she left, like she knew something I didn’t.

      “Let’s go,” I said abruptly, standing up and grabbing my bag.

      “Go where?” Zack asked, looking confused.

      “Anywhere but here.” I didn’t wait for him to respond, just turned on my heel and headed for the door. He scrambled to pack up his things and followed me out into the crisp autumn air.

      We walked in silence for a while, the tension between us thick enough to cut with a knife. Finally, Zack reached out and caught my arm. “Riley, stop.”

      I spun around to face him, my breath visible in the cool air. “What?”

      “You’re being ridiculous,” he said gently.

      “Ridiculous?” I repeated, my voice rising. “I’m ridiculous for not wanting some girl to openly flirt with you right in front of me?”

      He sighed again, stepping closer to me. “You know you’re the only one I care about, right? Vivian’s just… Vivian.”

      I wanted to argue, to tell him he was being naive, but the look in his eyes stopped me. He was genuine—always so damn genuine—and it made it hard to stay mad at him.

      “Fine,” I muttered, looking away.

      He tilted my chin up with his fingers until our eyes met again. “Hey,” he said softly. “You’re it for me, Riley. Always have been.”

      My heart softened despite myself, and I leaned into him as he wrapped his arms around me.

      But later that night, lying in bed with Zack asleep beside me, Vivian’s smirk haunted my thoughts. And no matter how much I tried to push it away, part of me couldn’t stop thinking about it.

      Or her.

      The next morning, I woke up with a knot in my stomach. Zack was already gone, leaving a scribbled note on the bedside table saying he’d gone to his early class. I stared at the ceiling, replaying last night’s encounter with Vivian over and over in my head. Her confidence, her smirk, the way she’d looked at me like she knew exactly what she was doing—it grated on me. But what bothered me more was the way my body had reacted, that traitorous flicker of heat I hadn’t been able to shake.

      I dragged myself out of bed and threw on my cheerleading gear, determined to channel my frustration into practice. But as I walked across campus, my mind kept wandering back to Vivian. What did she want? Why was she so… bold? And why couldn’t I stop thinking about her?

      I spotted her as I approached the quad. She was sitting cross-legged on a bench, sketching something in a worn leather notebook. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy bun, and she wore a paint-splattered hoodie that hung off one shoulder. She looked effortless in a way that made me feel overly polished in my crisp uniform.

      Before I could stop myself, I veered toward her. “Vivian.”

      She glanced up, her lips curving into that same infuriating smirk. “Riley. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

      I crossed my arms, standing over her. “We need to talk.”

      “Do we?” she asked, setting her pencil down and leaning back against the bench. Her tone was light, almost teasing, but her eyes were sharp.

      “Yes,” I said firmly. “About Zack.”

      Her smirk widened. “Ah, Zack. What about him?”

      “You know what,” I snapped. “Stop flirting with him.”

      She tilted her head, studying me like I was some kind of puzzle she was trying to solve. “And if I don’t?”

      I clenched my fists at my sides, frustration bubbling up inside me. “Look, he’s my boyfriend. Back off.”

      Vivian stood suddenly, stepping closer until there were only inches between us. Her perfume—something warm and spicy—washed over me, and I fought the urge to step back. “What if it’s not only Zack I’m interested in?” she murmured, her voice low.

      I blinked at her, thrown off guard. “What are you talking about?”

      She reached up slowly, brushing a strand of hair out of my face with deliberate slowness. My breath hitched as her fingers grazed my cheekbone. “Maybe,” she said softly, “it’s you who keeps catching my attention.”

      I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. “That’s—that’s ridiculous.”

      “Is it?” She stepped even closer, her gaze dropping to my lips for a split second before meeting my eyes again. “Your cheeks are flushed.”

      “I—” My voice faltered as heat crept up my neck. This wasn’t how this was supposed to go. I patted my cheeks as if touching them would reveal the truth.

      Vivian smiled then and leaned in just enough to make my pulse spike. "You're adorable when you're flustered," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "But I think we both know this isn't about Zack."

      I took a sharp step back, my face burning. "You’re playing some kind of game, and I’m not interested."

      Her smile didn’t waver. "Are you sure about that?"

      I glared at her, but my stomach was doing somersaults. "Very."

      She shrugged, stepping back and picking up her sketchbook. "Suit yourself." She turned to leave, but then paused and glanced over her shoulder. "By the way, you should come by the studio sometime. I think we could create something… interesting together."

      I opened my mouth to refuse, but she was already walking away, leaving me standing there, my mind racing. I told myself it was just Vivian being Vivian—a master manipulator who got off on pushing people’s buttons. But deep down, I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something else going on.

      Practice was a disaster. My timing was off during the routine, and I nearly dropped a stunt lift because I wasn’t paying attention. My teammates shot me concerned looks, but I brushed them off, blaming it on lack of sleep.

      Afterward, I found Zack waiting for me outside the gym. He leaned against the wall with his hands in his pockets, looking as relaxed as ever.

      "Rough practice?" he asked, pushing off the wall and falling into step beside me.

      "Yeah," I muttered, avoiding his gaze.

      He bumped my shoulder lightly. "You’ve been off all day. Something on your mind?"

      I hesitated, then decided to test the waters. "What do you think of Vivian?"

      He raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading across his face. "Why? Are we still talking about her?"

      "I’m serious," I said, stopping in the middle of the sidewalk and turning to face him.

      His grin faded slightly at my tone. "Alright… well, she’s interesting, I guess. A little intense but mostly harmless."

      "Mostly harmless?" I echoed incredulously.

      He shrugged. "Yeah? She’s just messing around. Why are you so worked up about her?"

      I stared at him, trying to gauge whether he was being honest or just oblivious. "Because she’s always flirting with you! And now she’s—"

      "Now she’s what?" he prompted when I trailed off.

      I shook my head, exhaling sharply. "Never mind."

      Zack studied me for a moment, then his expression softened. "Riley… if you’re worried about her flirting with me, don’t be. You know you’re the only one I care about."

      "I know," I said quickly—too quickly—and he gave me a curious look.

      "But?" he pressed.

      "But nothing," I said firmly. "Let’s just drop it."

      He nodded slowly but didn’t seem entirely convinced.

      Later that night, I found myself heading to Vivian’s studio. I didn’t know why. Maybe just to prove that I wasn’t afraid, but deep down, I knew there was another reason.

      The studio was dimly lit when I arrived, the air thick with the scent of oil paint and turpentine. Vivian was at her easel, her back to me, brush in hand. She didn’t turn around as I closed the door behind me, but I could tell she knew I was there.

      “What a surprise,” she said, her voice smooth and teasing. “I didn’t think you’d come.”

      “Neither did I,” I admitted, crossing my arms over my chest. “But here I am.”

      She finally turned to face me, her lips curved into that infuriating smirk. “And why is that, Riley?”

      I hesitated, my heart pounding in my chest. “Because I’m not afraid of you.”

      Her eyes flickered with amusement as she set her brush down and stepped closer. “Well, that’s good. It’s not your fear I’m after.”

      “Okay, well in general, I’m not affected by you.”

      She tilted her head, studying me like I was one of her art projects. “Then prove it.” She pointed me to a small stage I assumed they used for figure drawing classes. I slowly approached, afraid she was going to ask me to get naked for her.

      Before I could ask her for direction, the door swung open, and Zack walked in. He paused when he saw us, his gaze flicking between me and Vivian. For a moment, no one spoke.

      “What are you doing here?” I asked him.

      Vivian didn’t miss a beat. “I invited him,” she said smoothly. “Just like I invited you.”

      Zack raised an eyebrow at me. “And here I thought you didn’t like Vivian.”

      I crossed my arms tighter, glaring at him. “I don’t. But you being here must mean that you do.”

      He chuckled. “Relax. I’m helping her with a project, that’s all.”

      I grumbled underneath my breath.

      “Oh, yes,” said Vivian. “Zack’s been... inspirational.”

      My jaw clenched. I wasn’t sure who I wanted to glare at more—her for the way she was looking at him or him for the way he was letting her.

      Zack stepped closer, his hands sliding into his pockets as he tilted his head, studying me. “You seem tense, Riley. Something bothering you?”

      “No,” I snapped, though my face burned. “I’m fine.”

      He hummed, unconvinced. “You sure? Because it seems like maybe Vivian’s getting under your skin. You seem…almost turned on by it. I’d recognize that look anywhere.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” I said quickly, though my voice wavered.

      Zack’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “Prove it.”

      I froze. “What?”

      He gestured toward Vivian, who was leaning casually against her easel now, watching us with an amused glint in her eye. “If you’re really not turned on by her, kiss her. Right now.”

      My breath hitched. “Are you serious?”

      “Dead serious.” His gaze locked on mine, challenging and intense. “You’ve got nothing to hide, right?”

      My heart raced as I glanced at Vivian. She didn’t look away, her expression unreadable except for the faintest flicker of curiosity—or maybe anticipation—in her eyes.

      I swallowed hard, my competitive side warring with the sudden nervous flutter in my chest. If I backed out now, Zack would never let me live it down. Worse, Vivian would know she’d gotten to me.

      “Fine,” I said, my voice steady despite the storm inside me.

      I took a step toward Vivian, then another, until I was standing right in front of her. She didn’t move, just watched me with those dark, unreadable eyes.

      For a moment, I hesitated. Then, before I could overthink it, I reached up and cupped her face in my hands.

      Her skin was warm under my fingertips, softer than I expected. Her breath hitched slightly as I leaned in, our lips just inches apart now.

      And then I kissed her.

      It started slow—a tentative brush of lips—but then something shifted. Vivian’s hands came up to grip my waist, pulling me closer as she deepened the kiss. Her mouth moved against mine with a confidence that sent shivers down my spine.

      A heat bloomed between us, electric and undeniable. The world around us blurred as every thought dissolved into the sensation of her—her taste, her scent, the way her body pressed against mine.

      When we finally broke apart, we were both breathing hard, our foreheads resting together as we stared into each other’s eyes.

      Zack cleared his throat behind us, snapping me back to reality.

      I stepped back from Vivian reluctantly; my whole body still buzzing as if alive for the first time. Zack’s eyes were dark, his gaze flicking between us with an intensity that made my stomach twist. “Well,” he said, his voice low and rough, “that was… something.”

      Vivian smirked, her lips still swollen from our kiss. “Told you she was into it,” she said, her tone teasing but with an undercurrent of sincerity that made my pulse quicken.

      Zack stepped closer, his hand reaching out to brush against my arm. “Riley,” he murmured, his voice soft but firm, “you don’t have to pretend with me. I see the way you look at her. And I see the way she looks at you.”

      I opened my mouth to protest but stopped when Vivian interrupted. “He’s right,” she said, stepping closer until we were all standing in a tight circle. Her hand found mine, her fingers interlacing with my own. “I like you, Riley. A lot. And I know you feel it too.”

      My breath caught in my throat as I looked between them—Zack, who had been my rock for nearly a year, and Vivian, who had managed to stir something in me I didn’t even know was there. The air between us was thick with tension and possibility.

      “I…” I hesitated, unsure of how to put what I was feeling into words.

      Zack reached up to cup my face, his thumb brushing against my cheek. “It’s okay,” he said softly.

      Vivian nodded in agreement; her hand still firmly holding mine.

      I took a deep breath. “Okay,” I whispered finally; my voice barely audible but filled with resolve.

      Zack smiled warmly while Vivian grinned mischievously before pulling me into another kiss—this one even deeper than before.

      Vivian’s lips were soft but insistent, her tongue sliding against mine with a confidence that made my knees weak. I could feel Zack’s eyes on us, his presence heavy in the room, and it only fueled the heat building in my chest. My hands trembled as I reached for the hem of Vivian’s tank top, tugging it up slowly. She broke the kiss just long enough to pull it over her head, tossing it aside with a smirk.

      Her skin was flawless, smooth and glowing under the dim light of the room. My breath hitched as my gaze dropped to her black lace bra, the delicate fabric hugging her full breasts perfectly. I couldn’t help but stare, my fingers itching to touch her. Vivian noticed, her lips curving into a sly smile as she stepped closer, her chest brushing against mine. “Your turn,” she murmured, her hands sliding under my shirt.

      I shivered as her fingers skimmed my stomach, the warmth of her touch sending shivers up my spine. Zack moved behind me, his hands resting on my hips as he pressed his chest to my back. His breath was hot against my ear as he whispered, “Let her see you, Riley.”

      My heart pounded as Vivian lifted my shirt over my head, her eyes roaming over my bare skin with an intensity that made me flush. I felt exposed, vulnerable, but also exhilarated. Her fingers traced the edge of my bra strap, tugging it down slowly before unhooking it. The cool air kissed my skin as the bra fell away, and I fought the urge to cover myself.

      Vivian’s gaze was like fire as she took me in, her lips parting slightly. “God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed, her voice thick with desire.

      I felt Zack’s hands tighten on my hips as he murmured his agreement against my neck. I wanted to respond, but words failed me. All I could do was watch as Vivian reached for the button of her jeans, popping it open with ease. She slid them down her legs with a slow, deliberate motion that had me transfixed. Her black lace panties matched her bra perfectly, and I couldn’t stop myself from staring at the curve of her hips and the way they dipped into a perfect V.

      “Your turn,” Vivian said again; her voice was low and teasing as she stepped closer.

      My hands shook as I reached for my own jeans, unbuttoning them clumsily before sliding them down along with panties.

      Vivian removed her bra and panties until she was as naked as I was. It was then that I noticed how wet she was. Her arousal was leaking down her thigh.

      Vivian stepped forward again, closing distance between us completely this time. Her breasts pressed to mine as she kissed me again, and the sensation of her full chest against mine sent a jolt of electricity shooting down my spine.

      I slid my fingers between her thighs, scooping up her wetness and bringing it back to her pussy. While I teased her clit, Zack leaned over my shoulder to kiss her for the first time.

      The sight of them kissing turned me on more than anything. I knew I should’ve hated it or ended things, but I couldn’t. I was too excited to see where this would go.

      Vivian broke her kiss with Zack and dropped to her knees. She looked up at me with dark, lust-filled eyes. She hooked one of my legs over her shoulder, exposing my pussy to her fully. She stretched out her tongue and swiped it along my slit.

      Zack removed his clothes and walked around us until he was behind Vivian, facing me. He dropped to my knees and Vivian poked out her ass as an invitation for him.

      Oh god, I thought. She’s going to eat me out while my boyfriend fucks her. This is bad. Right? I should end this…

      But I couldn’t. Her tongue felt too good and the sight of them nearly made me come. Vivian’s tongue was relentless, swirling around my clit and making my legs quake. I gripped her head for balance, sliding my fingers through her soft hair. My breath hitching as she pressed deeper, her lips closing around me in a suction that sent sparks shooting through my body. Zack’s hands gripped Vivian’s hips firmly, and I watched, mesmerized, as he positioned himself behind her.

      “You ready for me?” Zack asked Vivian, his voice rough with desire.

      Vivian pulled away from me just long enough to glance over her shoulder, her smirk wicked. “Always,” she purred before diving back in, her tongue plunging into me this time.

      I moaned loudly, my head falling back as Zack thrust into Vivian with one smooth motion. She gasped against me, her body tensing for a moment before she steadied herself and continued lavishing me with attention. The sensation of her mouth on me combined with the rhythmic sound of Zack’s hips slapping against hers was overwhelming.

      Zack reached around Vivian’s waist; his fingers found her clit almost immediately. He started circling it slowly at first, matching the pace of his thrusts. Vivian shuddered, her moans vibrating against my sensitive flesh. “Fuck,” she muttered between strokes of her tongue. “Don’t stop.”

      I couldn’t take my eyes off them—Zack’s powerful body moving behind Vivian, his hand working her expertly as she writhed between us. The intensity in his eyes as he watched me over her shoulder made my stomach flip. He was enjoying this just as much as I was.

      “Riley,” Zack growled, his voice sending a thrill down my spine. “You feel good?”

      I nodded frantically, unable to form words as Vivian flicked her tongue over my clit in quick, teasing motions. My hips bucked against her face involuntarily, seeking more friction. Vivian responded by sucking hard, and I cried out as pleasure surged through me like a tidal wave.

      “That’s it,” Zack encouraged, his voice husky. “Mmm, just like that, baby.”

      I couldn’t hold back anymore. My orgasm hit me hard; my whole body tightened as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Vivian didn’t let up, licking and sucking until I was trembling uncontrollably.

      As I came down from my high, I watched Zack quicken his pace; his thrusts becoming more urgent. Vivian’s breathing had turned ragged; her moans were desperate as she pushed back against him. “Zack… I’m close,” she panted.

      “Come for me,” he demanded; his fingers worked faster on her clit.

      Vivian’s body stiffened; a sharp cry escaped her lips as she climaxed. Zack groaned deeply; his rhythm faltered as he buried himself inside her one last time and followed suit.

      The room was filled with the sounds of our heavy breathing and the faint scent of sweat and sex. Vivian slumped forward gently; her head resting against my thigh while Zack leaned over her; both of them spent but satisfied.

      I knelt down and kissed Vivian long and hard. “Lay back,” I told her. I wanted to taste my boyfriend’s cum on her.

      She did as she was told and I positioned myself between her thighs.

      I licked her slowly, savoring the taste of both of them. Zack pressed himself against me from behind, his dick still slick with Vivian’s juices. He reached around and teased my clit as he slid inside me. I moaned against Vivian’s pussy as Zack started fucking me, his pace slow and deliberate. I could feel him twitching inside me, and I knew he was getting close.

      Vivian reached down and grabbed my head, pulling me closer to her clit. “Lick me faster,” she demanded, her voice breathless.

      I obeyed, flicking my tongue over her sensitive nub as Zack sped up his thrusts. The combination of sensations was overwhelming—the warmth of Vivian’s pussy against my tongue, the pressure of Zack’s cock filling me, the way his fingers circled my clit just right. My whole body trembled as I felt myself teetering on the edge.

      Zack groaned, his rhythm became erratic as he neared his own climax. “Fuck, Riley,” he grunted, his fingers pressing harder against my clit. “I’m gonna come.”

      His words pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed over me like a tidal wave. pleasure radiating through every inch of my body. I clenched around Zack’s cock, milking him as he let out a deep groan and spilled himself inside me.

      Vivian’s hips bucked against my tongue; her own release followed soon after. Her entire body shuddered as she cried out; her fingers tangled in my hair.

      We stayed like that for what felt like an eternity—our bodies intertwined and our breaths coming in ragged gasps. When we finally pulled apart, all three of us collapsed into a sweaty heap on the stage.

      “That was incredible,” Vivian murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

      “Yeah,” Zack agreed, his arm draped over both of us. “Absolutely fucking incredible.”

      I couldn’t help but smile as I nestled between them, satisfaction coursing through every fiber of my being. There was no doubt about it—Vivian aroused me, and now everyone knew it.

      “So,” I started, breaking the silence. “Did you really need us for an art project?”

      Vivian laughed a tired laugh and shook her head. “Of course not. I just wanted to lure you into bed.”

      “Mission accomplished,” Zack said with a chuckle.

      All of a sudden, we heard a door slam down the hall. “Shit,” I said, gathering my clothes. Vivian and Zack did the same until we were all haphazardly dressed. Vivian grabbed her supplies and the three of us ran out into the night.

      I took Vivian’s hand in mine and said, “Come on. Let’s go back to our place.”
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