
        
            
                
            
        

    


      
        SELENA HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Synopsis

      

      
        Selena Hart’s Newsletter

      

      
        Sharing the Sitter

      

      
        Her First Taste

      

      
        More Than Friends

      

      
        The Boss’s Offer

      

      
        Just a Taste

      

      
        
          Ours to Share

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          A Deal With Desire

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

      
        High Heat

      

      
        Don’t Stop

      

      
        
          The Fiancee

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

      
        What She Wants

      

      
        Her Turn With Him

      

      
        The Fire Between Us

      

      
        Steamy

      

      
        Little Secrets

      

      
        Want More Bundles?

      

      
        Want New Stories?

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright 2025 Selena Hart. All rights reserved.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        This is a work of fiction / art. All characters, places and names are the product of the author’s imagination. Nothing in the text references any real people, places or entities; similarities are purely coincidental.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Synopsis

          

        

      

    

    
      Get 15 of Selena Hart's hottest first time bisexual FFM stories in one giant bundle. Full of tales about wives sharing their husbands and girlfriends sharing their boyfriends with the women that are closest to them.  Or, in some cases, sharing them with an attractive stranger.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Selena Hart’s Newsletter

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      

      
        
                    

      

      

      
        
         Click here to join my newsletter!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Sharing the Sitter

          

        

      

    

    
      I slipped my heels off at the door, sighing softly into the dim hush of the house. A single lamp glowed in the living room, casting long, lazy shadows against the walls. I could hear them before I saw them — the low hum of Jason’s laugh, light and easy, blending with a breathless giggle that definitely wasn’t his.

      I rounded the corner and stopped just inside the room.

      There they were. My husband and the sitter, staying well past her shift.

      Jason lounged back on the couch, his frame loose and casual, one arm slung along the back cushion. He still wore the jeans and dark henley he’d thrown on that morning — the shirt clinging a little too well to the broad stretch of his chest, the fabric worn soft and tight across his arms. His head was tipped toward Lila, his grin lazy, a little crooked in that way that used to knock me flat when we first met.

      And Lila… god. Lila looked like temptation bottled up in a twenty-two-year-old package. Her silky brown hair tumbled over one shoulder, framing her heart-shaped face. A snug, wine-colored sweater clung to the curve of her small waist, her jeans skimming long, toned legs folded neatly beneath her. She leaned in closer to Jason, her knees almost brushing his, her fingers fluttering up to lightly touch his forearm as she laughed at whatever he’d just said.

      My chest tightened. Sharp, involuntary.

      Jealousy. That was the first crackle of it.

      But then, almost immediately, something darker stirred beneath it. A slow, curling heat. An ache I hadn’t expected.

      They looked so natural like this. Easy. Flirtatious. The energy between them buzzed — playful, electric — and standing there in the half-dark, unnoticed, I felt like an intruder peeking into someone else’s private little world.

      Jason said something — something low that made Lila bite her lip, her cheeks turning a soft, pretty pink. The way she looked at him, wide-eyed and a little shy, was like a punch to my gut.

      God, I shouldn’t like this.

      I shouldn’t.

      But standing there with my keys still dangling from my fingers, I didn’t feel angry. I didn’t feel betrayed.

      I felt wet.

      I cleared my throat — a soft, deliberate noise — and both heads whipped around to me at once, guilty as hell. I lifted a brow, hiding my racing pulse behind a practiced, easy smile.

      "Hey," I said. "Looks like you two are having a good time."

      Jason straightened up immediately, scrubbing a hand through his messy hair. "Hey, babe. Lila was just—" He fumbled for a second, flashing a sheepish grin. "We were talking about movies."

      Lila scrambled to her feet, cheeks flaming now. "Yeah. Uh—just killing time. I was about to head out."

      I stepped further into the room, letting the door click shut behind me. "No rush," I said smoothly, even though my heart was pounding harder than it should have been. Already, I was cataloguing every detail: the way Lila tugged her sweater down like it might hide the way her nipples had peaked under the soft fabric, the way Jason’s gaze darted between the two of us like he wasn’t sure if he was in trouble.

      God, the tension was thick enough to taste.

      I set my purse down on the entryway table and offered Lila a warm, practiced smile. "Thanks again for helping out tonight."

      Lila ducked her head, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Of course. Anytime."

      Her voice was sweet. Almost too sweet.

      She grabbed her jacket off the arm of the couch, fumbling slightly as she shrugged it on. I watched her the whole time, my mind a swirl of images I wasn’t ready to admit even to myself.

      When Lila finally reached the door, she hesitated — just for a second — and glanced back over her shoulder. Her eyes met Jason’s first, quick and almost involuntary. Then they flicked to me, softer now, unsure.

      I just smiled again, giving a little nod.

      Goodnight.

      The door clicked shut behind her.

      For a long moment, the house was silent except for the faint ticking of the clock on the wall.

      Jason cleared his throat, scratching the back of his neck. " She’s... great with Emma and everything," he said awkwardly. "She’s really patient."

      I walked over to the couch, my heels silent on the wood floors, and dropped onto the cushion beside him. I let my thigh brush his — casual, but deliberate.

      "I bet she is," I murmured.

      I didn’t look at him right away. I just stared at the closed door, a sly, secret smile tugging at my lips.

      Because whether Jason realized it yet or not… something had just shifted between us.

      And I wasn’t sure I wanted to shift it back.
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        * * *

      

      Jason fell asleep fast, like he always did.

      It used to make me jealous — how he could just roll over and drift off while I lay there, my mind running wild, unable to shut off. Tonight, though, it wasn’t stress keeping me awake.

      It was something hotter. Heavier.

      I stared up at the ceiling, the darkness of the room pressing in all around me, soft and close. Jason’s breathing was deep and even beside me, the bare skin of his arm brushing against mine every time he shifted. I could smell him — warm cotton, a hint of aftershave — and it only made the slow burn in my belly worse.

      I squeezed my thighs together under the covers, trying — and failing — to ignore it.

      All I could see when I closed my eyes was Lila.

      Lila on the couch. Her body tilted toward Jason’s, her fingers tracing a lazy line up his arm. Her lips, soft and full, catching between her teeth when she laughed.

      The way Jason looked at her.

      The way she looked at him.

      It should have pissed me off. Should have made me angry, territorial. But instead, that jealousy curled into something hotter, something darker. Something that made my heart pound in my throat and my nipples tighten under the thin fabric of my tank top.

      I swallowed hard, my hand slipping beneath the covers without me even really deciding to move.

      God, what would’ve happened if I hadn’t come home right then?

      Would he have kissed her first, or would she have made the move? Would he have tried to stop her, remembering me, or would he have given in — let her slide into his lap, her hands tangling in his hair as he kissed her back?

      I let my fingers trail lightly down my stomach, breath catching.

      Would he have touched her like he touches me? Slow and sure, teasing her until she was desperate for him?

      Would he have peeled that tight little sweater over her head, baring her breasts, kissing down her soft, trembling body while she whimpered his name?

      I bit my lip, stifling a soft moan.

      Jason shifted beside me, murmuring something in his sleep, but didn’t wake. I turned onto my side, facing away from him, my hand moving lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties.

      I imagined them again — Jason with his mouth between Lila’s legs, making her cry out, making her grab at his hair. Lila’s sweet, innocent voice breaking apart with pleasure because of my husband’s hands, my husband’s mouth.

      And me, watching. Just watching. Letting it happen. Wanting it.

      God, I shouldn’t want this. Shouldn’t want to see him with someone else, shouldn’t want to feel the sharp, aching twist of jealousy in my gut while he touched another woman.

      But I did.

      I wanted it so badly it scared me.

      My fingers found that aching, swollen spot, slick and throbbing, and I stroked it softly, imagining Lila’s breathless moans filling the room. Imagining Jason’s rough voice telling her how beautiful she looked, how good she tasted.

      I imagined her reaching for me too — shy at first, then bolder. Her lips brushing mine. Her body pressing against me, soft and warm and eager to please.

      The orgasm caught me off guard — a sharp, sudden quake that made my thighs clench and my breath hitch in my throat. I had to bite the pillow to keep from making a sound.

      After, I lay there trembling, my heart racing, sweat cooling on my skin.

      Beside me, Jason snored softly, oblivious.

      I pulled the blankets higher, my body thrumming, my mind spinning.

      This wasn’t just some stray fantasy I could blame on a late night or too much wine. This was something real. Something buried deep, waiting, begging to be let out.
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        * * *

      

      The morning sunlight poured through the kitchen windows, too bright and too cheerful for how wrecked I felt.

      I stood at the counter in Jason’s old t-shirt, the hem brushing my bare thighs, nursing a cup of coffee like it might save me. My body still hummed with the aftershocks of last night — every brush of the soft cotton against my nipples, every shift of my thighs, a wicked little reminder of what I’d done. What I’d thought about.

      Jason stumbled into the kitchen a minute later, shirtless and sleepy, scrubbing a hand through his messy hair. He mumbled something that might have been "good morning," then made a beeline for the coffee pot.

      I watched him over the rim of my mug, letting my gaze roam lazily over his bare chest, the faint trail of hair leading down from his navel into the waistband of his sweatpants. My thighs squeezed together instinctively, and I smiled to myself.

      Still oblivious. Still adorable.

      He poured his coffee, took a long sip, and finally blinked at me like he was seeing me for the first time. "You’re up early," he said, voice scratchy and deep.

      "Couldn’t sleep," I said lightly.

      He leaned back against the counter across from me, cradling his mug in both hands. For a second, we just looked at each other — a comfortable, familiar silence. But under it, the memory of last night buzzed hot and forbidden.

      I couldn’t help myself.

      "So," I said, swirling the coffee in my mug. "You and Lila seemed pretty... friendly last night."

      Jason choked slightly on his coffee, coughing into his fist. His cheeks turned the faintest shade of pink. "What? No. I mean— We were just talking."

      I let him flounder for a beat, savoring the way he shifted awkwardly, like a boy caught sneaking cookies before dinner.

      "I didn’t say it was a bad thing," I said, biting back a smile. "You two looked like you were having fun."

      He eyed me warily. "You’re not... mad?"

      I took a slow sip of my coffee, pretending to think it over, dragging out the silence just to watch him squirm. "No," I said finally, letting my voice drop just a little. "I actually thought it was kind of hot."

      Jason blinked. Hard.

      "Wait, what?"

      I shrugged, casual on the outside even though my heart was pounding in my chest. "I mean, come on. She’s young. Gorgeous. And you…" I let my gaze travel down his body, slow and deliberate, before meeting his eyes again. "You didn’t exactly look like you were suffering, sitting there with her flirting all over you."

      Jason’s mouth opened and closed. No words came out.

      God, he was cute when he was flustered.

      I set my coffee down and crossed the small space between us, feeling bold now, feeling reckless. I pressed my hands lightly to his bare chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart under my palms.

      "It’s okay to admit it, you know," I murmured. "You liked the way she looked at you."

      He swallowed hard. "Vanessa…"

      I tilted my head, pretending to consider. "I mean, I get it. If I were her, I’d be looking at you the same way."

      Jason caught my wrists gently, searching my face like he was trying to figure out if I was serious. Trying to find the trap.

      There wasn’t one.

      At least, not the kind he thought.

      "You’re messing with me," he said, but there was no heat behind it. Just a raw, nervous edge.

      I leaned up on my toes and brushed a soft kiss against his jaw, just under his ear. He shivered.

      "I’m not," I whispered. "In fact…" I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again. "I kind of liked seeing it. Watching her want you."

      His breath left him in a rush.

      I could feel the tension radiating off him now — tight, electric, confused but hungry.

      I smiled slowly, a private, wicked thing. "The question is," I said, my voice dropping lower, silkier, "did you like it too?"

      Jason made a strangled sound in the back of his throat. His hands tightened on my wrists, his hips unconsciously pressing closer to me.

      He didn’t have to answer. His body answered for him.

      God, it thrilled me. Lit me up from the inside out.

      There was something so dangerously intoxicating about the way he looked at me then — like I wasn’t just his wife, but something wilder.

      The idea rooted itself in my mind after that.

      At first, it was just a flicker — a dangerous, thrilling what-if that kept me tossing and turning long after Jason fell asleep. But the longer I let it sit there, the bolder it grew, feeding on every stolen glance, every teasing smile I replayed in my head.

      Until finally, I decided I wasn’t going to just think about it anymore.

      I was going to make it happen.

      It festered in the back of my mind all weekend, growing roots, tangling itself deeper and deeper into me until it felt less like a fleeting fantasy and more like a need.

      By Sunday afternoon, I couldn't take it anymore.

      Sitting at the kitchen counter, legs swinging idly beneath the stool, I opened my phone and scrolled until I found Lila’s name. My thumb hovered over the screen for a second longer than necessary — nerves flickering in my belly — before I tapped out a casual text.

      Hey! We were thinking of having a movie night later this week. You should come by! No babysitting — just hanging out. :)

      I stared at the message, biting my lip.

      Too casual? Too obvious?

      Before I could overthink it, I hit send.

      The whoosh of the message flying off felt terrifying and thrilling all at once.

      Lila texted back almost immediately — Sounds fun! Just say when :) — complete with a smiley face that somehow made my stomach flip. We settled on Friday night, under the flimsy pretense of “finally catching up” after weeks of busy schedules.

      Jason wandered into the kitchen a minute later, still in his gym shorts, towel slung around his neck. His hair was damp, and his skin glowed from his run, smelling faintly of sweat and soap. He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, twisted the cap off, and took a long pull before glancing at me.

      "You look guilty," he said, voice teasing.

      I gave him my most innocent smile. "I don’t know what you’re talking about."

      He narrowed his eyes, suspicious. "What did you do?"

      I shrugged one shoulder, feigning nonchalance. "I might have invited Lila over for a movie night sometime this week."

      Jason froze mid-sip, water sloshing dangerously close to spilling.

      "You what?"

      I laughed, setting my phone down and resting my chin on my hand. "Relax. It’s not a big deal. Just casual. No babysitting, no pressure. Just... hanging out."

      His brow furrowed. "You mean... just the three of us?"

      I nodded, heart racing beneath my calm facade.

      He set the water down slowly, studying me like he wasn’t sure if I was serious — or if he was allowed to be excited.

      "You’re full of surprises lately," he said finally, his voice low and a little rough.

      I smiled sweetly. "You like it."

      He chuckled, running a hand through his damp hair, but I could see it in his eyes — the heat, the uncertainty. The way he wanted it and was terrified to admit it out loud.

      To be honest, I was a little terrified too.

      There was still a tiny voice in the back of my head whispering what if this ruins everything? What if seeing him with her made me crazy in the wrong way? What if it wasn’t hot? What if it hurt?

      But the louder voice — the one growing stronger every day — wanted to see it. Needed to.

      I hopped off the stool, closing the space between us in two steps. Jason’s eyes darkened as I slid my arms around his waist, resting my cheek against his warm, bare chest.

      "Trust me," I said softly. "It’ll be fun."

      He hesitated for a breath, then wrapped his arms around me, squeezing tight.

      "I do trust you," he murmured into my hair. "It’s myself I’m worried about."

      I laughed, tilting my head up to kiss the underside of his jaw. "That’s half the fun, baby."
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        * * *

      

      The week crawled by at a maddening pace, every day dragging slower than the last.

      I spent most of Friday pacing the house, pretending to clean, trying not to let the nerves eat me alive.

      Jason wasn’t much better. He kept pretending he wasn’t watching the clock, but I caught him checking it every fifteen minutes, adjusting his shirt, running a hand through his hair like it wouldn’t stay put.

      Around seven-thirty, he met me in the kitchen, where I was rearranging the throw pillows for the third time.

      "You sure about this?" he asked, voice low.

      I forced a smile, heart thundering. "A little late to back out now, isn’t it?"

      He reached for me, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. His touch was soft, steadying.

      "We don’t have to do anything," he said. "If it gets weird... we stop. Okay?"

      I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Okay."

      And somehow, hearing him say it — giving me that out — made it easier to breathe. Made it easier to admit what I really wanted.

      I wanted to see where this would go.

      I wanted to cross the line.

      I wanted to see the look on Jason’s face when he realized he didn’t have to just imagine anymore.

      We heard it at the same time — the sharp, bright chime of the doorbell.

      Jason stiffened.

      I turned toward the front door, smoothing my hands down my dress — a soft black slip that clung to every curve, casual enough to pass as normal, but daring enough to make me feel bold.

      I glanced over my shoulder at him, heart hammering.

      "This is happening," I whispered.

      He nodded once, jaw tight, eyes dark.

      I stepped forward, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor, and reached for the doorknob.

      I took a deep breath, and opened the door.

      Lila stood on the porch, hands tucked nervously into the pockets of her oversized cardigan, her hair falling in soft, shiny waves over her shoulders. She wore a simple white tank top and faded jeans, but somehow she looked even more gorgeous than I remembered — fresh, sweet, and just a little bit dangerous.

      "Hey," she said, her voice shy and warm at the same time.

      "Hey yourself," I said, stepping aside to let her in.

      Jason lingered back near the living room, one hand raking through his hair like he didn’t know what to do with himself. He offered her a crooked smile. "Glad you could make it."

      "Thanks for inviting me," Lila said, slipping off her sneakers. "I needed a chill night."

      Chill.

      Right.

      I smiled and led her into the living room, where we’d set out bowls of popcorn, candy, and a stack of old DVDs. No drinks. No pretense. Just something easy to hide the current of electricity already buzzing in the air.

      We settled onto the couch — Jason on one end, me in the middle, Lila on the other — and started flipping through movie options.

      Nothing we picked really mattered. None of us were going to be paying attention anyway.

      We landed on some forgettable comedy and hit play, the TV casting a flickering light across the room. The opening credits rolled as we dug into the snacks, the mood light and easy at first.

      But under it, the tension simmered.

      It was in the way Lila tucked her legs up under her, scooting closer to me.

      The way Jason’s arm brushed against mine every time he reached for a handful of popcorn.

      The way my skin felt too tight, too hot, too aware of every inch of space between us.

      Lila laughed at something on the screen, tossing her head back, and I couldn’t help but watch the way her neck arched so gracefully. The way her mouth curved. She caught me staring and blushed, ducking her head, but not before I saw the flicker of something in her eyes — something curious. Hopeful.

      God, she was beautiful.

      I leaned over, plucking a piece of popcorn from her bowl and popping it into my mouth with a teasing grin. "You always hog the best snacks."

      She laughed, bumping her shoulder against mine. "You’re the one stealing from me."

      Jason chuckled, low and warm. "You two gonna fight over popcorn?"

      "Maybe," I said, letting my knee brush lightly against Lila’s. "Unless she’s willing to share."

      Lila’s eyes glittered, her breath hitching just slightly.

      Oh yeah. She felt it too.

      We went back to pretending to watch the movie, but it didn’t last.

      The tension was too thick. The glances too loaded.

      It was Jason who broke first.

      "So..." he said, stretching his arms lazily along the back of the couch, his fingers brushing my shoulders, barely grazing Lila’s. "What’s the wildest thing you’ve ever done?"

      Lila blinked, startled — and then she smiled, a slow, wicked little thing that made my heart skip.

      "Wildest thing?" she echoed.

      Jason nodded. "No pressure. Just curious."

      She bit her lip, looking between us like she wasn’t sure if we were joking.

      "I don’t know," she said slowly. "Maybe... skinny dipping?"

      I laughed. "That’s pretty tame."

      Her cheeks flushed, but she held my gaze, a challenge sparking there. "Okay, what about you?"

      I tipped my head thoughtfully. "Mmm... once, in college, I made out with my roommate’s ex. In her bed."

      Jason let out a low whistle. "Damn, babe."

      Lila’s mouth fell open in a mock gasp. "Scandalous."

      I shrugged, smiling. "She deserved it."

      Jason turned to Lila, grinning. "Come on. There’s gotta be something crazier than skinny dipping."

      Lila hesitated. And then, voice barely above a whisper, she said, "I always wanted to be... shared."

      The word dropped between us like a match tossed onto gasoline.

      I felt Jason stiffen beside me.

      Felt my own breath catch.

      Lila’s face turned scarlet, her hands twisting nervously in the hem of her cardigan. "I mean... not like, in a gross way," she rushed to explain. "Just... like, by a couple. People who... trusted each other. People who... wanted me together."

      My pulse thundered in my ears.

      Jason stared at her, his mouth slightly open.

      I swallowed hard and shifted, turning toward her fully, my knee brushing hers, my body open and inviting.

      "That doesn’t sound gross at all," I said, my voice low and steady. "It sounds... really, really hot."

      Lila’s eyes widened, her pupils dilating so fast it almost made me dizzy.

      And then — carefully, deliberately — I reached out and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, letting my fingers trail along her jawline, lingering just a beat longer than necessary.

      She shivered.

      Across the couch, Jason’s breathing grew heavier, his hand flexing into a fist against the cushion like he was fighting every instinct he had.

      I caught his eye over Lila’s head — and smiled.

      A silent, unmistakable permission.

      His jaw tightened. His nostrils flared.

      But he understood.

      This was happening.

      Slowly. Carefully.

      Exactly the way I wanted it.

      The movie droned on in the background, forgotten. The only thing I could hear was the hammering of my heart, the soft, shaky exhale Lila let out as she looked up at me through her lashes.

      The room felt heavier with every passing second.

      Lila sat there between us, her hands resting lightly in her lap, her chest rising and falling in shallow little breaths. The glow from the TV flickered across her face, throwing soft shadows over her flushed cheeks, her wide, waiting eyes.

      She was beautiful — vulnerable, nervous, wanting.

      And I wanted to see her break, gently. I leaned in, closing the small gap between us, and brushed the backs of my fingers down her bare arm. She shivered under my touch.

      "You’re so pretty," I whispered, my voice barely more than a breath. "Do you know that?"

      She bit her lip, eyes dropping shyly.

      I smiled and slid my hand lower, down to her wrist, her palm. Her skin was soft and warm against mine, and when I laced our fingers together, she didn’t pull away.

      Instead, she squeezed back.

      Across the couch, Jason sat frozen — his body tense, his eyes locked on us with a heat that made my pulse throb in places it shouldn’t have.

      I turned to him slowly, dragging Lila’s hand with me, and then, very deliberately, placed her palm on his thigh.

      Jason flinched like I’d shocked him, his muscles tightening under her small, hesitant touch.

      Lila gasped softly, her fingers flexing instinctively, feeling the heat of him through the thin fabric of his sweatpants.

      I sat back, folding my legs beneath me, still fully dressed, fully composed — a queen lounging on her throne, watching her loyal subjects obey.

      Jason looked at me then, a question flashing in his eyes.

      Is this really happening?

      I smiled. It was happening.

      I gave Lila’s hand a gentle nudge, encouraging her to move, to explore.

      She shifted closer to him, her movements slow and trembling, sliding her hand higher along his thigh. Jason’s breath hitched audibly. His hands fisted the couch cushions, his body fighting to stay still, to let her lead.

      And then, with a courage I hadn’t expected, Lila leaned in and pressed her lips to his.

      The kiss was soft. A brush of lips, a pause, a hesitant press again.

      Jason didn’t move at first. He just let her kiss him, his eyes fluttering shut, a soft sound rumbling in his chest.

      And god, watching it — watching this sweet, beautiful girl kiss my husband with all the nervous passion of someone tasting forbidden fruit for the first time — made my whole body ache.

      I shifted, pressing my thighs together, the wet heat between them growing unbearable.

      Lila kissed him again, deeper this time, her hand creeping higher on his thigh, dangerously close to the bulge forming there. Jason groaned low in his throat, and the sound sent a jolt straight through me.

      Still, I stayed where I was.

      Hands in my lap. Clothes perfectly in place. Only my racing heart and the throb between my legs betraying how badly I was unraveling.

      "You’re doing so good, sweetheart," I said softly, my voice thick with heat.

      Lila pulled back slightly, her face flushed, her lips pink and kiss-swollen. She turned to look at me, a question in her eyes — a desperate need for reassurance.

      I gave it to her with a slow, approving smile.

      She reached for Jason again, bolder now, her fingers tracing up his chest, tugging lightly at the hem of his t-shirt. Jason shivered under her touch, his hands still fisted uselessly against the couch like he was scared to do anything without permission.

      Good.

      That was exactly how I wanted it.

      "Touch him," I murmured. "He’s yours to touch."

      Lila let out a shaky breath and slipped her hand under Jason’s shirt, gliding it up the hard planes of his stomach, the strong line of his chest. Jason cursed softly under his breath, his hips jerking slightly toward her.

      Still, I didn’t move.

      I just watched.

      Watched the way Jason’s muscles flexed under her soft caresses.

      Watched the way Lila’s mouth parted with wonder, her pupils blown wide with lust and awe.

      Watched the way every inch of my husband’s body strained toward her like he couldn’t help himself.

      It was torture.

      Delicious, exquisite torture.

      Every brush of their bodies, every soft gasp wound me tighter, pushing me closer to the edge without a single hand laid on me.

      And god, it felt so good.

      Jason groaned again as Lila’s hand drifted lower, skating over the waistband of his sweats, her fingers teasing dangerously close to the thick, obvious outline pressing against the fabric.

      He opened his eyes, wild and dark, and locked them on mine.

      The look he gave me — desperate, pleading — almost undid me.

      Almost.

      But not yet.

      I smiled sweetly and shook my head, mouthing one word: wait.

      Jason let out a broken sound, somewhere between a whimper and a growl, his whole body shuddering with the effort of holding himself still.

      Lila, oblivious to the silent exchange, leaned in and kissed him again — deeper this time, more confident. She swung a leg over his lap, straddling him with innocent, clumsy grace, her hands framing his face as she kissed him like he was the only thing in the world that mattered.

      Jason gripped the couch cushions so hard his knuckles turned white.

      And still, I watched.

      Every nerve ending in my body sang. Every muscle tensed. Every breath I took dragged across my throat like fire.

      I was soaking wet under my dress. Aching. Desperate for more.

      Lila shifted in Jason’s lap, her breath hitching, her hands trembling slightly where they gripped his shoulders. She kissed him once more, slow and lingering — and then she pulled back.

      Her head turned toward me.

      Her eyes — wide, shining, vulnerable — found mine.

      And just like that, everything paused.

      Lila wasn’t looking at Jason anymore.

      She wasn’t looking for permission from him.

      She was looking for me.

      Asking with nothing but a glance: Is this still okay? Are you still with me?

      I felt it like a hand closing around my heart — that desperate, sweet need for approval, for guidance, for more.

      Slowly, I unfolded my legs from beneath me and rose to my knees on the couch. I moved closer, the hem of my dress sliding up my thighs, the cool air brushing against overheated skin. I reached out and cupped Lila’s face in my hands, my thumbs brushing the soft, flushed curve of her cheeks.

      She tilted her head instinctively, leaning into my touch, her eyes fluttering shut.

      I kissed her. Softly, at first. A gentle press of lips, tasting, exploring.

      She gasped against my mouth, her body trembling with the force of it, and it sent a shiver straight through me — raw, electric, unstoppable.

      I deepened the kiss, sliding one hand into her hair, tugging lightly until she moaned. Her fingers clutched at my waist, dragging me closer, hungry now, greedy.

      Behind her, Jason made a low, strangled noise — a sound halfway between awe and desperation. But I didn’t look at him.

      Not yet. This was for me and Lila first.

      I nipped at her lower lip, teasing, before pulling back just enough to see her face. Her cheeks were pink, her lips swollen, her pupils blown wide.

      Beautiful.

      I smiled and tugged gently at the hem of her cardigan.

      "Take this off," I whispered.

      She obeyed immediately, shrugging it off her shoulders and letting it pool on the couch behind her.

      Her tank top clung to every curve — the soft swell of her breasts, the delicate line of her ribs. She was shaking slightly, her skin breaking out in goosebumps under my gaze.

      I skimmed my fingertips down her bare arms, savoring every inch of new, exposed skin.

      Then I turned my head — slowly, deliberately — and looked at Jason.

      He was still frozen, hands fisted against the couch, his chest rising and falling in ragged breaths. His eyes were wild, desperate, drinking in the sight of us like he couldn’t believe it was real.

      I smiled and finally gave him permission.

      "Touch her," I said softly. "Anywhere you want."

      His hands shot up like he couldn’t hold back another second. He cupped Lila’s waist, his fingers spreading over her ribs, sliding up to brush the sides of her breasts.

      She whimpered softly, leaning back against him, offering herself up to both of us.

      I took the hem of her tank top between my fingers and pulled it up, slow and teasing, baring the smooth, flushed skin of her belly, the delicate line of her bra.

      Jason helped, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside.

      She sat there in nothing but a lacy white bra and her jeans, looking so sweet and so sinful all at once.

      I brushed my fingers lightly over her chest, tracing the edge of the lace, letting my nails scrape gently across her sensitive skin. She gasped, arching into my touch.

      I turned to Jason again.

      "Now you," I said.

      His eyes darkened, and he stripped his t-shirt off in one quick, rough motion, baring the strong, lean lines of his torso — all muscle and need and barely restrained hunger.

      I reached out and ran my nails lightly down his chest, smiling when he hissed through his teeth.

      This was mine to orchestrate.

      Mine to control.

      And I wasn’t done yet.

      I shifted closer, pressing a kiss to Lila’s shoulder, then down to the soft swell of her breast, just above the lace. She whimpered again, trembling under my mouth.

      Jason’s hands roamed over her body, worshiping her with slow, reverent touches, following my lead.

      I kissed my way up Lila’s neck, nipping gently at the delicate skin there, savoring every tiny shiver, every whispered plea.

      Then I leaned back, sitting on my heels, and surveyed them both — flushed, panting, desperate.

      Perfect. Exactly where I wanted them.

      I let the moment stretch — just a few seconds longer — savoring the sight of them.

      The air in the room seemed to thicken, vibrating around us with a slow, humming tension that I could feel deep in my bones. Every breath I took seemed louder, heavier, soaked in the heat swirling between us.

      Jason sat frozen across from me, stripped to just his jeans, muscles drawn tight beneath golden skin that still glistened faintly under the flickering light of the TV. His chest rose and fell with uneven, heavy breaths. His hands, broad and strong, rested on Lila’s slim waist, possessive without even meaning to be. Like he couldn’t help but claim her even in stillness.

      And Lila… God, Lila.

      She trembled where she sat on his lap, her lace bra barely containing the sweet, soft curves of her breasts. Her lips were parted, catching on the shaky little breaths she couldn’t quite seem to control. Her skin, kissed pink from our touches, glowed under the dim light.

      She was all soft edges and wide, reverent eyes, looking at me as if I were the sun and she was the one lucky enough to bask in it.

      Both of them waited for me.

      Waited to be told what to do.

      Waited to see what came next.

      The power of it, the beauty of it, settled deep and heavy inside me, a thrumming ache low in my belly.

      I smoothed my palms slowly down the sides of my thighs, feeling the soft brush of my dress as it shifted over my overheated skin. Even that simple touch sparked little jolts of sensation under my fingertips, lighting me up in ways I couldn’t remember ever feeling before.

      I held their gazes — Jason’s dark and desperate, Lila’s wide and wanting — and then, slowly, deliberately, I reached for the hem of my dress.

      My heart thudded in my ears as I lifted it up and over my head, peeling it away inch by inch, letting the cool air lick at my bare skin as it was exposed.

      I wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

      I hadn’t planned to.

      Some part of me had known tonight was going to end like this — that once the door opened, there’d be no closing it again.

      The dress fell to the floor in a soft whisper of fabric, forgotten.

      I stood there naked before them, letting them look.

      Letting them want.

      Jason’s eyes darkened immediately, his jaw tightening, his mouth parting in an unconscious, hungry gasp. His gaze roamed my body slowly, reverently, like he couldn’t decide where to look first — my flushed breasts, my softly heaving belly, the wet heat glistening between my thighs.

      Lila’s reaction was quieter but no less intense.

      She made a soft, broken sound, almost like a whimper, her whole body leaning toward me instinctively.

      Her gaze trailed down my body with wide, adoring eyes, drinking in every curve, every inch of exposed skin like she couldn't quite believe I was real.

      I stayed there, standing, letting the moment hang suspended between us like a held breath.

      Feeling their longing.

      Feeling my own.

      Finally, when I couldn't bear it any longer, I moved.

      I climbed onto the couch, the cushions dipping under my weight, and knelt between them — the heat of their bodies pressing against me from either side, crackling like live wires just barely brushing.

      I turned to Lila first, reaching out and brushing my knuckles lightly over her cheek.

      She tilted her head into the touch, her lips parting even more, a tiny, desperate little sound escaping her throat.

      "Take it all off," I murmured, my voice low and coaxing.

      Her hands shook as she reached behind her back, fumbling for the clasp of her bra.

      She hesitated for a beat — a breathless, trembling second — and then unhooked it, letting it slide down her arms and fall away.

      Her bare breasts rose and fell with every shuddering breath she took, her nipples pebbled and tight from the cool air — or maybe just from being so thoroughly watched.

      God, she was beautiful.

      I leaned in and pressed a soft kiss just above her heart, feeling it hammer wildly against her ribcage.

      Her skin was hot, her pulse frantic.

      Behind her, Jason’s hands twitched on the couch cushions, his restraint fraying with every second.

      But he stayed still.

      Waiting for me.

      Good.

      I smiled against Lila’s skin and skimmed my hands down her sides, finding the waistband of her jeans. I hooked my fingers into the denim and tugged gently.

      She lifted her hips without hesitation this time, trusting me, letting me strip her bare.

      The jeans and panties slid down her long legs in one slow, delicious motion, revealing her completely to us — trembling, glistening, desperate.

      I ran my palms up her thighs, savoring the heat of her skin, the slick evidence of just how badly she wanted this.

      Wanted us.

      "You're stunning," I whispered, my breath brushing against the sensitive skin inside her thigh.

      She shivered violently, her fingers fisting the couch.

      I turned my attention to Jason then, feeling his tension coil tighter.

      "Now you," I said softly, the command threading through my voice.

      He didn’t hesitate.

      He shoved his jeans down and off in a rough, almost frantic motion, baring himself to us completely — hard, flushed, throbbing with need.

      The sight of him made something hungry and primal coil inside me.

      Familiar and yet somehow brand new — seen now through the lens of my own power, my own orchestrated fantasy made flesh.

      I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the base of him, feeling the heat, the weight, the pulse that beat there just for me.

      Jason groaned low in his throat, his hips jerking forward instinctively.

      Across from me, Lila stared, wide-eyed, her hands digging into the couch as she watched me touch him.

      I smiled — slow, wicked — and tugged her closer, curling my free hand around her delicate wrist.

      "Touch him," I murmured, guiding her hand over his. "Feel how much he wants you."

      Lila hesitated for just a moment — a sharp little inhale — and then her fingers curled around him, soft and careful and trembling with awe.

      Jason’s head tipped back with a ragged groan, his body straining between us, caught helplessly between needing more and wanting to savor every second.

      Shifting on the couch, I dipped my head to Lila’s neck first, brushing my lips along the delicate curve where her pulse fluttered wildly beneath her skin.

      She smelled so sweet, and I breathed her in like I needed her to survive.

      I pressed a kiss there, just beneath her jawline, savoring the soft gasp that slipped from her lips.

      Her skin was fever-hot under my mouth, trembling with every tiny breath she took.

      I trailed lower, kissing along her shoulder, following the fragile line of her collarbone with gentle, teasing brushes of my mouth.

      Each time I touched her, she shivered a little harder, her body arching helplessly toward me as if she couldn't help it.

      All the while, her hand moved in slow motions over Jason’s cock — her fingers tightening just slightly with every ragged groan he gave.

      It was beautiful to watch: her torn between the overwhelming pleasure of being touched and the need to give pleasure back.

      When I kissed my way even lower, finding the taut peak of her nipple, she whimpered softly — a broken, needy little sound that went straight to the center of me.

      I drew the tight bud into my mouth, tugging gently, teasing it with the flick of my tongue, while my free hand skimmed over her trembling belly, feeling her muscles clench and flutter under my touch.

      Her whole body arched toward me, desperate and sweet, offering herself up without hesitation, without fear.

      Jason couldn’t stay still anymore.

      His hands, so long restrained, finally moved — sliding up Lila’s sides with slow sweeps.

      He skimmed over her ribs, cupping the full weight of her breasts in his hands, his thumbs brushing across her nipples, teasing them into even tighter peaks as I kissed and licked and lavished her with attention.

      Lila gasped — sharp and helpless — shuddering between us, overwhelmed by the double assault of touch and mouth and heat.

      It was perfect.

      It was exactly what I wanted.

      To drown her in pleasure.

      To make her feel cherished.

      Ruined.

      Loved.

      I pulled back slightly, my mouth tingling, her taste still lingering on my tongue.

      I lifted my head and pressed a soft kiss to her trembling lips, catching the broken, desperate noises she tried to swallow.

      She kissed me back fiercely, clinging to me with trembling hands, her whole body humming with need.

      I pulled away slowly, smoothing my palm over her flushed cheek.

      "Lie back," I whispered, my voice thick with emotion.

      She obeyed without question, sprawling across the couch, her hair a dark, tangled halo around her flushed, gorgeous face.

      Jason hovered above her, muscles taut, chest heaving, his hands braced on either side of her body like he needed the couch to hold him up.

      I stroked a hand down Lila’s thigh — slow, steady — coaxing her legs apart, baring her completely to both of us.

      She opened for us with a sweet, shy whimper, her body slick and trembling, shining under the flickering light of the TV.

      I dragged my gaze up her body, lingering on every inch — the delicate flutter of her stomach, the heavy swell of her breasts, the pleading look in her wide, dark eyes.

      And then I turned to Jason.

      He met my gaze — desperate, pleading — asking me silently one last time.

      Is this really okay?

      I nodded once, slow and certain.

      And he pushed forward.

      I held my breath, watching as Jason slid inside her — slow, careful, inch by inch — stretching her tight, slick pussy around him.

      Lila let out a soft, broken moan, her head falling back against the couch, her hands clutching at Jason’s arms like she needed him to hold her together.

      Jason groaned low and deep, his face twisting in a beautiful, raw expression of pleasure, his eyes fluttering shut for a moment as he sank fully into her.

      They stayed like that for a heartbeat — joined, trembling, breathing each other in.

      And I drank in every second of it.

      Jason began to move, slow and measured at first, rocking his hips into her in a steady rhythm that built gradually.

      Lila’s moans grew louder, sweeter, more desperate — a breathless music filling the room and threading through my veins like fire.

      I leaned down and kissed her again, capturing her cries against my mouth, sharing her pleasure, tasting it in every ragged breath she gave me.

      Jason's hands moved up her thighs, over her hips, across her waist, worshiping every inch of her body as he moved inside her.

      I let my own hands roam too, stroking Jason’s broad, sweat-slicked back, tracing the trembling lines of his muscles as he fought to keep his rhythm steady, to make it last.

      I kissed along Lila’s throat, whispering soft, filthy encouragements against her flushed skin.

      "You’re so sexy," I breathed, meaning it more than I’d ever meant anything.

      "You’re doing so good for us."

      She whimpered softly, her hands gripping my shoulders, holding me tight, grounding herself against the tide of sensation crashing through her.

      Jason picked up the pace, thrusting deeper, harder, making Lila gasp and cling to both of us.

      Her whole body tightened — thighs trembling around Jason’s hips, her nails digging into my skin — and I knew the signs.

      I slid my hand between their bodies, finding her swollen, slick clit and circling it gently with my fingers.

      It was too much.

      She shattered.

      Lila cried out, her body clenching around Jason with violent, helpless spasms, dragging him over the edge with her.

      Jason groaned her name against her throat, thrusting deep one final time before stilling, trembling with the force of his release.

      I kissed Lila’s temple, stroked her sweat-damp hair, holding her as she came down, breathless and shivering in my arms.

      Lila stirred, still catching her breath, her body trembling lightly from the intensity of everything we had just given her.

      I brushed her hair back from her flushed, sweat-damp forehead, pressing a slow kiss there, savoring how soft and pliant she was in my arms.

      But then she tilted her face up to mine, her expression shifting — her eyes dark, fierce with sudden purpose.

      "I want to," she whispered, her voice still ragged, but full of a trembling kind of hunger. "Please. Let me... let me make you feel good too."

      The plea in her voice sliced straight through me.

      For a beat, I hesitated — not because I didn’t want it, but because part of me had wrapped myself so tightly around the idea of giving, of orchestrating, that I almost forgot what it felt like to simply... receive.

      But when she looked up at me like that — like she needed it as much as I did — I felt myself soften, melt.

      "Okay," I breathed, my heart pounding wildly. "Okay, sweetheart."

      Lila smiled — shy but radiant — and shifted beneath me, guiding my hips higher, positioning me so I was straddling her face.

      My thighs trembled as I knelt over her, baring myself completely to her eager, waiting mouth.

      I caught Jason’s gaze — hungry, adoring — as he knelt beside us, his hand coming to rest on the curve of my hip.

      His fingers squeezed gently, grounding me, steadying me, as Lila's hands slid up the backs of my thighs, urging me lower.

      The first touch of her tongue — soft, tentative — made my whole body jolt.

      A broken moan tore from my throat as I rocked against her mouth, my hands flying to the couch back for balance.

      God, she was so sweet, so eager, her mouth working me with slow, devoted strokes, her tongue lapping at my slickness with a careful reverence that made my chest ache.

      Jason’s hands didn’t stay idle.

      One hand caressed my hip, stroking lazy circles over my skin, while the other slid up between my breasts, cupping, teasing, his thumb brushing back and forth over my taut, aching nipple.

      The sensations layered, tangled, crashing into each other.

      Lila’s mouth.

      Jason’s hands.

      The deep, primal satisfaction of being the center of their devotion — the way they both worshiped me without hesitation, without shame.

      I let my head fall back, a gasp escaping my parted lips as I ground myself more firmly against Lila’s mouth, riding her tongue with slow, desperate rolls of my hips.

      She whimpered beneath me, the vibrations sending sparks shooting up my spine.

      Every stroke of Jason’s fingers, every suck and flick of Lila’s tongue, drove me higher, faster, until my entire body was wound tight — trembling on the edge of something vast, something shattering.

      "Don't stop," I gasped, barely recognizing my own voice. "Please... don't stop."

      Jason’s lips found the side of my neck, kissing, biting gently, while his fingers pinched and tugged at my nipple, sending sharp, electric pleasure shooting straight between my legs.

      I rode Lila’s face harder now, unable to hold back, lost to the rhythm, the need.

      She moaned against me, her hands gripping my thighs, urging me on, pulling me closer, deeper, desperate to give me everything.

      And God, she did.

      The orgasm broke over me like a tidal wave, stealing my breath, stealing my mind.

      I cried out, my body locking up, muscles clenching tight, as pleasure burst behind my eyes — blinding, endless, perfect.

      Lila lapped at me through it, gentle, devoted, until the tremors faded and I sagged against the couch, boneless and gasping.

      Jason wrapped his arms around me from behind, pulling me back against his chest, holding me tenderly as I came down from the high.

      Beneath me, Lila smiled up at me, her lips glistening, her eyes bright with pride and affection.

      I cupped her cheek in my palm, stroking gently, gratitude and something deeper blooming in my chest.

      “Stay the night with us,” I said. She beamed a smile and nodded quietly.
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        * * *

      

      Morning light streamed in through the curtains, soft and golden.

      I shifted slightly, feeling the delicious ache low in my belly, the tender soreness between my thighs — the physical reminders of everything we had given and taken last night. My muscles protested even the smallest movement, but the ache was sweet, satisfying.

      Earned.

      Jason was pressed against my back, one arm thrown over my waist, his breath warm against the curve of my neck.

      Lila was curled against my front, her head tucked under my chin, her hand still resting lightly on my hip as if she hadn't wanted to let go, even in sleep.

      I lay there for a long moment, eyes half-closed, savoring the weight and warmth of them.

      Their bodies against mine.

      Their breathing, slow and steady, syncing with mine like we were still moving together even in sleep.

      There was a flicker of fear at the edges of my mind — a tiny voice whispering that this was the part where things should feel awkward, complicated, heavy with regret.

      But it didn’t.

      If anything, everything felt clearer. Lighter.

      I felt more alive, more seen, more... myself than I had in years.

      Lila stirred against me, letting out a soft, sleepy hum. Her lashes fluttered as she blinked up at me, a shy smile tugging at her swollen lips.

      "Hey," she whispered, her voice rough from sleep.

      "Hey," I whispered back, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

      Jason shifted too, groaning quietly, burying his face in the crook of my neck. His arm tightened around my waist like he was afraid I might disappear.

      Lila glanced between us, her cheeks coloring adorably.

      "So... um," she said, her voice soft but playful. "Anybody regret anything?"

      I laughed — a low, warm sound that rumbled through my chest — and tightened my arms around both of them.

      "Not even a little bit," I said.

      Jason mumbled something that sounded suspiciously like agreement into my neck.

      Lila beamed, ducking her head shyly against my shoulder.

      And I knew, deep in my bones, that she wasn’t asking just about last night.

      She was asking about us.

      About whether she still fit here.

      Whether we still wanted her.

      I answered her without words.

      I turned first to Jason, cupping his jaw and pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his mouth. He kissed me back tenderly.

      Then I turned to Lila, tipping her chin up gently, and kissed her too — soft and lingering and sweet, savoring the way her breath caught in her throat, the way her hand clutched at my hip like she never wanted to let go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Her First Taste

          

        

      

    

    
      “What movie should we watch tonight?” I asked Jenna, watching the way her eyes kept flickering—not at me, but at Evan across the room.

      He was in the kitchen, digging through the cabinets for popcorn, wearing just a fitted black T-shirt and those gray joggers that always clung a little too well to his thighs. Jenna’s gaze lingered, a little too long, a little too obviously. I bit my lip to hide a smile.

      Jenna had been my best friend since high school. We did everything together. Late-night drives. Terrible Tinder dates. Crying over those terrible Tinder dates. She was the one constant in my life—besides Evan. And maybe it should’ve bothered me, the way she stared at him. But it didn’t.

      It kind of turned me on.

      I knew Jenna hadn’t been with anyone since her last boyfriend—a complete jackass who tore her down until she didn’t even recognize herself anymore. And it showed. She was touch-starved, attention-starved. It was in every look, every nervous laugh. And tonight, it made me wonder something reckless.

      Maybe she didn’t need a random stranger to help her feel wanted again.

      Maybe she needed someone safe.

      Maybe she needed Evan.

      Jenna tucked a strand of silky brown hair behind her ear and shrugged. “Anything. I’m just happy to hang out with you guys.”

      Her smile was bright, but there was a weight behind it. I leaned over and bumped her shoulder playfully.

      “You sure you’re okay?” I asked.

      She blinked at me. “Of course! Why?”

      “No reason. You just seem...” I trailed off, trying to find the right word. Needy. Hungry. Horny.

      “...tired,” I finished, lamely.

      Jenna laughed and leaned her head against my shoulder for a second, her hair soft against my skin. “You’re sweet. Just...long week.”

      Evan plopped down on the couch next to me, tossing the popcorn in my lap. “Movie time,” he declared.

      He draped an arm around my shoulders, and I leaned into him automatically. His body was warm and solid and familiar. Jenna hugged a pillow to her chest and tucked her legs under her, pretending to focus on the screen. But I caught her stealing glances—at Evan’s hand on my thigh, at the easy way he kissed the top of my head, at the muscles flexing under his shirt when he shifted.

      The thought hit me again, harder this time: What if I shared him with her?

      Just once.

      Just to give her back some of the confidence she’d lost.

      Could I be that brave? That reckless?

      I shifted in Evan’s arms and caught his eye. His dark brows lifted slightly in question. I gave a small shake of my head. Not yet.

      We watched the movie, but none of us were really watching. I could feel the tension building between us like static electricity. Every time Evan laughed, Jenna smiled too brightly. Every time his fingers grazed my skin, Jenna squeezed the pillow tighter.

      When the credits rolled, Evan stood up and stretched, his shirt riding up to reveal a flash of abs. Jenna flushed and looked away so fast it was almost comical.

      “I’m gonna hit the shower,” he said, ruffling my hair affectionately.

      I smiled up at him. “Don’t be too long.”

      When he disappeared down the hall, I turned to Jenna. She was fiddling with the hem of her hoodie, her cheeks still pink.

      “You know,” I said carefully, “you’re allowed to find him attractive.”

      Her head snapped up. “What? No, I— I wasn’t—”

      I laughed softly. “Jenna. It’s okay. I mean, he’s objectively hot.”

      She groaned and buried her face in the pillow. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be weird.”

      “You’re not weird. You’re...human.”

      She peeked at me through her hair, her expression miserable. “It’s just been so long, Soph. I forgot what it even feels like to be touched. To be...wanted.”

      Her voice cracked a little, and my heart squeezed painfully.

      Without thinking, I scooted closer and wrapped my arms around her. She clung to me like a lifeline, trembling slightly. I stroked her back, soothing.

      “You are wanted,” I whispered. “You’re beautiful. You’re amazing.”

      She shook her head against my shoulder.

      I hesitated, heart pounding, the dangerous idea unfurling again inside me like a slow, wicked bloom.

      “What if...” I said, voice barely a whisper, “you didn’t have to wait for some random guy to make you feel that way again?”

      Jenna stiffened slightly. She pulled back just enough to look at me, confused.

      “What are you talking about?”

      I tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, my fingers lingering against her cheek.

      “What if,” I said, very softly, “I shared Evan with you? Just once. Just...to remind you what it feels like.”

      The words hung between us, electric.

      Jenna’s mouth fell open. Her eyes widened. “You’re kidding.”

      “I’m not,” I said, feeling wild and brave and crazy all at once. “Only if you wanted to. Only if you felt safe.”

      She stared at me, stunned.

      Then—so slowly I almost didn’t catch it—she whispered, “You’d really do that? For me?”

      I smiled, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Of course. I love you, Jenna. I want you to feel alive again.”

      Her eyes filled with tears. She laughed, half-sobbing. “God, Sophie. You’re insane. And I love you for it.”

      I kissed her forehead gently. “Think about it, okay? No pressure. Ever.”

      She nodded, still shaking a little, still laughing through her tears.

      As I held her against me, I caught a glimpse of Evan emerging from the hallway, toweling off his damp hair, shirtless and impossibly gorgeous.

      Jenna’s eyes followed him, wide and hungry.

      And I knew right then. This was really going to happen. Not tonight, but soon.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The next morning felt strange.

      Not in a bad way—more like waking up in a new world where certain lines had been quietly erased overnight. Jenna texted me bright and early, like nothing had happened.

      Had so much fun last night. Love you!!! Followed by about six heart emojis and a gif of a dancing taco.

      I laughed, but my heart was pounding harder than it should’ve been. The wild idea still circled my brain, louder than ever.

      What if I shared Evan with her?

      The thought wasn’t going away. If anything, it was getting sharper.

      When Evan came home from his run, sweaty and flushed, I practically attacked him in the kitchen, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing him hard.

      “Whoa,” he laughed against my mouth. “What’s gotten into you?”

      “You,” I said, grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer.

      He grinned and kissed me again, hands roaming my hips like he couldn’t help himself. When we finally broke apart, I dragged him over to the couch, pushing him down.

      “I want to talk to you about something,” I said, sitting cross-legged beside him.

      “Uh-oh.” He smirked, but his eyes were careful.

      “No, it’s not bad. I promise.” I took a deep breath. “It’s about Jenna.”

      His smirk faded slightly. He leaned back, giving me his full attention.

      “Okay...what about her?”

      I picked at the hem of my shirt, nervous energy crackling under my skin.

      “I think she’s lonely. Really lonely. And it’s not like she’s ready to jump into some random hookup after what happened with Brad.”

      Evan’s jaw tightened a little at the name. He never liked that guy.

      “I know,” he said. “She deserves better.”

      “I know.” I hesitated, then just said it. “I was thinking…what if we helped her feel wanted again?”

      He blinked at me. “Helped her how?”

      I met his gaze, steady even though my heart felt like it might beat out of my chest.

      “What if...we shared you? With her. Just once.”

      The silence stretched between us, thick and humming.

      Evan stared at me like I’d just suggested we move to Mars. Then he blinked, shook his head slightly, and sat forward.

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

      I nodded. “Only if you want to. Only if she wants to. And only if you promise it’s about us—not about you sneaking around behind my back or anything.”

      He grabbed my hand and squeezed it hard. “You know I’d never do that.”

      I smiled a little.

      “I know.”

      Evan looked away for a moment, his thumb running over my knuckles, thinking.

      “God,” he said finally. “It’s hot. The idea. But I just...I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to mess up what we have.”

      I shifted closer to him, pressing my forehead against his.

      “You won’t,” I whispered. “I trust you. I want to give this to her. To you. To us.”

      He let out a shaky breath. “Jesus, Cherry. You’re gonna kill me.”

      I laughed and kissed him again, slow and deep.

      “So that’s a yes?” I teased against his lips.

      He kissed me back harder, his answer clear.

      Later that night, I invited Jenna over again—this time with a casual, movie night at my place excuse. I wanted everything to feel natural. No pressure.

      She showed up in her usual oversized hoodie and leggings, her hair pulled up in a messy bun, looking soft and beautiful without even trying.

      We ordered pizza, cracked open a bottle of wine, and settled onto the couch, just like always. Evan sat on one side, I sat in the middle, and Jenna tucked herself in on my other side.

      At first, it was normal. Laughing at the stupid movie. Arguing over who got the last slice of pizza.

      But after a while, something shifted.

      I rested my hand lightly on Evan’s thigh, feeling the familiar strength of him under my palm. Jenna’s eyes flickered toward us, her smile faltering for just a second before she caught herself.

      Without thinking, I shifted closer to her too, draping the blanket across all three of us.

      Evan’s hand slipped onto my knee, warm and steady. I curled into his side, but kept my free hand trailing lightly over Jenna’s arm, tracing patterns against the thin cotton of her sleeve.

      She looked at me then—really looked. Her eyes were wide, uncertain, hopeful.

      I smiled and leaned in, brushing my lips against her temple.

      A soft, barely-there kiss.

      An invitation.

      She shivered.

      Evan noticed but said nothing. He shifted closer too, his body heat radiating against me, against her.

      Slowly, deliberately, I moved my hand from Jenna’s arm to her thigh, stroking softly through the fabric of her leggings.

      She sucked in a breath, but didn’t pull away.

      I glanced at Evan, gave him a tiny nod. His eyes darkened, but he stayed still, letting me lead.

      I leaned over Jenna again, my heart hammering, and kissed her cheek, then her jaw, then the corner of her mouth.

      She turned into me, meeting my kiss halfway, and suddenly we were kissing—soft and slow at first, then deeper, hungrier.

      Evan’s hand slid higher on my thigh, and I whimpered against Jenna’s mouth, heat pooling low in my belly.

      Jenna’s hands found my waist, tentative but desperate, pulling me closer. I felt her fingers trembling against my skin.

      I broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against her lips, “Is this okay?”

      She nodded, eyes shining. “Yeah,” she breathed. “More than okay.”

      I kissed her again, tasting her sighs, her sweet breath. Evan pressed himself against my back, his erection thick and hard through his jeans.

      The three of us tangled together under the blanket, hands sliding, bodies pressing closer. I didn’t know where I ended and Jenna began, or where Evan’s touch slipped from me to her.

      All I knew was the fire building inside me—the reckless, glorious need to give everything I had to the two people I loved most. The movie was still playing, but none of us were paying attention anymore.

      Under the blanket, our hands kept moving—slow, tentative, exploring. Evan’s fingers brushed my bare hip where my shirt had ridden up, and Jenna’s palm rested against my thigh, her thumb making tiny, nervous circles against my skin.

      I leaned into Jenna again, breathing in the soft, sweet scent of her shampoo, and kissed her. She kissed me back instantly—no hesitation. Her mouth was soft, warm, tasting faintly of the wine we’d shared.

      Evan shifted behind me, his chest pressing against my back, his breathing heavier now. I could feel the tension in him, coiled tight and waiting, but he stayed patient, letting me guide it.

      I slid my hand to Jenna’s waist, tracing the curve of her body through her hoodie. She shivered under my touch, making a soft, helpless sound into my mouth.

      Without thinking, I moved my hand higher, slipping it under the hem of her sweatshirt to find bare skin. Her stomach quivered under my fingertips, and she let out a soft gasp.

      I pulled back just enough to look at her, my thumb stroking her side gently.

      "Still okay?" I whispered.

      She nodded, her cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted.

      "I want you," she whispered back, so quietly it was almost a confession.

      My heart twisted in my chest.

      I leaned in and kissed her again, deeper this time, more confident. She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling me closer, needy and desperate.

      Behind me, Evan's hand crept higher along my thigh, slipping under the loose hem of my shorts. I arched my back slightly, pressing into him, silently giving permission.

      I broke away from Jenna just long enough to turn toward Evan. His eyes were dark, almost black, his jaw tight with restraint. I kissed him too, slow and lingering, tasting the heat building between us.

      When I pulled back, Evan’s gaze flickered between me and Jenna—checking, waiting.

      I turned back to Jenna, my voice shaking a little with nerves and excitement.

      "Can I touch you?" I asked her, my hand still resting against the bare skin of her waist.

      Jenna swallowed hard and nodded.

      I smiled, kissed her cheek, and tugged at the hem of her sweatshirt. She lifted her arms shyly, letting me peel it off over her head.

      Underneath, she wore a thin, white camisole that clung to every perfect curve. Her nipples were hard and visible through the fabric, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

      "You’re beautiful," I whispered.

      Jenna blushed so deeply that it reached the tips of her ears.

      I slid my hands up her sides, feeling her shiver under my touch, and cupped her breasts gently through the thin material. She gasped and pressed into me instinctively, her hands gripping my waist.

      Evan moved closer behind me, his body heat wrapping around us like a second blanket. He kissed the side of my neck, slow and deliberate, while I explored Jenna’s body with reverent hands.

      I lowered my mouth to her neck, trailing kisses along her pulse, then down to the strap of her camisole. I tugged it down gently, exposing one perfect, pink nipple. Jenna whimpered, her head falling back against the couch.

      I leaned down and took her into my mouth, sucking lightly, feeling her entire body tense and tremble under me. Her hands clutched my shoulders, grounding herself.

      Behind me, Evan slid his hand higher, finally slipping under the edge of my panties to find the slick heat waiting for him. I gasped against Jenna’s breast, and she cried out softly in response, our sounds blending together in the thick, heated air.

      Evan’s fingers moved slowly, lazily, stroking me with maddening patience. I rolled my hips against his hand, needing more, but I stayed focused on Jenna, wanting to give her as much as I was getting.

      I shifted, kissing a trail down her stomach, stopping just above the waistband of her leggings.

      I looked up at her, giving her one last chance to stop this.

      But Jenna lifted her hips slightly, silently begging me to keep going.

      I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her leggings and tugged them down, along with her panties, revealing her to the cool air and to my hungry gaze.

      She was glistening already, her thighs trembling slightly. My mouth watered at the sight of her.

      I kissed the inside of her thigh first, then the other, making her squirm. Finally, I leaned in and licked a slow, teasing stripe up her center.

      Jenna cried out, her hands flying to my hair, clutching desperately.

      Behind me, Evan groaned low in his throat, his fingers thrusting into me deeper now, matching the slow, steady rhythm of my tongue on Jenna.

      It was dizzying—pleasuring her while being pleasured myself, feeling the connection between all three of us thickening, deepening.

      Jenna bucked against my mouth, desperate and wild, and I knew she was close.

      "Come for me," I whispered against her, my breath hot on her slick skin.

      She did. With a choked cry, she came, her entire body seizing and shuddering as she ground herself against my mouth.

      I licked her through it, slow and gentle, until she finally collapsed back against the couch, boneless and gasping for air.

      I sat up, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and met Evan’s eyes.

      He looked wrecked—eyes dark, chest heaving, the bulge in his jeans straining painfully against the fabric.

      I turned back to Jenna, brushing the hair from her flushed face.

      "You’re incredible," I whispered.

      She gave a breathless laugh, her cheeks pink, her body still trembling slightly.

      I kissed her forehead, then turned and kissed Evan too—claiming him, reminding him that we were still us even as we expanded into something new.

      He kissed me back hungrily, his hand sliding up my shirt, claiming me right back.

      The room felt electric. Every breath, every shift of fabric against skin, every glance—charged.

      Jenna was still panting softly, her body warm against mine, her face glowing. Evan knelt behind me, his hands trailing up under my shirt, rough palms sliding over my heated skin. His touch felt different now—hungrier, but somehow more careful too, like he knew what we were stepping into and wanted to savor every second of it.

      I turned and kissed him, deep and slow, threading my fingers through his dark hair. When I pulled back, I caught Jenna watching us with wide, shining eyes.

      I reached for her, pulling her into the kiss. She hesitated only for a heartbeat before leaning in, our mouths finding each other easily, naturally. Evan's hand slipped from my waist to hers, smoothing up her bare side, and Jenna gasped softly against my lips.

      "Is this still okay?" I murmured against her skin.

      "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

      That was all we needed.

      I tugged at Evan's shirt, pulling it off over his head, revealing the strong, familiar muscles of his chest. Jenna’s eyes traveled over him hungrily, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

      I smiled and reached for the waistband of his jeans, popping the button open, dragging the zipper down. He helped, shoving them off along with his boxers, until he stood before us completely naked, his cock already thick and hard.

      Jenna's breath hitched. I couldn’t blame her. I still caught my breath sometimes when I looked at him like this.

      I took Jenna’s hand and placed it against Evan’s chest, guiding her gently.

      She hesitated for a moment, then slid her hand down, tentative and curious, her fingers brushing over his abs, then lower still.

      When she wrapped her fingers around him, Evan groaned, low and broken.

      I kissed Jenna’s shoulder, whispering encouragement in her ear. "Just like that."

      She stroked him carefully at first, then with more confidence, watching the way Evan’s body responded, how his hips jerked slightly toward her touch.

      I leaned back, letting them explore each other. Watching Jenna touch Evan, watching Evan give himself over to her—it was hotter than anything I'd ever imagined.

      I shed my own clothes slowly, peeling off my shirt, my shorts, my panties, until I was as bare as they were.

      When I pressed against Jenna again, skin to skin, she moaned and leaned into me.

      Evan pulled us both closer, his hands roaming over our bodies freely now, touching, squeezing, caressing.

      I kissed Jenna deeply, feeling Evan’s hand slide down between us, between her legs. She gasped into my mouth when his fingers found her, slick and ready.

      He stroked her slowly, drawing soft, breathless whimpers from her. I kissed down her neck, her shoulder, her breast, worshiping every inch of her while Evan worked his magic lower.

      Jenna’s body was trembling again, caught between us, every nerve lit up.

      "I want you," she gasped, her hips rocking against his hand.

      I pulled back slightly, brushing her hair from her flushed face.

      "Then take him," I whispered. "You can have him."

      She stared at me, searching for any hint of hesitation, any sign that this was wrong.

      But there wasn’t any. Only love. Only hunger.

      She nodded shakily.

      Evan shifted, guiding her gently to her back on the couch. He knelt between her legs, looking up at me one more time, asking for silent permission.

      I gave it with a smile and a kiss to his temple.

      He positioned himself at Jenna’s entrance, rubbing the thick head of his cock against her soaked folds. Jenna whimpered, her hips lifting instinctively.

      Slowly, so slowly, Evan pushed inside her.

      Jenna gasped, her nails digging into the cushions, her head falling back. Evan froze, giving her time, breathing hard.

      "You okay?" he rasped.

      She nodded frantically, tears brimming in her eyes—but they were good tears. Tears of release. Of feeling wanted. Worshiped.

      I leaned down and kissed her, soft and reassuring, while Evan started to move—slow, deep thrusts that made Jenna’s entire body rock against mine.

      Watching him take her was overwhelming—beautiful, emotional, so raw it almost hurt.

      I kissed her through it, whispered filthy encouragement in her ear, told her how gorgeous she looked, how good she felt, how she deserved to be worshiped like this.

      Evan picked up the pace, grunting softly with each thrust, his hands gripping Jenna’s hips tightly.

      I slid my hand down Jenna’s body, finding her clit, circling it gently with my fingers.

      She cried out, her body arching, caught in a rising wave of pleasure.

      "Come for us," I whispered against her ear. "Let go, baby."

      She did—with a sharp, broken cry, her body locking up and then shattering apart under both of us.

      Evan groaned and buried himself deep inside her, his body stiffening as he found his own release, hot and shuddering.

      For a long moment, none of us moved. We just stayed there, tangled together, breathing hard, hearts pounding in unison.

      Evan finally pulled out slowly, careful not to hurt her, and collapsed onto the couch beside us.

      I curled into Jenna’s side, wrapping my arms around her, kissing her temple softly.

      "You were perfect," I whispered.

      She laughed, breathless and shaky. "You’re crazy. Both of you are crazy."

      "But you loved it," I teased, nuzzling against her.

      She smiled, a real, radiant smile I hadn’t seen in months.

      "Yeah," she admitted. "I loved it."

      Evan reached out, pulling both of us into his arms. We lay there together, wrapped in each other, warmth and laughter bubbling between us.

      No awkwardness. No regret.

      Only something deeper, sweeter, fiercer.

      Something that had changed us forever.
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        * * *

      

      Morning sunlight slanted through the windows, dusting everything in a soft, golden glow.

      I stirred slowly, blinking against the light, my body deliciously sore in the best way. The blanket was tangled around my legs, the couch cushions askew, and a heavy, familiar weight was draped over me.

      I smiled sleepily as I realized it was Jenna, curled against my side, her cheek resting on my bare shoulder. Evan was sprawled on the floor below us, an arm tossed carelessly over his face to block out the morning sun.

      For a minute, I just lay there, breathing it all in.

      The scent of us—sex, sweat, skin—still lingered in the air. My body thrummed faintly with the memory of everything we’d shared just hours before.

      And strangely... there was no awkwardness. No guilt. Only a quiet, humming kind of peace.

      Jenna shifted against me, mumbling something incoherent into my skin.

      I stroked her hair gently. “Morning, sleepyhead.”

      She groaned and buried her face against me, her body pressing closer.

      I chuckled softly and kissed the top of her head. She smelled like vanilla and something that made my chest ache in a way I couldn’t quite name.

      Evan stirred next, lifting his arm and squinting up at us.

      "Well," he croaked, his voice rough with sleep, "this is a pretty nice way to wake up."

      I laughed and reached down to ruffle his messy hair.

      "Yeah, well, don’t get too used to it," I teased.

      He grinned lazily and stretched, muscles rippling under his skin.

      Jenna finally lifted her head, her hair a wild halo around her flushed face.

      She looked at me, then at Evan, and then burst out laughing.

      "What?" I asked, grinning.

      "We're a mess," she said, wiping at the smudged mascara under her eyes. "A complete, beautiful mess."

      Evan propped himself up on one elbow, smirking. "Speak for yourself. I look amazing."

      Jenna snorted and threw a pillow at him, which he caught easily and tossed right back.

      I sat up, pulling the blanket around myself, and stretched my arms over my head. Every muscle in my body protested, but it was the best kind of ache—a reminder of just how much we had given each other.

      Jenna pulled her camisole back on, her cheeks pinking slightly now that the boldness of the night had melted into daylight.

      I reached out and caught her hand before she could retreat too far.

      "Hey," I said softly. "You okay?"

      She looked at me, really looked, and I saw the flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. The fear that maybe now everything would be different. Ruined.

      But it wasn’t.

      I squeezed her hand, smiling warmly. "No regrets. Okay?"

      Her face crumpled for just a second with relief, and she nodded quickly.

      "Okay," she whispered.

      Evan climbed up onto the couch, wrapping one arm around each of us, pulling us into a warm, messy pile.

      "I don't know about you girls," he said, voice rumbling against my back, "but I’m starving."

      Jenna giggled. "You’re always starving."

      "Hey, I worked hard last night," he teased, nipping at my ear playfully.

      I squealed and shoved him away, laughing.

      "You worked hard?" Jenna said, raising an eyebrow. "Pretty sure I was doing a lot of the work too."

      "Trust me," Evan said, mock-serious. "It was very demanding labor."

      We all burst out laughing, the tension evaporating like morning mist.

      Eventually, we dragged ourselves into the kitchen. I wore one of Evan’s huge T-shirts, Jenna borrowed a hoodie from me, and Evan wandered around shirtless, looking smug and sleepy.

      We cobbled together breakfast—toast, scrambled eggs, a pot of strong coffee—and sat around the kitchen table, picking at our food and exchanging lazy smiles.

      It felt weirdly... normal. Like this had always been part of us.

      I caught Jenna staring into her coffee cup, twirling her spoon absently, a small frown tugging at her lips.

      I nudged her gently with my foot under the table.

      "Hey," I said. "Talk to me."

      She looked up, biting her bottom lip. "I just..." she hesitated, glancing between Evan and me. "I don’t want to mess things up between you two. I don’t want you to feel weird. Or regret anything."

      Evan leaned forward, his dark eyes serious for once.

      "You didn't mess anything up," he said firmly. "You made everything better."

      I nodded, my heart swelling. "I meant it, Jenna," I said. "Last night awesome."

      Tears welled up in her eyes, and she wiped them away with a shaky laugh. "You guys are seriously the best," she said, her voice thick with emotion.

      We finished breakfast, lingering over coffee, stealing lazy kisses and soft touches, none of us in a rush to move away from the cocoon we’d built together.

      Eventually, Jenna stood and stretched, wincing a little.

      "Okay, definitely need a long, hot shower," she groaned, cracking her back dramatically.

      Evan and I laughed as she shuffled toward the bathroom, muttering about being too young to feel this old.

      When she was gone, Evan turned to me, his hand finding mine across the table. "You sure you're okay?" he asked, voice low.

      I squeezed his fingers. "I’m more than okay," I said. "I’m happy."

      He smiled, slow and tender, and leaned across the table to kiss me.

      I kissed him back, pouring all of my gratitude, my love, my hope into that kiss.

      Because somehow, against all odds, we hadn’t broken anything. We’d built something even stronger.

      And I knew—deep down—that this was only the beginning.
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      “Wait, hold on,” Naomi said, holding up a manicured hand as I described the house. “A beach house? Like, an actual house on the beach? Not a condo or some Airbnb where you have to share the hot tub with strangers in questionable swimwear?”

      I nodded, trying not to smile too much because I already knew where this conversation was heading. “Yeah, an actual house. Thom’s parents own it. It’s right on the water. He says you can hear the waves crashing from every room.”

      Naomi let out a loud, dramatic gasp and pressed a hand to her chest like I’d just told her I’d inherited a castle. “Rebecca Marie! You’re telling me now that your boyfriend has access to prime coastal real estate? Do you even understand how rare that is? This is… this is elite-level living.”

      I laughed, shaking my head at her antics. “It’s not like he owns it himself, Naomi. His parents bought it years ago when property prices weren’t insane. It's just their vacation home.”

      “Uh-huh.” She narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “And what did you say earlier? Something about staying there this weekend?”

      “Yes,” I said slowly, bracing myself for whatever angle she was about to work.

      She tilted her head and gave me that sly grin of hers that usually preceded trouble—or a very persuasive argument. “Okay, hear me out. What if—you know, just hypothetically—I came along with you guys?”

      I blinked at her in confusion, because surely she wasn’t serious. “What? Naomi, no! It’s supposed to be a romantic weekend for me and Thom.”

      “Romantic schmantic,” she said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “Think about it: how many cute couple pictures do you really need to take before he’s over it and you’re bored? Meanwhile”—she leaned forward, lowering her voice like she was conspiring with me—“if I come along, we can turn this into a whole thing. You’ll still have your romance or whatever, but I can help you document the trip for Instagram! A few dreamy sunset pictures here, maybe some candid shots of you two being adorable… It’ll be perfect!”

      “Naomi…” I groaned, dragging out her name in protest.

      “No, no, no—don’t ‘Naomi’ me yet!” She placed both hands flat on the table between us and locked eyes with me as if willing me to agree through sheer force of will. “You don’t understand how much this could boost my account right now. My followers love anything coastal or cottagecore adjacent. If I could get just one shot of me lounging on a deck overlooking the ocean…” She trailed off dreamily before snapping back into focus.

      “I can’t invite you,” I insisted weakly, though even as the words left my mouth, they felt unconvincing. “It’s not my house—it’s Thom’s parents’. And what would Thom say if I suddenly brought someone else along?”

      “Oh please,” she scoffed with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. “Thom loves me! And besides, do you really think he’ll care? He spends half his time playing guitar and talking about craft beer anyway—he probably won’t even notice I’m there. I’ll be like... a cool, photogenic ghost!” Naomi grinned, clearly proud of her ridiculous analogy.

      I sighed and rubbed my temples, feeling the familiar tug of guilt that always seemed to surface when I thought about denying her something. “It’s not that simple, Naomi. This weekend is really important to me. Thom and I haven’t had much time alone together lately, and this was supposed to be our chance to reconnect.”

      “I’m not trying to ruin your lovefest or whatever,” she said, softening her tone and leaning back in her chair. “I just… I feel like this could be mutually beneficial, you know? You get someone to third-wheel awkward situations if things get too tense between you two—because let’s be real, couples always have at least one mini-argument on trips—and I get content for my feed. Win-win!”

      I couldn’t help but let out a small laugh despite my growing frustration. “Wow, you’ve really thought this through, haven’t you?”

      “Of course I have! It’s called being resourceful,” she said with a wink, twirling a lock of her dark hair around her finger like some kind of cartoon villain plotting their next move.

      “Naomi…” I shook my head again, but the fight was draining out of me. She could sense it—I could see the way her eyes lit up with determination as she leaned forward again.

      “Rebecca,” she said seriously, using that tone she reserved for moments when she really wanted something from me. “You know I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important. This isn’t just about Instagram likes or whatever—I’m trying to build something here. And we’re best friends, right? You get how much this means to me.”

      The worst part was that I did understand. Naomi had been working tirelessly on her social media presence for months now, pouring hours into photoshoots and editing and networking with other influencers. She believed in herself so fiercely that it was almost contagious—almost.

      But still… this weekend wasn’t supposed to include anyone but Thom and me.

      “I’ll think about it,” I muttered finally, knowing full well what those words would mean to her.

      Naomi clapped her hands together triumphantly and let out an excited squeal. “Yes! Oh my God, you won’t regret this—I promise! It’s going to be amazing!”

      I tried not to look too defeated as she launched into a brainstorming session about potential hashtags and photo ideas for the trip. My mind was already racing ahead to my next challenge: telling Thom.
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        * * *

      

      That’s how I ended up standing outside his apartment later that evening, nervously shifting from foot to foot as I debated whether or not to knock on the door. The lights inside were on, and I could hear faint music playing—something soft and acoustic that was probably part of his ‘chill vibes’ playlist.

      Finally, I took a deep breath and knocked twice.

      Thom answered almost immediately, his face lighting up in surprise when he saw me. “Hey! What are you doing here? I thought we weren’t meeting up until tomorrow.”

      “Yeah, uh… surprise?” I said weakly, forcing a smile as he stepped aside to let me in. The familiar scent of his apartment—fresh coffee and that faint, woodsy cologne he always wore—hit me as I walked in, clutching the strap of my bag like it might anchor me.

      “Not that I’m complaining,” Thom said, closing the door behind me and wrapping his arms around my waist. “You know I like surprises.”

      I relaxed into his embrace for a moment before stepping back, fiddling with the hem of my sweater. “Actually, I came over because… well, there’s something I need to tell you.”

      He raised an eyebrow, but his expression stayed warm, curious. “Okay. Should I be worried?”

      “No, no, nothing bad!” I rushed out, though my heart was pounding hard enough to make it feel like a lie. “It’s just… about our trip this weekend.”

      “Alright…” He leaned casually against the edge of his kitchen counter, crossing his arms. His hair was slightly messy, probably from running his hands through it one too many times while working on one of his sketches. He looked so effortlessly handsome that for a moment, I almost forgot what I was there to say.

      “Naomi wants to come,” I blurted finally, before my nerves could get the better of me. “She thought it’d be a good opportunity for her social media stuff, and she’s been really insistent about it.”

      To my surprise—and slight irritation—Thom didn’t look upset or annoyed. Instead, he gave a small shrug and said calmly, “Okay.”

      “Okay?” I echoed, blinking at him. “That’s it?”

      “Well, yeah. If it’s important to her and you’re okay with it, then why not? It could actually be fun having someone else along for the ride.” He smiled at me in that easygoing way of his that usually melted all my tension away.

      But this time… something about his reaction didn’t sit quite right with me. Wasn’t he supposed to be at least a little disappointed? Or annoyed that our romantic weekend was turning into something decidedly less private?

      “You’re sure you don’t mind?” I pressed carefully.

      “Rebecca.” Thom stepped forward and took my hands in his, his gaze steady and reassuring. “I’m sure. We’ll still have plenty of time together—you don’t have to worry about that. And hey, Naomi’s fun. It’ll be fine.”

      Forcing myself to smile back at him, I nodded. “Yeah… fine.” But there was a small knot forming in my chest that refused to go away.

      “Now,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear as he leaned closer, “was there anything else you wanted to talk about? Or can I kiss you already?”

      My unease didn’t stand much of a chance against Thom when he looked at me like that. Pushing down whatever strange mix of jealousy and doubt had started bubbling up inside me, I tilted my chin up and kissed him instead.

      He kissed me back with more intensity than I expected—like he wanted to erase any lingering concerns from my mind through sheer force of passion alone. And for a little while, it worked.
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        * * *

      

      The following week came faster than I anticipated. Naomi was waiting outside of her apartment, all long legs and glossy hair that shimmered in the afternoon sun. She wore a cropped white halter top that barely covered her chest and a pair of neon green biker shorts that clung to her like a second skin. Sunglasses perched on her nose, she leaned against her suitcase with one hip cocked, scrolling through her phone.

      “There she is,” Thom said, his voice light with amusement as he parked the car. He unbuckled his seatbelt and gave me a quick grin before stepping out to help with her bags.

      I followed more slowly, gripping the door handle tighter than necessary. The knot in my chest from earlier in the week seemed to tighten as I watched Naomi greet Thom with an easy laugh, tossing her arms around him for a quick hug. Her perfectly manicured nails grazed his shoulders as she pulled back, and I felt a sharp twinge of something unpleasant twist in my stomach.

      “Rebecca!” Naomi beamed at me as I approached, throwing her arms around me in turn. Her perfume—something floral and just a tad overwhelming—filled my nose as we hugged. “Thank you so much for letting me crash your trip! You’re saving my life. Seriously.”

      “It’s no problem,” I replied, forcing a smile. My voice came out lighter than I felt. “I’m glad you could come.”

      “Me too,” she said brightly, pulling back to look at me. “And oh my God, this place you rented—it looks amazing in the pictures! I can’t wait to see it.”

      Thom was already lifting her suitcase into the trunk with one smooth motion. He shut it and turned to us with that easygoing smile again. “Alright, ready to hit the road?”

      Naomi slid into the backseat without hesitation, pulling out her phone again as Thom climbed into the driver’s seat. I took my place in the passenger seat beside him, trying not to feel ridiculous for how much space Naomi’s presence seemed to take up—even from behind me.

      The drive was filled with chatter between Thom and Naomi—I chimed in here and there when prompted but mostly stayed quiet, staring out the window at the rolling scenery while they laughed about some viral video or debated where we should stop for snacks along the way.

      By the time we reached the beach house, I had nearly convinced myself that this little ache in my chest wasn’t jealousy but something simpler… something easier to deal with.

      The house itself was even more beautiful than the photos suggested: modern yet cozy, with big windows that overlooked a stretch of golden sand and sparkling blue water beyond.

      Naomi let out an audible gasp as we stepped inside. “This is perfect!” she exclaimed, spinning around like a kid in Disneyland. “Oh my God, Rebecca—this is going to look so good on my feed.”

      Thom chuckled as he set our bags down by the door. “Glad you approve.”

      “I more than approve,” Naomi gushed, practically bouncing over to one of the windows to peer outside. “Look at this view! Okay—first things first.” She turned back toward us with an excited grin. “I need pictures.”

      My stomach sank slightly when her gaze landed squarely on Thom.

      “Would you mind?”

      Thom hesitated for just a second, glancing at me as though seeking permission. I shrugged, trying to appear indifferent. “Go ahead,” I said, my voice steady, even if my chest felt tight.

      Naomi clapped her hands together. “Amazing! Let me change real quick.” She darted toward one of the bedrooms with her duffel bag in tow, leaving Thom and me standing awkwardly in the living room.

      He scratched the back of his neck and gave me a small smile. “You okay?”

      “Of course,” I replied too quickly. I busied myself by unzipping my suitcase and pulling out one of my sweatshirts. “It’s her thing, you know? Building her account or whatever.”

      “Right,” he said easily, though the look in his eyes lingered for another beat before he moved toward the sliding glass doors leading out to the deck. The sound of waves crashing rhythmically beyond filled the silence between us.

      When Naomi reappeared, it was like she’d stepped straight out of a glossy magazine spread. She wore a tiny black bikini that left little to the imagination. Her skin practically glowed under the soft afternoon light streaming through the windows.

      “Okay!” she announced with a bright grin, holding up her phone. “I need some shots on the deck. You don’t mind being my photographer for a bit, do you, Thom?”

      “Sure,” he said with a laugh as he followed her outside.

      I trailed behind them, each step feeling heavier than the last. The deck was wide and open, with sleek wooden planks stretching toward a set of stairs that led down to the sand below. Naomi positioned herself near the railing where the ocean served as an impossibly beautiful backdrop.

      Thom stood a few feet away from her, adjusting his grip on her phone while she struck her first pose—one hip cocked, arms stretched overhead as though she were reaching for the sun.

      “That’s good,” he said after snapping a few pictures. “Try turning slightly… yeah, like that.”

      I lingered near the doorway at first, unsure if I should join them or retreat into the house altogether. But then Naomi glanced over her shoulder and waved me forward.

      “Rebecca! Come here—help me decide which side looks better.”

      Reluctantly, I walked over to where she stood. She handed me her phone briefly so I could scroll through some of the shots Thom had already taken. They were good—too good—and I hated how naturally photogenic she looked in every single one.

      “You look great in all of them,” I said honestly but clipped.

      “Oh, stop,” she teased lightly before turning back to Thom. “One more set? Maybe something candid this time?”

      Thom nodded obligingly as Naomi leaned against the railing now, tilting her head just so while letting one shoulder drop lazily. The position felt almost too intimate somehow—like it wasn’t just meant for thousands of strangers scrolling through Instagram but specifically for him.

      I swallowed hard and crossed my arms tightly over my chest to anchor myself against… what? The jealousy that coiled hot and sharp in my gut? Or something stranger—the way the sunlight caught Naomi’s skin, making her look like she was made of gold, or the way Thom’s gaze lingered just a second too long as he snapped the photos. I couldn’t tell anymore.

      “Alright, I think we’ve got enough,” Thom said finally, handing Naomi her phone. She scrolled through the pictures, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

      “These are amazing. Thanks, Thom,” she said, her voice warm and appreciative. Then she turned to me, her eyes bright. “Now it’s your turn.”

      “My turn?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly.

      “Yeah, you and Thom. Let me get some shots of you two being all cute and couple-y. It’ll be fun.” Her tone was light, but there was something in her expression—something teasing, maybe even daring—that made my stomach flutter.

      Thom glanced at me again, his brows raised in silent question. I hesitated for a moment before nodding. “Sure, why not?”

      Naomi clapped her hands together again, clearly thrilled. “Perfect! Okay, let’s go back inside—the lighting in the living room is so cozy right now.”

      We followed her back into the house, where the fire crackled softly in the fireplace. The room was bathed in a warm, flickering glow that made everything feel intimate and dreamlike.

      “Sit on the couch,” Naomi directed us. “Get close.”

      Thom and I sat down together, our thighs pressing against each other. He slung an arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer still. I could feel the heat of his body against mine, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

      “That’s good,” Naomi murmured as she stepped back to frame the shot. “Now look at each other like you’re totally in love.”

      I arched my brow. “We are totally in love.”

      “Then it should be easy for you, shouldn’t it?” she teased.

      I turned to face Thom, our faces inches apart. His eyes searched mine for a moment before he leaned in slowly, his lips brushing against mine in a soft kiss. It was gentle at first—almost chaste—but then something shifted. The kiss deepened, his hand sliding from my shoulder to cup the back of my neck as I leaned into him.

      When we finally pulled apart, my heart was pounding.

      “Wow,” Naomi breathed from somewhere nearby. She sounded breathless herself now—maybe even a little unsteady.

      “That was… perfect,” she said, her voice low and soft. She lowered the phone, her eyes lingering on us for a moment longer than necessary. Then she walked over and sat down on the couch beside me, her thigh pressing against mine.

      Naomi leaned in closer, her shoulder brushing against mine, and I could smell the faint scent of her floral perfume. She turned her head slightly, her lips just inches from my ear.

      “You two are so beautiful together,” she whispered, her breath tickling my skin. “But you know what would make this even better?”

      I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My heart was racing, and my mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that I couldn’t quite untangle.

      Naomi didn’t wait for a response. She leaned in further, her lips brushing against mine in a soft, tentative kiss. I froze for a moment, my eyes wide with surprise, but then something inside me gave way. I kissed her back, my hands instinctively reaching up to tangle in her hair.

      Thom’s arm tightened around me as he watched us, his breathing growing heavier. Naomi pulled away slightly, her eyes searching mine before she turned to him.

      “You’re okay with this?” she asked softly.

      He nodded, his gaze intense. “Yeah,” he said hoarsely. “I’m okay with it.”

      Naomi smiled and leaned in again, kissing me more deeply this time. Her hands slid down to the hem of my shirt, hesitating for just a moment before pulling it up and over my head. Next, she unclasped my bra and slid the straps down my shoulders until I was topless before her. I shivered as the cool air hit my skin, but then Thom’s hands were there, warm and steady as they began to massage my breasts.

      Naomi knelt on the floor in front of me, her hands sliding down my thighs as she looked up at me with dark eyes. She kissed the inside of my knee, then moved higher, her lips trailing up my thigh until she reached the edge of shorts. She unfastened them slowly, and then pulled them down with my panties in one smooth motion, dropping them onto the floor beside her.

      I leaned back into Thom’s lap as Naomi’s mouth found me, her tongue hot and wet against my skin. My breath hitched as pleasure shot through me like an electric current. Thom’s hands continued to move over my body—cupping my breasts, caressing my stomach—while Naomi worked me closer and closer to the edge.

      When I finally came apart beneath their hands and mouths, it was like nothing I had ever experienced before. My body trembled with the force of it as I gasped for breath.

      “Okay,” I said finally when I could speak again. My voice was shaky but determined as I looked at Naomi. “Now it’s your turn.”

      She raised an eyebrow at me questioningly but didn’t stop me as I stood up, bringing her with me. Then, I untied her bikini top and bottoms until she was completely naked. I’d seen her naked before, but not like this. Not knowing what I was about to witness.

      “Now,” I whispered, daringly, “I want to see you fuck my boyfriend.”

      Her cheeks flushed and Thom inhaled sharply. “Are you sure, Rebecca?”

      Without breaking eye contact with Naomi, I nodded. “I’m sure.”

      Thom stood and removed his shirt, khakis, and briefs. He sat back down on the sofa while Naomi straddled his lap.

      I sat beside them, playing with my pussy, still swollen from my orgasm. Fuck, was I really doing this? Was I really commanding my best friend to fuck my boyfriend?

      What happened to the jealousy? What happened to our romantic getaway? I knew it wasn’t supposed to go this way, and yet I couldn’t stop it.

      As my fingers circled my clit, I knew I was more excited than ever for the next few minutes. This was way better than coming here with Thom alone.

      Naomi shifted forward, her hands resting on Thom’s shoulders as she positioned herself above him. She looked at me once more, her eyes searching mine for any hint of hesitation, but I just nodded, my fingers still working between my legs. I wanted this. I wanted to see her take him.

      She lowered herself slowly, her breath hitching as she sank onto him. Thom’s hands gripped her hips, guiding her down until she was fully seated, her body flush against his. A soft moan escaped her lips, and I felt a surge of heat pulse through me as I watched them connect.

      “Oh God,” Naomi whispered, her head tilting back as she began to move. Her hips rolled in a slow, deliberate rhythm, and Thom’s hands slid up her sides to cup her breasts. He teased her nipples with his thumbs before leaning in to take one into his mouth, sucking gently as she rocked against him.

      I couldn’t look away. The way they moved together—so synchronized, so intimate—was mesmerizing. Naomi’s body arched into his touch, her moans growing louder as she ground down on him. Thom’s grip on her tightened, his own breath coming in ragged gasps as he watched her.

      “You feel so good,” he murmured against her skin, his voice rough with desire. “Fuck, Naomi.”

      She whimpered in response, her pace quickening as she chased her pleasure. I could see the tension building in her body, the way her thighs trembled with every thrust. My own hand moved faster between my legs, the sight of them driving me closer to the edge.

      Thom’s mouth left her breast and he kissed up her neck until his lips found hers. Their kiss was deep and hungry, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony. Naomi broke away with a gasp, her hands gripping his shoulders as she rode him harder, faster.

      “I’m close,” she panted, her voice trembling. “Oh God, I’m so close.”

      Thom groaned in response, his hips jerking up to meet hers. “Come for me,” he whispered hoarsely. “Let go.”

      Naomi’s body stiffened as the orgasm hit her, a sharp cry escaping her lips as she clenched around him. Thom followed moments later, his head falling back against the couch as he came inside her with a guttural moan.

      For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of their breathing filling the room. Naomi collapsed against him, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Thom wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as they both came down from the high.

      I sat there beside them, my own body still tingling from what I’d just witnessed—and from my own touch. My heart was pounding in my chest as I finally let my hand fall away from my pussy.

      Naomi turned to look at me then and smiled softly before kissing Thom on the lips again.

      “Mmm,” she whispered and kissed him once more before turning back to me again with mischief in those dark eyes of hers.

      “So…” she said slyly with a little smirk on those beautiful red lips of hers. “How was that?” she asked, her voice low and teasing. Her cheeks were still flushed, her hair slightly damp at the edges from the exertion, but she looked radiant—like she’d just conquered something monumental.

      I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. “Incredible,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “You two… it was… I don’t even have the words.”

      Thom chuckled softly, his hand still resting on Naomi’s hip. “Glad you enjoyed it,” he said, his tone warm but slightly breathless. He glanced at me, his eyes dark with satisfaction, and I felt a fresh wave of heat flood through me.

      Naomi slid off him slowly, wincing slightly as she settled onto the couch beside me. She stretched lazily, like a cat basking in the afterglow, before turning to face me fully. “You’re next, you know,” she said, her smirk widening.

      “Next?” I repeated, my heart skipping a beat.

      She nodded, her fingers brushing against my arm. “Yeah. You’ve been watching us this whole time. Don’t think I didn’t notice your little… distraction.” Her gaze dropped briefly to my lap before meeting mine again. “It’s only fair Thom returns the favor.”

      Thom raised an eyebrow, a slow grin spreading across his face. “I’m not opposed,” he said, his voice smooth and inviting.

      My stomach flipped at the thought. I’d been so focused on watching them that I hadn’t considered what might come next. But now, with Naomi’s hand on my arm and Thom’s eyes locked on mine, the idea sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine.

      “Well?” Naomi prompted, her fingers tightening slightly. “What do you say?”

      I hesitated for just a moment before nodding. “Okay,” I said softly. “Yes.”

      Naomi’s smile turned triumphant as she leaned in to kiss my cheek. “Good girl,” she murmured against my skin before pulling back and glancing at Thom. “Your turn.”

      Thom shifted closer to me on the couch, his hand reaching out to brush a strand of hair from my face. His touch was gentle but deliberate, sending a jolt of electricity through me. “You’re sure?” he asked, his voice low.

      I nodded again, more firmly this time. “I’m sure.”

      He didn’t need any further encouragement. His lips met mine in a slow, deep kiss that left me breathless. Naomi watched us intently from beside me, her hand resting on my thigh as if to ground me in the moment.

      When Thom finally pulled away, he looked at me with a mixture of desire and something softer—something that made my chest ache in the best possible way. “Let’s make this good for you,” he murmured before guiding me onto his lap.

      As I sank onto him moments later—his hands steadying my hips—I caught Naomi’s gaze over his shoulder. She was smiling that same mischievous smile again as she leaned back to watch us.

      And for the first time since this had all started, I felt completely consumed—not just by Thom or Naomi but by the raw, unfiltered intensity of the moment itself. Thom’s touch was both commanding and tender. I could feel every inch of him, every shift of his body beneath mine, and it was overwhelming in the most exquisite way.

      Naomi’s voice broke through the haze, soft but persistent. “You look so hot together,” she murmured, her tone laced with admiration and something else—something possessive. Her fingers traced idle patterns on my back, her touch feather-light. “Tell me how it feels, Rebecca.”

      I tried to speak, but my words came out as a breathy gasp instead. “You know how it feels,” I taunted. But that thought alone made me remember that she’d just been riding this same cock moments before.

      “But having you watch us? It’s… I can’t even…” I managed, my voice trembling as Thom’s grip tightened on my hips, guiding me into a rhythm that made my head spin.

      “That’s it,” Naomi coaxed, her lips brushing against my ear. “Come for me.”

      Her words were like a spark igniting something deep inside me. I leaned into Thom’s chest, my hands gripping his shoulders for balance as the pace quickened. His breath was hot against my neck, his low groans sending shivers down my spine.

      Naomi’s hand slid around to rest on my stomach, her fingers splayed possessively as she watched us with an intensity that only heightened the experience. “Mmm, yeah. Just like that.”

      I turned my head to meet her gaze, and in that moment, it felt like the three of us were connected in a way I couldn’t fully articulate. There was no jealousy, no guilt—just an electric current of shared desire that bound us together.

      Thom’s fingers dug into my hips as he pushed deeper, his movements becoming more urgent. I could feel the tension building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter until it threatened to snap. And when it finally did, he followed right after, his breath hitching as he buried his face in the crook of my neck.

      For a long moment, we stayed like that. Naomi’s hand remained on me, grounding me as the world slowly came back into focus.

      “Wow,” she finally said, her voice soft but filled with awe. “This is the best vacation ever.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh—a breathless, giddy sound that seemed to break the spell. Thom joined in, his chest rumbling beneath me as he pressed a kiss to my shoulder.

      “Yeah,” I agreed, still catching my breath. “It is for me, too.”

      Naomi leaned in to kiss me then—a slow, lingering kiss. When she pulled away, her eyes sparkled with mischief once more.

      “We’re only just beginning,” she assured me.

      “Good,”I replied. “Because I haven’t had my fill.”

      “Are you sure?” Thom teased, reminding me of what we had just done.

      The three of us laughed while Naomi tossed us our clothes. “First, we need snacks. I’m famished.”

      We got dressed and headed to the kitchen, but I was counting down the minutes until we had our clothes on the floor again. Something told me I’d never want this vacation to end.
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      Dave stood in front of the mirror, carefully knotting his tie for the third time. I sat cross-legged on the bed, watching him with a small smile as I let the warm morning light filter through the open blinds. His jaw was tight, a sure sign he was nervous, though he’d never outright admit it.

      “Are you sure you’re not going to meet some hot, tan assistant who’ll follow you around and hand you coffee while batting her lashes?” I teased, my voice light and playful. “San Diego’s full of those, right?”

      His hands stilled on his tie, and he turned to look at me. His sharp green eyes softened at the edges like they always did when I caught him off guard. “Chloe,” he said, his tone a mix of exasperation and amusement. “You know better than that.”

      I shrugged dramatically, leaning back against the headboard with my palms pressed into the comforter. “I don’t know… You’ll be gone for a whole week, surrounded by people who are impressed by your strategic charm.” I bit my bottom lip to keep from grinning.

      He crossed the room in three quick strides until he was standing in front of me, towering over where I sat perched on our bed. “Is this really about San Diego? Are you really jealous of women I’ve never even met?” His voice dipped lower as he tilted his head down toward me.

      My laugh slipped out before I could stop it. “Jealous? Of course not. Come on.”

      But Dave didn’t laugh with me. Instead, a slow smile tugged at his lips—the kind that made my pulse stumble—and he knelt onto the edge of the mattress so he was eye level with me.

      “Well,” he began, his voice almost a whisper now as his fingers brushed my knee lightly through my pajama pants, “what if I told you I wanted to bring you with me?”

      I blinked at him, thrown off entirely by his words. “Wait… what? To San Diego?”

      He nodded once, watching me intently.

      “But—” I stammered, trying to make sense of it. “Isn’t this a work trip? You’re supposed to be networking or… whatever business-y things you do.”

      “There’s going to be plenty of downtime,” Dave said firmly but softly. His hand slid higher up my leg, just enough to make my breath hitch. “And honestly? I don’t think this promotion will mean much if we don’t take some time for us.”

      I stared at him for a long second, trying to tell if he was serious—and every inch of him screamed that he was. The tightness in his jaw had melted away entirely now; what remained was an openness I hadn't seen in weeks.

      “You want me there?” My voice came out quieter than usual.

      “More than anything,” he murmured. His other hand cupped my cheek gently as his thumb grazed my skin. “I’ve been so focused on this promotion that… I think maybe I forgot for a little while what really matters most.”

      My chest swelled with warmth so intense it almost made tears prick at the corners of my eyes—but instead of letting them fall, I leaned into his touch and smiled. “You’re really pulling out the big guns, huh? Sweet words, soft touches…” I teased, though my voice was barely above a whisper.

      “Is it working?” he asked, his lips quirking into that boyish grin that always made my knees weak—even if I was already sitting down.

      “Maybe,” I murmured, letting my fingers slide up the front of his neatly pressed shirt until they toyed with the knot of his tie. “But you better be prepared to share that hotel bed with me, because I’m not sleeping on some pull-out couch.”

      Dave chuckled low in his throat, the sound sending a shiver through me. “I booked a suite,” he said confidently. “King-sized bed, ocean view… plenty of room for us both.” His thumb traced my cheekbone again before trailing lower to brush along my jawline. “And who knows? Maybe we won’t even need the whole bed.”

      A laugh burst from my lips as heat rose to my cheeks. “Oh, is that so? Big talk for someone who still can’t figure out how to loosen his tie after a long day.”

      “Careful,” he warned playfully, leaning even closer until our noses almost touched. “Your sarcasm might get you into trouble.”

      “Trouble?” I echoed innocently, though the flicker in his eyes told me he knew exactly what game I was playing. “I thought you liked me like this.”

      “I do,” he admitted, his voice dropping to a husky whisper that made my heart race. “I love every fiery, teasing, maddening bit of you.”

      Before I could respond—or overthink it—he closed the small gap between us and kissed me deeply. His lips moved against mine with an urgency that stole all coherent thoughts from my mind. The tie I’d been toying with slipped from my fingers as my hands found their way to his shoulders instead, pulling him closer.

      His hand slid from my cheek to tangle in my hair, anchoring me in place as the kiss deepened. My body responded instinctively, leaning into him until there was no space left between us. The warmth of him, the familiarity of his scent mixed with something new and electric—it all sent a rush of excitement coursing through me.

      When we finally broke apart for air, both of us breathless and flushed, Dave rested his forehead against mine. “So…” he said between shallow breaths. “Is that a yes?”

      I laughed softly, wrapping my arms around his neck and holding him close. “Of course it’s a yes, you idiot.” My smile widened as I pulled back just enough to meet his gaze again. “But only because you promised an ocean view.”

      “Oh,” he said with mock seriousness as he brushed a strand of hair from my face, “you’ll get your ocean view—right after we make use of every single inch of that king-sized bed.”

      Heat flared in my cheeks again at his words, but instead of responding with another quip or tease, I kissed him once more—slowly this time, savoring every second.

      For the first time in months, things felt easy between us again—like we weren’t just husband and wife who’d lost their spark. Maybe this trip would be good for us.
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      We planned to arrive early, but were caught in some delays with the flight and taxi. By the time we made it to our room, my anticipation was a slow burn beneath the surface. Dave slid the keycard into the door with a self-assured smirk that barely concealed his own excitement. When the door clicked open, I followed him inside and drew in a sharp breath.

      The suite was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked an expanse of glittering ocean, its waves rolling in gently as the sun dipped lower on the horizon. The room itself was sleek and modern, all crisp whites and soft grays accented by hints of navy blue. A king-sized bed—fluffy white duvet topped with an array of artfully arranged pillows—dominated the center of the space. It faced directly toward the view, as if daring guests not to be hypnotized by it. To one side, a small sitting area with plush chairs and a loveseat invited lounging, while in the corner stood a minibar stocked with tiny bottles of temptation.

      “Well,” I said, stepping further inside and letting my bag drop to the floor, “color me impressed.”

      Dave closed the door behind us and loosened his tie with one hand—it was almost unfair how effortlessly sexy that simple motion looked on him. “Told you,” he said smugly. “Only the best for my girl.”

      I rolled my eyes even as warmth spread through me at his words. Walking toward the window, I pressed my palms to the glass and marveled at how close it felt like I could get to the water below without actually being outside. The sound of Dave’s heavy footsteps behind me sent a delicious tingle up my spine.

      “You know,” he murmured just before his hands landed firmly on my hips, “I might be more interested in what’s inside this room than what’s out there.”

      I turned to face him, arching an eyebrow in mock skepticism. “Oh really? Not even tempted by that view?”

      He grinned wickedly before scooping me up into his arms without warning, making me squeal and wrap my arms around his neck for balance. “This view,” he said pointedly, staring down at me as he carried me toward the bed, “is much better.”

      “Dave!” I laughed breathlessly as he dropped me onto the mattress unceremoniously.

      “What?” he asked innocently before climbing over me, bracing himself on his forearms so our faces were only inches apart.

      “You’re ridiculous,” I teased, though my heart was hammering against my ribs in anticipation.

      “And yet you married me.”

      “Questionable decision-making on my part,” I replied cheekily just before his lips crashed into mine again.

      The kiss was molten—hotter than any we’d shared in recent memory—and it quickly became clear Dave wasn’t joking earlier about making use of every inch of this bed. His weight pressed against me in all the right ways as his hands roamed from my shoulders to my waist, skimming over fabric that felt suddenly too restrictive.

      But then—just as things were heating up—the shrill ring of his phone cut through our moment like an unwelcome intruder.

      Dave groaned against my lips before pulling back with a frustrated sigh. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”

      I laughed softly despite myself as he fished his phone out of his pocket. He glanced at the screen and frowned, his jaw tightening. “It’s Greg. I have to take this,” he said, his voice heavy with irritation.

      I propped myself up on my elbows, watching as he swiped to answer. “Yeah? … Hey, Greg. What’s up?”

      His expression shifted from vexed to professional in an instant, his free hand rubbing the back of his neck as he listened. I couldn’t hear the other end of the conversation, but whatever it was didn’t seem quick. Dave gave me an apologetic look, mouthing sorry as his gaze lingered on me sprawled across the bed. My lips curved into a small smile, and I waved dismissively before lying back down.

      “Yeah, sure… okay,” he said into the phone after a pause. His brow furrowed as he swung his legs off the bed and stood, pacing toward the window. I could tell Greg was asking for something more than just a casual chat.

      Dave turned back to me after hanging up and gave a sheepish shrug. “I’m so sorry, Chloe. They want me to pop down and say hello to everyone before the dinner tomorrow. Quick meeting—shouldn’t be more than thirty minutes.”

      “It’s fine,” I said sincerely, though disappointment tugged at me just slightly. “Go wow them with your charming self.”

      He grinned and leaned down to kiss me swiftly but sweetly. “You’re amazing, you know that?”

      I laughed softly as he grabbed his suit jacket from where he’d draped it over a chair and headed for the door. The moment it clicked shut behind him, silence filled the room—except for the rhythmic crash of waves outside.

      With a sigh, I pushed myself off the bed and decided sitting here alone wasn’t how I wanted to spend my evening. A quick change into a sundress later—flowy and coral-colored—and I was heading downstairs in search of a glass of wine and maybe something light to eat.

      The hotel restaurant was dimly lit with golden hues that made everything feel warm and intimate despite its spaciousness. The far wall opened onto an outdoor terrace where fairy lights twinkled above tables overlooking the ocean.

      I picked a table near one of the large windows and settled in with my menu until something—or rather someone—caught my eye.

      Seated two tables away was arguably one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen in real life. Her caramel-toned skin glowed under the soft lighting as if she’d been sculpted just for this moment, her dark curls cascading over bare shoulders that were framed by an off-the-shoulder emerald green dress that fit her like it had been painted on.

      When she lifted her wineglass to her lips, I found myself unable to look away. Then her eyes met mine.

      For a second—or maybe forever—I forgot how breathing worked. Her gaze was bold, curious, almost playful as she tilted her head slightly to one side like she was trying to figure me out from afar.

      I knew I should glance away—that staring was rude—but my body betrayed me. All I could do was sit there frozen as her lips curved into an amused, knowing smile. She set her glass down, leaned back in her chair, and crossed her legs with a deliberate elegance that made my pulse quicken. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine or just the sheer presence of her, but suddenly, the room felt much warmer.

      Before I could gather my wits and look away, she stood, smoothed the skirt of her dress, and began walking toward me. The sound of her heels against the polished floor seemed louder than it should have been—each step a countdown to whatever was about to happen.

      "Chloe?" she said when she reached my table, her voice low and velvety, with a slight lilt that hinted at confidence and control. She didn’t ask if she had the right person; she already knew.

      "Yes," I replied hesitantly, my voice barely above a whisper. My throat felt dry as I stared up at her, struggling not to lose myself entirely in those dark eyes.

      She smiled wider, revealing perfectly straight teeth. "I thought so. Dave’s wife." She paused just long enough for the realization to hit before extending a hand. "Rebecca."

      It took me a moment too long to react. When I did reach out, my fingers trembled slightly as they met hers in a warm, firm grip. "Oh," I managed. "Dave’s… boss."

      The word felt heavier suddenly—loaded with implications I wasn’t sure how to unpack yet.

      "Mind if I join you?" she asked smoothly, though it wasn’t really a question. Before I could respond, she slid into the seat across from me, draping one arm over the back of the chair like she owned the space.

      "So," I started awkwardly, desperate to steer the conversation back on track—or at least toward safer ground. "Isn’t there some big meeting tonight? Shouldn’t you be there?"

      Rebecca chuckled softly—a low, rich sound that made my stomach flutter against my will. "That’s for lower-level employees," she said dismissively with a wave of her hand. "Dave will shine without me hovering over him."

      "Oh," was all I could manage again. It wasn’t often that someone rendered me speechless twice within five minutes.

      "Besides," Rebecca added, leaning forward slightly so that our faces were closer now—close enough for me to catch the faint scent of jasmine and something spicy on her skin—"I thought talking to you would be more interesting."

      I blinked rapidly in confusion—or maybe disbelief—but before I could respond, Rebecca’s eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. Her lips curved into that same enigmatic smile, the kind of smile that hinted she knew secrets about the world—and maybe even about me—that I hadn’t yet discovered.

      "Dave talks about you a lot, you know," she said, her voice soft but deliberate. "He has nothing but praise for you. Says you’re his anchor. His everything."

      The compliment should have warmed me, and maybe it did on some level, but there was something in the way she said it—a subtle edge to her tone that made it feel... intimate. Like she wasn’t just making polite conversation. Like she was testing me.

      "That’s sweet of him," I murmured, fumbling slightly as I reached for my water glass to ground myself. My fingers brushed against the condensation on the glass, cool and grounding in contrast to the heat rising in my cheeks.

      Rebecca tilted her head slightly, watching me as though she was reading every thought I wasn’t saying aloud. "It is," she agreed after a beat. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she gestured for a waiter to refill her wine glass—her movements smooth and self-assured, like someone who never had to second-guess a decision.

      When her attention returned to me, her eyes held a glint of amusement. "Do you know how rare that is? A man who’s so devoted to his wife? In our field… well, let’s just say loyalty isn’t exactly common."

      I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or something else entirely, but I nodded anyway. "Dave works hard," I said cautiously, clutching at the only neutral ground I could find.

      "Harder than anyone," Rebecca replied instantly, as if she’d been waiting for that opening. She leaned forward again, propping one elbow on the table and resting her chin lightly on her hand. "I’ll be honest with you, Chloe: he’s practically guaranteed for this promotion."

      Relief washed over me at those words—relief mixed with pride—and I felt myself relax slightly in my chair. "That’s wonderful," I said sincerely.

      Rebecca smiled again, though this time it was slower—almost predatory. "But there’s always room to make sure."

      Her words hung in the air between us like smoke from a candle just blown out—lingering and impossible to ignore.

      "What do you mean?" I asked slowly, my heart picking up speed even though I couldn’t pinpoint why just yet.

      She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she took a slow sip of her wine before setting the glass down carefully and leaning back again in that same effortlessly poised way. Finally, she met my gaze directly, her dark eyes glittering with something that made me shift nervously in my seat.

      "I mean," she said with deliberate softness, "sometimes it helps to… solidify bonds outside of work." Her lips twitched upward at my confused expression.

      "I don’t understand." My voice sounded shaky even to me.

      She chuckled lightly—the sound low and sultry—and reached into her clutch bag to pull out what looked like a sleek black business card holder. With practiced ease, she slid out a card and pushed it across the table toward me. The motion was calm, deliberate, and yet it felt like a spark had ignited in the air between us. My gaze fell to the card, but I didn’t touch it. Not yet.

      Rebecca’s voice dropped to barely more than a whisper, just loud enough for me to hear over the soft murmur of conversations around us. "I want you to share your husband with me," she said, her tone carrying both challenge and invitation. "Think about it."

      My throat went dry. Surely this was a joke—some strange, power-play kind of humor that I just didn’t get. But when I finally forced myself to look up again, Rebecca’s expression told me she wasn’t laughing. Her eyes were locked on mine with a heat that sent an unexpected thrill through me.

      "I don’t…" I started, but my words trailed off as my mind scrambled for how to respond. My pulse drummed in my ears, and my thoughts felt scattered like pieces of a puzzle I couldn’t quite put together.

      "You don’t have to decide right now," she cut in smoothly, saving me from what would’ve undoubtedly been an incoherent ramble. She smiled again—slow and knowing—as if she could see exactly where my thoughts had gone and was perfectly content to let them stay there. "Just keep the card. Call me if you’re curious." Her emphasis on the word "curious" sent a shiver down my spine.

      Without waiting for a response, Rebecca pushed back her chair with an elegance that seemed effortless and stood. She smoothed the fabric of her dress over her curves in a way that made it nearly impossible not to notice how perfectly tailored it was—and how effortlessly commanding she looked.

      As she turned to leave, her hand brushed lightly against my shoulder—a touch so fleeting I almost convinced myself I’d imagined it. Almost.

      I sat frozen for several moments after she disappeared from sight, staring at the business card she’d left behind as though it might combust into flames at any second. My fingers itched to pick it up, but I hesitated, afraid of what holding it might mean—even if only to myself.

      What the hell had just happened?

      The restaurant buzzed around me as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred, but inside my head, everything felt tilted off its axis. Rebecca’s words replayed over and over in my mind like some kind of taunting echo: "Think about it."

      And the worst part—the part that made heat rise to my cheeks and sent an uncomfortable flutter through my chest—was that I was thinking about it.

      A sharp pang of guilt hit me then—guilt for even entertaining whatever game Rebecca was playing when Dave was at a meeting, working so hard to secure his future, our future. This wasn’t me—I wasn’t someone who got tangled up in… this. Whatever this was.

      But just as quickly as the guilt came, curiosity slipped its way back in—a dangerous undercurrent pulling at the edges of my resolve.

      My lips pressed into a thin line as I finally reached out and plucked the card from the table. It felt heavier than it should have in my hand—like it carried a weight far beyond its actual size.

      Her name was printed in sleek letters across the front, along with her title—Senior Vice President. Below that, a phone number. Nothing more. Minimal and confident, just like her.

      By the time I made it back to the hotel room, Dave was already there, his tie loosened and the top button of his shirt undone. He was pacing near the window, his phone in hand, looking out at the city lights of San Diego with a nervous energy that told me he’d been thinking about tomorrow’s promotion announcement as much as I had been. Or at least, as much as I had been before… well.

      “Hey,” he said, turning toward me when he heard the door shut. His expression softened as our eyes met, and for a moment, I almost forgot how my heart had been pounding nonstop since my run-in with Rebecca. “How was dinner? You didn’t have to eat alone.”

      I hesitated by the door, gripping my clutch tightly against my side. “I wasn’t alone,” I said carefully, my voice quieter than I intended.

      Dave frowned. “What do you mean?”

      Crossing the room felt like walking on uneven ground. Every step brought me closer to where he stood and further from whatever balance I thought I’d found before opening my mouth just now.

      I took a deep breath. “I ran into Rebecca,” I said finally.

      His eyebrows shot up, and he turned fully to face me. “Rebecca? My boss Rebecca?”

      I nodded slowly. “She was downstairs in the restaurant when I got there.”

      There was a pause as Dave processed this information, but before he could say anything else, I added quickly, “She… uh… she said something interesting.”

      His expression shifted into something between curiosity and caution. “Interesting how?”

      My tongue felt thick in my mouth as I struggled to find the right words—not that there were any right words for what I was about to say. “She… she asked me to share you with her.”

      The silence that followed was deafening.

      Dave blinked at me like he hadn’t quite heard me correctly—or maybe like he wished he hadn’t heard me correctly. His mouth opened slightly as if to respond, but no sound came out.

      “She—wait.” He shook his head like he needed to clear it before trying again. “She what?”

      “You heard me.” My cheeks burned under his gaze, but I forced myself not to look away. If nothing else, he deserved honesty from me—even if it was messy and awkward and completely insane.

      Dave ran a hand through his hair in disbelief, his pacing picking up again as if movement might help him make sense of this absurdity. “That’s… that’s insane,” he muttered half to himself before stopping abruptly and locking eyes with me again. “What did you say?”

      “I didn’t say anything,” I admitted, shifting uncomfortably under the weight of his scrutiny. “I didn’t know what to say.”

      Another beat of silence passed between us before something else occurred to me—something that made my stomach twist unpleasantly even though I hadn’t fully formed it into words yet.

      “You’re attracted to her,” I said suddenly.

      Dave froze mid-step like a deer caught in headlights. “What? No! Chloe—”

      “Don’t lie to me.”

      I stepped closer, my arms crossing over my chest as I stared him down. My voice was sharper now, more certain. “I saw the way your cheeks flushed when I told you. You’ve thought about her, haven’t you? At least once.”

      “Chloe, that’s not fair,” he said, but his tone wavered. He wasn’t denying it outright anymore. His hands went to his hips as he looked away from me, out toward the window again. The city lights danced across his face, but they couldn’t hide the faint crimson creeping up his neck.

      “Dave.” My voice softened slightly, but there was no retreat in me yet. “Look at me.”

      He turned slowly, almost reluctantly, and when our eyes met again, I could see it—guilt and something else flickering in those familiar depths. Something raw and unspoken.

      “I didn’t… I mean…” He let out a frustrated breath, dragging a hand through his hair again. “Okay, fine. Maybe she’s… attractive. But that doesn’t mean anything! I love you, Chloe.”

      “I know you do.” I took another step closer to him until we were just inches apart. My voice dropped lower, quieter but no less confident. “That’s not what this is about.”

      He frowned, clearly confused now—and maybe even a little wary. “Then what is it about?”

      “I think we should take her up on her offer,” I said simply. The words came out steady and deliberate, even as my pulse thundered in my ears.

      His eyes widened like I’d slapped him across the face. “What?”

      “You heard me,” I said, echoing his earlier disbelief with a small tilt of my head.

      “Chloe…” He laughed nervously, shaking his head like he thought—or hoped—I was joking. “You can’t be serious.”

      “Why not?” I challenged him. My heart was racing now, but I refused to back down. There was something electrifying about saying this out loud, about holding his gaze and watching the way his breath caught in his throat as he tried to process it.

      “Because… because it’s insane!” he stammered, but there was no conviction behind his words—just shock and hesitation and something else that made me press forward.

      “Is it?” I asked quietly. My fingers brushed against the knot of his loosened tie before slipping it free entirely. His breath hitched as I slid the silk fabric from around his collar and tossed it aside. “Or is it exactly what we need to do to make sure you get that promotion?”

      He stared at me like he didn’t recognize the woman standing in front of him—but also like he couldn’t look away if he tried.

      “You’d really be okay with… with that?” he asked finally, his voice barely above a whisper.

      I leaned in closer until our faces were just inches apart and whispered back, “Would you?”

      For a moment, neither of us moved or spoke or even breathed. The tension crackled between us like static electricity—sharp and charged and impossible to ignore.

      And then Dave swallowed hard and said nothing at all.

      That was all the answer I needed.

      Without breaking eye contact, I reached for my phone on the nightstand and scrolled through my contacts until Rebecca’s name appeared. My hand trembled slightly as I tapped on it, the quiet hum of the ringing line filling the heavy silence between us.

      Dave stood frozen, his eyes darting between my face and the phone in my hand. His chest rose and fell with uneven breaths, and I could almost feel the war raging inside him—logic battling desire, guilt grappling with curiosity.

      “Chloe, you don’t have to…” he started, but his voice trailed off when Rebecca answered on the other end.

      “Chloe,” she said smoothly, her voice warm and confident, as if she’d been expecting this call. “I was wondering when I’d hear from you.”

      I glanced up at Dave and saw his jaw tighten. He didn’t speak, didn’t move—just stared at me like everything we’d ever been hinged on what I would say next.

      “Rebecca,” I began, my voice steadier than I felt. “About your… suggestion earlier.”

      “Yes?” Her voice curled with intrigue, and I could hear the faintest smile in her tone.

      “We’ve decided…” I hesitated for only a second before pushing forward. “We’ve decided to take you up on it.”

      The line went silent for a beat before she spoke again. “I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

      She hung up without waiting for a response.

      I lowered the phone slowly, setting it back on the nightstand with trembling fingers. When I turned to look at Dave, his expression was inscrutable—a mix of disbelief, anticipation, and something darker that made my stomach flip.

      “She’s coming,” I said softly, more for myself than for him.

      He nodded once but said nothing. The air in the room felt heavier now, charged with an energy neither of us dared name. We didn’t touch or speak or even make eye contact as we waited—just stood there in a tense silence that stretched on infinitely until a sharp knock shattered it.

      Dave stiffened beside me, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. I moved first, my legs feeling like lead as I crossed the room to open the door.

      And there she was.

      Rebecca slipped inside with all the confidence and poise of someone who owned every space she entered. Her dress was deep red and hugged her curves in all the right places; her dark hair framed her face like a halo of sin. She smelled faintly of jasmine and something heady that made my pulse spike.

      Her gaze flicked over me first, appraising and amused, before landing on Dave. A slow smile spread across her lips as she stepped closer to him without hesitation.

      “So,” she said lightly, her eyes never leaving his as she reached out to straighten the collar of his shirt. “You finally decided to play ball.”

      Dave opened his mouth to respond but no sound came out—not until Rebecca cupped his jaw with one perfectly manicured hand and pulled him down into a kiss.

      My breath caught in my throat as I watched them together—the way Dave’s hands hovered uncertainly at first before settling on her waist; the way Rebecca pressed herself against him like she knew he wouldn’t push her away.

      I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The way their bodies fit together, the way Rebecca’s fingers tangled in Dave’s hair—it was intoxicating. My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt a heat pooling low in my belly. I hadn’t expected this… this rush of arousal, but it was undeniable.

      Rebecca broke the kiss slowly, her lips lingering on Dave’s for a moment before she pulled back. Her eyes flicked to me, and that smirk returned, sharp and knowing.

      “Come here, Chloe,” she said, her voice smooth and commanding.

      My feet moved before my brain could process the command. I stepped closer, my pulse racing as Rebecca reached out and took my hand. Her skin was warm, and her grip was firm as she guided me to stand beside Dave.

      “You’re part of this too,” she murmured, her eyes locking on mine. “Don’t forget that.”

      Then she turned back to Dave, her hands sliding up his chest as she leaned in to kiss him again. This time, I was close enough to feel the heat radiating off them, to hear the soft sounds of their lips moving together. My breath hitched as Rebecca’s fingers began to undo the buttons of Dave’s shirt, exposing his chest inch by inch.

      I watched, transfixed, as Dave’s hands moved to Rebecca’s hips, gripping her tightly as if he couldn’t get enough of her. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he slid the strap of her dress off her shoulder, letting it fall to reveal the curve of her breast.

      My mouth went dry. I should have felt jealousy, anger—something other than this overwhelming desire. But all I could think about was how beautiful they looked together, how raw and unbridled their passion was.

      Rebecca caught me staring and smiled. “Touch him,” she said softly, nodding toward Dave.

      My heart skipped a beat. I hesitated for only a moment before reaching out and placing my hand on Dave’s chest. His skin was warm beneath my palm, and I could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat. He glanced at me, his eyes dark with need, and for a moment, it felt like we were the only two people in the room.

      But then Rebecca’s hands were on his belt, undoing it with practiced ease. She dropped to her knees in front of him, and my breath caught as she looked up at him through her lashes. “Let me show you what you’ve been missing,” she purred.

      Dave’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t stop her as she unfastened his pants and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, hard and eager, and Rebecca didn’t waste any time. She wrapped her lips around him, taking him deep into her mouth.

      I couldn’t look away. The sight of her head bobbing between his legs, the way his hands clenched in her hair—it was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen. My own body responded instinctively, my hips shifting slightly as a needy ache grew between my thighs.

      Rebecca’s eyes met mine as she worked him, and there was something almost playful in her gaze, a challenge. Her lips slid up and down his length with a rhythm that was deliberate, teasing, and I could see the way Dave’s body tensed, his breathing growing ragged. My hand still rested on his chest, and I felt the way his muscles tightened under my touch, the way he was losing control.

      “Chloe,” he murmured, his voice strained, his eyes flicking to me. There was a question there, a silent plea for reassurance. I nodded, my own breath coming in shallow gasps, my fingers curling into his skin. “It’s okay,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “I want this. I want to watch.”

      Rebecca’s mouth worked faster now, her tongue swirling around the tip of his cock before she took him deep again, her throat opening to accommodate him. The sound that escaped Dave’s lips was raw, primal, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I could feel the heat pooling between my legs, my own desire growing with every stroke of her lips.

      Her hands moved to cradle his hips, holding him steady as she took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him with an intensity that left me breathless. I couldn’t stop watching—the way her lips stretched around him, the way her fingers dug into his skin, the way Dave’s head fell back as he surrendered to the sensation.

      “Rebecca,” he groaned, his voice rough with need. His hips bucked slightly, and she moaned around him, the vibration sending a jolt through his body. My own thighs clenched together, the ache between them becoming almost unbearable.

      Then it happened. Dave’s body tensed, his breath catching in his throat as he came hard in her mouth. Rebecca’s eyes fluttered shut as she took every drop, her throat working to swallow him down. The sight of it—the way she devoured him so completely—was almost too much to bear. My own core throbbed in response, and I bit down on my lip to stifle a moan.

      When she finally pulled away, her lips were swollen and glistening, and she looked up at Dave with a satisfied smirk before turning her gaze to me.

      Dave then pulled Rebecca up by her shoulders and spun her toward the bed. He climbed over her while removing her bra and panties, kissing her passionately. I took a seat on a nearby chair and watched them while my fingers drifted between my thighs.

      Dave's hands moved with a possessiveness that sent a thrill through me as he stripped Rebecca bare. Her skin glistened under the dim light, her curves laid out before him like a feast. He kissed her hungrily, his mouth devouring hers as his hands roamed her body, exploring every inch as if he’d never touched her before. The sound of their lips meeting, of their ragged breaths mingling, filled the room, and I felt my own body responding with an intensity that was almost overwhelming.

      I shifted in the chair, my fingers slipping beneath the waistband of my panties, already soaked. My breath hitched as I touched myself, my eyes never leaving them. Dave’s mouth trailed down Rebecca’s neck to her chest, his tongue flicking over her taut nipples, making her arch into him with a moan. The way he worshipped her body—the way he looked at her—was mesmerizing. It was as if nothing else existed in that moment but the two of them.

      Then he moved lower, his hands spreading her thighs wide. My pulse quickened as I watched him settle between her legs, his breath hot against her skin. Rebecca’s head fell back against the pillows, her fingers tangling in his hair as he began to taste her. The sound she made—a low, guttural moan—sent a jolt of heat straight to my core. I could see the way his tongue moved, slow and deliberate at first, then faster as she writhed beneath him.

      “Oh God,” Rebecca gasped, her hips lifting off the bed as pleasure overtook her. “Yes, Dave… just like that.”

      My own fingers matched the rhythm of his tongue, circling my clit with a pressure that made me bite back a moan. I couldn’t take my eyes off them—the way Dave’s shoulders flexed as he worked her, the way Rebecca’s body trembled with every stroke of his tongue. It was raw and intimate and so unbearably erotic that I felt like I might combust just from watching.

      Rebecca’s moans grew louder, more desperate, until she finally came with a cry that echoed through the room. Her body shuddered violently, and Dave held her hips steady until she stilled, breathing heavily.

      He didn’t give her time to recover. In one swift motion, he positioned himself above her and pushed inside her with a groan that sent a shiver down my spine. Rebecca gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist as he began to move. The sound of their bodies meeting—skin slapping against skin—was almost too much to bear.

      My fingers worked faster now, matching the pace of Dave’s thrusts. The sight of him pounding into her, so deep and so full—it was almost painful how much it turned me on. His muscles strained with every movement; sweat glistened on his back as he drove into her again and again.

      “Fuck,” he growled; his voice thick with need. “You feel so good.”

      Rebecca clawed at his back; her nails leaving red marks as she urged him deeper. Her cries filled the room; each one sending a fresh wave of heat through me until I could barely think straight. My own climax was building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter with every thrust of Dave’s hips. I could feel the slickness between my thighs, the way my body throbbed in time with their rhythm. My breathing was shallow, my heart pounding as I watched him claim her, as I watched her surrender completely to him.

      Rebecca’s voice broke, her moans rising in pitch as she neared another peak. “Dave… I’m… I’m going to—”

      “Come for me,” he demanded through gritted teeth, his pace relentless. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her with a force that made the bed creak. “Let me feel it.”

      Her body convulsed; her back arched off the bed as she cried out his name. I could see the way her muscles clenched around him, the way she trembled with the force of her release. It was raw, primal—the kind of pleasure that left no room for anything else.

      Dave groaned, his rhythm faltering as he felt her come undone around him. “Fuck, Rebecca… you’re going to make me—”

      He didn’t finish the sentence. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering as he came. The sound he made—low and guttural—sent a jolt through me, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. My own climax crashed over me, waves of pleasure so intense they left me breathless. My fingers pressed hard against my clit, drawing out every last shuddering pulse of ecstasy.

      For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of their ragged breathing and the soft rustle of sheets as Dave collapsed beside Rebecca. I sat there, my heart still racing, my body tingling with the aftermath of what I’d just witnessed—and what I’d just experienced.

      Dave turned his head to look at me; his eyes dark and heavy with satisfaction. “Come here,” he said, his voice rough but commanding.

      I hesitated for only a moment before I stood on unsteady legs and crossed the room to the bed. He reached for me; his hand warm and firm as he pulled me down beside him. Rebecca shifted, making room for me, her skin still slick with sweat. There was something unspoken between us now—a shared intimacy that bound us together in a way I hadn’t expected.

      Dave’s hand trailed up my thigh, his touch sending shivers through me. “You’re next,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear.

      I shivered, a fresh wave of desire coursing through me as he leaned in to kiss me. And in that moment, I knew that our marriage would never be the same. And that thought excited me more than ever.
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      The sun was just starting to dip below the horizon as I locked up the shop, the last streaks of orange and pink light spilling over the edges of the buildings downtown. I tugged my scarf tighter around my neck, exhaling a long breath that clouded in front of me. I was halfway to my car when a voice called out behind me.

      “Quinn! Wait up!”

      I turned to see Drew jogging toward me, his hands stuffed awkwardly into the pockets of his navy peacoat. His black hair was a little mussed, like he’d run his hands through it one too many times, but his boyish grin was intact. That same grin that Tessa always said made her heart “do stupid gymnastics.”

      “Hey, Drew,” I said as he approached, shoving my hands into my jacket pockets to protect them from the cold. “What’s up?”

      He stopped in front of me, catching his breath for a second before speaking. “So, uh… I need your help.” He looked almost nervous as he shifted on his feet, which wasn’t like him. Drew was usually annoyingly self-assured. He glanced around like he wanted to make sure no one else could hear him. “It’s about Tess.”

      My stomach flipped instinctively at the serious tone in his voice. “Is everything okay?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

      “Yeah! Yeah,” he said quickly, raising his hands to calm me down. “It’s—she’s great. We’re great.” He paused and scratched at the back of his neck. “I just… I want to do something special for her for our anniversary next week, and I had this idea…”

      His words trailed off as he stared at me expectantly, clearly waiting for me to say something encouraging. So I did. “Okay?”

      “I want to cook her this big fancy meal,” he said finally, as though it were some sort of confession. “At home, just the two of us.”

      “That’s really sweet,” I said genuinely, lifting an eyebrow at him. “But why are you telling me this? Shouldn’t you be talking to a chef? Or YouTube?”

      “Because here’s the thing,” he said quickly, his grin edging into sheepish territory now. “I don’t... really know how to cook.”

      I snorted before I could stop myself and covered it with a cough when Drew glared at me half-heartedly. “You’ve been dating Tessa for three years and you’ve never cooked for her?” I teased.

      “I make mean scrambled eggs!” he protested defensively before sighing in defeat. “Okay, yeah… no. Tessa knows better than to let me near a stove unless it’s for something microwaveable.”

      “So what do you need from me?” I asked with a laugh.

      “I need a test subject,” he admitted sheepishly.

      “A test subject…” I repeated slowly.

      “You know—someone who won’t mind eating whatever disaster comes out of my kitchen while I figure this whole cooking thing out,” Drew explained quickly.

      I tried—and failed—not to laugh again as the mental image formed in my head: burnt pasta, lopsided cakes, maybe even something on fire if things went really off the rails. But Drew looked so earnest, his brown eyes wide and pleading, that I couldn’t help but take pity on him. Besides, the prospect of free food wasn’t exactly a hardship.

      “All right,” I said finally, letting my grin spread. “I’ll do it. I’d love to be fed a delicious meal or... you know, whatever passes for one.”

      Drew’s face lit up with relief, his grin making a triumphant return. “Really? You’re the best, Quinn. Seriously.”

      “Don’t thank me yet,” I warned him with mock seriousness. “Let’s see if I survive your cooking first.”

      He laughed, and the sound was warm enough to cut through the chill of the evening air. “Fair point,” he said. “How about tonight? Around seven? My place?”

      “Works for me,” I said with a shrug. “I’ll bring my appetite and maybe a fire extinguisher.”

      Drew chuckled again as he took a few steps backward toward his car. “I’ll try not to set anything on fire. No promises, though.”

      As I watched him jog off, I shook my head, still smiling to myself. Drew could be ridiculous sometimes, but I had to hand it to him—his heart was in the right place when it came to Tessa.

      By the time seven rolled around, I found myself standing outside Drew’s apartment door, clutching a bottle of wine like it was some sort of peace offering. The hallway smelled faintly of floor cleaner and takeout, a mix of impressions that only city living could offer. Before I could second-guess why I was nervous—because this was just Drew—I knocked.

      He opened the door almost immediately, his hair even messier than earlier and his cheeks pink like he’d been rushing around in a panic. He wore an apron over his sweater, which made me laugh before I could stop myself.

      “Okay, Gordon Ramsay,” I teased as he ushered me inside.

      “Hey!” he said defensively but with a grin. “This is serious business.”

      The apartment smelled like garlic and butter—a promising start—and Drew led me into the modest kitchen where ingredients were spread out across every available surface in what could only be described as organized chaos.

      “So,” he began, grabbing a notebook from the counter and flipping it open dramatically like he was about to present some kind of masterpiece. “Tonight’s menu is chicken piccata with angel hair pasta and a side salad.”

      I blinked at him as I shimmied out of my coat and draped it over one of the chairs at his small dining table. “Chicken piccata? Isn’t that kind of ambitious for someone who claims they can barely cook?”

      “What can I say?” he replied with a casual shrug that didn’t match the look of pure determination on his face. “Tessa deserves ambitious.”

      I hesitated for half a second before nodding appreciatively and hopping onto one of the stools at the counter. “Okay then, Chef Drew. Show me what you’ve got.”

      What followed could only be described as chaotic magic—or maybe just chaos—with moments that teetered dangerously close to disaster but somehow pulled back from the edge just in time.

      Drew talked me through every step of his process, half to explain what he was doing and half, I suspected, to calm his own nerves. “The trick,” he said with exaggerated confidence as he dredged the chicken breasts in flour, “is to make it seem like you know what you’re doing, even if you're absolutely winging it.”

      “Good advice for life,” I said dryly, swirling the wine in my glass before taking a sip. “But I think you're supposed to coat the chicken evenly. That one looks like it got into a fight with a powdered donut.”

      He glanced down at the lumpy, flour-dusted piece of chicken and winced. “Noted,” he muttered before reaching back into the bowl for a second attempt.

      It was easy enough to fall into our usual rhythm—teasing and bantering like we always did—but something about tonight felt different. Maybe it was the wine, or the intimacy of being in his space without Tessa’s grounding presence. Or maybe it was just that Drew looked so... surprisingly competent when he wasn’t accidentally splattering oil everywhere. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, exposing forearms dusted with flour and a faint sheen of effort as he whisked together the sauce for the piccata.

      I found myself watching him more closely than I intended to. Noticing things I hadn’t bothered to notice before—like the way his brows furrowed slightly when he concentrated or how his laugh lines deepened when he smiled at one of my sarcastic comments.

      “You’re quiet,” Drew said suddenly, breaking me out of whatever weird haze I’d drifted into. He glanced over at me as he added capers to the pan. “Should I be worried?”

      “About your cooking? Always,” I quipped automatically, though my voice came out softer than I'd meant it to. “But no, I’m just... observing.”

      His lips twitched like he was holding back another joke, but instead, he turned back to the stove. “Well, don’t be too hard on me. Remember, this is a test run.”

      “Don’t worry.” I leaned forward on my stool and rested my chin on one hand. “I grade on a curve.”

      He laughed again—that warm sound that seemed entirely too charming tonight—and I felt something uncomfortable twist low in my stomach.

      This was Drew. Just Drew.

      And yet, as we sat down at the small table thirty minutes later with two plates of steaming chicken piccata in front of us, it felt like there was something else simmering beneath the surface.

      “So?” he asked after taking his first tentative bite. “Moment of truth—how bad is it?”

      I cut into my piece and took a bite—tart lemon sauce melting into tender chicken—and had to begrudgingly admit: “It’s actually... really good.”

      Drew pumped his fist in victory, grinning from ear to ear. “Yes! Tessa’s going to love this.”

      Hearing her name hit me like an ice bath. Suddenly, the warmth in my chest felt more like guilt clawing its way up my throat.

      “Yeah,” I said quickly, stabbing at another bite of pasta just for something to do with my hands. “She’ll definitely love it.”

      For a moment, Drew just watched me, his grin softening into something quieter, something almost... thoughtful. He leaned back in his chair, stretching his arms behind his head in a way that made the muscles in his forearms tighten—a detail I hated myself for noticing. “You think so? I mean, you know her better than anyone.”

      “She’s your girlfriend,” I said, laughing nervously. “You should know her better than anyone.”

      “Yeah, but...” He shrugged one shoulder and reached for his wine glass, swirling the deep red liquid lazily. “Sometimes I feel like you get her in a way I don’t. Like there’s this whole other Tessa I’m still trying to figure out.”

      “That’s just the nature of friendships,” I said quickly, trying to steer the conversation away from whatever slippery slope it felt like we were sliding toward. “She and I have history. You and she have... well, romance.”

      “Romance,” he repeated, almost like he was testing the word out. His lips quirked into a crooked smile as he tilted his head at me. “You make it sound like it’s all flowers and sunsets.”

      “Isn’t it?” I asked with deliberate sarcasm, taking another sip of wine.

      He laughed under his breath and shook his head. “No, not always.”

      The air between us shifted again, heavier this time. I couldn’t tell if it was the wine or just my own traitorous thoughts making me hyperaware of everything—of Drew sitting across from me in this dimly lit kitchen that felt far too intimate now. Of the way he looked at me like we were having some kind of conversation that neither of us was saying out loud.

      I cleared my throat and pushed my plate back slightly. “So what’s next on the menu? Flambéing something? Setting something on fire?”

      “For Tessa’s sake, let’s hope not.” Drew chuckled, but there was still that edge to his voice—a softness that made my chest feel tight. He leaned forward suddenly, resting his elbows on the table and looking at me like he was searching for something in my face. “Can I ask you something?”

      “Sure,” I said too quickly.

      “What do you think she sees in me?”

      My stomach flipped. Maybe it was how sincere he sounded—or maybe it was the fact that part of me wanted to answer selfishly, to tell him all the things I saw when I looked at him tonight—but either way, my voice caught in my throat before I could form a coherent response.

      “That’s a weird question,” I managed finally, forcing out a laugh.

      “I mean it.” His brows furrowed again in that way they did when he concentrated too hard on something. “Tessa’s amazing—she could be with anyone she wants. Why me?”

      I stared down at my half-empty glass of wine rather than meeting his gaze. The truth sat heavy on my tongue: because you’re kind and funny and ridiculously good-looking when you’re not even trying to be—but none of those words felt safe to say out loud.

      Instead, I shrugged awkwardly and said, “Because she loves you.”

      It wasn’t enough—not really—but Drew smiled faintly anyway and leaned back again. “I hope so.”

      “She does,” I added quickly, almost too forcefully. The words spilled out in a rush, as though convincing him would somehow settle the fluttering unease in my chest. “You make her happy, Drew. That’s all that matters.”

      He nodded, but the thoughtful expression didn’t leave his face. His fingers drummed lightly against the stem of his wine glass, and for a moment, the only sound in the room was the faint hum of traffic outside the apartment window.

      “Thanks,” he said finally, voice low and sincere.

      “For what?”

      “For... being honest. For helping me figure this out.” He glanced up at me with a crooked smile that looked almost shy, and suddenly I felt like I was standing on the edge of something dangerous and uncharted. “I don’t know if Tessa realizes just how lucky she is to have someone like you in her corner.”

      I tried to laugh it off, waving a hand between us. “It’s not about luck—it’s just friendship.”

      “Maybe,” he said softly, his gaze lingering on me for a beat longer than it should have. “But not everyone has that. Not everyone has you.”

      His words hung heavy in the air between us, and I felt myself faltering—torn between brushing them off as nothing more than polite flattery and acknowledging whatever this strange energy was that we were both dancing around.

      “I think you’ve had too much wine,” I said lightly, hoping humor would diffuse whatever tension was building. But my voice came out shakier than I wanted it to.

      “Maybe,” he admitted with a small laugh. Then he stood abruptly, pulling his chair back with a scrape that made me flinch slightly. “You’re right, though—next on the menu should probably not involve fire.” He extended a hand toward me as if to help me up from my seat—a simple gesture that somehow felt anything but.

      I hesitated for just a fraction of a second before taking it, and when our palms touched—warm skin against skin—I swore I felt an electric jolt travel up my arm. Drew must have felt something too because his fingers tightened around mine for just a moment longer than necessary before he let go.

      “You okay?” he asked quietly as I stood there frozen in place.

      “I’m fine,” I lied quickly, brushing past him toward the sink to busy myself rinsing off my plate. My hands trembled slightly under the stream of water, but I forced myself to keep moving—to focus on anything other than him standing so close behind me.

      But then he spoke again, his voice lower this time—a quiet murmur that sent shivers down my spine.

      “Quinn.”

      I turned around without meaning to, and suddenly there he was—closer than before, his expression unreadable but intense in a way that made my breath catch. For a split second, neither of us moved or spoke; we just stood there locked in this impossible moment where time seemed to stretch endlessly between us.

      And then he reached out—not quite touching me but close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his hand—and said softly, “You know you mean a lot to her... and to me.”

      My heart pounded hard against my ribs as I searched his face for some clue as to what he was thinking, what he was about to do. His hand hovered near my arm, fingertips just shy of grazing my skin. It would have been so easy—too easy—to lean into that space, to bridge the distance that felt both impossible and inevitable.

      "Drew," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the rush of blood in my ears.

      He leaned in slightly, his gaze flickering between my eyes and my lips. For a moment, I thought it was going to happen—that impossible thing I hadn’t allowed myself to name out loud. His breath mingled with mine, warm and laced with the faint scent of wine from earlier.

      But then the door opened.

      "Oh my god. You’ll never guess what happened at work today," Tessa’s voice cut off abruptly as she stepped into the room and froze in place.

      Drew and I sprang apart like guilty teenagers caught sneaking out after curfew. My heart dropped into my stomach as I turned to face her, heat rushing to my cheeks so fast it felt like I might combust on the spot.

      "Tessa," I blurted out, every muscle in my body stiffening with panic. "I—this isn’t—we weren’t—"

      She didn’t say anything at first, just stood there taking us both in with a curious expression that wasn’t quite anger but wasn’t exactly neutral either. Her gaze lingered on Drew for a moment before shifting back to me.

      "You weren’t what?" she asked finally, one brow arching in a way that made it clear she wasn’t buying whatever excuse I was fumbling to come up with.

      Drew cleared his throat awkwardly and shoved his hands into his pockets. "I... we were just talking," he said lamely, which only seemed to make the whole situation look worse. “I thought you weren’t going to be home for a few more hours.”

      “Yeah, my yoga class got canceled.” Tessa’s eyes narrowed slightly—not in suspicion but something closer to amusement. She stepped further into the room, setting her purse down on the counter as if nothing unusual had happened. But there was something about her posture—relaxed yet deliberate—that made it clear she was very much aware of the tension hanging thick in the air. “What is all this?”

      Drew sighed, giving up the one secret he’d been trying to keep in order to preserve this situation. “I was practicing my cooking skills. It was supposed to be our anniversary present. I asked Quinn here to help.”

      "Help?" she repeated slowly, her gaze flicking between us again. Then she smiled—a small, almost mischievous smile that threw me completely off balance. "Looked like more than just a little help."

      I opened my mouth to protest—to explain or deny or something—but no words came out. My brain was too busy trying to reconcile this version of Tessa with the one I’d been expecting: furious, betrayed, maybe even hurt. Instead, she looked... intrigued?

      "Tess..." Drew started, his voice hesitant as if he wasn’t entirely sure where this was going either.

      She held up a hand to stop him, her smile widening ever so slightly. "Relax," she said lightly, though there was an edge of something deeper beneath her tone that sent a shiver down my spine. "I’m not mad."

      That caught both of us off guard.

      "You’re not?" Drew asked cautiously, echoing the question that was screaming inside my own head.

      "No," Tessa said simply, leaning casually against the counter like she wasn’t dropping a bombshell in the middle of our awkward little standoff. “In fact, if you want to give me an anniversary present, I can think of something else you can give me.”

      My heart lurched in my throat as Drew, asked, “What?”

      Tessa slid her denim jacket off her shoulders, her tight green V-neck stretching over her full chest. “We should have a threesome.”

      I nearly stumbled back at her words, and my thighs clenched together. My panties were soaked, but the idea of being intimate with both of them like that? Well, surely Drew would say no.

      But Drew just smiled. “Really? You mean it?”

      Tessa nodded. She approached me and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “I saw the way you were looking at my boyfriend,” she whispered. “Don’t tell me you aren’t a little curious.”

      Tessa’s fingers lingered on my ear, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure they could hear it. My gaze flicked to Drew, who stood there, watching us with a look that was equal parts surprise and anticipation. His eyes were dark, hungry, and for the first time, I let myself really look at him—really see him—the way I’d been trying not to for months.

      “Curious?” I echoed, my voice barely above a whisper. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t deny it. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

      Tessa’s smile deepened, and she took my hand, her grip firm but gentle. “Good,” she said softly. “Because so am I.”

      She turned and started walking toward the bedroom, pulling me along with her. My legs felt like jelly, but I followed without hesitation. Behind us, I heard Drew’s footsteps as he trailed behind, his presence heavy in the air.

      When we reached the bedroom, Tessa released my hand and turned to face me. Her eyes locked onto mine, and for a moment, everything else faded away—Drew, the guilt, the uncertainty. It was just us, like it had always been, but this time... this time was different.

      “Are you sure about this?” I asked softly, my voice trembling.

      Instead of answering, Tessa leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t tentative or cautious—it was confident, deliberate. Her lips were warm and soft against mine, and a low moan escaped me before I could stop it. My hands found her waist instinctively, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened.

      When she finally pulled back, we were both breathless. “Does that answer your question?” she asked, her voice husky.

      I nodded dumbly as Drew stepped into view behind her. He placed his hands on Tessa’s shoulders as he watched me with an intensity that made my knees weak.

      “Now take off your clothes,” Tessa instructed gently as she pulled off her tight green shirt over her head. She reached behind her back to unclasp her bra; her full breasts tumbled free as it fell to the floor.

      Her hands moved to the button of her jeans next as if this were an everyday thing for her.

      I hesitated briefly before following suit. My fingers trembled as I tugged off my shirt and bra. My nipples pebbled under their intense gaze.

      Tessa’s jeans hit the floor with a soft thud, and she stepped out of them, standing completely bare before me. Her confidence was intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but admire her—the curve of her hips, the softness of her stomach, the way she carried herself like she owned the room. My breath caught in my throat as I fumbled with the button of my own jeans, finally slipping them down my legs and stepping out of them. My panties followed, and suddenly, I was just as exposed as she was.

      Drew’s eyes roamed over me, and I felt a flush of heat spread through my body. He was still dressed, but the way he looked at me made it clear that wouldn’t last long. Tessa reached for my hand again, pulling me toward the bed. She guided me down onto the mattress, her touch soft but insistent. I lay back against the pillows, my heart racing as she climbed onto the bed and positioned herself between my legs.

      Her hands slid up my thighs, and I shivered at the contact. “Oh Quinn,” she murmured, her voice soothing. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      I nodded in agreement, though my body was tense with anticipation. Somewhere, deep down, I think I’d always wanted this too.

      Her breath was warm against my skin as she leaned in, her tongue tracing a slow, deliberate path up my slit. I gasped, my hips lifting instinctively. Her mouth was relentless, teasing and worshipping me in a way that made my thoughts scatter. My hands fisted in the sheets as pleasure coiled tight in my belly.

      Behind her, Drew was stripping off his clothes, and I caught glimpses of him from the corner of my eye—his broad shoulders, the defined muscles of his chest, the dark trail of hair leading down to his waist. When he moved closer, I could feel the heat of his body, even without touching him.

      Tessa moaned softly against me as Drew positioned himself behind her. He ran his hands over her hips, guiding her back onto him. I watched, breathless, as he entered her in one slow, deliberate stroke. Tessa’s mouth never left me, her rhythm unbroken even as Drew began to move inside her.

      The sensation was overwhelming—Tessa’s tongue working me with expert precision while Drew’s thrusts pushed her against me with every movement. My moans mingled with hers, the sounds filling the room. My body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure.

      “Oh God,” I whimpered, my fingers tangling in Tessa’s hair as the pressure inside me built to an unbearable peak. “I’m so close...”

      Tessa hummed in response, her lips closing around my clit as she sucked gently. That was all it took. My back arched off the bed as I came, waves of ecstasy crashing over me. Tessa didn’t stop until I was trembling and gasping for air.

      But she wasn’t done yet. She pulled away slightly, her eyes meeting mine as Drew continued to move behind her. Her face was flushed, her breathing ragged, but there was a fierce determination in her gaze.

      “Your turn,” she whispered, shifting away from Drew until he slipped out of her. He groaned at the loss of her heat, his brow furrowed in confusion.

      But Tessa climbed to the side and pushed him forward until he was situated between my thighs. “I want to watch you two finish what you started.”

      My eyes widened. Drew’s cock was huge and it was currently hovering over my dripping wet pussy. This was my best friend’s boyfriend. Was I really going to do this?

      But Tessa was already touching herself to the sight. Her free hand pushed against Drew’s ass until the tip of his cock brushed against my clit. My back arched in response, desperate for more of him.

      “Go on,” Tessa urged, her voice low and husky. “Show her how good you are, Drew.”

      Drew’s eyes locked with mine, dark and intense, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. He pressed forward slowly, the head of his cock slipping inside me. I gasped, my body stretching to accommodate him. He was so much bigger than I expected, and the sensation was almost overwhelming.

      “Fuck, Quinn,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips as he pushed deeper. “You feel incredible.”

      I moaned, my nails digging into his arms as he filled me completely. The stretch was exquisite, and I could feel every inch of him as he began to move. His thrusts were slow and deliberate at first, giving me time to adjust, but soon he picked up the pace, driving into me with a rhythm that had me seeing stars.

      Tessa’s eyes were glued to us, her fingers working furiously between her legs. “That’s it,” she panted, her voice thick with arousal. “Fuck her, Drew. Make her come.”

      Her words sent a fresh wave of heat through me, and I could feel my orgasm building again. Drew’s hands moved to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples in a way that made me whimper. His mouth found mine, and I kissed him hungrily, our tongues tangling as he continued to thrust into me.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmured against my lips, his breath hot and ragged. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      His confession sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I moaned into his mouth. Tessa’s hand reached out to stroke my hair, her touch surprisingly gentle.

      “You’re doing so good, Quinn,” she whispered, her voice filled with admiration. “Let go for him.”

      Her words were all I needed. My body exploded in pleasure, my muscles clenching around Drew as I came hard. He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he followed me over the edge, filling me with his release.

      For a moment, the room was filled with nothing but the sound of our breathing. Then Drew pulled out of me and collapsed onto the bed beside me. Tessa crawled up next to us, her body pressed against mine as she kissed me softly.

      “That was amazing,” she said, her voice filled with satisfaction. “This is the best anniversary present, ever.”

      “I agree,” said Drew, earning a couple of chuckles from us.

      I turned to Tessa. “You mean, this was better than Drew’s cooking?”

      “By a long shot.” Tessa scrunched her nose and kissed my cheek.

      Drew playfully frowned. “Hey, I was getting the hang of it in there.”

      “That’s true,” I said, defending him. “He really was getting better.”

      “Well, in that case,” Tessa said, “maybe the anniversary dinner should still happen.”

      Drew arched his brow at her. “Yeah?”

      “Yeah,” she smiled. “But I think I want Quinn for dessert.”

      I smiled up at her, feeling a strange sense of contentment wash over me. This wasn’t what I had expected when Tessa caught us earlier, but it was better than I could have ever imagined. And as Drew’s arm wrapped around me, pulling me close, I knew that this was just the beginning of something I never wanted to end.
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      “You’re telling me you’re not even a little excited to see her?” Brian’s voice curled through the kitchen like smoke—warm, persistent, and impossible to ignore. He leaned against the counter, arms folded, biceps flexing beneath the soft black fabric of his T-shirt, and gave me that look. The one that usually made my knees weak.

      Tonight, it only made me bristle.

      The last thing I wanted to do was talk about Nicole Moore.

      “Nicole’s some hotshot now,” I snapped, more bitter than I meant to sound. “She doesn’t care about us. And I sure as hell don’t care about her.”

      Brian’s mouth tightened into a frown. His short brown hair fell messily into his eyes, but he didn’t bother to push it away. Instead, he just stared at me, the weight of his gaze landing heavy and hot on my skin.

      “You two were best friends since, what, third grade?” His voice was low, almost tender. “You were in every school play together. I have a hard time believing she doesn’t care about you anymore.”

      “Believe it,” I said, pressing my palm flat against the cool marble of the kitchen counter, needing something solid to anchor me. My heart was beating too fast, and not for any reason I wanted to admit. “If I go to that ceremony, it’ll be obvious she’s moved on. Which is exactly why I’m not going.”

      “They’re honoring your best friend,” Brian said, his voice roughening at the edges. “She’s a damn legend around here. You really don’t want to be part of that?”

      I could feel the anger twitching through my muscles, hot and restless, but underneath it was something else—something achey and raw. “I haven’t heard from Nicole in years. That’s not friendship. That’s a ghost.”

      Brian shook his head slowly, disappointment flashing across his face. “Fine,” he muttered. He pushed off the counter and turned his back to me, his broad shoulders stiff. “But I’m going. It’s going to suck explaining why you’re not there.”

      “I’m an accountant now,” I said, my voice thinner than I intended. “Nobody even remembers who I was.”

      He spun back around, fast and fierce, his face almost incredulous. “Are you kidding me? You were unforgettable. You deserved to be right there beside Nicole in Los Angeles. You deserved everything she got—and maybe more.”

      The air between us stretched tight, humming with something unsaid.

      “Well, I didn’t go, did I?” The words burst out before I could stop them, sharp and wounded.

      Brian’s mouth parted, then closed again. His frown deepened, the hurt plain on his face. “I never asked you to stay for me,” he said, voice low, dangerous. “That was your choice. And you need to stop punishing me for it.”

      He didn’t wait for my reply. He turned on his heel and stalked upstairs, each heavy step echoing like a blow.

      I stayed frozen, breathing hard, my fingers digging into the countertop until they ached.

      God, I was an idiot.

      I had married him because I couldn’t bear the thought of him touching someone else, kissing someone else, sharing that slow, lazy smile with anyone but me. I had stayed in this small, sleepy town because I had wanted him more than I had ever wanted fame, or dreams, or anything that glittered under California’s distant sun.

      And the ugly truth was, I still wanted him that way. So fiercely it scared me sometimes.

      But why was he pushing me so hard to face Nicole again? Friends drift apart all the time. It was normal. Healthy. Expected. Nicole had her life. I had mine. We didn’t owe each other anything anymore.

      At least, that’s what I told myself.

      When the big night came, Brian left looking so devastatingly handsome it almost hurt. The black button-down clung to his chest, the sleeves rolled just enough to show the corded strength of his forearms. His dark jeans fit low and easy on his hips, casual but dangerous.

      I stayed curled on the couch, barefoot in one of his old T-shirts, watching Nicole’s biggest movie role flicker across the television screen. I told myself it didn’t matter.

      But every time Nicole’s face lit up the screen, I felt that old ache—the one that had nothing to do with fame and everything to do with the way she used to look at me when no one else was around. The way she used to touch my hand, laughing, lingering too long, too sweet.

      Maybe I wasn’t as over her as I thought.

      The house was silent except for the soft hum of the TV and the low, traitorous thrum of my own heartbeat.

      If I’d known then what Brian was about to do—if I’d known he would bring Nicole back here, back into our world, back into my house—I would have gone to that ceremony.

      I would have smiled. I would have lied.

      Because Nicole Moore hadn’t forgotten me at all.
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      I was still in jeans and an old, worn T-shirt when my husband came through the front door. He looked just as devastatingly handsome as he had when he left earlier that evening—shirt sleeves rolled up, hair slightly mussed, a crooked smile playing at his lips.

      I opened my mouth to ask how the ceremony had gone, but the words froze in my throat.

      Because standing behind him, framed in the doorway like some bittersweet ghost, was a woman I never expected to see again.

      Nicole Moore.

      Her thick, blond hair tumbled over her shoulders in effortless waves, and a cocky grin curved her lips, as though she had never left, as though no time had passed at all. She looked like she had walked straight out of a dream—or a memory I wasn’t ready to relive.

      Brian shifted awkwardly beside her, guilt flashing across his face, as well it should have. He had gone against everything I had asked, everything I had made so clear. He had brought her here—brought her into our home—without my blessing.

      Without my trust.

      “Hey, Lauren,” Nicole said, stepping forward. Her voice was softer than I remembered, less confident somehow. Her eyes found mine and held them, even though she dipped her head low, almost shy. Was she nervous? It seemed impossible. The rest of her—long legs, fitted jeans, the delicate gold chain glinting against her collarbone—looked immovable, like a goddess immune to something as human as nerves.

      I tore my gaze away, swallowing the knot in my throat.

      “What is she doing here?” I asked, my voice sharp and cold. I didn’t even glance in Nicole’s direction. I spoke only to Brian, as if she were nothing more than a shadow on the wall.

      And yet, despite my anger—despite the ice I tried to summon around my heart—I felt it. That pull. That familiar gravity.

      My mind flashed back to the days we spent acting together, winning national awards, dreaming under the stage lights about the glittering future that waited for us in Hollywood. To the long nights spent whispering our deepest secrets—truths so raw we never dared share them with anyone else, not even the friends who thought they knew us best.

      Brian held up his hands defensively. “Lauren, get over yourself already. She wanted to see you. I wasn’t going to stop her.”

      “She hasn’t called in years,” I shot back. “And now she suddenly wants to see me?”

      “I’m right here,” Nicole said, lifting her hand in a small, almost mocking wave. Her voice carried a thread of irritation now, thin and sharp. She cleared her throat, the sound rough and awkward, like she was trying to swallow down her pride. “If you’ve got something to say, Lauren, you can say it to me. Not just about me.”

      For the first time, there was a crack in her bravado—a fissure I recognized all too well.

      “I know you’re pissed. You should be. But if you’re going to take it out on anyone, take it out on me. Not your very attractive husband.” Her mouth quirked into a sly smile that practically dripped mischief.

      Brian’s face flushed pink, his eyes lighting up with embarrassed pleasure.

      I rolled my eyes so hard it nearly gave me a headache. “Oh, I see. You want to take my husband, too? Why don’t you just take everything else while you’re at it? You’ve clearly convinced yourself you deserve it.”

      Nicole’s smile faded just slightly, but she recovered quickly, tossing her hair over her shoulder with a practiced flick.

      “Stop being such a jerk,” Brian said sharply, his voice cutting through the tension between us. “Nicole’s just here to say hello. That’s it. I’ll give you two some time to talk it out—and when I come back, you’d better have figured it out.”

      His words hung in the air like a challenge.

      “Okay, Dad,” Nicole teased, flashing him a playful smile that was so disarming, so familiar, it punched me right in the gut. Her charm had always been effortless—and devastating.

      Before I could stop her, she stepped closer and placed her hands lightly on Brian’s broad shoulders, rising onto her toes to brush a kiss against his cheek.

      Brian’s eyes went wide. His blush deepened to a furious shade of red, and without a word, he spun on his heel and disappeared down the hallway.

      The silence he left behind was deafening.

      I stared down at the hardwood floor, blinking hard against the sudden, unwanted burn in my eyes. I couldn’t even bring myself to look at her—the woman who had once been my best friend.

      The woman who had left without a word and now stood in my house like she had every right to be there.

      “I remember the last night we saw each other,” Nicole said, her voice low, almost tender. “I know why you still hate me.”

      “I never hated you,” I replied, the words sharper than I intended. “It was you who hated me. You were the one who stopped talking.”

      Nicole stepped closer to the sofa, her arms falling limply to her sides. She let out a long, shaky sigh, as if she were carrying the weight of years on her back.

      “Yeah,” she said, voice roughening, “because you abandoned me.”

      I scoffed, the sound hollow in the space between us. “You abandoned me.”

      Her mouth tightened. She moved closer, the tension between us thick enough to taste.

      “You were supposed to come with me to L.A.,” she said, each word a slow, deliberate blow. “We were supposed to live together. Make it big. Chase every dream we ever whispered about backstage. But you—” she shook her head, disbelief flickering in her eyes “—you went chasing after the high school jock and treated me like I was nothing. Like we were nothing. You wanted to be popular so badly. But you belonged with me... out there. You know it. You’ve always known it. That’s why you’re still so bitter.”

      “I’m not bitter,” I said, my voice tight. I forced myself to meet her gaze for the first time since Brian had left the room.

      God, she was beautiful.

      Tired, yes. Weathered around the edges in ways only I would recognize. But still devastatingly beautiful.

      “You could’ve called,” I said, softer now. “You could’ve called at least once.”

      Nicole’s laugh was brittle. “Call you? For what?” she said, bitterness slicing through her words. “So you could ignore me from a distance? So you could pretend you were too good for everyone who cared about you?”

      Without waiting for an invitation, she slid onto the far end of the sofa, sinking into the cushions with a weary grace. She rested one hand between us, fingers splayed out, the small gesture feeling strangely intimate.

      “I just hope you’re happy,” she said, her voice dropping to something raw and almost broken. She glanced around the living room—the cozy throw pillows, the framed photos on the mantel, the life I had built brick by brick. “I hope Brian was worth it. I hope this...”—she gestured vaguely around her—“was worth giving up your dreams.”

      I let out a short, humorless laugh. “It was,” I said, the words hard and fast, though even as I spoke them, a dark, aching pit opened up inside my chest. “I love Brian. You thought I was chasing popularity, but I was falling in love. And I wouldn’t trade what I have for anything.”

      Nicole’s eyes narrowed, studying me like she could see straight through the bravado.

      “And what if you lost it all?” she asked quietly. “What if Brian cheated on you?”

      The question hit harder than I wanted to admit.

      I stared at her, really stared, and for the first time I didn’t just see the glossy Hollywood starlet she had become. I saw the girl underneath—the scared, stubborn, lonely girl I had once loved like a sister. Or maybe something more.

      “Why did you really come back here?” I asked, my voice almost a whisper. “Surely you didn’t care that much about some small-town celebration.”

      She chuckled, but it was hollow, humorless. “You think you know me so well.” She paused, eyes tracing the lines of my face like she was memorizing me all over again. “Maybe I just wanted to rub it in. Show you everything you missed out on.”

      I shook my head slowly. “Why did you care so much about what I was giving up? Why couldn’t you just let me go?”

      Nicole’s throat bobbed as she swallowed hard. For a moment, she looked like she might answer, but the words caught somewhere between her lips and her heart.

      “What?” I prompted, my voice breaking the fragile stillness.

      She hesitated, her hand twitching between us.

      And then—before I could move, before I could think—Nicole leaned in and kissed me.

      Her lips brushed mine in a kiss so soft, so tentative, it barely felt real. Her knuckles grazed my cheek, feather-light, sending a shiver racing down my spine.

      I should have pulled away. I should have done something.

      Instead, I froze, heart hammering against my ribs, tasting the sweetness of her, the warmth of her touch, the sunlight that seemed to cling to her skin.

      When she finally pulled back, her blue eyes were wide with panic.

      “Oh,” she breathed, stepping away as if she had been burned. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

      She stumbled to her feet, muttering apologies over and over, her voice thick with emotion, until she reached the door. With one last, stricken glance, she slipped outside into the cool night air, leaving me breathless and confused.

      I sat there, staring at the door, my fingers still tingling where she had touched me.

      What the hell just happened?

      “You two better be best friends again!” Brian called from around the corner, his cheerful voice cutting through the haze. He appeared in the doorway, frowning when he saw me alone. “Wait—where’d she go?”

      I swallowed hard, still dazed.

      “There’s a little problem,” I said, my voice cracking.

      Brian crossed his arms and cocked an eyebrow at me, waiting.

      “She kissed me,” I said.
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      “She kissed you?” Brian asked, his voice rough with disbelief as he slid into Nicole’s still-warm place on the couch. It felt strange—wrong, almost—to see him sitting where she had just been, the ghost of her presence still lingering between the cushions.

      I nodded mutely, the memory of Nicole’s soft mouth against mine still sparking through my nerves.

      “What did you say?” Brian pressed.

      “Nothing.”

      “Nothing?” His eyebrows shot up.

      “She didn’t give me a chance,” I said. “She just pulled back, apologized about a hundred times, and bolted.”

      Brian let out a low whistle and stared down at his hands, resting heavily in his lap. “Oh, boy,” he muttered. “She kissed you.”

      “How many times do I have to say it?” I snapped, tension crackling under my skin.

      He lifted his hands in mock surrender. “Okay, okay. I just... I can’t believe it. When I saw her at the celebration, she was flirting with me like crazy. I didn’t think much of it at the time, but now...” His voice trailed off.

      “You didn’t tell me that,” I said, the accusation slipping out before I could stop it. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

      Brian shrugged, looking sheepish. “I figured it was just a dumb little game. I thought maybe she was angry or trying to stir up old drama. I figured if I brought her back here, you two would make up, hug it out, and that would be the end of it.”

      “Oh,” I said, as something clicked into place in my mind. “She’s not here to make up. She’s here for revenge. She’s going to try and take you from me.”

      Brian laughed, a short, startled sound. “What are you talking about? She kissed you, not me.”

      “Yeah,” I said, the pieces falling faster now, “but before she kissed me, she made a comment—‘what if he cheats on you?’” I mimicked the words, feeling a chill even as I spoke them.

      Brian’s eyes widened. “You think she’s... bisexual or something?”

      “I don’t know,” I admitted, my heart hammering in my chest. “Maybe. But I know she’s still angry I didn’t go to Los Angeles with her. And it feels like she’s trying to wedge herself between us.”

      Brian’s hand found my knee, warm and steadying. I was grateful for the simple touch, for the calm he always seemed to carry even when my world tilted on its axis.

      “Maybe I’m wrong,” I said, pressing my hand over his. “Maybe I’m just being paranoid.”

      “You probably are,” he said, offering a lopsided smile that usually melted my worries away.

      But not this time.

      “I just don’t have a good feeling about her being here,” I whispered.

      Brian frowned, tightening his fingers around mine. “You don’t have to worry,” he said, his voice firm. “I’m not going to sleep with her. No matter how hard she tries.”

      At his words, a vivid image flashed through my mind—Brian tangled up with Nicole, her body pressed against his—and my whole body tensed involuntarily.

      “Yes,” I said slowly, cupping his cheek with my palm, feeling the rough scratch of his stubble against my skin. “Yes, you are going to sleep with her.”

      Brian’s eyes darkened, locking onto mine. “What?”

      “She wants to take you from me,” I said, my voice low, steady. “She thinks she can tear us apart. But what if... what if we let her try? What better way to prove how strong we are than to let her think she's winning?”

      Brian sat back slightly, searching my face, like he wasn’t sure if I was joking or insane.

      I leaned in, my thumb brushing over his cheekbone. “Besides,” I added, a sly, wicked smile tugging at my lips, “it could be... kind of hot.”

      “I don’t think you’re thinking straight,” Brian said, but the protest barely left his lips before a slow, wicked smile pulled at the corners of his mouth. His eyes sparkled with something dangerously close to excitement. “Of course, if you really want me to sleep with her... I won’t say no.”

      A small laugh escaped me, half nerves, half bravado. “As long as I won’t lose you to her, I’m not worried.”

      His expression softened instantly. He reached out and took my hands in his, cradling them between his own larger ones. His touch was warm and sure, a grounding force I didn’t realize I needed until I felt it.

      “You won’t lose me,” he said firmly, holding my gaze. “Not now. Not ever.”

      The certainty in his voice made my chest ache.

      “So,” he asked, squeezing my fingers lightly, “how do you want to do this?”

      I pulled in a slow, shaky breath. “Tomorrow, I’ll pretend to be out. You’ll call her—tell her you admire her work or something cheesy like that. Butter her up. She’ll eat it right up.”

      Brian chuckled under his breath. “Sounds cheesy as hell.”

      I nodded, a small smirk tugging at my lips. “Exactly. But she’ll believe it. Invite her over... and then let her make the next move.”

      He arched a brow. “And what do you mean you’ll ‘pretend’ to be out?”

      I leaned in slightly, feeling reckless. “I’m going to stay hidden,” I said. “I’m going to watch. Just to make sure nothing goes wrong.”

      His eyes widened, a flicker of something darker flashing behind them. “You’re going to watch?” he repeated, his voice roughening slightly. “Are you sure?”

      I hesitated for only a fraction of a second before nodding. “I’m sure.”

      But even as the words left my mouth, a hot twist of nerves coiled low in my stomach. My knees felt weak, and a restless energy simmered under my skin. Despite the worry knotting my chest, there was something else too—something dark and thrilling sparking between my hips, making my head spin with a thousand different forbidden scenarios.

      “I need some rest,” I said quickly, standing before I could lose my nerve.

      Brian watched me go, silent, thoughtful, a heat in his gaze that made it harder to walk away without trembling.

      In bed, I tossed and turned, sheets twisted around my body like chains. When I finally drifted into sleep, it was uneasy and shallow.

      In the middle of the night, I woke up drenched in sweat, my heart racing. My panties clung uncomfortably to my skin, soaked through, and my mind reeled with images I couldn’t unsee—images of Brian, of Nicole, of things that should have disgusted me but somehow only made the ache between my thighs sharper.

      Frustrated, I threw off the covers and slipped out to the living room. I needed a distraction—something, anything to quiet the riot inside me.

      I turned on the television and found one of Nicole’s best-selling films playing. I sank into the couch, curling my legs beneath me, staring blankly at the screen.

      But this time, I noticed things I hadn’t before.

      The soft, sultry curve of her lips when she smiled. The way her body moved with effortless grace, every line and shadow of her sculpted form drawing my gaze like a magnet. The sparkle in her blue eyes when she laughed, the kind of laugh that made it impossible not to look at her—and impossible to look away.

      I felt tense, flushed, every muscle wound tight with need and confusion.

      I refused to touch myself. I crossed my arms over my chest, pressing my thighs together tightly, willing the sensations to subside. I wasn’t going to give in. I wasn’t going to betray everything I thought I knew about myself.

      I wasn’t supposed to feel this way about Nicole Moore. About my best friend.

      And yet...

      What if I was wrong? What if Nicole wasn’t after Brian at all? What if I had built this elaborate plan out of nothing but paranoia and unresolved feelings?

      After the way she had kissed me—after the way my body had responded without hesitation—I couldn’t be sure of anything anymore.

      And tomorrow, everything was going to come to a head.

      One way or another.
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      The next morning, I took a steaming hot shower, letting the scalding water beat against my skin in a futile attempt to calm my nerves. When I stepped out, I carefully chose my best clothes—an outfit I hadn’t worn in months, something that made me feel put together, almost... desirable.

      It felt like I was getting ready for a first date.

      And that worried me.

      I wasn’t even supposed to see Nicole today. She wasn’t part of the plan—not yet. So why did I care so much about how I looked?

      Brian, too, dressed sharply, pulling on a crisp button-down and dark jeans that hugged him in all the right ways. When he came downstairs for breakfast, looking every bit the man I had fallen in love with, a strange twinge of jealousy flared inside me.

      “Wow, you look nice,” I said, forcing casualness into my voice. He smiled in that easy, devastating way that made my stomach flutter—and inside, I was a mess. A wreck of twisted emotions.

      My gut churned at the memory of Nicole’s kiss, at the way her lips had felt so natural against mine, as if no part of me wanted to pull away. What if my plan went horribly wrong?

      What if, instead of driving her away, I was pulling something even deeper between us to the surface—something that had never been spoken, never explored?

      What if she didn’t want Brian at all?

      What if it had always been me?

      “Eat up,” I said, sliding a plate toward Brian and settling opposite him. “Then you’ll call her over.”

      But it didn’t get that far.

      Only a few minutes into breakfast, there was a knock at the front door.

      Brian’s fork paused halfway to his mouth. “Who could that be?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, heart already hammering in my chest.

      He stood, wiping his hands on a napkin. “I’ll go see.”

      I finished the last bite on my plate mechanically, chasing it down with a swallow of orange juice that tasted strangely bitter. As I rinsed my dishes in the sink, I heard footsteps approaching from behind—light, hesitant.

      I knew those footsteps. I felt them.

      I stood slowly, my heart slamming against my ribs as I turned around.

      There she was.

      Nicole stood in the doorway, her hands planted firmly on her hips, her gaze fixed stubbornly on the floor. She looked almost... nervous.

      “I just came to apologize for last night,” she said, her voice rough with something that wasn’t quite regret. “I don’t know what came over me.”

      I blinked at her, stunned. Here I had been, plotting something reckless and stupid—and she came to apologize.

      I took a step closer.

      “Do you mean that?” I asked. “Or are you just embarrassed? Because you shouldn’t be.”

      Nicole’s head lifted. Her eyes met mine, and something thick and electric passed between us. My chest tightened painfully.

      “I shouldn’t be?” she repeated, her voice barely a whisper.

      I shook my head, my mouth suddenly dry. I forced myself to swallow. “I just have one question.”

      She tilted her head, curious. “Shoot.”

      “How long,” I said carefully, “have you felt this way?”

      Nicole exhaled sharply and dragged a hand through her thick blond hair. She walked past me into the kitchen, turning her back as if the distance could shield her vulnerability.

      “Um... well... since the day I met you, I guess,” she said finally. “If I’m being honest.”

      I gripped the edge of the counter, steadying myself.

      “What about all the guys you had crushes on? Flirting with Brian?” I asked, my voice sharper than I intended.

      Her eyes flicked toward me, a flash of irritation sparking there. “Who told you that?”

      “Who do you think?”

      Nicole’s mouth twisted into a sly, almost wicked smile. “Alright,” she said, a playful lilt to her voice. “You caught me.”

      “I knew it,” I muttered. “You’re just trying to take him from me.”

      “Yeah,” she said, with a shrug that was almost casual. “Because he ruined your life. He ruined our lives.”

      “How can you say that?” I demanded. “Look at everything you’ve accomplished. Everything you’ve been given.”

      Nicole’s smile faltered, and her eyes darkened with something heavy and raw. “I still don’t have you, do I?”

      Her words knocked the air from my lungs.

      I pursed my lips, struggling to find my voice. “So what is it you want?” I asked. “Me? Or him?”

      She didn’t hesitate.

      “I wanted you... a long time ago,” she said. “But now?” Her voice dropped to something colder. “Now I just want to make you suffer.”

      I straightened, crossing my arms over my chest. “Well, good luck with that,” I said. “Because nothing will tear Brian and me apart.”

      Nicole’s smile returned, slow and feral. “Oh, yeah?” she said, cocking an eyebrow. “We’ll just see about that.”

      I lifted my chin defiantly. “You can fuck him right in front of me for all I care,” I said, though my knees were trembling so hard it was a wonder I stayed standing. “You won’t win. He loves me. I love him.”

      Nicole’s gaze sharpened, zeroing in on me like a predator scenting blood.

      “Right in front of you?” she repeated, her tone dripping with mock innocence. “Let’s find out just how far you’re willing to take this little game.”

      I swallowed hard, bile rising in my throat.

      But I refused to back down.

      “After you,” I said coolly, gesturing toward the stairs with a sweep of my hand.

      Nicole’s slow, knowing smile made my skin flush hot—and my heart hammer harder than ever before.

      She left the kitchen without a word, and I followed close behind, my heart hammering against my ribs.

      We found Brian in the bedroom, standing near the bed and straightening his clothes, as if he already knew he was about to be caught doing something wrong. When he spotted us, he startled, stepping backward until the backs of his knees hit the mattress. His wide, uncertain eyes darted between Nicole and me.

      He was nervous. He should have been.

      Our plan—if it could even still be called that—had gone entirely out the window.

      Nicole didn’t hesitate. She strode toward him, her movements slow and deliberate, her body practically humming with intent. I felt every muscle in my back tense as she closed the distance between them, as she let her arms snake around his neck and leaned in, her mouth dangerously close to his.

      Brian stiffened beneath her touch, flicking a helpless look in my direction. His voice cracked slightly when he said, “What about my wife?”

      I swallowed down the lump forming in my throat and forced myself to smile, to act braver than I felt. “It’s fine,” I said, the words scraping against my teeth. “I think it’ll be fun.”

      A blatant lie.

      But I had started this game. And I couldn’t back down now.

      Brian caught the flicker of doubt in my eyes—but then he turned back to Nicole.

      And kissed her.

      The sight of it punched the air from my lungs.

      His hand gripped the back of her neck, his fingers threading into her thick, golden hair. His lips parted, inviting her deeper, and their tongues found each other in a slow, heated dance that made my thighs clench involuntarily.

      I remembered the taste of Nicole from the night before—sweet like caramel, tinged with something wild—and a sharp pang of jealousy flared in my chest.

      Was Brian thinking about that taste now, too?

      His hold tightened, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. They moved together with a strange, almost aching familiarity, like they had done this before in some other life. My heart raced, each beat thudding painfully against my ribs, but I stood rooted to the spot.

      I had never done anything like this before.

      But I had no intention of stopping it now.

      “That’s it,” Nicole whispered against his lips, her voice sultry and coaxing. “Show her how much you want me.”

      Brian’s forehead pressed against hers, and for a moment they just breathed each other in, the air thick and charged around them. Nicole’s hands dropped lower, unfastening his belt with swift, practiced movements.

      Their breathing quickened as she pulled the leather free with a low snap.

      Her fingers found the button of his jeans, and with a shared, breathless urgency, four hands—hers and his—worked to shove his jeans and briefs down to his ankles.

      Brian kicked free of them, standing gloriously bare from the waist down. He tugged his shirt over his head, revealing the thick bands of muscle that rippled beneath his skin.

      Nicole gasped, her eyes roaming shamelessly over his body.

      I swallowed hard, a surge of pride swelling inside me despite the surreal situation.

      God, he was beautiful. He was mine.

      And when this was over, he would still be mine.

      Brian tugged at Nicole’s shirt, lifting it over her head and baring her in a lacy pink bra that framed her curves perfectly. He kissed down her neck and across her chest, slow and reverent, his hands fumbling at the clasp behind her back.

      I watched it all with wide, burning eyes—watched him strip her down, piece by piece.

      Watched her respond with soft sighs and whispered encouragement.

      Watched my husband, my lover, with another woman.

      It was strange beyond words—watching, allowing—and stranger still that it didn’t repulse me. That it didn’t drive me from the room.

      Instead, my skin tingled, hyperaware of every brush of fabric, every shifting shadow.

      My panties were soaked, my thighs pressed tightly together in a futile attempt to stifle the growing, undeniable throb between my legs.

      As much as it twisted my heart to see Brian with someone else—especially Nicole, my former best friend—my body betrayed me at every turn.

      I should have been furious. Should have stormed out and slammed the door behind me.

      But I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to move.

      Maybe it wasn’t just Brian’s touch I was craving.

      Maybe it wasn’t just his body I ached for.

      Maybe some small, secret part of me—some part buried deep and shameful—had always wanted Nicole too. Had always wondered what it would be like to have her touch me the way she was touching him now.

      Maybe this was my punishment.

      Or maybe it was my only chance at redemption.

      Nicole sank gracefully to her knees, her blond hair cascading around her shoulders as she looked up at Brian. Her lips were parted, her breath coming in soft, shallow puffs of anticipation. She drank him in—every inch of my handsome husband—with eyes full of hunger and something deeper. Something almost reverent.

      Brian’s cock stood proud and thick, a heavy, throbbing length that pulsed in time with the beat of the room. Ready. Needy.

      Nicole opened her mouth and wrapped her soft lips around the head of him, taking him in with a slow, teasing swirl of her tongue.

      Brian exhaled sharply, his fingers immediately tangling in her hair. He guided her lower, pressing her down until she took as much of him as she could manage. The firm, possessive grip only seemed to encourage her. She moaned low in her throat, the sound vibrating against him as she worked him deeper, her throat stretching around his size.

      I watched, heart pounding, thighs pressing tightly together, unable to tear my gaze away.

      I wondered what he tasted like to her—the salt of his skin, the heat, the slight roughness of the veins ridging his shaft. I imagined how he must feel, thick and pulsing against her tongue, each ridged vein stroking her as she struggled to take him deeper.

      And then, with a slight shift of her jaw, she had him pressing into her throat, inch by inch.

      “That feels so good,” Brian groaned, tipping his head back in pleasure.

      “You look like you’re enjoying yourself,” I said smoothly, my voice laced with mischief. I looked directly at Nicole. “Tell me. Tell me how much you love sucking my husband’s giant cock.”

      She pulled back just enough to gasp, her lips wet and glistening. “I love it,” she said, voice thick with lust.

      She took him in again, greedier this time, her cheeks hollowing with effort. Brian groaned, his abs flexing hard as he gripped her tighter, holding her against his hips as he thrust shallowly into her eager mouth.

      Seconds later, with a low, broken moan, he came—hot, heavy spurts filling her throat. Nicole swallowed without hesitation, every last drop, her eyes fluttering closed as if savoring the moment.

      I loved knowing his seed now filled her, warm and claiming from the inside.

      Brian pulled her up by the shoulders, his movements rough with urgency. He guided her to the bed and pushed her back against the mattress. Nicole landed with a gasp, her breasts bouncing softly as she fell. Her skirt rode up her thighs, and Brian wasted no time tugging it down, along with her panties, peeling them from her long, toned legs.

      My mouth went dry at the sight of her—shaved smooth, glistening with arousal, her folds puffy and inviting.

      Brian’s eyes darkened with hunger as he stared at her, and then he dropped to his knees between her thighs.

      He devoured her.

      His tongue swept up the soft, wet seam of her pussy, lapping at her with long, deliberate strokes. Nicole cried out, arching off the bed, her fingers tangling in his dark hair, pulling him closer. Her moans were desperate, shameless, echoing in the small room.

      I couldn’t help myself. I moved to stand behind Brian, threading my fingers through his hair, intertwining them with Nicole’s. Our hands touched, tangled. Her eyes met mine—and there, in the wild shimmer of her gaze, was something that stole my breath.

      Understanding.

      Connection.

      Something deeper than rivalry or resentment.

      There were no sides anymore. No winners or losers.

      We had both already won.

      "Tell me,” I whispered, my voice thick with heat, “how much you love feeling his jock mouth on your pussy.”

      Nicole gasped, her body writhing, her head tossing back against the pillows. “I... I love it,” she panted, her voice breaking.

      Unable to resist, I leaned over, brushing my mouth against hers in a kiss that was soft and burning. She clung to me, moaning into my mouth, and that was all it took—she shattered against Brian’s tongue, crying out in blissful, uncontrollable release.

      "Good girl," I murmured against her lips.

      I straightened, my gaze sliding down to where Brian knelt between her legs, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His cheeks were flushed, his chest heaving with heavy breaths.

      I smiled—a slow, wicked thing.

      A queen surveying her kingdom.

      "Now," I said, my voice thick with command, "I want to watch you pound my best friend's pussy with your huge cock."

      Nicole’s eyes widened slightly—she hadn’t expected that. Not from me.

      She thought she was the one pulling the strings.

      She couldn’t have been more wrong.

      This was my house. My rules.

      I wasn’t losing anything tonight.

      I was giving.

      I was sharing.

      And in that act of giving, we had found something truer than anything we had dared to speak aloud.

      Through my husband’s body, through the sweat and heat and tangle of limbs, Nicole and I were finally completing something unfinished between us.

      Something inevitable.

      Something ours.

      Nicole’s eyes shot wide open, her pupils dilating, but her body gave her away—arching slightly, practically humming with excitement. She wanted this, even if she hadn’t expected it.

      Brian, standing tall and hard before her, looked hungrier than ever. His shaft was already thick and fully erect again, gleaming at the tip. Without a word, he moved between her open legs, positioning himself at her slick entrance.

      He teased her first—dragging the head of his cock slowly over her clit, sending shivers down her body. Then, with a knowing look, he slipped a finger inside her, pumping gently to prepare her.

      I leaned over Nicole, feeling emboldened, and drew one taut nipple into my mouth. Her gasp was immediate, sharp and sweet. I swirled my tongue around her stiffening peak, delighted by the way her fingers slid through my hair, clutching me tighter to her chest.

      My body trembled with excitement, the kind that simmered just under the surface, so deliciously wrong and right all at once.

      I licked over her nipple again, savoring her little shudders beneath me. Her hands traveled from my hair down my neck, slipping beneath the low neckline of my top. When her hand found my bare breast, cupping it fully, a spark shot straight to my core.

      Brian, meanwhile, gripped the base of his cock and, with a low, rumbling groan, pressed into Nicole.

      “Oh,” she moaned, her hips twitching as he slowly stretched her open.

      Brian was patient, easing into her an inch at a time, letting her adjust to the thick intrusion. Within minutes, he was buried to the hilt, every hard inch of him filling her completely. Nicole whimpered softly, gripping the sheets beneath her, her body trembling with the new, overwhelming sensation.

      "I want the two of you to come for me," Brian said roughly, pumping into her with slow, deliberate thrusts.

      "My pleasure," I breathed, voice thick with heat.

      I slipped off the rest of my clothes, aware of Nicole’s wide, admiring eyes following my every move. I climbed onto the bed beside her first, then swung one leg over her head, positioning myself above her face.

      My pussy was soaked, dripping with arousal, and I wanted her to see—wanted her to know just how much she had undone me.

      Slowly, I lowered my hips, gasping when her tongue immediately found my slick folds. She licked me greedily, moaning against my heat as Brian continued thrusting into her from below.

      I leaned forward, meeting Brian’s mouth in a messy, hungry kiss, our tongues tangling. Our hips rocked in tandem against Nicole, using her body as the bridge between us. Every thrust, every lick, sent shocks of pleasure racing through all three of us.

      Brian moved harder, faster now, driving deep into Nicole’s body as her tongue worked frantic, desperate circles over my clit.

      The tension inside me coiled impossibly tight, and I cried out when I finally shattered, my climax rushing through me in wild, pulsing waves.

      "I’m coming!" I gasped, shuddering above her. Nicole’s moans vibrated against me, extending my orgasm into something endless, something I would never forget. My thighs trembled around her head, and I could feel her own release building as she writhed beneath us.

      Nicole's cries grew louder, muffled against my skin, and I realized with a rush of pride and aching tenderness that she was coming too—hard, fast, and uncontrollably.

      Brian groaned into my mouth, his body seizing as he thrust deep one final time. I felt him tense, felt him spill inside Nicole, filling her completely as he kissed me fiercely, possessively.

      The room was filled with the sounds of panting, trembling bodies, the air heavy with sex and something more—something profound.

      Brian pulled out slowly, his face flushed and damp with exertion. The three of us collapsed onto the bed, tangled together, catching our breath.

      For a long, breathless moment, none of us spoke.

      We simply existed together, wrapped in warmth and something dangerously close to love.

      Eventually, we cleaned off and pulled on our clothes, the tension between us lighter now, though no less complicated.

      "So..." I said, glancing at Nicole, unsure how to bridge the impossible gap between what we had been and what we were now. "Where do we go from here?"

      Nicole smiled softly, almost shyly. "I hope you’ll let me keep in touch," she said. "This was... fun. We should definitely do it again sometime."

      "I’m cool with that," Brian said quickly, his cheeks still flushed from the aftermath of sharing his body with another woman.

      The nausea that had twisted in my stomach earlier had mostly faded now, replaced by something steadier, sweeter. I looked deep into Nicole’s eyes—eyes that had once been my whole world—and I saw no threat there, only warmth.

      "I’d love that," I said sincerely. My throat tightened as I added, "I missed you, Nicole."

      "I missed you too, Lauren," she whispered.

      Nicole reached out and gripped the back of my neck, pulling me close until our foreheads pressed together. Her lips brushed against mine, soft and sweet, sending a shock of sparks down my spine.

      It should have felt strange.

      It should have felt wrong.

      Instead, it felt like coming home.

      Our kiss—our lovemaking—felt inevitable.

      Like the three of us were always meant to find each other again.

      Just like this.

      I knew we couldn’t keep Nicole forever.

      Her world was too big, too full of flashing lights and bright cameras.

      But for a little while longer, she would be ours.

      Ours to love.

      Ours to share.

      Ours to belong to.

      A few days later, Nicole returned to Los Angeles and her dazzling career, but we stayed in touch. We saw her any chance we got, rekindling a friendship that was both new and familiar.

      Well—not exactly like it was in high school.

      Not anymore.

      Every time Nicole was honored, Brian and I made sure we were there to cheer her on. I couldn’t have been prouder of the life she had built for herself.

      And apparently, she was proud of the life I had built too.

      Brian remained the best husband a woman could ask for—especially given the extraordinary circumstances we had weathered together.

      And Nicole?

      She would always be a part of us now.

      Always.
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      The gravel driveway crunched under the tires as Evan guided the car up the sweeping, tree-lined path. Sienna sat stiffly in the passenger seat, smoothing invisible wrinkles from her navy cocktail dress. Her heart pounded a little harder the closer they got, the sprawling estate finally coming into view — a wide, gleaming Mediterranean-style mansion with soft golden lights pouring from every window, making the whole place glow like a decadent promise.

      "This is... insane," Sienna murmured, half to herself.

      Evan reached over and gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze. His hand was warm and steady — everything she wasn’t right now.

      "We’ll be fine," he said, flashing that easy, confident grin that usually melted her nerves. Tonight, it only tangled them tighter.

      The valet appeared before they even rolled to a stop, a young man in a crisp black uniform opening Sienna’s door with a slight bow. She slipped out, smoothing her dress again, suddenly hyper-aware of every inch of exposed skin. The air was thick with the scent of something rich and dark— a perfume she couldn’t quite name.

      Then Isabel Devereux appeared at the top of the marble steps, and everything else dropped away.

      Isabel was... breathtaking.

      Tall, elegant, and dripping in effortless authority, she wore a silk champagne-colored gown that clung to her curves like a lover’s touch. Her dark hair was swept into a loose chignon, a few tendrils artfully framing her sharp cheekbones. She moved with the kind of grace that made Sienna feel clumsy just standing there.

      And when Isabel’s smoky gaze landed on them — lingering first on Evan, then sliding slowly, deliberately over Sienna — it felt like being touched without a single finger laid.

      "Welcome," Isabel purred, descending the stairs with the slow, deliberate cadence of someone who had never been rushed a day in her life. "I’ve been looking forward to meeting you both."

      Her voice was pure velvet. Sienna swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry.

      Evan stepped forward, hand outstretched, his usual charm flickering to life. "Thank you for having us, Ms. Devereux."

      Isabel smiled — a curve of painted lips that promised mischief — and instead of shaking Evan’s hand, she took it in both of hers, holding it just a little too long. Her thumb stroked his knuckles once, a slow, absent caress, before she finally let go.

      When she turned to Sienna, her smile deepened into something richer, more indulgent.

      "And you must be Sienna," Isabel said, her voice lowering slightly. "You're even more beautiful than Evan described."

      Sienna managed a polite laugh, but her cheeks burned under Isabel’s gaze, heat pooling low in her belly. She felt naked under that look — appraised, admired, and somehow... claimed.

      "Thank you," she said softly, the words barely making it past her throat.

      Isabel’s eyes sparkled like she knew exactly what effect she was having. She extended an arm, beckoning them inside.

      "Come," she said. "We have much to discuss. And I detest keeping pleasure waiting."

      The mansion’s interior was even more stunning — vast marble floors, soaring ceilings hung with glittering chandeliers, and walls lined with lush contemporary art that somehow managed to feel both tasteful and scandalous. The air buzzed with something electric, something just beneath the surface, setting Sienna’s nerves alight.

      Everywhere she looked, there were little suggestions of decadence: a low velvet chaise, a crystal decanter of amber liquid left carelessly on a side table, a thin silk scarf discarded on a banister as if someone had been undressed right there.

      It felt less like entering someone’s home and more like stepping onto a stage — a private, forbidden theater where the rules were different... if they existed at all.

      Sienna clutched her clutch purse a little tighter, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she followed Isabel’s graceful sway deeper into the house.

      And despite the tiny voice in her head whispering caution, another part of her — darker, wilder — leaned in, aching to see what came next.

      The dining room was all gleaming dark wood and heavy drapes, candlelight throwing molten gold across the table set for three. It was intimate by design — too intimate — and Sienna felt the tension curl tighter inside her as she took her seat.

      Isabel sat at the head of the table, commanding without trying. She gestured for Evan and Sienna to sit side by side, directly in her line of view, and the way her gaze flicked over them made Sienna’s skin prickle — not with fear, but something perilously close to excitement.

      The first course arrived almost silently, served by a pair of uniformed attendants who moved like ghosts, efficient and invisible. Platters of delicate hors d'oeuvres, gleaming silver cutlery, crystal glasses that caught the candlelight and fractured it into rainbows.

      But it wasn't the food or the luxury that had Sienna’s stomach fluttering.

      It was Isabel.

      The way she leaned back in her chair, cradling a glass of deep red wine in one hand, watching them with a slow, feline amusement. Every look, every smile, every pause between words felt weighted, like a hand pressing low on Sienna’s spine, steering her toward something she wasn’t ready to name.

      "You two make a striking pair," Isabel said, her voice a rich purr that wrapped around Sienna like a silk scarf. "Such youth. Such hunger."

      Sienna laughed nervously, reaching for her wine. Evan, ever the charmer, just grinned and offered a polite thank-you.

      But Isabel wasn’t really looking at him anymore.

      When the first toast was made — "to new beginnings," Isabel murmured, her eyes glinting — she let her fingers brush Sienna’s hand on the stem of her glass. A soft touch, gone in an instant, but it left a trail of goosebumps in its wake.

      Sienna blinked, her pulse quickening. Was that on purpose?

      Of course it was.

      Every move Isabel made was deliberate. Calculated. Seductive.

      The courses came and went in a slow, luxurious rhythm. Fresh oysters with lemon foam. Handmade pasta so delicate it practically melted on the tongue. Filet mignon, sliced thick and rare, pooling juices onto plates of fine porcelain. Sienna barely tasted any of it. Her mouth was too dry, her nerves stretched thin by the steady, simmering heat rolling off their hostess.

      Throughout the meal, Isabel found ways to touch — always subtle, always casual. A hand resting lightly on Evan’s forearm as she laughed at something he said. A conspiratorial brush of her fingers along Sienna’s wrist as she poured more wine.

      Each time, Sienna flinched internally, but she didn’t pull away.

      If anything, she leaned in, just a little.

      It was maddening — this mix of confusion, jealousy, and the low, heavy throb of arousal that refused to be ignored. She watched Evan, too, saw the way his posture stiffened slightly under Isabel’s attentions, the way his throat bobbed when he swallowed, a little too hard, a little too fast.

      Was he turned on?

      The idea of it — of Evan being seduced, of her sitting right there, powerless to stop it — made Sienna’s thighs clench under the table.

      "Tell me," Isabel said during dessert, her voice dipping lower, silkier, "how long have you two been together?"

      "Three years," Evan answered easily, sliding his arm along the back of Sienna’s chair in a possessive little gesture that did nothing to steady her pulse.

      Isabel smiled, slow and knowing. "Three years. A solid foundation."

      Her gaze moved between them again, sharper this time. Assessing.

      Measuring.

      "Enough to know every inch of each other," she mused. "And enough to still wonder what’s left to discover."

      Sienna fumbled her spoon against her plate, the clink sounding painfully loud in the quiet room.

      Isabel just laughed — low and musical — and reached out once more, this time letting her hand rest briefly, intimately, against the inside of Sienna’s forearm.

      The touch was featherlight. Perfectly acceptable, in theory. But Sienna felt it like a brand.

      "You’re very lucky," Isabel said, speaking to Evan but staring straight into Sienna’s eyes. "Not everyone is brave enough to hold something so precious... and still be willing to share it."

      Sienna’s breath caught. She couldn’t look away, caught like a rabbit in a snare.

      Evan shifted beside her, but Isabel only smiled wider, like she could see every secret running wild beneath their polished exteriors.

      The staff cleared the plates. “Let’s take this to my sitting room,” Isabel said.

      The dining room faded behind them, replaced by the low, sultry warmth of Isabel’s private sitting room. It wasn’t like any living room Sienna had ever seen. Deep leather chairs gathered around a gleaming marble hearth. Heavy curtains drawn tight against the night. A low-burning fire casting flickering amber light across plush rugs and glass tables laden with more crystal decanters, dark liquors winking under the flames.

      It felt less like a gathering space and more like a den. A lair.

      Sienna perched stiffly on the edge of one of the armchairs, her knees tucked close together, her fingers worrying the hem of her dress. Evan sank beside her, trying for casual, but she could feel the tension vibrating off him like a tuning fork.

      Isabel moved like a different creature entirely—liquid, unhurried, utterly at home. She poured them each a drink from a heavy decanter, the liquid swirling a rich, caramel brown.

      “Something a little stronger,” she said, handing Sienna a glass with a ghost of a smile. “I find honesty comes easier when the air’s thick with temptation.”

      Sienna managed a tight laugh, the glass cool and heavy in her trembling fingers. Evan cleared his throat, accepting his drink with a murmured thanks.

      Isabel didn’t sit right away. Instead, she wandered the room with slow, easy strides, her gown whispering against the hardwood floor, her fingertips trailing along the mantle, the backs of the chairs, the sharp curve of a low-slung table. Watching them. Studying them.

      Waiting.

      The silence stretched, thick and deliberate.

      Sienna sipped the whiskey and coughed softly as it burned down her throat, her heart pounding harder with every second that passed.

      Isabel finally sank into the chair across from them, one leg elegantly crossed over the other, her glass resting lazily against the armrest.

      She smiled—a slow, wicked thing that made Sienna’s stomach clench—and said, casually, almost idly:

      “The contract is yours... if you spend the night with me.”

      The words dropped into the room like a stone into still water, rippling out, shaking the air.

      Sienna froze, her mind refusing to process for one stunned, flickering heartbeat.

      Evan stiffened beside her. She felt it—the way he inhaled sharply, the way his thigh pressed just slightly harder against hers.

      He was excited.

      She could feel it in the sudden, subtle shift of his body. In the way he gripped his glass just a little too tightly.

      Sienna’s stomach twisted into a hot, aching knot.

      Isabel sipped her drink, watching them over the rim of her glass, utterly unbothered. Her gaze was steady, patient, predatory.

      She wasn’t bluffing.

      She wasn’t joking.

      She wanted them. Both of them.

      And she was offering the world in return.

      Sienna’s voice, when it finally stumbled out, sounded thin and foreign to her own ears. “You’re serious.”

      Isabel’s smile deepened, almost fond. “Darling, I’m always serious when it comes to pleasure.”

      Her words dripped like honey, sweet and heavy and dangerous.

      Sienna’s mouth opened, then closed again, her brain scrambling for something—anything—to say.

      Evan spoke first, his voice low and rough. “You mean... both of us?”

      Isabel’s eyes glinted in the firelight.

      “Of course,” she said smoothly. “I wouldn’t dream of separating such a perfect set.”

      Sienna’s pulse thrummed painfully in her neck.

      She should be furious. She should be offended. She should be grabbing Evan’s hand and dragging him out the door, contract be damned.

      But she wasn’t.

      She was wet.

      Shamefully, humiliatingly wet.

      Just the idea—the filthy, thrilling, forbidden image of Isabel’s hands on Evan, on her, pulling them apart, tying them together—set a heavy throb deep between her thighs.

      Sienna tightened her grip on her glass, trying to steady herself.

      Beside her, Evan sat frozen, his expression carefully blank. But she knew him too well. She saw the faint flush high on his cheekbones, the way his jaw clenched and unclenched, the way his breath hitched when Isabel’s gaze slid over him like a caress.

      He was tempted.

      Badly.

      And so was she.

      Isabel leaned forward, bracing her elbows on her knees, her glass dangling loosely between her fingers.

      “There’s no pressure,” she said, her voice velvet-soft. “You’re free to walk away. I’ll simply find another vendor for the contract.”

      She let the words hang, unthreatening but heavy with finality.

      Sienna’s throat worked as she swallowed.

      “You don’t... just do this with everyone?” she asked, hating the shaky vulnerability in her voice.

      Isabel laughed—a rich, genuine sound. “No, darling. Only the ones worth ruining myself over.” Her gaze landed on Evan, lingered there, then slid to Sienna with a slow, appreciative sweep. “Only the ones I can’t resist.”

      The room felt too small, too hot, every breath Sienna dragged in laced with smoke and sex and power.

      Evan shifted beside her, his knee bumping hers, his body radiating heat. Sienna licked her lips and forced herself to stand, every muscle trembling.

      “We... we need to think about it,” she managed.

      Isabel inclined her head graciously, that sly, knowing smile never slipping. “Of course. Take all the time you need.”

      Her eyes glittered.

      “But not too much. Some pleasures are best enjoyed before they slip through your fingers.”

      Sienna couldn’t meet her gaze. She grabbed Evan’s hand instead, tugging him up, her skin burning where they touched.

      They made it to the door somehow, murmured polite, breathless goodbyes, the valet appearing again like a wraith to bring the car.

      Sienna slid into the passenger seat, heart hammering, her thighs pressed tightly together. Evan drove in silence for a full mile before he finally spoke, his voice hoarse.

      “Jesus, Sienna.”

      She turned to look at him, at the strained line of his jaw, the way he gripped the steering wheel like it might fly out of his hands.

      Her body thrummed with heat, confusion, want.

      “I know,” she whispered.

      Neither of them said another word the rest of the ride home.

      But both of them knew—They were already halfway to yes.
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      The door slammed behind them with a sharp, final snap, the sound ricocheting through the quiet apartment.

      Sienna dropped her clutch onto the entryway table a little too hard and crossed her arms, trying to hold herself together. Her skin still buzzed with leftover adrenaline, her heart beating a furious rhythm against her ribs.

      Evan locked the door and turned to her, his face drawn tight with tension. He opened his mouth—maybe to explain, maybe to apologize—but Sienna beat him to it.

      "You wanted her," she said, her voice low and shaking.

      Evan flinched like she’d slapped him. "That's not fair," he growled, running a hand through his hair. "You saw what she was doing. She was—"

      "Flirting with you. Touching you," Sienna snapped, taking a step closer, her anger spiked with something darker, hotter. "And you just sat there and let her."

      He glared at her, frustration flashing in his eyes. "What was I supposed to do, Sienna? Slap her hand away and lose the contract?"

      "You could’ve looked less like you were about two seconds from coming in your pants," she bit out.

      The words hung there, sharp and ugly. Evan’s jaw worked, but no words came.

      Because it was true.

      Sienna had seen it—the way his breath had quickened under Isabel’s touch, the way he leaned in, hungry and helpless.

      And God help her, it turned her on more than it should have.

      Way more.

      "You liked it," she said, softer now, more accusation than fury. "You liked her looking at you like you were something she could... use."

      Evan closed the distance between them in three quick strides, towering over her, his chest heaving.

      "You liked it too," he said roughly, his voice a low, dangerous rasp. "You liked watching her touch me. You liked the idea of it."

      Sienna opened her mouth to deny it—to scream at him—but her body betrayed her, heat flooding between her thighs at the filthy truth of it.

      Evan saw it.

      His gaze dropped, raking over her trembling form, and something inside him snapped.

      He grabbed her face in both hands and kissed her hard, mouths colliding in a messy, desperate clash of teeth and tongues.

      Sienna shoved at his chest once, half-hearted, but Evan just groaned and pushed her back against the wall, his hands already tugging her dress up over her hips.

      "I’m yours," he ground out against her lips, dragging her panties down her thighs with one rough yank. "I don’t care who looks at me. You’re the only one who gets to have me."

      Sienna whimpered into his mouth, her nails scraping down his back as he fumbled with his belt, clumsy with need.

      She barely got a hand between them, wrapping her fingers around his cock—already thick and leaking—and guiding him to her slick entrance.

      With one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her.

      Sienna cried out, clinging to his shoulders as he drove into her, fast and rough, no pretense of gentleness left.

      Every thrust rattled the picture frames on the wall.

      Every moan, every grunt, every desperate gasp filled the apartment.

      They were both pretending—not thinking about Isabel’s dark eyes, Isabel’s knowing smile, Isabel’s hand stroking, coaxing, commanding.

      And yet... she was everywhere.

      In the frantic way Evan fucked her, like he had to stake his claim before someone else could. In the filthy way Sienna whispered his name, over and over, like a prayer and a curse. Their bodies slammed together, a frenzy of anger and lust and something too raw to name.

      It didn’t take long.

      Sienna shattered first, gasping his name, her body locking tight around him. Evan followed with a harsh groan, spilling into her, clutching her so tight it almost hurt.

      They sagged against the wall, panting, trembling, wrecked. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing, ragged and uneven.

      Evan pressed his forehead to hers, his hands gentle now, stroking her hips, her hair. "I love you," he whispered, voice broken. "Only you."

      Sienna closed her eyes, a tear sliding hot down her cheek. "I know," she whispered back. But in the dark corners of her mind, Isabel’s voice purred, low and seductive.

      Some pleasures are best enjoyed before they slip through your fingers.

      And Sienna wasn’t sure if she was terrified...or already aching for more.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Sienna stood at the kitchen counter, staring blankly into her coffee as if it might hold the answers she didn’t have the courage to voice.

      The apartment was too quiet. Evan had already left for an early meeting, leaving behind the lingering scent of his cologne and the faint memory of his mouth on hers when he kissed her goodbye — tender, almost apologetic.

      Her thighs still ached from the night before, a delicious soreness that made her cheeks heat whenever she shifted. The wild way he’d taken her — like he couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else touching her — should have been enough to drive away the restless, gnawing feeling in her gut.

      It wasn’t.

      She sipped her coffee, grimacing at the bitterness, and set the mug down with a soft clink. The events of last night looped through her mind in vivid flashes she couldn't shut off if she tried.

      The fury. The need. The brutal way Evan had claimed her.

      And underneath it all — Isabel.

      Always Isabel.

      Sienna could still feel the ghost of Isabel’s hand brushing her arm at dinner, the way her gaze had stripped them both bare without a single word. She could still hear Isabel’s velvet voice making that impossible offer, see the smirk playing on those blood-red lips as if she already knew the answer.

      The worst part — the part Sienna couldn’t outrun no matter how fast she tried — was how much it turned her on.

      The idea of Isabel touching Evan, of Evan letting her...It should have filled Sienna with rage. It should have made her sick.

      Instead, it made her thighs clench and her breath catch in her throat.

      She hated herself for it. For the secret, shameful pulse of arousal that wouldn't go away. For the way her mind spun out filthy, forbidden images without her permission.

      She imagined Isabel pushing Evan down onto crisp white sheets, slow and deliberate, with that same wicked smile.

      

      Imagined Evan’s hands fisting the sheets, his body trembling with restraint.

      

      Imagined sitting there, helpless and aching, watching another woman take him apart piece by piece.

      Would he look at Isabel the way he looked at her? Would he moan for her the same way?

      Sienna pressed her thighs together, a small, desperate sound slipping from her lips.

      She set the coffee aside and braced her hands on the counter, bowing her head. Her heart hammered, her breathing uneven.

      It wasn’t just jealousy. It was the fantasy of it. The danger of letting go. The thrill of seeing Evan lose control... and knowing she still held the real power.

      Because at the end of the night, he would still be hers.

      No matter who touched him. No matter what happened. It would be Sienna he came home to. It would be Sienna he loved.

      The thought wrapped around her like silk — wicked and seductive and impossibly tempting.

      Maybe Isabel had seen it in them before they even saw it in themselves. Maybe she’d known from the first touch, the first look.

      Sienna opened her eyes and stared out the kitchen window, the city stretching beyond in soft morning haze.

      There was a decision to make. A line they hadn’t crossed yet — but one that, once crossed, could never be undone.

      She wasn’t sure if she had the strength to say yes. She wasn’t sure if she had the strength to say no, either.

      Somewhere deep inside, beneath the fear and doubt, something darker stirred.

      

      Something reckless.

      

      Something hungry.
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        * * *

      

      The apartment was quiet when Evan came home.

      Sienna heard the soft thud of the door, the jingle of his keys hitting the dish by the entrance. She stood frozen in the middle of the living room, heart hammering so loud she was sure he could hear it from across the room.

      He walked in, jacket slung over one shoulder, his hair mussed from running his hands through it all day. The second he saw her standing there, barefoot in one of his old T-shirts, he paused. His whole body went still, wary.

      "Hey," he said cautiously. "You okay?"

      Sienna licked her lips, nerves coiling tight inside her. She nodded, then shook her head. "No," she whispered. "Not really."

      He dropped his jacket onto the back of the couch and came closer, his face etched with concern. "Talk to me."

      She sank down onto the couch, pulling her knees up, and he sat across from her, close but not touching. Waiting.

      The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy.

      "I can't stop thinking about it," Sienna said finally, voice barely above a breath.

      Evan's brows furrowed. "About last night?"

      She shook her head again, twisting her fingers together. "About... her. About what she offered."

      There was a long, charged pause. Evan's throat worked as he swallowed hard. "Sienna..."

      "I'm scared," she said, cutting him off before he could say something that would make her lose her nerve. "I'm scared because... because part of me hates the idea. And part of me..." She broke off, squeezing her eyes shut. "Part of me wants it so badly I can barely think straight."

      When she opened her eyes, Evan was staring at her like she’d just ripped out his heart and handed it to him.

      "You’re not the only one," he said roughly. "God, Sienna, you have no idea how much I’ve thought about it. About you watching. About you telling me what to do. About..." His voice cracked, the words coming fast and raw. "About being yours even when someone else is touching me."

      Her breath caught.

      There it was — the thing she hadn’t been able to name before, the thing that had haunted her all day.

      It wasn’t about Isabel. It wasn’t about losing Evan.

      It was about trust. About power. About giving herself permission to want something messy and complicated and achingly, wickedly beautiful.

      She leaned forward, reaching for his hand, threading their fingers together. "If we do this," she said softly, "I have to be there. I have to be a part of it."

      Evan squeezed her hand like he could imprint himself into her skin. "Anything you want," he said fiercely. "You call the shots. You say stop, it stops. You say no, it's no."

      "And if I say more?" she whispered, heart pounding.

      He smiled then — a crooked, aching smile that made her fall in love with him all over again. "Then it’s more," he said. "Only if you want it."

      Sienna leaned in, pressing her forehead to his, breathing him in. His scent — pine and coffee and something purely Evan — grounded her, anchored her.

      She pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes. "Let’s call her," she said, the words tumbling out in a rush before she could change her mind. "Before I lose my nerve."

      Evan nodded, reaching for his phone. His fingers trembled slightly as he pulled up Isabel’s number, the text thread from last night still open — the last message from Isabel simply reading, I’ll be waiting.

      He hesitated, glancing at her one last time, giving her a silent chance to back out.

      Sienna gave a shaky nod.

      He hit the call button.

      The line barely rang once before Isabel answered, her voice smooth and amused, like she’d been expecting them. "Evan," she purred. "And Sienna, I presume."

      Sienna shivered, the sound of Isabel’s voice sliding over her like velvet.

      "We talked," Evan said, his voice steady but tight.

      "And?" Isabel prompted, a playful lilt in her tone.

      Sienna swallowed, forcing her voice to work. "We want to take you up on your offer."

      There was a pause on the line, so brief it barely existed — and then Isabel laughed, low and rich. "I’m delighted," she said. "I’ll have everything arranged."

      Sienna’s stomach fluttered wildly, her entire body buzzing with nerves and anticipation. "One thing," she said quickly, her voice sharper than she meant. "I have to be there. I have to... be part of it."

      Isabel made a soft, approving sound. "Of course, darling. This night is for all of us." The words sent a shiver through Sienna’s spine. "I’ll send you the details," Isabel said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Be ready." The call ended with a soft click, leaving a ringing silence behind.

      Sienna sat there, her heart pounding, staring at Evan. "We're really doing this," she said, half in awe, half in terror.

      Evan reached out and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly over her skin. "Only because we want to," he said. "Only because we trust each other."

      Sienna leaned into his touch, closing her eyes. She didn’t know what was waiting for them on the other side of tonight. But for the first time since this whole whirlwind had started, she wasn’t afraid of it anymore.

      She was ready.
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      The second time they pulled up to Isabel’s estate, the atmosphere inside the car was entirely different.

      No longer stiff and polite.

      Now it crackled — thick with nerves, with anticipation, with something darker and infinitely more dangerous.

      Sienna smoothed her palms down the front of her dress, her fingers trembling slightly against the sheer black fabric. Isabel’s instructions had been explicit: Something short. Something daring. Something that makes you feel like a gift unwrapping itself.

      The dress was more lingerie than clothing — black mesh and delicate lace, with tiny, teasing straps over her shoulders and a hem that barely kissed the tops of her thighs. Her nipples were visible under the thin fabric, taut and aching from nothing more than expectation.

      She caught Evan sneaking a glance at her from the driver’s seat, his jaw clenching tight.

      "You sure you’re ready?" he asked roughly as he pulled up to the front steps, where the grand double doors already stood open, as if Isabel had known the exact moment they would arrive.

      Sienna took a deep breath, tasting jasmine and fear and something like wild exhilaration.

      "I’m sure," she said, and for the first time, she meant it.

      The valet opened her door, bowing low, not even pretending not to stare. Sienna’s cheeks flushed, but a secret thrill licked down her spine as she stepped out, her heels clicking softly on the stone.

      She felt exposed. Powerful. Alive.

      Evan joined her on the walkway, his hand resting at the small of her back — protective, possessive — and together they climbed the steps.

      And then Isabel appeared in the doorway, and the world fell away.

      She wore a gown that defied description — crimson silk, cut so deep at the sides it flashed bare thigh with every measured step. The fabric clung to her body like a second skin, liquid and sinful, her hair pinned up in a tousled, effortless twist that exposed the long, graceful line of her throat.

      Sienna couldn’t breathe.

      Neither, apparently, could Evan.

      Isabel smiled slowly as they approached, a queen surveying the subjects who had finally bent the knee.

      "You’re both even more beautiful tonight," she purred, her gaze lingering on Sienna with naked appreciation before sliding possessively over Evan’s broad shoulders and strong hands.

      The compliment settled low in Sienna’s belly, heating her from the inside out.

      "Come," Isabel said, stepping aside to usher them in, her fingers brushing lightly over Sienna’s bare back as they passed. "I’ve been waiting all night to unwrap my gifts."

      The words — the touch — set off a tremor through Sienna's body.

      Inside, the mansion glowed even more opulently than before. The chandeliers had been dimmed to a soft golden haze, and the air was thick with the scent of roses and smoke. Soft instrumental music drifted from somewhere unseen, slow and sensual, curling around them like a lover’s breath.

      It was a different world. A world where things like rules, and fears, and common sense didn’t exist.

      Sienna slipped her hand into Evan’s, squeezing once, grounding herself. He squeezed back, a silent promise: I'm here. I'm yours.

      Isabel watched them with a gleam of satisfaction, her bare footfalls silent against the marble. "Tonight," she murmured, her voice a velvet rope winding around their throats, "is about surrender."

      She turned and walked deeper into the house, expecting them to follow. Sienna took a breath, felt Evan’s fingers tighten around hers...

      And together, they stepped forward into the unknown.

      The room Isabel led them into wasn’t a bedroom. Not exactly.

      It was something far more decadent.

      Soft, amber lighting spilled from discreet sconces along the walls, illuminating a wide, low platform bed draped in blood-red silk. Thick, lush rugs covered the dark wood floors, and velvet settees lined the edges of the room like thrones waiting for an audience.

      But it was the atmosphere that stopped Sienna’s breath — thick and heady with anticipation, every inch of the space humming with expectation.

      Isabel turned to face them, her smile slow, predatory, indulgent. "Undress him," she said to Sienna, her voice a soft command, a purr of velvet against Sienna’s skin.

      Sienna froze, her pulse stuttering.

      Evan stood still beside her, waiting, his breathing shallow. Trusting her.

      Isabel moved closer, her bare feet silent on the rug. She reached for Evan herself, her fingers brushing lightly over the knot of his tie.

      "No," she murmured, almost to herself. "Not you. Her."

      She stepped back and gestured, lazy and imperious.

      Sienna’s throat worked as she swallowed, her body thrumming with nerves and something hotter, darker.

      With trembling hands, she stepped forward.

      Evan’s eyes locked onto hers — wide, a little wild, but steady.

      Her fingers slipped under his tie, pulling it loose. The fabric slid free with a soft whisper, and Evan’s chest rose and fell faster.

      Button by button, Sienna undid his shirt, baring the strong lines of his torso to the warm, heavy air. His skin was flushed, his muscles tense under her touch.

      She pushed the shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

      Isabel made a soft, pleased sound behind her — a little hum of satisfaction that made Sienna’s skin prickle with heat.

      "Good girl," Isabel murmured.

      Sienna’s knees nearly buckled.

      Her hands fumbled with Evan’s belt, the leather slipping through her fingers. She forced herself to slow down, to savor it, to let herself be part of the moment.

      When she finally freed him, Evan’s slacks slid down his hips, pooling at his feet.

      He stood there now in nothing but black boxer briefs, his cock already straining against the fabric, thick and obvious.

      Sienna’s breath caught at the sight of him — so exposed, so vulnerable, so beautiful.

      "Leave those," Isabel said, her voice low and wicked. "For now."

      Sienna stepped back automatically, unsure where to put her hands, feeling more naked in her tiny black dress than she ever had in her life.

      Isabel circled them slowly, her gaze raking over Evan’s nearly naked form with open hunger. Sienna shivered, watching the way Isabel’s fingers brushed Evan’s shoulder, tracing a slow, lazy line down his arm.

      "Look at you," Isabel purred. "So eager. So ready to be seen."

      Evan’s chest heaved, but he didn’t move. His fists clenched at his sides, his entire body taut with the effort of holding still.

      "Do you feel it?" Isabel whispered, stepping closer, her mouth near his ear. "Her eyes on you. My eyes on you."

      She let her fingers drift lower, skimming the waistband of his briefs, teasing the sensitive skin just above.

      Evan made a low, desperate sound, barely audible.

      Sienna’s thighs pressed together instinctively, her panties already soaked from watching, from the slow, merciless way Isabel handled him — like a toy she couldn’t wait to unwrap.

      Isabel turned her gaze to Sienna, locking eyes with her.

      "Don’t look away," she said, her tone brooking no argument. "Watch him. Watch how beautiful he is when he gives in."

      Sienna couldn’t have looked away if she tried.

      Isabel’s hands slid down Evan’s sides, framing his hips, before trailing up his stomach — a slow, sinuous journey that made him shudder.

      "You want her to see you like this, don’t you?" Isabel whispered, her nails scraping lightly over his ribs.

      Evan swallowed hard. "Yes."

      The admission broke from him in a rough, breathless groan, his cheeks flushing darker, his cock visibly twitching in his briefs.

      Sienna whimpered, the sound escaping her without permission.

      Isabel smiled — a wicked, knowing thing — and reached for the waistband of Evan’s underwear, snapping it lightly against his skin.

      "Not yet," she murmured. "Patience."

      She turned her attention back to Sienna, prowling closer.

      "You’ve never really seen him like this, have you?" Isabel asked, voice low and intimate. "Not like this. Not helpless. Not desperate."

      Sienna shook her head, her breath ragged.

      "And how does it make you feel?" Isabel whispered, her hand lifting to trail the back of her fingers down Sienna’s bare arm, sending shivers racing over her skin.

      Sienna’s lips parted, but no words came.

      She didn’t need to say it. It was written all over her face. In the way her chest heaved. In the way her thighs pressed together. In the way her heart threatened to pound right out of her ribs.

      Isabel smiled again — slower this time, almost fond.

      "Good," she said softly. "Very good."

      She turned back to Evan, her fingers brushing over the front of his briefs, drawing a strangled gasp from him.

      "And now," Isabel murmured, "let’s see what happens when he can’t hide anything from us anymore."

      She hooked her thumbs into the waistband — slow, deliberate — and began to peel the last barrier away.

      Sienna’s breath caught in her throat, the air around them pulsing with heat, with want, with the sharp, trembling edge of surrender.

      And she watched — helpless, hungry, heart hammering — as Evan was laid bare before them both.

      Evan stood utterly exposed before them now, the last scrap of modesty stripped away. His cock jutted out proudly, thick and flushed, straining upward with helpless need. His muscles quivered under his skin, taut with restraint, his fists still clenched at his sides like he was clinging to the last thread of control.

      And Isabel...Isabel devoured him with her eyes like he was her own personal banquet.

      She made a small, appreciative sound deep in her throat, circling him slowly, savoring every angle, every trembling inch.

      Sienna couldn't move. Couldn't breathe.

      All she could do was watch, heat throbbing low between her thighs, as Isabel stepped closer — close enough to touch, close enough to command.

      "Look at you," Isabel murmured, reaching out with a single finger to trace the line of Evan’s collarbone, the touch so light it was almost a ghost. "So strong. So eager. So ready to be broken open."

      Evan shuddered under her hand, a flush creeping up his throat.

      Isabel smiled — slow and devious — and let her hand drift lower, tracing the cut of his chest, the dip of his stomach, until she hovered just above the aching need between his legs.

      But she didn't touch him. Not yet.

      Instead, she turned slightly, catching Sienna's gaze across the thick, humming air.

      "Come here," Isabel said, beckoning with a lazy flick of her fingers.

      Sienna obeyed before her brain could catch up, her feet carrying her forward until she stood just beside Evan, so close she could feel the heat radiating off his body.

      Isabel’s hand slid up Evan’s chest again, then slipped behind his neck, tugging him down until he was forced to look into Sienna’s eyes.

      "Kiss him," Isabel murmured. "Let him taste who he belongs to."

      Sienna rose onto her toes, cupping Evan’s flushed cheeks in her hands, and kissed him — deep and lingering and possessive. She poured everything into it: her fear, her need, her love.

      Evan groaned into her mouth, his hands finally breaking free to clutch at her waist, dragging her closer. His cock pressed hot and urgent against her stomach, and Sienna whimpered, rubbing against him shamelessly.

      "Good," Isabel purred, her fingers stroking idly down Evan’s spine as they kissed. "Very good."

      When Sienna pulled back, Evan looked wrecked — dazed and desperate, his chest heaving, his eyes glassy with need.

      Isabel stepped in smoothly, her body brushing against Evan’s side, reclaiming control with a single, devastating smile.

      "Now," she said, her voice dropping low, "let’s see how long he can last."

      She guided Evan backward until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the low platform bed. He sank down onto it obediently, thighs spread, cock bobbing obscenely between his legs.

      Sienna stayed standing, her heart hammering, her panties soaked.

      Isabel knelt gracefully between Evan’s legs, her gown pooling around her like spilled blood.

      And then she touched him.

      Just her fingertips at first, gliding up the inside of his thigh, skipping his erection completely, teasing the sensitive skin nearby.

      Evan’s head fell back, a hoarse groan ripping from his throat.

      Sienna’s nails dug into her palms, watching.

      "You’re doing so well," Isabel murmured, brushing her lips over the crease where his thigh met his hip. "Such a good boy for us."

      Evan’s entire body jerked at the praise, and Sienna’s breath caught.

      She’d never seen him like this — trembling, straining, needing — not with her, not with anyone.

      It was terrifying. It was intoxicating.

      Isabel’s fingers finally wrapped around him, soft, stroking just enough to make him whimper. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe up the underside of his shaft, then blew lightly on the wet trail, making him shudder violently.

      "You want more?" she asked, her voice teasing.

      "Yes," Evan gasped, hips bucking slightly before he caught himself.

      Isabel smiled and pulled her hand away entirely.

      "Patience," she said again, her voice dripping with wicked amusement.

      She looked up at Sienna, her eyes dark and glittering.

      "Touch him," she commanded. "Let him know he's yours."

      Sienna’s legs felt like jelly, but she moved forward anyway, sinking onto her knees beside Isabel.

      She reached out with trembling fingers and wrapped her hand around Evan’s cock.

      He gasped — a raw, broken sound — and thrust helplessly into her grip.

      "You see?" Isabel whispered against her ear. "He aches for you."

      Sienna stroked him slowly, savoring the heat and weight of him in her hand. Evan’s eyes locked onto hers — pleading, desperate, worshipful.

      Sienna leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to the flushed tip, tasting the salty bead of precum. "Mine," she whispered fiercely against his skin.

      Evan shuddered and nodded frantically, his hands fisting in the silk sheets behind him. "Yours," he rasped.

      Isabel watched them with a satisfied smile, then leaned in and kissed the corner of Sienna’s mouth — a brief, possessive brush of lips — before turning her attention fully back to Evan.

      Together, they worked him slowly, cruelly, lovingly — Sienna’s hand stroking, Isabel’s mouth teasing, their praise and whispers filling the heavy, charged air.

      Evan was trembling uncontrollably now, teetering on the brink, his entire body a live wire of pleasure and denial.

      "You’re close, aren’t you?" Isabel said, licking a slow circle around the head of his cock. "So close to giving it all away."

      "Please," Evan gasped, sweat beading on his forehead.

      Sienna stroked him faster, leaning in to kiss the hollow of his throat, feeling his pulse hammer against her lips.

      "Come for us," she whispered, her voice thick with need.

      It only took a few more strokes, a few more filthy, whispered words, before Evan’s entire body seized.

      He cried out — a raw, desperate sound — and came in thick, hot spurts over Sienna’s hand, over Isabel’s waiting tongue.

      He sagged backward, utterly spent, utterly undone.

      Sienna sat back on her heels, panting, her hand sticky, her body throbbing with unfulfilled need.

      Isabel licked her lips, savoring the taste, her eyes dark and gleaming.

      Sienna barely had time to catch her breath before Isabel rose to her feet with feline grace, the crimson silk of her gown slipping from her body and pooling at her feet like a defeated lover.

      She was stunning — all golden skin and sinful curves, utterly unashamed as she stood naked in the low, flickering light.

      Sienna’s breath caught, a pulse of heat surging low in her belly.

      Isabel turned her attention back to Evan, who lay stretched out and vulnerable across the bed, his chest still rising and falling in ragged gasps.

      

      But he wasn’t finished. Not even close.

      With a sly, knowing smile, Isabel straddled him, her thighs bracketing his hips. She dragged her nails lightly down his stomach, drawing another sharp gasp from his lips as he stirred beneath her, already hardening again.

      Sienna knelt at the edge of the bed, her heart hammering, her body slick and aching with need.

      She should have felt jealous. She should have felt possessive.

      But instead, she felt... powerful.

      Isabel might touch him, ride him, make him come undone again and again... but in the end, Evan belonged to Sienna.

      He always would.

      And tonight — this reckless, beautiful night — she got to see it all. Taste it all. Own it all.

      Sienna watched, trembling with arousal, as Isabel guided Evan’s cock to her entrance, teasing herself with slow, torturous glides before finally sinking down, inch by inch.

      Evan moaned — a deep, broken sound that went straight to Sienna’s core.

      The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of slick skin against skin, the low, guttural grunts of pleasure from Evan, the soft, encouraging murmurs from Isabel.

      Sienna’s mouth watered as she watched Isabel ride him — slow at first, teasing, grinding her hips in lazy circles that had Evan’s hands clawing at the sheets.

      Sienna shifted closer, needing to see, needing to feel.

      Isabel’s eyes met hers over Evan’s wrecked body, and a slow, wicked smile curved her lips.

      "Touch him," Isabel whispered. "Touch both of us."

      Sienna didn’t hesitate.

      She reached out, her fingers brushing over Evan’s heaving chest, feeling the pounding of his heart against her palm. She slid lower, tracing the taut muscles of his stomach, the trembling line of his hip.

      Isabel leaned down, her breasts brushing Evan’s chest, her mouth finding his in a deep, filthy kiss.

      Sienna watched them, heat pooling between her thighs, her own breathing ragged.

      She trailed her hand lower still, to where their bodies joined — slick and hot and desperate.

      Her fingers brushed over Evan’s cock, slick with Isabel’s arousal, and both of them gasped at once.

      Sienna bit her lip, overwhelmed by the raw, visceral connection between them all — the taste of it, the scent, the heat.

      Isabel rocked harder now, riding Evan in a rhythm that had the bed creaking under them, her moans growing louder, sharper.

      And Evan — God, Evan — was utterly lost, his face buried against Isabel’s throat, his hands clutching at her hips like he might fall apart without her.

      Sienna leaned closer, pressing a kiss to Evan’s shoulder, whispering against his sweat-slicked skin.

      "You’re mine," she breathed, her voice trembling. "Even when you're inside her. You’re still mine."

      Evan’s entire body shuddered, a helpless, desperate sound tearing from his throat.

      "I’m yours," he gasped. "Always."

      Sienna smiled through the burning in her throat, pride and love and lust crashing through her all at once.

      She gave him this. She let this happen.

      And it only made her feel more powerful. More connected. More whole.

      Isabel cried out then, a sharp, broken sound, her body jerking as she climaxed around Evan, her nails raking down his back.

      Sienna watched, transfixed, as Evan followed her over the edge a heartbeat later, his entire body locking tight before he spilled inside her with a low, shuddering groan.

      The three of them collapsed together, tangled in sweat and silk and gasping breaths. Sienna slid onto the bed beside them, her body thrumming, her heart so full it hurt.

      Isabel rolled onto her side, propping her head up on one hand, her other hand lazily tracing patterns over Sienna’s thigh.

      "You were incredible," Isabel murmured, her voice rough with satisfaction.

      Evan turned his head toward Sienna, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded, his entire body humming with spent pleasure.

      He reached for her blindly, needing her, grounding himself against her like she was the only thing that could hold him together.

      Sienna curled into him, her heart hammering.

      Because she understood now — understood it in a way that no one could ever take from her. She was his anchor. His home. His everything. No matter how wild the storm, he would always come back to her.

      And she... she would never be afraid to let him fly again.
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        * * *

      

      The morning light slipped in around the heavy drapes, soft and golden, painting lazy patterns across the tangle of sheets and bare limbs.

      Sienna stirred first, her body sore and sated, her head resting against the steady rise and fall of Evan’s chest. His arm was slung loosely around her back, holding her close, like even in sleep he couldn’t bear to let her go.

      For a long moment, she stayed like that — breathing him in, feeling the heat of his skin against hers, the steady thud of his heart beneath her palm.

      The events of the night before hovered just beneath the surface, vivid and impossible to deny. The taste of it still lingered on her tongue. The wildness of it still hummed in her blood.

      She shifted slightly, feeling the silky sheets whisper against her bare skin, and that’s when she noticed her.

      Isabel.

      Perched on the edge of a velvet chair across the room, draped in a thin silk robe that did nothing to hide the marks of their night written across her skin — red crescents from Evan’s hands, faint love bites trailing her throat.

      She watched them with a slow, satisfied smirk, one eyebrow arched in lazy amusement.

      Sienna’s cheeks flushed hot, but she didn’t look away. Neither did Evan when he cracked one sleepy eye open and saw their hostess sitting there, completely unbothered.

      Isabel rose with the grace of a queen, tying the sash of her robe loosely around her waist.

      "You were exquisite," she said simply, her voice still husky with sleep and pleasure. "Both of you."

      Sienna swallowed, her throat tight, but she found herself smiling — small and genuine.

      Isabel drifted closer, pausing beside the bed. She reached out and brushed her fingers through Evan’s hair, then traced a line down Sienna’s arm — light, almost reverent.

      "No regrets," Isabel murmured. "Only beginnings."

      She leaned down and pressed a kiss to Sienna’s temple — a soft, lingering promise — before straightening and gliding from the room, the door whispering closed behind her.

      Leaving them alone.

      Sienna let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

      Evan shifted under her, tightening his arm around her shoulders, pulling her even closer.

      "Hey," he murmured, his voice rough with sleep and something deeper. "You okay?"

      Sienna turned her face up to his, searching his eyes — still heavy-lidded, still dark with leftover desire — but clear. Grounded. "I’m good," she said, her voice catching. "Are you?"

      Evan smiled — slow and raw, the kind of smile he only ever gave her. "I’m perfect," he said simply. "Because I still have you."

      She pressed her hand to his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. "You’re mine," she whispered fiercely. "No matter what."

      "Always," he said, without hesitation. "Always yours."

      He rolled gently, shifting so that she lay beneath him, his body a comforting weight over hers, his mouth finding hers in a slow, aching kiss that tasted of promises and new beginnings.

      There was no rush now. No fear.

      Only the deep, unshakable bond that had been reforged — not broken — by everything they’d given and taken the night before.

      When they finally pulled apart, their foreheads resting together, Sienna smiled against his lips. "I love you," she breathed.

      "I love you more," Evan said, and she believed him. She always would.
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        * * *

      

      The next afternoon, the envelope arrived.

      Thick, creamy cardstock sealed with a dark red wax stamp — a curling, elegant I pressed deep into the center.

      Sienna sat cross-legged on the couch, watching Evan tear it open with careful fingers, as if half-expecting something to explode out of it.

      Inside, nestled between sheets of monogrammed paper, was the contract.

      Signed. Stamped. Sealed.

      Evan exhaled a long breath, running a hand through his hair. He held the papers like they might disappear if he blinked.

      "It's official," he said, voice a little dazed. "We got it."

      Sienna smiled, warmth blooming in her chest — not just for the victory, but for everything it meant. For everything they had survived. Everything they had chosen together.

      A smaller, slimmer envelope slipped free and fluttered onto the coffee table.

      Sienna picked it up, heart skipping.

      Inside was a short note, written in a graceful, looping script.

      For your future conquests. Don’t forget who unlocked the door for you.

      —I

      Tucked beneath the note was a gift: a fountain pen gleaming black and gold, the weight of it decadent in Sienna’s palm... and a pair of delicate silver handcuffs, cool and gleaming.

      Her cheeks flushed hot.

      She glanced up at Evan, who was watching her with a mixture of amusement and something darker, something hungry.

      "Looks like she thinks we’re going to need these," Sienna murmured, her voice shaking with barely-contained laughter—and something more.

      Evan leaned forward, bracing his elbows on his knees, his gaze searing into hers.

      "Maybe we will," he said softly. "Maybe this is just the beginning."

      Sienna’s heart fluttered wildly against her ribs.

      Because deep down, she knew he was right.

      This wasn’t an ending.

      It was a door, cracked open, inviting them into a world they hadn’t even known they craved.

      And together, hand in hand, they were going to step through it.

      With no fear. No shame. Only love — wild, fierce, and utterly unbreakable.

      Evan reached for her then, tugging her into his lap, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that promised everything.

      Everything they were.

      Everything they would become.

      Everything they were brave enough to claim, together.

      And Sienna, smiling against his lips, let herself fall.
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      The only thing I knew about Tanya was that she loved her bikinis.  Ryan and I lived in a Florida high-rise apartment complex and Tanya, our neighbor, wore bikinis everywhere, even if she hadn’t been recently swimming.

      She got looks from everyone, including my boyfriend a time or two.  Not that I could blame her for wearing them with the body that she had.  Her stomach was flat enough to eat food off of.  Her tits filled out her bikini tops perfectly.  Her hips were a subtle set of curves that made you peek around to her ass.

      Was I jealous?  Of course, I was.  No girl in their right mind could look at Tanya and not feel jealous.

      On top of her perfect physique, she also had a perfect mane of blond hair.  I didn’t know if she got it professionally done or if she was just born with princess hair, but I couldn’t seem to avoid rolling my eyes at her perfect looks.  She was so perfect it was downright annoying.

      So, when my boyfriend and I were headed down to the pool and got stuck in the elevator with her, my hackles were up.

      Ryan tried his best not to look at her.  She was in a hot pink bikini with a teal wrap around her waist.  I was in my red one-piece, because I’d always been too self-conscious to actually wear anything more revealing.

      I didn’t expect Tanya to speak to us.  We hadn’t spoken thus far.  But she turned around, batted her eyelashes and opened her cherry red lips.  “You guys about to go for a swim?  It’s a great day for it.”

      I wanted to ignore her, but my upbringing was screaming at me to be polite.  “Yes, it’s a perfect day for it.  You?”

      Tanya smiled and flipped a wave of her golden hair back behind her shoulder.  I frowned, noticing it was dry, which meant she hadn’t been to the pool yet and was likely headed there.

      “I’m on my way there now,” she said.

      My heart shriveled like a raisin.  Ryan was already having trouble keeping his eyes on her face and not her perfect tits.  He was going to have more than enough chances to steal glances at her perfect body while the three of us went swimming.  And how could I compare?  My body was thin and athletic with none of the delicious curves that Tanya had.

      The only thing I was looking forward to was seeing that perfect mane of blond hair get wet and messy.  Maybe she’d look a little less perfect.

      Thirty minutes after arriving at the pool, I realized she somehow looked more perfect when she was wet from head to toe.  Even I was licking my lips as she swam in the pool, occasionally pulling herself out to lay out in the sun.

      Her lightly tanned skin was covered in water droplets, making her whole body glisten.  Ryan elbowed me from our respective chairs and wiggled his eyebrows at me.  “I see you staring at her, by the way.  I never knew you had a thing for girls, Wendy.”

      My jaw ticked.  “I don’t.  I just don’t understand why she has to go around wearing bikinis everywhere she goes.”

      Ryan chuckled, his ash brown hair slicked back from the water.  “This is Florida.  Everyone walks around in swimsuits.”

      “Yeah, tourists.”

      Ryan rolled his eyes.  “When you live in a tourist town, even the locals do it.  Besides, what do you care?  I thought you were all body positive and all that.”

      “I am, it’s just – ”

      Ryan grinned.  “You think she’s too attractive to flaunt her body, is that it?”

      “Ugh.”  I stood up, trying to rid myself of this conversation.  The anger and jealousy squeezed my lungs until I felt fed up enough to do something about it.  I marched over to Tanya and tapped her shoulder.

      She turned to me, removed her sunglasses from her face and raised her brow.  Her eyes widened as she took me in and then she smiled.  “Elevator girl.  How can I help you?”

      “You know we’re neighbors, right?  I’ve seen you plenty of times before.”

      “Is that so?”  She seemed confused and irritated.

      “I’ve come to ask that you kindly wear some clothes from now on.  The rest of us don’t want to look at your body all day long.  Cover it up for chrissake.”

      Tanya smirked then sat up.  Her bikini top had shifted enough on her chest that her tits were starting to spill out of it.  I found myself staring for a moment before remembering to lift my gaze to her face.

      “When you say the rest of us, surely you just mean yourself?  Because I haven’t heard any complaints about my body.  And I’ve caught you staring plenty before.  So why don’t you stop looking at my ass and my tits if they bother you so much?  Nobody asked you to fixate on me.”

      My jaw fell open.  “I’m not fixating on you,” I said.  “It’s distracting, that’s all.”

      She smiled wider.  “I wonder why that is?  Could it possibly be because you’re attracted to me?”

      Okay, this conversation was making me angrier than the one with my boyfriend.  I groaned and stormed off back to his side.

      He was frowning.  “What did you say to her?”

      “I told her to put some clothes on.”

      “Wendy…”

      “I don’t want to talk about it.”
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        * * *

      

      Later that afternoon, there was a knock on the door.  I should’ve looked through the peephole before answering, but I was naïve.  I thought it would be any of our neighbors other than the girl who couldn’t even remember that we lived next door to each other.

      The door swung open and revealed Tanya.  This time, she was in a slinky black dress and high heels.  “Happy?”

      My brow lifted. I didn’t know what she was talking about.

      “You wanted me to put on clothes, so I did.  See?”  She did a little twirl.

      “Well, you’re headed in the right direction.  I still see too much of your body.”

      She rolled her eyes then pushed her way inside my apartment.  Ryan was sitting on the sofa playing a videogame which he promptly paused when he noticed our hot neighbor.

      “Stop being the fashion police,” she said.  “You have no right to tell other women what to wear.”

      My eyes met Ryan who flashed a glare in my direction.  I sighed.  “You’re right.  I shouldn’t have said anything.  I guess I was a little jealous.”

      Tanya narrowed her gaze and smirked again.  Her smirk was starting to annoy me more than her bikinis.  “You weren’t jealous,” she said.  “You’re into it.”

      Ryan’s eyes widened, but he didn’t speak.  I took Tanya’s hand and pulled her into the back corner of my kitchen, away from Ryan’s eyes and far enough away from his ears.  “Will you stop saying that?  I’m not bisexual.”

      “Then maybe you’re a lesbian.  All I know is you like what I have to offer.”

      “You couldn’t be more wrong.”

      “Then prove it.”  She tucked a lock of my brown hair behind my ear.  Her fingers lingered on my cheek, sending shivers over my body.  She stepped into me, her breasts lightly grazing mine.  My entire body came alive with the burning passion to be near her, and I hated myself for it.

      “How can I prove it?”

      “Kiss me,” she said.

      I narrowed my gaze.  “Wouldn’t that prove the opposite?”

      She shook her head.  Then she slipped her finger inside my leggings without warning, her hand cupping my pussy through my panties.  “Kiss me.  If you aren’t wet by the end of it, then I’ll believe you.”

      I swallowed hard and leaned up on my toes to kiss her lips.  It was a small peck before pulling away.  “See?”

      Tanya pursed her lips and shook her head.  “That won’t do.”  She cupped my neck and sent her lips crashing into mine.  Her tongue slipped into my mouth and danced to a familiar rhythm with my own.  It was like we’d kissed before and our tongues knew the tango.

      I expected her to cheat and brush her fingers over my clit to stimulate me while we kissed, but she didn’t.  She kept her palm between my legs, letting her lips and her tongue do all the work.

      My nipples puckered inside my bra and I felt my legs quiver.  Her kiss was so deep and so raw, I couldn’t help but feel my body flush with desire.

      Her tongue swirled in such fascinating ways around mine, like it was an explorer in a new land.  Getting familiar.  Settling in.  Drinking in the energy and the atmosphere.

      By the time she pulled back, my panties were soaked and she could feel them.  “You’re such a little liar,” she said, smiling.  “And I’m going to punish you for it.”

      Yes, please, I thought before knowing what the punishment was that she had in mind.

      “I’m going to teach you a lesson.  You spent so long wanting to police my body because you were afraid of two things.  One, that you might want to sleep with me, and two that your boyfriend would want to also.  I’m here to make both of those fears come true and teach you that keeping your mouth shut would’ve been a better option for you.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat, my mouth going dry.  “And how do you plan on doing that?”

      She smiled wide, her blue eyes sparkling like diamonds in the dimly lit kitchen.  “I’m going to steal your boyfriend right out from under you.  But worst of all?  You’re going to beg me to do it.”

      She pulled her hand free just in time for Ryan to step in.  “What’s going on in here?”  He was nervous and hopeful, probably thinking we were about to have a threesome.

      But despite what Tanya wanted, a threesome was the last thing I would let happen.  I wasn’t sharing Ryan with anyone, least of all her.

      “We were just having a little girl talk,” Tanya lied.  She brushed her way past Ryan and left us alone in our apartment.  Ryan watched her hips sway as she left, and I felt my blood boiling in my veins.

      “Could you stare any harder?”

      He snapped his gaze back to me.  “I wasn’t looking at her, I was looking at – ”

      “Save your breath,” I said.  “I know exactly what you were looking at.”
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        * * *

      

      That night, I ran a bath and slipped my naked body inside.  I’d set the temperature to something lukewarm, because my body was already burning up.  I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about Tanya since she kissed me with her hand between my legs.  I wanted to take back what I’d said to her and undo this whole mess, but I couldn’t.  So I slipped into the bath to find some relief.

      I plunged two fingers inside my pussy while I tugged at my nipples with my free hand.  I imagined Tanya going down on me, smirking while she licked me and fingered me.  I let the water in the tub replace her wet tongue and let the waves slosh over my skin as I fucked myself.  I came in seconds, my hips rolling in desperation for the real thing.  Despite finishing, I was mostly unsatisfied.

      I turned my head and stared at the bathroom door, knowing exactly what would satisfy me more.  But I couldn’t go through with it.  I couldn’t let Tanya have Ryan.  And I certainly wasn’t going to beg her for it.
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        * * *

      

      I’d kept to myself all week, barely speaking to Ryan and trying to avoid Tanya in the halls.  But I watched.  I watched through my upper floor window as she swam in the pool below.  A few times, Ryan went down for a swim at the same time, and I didn’t join him.  But I watched the two of them talk.  She flirted with him and I was pretty sure he flirted back.

      I watched her through my peephole each time she left for the elevator.  She was back to wearing bikinis everywhere and looking damn good in them.

      I waited for her to leave for the pool one day before going to retrieve my mail.  I knew it would happen.  If not that day, then another.  She forgot something and returned to her apartment.  We ran into each other in the hallway.

      Our eyes met, and even though my posture was rigid, I felt like I was cowering underneath her gaze.  She stood tall and proud, and daring.  She was daring me to ask her for what I wanted, what I’d begun to crave.

      I froze like a deer in her headlights, shaking like a leaf.

      “Can I help you?” she asked with a grin.  She knew damn well what she could help me with, but she wanted me to say it.  To come to her.  To beg her.

      I shook my head, then made for my door.  I could get my mail later.

      But before I could slip inside, her delicate fingers wrapped around my wrist.  I spun to face her and she was so close.  So close that I could smell her bubblegum breath.

      “Say it and this will all be over.”

      I snuck a glance at her cherry lips and wanted to kiss them.  My pulse raced like a wild horse through my veins.  My lips parted, trying to form words.

      “What do you want me to say?”

      “How you feel.”

      I took a deep breath.  “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

      “Good girl.  And what else?”

      I flicked my gaze to the side out of irritation then brought it back to her.  “I can’t stop thinking about you with him.”

      “And?”

      “Please,” I begged.  “Don’t make me say it.”

      Her grip released from my wrist and she took a step back, shrugging.  The distance felt torturous.

      “I want you to fuck him,” I heard myself say, barely recognizing my own voice.

      Tanya stepped into me and pinned my hands above my head.  She slipped a naked thigh between my jean-covered ones and pressed hard on my clit.  Her nose touched mine as she gazed into my eyes with a smile.  “Good girl.”

      Her lips crashed into mine, followed by her tongue.  She tasted of bubblegum and caramel.  I fumbled with the knob behind me and pushed the door open.  We stumbled inside, groping our way to the sofa.

      I fell on my ass.  She pulled my t-shirt up over my head and unclasped my bra.  I untied her bikini top and took in the sight of her perfect breasts.  She angled one of them toward my mouth and I sucked in a nipple, flicking my tongue across it.  I tasted coconut bodywash and smelled a floral perfume.

      She cupped my breasts and kissed my head as she straddled me, grinding her hips over me.  She removed her breast from my mouth and leaned me back, kissing her way down to my chest, navel, then the waist of my jeans.  Her fingers slid the zipper down and I felt my legs tremble, warmth building between them.

      She tugged them down my thighs along with my panties, then slid two fingers inside me.

      My back arched and I moaned just as her mouth wrapped around my pussy.  Her tongue teased my clit while she pumped her fingers in and out.  I draped one leg over the back of the sofa, the other dangling off it completely.  My fingers were in her soft, blond locks as my orgasm rolled through me like the waves at Daytona Beach.

      Just as she pulled back to observe me in a panting mess, the door swung open.  Ryan dropped a bag of groceries on the floor and stared with wide eyes.

      Tanya turned over her shoulder, fearless as ever, and said, “Boy do we have a surprise for you.”

      I noticed a bulge in Ryan’s jeans already.  He was probably fully hard.  Tanya climbed off of me and went to him, wearing only her bikini bottoms.  Ryan’s gaze followed her, almost oblivious to me completely.  She cupped his face in her hands and planted a kiss on his lips.

      His hands found her shoulders, slid down to her waist, then up the front of her body to her tits.  He assumed it was okay, and it was.  But I felt jealous at the fact that he hadn’t asked me.  That he just started touching.

      But the jealousy made it that much more exciting, forbidden, and delicious.  Tanya removed Ryan’s polo and tossed it to the side.  She kissed her way down the length of his body and unzipped his jeans.

      It was when she pulled out his cock from her briefs, that his gaze met mine.  It wasn’t a questioning gaze, but an apologetic one.

      I showed him there was no need to apologize by putting my fingers on my clit and circling.  I’d just come, but I was already eager to do it again.

      Tanya gasped at the size of Ryan’s cock and his gaze returned to her.  There was a fire there that wasn’t there before.  He wanted to fuck her as badly as I wanted to watch.

      Tanya’s lips parted and wrapped around the thick tip of my boyfriend’s cock.  She swallowed him whole in one gulp.

      Ryan groaned and threw his head back, his eyes on the ceiling for just a moment before lowering back to her.  He looked how I felt.  In total disbelief.  His gaze flickered between her and me, and I made sure to put on a show for him as much as I could.

      Not that I really had to try, it was easy enough to get into the flow.

      Tanya was good at sucking dick.  Her tits swayed as her head bobbed and she moaned with each gulp of his cock.  She pulled off of him and moved to his balls, sucking on them while she stroked his spit-covered dick.

      Ryan’s fingers clutched her hair, angling her head the way he liked.  He was rough with her which was something he never was with me.

      For a moment, he held his gaze on mine while he deep throated our sexy neighbor.  It felt dirty and filthy and wrong to stare at each other while he fucked another woman.  But it turned me on.  It made me so hot I was sweating from the sight alone.  My clit was on fire and my nipples more erect than they’d ever been in my life.

      Ryan must’ve felt all the same things, because I recognized the groan that came next.  His abs flexed and his hips thrust as he tried to inch deeper and deeper inside our neighbor.

      Tanya gagged and sputtered, drool falling down her chin while she sucked off my boyfriend.  His balls tightened and then he shot his load down Tanya’s throat.

      She swallowed everything and smiled.  But she wasn’t finished.  I knew it and she knew it.  She stood up slowly, bringing Ryan’s hands to her tits while untied her bikini bottom straps.

      Her pussy was shaved and her pussy lips were pink and puffy.  What interested me most was how wet she was.  I wondered what she tasted like, and I found myself leaving the sofa and joining them near the front door.

      I dropped to my knees, eager to explore her.  I stretched out my tongue and lapped at her pussy while her fingers worked through my hair.  She was delicious, like coconut and honey.

      Tanya spun around and my mouth followed.  She poked out her hips in the direction of Ryan while I sucked on her clit.  Ryan walked up behind her and angled his cock for her pussy, pushing in and splitting her open.

      I not only felt it when he slipped inside her, I tasted it too.

      His balls swung at my chin while I lapped at Tanya’s clit.  She moaned and rolled her hips against me.  Ryan’s groans and grunts were wild and beastly.  He gripped Tanya’s hips in his hands and pounded her hard, making her tits shake with each thrust.

      Tanya’s fingers clutched my hair, her nails digging into my scalp.  I didn’t care about the pain, I wanted to make her come.

      I slipped my fingers back inside my pussy while I ate her out.  I watched and listened as my boyfriend fucked another woman, losing himself in her completely.  Tanya’s legs began to quiver and her moans grew louder.  I could feel her pussy clenched around my tongue as I sucked and licked her.  She was coming, and she’d never looked more beautiful.

      After she finished moaning, she said, “I’m not on the pill,” making Ryan pause.  He withdrew his cock to my disappointment, only to angle it toward her ass instead.

      I moved to the side to get a better view.  Anal was not something I’d ever given Ryan.  Was Tanya going to submit to him in this way?  I waited for her to swat him away and call the whole thing off, but she didn’t.  In fact, she actually pushed her ass up against him to encourage him.

      Ryan let out a breath as if this was a long awaited fantasy come true.  My heart raced as he pushed the tip of his cock against her tight, puckered hole.  It slowly opened around him, taking him in.

      I pumped my fingers in and out of my pussy while I watched, still on my knees.  I was up close to the action as my boyfriend’s cock disappeared inch by inch inside Tanya’s tight asshole.  She moaned and touched her clit while he pushed in deeper.

      Ryan’s eyes rolled back and he let out a deep, low groan.  He was so close to coming already, and so was I.

      Tanya pushed her hips back against him until he had disappeared inside her completely, his balls hanging low.  I reached up for them and rolled his balls in my fingers while he held himself inside Tanya’s ass.

      Ryan slid his hands up her sides then around to the front of her, cupping her tits.  She leaned back against him, wrapped an arm around his neck and kissed him over her shoulder.  It was in that position that he began to pound her hard.

      I’d have felt embarrassed and humiliated on the floor watching if it wasn’t for how alive I felt instead.  My skin was buzzing with heat and passion as my fingers worked tirelessly to bring me to my climax.

      I pumped to the rhythm that Ryan pumped, and by the time he was grunting and cursing under his breath, I felt the rolling waves of my climax over me.

      Ryan had replaced Tanya’s hand on her pussy with one of his own.  He made her come while he emptied his load inside of her, their open mouths moaning and groaning into each other.

      I was the odd one out, soaked and whimpering on the floor alone while watching, but I loved how filthy it made me feel.

      Ryan withdrew from Tanya’s ass and his cum trickled out.  I immediately took his place and lapped up his white, sticky seed with my tongue, tasting Tanya’s ass for the first time.  She cooed and called me a good girl while I cleaned her.

      Ryan picked me up off the floor by my shoulders and pressed my back against a wall.  He kissed me long and hard before pulling away and saying, “You’re the best girlfriend ever.”

      Over his shoulder, I saw Tanya watching us with a grin.  “You haven’t seen anything yet,” she said.

      I knew in that moment, that I’d agree to anything she suggested.  I was hers now as much as I was Ryan’s, and I couldn’t wait to see what she wanted from us next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Don’t Stop

          

        

      

    

    
      I kept my phone hidden under the table while I looked at his text.

      You have no idea what you do to me.  Maybe sometime I could show you. ;)

      My best friend, Daphne, was going on about her upcoming anniversary plans with her boyfriend Tom.  They’d been together a year and I still hadn’t met him, but that was mostly because I rarely saw Daphne anymore either.  She went to school out of state where she’d met Tom and relayed to me every detail of their relationship.

      At first, I was jealous, but after meeting a man of my own online in the past few weeks, I’d forgotten all about jealousy.

      “Earth to Julie.”  Daphne snapped her fingers in front of my face and I lifted my gaze back to her.  Her red hair was pulled back into a French braid and her eyeliner was winged and dark.  She smirked and leaned her chin on her hand.  “Who are you talking to under there?”

      “No one.” I stuffed the phone back into my purse, but I knew better than to think Daphne would just let this go.

      “No one?  Then why are your cheeks so flushed?  You have a boyfriend, don’t you?”

      I kept my gaze on the table out of fear that she’d read everything in my eyes.  “Not exactly.  He’s just a guy I met on a dating app.  We’ve been talking but we haven’t met up yet.”

      “You have to meet,” she said.  “Then we can double date.”

      “How are we going to double date when your entire dating life has happened in another state?”

      “Tom’s here,” she said, wiggling her eyebrows.  “I brought him home over the summer to meet my family.”

      My heart raced.  “Oh.”  I wasn’t sure if I was ready to meet the guy who’d stolen my best friend from me.  Especially since Troy, the guy I’d been chatting with, wasn’t a sure thing for me yet.  He was handsome enough, but we’d never officially met.  Maybe we wouldn’t get along as well in person.

      “Don’t sound so disappointed.  Don’t you want to meet the love of my life?”

      I chewed my lower lip and lifted my gaze.  “Of course I do.  When can we meet?”

      “Well, Tom and I are going to celebrate our anniversary tomorrow, so what about sometime next week?”

      I nodded, my body buzzing with nerves.  “Sure thing.  Sounds good.”  A week would give me enough time to prepare.  I needed to find a way to quit hating the guy that keeps stealing my friend’s attention.  I also needed to prepare not to open my big fat mouth if I didn’t think he was good enough for her.  Because it’d already been a year and she was officially bringing him home to meet family.

      Including me.  I was her family.

      Daphne leaned across the table.  “So who’s the guy?”

      “No one.  We haven’t even met yet.”

      “Do you have a picture?”

      “No,” I lied.  Troy was handsome and I didn’t want Daphne to encourage me further and get my hopes up.  I wasn’t as pretty as Daphne.  I had plain, brown hair that was straight as a board.  I didn’t know the first thing about makeup.  I felt like a nobody compared to her.

      “You seem pretty smitten for not knowing what he looks like.”  Daphne’s eyes twinkled.  “You better not be lying to me.”

      I shrugged.  “I’m not.  We’ve talked about exchanging photos, but we haven’t yet.”  My lie was only partial.  I’d sent him pictures of my body but not of my face.  Not yet.  I liked the anonymity.  He’d sent me pictures of everything, though, and he was the most attractive man I’d ever seen.  If he saw my plain-looking face, he’d probably decide he didn’t want to be with me.

      “Alright.” Daphne didn’t sound convinced.  “Well after you meet Tom, I’m going to push you to exchange photos with your guy.  Because I really want to double date, Julie.  It would be so much fun.”

      Daphne and I ended the conversation there and spent the rest of the evening reminiscing about old times.  I missed having my best friend in town, and I would always have a small seed of hatred for the boy that kept her away from me.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, I was emboldened by the fact that I’d have to come face to face with Daphne’s boyfriend soon.  I felt angry and a little reckless.  So, I texted Troy back.

      I’d like to meet.

      I didn’t know what I was doing.  Maybe I wanted to know if Troy and I could be a couple before I had to watch my friend with her boyfriend.  I didn’t want our first meeting to be under the microscopic gaze of my friend.  If it was a disaster, I wanted it to be a disaster alone.  Something I could fill her in on later.

      My phone buzzed.  I was just about to say the same thing.

      You were?

      Yes.  Tomorrow night.  Let’s do it.  To be clear, what kind of meeting did you want?  Do I need condoms?

      My hand trembled as it held my phone.  Yes.  Just to be safe.

      What was I doing?  I didn’t have sex with strange men.  Daphne returning to town was making me go crazy.  But Troy wasn’t completely strange.  I knew what he looked like. I’d been speaking to him for weeks.  He didn’t seem like a serial killer or anything.

      My phone buzzed again, this time with an address and a hotel room.

      Tomorrow night.  10 pm.

      I placed my phone on my nightstand and tried to sleep despite the adrenaline coursing through me.
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        * * *

      

      The next day went by in a blur.  I was both eager and terrified for my date, or hookup, or whatever it was supposed to be.  I picked out my best-looking outfit – a low cut black dress with strappy heels – but I left my apartment feeling plain as vanilla ice cream and wishing Daphne could’ve done my makeup first.

      But I would’ve had to tell Daphne I was meeting him for that to happen.

      I drove to the address of the hotel and approached the room number on wobbly legs.  My knuckles tapped against the wood of the door and the lock clicked after a few movements of shuffling feet.

      Troy opened the door looking as nervous as I felt.  His eyes swept over my body and his adam’s apple shifted with a swallow.

      “Welcome,” he said.  “You look gorgeous.  It’s nice to finally see your face.”  He smiled.

      I smiled back.  “Yeah, sorry about that.”  I stepped into the room after him and set my purse down.

      “What did you want to do?” he asked.  “Do you want to grab something to eat, or…”

      I silenced him with a kiss.  I leaned up, pressing my hands to his chest, and pushed my lips against his.  He tasted like mint, honey, and spice.  I still barely knew him but felt like I could fall in love.

      His hands found my waist and he pulled me in close enough that I could feel his erection against my stomach.  I was wet for him.  Nervous, but wet.  I slipped a hand down his torso until it settled on his bulge.

      He groaned into our kiss which only made me wetter for him.  With his hands still on my waist, he walked me back toward the bed.  I sat on the edge of it while fumbling with his pants.

      I couldn’t believe I was actually going through with this.  I’d never met Troy before and the first thing I was going to do was suck his cock?  But I couldn’t stop myself.  I wanted a distraction from Daphne and her relationship.  I wanted a relationship of my own.

      Just as I pulled his cock out, the closet door swung open.  “Julie?”

      My fingers were still wrapped around his shaft when I turned to see Daphne.  My jaw fell open.  What the hell was she doing here?

      “Julie?” asked Troy.  “You told me your name was Janet.”

      I let go of his cock, my body buzzing with fear and desire.  “I lied.”

      “So did he,” Daphne said.  “His name is Tom.”

      The air was squeezed from my lungs.  “Tom?  Your Tom?”  I stood up from the bed.  “What’s going on here?  Why were you in the closet?”

      Daphne’s gaze flicked to Troy’s – or Tom’s – while she hesitated to answer.  Tom didn’t say anything either, but he did put his dick away.

      “Wait,” I added.  “Aren’t you two supposed to be celebrating your anniversary?”

      “We are,” Daphne huffed.  “We…wanted to experiment.  Shake things up.  We’ve been together a year and we didn’t want to get bored.  So Tom went on a dating app and found a girl.  I hid in the closet to watch.”

      My stomach was in knots.  “To watch?  You want to watch your boyfriend with another woman?”

      Daphne ran a hand through her red hair which fell in waves around her shoulder.  She was in a short, gold nightgown, her nipples poking through the fabric.  I realized what was happening.  She was going to masturbate while she watched.  This was really something she wanted to do.

      “How did I knew he’d find you of all people?  You lied about your name and never showed your face!”

      “He lied too!  And you never showed me any photos of him.  How was I supposed to know he was your boyfriend?”

      Tom stepped between us as if we were going to claw at each other, but he didn’t know us.  Daphne and I never got physical when we fought.  We hardly ever fought to begin with.

      “Ladies, this is all my fault.  Maybe we should call it a night and pick this up tomorrow after a good night of sleep.

      Daphne and I both turned on him.  “Shut up,” we said in unison.

      Tom’s eyes widened and he took my place on the bed, sitting on the edge of it.  I turned to Daphne.  “You tricked me.”

      “I didn’t know it was you.”

      “Even so.  I doubt whoever you would’ve tricked would’ve enjoyed being watched without their permission.”

      Daphne put her hands on her hips.  “Is that really what you’re upset about? Or are you upset that I’m in a steady relationship and all you could get was a hookup?”

      I frowned.  “How could you say that?”

      “Why did you show up?” she asked.  “This isn’t like you.  You don’t randomly hook up with people.  Admit it.  You were jealous about me and Tom and you wanted to feel special.”

      Her words were a punch to my gut.  How did she know me so well?  I couldn’t let her win.  I couldn’t let it be that easy.  “You want to see another girl fuck your man?”  I marched toward Tom and straddled his lap.  “Fine.”

      Tom reluctantly put his hands on my waist as I grinded my pussy against his erection.  He miraculously still had one.  I rubbed my tits in his face, my cleavage exposed.  Tom was dumfounded as his gaze bounced between my breasts and his girlfriend.

      Somehow, I was still aroused.  As I grinded against his cock, a shiver spread through me.  I wanted more.  I shouldn’t want more, but I couldn’t help it.  It felt so good to be in his arms, riding his cock.  I wondered what it would feel like deep inside me.

      “Julie, stop!” Daphne pulled one of my shoulders back.  I stopped rocking, because no matter how angry I was with her, I couldn’t steal her man.  Not if she didn’t want me to.  I climbed off of Tom’s lap and lowered my gaze to the floor.  I was embarrassed, and I didn’t know what the hell to do from here.

      “I’m sorry.”

      Daphne brought her fingers to my chin and lifted my face to meet her gaze.  There was something different in her eyes.  They were slightly hooded and her lips were relaxed.  She stared at my mouth for a long moment.  Her lower lip trembled, like she wanted to say something, but nothing came out.

      I’m not sure what came over me, but my lips crashed into hers.  Her hands cupped my face and my hands were on her waist.  Our lips parted and our tongues danced.  I’d never kissed a girl before, but if I was going to kiss one, I’d have wanted it to be Daphne.

      Daphne’s fingers trailed down my neck and landed on the straps of my dress.  She slipped them off my shoulders before finding the zipper in back.  The zipper glided down with ease until my whole dress fell to the floor, revealing my lingerie.

      Tom’s gaze scorched my body with heat, but so did Daphne’s.  I pawed at her dress, sliding my hands from her waist to her own zipper.  Her dress joined the floor with mine and we stared at each other in sexy outfits we hadn’t put on for one another but were enjoying anyway.

      “Turn around,” Daphne said, and I obeyed.

      Her fingers found the clasp of my bra while her lips kissed the curve of my neck.  Her fingers slipped under my unfastened bra, cupping my naked breasts while pushing the bra to the floor.  Her fingers rolled my nipples and coaxed a moan from me.  I arched my back and turned my head, my lips meeting hers over my shoulder.

      One of Daphne’s hands left my breasts and trailed down my stomach.  Her fingers dipped under the waistband of my panties, inching toward my dripping wet pussy.  Two fingers found the pool of arousal between my legs and dragged the wetness up to my clit.  She circled it and I rocked my hips against her, writhing in her arms.

      “Daphne,” I murmured.

      “Come for me,” she whispered into my ear.

      It took no time at all.  She slipped two fingers inside me and I grinded against her hand while she tugged on my nipple with the other.  Hot electricity shot through me and stars burst behind my eyes.  It felt so dirty, so wrong, and yet so good to come for my best friend.

      I was still reeling when Daphne gripped my panties in both hands and tugged them down my body.  She planted a gentle kiss on my ass as she lowered down.

      I’d never felt so exposed before.  It was terrifying and exhilarating all at once.  I turned to Daphne and removed her bra and panties too.  I stayed on my knees after pulling her panties to the floor and studied her pussy.

      It was completely shaved and puffy with arousal.  I tugged the skin of her mound upward, exposing her clit.  Then I met her gaze while wrapping my lips around it and sucking hard.

      Tom watched us silently, but his breathing gave him away.  His breaths were shallow and quick.  He kept shifting his weight on the bed as if he was uncomfortable.  I knew he probably wanted to stroke his cock, but he was waiting for permission Daphne hadn’t given him yet.

      Daphne ran her fingers through my hair as I licked and sucked her pussy.  She tasted divine, like a small slice of heaven.  I’d never eaten a girl out before, and I had no idea if I was doing a good job, but Daphne seemed to be enjoying herself.  Fortunately, I could read her like a book.

      Her cheeks flushed and her lips parted.  I never realized how sexy my best friend was until that moment.  Her legs quivered and I slipped two fingers deep inside her while I sucked her clit.

      Her pink nipples hardened as she climaxed.  Her small breaths turned into soft moans.

      Daphne dropped to her knees beside me on the floor and kissed me hard.  “Now I want you to suck Tom’s cock for me,” she said.

      Tom eagerly pulled his cock out of his pants.  The tip of his cock was so engorged and already topped with a drop of precum.  I moved toward him, gripped his shaft, then licked the precum off the tip of him.  His eyes rolled back for a moment before returning to me.

      I sank my mouth over him, taking him in one go.  Daphne gasped beside me as she massaged her boyfriend’s thighs, her eyes fixed on my mouth.

      I fondled Tom’s balls while I deep-throated him.  Part of me was showing off for Daphne but the other part of me wanted to please her.

      Daphne moved behind me and wrapped her hands around my body.  She pressed her lips to my ear and whispered, “That’s it.  Just like that.”  She slid a hand between my legs and played with my pussy while I suck.  Her other hand cupped my breast, teasing and toying with me while my mouth was full of her boyfriend’s cock.

      Tom cupped my head in his hands and thrust his cock deeper inside me.  “Fuck,” he hissed.  “Daphne, I’m going to come.”

      He warned her, not me.  As if I was just some toy for their amusement.  The idea of it only made me wetter and hotter.  It only made me want them more.

      “Come for me,” she said, this time to Tom and not to me.

      Tom’s hips rocked and his cock swelled inside me.  He let out a grunt and flooded my mouth with cum.  I gagged and sputtered as I tried to swallow.  Daphne’s fingers were still playing with my clit as I choked down his load.

      When he was done, he pulled his cock from me and Daphne kissed me.  Her tongue explored my mouth, eager to taste her boyfriend there.

      “Get on the bed,” she ordered.

      I wasted no time in climbing on the mattress, my naked body brushing past Tom as I did.  I flipped onto my back and waited for further instruction.

      I watched as Daphne stood up and kissed Tom.  A pang of jealousy zipped through me, but it excited me too.  She tore his shirt from his muscled body, kissing him before and after.  Their tongues danced and swirled.  Their hands roamed each other’s bodies.

      They looked beautiful together, and I wondered if she thought I looked just as beautiful with Tom.

      I snaked a hand between my legs and played with my pussy while I watched them.  Daphne helped Tom take off his pants and briefs before straddling his lap.  Her gaze met mine as she lowered herself over Tom’s cock.  She rocked against him, her tits bouncing while she moaned.

      Their breaths grew ragged.  Tom pumped in and out of his sexy girlfriend and Daphne watched me play with myself.  She grinded and slammed her hips down again and again.  My mouth watered at the sight of her tits swaying.

      Tom picked her up while he stood from the bed and flipped her onto her back.  She was thrown next to me while he drilled deeper inside her.  He hammered against her while she looked at me.  I leaned into her and kissed her while Tom fucked her hard.

      Daphne gasped through our kiss and it was then that I realized Tom had removed his cock and pressed it to my pussy instead.

      “Do it,” she told him.

      “Are you sure?”

      “Yes.”

      I spread my lips open with my fingers to give my consent.  Tom buried himself inside me with one thrust.  Daphne kissed me as the grunt escaped my throat.  She swallowed it whole.

      Tom’s cock was so big and so thick that I thought it might break me.  Daphne continued to circle my clit while Tom pounded me.  He leaned over and sucked my nipple into his mouth, his tongue flicking across the skin.

      He pulled out and pushed into Daphne again, taking turns between us.  Daphne’s eyes were hooded and her lips swollen from our kisses.  She looked so beautiful it was breathtaking.

      “I’m going to come soon,” Tom warned, and Daphne stopped him.

      “Don’t,” she said.  “Not like this.  There’s one more thing I want to do.”

      Tom stopped but it looked like it pained him.  Daphne sat up and turned her body until her pussy was near my head and her head near my pussy.  “Climb over me,” she said, and I climbed over.

      I straddled my legs around her fast and lowered my mouth to her pussy.

      Daphne snapped her fingers, drawing my attention.  I glanced down the length of her body through my legs and saw her guiding Tom’s cock to my pussy.  He pushed in, his balls swinging above his girlfriend’s face.  I flicked my tongue along Daphne’s folds and she squirmed underneath me.

      Tom put his hands on my ass while he drilled into me.  Daphne sucked and licked my clit, nearly bringing me to the edge.

      A few pumps later, Daphne’s hand reached for Tom’s cock and pulled it out of me.  She then angled his thick tip to my ass.

      “I want him to fuck you there,” she told me.  “I want you to give him something I never have.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat and said, “Okay.”  I’d never done anal before and I wasn’t sure I could handle Tom’s huge cock, but I wanted to please Daphne so badly.

      Tom spit on my ass and circled his wet cock over my hole.  It was Daphne who slipped a finger in first, followed by a second one, as she slowly stretched me open.

      It felt better than I imagined to be penetrated in a brand-new hole.  It was like losing my virginity all over again.

      Daphne removed her fingers, then guided the tip of her boyfriend’s cock back to my ass.  She brought her mouth back to my pussy and started sucking seconds before he pushed in.

      I squealed with both pain and pleasure, the vibration of my moan tickling Daphne’s pussy.  She rocked her hips against me.  She was so close to coming.

      As Tom pushed in further, filling me inch by inch, I felt the pain dissipate into pleasure.  I’d never felt so full before. So complete.  My head was spinning.

      Tom’s groan was low and deep as he buried himself in my ass.  Daphne’s tongue swiped expertly over my clit and she slipped three fingers inside my pussy, filling me up even more.  I began to push my hips back against them, eager for more.  I wanted them to fill me with everything they had.

      Daphne came first with a series of moans that vibrated over my clit.  Her hot breath and trembling lips made my eyes roll back.  Waves of ecstasy rolled through me, finishing with a lightning strike from end to end.

      Tom came next, with low grunts and groans that resembled more of an animal than a human.  He dug his fingers into my hips as he thrust and swayed, his dick reaching depths I never thought possible.

      I felt his hot cum flood me, filling my belly.  I felt dirty and used, but cherished too.  Cherished by Daphne in a way I’d never expected.

      Tom pulled his cock free and a few drops of his cum fell onto Daphne’s face.  She wiped them from her forehead and sucked her fingers clean.  Tom and I fell to either side of Daphne’s body while we caught our breath.

      “Happy Anniversary,” I said to Daphne once my lungs had filled with air.

      Daphne giggled and took my hand in hers.  “Thanks for the gift, babe.”

      Tom leaned on his elbows and looked down at us.  “I knew tonight would be fun, but I had no idea just how fun.”

      “That’s right,” said Daphne.  “I was just supposed to watch, but I couldn’t let you have my best friend all to yourself.”

      “I’m glad,” I said.  “But I’m still pissed about being catfished.”

      “Hey,” said Daphne.  “You were the one that didn’t show your face.  And you both used fake names.”

      I laughed and rolled onto my side.  “I guess we should just be happy that it all worked out.”

      Daphne ran her fingers through my hair and kissed me.  “Oh yes.  I’m very happy about that.  Especially because this means we can do it again.”

      “I’m down,” Tom said with a smile.

      Daphne and I laughed.  “No surprises there,” I said.  What I didn’t say, but they’d soon find out, was that I was just as eager to have a few more rounds of fun.
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      I worked at a high-end jewelry shop in the city.  All kinds of people came to buy from us, but my favorites were the men about to propose.  I could always smell it on them when they walked in the door, and I could usually tell if their girlfriend would say yes based on the ring they chose.

      I, of course, always tried to upsell them, but some poor fools just wouldn’t take my advice.  The ones that did take my advice usually turned into success stories.  I knew what women wanted, and I could usually tell by the man they chose what their ring style was.

      Something about the way Noah walked through the door broke down my defenses.  I saw a lot of handsome men in suits, but Noah was another breed.  His blue eyes sparkled like diamonds.  His smile made me swoon.  I was immediately heartbroken when he said he was shopping for an engagement ring.  If he’d been there for anything else, I might’ve tried to steal him from his girlfriend.

      But knowing he was getting engaged made me hesitate.  I didn’t mind breaking up a relationship that wasn’t too serious, but once it started heading into marriage territory, I kept my distance.

      Noah walked straight toward me and smiled charmingly.  He looked at my nametag and a shiver ran down my spine at the thought of his eyes lingering on my chest.  “Hannah, I need an engagement ring, and not just any ring.  Picture the rarest, most beautiful gem on earth, and that’s how I see my future wife.  I need a ring to match.”

      My heart raced in my chest.  I almost broke my own rule and tried to seduce him right then and there.  “What’s the budget?”

      Noah’s smile widened.  “Money is of no importance.  Not compared to her.”

      I didn’t know Noah, and I didn’t know his girlfriend, but I’d never been more jealous.  He was not only filthy rich but a hopeless romantic.  “I hope your girlfriend knows how lucky she is.  Not many men waltz in here with an open wallet and say such lovely things about their girlfriends.”

      “If you met her, you’d understand.”

      I swallowed, my eyes fixed on Noah’s bright blue gaze.  I wanted him for myself.  I wanted him more than I’d ever wanted any other man.  I hated whoever his girlfriend was for taking him off the market.

      My gaze drifted over Noah’s wide shoulders and taut waist.  His suit was tailored perfectly to his figure.  I cursed the display counter for blocking my view of his groin.  Surely, a man like that had a huge cock to boot.

      Noah’s fingers reached across the counter and tilted my chin up.  Apparently, I’d been spacing out while wondering what his cock looked like.  “Hannah, darling.  Help me woo my woman.”

      My heart was like a butterfly locked inside a steal cage.  It just wanted to be free.  I wanted to be free enough to give myself over to this perfect man.

      I cleared my throat and tried to focus.  Maybe I can pick an awful ring so that she’ll say no.  My body tingled with a mixture of guilt and arousal, but deep down, I knew I couldn’t do it.  I loved my job.  I loved helping couples find their happy ending.  Besides, if I sabotaged his chance at getting the woman of his dreams, there’s no way he’d be interested in me afterwards.

      “Give me a moment.”  I left Noah at the counter while I went to the back, where we kept our most exclusive items.  I pulled out the only one a girl that lucky should have.  It was an oval-cut, 12 carat white diamond ring.  I’d know soon enough if the no budget line was serious or not, because this ring cost close to a million dollars.

      I brought it back and Noah frowned.  “No selection?  Just the one?”

      “Trust me,” I told him.  “This is the ring.  This is the one.”

      Noah took my hand.  “May I?”

      I swallowed and nodded.  He took the ring out of its little black box and slipped it onto my finger.  He studied it on my hand and tilted it in the light.  It sparkled like his eyes.

      I felt like a schoolgirl with a crush on the star football player as he imagined me temporarily as his soon-to-be fiancée.  What I wouldn’t give to get married to a man like Noah.

      Noah lifted his gaze from the ring to my face.  “Beautiful.”

      I was certain he was referring to the ring, but for a moment I let myself believe he was talking about me.

      “I’m telling you, she won’t say no to you with this ring.”

      “What if I told you she was the hippie type that liked gemstone rings and walked around barefoot?”

      I smirked.  “I’d know you were lying.”

      Noah’s eyes swept over my face, a smile dancing on his lips.  “You’re very good at your job,” he said.  “Let’s see how good.  I’m proposing in three weeks.”

      “I guarantee that she’ll say ‘yes.’”

      Noah let my hand drop and nodded.  “If she doesn’t, I’m coming back to see you.”

      Again, I knew he probably meant he’d come back to let me have it, but a part of me hoped he’d come back to make me his girlfriend if it all fell through.

      “I hope you come back to see me regardless.  I’d love to meet the lucky girl.”  I took down his girlfriend’s ring size and gave him a pickup time.  He paid like it was nothing at all, and I wondered how much he was worth.  Not that it even mattered.  His chivalry and good looks were enough for me.
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        * * *

      

      Four weeks later…

      I’d thought about Noah every day, wondering how his proposal went even though I already knew the answer.  I’d told him to come back with his fiancée, but I never actually thought he would.

      A man like that is too important.

      A woman that lucky doesn’t care to meet the saleswoman.

      I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      Noah walked in with a petite woman with striking features and emerald eyes.  Her dark hair was slicked back into a fashionable low ponytail.  She complimented Noah’s dark hair and tanned skin perfectly.  They looked like they fit together like two jigsaw pieces, and I could hear my heart beat as they came toward my counter.

      “Hannah.”  I smiled at the fact that Noah had remembered my name.  “Meet my fiancée, Gemma.”

      Gemma studied me with pursed lips that hid a smile.  She reached her hand across the counter – the one with the huge ring on it – and showed it off.  “I wanted to come in and personally thank you for helping my oaf of a boyfriend pick out the perfect ring.  It’s absolutely gorgeous.”

      I flashed a quick glance at Noah.  “Your fiancé was no oaf, I assure you.  He would’ve picked out something just as stunning on his own.  The man clearly has good taste.  After all, he picked you.”

      Gemma stifled a laugh, her curious eyes digging further into me.  “You’re not bad looking yourself.  I think I’m more impressed that you didn’t try to torpedo the engagement so that you could steal Noah for yourself.”

      My cheeks flushed with heat.  “I have no desire to do that.”

      Noah leaned one arm onto the display case and faced his fiancée.  “What did I tell you?  Pure professionalism.”

      Gemma leaned both arms on the display case and brought her face in close.  Her skin was flawless and not a single strand of hair was out of place.  “You can be honest with me, Hannah.  I know Noah is irresistible.  Tell me you at least thought about it.”

      I was torn.  I didn’t want to insult Gemma’s taste in men by lying, but if I told her the truth – which was that I had thought about stealing him – then I’d deserve her wrath.

      “Your husband is a very attractive man, but I take my job seriously.”  It was my best attempt at pleasing her both ways.

      Gemma glanced at Noah.  “Give us some privacy.  We need to have a little girl talk.”

      “Uh oh.  Nothing bad, I hope?”

      Gemma shook her head and smiled.  Her diamond earrings swayed with each turn of her head.  Noah nodded and crossed the store to give us space.  Adrenaline flooded my veins.  I was terrified of being alone with Gemma.

      She turned her gaze on me.  “You’re gorgeous, you know that?”

      My throat felt like it was closing in.  “Thank you.”

      “I have a proposition for you, but I already know you’re going to say yes.”

      “How do you – ”

      Gemma bulldozed right over my question.  “Our wedding date isn’t too far out.  With a guy like Noah, I need him locked down if you know what I mean.  I’ve been planning our wedding since the first date, but there’s one gift I always wanted to give him before I owned him completely, and I think you could help with that.  We get married in six months, but on the night before our wedding, I want you to give yourself to him.”

      “I’m sorry – what?”

      “It will be his last night as a bachelor and I want to know he’s gotten it out of his system.  I want to give him one last lay with another woman before he commits to me for life.  I didn’t know who I’d pick until I saw the ring.  I knew you had good taste, but that you also weren’t a homewrecker.  I think you’ll look good underneath my fiancée, but most importantly, I trust you.”

      “You don’t even know me.”

      “Oh honey, I do.”  She dug around in her Chanel handbag and pulled out a hotel business card and a pen.  On the back of the card, she wrote a date and time.  “On this evening, you’re going to show up to this hotel.  Wear black lingerie underneath a black dress.  You will come up and present yourself to my husband.”  She slid the card across the display case.

      “And if I don’t show up?”

      Gemma smirked.  “You will.”  With that, she turned on her heel and collected her fiancée.  My eyes swept over her young, tight body.  Even if I wanted to sleep with Noah, I could never compete with her.  The idea of it was ridiculous.  I saw it as nothing more than another twisted game some rich couple wanted to play.

      I took the business card from the display case and threw it in the trash.  I would never sleep with another woman’s fiancée, and especially not on the night before their wedding.
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      Six months later…

      I showed up at the luxury hotel and smoothed out my black dress.  After throwing out the hotel business card six months before, I had a change of heart.  I’d never intended to actually show up to the hotel, but I kept the card as a reminder that the whole exchange had actually happened and that I wasn’t dreaming.

      Now, I stood at the concierge desk asking about Gemma and Noah’s room.

      With each step toward the elevator, and past each floor, I thought about turning around and going home.  What I was about to do was completely out of character, but I’d spent six months wondering what Noah’s body looked and felt like.

      I’d spent many nights waking up in a sweat from a dream where Noah was giving me the best sex of my life.

      I’d spent six months fantasizing.

      I wanted to fulfill that fantasy once and for all.

      I reached room 617 and knocked.  The door swung open and my stomach dropped.  Gemma was there in a skintight red dress with a smirk on her face.

      It was a trap.  It had to be.

      “I knew you’d show.”

      I turned around and started heading down the hall.  “I’m sorry, I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have come.”

      Gemma caught up with me and grabbed my arm, spinning me to face her.  She lifted her fingers and brushed a strand of sandy blond hair from my face.  “I’m glad you did.  I need to give him this.”

      “You want to go through with it?”  I was more confused than ever.

      Gemma’s eyes swept over my face.  “Oh, you thought I wouldn’t be here.”  She chuckled.  “Of course I’m going to be here.  I’m going to watch the whole thing.”

      Shock paralyzed me as Gemma pulled me back toward the room.  She wanted to watch?  I was so confused that I didn’t protest, and soon I found us inside the hotel room with the door closed behind us.

      Noah had just stepped out of the shower wearing nothing but a towel.  His eyes met mine and he smiled.  “You were right, Gemma.  She did show.”

      Gemma let go of my arm and walked to her fiancé.  She cupped his face and kissed him long and hard.  “I hope you enjoy your wedding present,” she said.

      Noah moved to the bed and dropped his towel, exposing his huge cock. He sat on the edge of the bed and leaned back.  I looked down at Noah’s cock with wide, eager eyes.

      “Go on,” Gemma told me. “You know you want to.”

      I hesitated a moment longer, and then leaned over her fiancé’s lap as he lay back on the bed.

      I lowered my mouth and flicked my tongue against Noah’s sack.  Then I parted my lips, wrapping them around his mushroom tip and sucked in.  Gemma hiked her dress up to her hips and rubbed her clit through her panties as she watched me please her fiancé.

      Noah’s eyes were on her at first and then they lowered to me.  Gemma had the perfect view of my backside as I bent over, and my pussy ached with desire.

      “I… mmm… ugh,” she moaned, as she rubbed her clit. “Does her mouth feel good?” she asked with a smile.

      “Yeah,” he said. “She—umm….”  He was quickly lost to the sensation of another woman sucking him off.  I couldn’t believe their openness.  How willing they were to let me into their lives in such an intimate way.

      Noah’s eyes looked weaker. I could tell he enjoyed my mouth on his cock. Knowing that Gemma was watching and that Noah was enjoying it made me eager as ever to please them.

      Gemma grinded against her clit and her legs quivered as her orgasm split through me.

      “Come for me,” she begged Noah. “Come while Hannah sucks your cock.”

      Noah began to moan wildly and he ran his fingers through my hair while he held my head in place.  He began thrusting his hips, moaning with each thrust, until he let out a low groan and filled my mouth with his cum.

      “Fuck,” Noah hissed. I swallowed down his cock but kept his cum in my mouth in case Gemma wanted a taste.

      After Noah finished coming, Gemma dropped to her knees beside me and studied my face.  I knew what she came for and stretched out my tongue.  Gemma could see the white globs of her fiancé’s cum sitting on my pink flesh.  She stretched out her own tongue and licked the globs up, swallowing what she could find.

      Gemma’s fingers found the zipper on my dress and slid it down, pushing my dress to the floor.  I did the same to her dress until we were both wearing only our lingerie.  Our hands pawed at that too until our bras were discarded and our panties were tossed to the side.  Noah watched eagerly.

      “Lay down,” Gemma said to me, with a ‘come hither’ motion of her finger.

      I laid back on the carpet. Gemma knelt down and lowered her mouth over me. She began to eat me out.

      “Don’t cum, though,” she said to me. “I want you nice and ready to take my fiancé’s cock.”

      “Lick me nice and slow; indulge in it,” I said to her as her tongue lapped at my pussy. “Tonight, you’re going to finally see how a real woman fucks a man.”  I wasn’t sure where my dominating energy was coming from, but I liked it.

      Gemma wasn’t just doing this for her fiancé.  She was doing it for herself too, and I wanted to make her proud.

      After she licked my pussy for several minutes, she said to me, “What shall we do with him, next?”

      “I want to him to eat me out,” I said.

      “Excellent,” she smiled.

      “Go and get on the bed; on all fours,” she told me.  “I want to see him lick you from behind.”

      I was not hesitant as I headed to the bed. I felt like a naughty girl who was excited to have my pussy eaten by an almost married man.

      I poked my bare butt into the air and pressed my breasts against the bed-sheets.

      Noah came behind me—towered behind me like the hulking figure he was. He grabbed my ass and angled it so that my pussy poked out between my thighs.

      “Fuck,” Noah grinned. “What a nice little pussy,” he continued.

      “I know,” Gemma said to him. “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. It tastes divine.”

      Noah slid his tongue over my pussy. I moaned softly and my hips rocked. Noah held them in place.

      “Oh, you like getting your pussy eaten by an almost married man, don’t you?” Gemma said to me.

      “Oh, fuck yes,” I said. Hearing me moan and cry out made Gemma take a deep breath.

      Noah slid his tongue around my pussy and then slid it just inside.

      My pussy was soaking wet and oozing arousal onto the bed-sheets. I couldn’t believe just how much of a slutty girl I’d turned out to be, to let a taken man make me this aroused. I craved making Gemma’s fantasy play out as she watched me enjoy myself thanks to Noah’s expert tongue.

      “Come on,” she said to Noah. “You’ve eaten her plenty. I want to see you fuck her.”

      “Oh, fuck yes!” I shouted excitedly.

      Noah pulled back and spanked my butt. “I was wondering when you would let me fuck her.”

      “Well, now is the time. So put that big cock inside of her, already!” Gemma smiled.

      “He’s so big,” I said.  “I hope my tight pussy can fit him all the way in.”

      “Noah is going to go slow,” she said.

      “I can’t wait to show you how to please your fiancé.  Eventually he may only want me having sex with him for his enjoyment.  He might not need you at all.  But don’t worry.  I will.  I’ll always want to make you watch and learn.”

      Gemma inhaled sharply and brought her fingers to her clit.  My dominating words made her body come alive with arousal.

      “If that’s what you girls want, I’m happy to oblige,” Noah said, smirking. “It’s obvious that you two seem to enjoy this dynamic, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying it too.”

      “Ready?” He stroked his cock and spat on the head. He polished it and when it was slick, rubbed it against my pussy.

      “Oh, mmm…” Noah moaned.

      “See? You want it, don’t you?” I said to Noah.  “Once you have me, you’re never going to want to fuck your fiancée again.”  I eyed Gemma.  “Maybe if you’re a good girl, I’ll let him fuck you once or twice.”

      Gemma’s breath caught, but her fingers continued to stroke her clit

      “Now, relax and watch the way I let Noah use me,” I said.

      Gemma moved and sat against the headboard of the bed and watched my face as Noah began to push inside of me.

      My face grew strained and tight. I grit her teeth as Noah’s cock pushed into me.

      Noah moan and toss his head back, and I moaned loudly and huffed. Gemma leapt from her spot on the bed and came around to look.  She wanted to see it up close.

      She must’ve got an eyeful watching Noah’s cock disappear into my wet pussy.  Inch by inch, my pussy swallowed Noah’s massive, thick shaft.

      “Sl… slow… fuck,” I groaned.

      Gemma came back around and took her original seat at the headboard. She eyed me and stroked my hair with her fingers, lovingly.

      “You’re being such a good submissive girl for me,” I told her.  “Your fiancé loves my pussy and he’s going to cum so hard inside of it.  Watch and learn how a real woman pleases a man.”

      Gemma seemed emboldened by this, even as she struggled to watch me accommodate Noah’s big dick.

      “Fuck… her pussy is strangling my cock,” Noah laughed. “So fucking tight, I think the color is draining from it.”

      “Does she feel good to you?” Gemma asked Noah, reveling in the idea that he liked my pussy better than hers.

      “Fuck yes she does. I’m going to pound this pussy of hers,” Noah continued. He began to pump faster and smoother. I groaned endlessly as Noah’s big balls swung and he fucked my wet pussy.

      Eventually, the smell of sex and sweat—along with Gemma’s perfume—filled the room. The echoes of Noah’s skin spanking against my pussy bounced off the walls. Gemma was a real trooper, watching me take Noah’s cock without asking to stop. I was very impressed. I knew it could not have been easy.

      Gemma started to touch herself to the sight of me bent over on all fours, getting fucked from behind by her big, muscular fiancé.

      Noah pumped faster and deeper, making my body quiver as I was about to come.

      Gemma grinded against her stiff little clit as Noah hovered over my hips and pumped down into my pussy in the doggy-style position. He fucked me until my thighs became nice and sweaty.

      “You’re both going to make me come,” Gemma moaned.

      “Do it,” Noah said. “I want to come at the same time as you.”

      I smirked.  “Noah is going to pump me full of his sperm, okay? I think it would do you well if you watched me take his sperm deep in my pussy. Maybe he’ll impregnate me while we’re at it,” I giggled.  It was obvious that Gemma liked a little dirty talk and humiliation in the bedroom.

      Gemma only moaned and huffed. She did not respond further. I could tell Gemma was enjoying watching me get fucked more than she wished to let on.

      “I’m close… are you?” Noah asked.

      “Y… yes,” Gemma said, as her eyes tightened and she grit her teeth. “I’m coming!”

      Noah jackhammered my pussy until his moans joined Gemma’s and they both bellowed into the air. Noah’s big dick injected my pussy with a nice, massive load of cum. Gemma’s eyes met mine as I began to climax—she wanted to see my expression as Noah filled me.  I began to moan and rock my hips back into Gemma’s fiancé.

      “I’m close, too,” I huffed.  Noah continued fucking me until he no longer could. He pulled out as I moaned, the last remnants of my orgasm shooting through me.

      Noah moved to her side on the bed and caught his breath while they both stared at me.

      “Oh, my fucking god,” I moaned.  “I knew fucking Noah would be good, but I had no idea!”

      “Of course, you didn’t,” Gemma said. “I’m not surprised getting your pussy fucked by a big dick makes you want to come.  You seemed like the dirty type when I first met you.”

      Noah and I chuckled at this. Gemma then said, “Let’s go take a shower.”

      We hopped up and left Noah atop the bed, still catching his breath from taking my pussy. I felt a touch of jealousy about the fact that he was about to get married, but then, I also didn’t. I knew deep down that they were perfect for each other, even if I managed to steal him away for the night.

      And now, the three of us were satisfied.

      Well, at least for the next few minutes. I knew that soon enough Gemma would be begging me to come back to the bedroom and fuck her fiancé all over again. She would not be able to stop thinking about how amazing it is to watch Noah fuck another woman in front of her.  I knew she’d want to see it all over again.

      And you know what? I was already preparing for round two.
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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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      "Oh. My. God."

      Arya stood frozen in the doorway, a mischievous glint in her eye and a package—my package—clutched in her hands like contraband. She had intercepted it from the doorstep earlier that afternoon, gift-wrapped in a silver sheen with no card, no note, no name. And although she knew full well it was my anniversary with Mason, she'd still made some offhand comment about how, without a label, it could’ve been for either of us. Typical Arya logic.

      Difficult, dramatic, and maddeningly bold, she could bulldoze her way through most situations with that cocky little shrug of hers. And against my better judgment, I let her open it.

      I shouldn’t have.

      She peeled away the paper like a kid on Christmas morning—grinning until she glimpsed the contents. Then her smile cracked open into something else entirely.

      A gasp.

      Her fingers reached in and wrapped around something heavy, something unmistakably shaped. When she pulled it out, I felt my heart seize.

      It was a clone. An exact, anatomically accurate replica of Mason’s cock. Veins and all.

      Arya’s fingers curled around the shaft, lifting it in front of her face like a prized artifact. I wanted to disappear.

      “Is this what I fucking think it is?” she asked, eyebrows shooting up as she rotated it in the light.

      “Give it back,” I snapped, stepping forward, reaching for it. But she was already moving—backing away with the thing held hostage in her grip.

      “Seriously, Arya.”

      Her eyes gleamed with wicked curiosity. “This isn’t Mason’s dick though, right? I mean… no way he’s this big.”

      “He is,” I muttered, cheeks burning. “Unfortunately.”

      Mason was big. Sometimes painfully so. Society made it sound like that was some kind of prize, but try being the girl who had to take it. I was small, naturally tight, and more than once I’d been sore for days after. It wasn’t exactly something I advertised.

      Arya darted around the coffee table, clearly enjoying this far too much. I chased after her like we were in some slow-motion comedy, except it didn’t feel funny. It felt humiliating.

      “I mean, I knew he was hot,” she continued, waving the dildo in the air, “but damn. If I’d known he was packing this, I might’ve stolen him from you.”

      “As if you could,” I shot back, eyes narrowing.

      She smirked. “Please. Sophia, I bet you don’t even know what to do with a cock like this. You probably just lay there and whimper.”

      “I can handle it,” I lied, snatching at the toy and missing.

      “Oh yeah? Then prove it.”

      Arya stopped abruptly and held it out between us. I snatched it from her hand before she could change her mind. It felt heavier now, like it carried all the weight of her challenge.

      “What do you mean, prove it?”

      She crossed her arms and leaned against the doorframe with a smirk. “I mean take off your clothes, spread your legs, and show me how you use it.”

      My breath caught in my throat.

      Was she serious? She wanted me to masturbate in front of her—with a clone of my boyfriend’s dick?

      “No,” I said quickly. “I’m not putting on a show for you. Even if you have secretly wanted that.”

      She laughed, tossing her head back. “You’re hot, Sophia. I’ll give you that. But I’m straight. Mostly. This? This is for science.”

      “For science,” I repeated, arching a brow.

      “Don’t tell me you’re scared…”

      “Scared of what?”

      “Scared I’m right. That you can’t actually handle your man. That maybe I could.”

      She ran a hand down her waist, pausing just long enough to draw attention to the subtle sway of her hips. Arya was slim, toned, and effortlessly sexy in that infuriating, undone way. I hated how insecure she made me feel. There was a reason I didn’t let Mason hang out here much. I didn’t want him getting any ideas.

      “I bet I could please him in ways you’ve never even thought of,” she purred. “So? Are you afraid?”

      My fingers tightened around the silicone shaft.

      “No,” I said. “I’m not afraid.”

      I walked over to the coffee table and set the toy down deliberately, like I was placing a loaded weapon. Then, heart thudding, I slipped my fingers to the button of my jeans. I popped it open slowly, almost hoping Arya would stop me. Tell me she was only kidding.

      When I tugged the zipper down and eased my jeans over my hips, one thing became painfully clear: Arya wasn’t going to stop me.

      She was really going to let me go through with this.

      And now that I’d started, I couldn’t back out. Not with her watching. Not with the heat in her eyes. She’d never let me live it down.

      The denim pooled at my ankles. I stepped out of it slowly, my pulse thudding behind my ribs. Arya’s gaze flicked downward—and caught. Her eyes lingered on the soft pink satin stretched across my hips. I saw the faintest tug at the corner of her mouth, the hint of a smirk she tried to hide.

      Then her eyes traveled upward, brushing my stomach, my chest, and finally meeting mine.

      “Keep going,” she said, her voice low, steady, and unreadable.

      My hands moved before my brain caught up. I slipped my fingers beneath the waistband of my panties and drew them down inch by inch, feeling the cool air kiss my skin. My heart pounded as I bared myself—completely, unflinchingly—to my roommate.

      We were both straight. That’s what I told myself.

      We were both straight girls who happened to know what bodies looked like. There was nothing strange about this.

      So why did Arya look like she wanted to devour me?

      Why was she licking her lips like I was something to taste?

      “You look so tiny,” she murmured. “Everywhere. There’s no way that huge cock fits inside you.”

      Heat bloomed between my thighs—embarrassment, arousal, maybe both. I reached for the clone, hoping to shift the moment back into something I could control.

      But Arya caught my wrist. Her fingers curled gently but firmly around mine.

      “What are you doing?” she asked, laughing softly. It almost sounded like disbelief.

      I hesitated. “I’m going to show you.”

      She raised a brow. “First of all, your shirt’s still on. And second… are you even wet?”

      “I’m wet,” I said, my voice sharper than I intended. “But why the shirt?”

      “To get in the mood,” she said, her tone playful but insistent. “Let your breasts go free. Really lean into it. Besides…” Her gaze darkened. “I don’t think you’re wet enough. Not for that.”

      Before I could answer, Arya stepped forward and lifted the hem of my shirt. Her fingers brushed my waist, warm and steady, and then the fabric was rising, rising—until it slipped over my head and off entirely.

      For a moment, my vision was blocked by the cotton, and when it cleared, I found myself face to face with her. Inches away.

      I froze.

      She’d never stood this close before. And I had never been this naked in front of her.

      The only thing separating me from complete exposure was my bra. Arya reached behind me, her arms circling around in a slow, deliberate motion. I felt her breath on my neck—warm, irregular—and it sent a shiver down my spine. The kind of shiver Mason had never once made me feel.

      The clasp gave way with a soft click. She slid the straps down my shoulders and let the bra fall to the floor.

      Arya stepped back, breath shallow, eyes drinking me in.

      “You’re gorgeous,” she said quietly. “I can see why Mason’s with you… even if you can’t handle his cock.”

      I swallowed hard. “I can handle it,” I whispered.

      She was still fully clothed. I stood there, bare and exposed, my body flushed in ways I didn’t fully understand. My legs felt weak. My skin felt tight.

      Arya folded her arms and raised one perfectly sculpted brow. “Alright then,” she said. “Show me.”

      This is ridiculous, I thought. Am I really going to use my boyfriend’s cloned dick in front of my roommate?

      But the answer was already moving through my limbs.

      I sat down on the sofa, heart pounding. Slowly, I leaned back and parted my legs, spreading them wide enough to feel the blush creep up my throat.

      I picked up the toy—Brent’s perfect replica—and brought it to my entrance. I held it there, trembling.

      The tip pressed against my folds.

      And I started to push.

      “Stop,” Arya said sharply, her voice low but commanding.

      She shook her head as she stepped closer, eyes fixed on me with a kind of amused disbelief. “Look at you,” she murmured. “You’re not even wet.”

      Before I could respond, she dropped to her knees and gently pulled the dildo from my hand. I stared at her, stunned into stillness. Arya licked her palm—slowly, deliberately—and pressed it between my thighs.

      The contact was electric.

      Her slick hand cupped my pussy, fingers stroking through my folds before I had the chance to catch my breath. I gasped—half protest, half moan—as my back arched against her touch. My thighs twitched. My body betrayed me.

      I waited for her to laugh, to tease, to make some smart remark about how easily I melted beneath her hand. But she didn’t say a word. She just kept rubbing me, slow and steady, as if testing how quickly I’d fall apart.

      Her eyes never left mine.

      Then, after a long beat, Arya’s gaze dropped to my chest. She stared openly, lips slightly parted. Her hands didn’t stop, but her body shifted forward, and without warning, her mouth brushed over my nipple. A featherlight touch. Then warmth. Then suction.

      She drew me into her mouth and sucked gently, teasing me with her tongue in slow, deliberate circles.

      I couldn’t believe I was letting her do this—my roommate. My friend. And yet the pleasure made it impossible to pull away.

      While her lips worked my nipple, I felt one of her fingers slip between my folds and press inside me.

      “Ohhh,” I moaned, unable to contain it. My head tipped back, spine curving toward her. Her smile deepened around my breast, and a moment later, I felt her teeth—soft, playful, grazing over the tender peak.

      “Fuck,” I whispered.

      She began moving her finger in slow strokes, curling just right. Her thumb found my clit and circled it with the same lazy confidence. I could feel how wet I was getting, and it sent a flush of embarrassment through me. I shouldn’t have let this happen. She shouldn’t be touching me like this. But I couldn’t stop her. I didn’t want to stop her.

      My hips began to move on their own, rolling against her hand, chasing every flick of pleasure she gave me.

      Then, just as suddenly as it had started, she pulled away.

      The emptiness was immediate. My body clenched around nothing, desperate and aching.

      “See?” she said, her tone smug as she held up her glistening fingers. “This is how wet you should be.”

      I barely had time to catch my breath before she reached for the cloned cock again. She angled the thick head toward my entrance, and as her mouth found my other nipple, she began to guide it inside me.

      The distraction worked. My body was already trembling when the tip slipped past my folds, stretching me open slowly—deeper than I thought possible. I gasped and clutched at her shoulders, needing something to hold on to.

      “Fuuuck,” I cried out, voice cracking.

      She didn’t mock me. She didn’t gloat. She just held me steady, her lips warm on my skin, as she filled me with the weight of it.

      And the worst part? It felt better than any time I’d had sex with Mason.

      Arya was right—I hadn’t been wet enough before. And now I was discovering just how different it could feel.

      The toy slid deeper, inch by inch, until it bumped against a wall inside me. I tensed, breath catching.

      Arya pressed gently. I felt the pressure build, firm and insistent, until it bordered on too much.

      “Stop,” I gasped. “That’s it. That’s all I can take.”

      She pulled back and looked down.

      The cock was only halfway inside.

      “I knew it,” she said, smirking like she’d just won a bet.

      “So what?” I snapped, pushing the toy out of me and scooting back. “Mason seems satisfied.”

      “I bet he is,” Arya said with a laugh. “He gets to fuck your tight little pussy and feel like a king. But can you imagine how he’d feel if he could shove the whole thing inside you?”

      I blinked, stunned. “And you think you can do that?”

      “Of course,” she said breezily, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      “Okay then,” I challenged, folding my arms. “Show me.”

      Arya grinned and stood up, brushing her palms against her thighs. “Oh, I will,” she said, holding the dildo in one hand and waving it casually.

      “But not with this.”

      She met my eyes, the smile on her lips darkening into something dangerous.

      “I’m going to fuck Mason and prove it to you.”

      My mouth went dry. My heart dropped like a stone in my chest.

      “You’re not… you’re not serious?” I asked, barely recognizing my own voice.

      Arya didn’t flinch. “I’m very serious,” she said, cool and collected. “And you’re going to organize the whole thing.”

      The idea of asking my boyfriend to sleep with my roommate—just to settle some twisted bet—made my stomach twist. It felt wrong on every level. But my body was still humming from the way Arya had touched me, still aching from the pleasure she’d built and then withheld. My skin burned. My thighs clenched. I hadn’t been satisfied, and she knew it. In this state—drunk on need—I would’ve said yes to anything.

      “Okay,” I breathed, not quite believing the word had left my mouth.

      Maybe Mason wouldn’t go for it. He shouldn’t go for it—not if he respected me. But if I gave him permission… would he say no?

      And if he didn’t, I’d have to watch. I’d have to watch my boyfriend fuck Arya.

      Arya reached for my phone, which was still sitting on the coffee table. She placed it in my hand, her expression unreadable. “Go ahead and make the call,” she said. “Tell him it’s his anniversary present.”

      I swallowed hard, my fingers trembling as I tapped his name.

      The line rang once, then again. I was still naked on the couch when he picked up.

      “Hey, babe,” Mason said, cheerful and warm. “What’s up?”

      “I… I have something for you,” I said. “Your anniversary present. You should come over.”

      He didn’t hesitate. “Seriously? I’m on my way. Can’t wait.”

      I ended the call and reached for my clothes, suddenly self-conscious. But Arya stopped me with a hand on my arm.

      “Don’t,” she said.

      “What? You don’t want me to get dressed?”

      “No,” she said, standing. Her tone was firm, unapologetic. “Stay like that.”

      “Naked?”

      “Yes.” She peeled her shirt over her head and began working the button on her jeans. “We’ll both be naked. That way, there’s no way he’ll say no.”

      I curled into myself on the couch, hugging my knees to my chest as I watched her undress. Arya’s confidence was effortless, intimidating. Her body was stunning—taut stomach, long, toned legs, full breasts, a neat, bare pussy between her thighs. She looked like something out of a fantasy.

      I couldn’t help comparing. She looked better than me in every possible way—and that knowledge stung.

      We waited in silence, side by side and naked, until we heard a knock at the door.

      Arya nudged me with her elbow. “You answer it.”

      “Me?” I whispered. “What if the neighbors see me?”

      “Hide behind the door. Just crack it open enough to let him in.”

      With my heart pounding, I padded to the door and pulled it open just enough to peek my head through. Mason stood on the other side with a crooked smile.

      “What are you doing, Sophia?” he asked, clearly amused.

      “Just come in. Quickly.”

      I stepped back, opening the door wider. As he entered, his gaze landed on Arya first—naked, radiant, and completely unbothered, lounging on the couch like it was just another Tuesday.

      “What the—” he started, but when he turned and saw me, fully naked as I closed the door behind him, his eyes went wide. “What’s going on?”

      I tried to keep my voice light, teasing, even though I felt like I might combust from embarrassment. I flipped my hair off my shoulders and gave him a nervous smile.

      “It’s your anniversary present,” I said.

      He blinked. “Are you serious?”

      I nodded, cheeks burning as I stepped closer. Arya rose with graceful ease, oozing confidence I could only dream of. “Let’s go to my room,” she said, lifting the cloned cock from the table as casually as if it were a bottle of wine. Then she turned and walked down the hall without looking back.

      Mason stared after her, brow furrowed. “Was she holding my gift to you?”

      “It’s… a long story,” I muttered.

      I took his hand and led him down the hallway, toward Arya’s bedroom. The door was open. She was already sitting on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, her hair falling in waves over her bare shoulders.

      “Come here, Mason,” she purred, patting the mattress beside her. She set the toy down like an afterthought. “Your girlfriend wants me to give you head for your anniversary.”

      Mason hesitated. His eyes flicked to me, searching my face for any sign that I was unsure, that this wasn’t what I wanted.

      But I nodded. Slowly, deliberately.

      “It’s okay,” I said, voice barely above a whisper.

      And the moment I said it, something shifted in the room.

      This was really happening.

      He cupped my face in both hands and kissed me—hard and full of gratitude.

      “You’re the best girlfriend in the whole universe,” Mason whispered against my lips, his voice thick with disbelief and excitement.

      Then he turned to Arya, who waited at the edge of the bed with a slow, knowing smile. He unfastened his jeans, his hands clumsy with urgency. Arya stepped in smoothly, helping him tug down his briefs. Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband and freed his cock from the fabric. She didn’t look at him, though—she looked at me.

      Smiling.

      I stood on the other side of the room, completely naked, watching the two of them as if from outside my own body. This was really happening.

      And I didn’t know what to do with myself.

      My arms crossed in front of me, then dropped. I folded them again, then let them fall to my sides. I hovered somewhere between self-conscious and overwhelmed. My gaze flicked away and then snapped back. I didn’t want to watch—but that was the whole point, wasn’t it?

      When I looked again, Arya was stroking Mason’s cock slowly, deliberately, her manicured fingers gliding up and down his thick shaft. She parted her lips, tongue teasing the head as if she were savoring it before the first taste.

      Adrenaline surged in my veins.

      I watched, frozen, as the mushroom tip slid between her lips, inch by inch, until it disappeared into her throat. Arya didn’t gag. She didn’t flinch. She took him in one seamless motion like she’d done it a hundred times before.

      Mason let out a low, guttural groan and braced a hand on the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair. My jaw dropped open.

      How was she doing that?

      How could she just… take him like that?

      Mason’s hips began to move, slowly at first. He thrust forward, gently, then again—each time pushing deeper. Arya took it all, her mouth slick and willing. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, a rhythm of surrender. His moans came faster, darker.

      “Oh, fuck,” he muttered, head tipping back. “Holy shit.”

      My head spun. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

      Arya looked beautiful like that—beautiful and skilled and utterly in control, even with my boyfriend’s cock buried in her mouth. But beneath the arousal building in my belly, a flicker of something else curled inside me.

      Jealousy.

      Rage.

      Insecurity.

      I hated how good she was. I hated how much he liked it. I hated the voice in my head whispering that maybe—just maybe—he wouldn’t enjoy being with me as much after this.

      This was a mistake.

      A huge mistake.

      But it was too late now. I had already handed him this gift. He was already inside her mouth. I couldn’t take it back—not when the sight of it made my thighs clench and my breath catch.

      Even if I wanted to stop it, I couldn’t find the words.

      The ache inside me pulsed stronger, spreading between my legs, raw and real. I tried to squeeze my thighs together, but it only made it worse.

      And then Mason groaned again—low, primal—as he thrust deep and held still. Arya’s lips were sealed around him, her eyes locked on his. I watched his muscles tense as he came, filling her with everything he had.

      She swallowed every drop.

      The muscles in her throat shifted, and I felt another pang.

      I had never swallowed for him before.

      Mason stepped back, finally letting his cock slip free from her lips, wet and softening. He turned toward me and smiled, as if suddenly remembering I was in the room.

      “Thanks, babe,” he said. “That was amazing.”

      Arya wiped her lips with the back of her hand and tilted her head. “What are you thanking her for?” she teased. “I’m the one who sucked your cock.”

      Then she grinned. “Besides… your gift isn’t over yet.”

      Mason blinked, stunned. “It’s not?”

      This was it—my moment to stop it all. My chance to say enough, to send Arya out and remind Mason who he belonged to. But I didn’t.

      Even as my heart screamed at me to speak, my head moved side to side instead. I shook it.

      Arya slid backward onto the bed and lay back on her elbows. Her legs parted slowly, confidently, revealing just how wet she already was. The invitation in her gaze was unmistakable.

      “Don’t you want a little taste?” she asked.

      Mason wiped the corner of his mouth and stared, transfixed. His eyes dropped to her glistening pussy. She was ready—ready for him in a way I’d never seen another woman be. And for some reason, I just… let it happen.

      Mason stepped out of his jeans and moved toward the bed with a kind of hesitant purpose, his bare feet quiet against the hardwood. He leaned over Arya’s naked body, lowering himself between her legs like it was something he’d done before, though I knew he hadn’t. Not with her.

      Not yet.

      Instinctively, I stepped forward—part of me wanted to stop him, to call the whole thing off. But another part, the quieter, more dangerous part, just wanted a closer look. My lips parted, but no sound came. I didn’t know what I wanted, and that confusion left me speechless.

      Mason extended his tongue and dragged it slowly across Arya’s slick folds, flattening it against her pussy with deliberate pressure. Her body jerked slightly in response. She grabbed a fistful of his hair, her fingers threading tightly through the strands, and rolled her hips up into him with the ease of someone who already knew she’d won.

      She didn’t just receive his touch—she used it.

      Mason wasn’t leading; she was.

      She guided his head where she wanted it, grinding against his face as if he were just another toy in her collection. Her control was effortless, intimate, absolute. I’d never seen a woman move like that—with no hesitation, no shame, no fear of being too much. She claimed the moment like it was hers, and Mason, stunned and eager, followed her rhythm.

      He flicked his tongue. She pressed his face deeper.

      He tried to adjust. She held him exactly where she wanted him.

      Watching her unravel, watching her take from him while I stood across the room naked and uncertain—it sent a tremor through my body. A ripple of something I couldn’t name. My thighs tensed. My breath caught.

      Arya’s back arched as a moan tumbled from her lips.

      “Oh, yeah,” she said breathlessly. “Just like that…”

      Her voice shook with urgency, and then she let out a cry—raw, guttural—as her body convulsed with release. Her fist slammed against the mattress, knuckles white with tension. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped. Her whole body trembled like something inside her had come unmoored. Her moans thinned into quick, shallow breaths as she rode the final waves of her orgasm.

      I was frozen. Spellbound. My nipples were hard. My whole body ached with need.

      My fingers crept down my stomach, drifting toward the heat between my thighs—but I stopped. Just as I was about to touch myself, Arya turned her head and looked at me.

      I froze. She couldn’t know. She couldn’t know I was getting off to this—to her. I couldn’t let her realize the power she had over me.

      She smirked.

      “Are you ready?” she asked, her voice steady, smug, completely unaffected by what had just happened.

      Mason lifted his head, blinking as he turned toward me. His mouth glistened. “Ready for what?” he asked.

      Arya sat up and let her hair fall around her shoulders like a curtain. “Your girlfriend and I had a little bet,” she said, nonchalant. “She doesn’t think I can take your entire cock. But I told her I could. I told her I’d prove it.”

      Mason’s brows shot up. “No way,” he said, stunned. “I can’t even fit it all inside of Sophia.”

      I flinched.

      The words hit me like a slap, even though I’d already known the truth of them. I’d heard it in his groans. Felt it in the stretch. But hearing him say it out loud—in front of her—was a whole different kind of humiliation.

      Would he ever want me again after this?

      Arya rose to her knees and pushed gently against his chest until he stepped back. Then, with practiced ease, she turned around, positioning herself at the edge of the bed. She flipped onto her stomach, letting her legs dangle to the floor, and arched her back just enough to lift her ass in offering.

      She looked over her shoulder at me, then patted the bed beside her head.

      “Come here,” she said. “I have an idea.”

      My legs felt like they no longer belonged to me. Still, I moved. I crossed the room on shaky feet, then climbed onto the bed and sank down cross-legged beside her, unsure, exposed, and waiting.

      I didn’t know what Arya planned—but I followed her lead.

      From where I sat, I had a perfect, unbroken view of Mason standing in front of her. His cock was slick with her saliva and visibly harder than I’d ever seen it. He was stroking it slowly, hungrily, his eyes glued to Arya’s ass as she presented herself to him like a gift already unwrapped.

      My chest ached.

      My throat felt tight.

      And yet between my legs, I was soaking wet.

      “Spread your legs,” Arya said, her voice calm, coaxing.

      I hesitated.

      Something inside me wanted to resist—just to hold on to a shred of control. But then she slid her hands along my thighs, her fingers warm and firm, and gently pried my legs apart.

      I leaned back on my elbows, breath shallow, legs parted on either side of Arya’s head. My heart thudded in my chest as I looked down at her. I had no idea what she was going to do next.

      “Don’t worry,” she murmured, glancing up at me with a smirk. “You’ll get to have his dick too.”

      She reached behind her and picked up the cloned cock resting on the bedspread. Without breaking eye contact, she brought the thick silicone tip to her lips. Her mouth parted, and she sucked it in slowly, messily, letting spit coat the shaft. When she pulled it free, it glistened with saliva. Then she turned it toward me, angling the tip to my entrance.

      I felt the bulbous head press against my folds and ease between them.

      Behind her, Mason stepped forward without being told. He gripped Arya’s hips, fingers digging into her ass.

      “When he pushes into me,” Arya said, her tone sultry and deliberate, “I’ll push this into you. It’ll be like he’s fucking both of us at the same time.”

      A tremble ran through me.

      I gripped the sheets at my sides, bracing myself. My thighs tensed in anticipation as Arya positioned the dildo and Mason pressed closer behind her.

      Then everything happened at once.

      Mason slid forward, his cock lining up with Arya’s pussy. At the same moment, Arya pushed the slick toy inside me, slow but steady. I gasped—shuddering, moaning—as the pressure filled me again.

      My back arched. My nipples tightened. God, it felt so good. Far better than I’d expected, especially being watched, shared, filled.

      Arya glanced up at me, her mouth parted, her expression hungry.

      She matched Mason’s rhythm, fucking me with the dildo in perfect time to his thrusts. It was synchronized, obscene, and unbelievably hot. But I couldn’t help remembering—this wasn’t supposed to be part of the deal.

      She was only supposed to prove she could take all of Mason. That was it.

      From where I lay, I couldn’t quite see the angle of his cock. I wasn’t sure if she was faking it—until I saw it.

      Fuck.

      His hips met her ass with a heavy slap, and there was no space between them. He was buried to the base. Completely inside her.

      No fucking way.

      Mason pulled back and slammed forward again, his pelvis colliding with her cheeks, cock vanishing inside her in one fluid thrust. Arya moaned, her back arched, and with every brutal push, she shoved the toy deeper into me.

      I couldn’t hold back anymore.

      I reached between my thighs, fingers brushing over my clit in fast, desperate circles. The sight of Arya’s breasts swaying beneath her, the slap of Mason’s hips, the obscene heat of it all—it was overwhelming.

      I tried to hold out.

      But the deep ache in my belly turned molten. Warm tingles spilled through my limbs. My muscles tensed, then unraveled all at once.

      “Fuck,” I gasped, as my body shook and quivered with the force of release. My head dropped back. My vision blurred. The orgasm hit me in waves—sharp, wild, uncontrollable.

      I collapsed back against the sheets, breathless.

      Arya pulled the dildo from me slowly, and I whimpered at the loss. But I didn’t stop moving. I crawled toward the edge of the bed, needing to see Mason—really see him.

      And there it was.

      He was still fucking her. Still pushing all the way in. Arya took every inch of him without flinching, her moans growing louder as his pace quickened.

      Something dark twisted in my chest. Jealousy.

      I surged forward in a haze of want and rage and need. I reached up, grabbed Mason’s face, and pulled him down into a kiss—hard and fast and desperate.

      If he was going to come inside her, he was going to do it while kissing me.

      I slid one of his hands onto my breast, guiding his palm over the soft curve, silently reminding him who had given him this gift. Who had let this happen.

      He groaned into my mouth and cupped me, his fingers tugging lightly at my nipple. His tongue slid past my lips, deepening the kiss, and I tangled my fingers in his hair, holding him there.

      His moans grew rougher, more urgent. He was close—I could feel it. I could hear it in the way his breath stuttered, the way his hips lost rhythm.

      I didn’t stop.

      I wouldn’t let him break the kiss.

      His lips parted against mine, breath hot and ragged, as he moaned into my mouth. With a final, urgent thrust, Mason slammed his hips forward, burying himself inside Arya. Her moans escalated in pitch, sharp and breathless, her fingers clawing at the bedsheets.

      I held him close, one hand gripping the back of his neck, refusing to let him look away. His eyes stayed locked on mine—wide, dark, overflowing with sensation—as he came inside her. I felt the tension ripple through him, felt the way his body trembled as he emptied himself into someone else… while kissing me.

      I didn’t let him go until his breathing slowed and his limbs softened. Until he was utterly spent.

      By the time Mason pulled out, Arya was a shivering mess, her body flushed and limp. I watched as his cum began to slip from the folds of her pussy—thick and glistening. And in that moment, something primal overtook me.

      The need to taste it.

      Not just him. Not just her.

      But the combination. The proof.

      I moved behind her, wordless, instinctual, replacing Mason’s position at her hips. My hands slid over the curves of her ass, gripping her firmly as I leaned in and stretched out my tongue.

      Arya gasped.

      I licked her slowly at first—savoring the taste of her skin, the heat, the way her body trembled beneath my mouth. My tongue probed deeper, searching for every lingering trace of Mason’s release. Some of it was curiosity. But more than that, it was about claiming her. About reclaiming him.

      I didn’t want her keeping anything of his.

      Not even his cum.

      Her pussy was sweet, unexpectedly soft, and her inner walls clung to my tongue as I pressed deeper. I licked her clean with deliberate intensity, my own arousal building as I tasted the proof of what had just happened between them. The mixture of their bodies—salty, slick, warm—was intoxicating.

      When I finally pulled away, Arya rolled onto her back with a dazed smile on her lips.

      Mason stepped up behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. I felt his cock—still thick and semi-hard—press against my ass. His body was warm, his breath now calm and steady against the side of my neck.

      “That was the best anniversary present ever,” he murmured.

      Arya stretched luxuriously beside us, glancing over with a wicked smirk. “You better be careful,” she said. “Now that he knows what a real woman can handle, he might not want you anymore.”

      Her words stung, just enough to ignite something sharp in my chest.

      I turned to Mason, searching his face. “Don’t listen to her,” he said gently. “I’ll always want you, Sophia.”

      He kissed me softly, tender and grounding. But still, that doubt lingered.

      “What if…” I began, hesitating. “What if you could have both of us?”

      Arya sat up, clearly intrigued by my suggestion. Her brow arched.

      “The more the merrier,” Mason said cautiously, his voice uncertain, though his eyes betrayed how badly he wanted me to mean it. After everything we’d just shared, I didn’t know why he hesitated. Hadn’t I already given him permission? Hadn’t I already watched?

      “I’ll happily one-up you any day,” Arya chimed in, flicking her hair over her shoulder. “Anytime your boyfriend wants a real woman to fuck, I’ll be here.”

      I turned to her and gave her a slow, deliberate smile of my own. “We’ll see about that,” I said. “I’m sure there are plenty of ways he enjoys me more.”

      “Oh,” she said, her voice full of mock innocence. “So we’re making it a competition now?”

      “I guess we are.”

      Mason ran a hand through his hair, still catching his breath. “Somebody pinch me,” he muttered. “I think I just won the relationship jackpot.”

      Arya and I didn’t respond. We were too busy staring each other down—our smiles sharp, our energy electric. It was playful, yes. But underneath, something deeper pulsed. Tension. Challenge. Desire.

      I’d never felt so alive in my life.

      Something inside me had changed.

      Watching Mason with another woman, seeing how much he wanted her and knowing he still wanted me—that had lit a fire in me I couldn’t ignore. I should’ve stopped it. Should’ve taken back control. Should’ve told him that was a one-time thing.

      But instead, I was inviting her back.

      Letting it continue.

      Why?

      There was only one answer, even if I didn’t want to admit it.

      It turned me on to see them together.

      And deep down, I wasn’t sure I ever wanted to fuck Mason again without Arya watching… or joining.
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      I couldn’t take my eyes off her, and I didn’t understand why.

      Yes, she was beautiful—undeniably so—but then again, nearly every Spanish woman working at this bar possessed a kind of effortless allure. It wasn’t just her looks. It was something else, something deeper. She moved with a languid ease that felt like a secret whispered through the room. There was confidence in the curve of her lips, painted a bold, unapologetic red. Her chestnut hair spilled in tousled waves around her shoulders, drawing the eye downward to where it rested, just barely brushing the tops of her full, perky breasts.

      In the low, golden light of the bar, her eyes shimmered like garnets—deep, mysterious, and impossibly magnetic. Every so often, I caught her glancing in my direction, just long enough to wonder if it was deliberate.

      Each time it happened, I instinctively turned to my husband to see if he’d noticed. Nick’s eyes, however, were sweeping the room in lazy disinterest, never once settling on her. I didn’t know whether to feel relieved or insulted.

      “She’s pretty,” I said, leaning forward slightly, my voice soft, somewhere between a confession and a test.

      “Who?” Nick asked, barely glancing my way. His tone was casual, detached—but maybe that was the point. This whole trip to Spain had been our attempt at rekindling what we’d lost. A vacation with purpose. A marriage on life support.

      I gestured subtly toward the brunette behind the bar. “The girl with the red lips.”

      Nick followed my gaze, then shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.”

      “You guess?”

      He took a long sip of his drink and ran a hand through his short, dark hair, mussing it in that way he always did when something bothered him.

      “What do you want me to say?” he asked. “Last time I looked at a woman, you nearly bit my head off. Do you really want to hear how hot I think she is?”

      His words hit me harder than I expected. My pulse fluttered in my throat. I hated that he had a point. I hated that we’d come to this.

      “Forget it,” I said, retreating behind my glass. “I just thought she was pretty.”

      Nick exhaled slowly, his eyes drifting toward the floor. “You’re right, Reagan. She is pretty.”

      There was sadness in his voice, quiet and unmistakable. And I couldn’t even blame him. The last time we’d argued—really argued—I’d caught him checking out my best friend’s ass. I’d overreacted, probably, but it hadn’t come from nowhere. We hadn’t made love in months, and that kind of drought does something to a person. It makes you brittle. Suspicious.

      This trip was supposed to be our reset. Our clean slate.

      “I’ll go get us a refill,” I said. I gathered our empty glasses and stood before he could say anything else.

      At the bar, the brunette turned as I approached. “What I get you?” she asked, her accent heavy but charming.

      I hadn’t realized how little English she spoke. I smiled, told her the names of our drinks, and passed the glasses across the counter.

      As she turned to make them, I let my gaze trail over her body, curiosity getting the better of me. She wore a tight black dress that clung to her hips and rode high with every movement, revealing more of her toned thighs than seemed entirely fair.

      I wondered what it must feel like for Nick—to want to look, to appreciate something beautiful, only to worry it would lead to a fight. Maybe I had been too hard on him. Maybe it was easier to look away than risk being seen.

      The Spaniard turned with our drinks, and I barely lifted my gaze in time. If she noticed me watching her, she didn’t let on. Her expression was as composed as ever, her movements fluid, her smile faint but unreadable.

      “You with him?” she asked, nodding toward Nick with a subtle tilt of her chin.

      “Yes, it’s his tab,” I replied, though I found myself wishing I could say more—wishing I knew enough Spanish to speak to her in her own language. There were things I wanted to tell her, if only words would cooperate. That she was luminous, like a candle flickering in a tunnel of shadows. That something about her made me feel oddly weightless, as if I were floating just slightly above the ground.

      But of course, even if I had the vocabulary, I wouldn’t have said any of that aloud.

      I took the drinks and returned reluctantly to our table. Nick picked up his glass, took a swig, and kept his eyes on the far wall, barely acknowledging my presence.

      “Will you stop that?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even.

      “Stop what?” he replied, his tone clipped.

      “Stop being so indifferent.”

      “Forgive me,” he said, “if I’m a little on edge.”

      “You were on edge the entire plane ride over, too.”

      “That’s because you want me to pretend we’re fine when we’re clearly not.”

      “I’m okay,” I said, softly. “You’re not?”

      “I feel like I’m under a microscope,” he muttered. “Every second. I’m sorry I looked at your friend’s body, all right? I’m a guy. I reacted. I didn’t mean anything by it.”

      “Then why are you pretending you didn’t notice the woman behind the bar just now?”

      “Because I didn’t want to piss you off.”

      I leaned back, crossing my arms over my chest. The motion pushed up my breasts, creating a soft line of cleavage above the plunging neckline of my sequined dress. I’d chosen the outfit hoping for a little sparkle, a little romance. I’d wanted the evening to be fun, even a little flirty. But Nick seemed determined to make it anything but.

      To my surprise, our tense exchange was interrupted by the soft, accented voice of the bartender herself.

      “I sit?” she asked, gesturing to the empty space beside me.

      “Sure,” I said quickly, before Nick could object. He looked caught off guard, and for a moment, I saw him deliberately avoid her gaze—as if it were dangerous to even acknowledge her presence.

      “Do you have to work?” I asked.

      “Break,” she replied with a casual smile. Then, tilting her head slightly toward Nick, she added, “Why sad?”

      “I don’t know,” I said, my mouth curving into an involuntary smile. Something about the question—the way she asked it so plainly—sliced right through the tension. Nick looked like a sulky teenager sent to time-out, and the contrast between his brooding silence and Ariana’s effortless charm struck me as absurdly funny. I laughed, light and real for the first time in days.

      “What’s your name?” I asked her.

      “Ariana,” she said, pointing to herself.

      “Nice to meet you, Ariana. I’m Reagan, and this is Nick.”

      She reached across the table to shake our hands, and Nick had no choice but to meet her touch. For the briefest second, his eyes lit up—just a flicker of interest, subtle but unmistakable. He forgot himself. Forgot I was watching. But the moment passed quickly. He pulled his hand back and turned his gaze elsewhere, retreating into whatever safe place he’d built inside himself.

      Ariana settled into the seat beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her skin. Her bare shoulder brushed mine, sending a soft hum through my body. She spoke to us in her best English, stringing together stories about the bar, about the regulars, about drunken tourists who couldn’t keep their hands to themselves. She made jokes, laughed at herself, and somehow made us laugh too.

      Somewhere in the middle of a story—something about a man who tried to propose to her with a bottle cap—her hand landed gently on my knee. I didn’t flinch. I didn’t even blink. There was something about her—open, glowing, unthreatening—that made the contact feel natural, like we were already old friends catching up over drinks instead of strangers sharing a booth on a humid Spanish night.

      The longer she sat with us, the more relaxed Nick became. I watched the tension ease from his shoulders, watched his mouth soften into something closer to a smile. I couldn’t help wondering what he’d think if he looked down right now—if he saw Ariana’s hand resting on my thigh, her fingers warm and lightly pressing against my skin. I could’ve sworn she was moving it. Slowly. Upward.

      I tried to focus on her voice, on her halting English and the story she was telling, but between her touch and the curve of her lips as she spoke, I found it hard to concentrate.

      “It sounds like you know everything that happens around here,” Nick said, sounding almost playful now. “You don’t happen to know of any good parties, do you?”

      Ariana’s eyes widened, bright and full of playful promise. “You like party?” she asked, her accent stretching the words in a way that made them feel just slightly wicked.

      “Yes,” Nick replied, more relaxed now, his stare softer, more present. “Do you know where we could go?”

      “After work,” she said, her voice dipping into something almost conspiratorial. “We can party.”

      And with that, Ariana rose gracefully from her seat and returned to the bar, hips swaying in a slow rhythm that caught my breath.

      Nick watched her go, then turned to me with a bemused expression. “That was... weird,” he said. “Why couldn’t she just tell us where the party is and meet us there?”

      “Maybe it’s a private thing,” I offered. “Could be a friend of hers, or something a little too personal to send strangers to on their own.”

      Nick considered that, his brows knitting slightly. He didn’t look fully convinced, but he didn’t argue, either. Whatever skepticism he felt, he let it go—for now.

      Under the table, I nudged his leg with mine, feeling unexpectedly playful since Ariana’s brief visit. The air between us had shifted, softened.

      “Are you having any fun yet?” I asked, my voice coy.

      He tried to suppress a smile, but it curled at the corner of his mouth anyway. “Yeah,” he admitted. “Actually, I am.”

      A slow, sensual track began playing from the bar’s overhead speakers—something smooth and smoky, with a rhythm that invited closeness. I decided to push my luck.

      “Ask me to dance,” I said.

      He looked surprised. “You want to dance?” It wasn’t quite an invitation—more of a hesitant question—but I didn’t care. I leaned in, eyes glinting.

      “I’d love to.”

      I stood and extended my hand to him. He hesitated for only a heartbeat before he took it, allowing me to guide him toward the makeshift dance floor in the center of the room, where a few couples were already swaying together in quiet rhythm.

      He placed his hands gently at my waist, and I looped my arms around his neck. In one swift, unexpected movement, he pulled me closer. I laughed at the suddenness of it—warm, surprised—and my laughter made him smile.

      I inhaled the familiar scent of his cologne—earthy, crisp, laced with something like elm and spice—clinging to the soft cotton of his blue button-down shirt. I laid my head against his chest, feeling the slow rise and fall of his breathing as our bodies moved in sync, quiet and unhurried.

      As we turned, the room shifted around us, and suddenly Ariana was in my line of sight again. She stood behind the bar, wiping down a glass, her gaze fixed on us. She wasn’t smiling exactly, but the smirk on her lips held something electric—curiosity, amusement, maybe even approval. My heart fluttered. I wasn’t sure if it was for her or for Nick.

      I tilted my face up to my husband’s, letting my lips hover just a breath away from his. I didn’t want to be the one to close the gap—I wanted him to. I wanted him to want me, to reach for me, to remind me that despite everything we’d been through, I was still the woman he loved.

      He leaned in slowly, his forehead brushing mine, and the anticipation curled through my stomach like warm smoke. I could’ve risen up on my toes to meet him, but I held still. I wanted him to come to me. I needed him to choose me.

      And when his lips finally met mine, the kiss was tender—almost reverent—but with a tension underneath, a restrained hunger that made my knees soften. He kissed me like he needed it. Like he needed me.

      But even in that moment, with his mouth against mine and our bodies swaying together, I couldn’t stop the thought from creeping in: Was he thinking of her?

      Because I was.

      The image of Ariana’s smirk, her gaze following us from behind the bar, was imprinted on the back of my eyelids. And as Nick kissed me, I couldn’t shake the question that pulsed beneath my ribs—what had I done, introducing them?

      I had barely been able to handle him glancing at other women. And now here we were, dancing under dim lights, about to go to a party with one.

      I stuffed the jealousy down, tried to lock it in the farthest room of my mind. We were here to get past all of that. To mend what had frayed. I forced myself to focus on the warmth of Nick’s body, the strength of his arms, the steady rhythm of our feet on the floor.

      Nick pulled back slightly, his eyes searching mine. “This is nice,” he murmured, our bodies still moving together in slow, hypnotic circles. “Maybe your plan is working.”

      “My plan?” I asked, lifting one brow.

      “To bring us closer,” he said. “I feel... closer to you now. Do you feel closer to me?”

      I nodded and smiled, but something inside me stayed guarded, tucked away behind a wall that had been built brick by brick over months of distance and doubt. Maybe he hadn’t been thinking about Ariana at all—but I had. I still was.

      Still, I didn’t let it show. I pressed my body against his and kept dancing, trying to lose myself in the comfort of what we once had, in the rhythm of the music, and in the memory of a time when love didn’t feel like something we had to earn back.

      I glanced toward the bar—and saw that Ariana was gone.

      I should have felt relief. That would’ve made sense. That would’ve been normal.

      But what I felt instead was hollow. Like a breath let out with no new air to replace it. Like I’d only been dancing to be watched. To be seen—by her. And now that she was gone, whatever closeness I thought I’d found with Nick seemed to vanish like fog in sunlight. I was still in his arms, still swaying to the music, but the connection between us felt suddenly thin, gossamer.

      The song faded into silence, and we returned to our table. This time, instead of sliding into the seat across from me as he had before, Nick eased in beside me. He wrapped an arm around my shoulders and pulled me in with a warmth I hadn't felt in months. His lips brushed my neck, soft at first, then slower, more deliberate.

      I felt the ache of desire curl low in my belly, but even as my body responded, my mind hesitated—until I caught a glimpse of movement behind the bar.

      Ariana had returned.

      And with one glance—those dark, smoldering eyes fixed on me—all hesitation vanished like smoke.

      I turned toward Nick and kissed him, letting my mouth press against his with urgency. My tongue slipped between his lips, seeking and eager, tasting the lingering citrus of his drink. His hands moved to my waist, firm and possessive, pulling me tighter against him until I was nearly breathless.

      He leaned me back slightly, one hand sliding upward along my ribs, the other trailing down the curve of my stomach. His fingers moved lower, dipping between my thighs beneath the table with a confidence that made me shiver.

      On any other night, I might have stopped him. I might have glanced around, self-conscious, worried about who might be watching.

      But I wanted her to watch.

      When I opened my eyes, Ariana was standing at the bar again, her cheeks flushed, her gaze locked on me.

      Nick’s lips returned to my throat, and I tilted my head to give him access. His teeth grazed my skin, just enough to make my pulse stutter. My breath caught as his fingers brushed along the damp fabric of my panties, the cool contact sending a tremor through me.

      I bit my lip to keep quiet, my body trembling as pleasure bloomed deep inside me. Ariana’s eyes were still on me—half-lidded, her breaths shallow—and something in that stare ignited me further. She knew. She could see what was happening, and the subtle parting of her lips told me she didn’t mind. In fact, it was turning her on.

      I clung to Nick’s neck, my fingers curling into his shirt, as I struggled to contain the rush building inside me. The world around us—the soft music, the clinking of glasses, the laughter from another table—faded into static.

      And then it happened. A quiet quake rippled through me, delicate but undeniable. My thighs clenched, my breath hitched, and my body stilled for one trembling heartbeat of release.

      I didn’t cry out. I didn’t moan. But Ariana knew. She saw it in the way my eyes fluttered, in the tremble of my lips, in the way I melted into Nick’s side afterward.

      Nick slipped his hand away, his touch now gentler, almost reverent. He gathered me against him and I rested my head on his chest, trying to slow my breathing. My gaze stayed on Ariana. She hadn’t looked away. And God, that meant something.

      “That was a surprise,” I murmured, my voice low, intimate.

      “You put me in the mood,” he said, with a crooked smile.

      “Well,” I said, brushing a hand along his jaw, “unfortunately for you, you’ll have to wait until after the party to find your satisfaction.”

      Nick chuckled, eyes gleaming. “I can wait,” he said.

      But I wasn’t so sure I could.
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        * * *

      

      The bar gradually emptied, patrons trickling out into the warm Spanish night, but Nick and I lingered, nursing the last of our drinks and exchanging glances as Ariana worked behind the counter. Neither of us spoke much—we were both waiting.

      When she finally emerged from behind the bar, untying her apron with one hand and slinging her bag over the other shoulder, she turned to us with a smile.

      “Party?” she asked, her voice lilting, almost musical.

      We nodded, maybe too eagerly.

      Outside, the streets were quiet, save for the occasional clatter of heels on cobblestones and distant laughter drifting through the night air. Ariana led the way, her hips swaying with casual confidence as we followed her down a few blocks. Eventually, she turned and climbed a narrow set of wrought-iron stairs that led to the upper floor of an old building.

      Nick glanced at me, lifting an eyebrow. “This is it?” he asked in a low voice. “I don’t hear any music.”

      “Maybe it’s just a small gathering,” I replied. “Maybe it hasn’t started yet.”

      We followed her up the stairs, each step echoing beneath us. At the top, Ariana paused in front of a heavy door, pulled a key from her purse, and let us inside.

      The apartment was cozy and dimly lit, with the subtle scent of lavender lingering in the air. A few candles flickered on a side table, casting shadows on the walls. But there was no music, no crowd—just us. Just the three of us.

      Nick glanced around, visibly puzzled. “Where is everyone?”

      “Maybe she wants to change first,” I murmured, trying to mask my own confusion. Or was it nerves?

      “Yeah,” he said slowly, “maybe that’s it.”

      Ariana stepped into the center of the living room, the golden light catching in her hair. She turned to face us, her smile enigmatic, and lifted one finger in a teasing curl.

      “Come,” she said softly.

      We followed her down a narrow hallway lined with framed sketches and faded travel posters. At the end, she opened a door and stepped inside what appeared to be her bedroom. The air changed the moment we crossed the threshold—thicker somehow, heavier.

      My chest tightened.

      The space was intimate—too intimate for strangers. The bed was unmade, a silk robe draped over the footboard, the scent of perfume clinging faintly to the air. My steps faltered.

      She wasn’t really going to change right here, was she? Not in front of Nick? The thought made my skin prickle and my thighs clench involuntarily. I hovered in the doorway, uncertain, as Nick stepped further inside.

      “Nice room,” he said, his voice casual but tight.

      Ariana walked toward him with purpose. Without hesitation, she reached for him, looping her arms around his neck. Then she kissed him—soft, languid, unashamed.

      “Whoa,” I said, stepping forward instinctively. “Wait. What’s happening here?”

      Ariana turned her gaze on me, wide-eyed and calm, her lips still parted from the kiss. “You want party?” she asked, as though it should have been obvious.

      “I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” I said carefully, though my voice wavered.

      Her expression didn’t change. “No misunderstanding,” she said. “I watched you. At the bar. With him. Now, you watch me. With him.”

      Nick looked over at me, concern flashing in his eyes. It was subtle, but it was there—like he needed permission or maybe a way out. But I saw his hands. They were still on her waist, resting easily on her narrow hips. He wasn’t trapped. He was choosing.

      My stomach twisted at the sight, but something else stirred in me too. A darker thrill. A blooming heat. I felt it low in my belly, pulsing between my thighs.

      What if this wasn’t a mistake? What if it was an opportunity?

      An opportunity to let go. To confront the very thing that had haunted me since I’d caught him looking at another woman. If I could watch—if I could endure it, even desire it—maybe it wouldn’t have power over me anymore.

      But the thought sat uneasily on my tongue, leaving a bitter aftertaste.

      Could I really do this? Could I really stand here and watch another woman touch my husband—kiss him, take him—while I just... observed?

      My body answered before my mind could. I was flushed, trembling, aching with want. But beneath the heat, doubt still lingered, coiled tight like a warning.

      And yet... I hadn’t turned away. Not yet.

      “It’s okay,” I managed to say, my voice hoarse and low, like it had been dragged across gravel. “I’ll watch.”

      Nick turned to me as though he wanted to speak, to say something—anything—but the words caught in his throat. Instead, Ariana gently pushed him back onto the bed, her touch light but insistent, guiding him until he sank into the plush white duvet.

      Then, with a quiet, almost feline grace, she climbed on top of him.

      I stood at the threshold of the room, my hands trembling slightly at my sides, fists half-formed. My breath came in shallow pulls as I watched Ariana straddle my husband, her dress riding up inch by inch over her thighs as she moved.

      She leaned down and kissed him—soft at first, then deeper, with intention. Her long, dark hair spilled forward, veiling their faces in a silky curtain. Nick's hands rose instinctively, gripping the curve of her ass with a hunger I hadn’t seen in months.

      Is this really happening? The question echoed through my mind, but I couldn’t answer it—not because I didn’t know, but because part of me didn’t want to. I stood frozen, transfixed, every nerve in my body taut with something between dread and desire.

      Ariana’s ass shifted beneath the tight fabric of her black dress, revealing a sudden, startling flash of bright pink. The strap of her thong clung to her hip like a promise. She ran her hands down the front of Nick’s slacks, dragging her palms slowly along his thighs. He exhaled a sharp breath, the sound of a man surrendering to sensation. It wasn’t just arousal—it was awe.

      I bit my lower lip and absentmindedly tugged a lock of hair over my shoulder, anchoring myself to the moment. I was jealous. I was supposed to be jealous. But as I watched Ariana touch him—watched the rise and fall of her back, the precision in her movements—I felt something shift inside me.

      Jealousy unraveled, thread by thread, replaced by something warmer, darker, wetter. Ecstasy bloomed low in my stomach, and I could no longer deny how wet I’d become, how alive.

      If Nick were going to cheat on me, I thought, I’d rather it be with her than anyone else.

      Nick’s hands had traveled up to her lower back, then higher. Their kiss deepened, turned wild, mouths crashing together with a kind of reckless urgency I hadn’t seen from him in a long time. It wasn’t soft or sweet—it was raw, as though they were trying to consume each other. I saw the bulge in his pants start to grow, pressing against the fabric, and my breath hitched with want. I wanted to see her touch it. I needed to see her touch it.

      Nick began to gather the hem of her dress, and Ariana helped him peel it off in one smooth motion. Her back arched gracefully as the garment slid over her head and onto the floor. She wore a pink lace bra that matched the thong I’d glimpsed earlier. Her breasts—round, full, and impossible not to admire—hovered inches from his face. He looked up at them like he’d stumbled upon a sacred treasure.

      His hands moved without hesitation, cupping them, pressing them together, his thumbs circling her nipples through the fabric. Ariana let out a soft, open-mouthed moan.

      Then she turned her head toward me.

      Our eyes locked.

      She smiled—not smug, not mocking. Playful. Inviting. Like this was all just a delicious game and I’d finally been dealt in.

      It didn’t feel like a game to me, though. It felt like something far more dangerous. Something intimate and forbidden. Something I couldn’t undo.

      I can’t believe I’m doing this, I thought.

      Still watching, I reached for my own breasts, cupping them through the thin fabric of my dress. I traced the outline of my nipples with trembling fingers, my breath catching as I watched Nick continue to fondle hers. A moan rose in my throat, but I swallowed it down. I didn’t want him to know just how much this turned me on.

      Ariana reached for the hem of Nick’s shirt and tugged it upward. He sat up just enough for her to pull it over his head, revealing the lean, sculpted muscle of his torso. His chest rose and fell rapidly, and I could tell—he was flexing, showing off. He wanted her to notice. He wanted me to notice.

      She slid her hands across his chest, palms gliding over skin and muscle, then lower, tracing the lines of his abs until her fingers lingered at his belt buckle.

      She bit her lip.

      And then she looked at him with a gaze so direct, so deeply charged, it practically spoke aloud: There’s no going back now.

      Nick didn’t hesitate. He surged upward and kissed her, hard. The sound of it—the wet slide of tongues, the collision of mouths—reverberated in the room. He cradled the back of her head with one hand, sliding his fingers through her hair, then gave it a gentle tug as their mouths continued to dance.

      I didn’t move.

      I didn’t speak.

      I simply stood there, pulsing and wet, unable to look away.

      Ariana unbuckled Nick’s belt with a confident flick of her wrist, sliding the leather free of its loops in one fluid motion. She whipped it playfully across his torso before letting it fall to the floor, discarded and forgotten. Without missing a beat, her fingers went to the button of his slacks, working it open with a precision that made my breath catch.

      Nick rested one hand on the side of her neck, his thumb brushing gently against her jawline, while his other hand splayed across the bare skin of her waist, anchoring her there, as if afraid she might slip away.

      I watched her hips roll rhythmically against him, slow and suggestive, as she tugged his pants lower over his hips. He lifted himself just enough to let the fabric slide beneath him, exposing the shape of his arousal—thick and straining against the confines of his briefs.

      Ariana pulled back from their kiss and let her eyes fall to the bulge. She stared at it for a moment with something like reverence, then ran her hand lightly along the length of it through the soft cotton. Nick threw his head back with a groan, the sound deep and guttural.

      I bit down on my lip, hard, the sensation sharp enough to ground me. My hand drifted between my legs, inching upward beneath the hem of my dress. The fabric was already damp with want. I pressed my thighs together, needing more, needing something.

      As Ariana massaged him through his underwear, Nick reached for her breasts again, this time with more urgency. He eased the straps of her bra down her arms until they gathered at her elbows, and then leaned forward. Using his teeth, he tugged the lace cups down, exposing her completely.

      Her breasts were full and high, and her nipples—round, dusky, already taut—were practically begging for attention. Nick took one into his mouth, his tongue circling slowly before he sucked it with growing hunger. Ariana moaned softly and ran a hand through his hair, her fingers threading through the strands as if she were calming a wild animal.

      “Good,” she purred, her accent rich and velvet-smooth. She rocked her hips harder against him, her hand still gripping him possessively. “You mine now,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust and certainty.

      The words sent a jolt through me—hot and electric. You’re mine.

      And yet, instead of bristling, I melted. I couldn’t summon any anger, not even jealousy. What I felt instead was... grateful. Grateful for the show, for the invitation, for the fire she’d brought into our quiet ruin of a marriage.

      Ariana was giving me a gift—something wild and liberating. Maybe I could change. Maybe I could be okay with this.

      I slid my hand into my panties, finding my clit already swollen and slick. I circled it slowly, never taking my eyes off them. God, Ariana is hot, I thought. Her confidence, her grace, her willingness to claim pleasure—it radiated from her in waves. I knew Nick felt it too.

      She reached for the waistband of his briefs, fingers hooking into the elastic. With a practiced motion, she pulled them down and freed his cock. It sprang upward, flushed and fully hard.

      Ariana let out a quiet gasp of surprise, her lips parting as she stared at it. I couldn't help the small chuckle that escaped me—it was the same reaction I’d had the first time.

      Without needing to be asked, she shifted her body lower, lowering herself until she was face to face with him. Her breath ghosted over his skin. Her lips hovered there, just above the tip, and I watched the tension in Nick’s body coil even tighter.

      He stared at her, eyes wide with awe, his hands twitching at his sides.

      And then, slowly, Ariana opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock.

      Nick groaned—loud, unrestrained—as her tongue flicked across him for the first time. His hips bucked slightly beneath her, instinctively seeking more. He reached for her with both hands, cradling her head, guiding her gently lower.

      I stood utterly still, breathless, watching her mouth move over him. She took him in deeper, then pulled back, her head bobbing in a slow rhythm that sent Nick into a kind of trance. His fingers threaded through her hair again, not controlling, but encouraging. His muscles tensed, his abs flexed, and his eyes were shut tight, lost in the sensation.

      And I knew—he wasn’t thinking about me anymore.

      He was gone, drifting in Ariana’s world, worshipping at the altar of her body.

      Ariana lifted her mouth from Nick’s cock with a wet pop, her lips slick and glistening. She rose to her feet in one graceful motion, her breath steady despite the heat in the room. Nick, on the other hand, looked dazed—his chest rising and falling rapidly, his expression caught somewhere between confusion and awe, like he’d just been pulled out of a dream too soon.

      Without a word, Ariana hooked her thumbs beneath the thin straps of her pink thong and slowly slid it down her hips, letting it glide over her toned thighs. She stepped out of it with the same elegant precision she’d used all night. The fabric hit the floor in a soft whisper.

      And there she was—fully nude.

      It was the first time I saw her like that. Her ass was exquisite, perfectly round and smooth, with a golden tan that made me ache to reach out and drag my fingers across her flawless skin. I bit down on the inside of my cheek, the urge to touch her making my thighs press together.

      Nick licked his lips. He was transfixed.

      Ariana knelt down, her knees sinking into the mattress as she began to crawl over him. Her breasts swayed with each forward movement, and both Nick and I assumed she was about to climb onto his cock.

      But instead, she continued her ascent, inching forward until her bare, glistening sex hovered just above his mouth.

      Nick didn’t hesitate. He tilted his face up and extended his tongue, eager to taste her.

      She lowered herself onto his mouth with a soft, guttural moan and threaded her fingers into his hair, holding him steady as she began to ride his tongue. Her back arched slightly, her head tipping back, then slowly turning to glance over her shoulder—right at me.

      Her gaze locked with mine as my husband devoured her.

      She was toying with me, and she knew it. She was making a statement with every slow, deliberate rock of her hips: Look at me. Watch what I can make him do.

      And I did. I watched her.

      I watched her perfect ass flex with every movement, the muscles in her thighs quivering as she ground herself against Nick’s face. His breathing grew heavy beneath her, his nose and mouth buried in her folds. His hands clutched at her hips, desperate to hold her in place.

      Her breasts bounced gently with the rhythm of her motion, her skin glowing under the soft bedroom light. She looked like some kind of goddess—wild, free, untouchable.

      My hand moved between my legs again. One finger slid deep inside me as I imagined Nick’s tongue where mine now was. For a fleeting, fevered moment, I was her. I had her body, her confidence, her unapologetic hunger. I was the seductress. The siren.

      Ariana's pace quickened, her hips driving harder against his mouth. I saw the muscles in her back tighten, her legs begin to tremble. Then she let out a sudden cry—a sharp, gasping sound of release—as the orgasm tore through her. Her entire body seemed to shudder and collapse forward slightly, her arms catching her as she tried to breathe again.

      It felt like she was calling out to me. The sound of her climax echoed inside my own body. My walls pulsed with aching need.

      She rested there a moment, breath ragged, then turned around on top of Nick, her body fluid and controlled even in exhaustion. She repositioned herself, facing me now, her gorgeous breasts rising and falling as she straddled his hips. Her ass faced him; her eyes never left mine.

      And I realized, suddenly, that she had seen everything. She had watched me touch myself. She had known.

      There was no pretending anymore.

      My cheeks flushed hot with embarrassment, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Not when her gaze made my skin tingle, not when the sight of her—bare and slick and commanding—was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed.

      She reached between her legs and wrapped her hand around Nick’s shaft, guiding it to her pussy. She held his cock steady as she slowly began to lower her hips.

      I watched in rapt fascination as the thick head of my husband’s cock pressed against her folds and gradually disappeared inside her. Inch by inch, she took him in, and when her hips finally met his, she moaned—a long, indulgent sound of satisfaction—and let her head fall back.

      A smile tugged at the corners of her lips. It wasn’t cocky or cruel. It was serene. Powerful. Triumphant.

      Nick placed his hands firmly on Ariana’s hips, his fingers pressing into her smooth skin as he watched her lower herself slowly onto him. Her ass descended in a graceful arc until it met his pelvis, and his cock disappeared entirely inside her.

      I bit down on my lip and slid two fingers into my slick, aching core, mimicking the rhythm of what I was watching. My breath came short and sharp as I traced the edge of my own pleasure, eyes locked on the scene before me.

      Ariana began to rock her hips—slow, steady, sensual. Nick’s hands traveled up her sides, fingers skimming along her ribs until they reached the soft weight of her breasts. He cupped them with reverence, as if they were something sacred. Then, with a groan, he pushed himself up slightly, pressing kisses across her bare back as she rode him.

      She glanced over her shoulder and gave me a wicked smile—devilish and knowing—then lifted herself up slowly, almost tauntingly, before slamming her hips back down with a force that made Nick’s eyes roll back in his head.

      Again, she lifted, then dropped, setting a steady rhythm that had her bouncing on his cock while his hands gripped the sheets for dear life.

      He released her breasts, reaching back behind him to brace himself, his muscles taut with effort as he tried not to lose control too soon. Ariana’s chest moved freely now, her breasts bouncing in time with the rhythm of her thrusts, her nipples flushed and hard from the friction of his touch.

      She began to circle her hips around him, grinding her pelvis against his in slow, deliberate rotations. Nick gasped—an almost desperate sound—as she wrung every sensation from him with skillful ease.

      “Let me grab a condom,” he said breathlessly, his voice cracking with effort, a last-ditch attempt at being responsible.

      “No,” Ariana replied, her voice low and certain. “I want you inside.”

      The words sent a jolt through me—sharp and intoxicating. My hand moved faster between my thighs, circling my clit while the other tugged at one of my nipples through the fabric of my dress. I was on the edge. Teetering. I knew that when Nick came, I would fall with him.

      Ariana rocked and rolled her hips, moving like she was born for this—rising and falling, grinding and pulsing, until Nick finally surrendered.

      He grabbed her hips again, harder this time, and watched with wide, glassy eyes as her ass worked over his cock.

      “Fuck!” he groaned, the word torn from his throat.

      I saw the tension ripple through his body—the sharp clench of his thighs, the tremble in his abdomen—as his release overtook him. A beat later, my own orgasm crashed into me, stealing the air from my lungs. My fingers froze as the wave overtook me, and I gasped, clutching the edge of the nearby dresser for balance.

      My body shook in silent bliss while Nick’s arched in open ecstasy. It was all I could do to keep my eyes open, to keep watching as Ariana brought him to the brink and then pushed him over.

      As the waves of pleasure ebbed and my breathing began to slow, I saw Nick collapse back onto the bed—spent, glowing, utterly undone.

      Ariana didn’t move right away. She simply sat atop him for a moment, her chest rising and falling, her skin glistening. Then she turned her head, caught my gaze, and slowly lifted herself from his cock.

      A stream of cum followed, clinging to her before slipping down her thigh. Without flinching, she reached between her legs and gathered it into her palm. Then she stepped off the bed and walked toward me with calm, predatory grace.

      She stood in front of me, still radiant with sweat and sex, and raised her hand to my face. I parted my lips without thinking, and she slid her fingers inside. I licked them clean—salty, sweet, and still warm from both of them.

      Ariana leaned in, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her lips met mine in a kiss that was soft but firm, slow but insistent. My head spun from the heat of it, from the intimacy, from the images still burning in my mind.

      But all I could think about was how those lips had looked wrapped around my husband’s cock. How her tongue had moved up and down his shaft. How she had taken him and made it look like art.

      And now, that same tongue slid against mine—slow, sensuous, tasting of everything we’d shared.

      I moaned into her mouth, lost in her, in him, in us.

      Ariana reached for the zipper at the small of my back and pulled it down. The soft whisper of fabric giving way made my breath catch. I slid my arms from the dress and let it fall to the floor at my feet, pooling like liquid around my ankles. Her fingers were already on the clasp of my bra, unhooking it with an ease that sent a shiver down my spine. She helped me out of my panties—soaked through and clinging to me—and dropped them with the rest of my clothes.

      “Beautiful,” she murmured, her accent thick and sultry, each syllable like silk against my skin.

      Her palms cupped my breasts, the warmth of her hands contrasting with the cool air in the room. My nipples hardened instantly beneath her touch, aching for more. She leaned in, brushing her lips near mine but not quite kissing me. One of her hands slid lower, fingers teasing down my stomach until they found my wetness.

      She slipped a finger inside me, and my knees nearly buckled from the shock of it. I gasped and clung to her for balance, arms wrapping around her body. Our breasts pressed together—soft, full, warm—and I kissed her neck, tasting her skin while she moved inside me.

      Over her shoulder, I saw Nick sitting on the bed, watching with wide, stunned eyes. He was already hard again, his hand slowly stroking himself as he drank in the sight of us.

      Ariana’s free hand threaded through my hair, gathering it into a fist behind my head. She pulled gently, tilting my chin up toward her. Then she withdrew her fingers from my body and brought them to my mouth.

      “Open,” she said softly.

      I obeyed, and she slid her fingers between my lips. I sucked them clean, tasting myself on her skin, my eyes fluttering closed.

      “Now, I watch,” she whispered, her voice a purr against my ear.

      She stepped behind me, her hand still tangled in my hair, and gave the slightest pressure on my lower back. It was a command—and I followed.

      I crawled toward the bed on hands and knees, my body still trembling. Ariana stayed close beside me, her grip firm but gentle, guiding me forward like a mistress presenting her prize.

      Nick angled his cock toward me, offering it without a word. His other hand was behind his head, chest rising and falling with anticipation.

      Ariana reached out and gripped the base of him, holding it steady.

      “You suck,” she said, her tone low, almost reverent.

      I opened my mouth and took him in.

      It had been months since I’d found myself here—kneeling before my husband, lips wrapped around him. But everything was different now. The way he looked at me, the fire behind his eyes—it was like something had been reignited. A hunger. A need. Not just for sex, but for me.

      Ariana’s hand guided my pace, her voice soft in my ear. “Suck hard.”

      I hollowed my cheeks and slid him deeper, feeling him pulse against my tongue. Ariana watched closely, her body pressed against my side.

      “Move tongue,” she added.

      I did as I was told, following her every instruction with a breathless kind of obedience that surprised even me. I wanted to please her. To impress her. To show her I could be just as wild, just as shameless.

      Nick was writhing beneath me now, his hips flexing, his body taut with pleasure.

      “Fuck, Reagan. I’m going to come,” he gasped, his voice strained.

      “Swallow,” Ariana commanded, her eyes locked on mine.

      I hesitated for only a second. I’d never done it before—not with him, not with anyone. But the way she said it, the way she owned the moment, made me ache to obey. I wanted to do it because she wanted it. Because I wanted her.

      Moments later, my mouth flooded with the salty heat of Nick’s release. I moaned softly against him, tasting not just him but the lingering flavor of Ariana’s wetness still clinging to his skin. I swallowed every drop, slowly, deliberately, savoring the moment—and the power it gave me.

      When I finally pulled back, gasping for air, Ariana leaned in and kissed me, her tongue sliding into my mouth, tasting the shared flavors between us. Her kiss was slow and deep, unhurried, like she had all the time in the world to unravel me.

      “Lay,” she said gently, pointing to the bed.

      I didn’t hesitate. I lay back against the pillows, body bare and open, still tingling from the aftermath.

      Nick stretched out beside me, slipping his arm under my neck and pulling me into the warm curve of his body. I turned toward him, resting my head in the crook of his elbow. His lips found my nipple, and he began to suck gently, making my skin hum with renewed desire.

      Between my thighs, Ariana settled in. Her mouth found me instantly, lips parting against the soft mound of my sex, her tongue sliding through my folds with teasing precision.

      I gasped, grabbing Nick’s arm, and clung to him as both their mouths explored me.

      Nick’s tongue trailed upward, flicking across my other nipple. Ariana’s was slow and smooth, mapping every inch of my pussy with deliberate care. The contrast was maddening—his urgency, her finesse. I couldn’t tell who was where anymore. I only knew I was being worshipped.

      The sensations layered and spiraled until I couldn’t contain them. My hips bucked. My back arched. My legs shook violently. And then, with a sob that turned into a cry, I came—hard.

      Neither of them let up. They rode the wave with me, coaxing every last tremor from my body. When I finally collapsed back against the mattress, breathless and trembling, Ariana pulled away—but she didn’t stop.

      Not yet.

      Ariana sat up slowly, her skin still glowing, and reached for me with hands that were both gentle and commanding. She pulled me up with her and guided me wordlessly, her touch full of intention. With a few soft nudges, she shifted my hips until I was straddling Nick—just as she had moments earlier. I faced her now, not him, my back pressed to his chest, my legs spread wide over his thighs.

      Her hand slipped between us and found his cock, still hard and slick with her arousal. She guided him inside me with delicious precision, and I gasped as he slid deep into my heat.

      There was no better feeling in the world—being filled by him while gazing into Ariana’s beautiful, unflinching eyes.

      Nick sat up behind me and cupped my breasts in his large hands, just as he had hers. His touch was reverent, hungry. Ariana’s fingers traveled over my belly, down to my hips, before slipping between my legs again. She found my clit instantly, circling it with light, practiced strokes. At the same time, Nick began to move—slow, deep thrusts that filled me with every inch of him.

      “Fuck,” I breathed, head falling back against his shoulder.

      Ariana smiled at me, wicked and soft all at once. Then she leaned in and kissed me.

      The moment her lips touched mine, I thought I might lose myself entirely. Her tongue slipped between my lips, teasing and coaxing, while her fingers continued to circle my clit in perfect time with Nick’s thrusts. Behind me, Nick rolled his hips and pinched my nipples gently between his fingers.

      I was caught in the storm of them both, overwhelmed in the best possible way. The overload of sensation was exquisite. I never wanted it to end.

      And then, softly but firmly, Ariana broke the kiss.

      “Stop,” she whispered, motioning with her hands to reposition us.

      Nick slid his hands down to my hips, pausing his rhythm as he adjusted behind me. Slowly, we shifted onto our sides, careful not to break the connection between us. He remained buried inside me, now pressed flush to my back, one arm draped over my waist.

      Ariana curled in beside us, her face close to mine, her gaze intense. She hooked one leg over both of ours, wrapping us into a tight, intimate tangle.

      Nick began to move again, gentle and rhythmic, his cock stroking deep from behind. Ariana cupped one of my breasts, her fingers teasing my nipple, while her other hand slipped down to play with my clit once more. Her hips began to grind against my thigh, her breath warm against my cheek as she moved with us.

      Her lips met mine again, softer this time—slower, but no less hungry. Our tongues tangled, our breaths mingled, and I felt my body fall into sync with theirs.

      The three of us moved together—panting, gasping, moaning—as pleasure spiraled higher and higher. Ariana clung to me, her hand trembling between my legs. I held onto her just as tightly, even as Nick pounded into me from behind, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge.

      And then I was gone.

      My climax hit like a wave, crashing through me in bursts of heat and light. My thighs trembled, my stomach clenched, and I cried out into Ariana’s mouth as she kissed me through it.

      Nick groaned behind me, hips stuttering as he emptied himself inside me. I could feel the warmth of his release, and it made me smile to think of how it had filled Ariana only minutes before.

      He collapsed against me, his breath hot on my shoulder, and let out a low laugh.

      “This is some party, isn’t it?” he murmured.

      I turned my head to him, reaching back to tangle my fingers in his hair. I kissed him—soft, lingering—and whispered, “It’s the best party I’ve ever been to.”

      Nick chuckled again, still catching his breath. “I’m surprised you’re okay with all of this.”

      I looked at Ariana, her body wrapped around mine, her eyes glowing with something warm and secret. My stomach fluttered.

      “Me too,” I admitted. “But now that I know how good this feels... I never want to go back.”

      Ariana smiled gently. “You stay?”

      Nick reached over and brushed a hand down her arm. “We can stay for a little while,” he said. “But at some point... we do have to go home.”

      I lay there between them, cradled by warmth and desire and something else I couldn’t quite name. I rested my cheek against Nick’s shoulder and curled my fingers around Ariana’s wrist.

      I don’t think I ever want to go home, I thought. In fact, I don’t think I ever want to leave this bed.
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      I swung the front door open with a sense of urgency, my heart thumping wildly in my chest. My eyes immediately landed on the delivery girl standing on my porch, her petite frame barely reaching the doorknob. She had bouncy dark hair and big round eyes that seemed to hold more wisdom than her young age would suggest.

      "Uh, that'll be $24.50," she said, her voice surprisingly confident for someone who looked no older than 18.

      My stomach churned as I scrambled to find my wallet, suddenly feeling self-conscious under her curious gaze. No, I scolded myself. I can't go there with the delivery girl.

      But lately, I couldn't stop having these strange fantasies. It started off innocently enough as dreams about my husband kissing another woman. But as time went on, those dreams evolved into something more intense and consuming. And now, they were seeping into my waking hours too.

      I couldn't help but think about those forbidden desires while I was in the shower or alone in bed. Sometimes, I even found myself fantasizing about it while kissing my own husband.

      But I never told him about these urges. I never planned to act on them either.

      With trembling hands, I handed the delivery girl some cash along with a generous tip. Her eyes widened at the unexpected bonus, her grin spreading wide across her face.

      "Thanks!" she exclaimed gratefully.

      I simply nodded and took the warm pizza box from her hand, but the last thing on my mind was food. In that moment, my appetite was solely reserved for this young delivery girl standing before me.

      As she turned to leave, I fought against every instinct within me to not call out after her. Just let her walk away, I pleaded with myself. But before I could stop myself, the words slipped past my lips.

      "What's your name?" I blurted out impulsively.

      She turned back, her face lighting up with genuine interest. "Penelope," she replied with a small smile. "But you can call me Poppy."

      I swallowed the thick lump that had formed in my throat, my mind racing with countless thoughts and possible scenarios. She said that line as if she expected to see me again. God forbid, I thought to myself.

      With a tight-lipped smile, I bid her a good night as she walked away. Only when I took a step back did I realize that my husband, Nick, was standing right behind me.

      His warm breath tickled my ear as he spoke. "Who's that?" he asked casually, but I could sense the underlying tension in his voice.

      My heart skipped a beat at the thought of him finding out about my twisted desires. But before I could even respond, he reached out and grabbed my hand tightly, pulling me towards him.

      

      “You’re not going to complain about her, are you, Joni?” my husband asked, towering over me and snatching the pizza from my hands. He was always so much bigger than me, with his broad shoulders and tall frame. Even after years of marriage, his size still intimidated me.

      I nervously ran my fingers through my hair as I watched him take a bite of the pizza. My own hair was freshly cut, the blond strands falling around my face in a way that reminded me of Poppy's bouncy dark locks. Suddenly, I wished I had her striking features instead of my own plain ones.

      “What makes you say that?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

      “You asked about her name. I figured it was to complain,” he replied, raising an eyebrow at me.

      I avoided his gaze and focused on twirling a lock of hair around my finger. “No,” I finally said. “I gave her a big tip and everything.”

      My husband's eyes lit up mischievously. “And how exactly did you do that?” he teased. “There's only one person in this house with a big tip and it isn't you.”

      A shiver ran down my spine as his words sparked images in my mind. Oh, how badly I wanted to tell him exactly what I wanted him to do with that big tip of his. But I couldn't. He'd think I was crazy. Hell, even I thought I was crazy for having these thoughts.

      “You're so dirty,” I joked half-heartedly, wishing he would push further. “Are you...attracted to her or something?” It was less of an accusation and more of a desperate hope. Please say yes. Please tell me all the dirty things you'd do to a girl like Poppy.

      “What? No, of course not,” he scoffed, shaking his head as he took another bite of pizza. “I mean, she's cute. If I was her age again, I'd definitely hit that.”

      My heart skipped a beat at his words. Close enough, I thought with a smirk. As much as I tried to suppress it, I could feel my panties getting wet the longer I entertained this forbidden fantasy.

      “Why not now?” I blurted out before I could stop myself, surprising even me with my boldness.

      Nick laughed while setting the pizzas on the kitchen counter.  I followed him in, feeling more eager than I should have.  But I knew Poppy’s name.  Now I could request her anytime I wanted to.  "Why not now? Because I'm probably fifteen years older than her," Nick said with a smirk, "and I'm married to the hottest woman alive." He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me close, his smile lighting up my world.

      I placed a hand on his chest, feeling small in his big, bearlike grasp. I had wanted this for so long, and now that it was within reach, I couldn't contain myself any longer.

      "None of that matters," I said breathlessly, my hand trailing down his toned abs. "Plenty of guys chase younger girls and cheat on their wives."

      Nick cupped my face in his hands, frowning. "I would never cheat on you. You know that, right?"

      I let out a sigh of frustration. Did I want him to cheat on me? Would it even be considered cheating if I fantasized about it happening? But before I could voice these thoughts, Nick's words interrupted them.

      "If I didn't know better, I'd say you were disappointed," he chuckled. "It's almost like you want me to go chasing after a girl like Poppy."

      My heart skipped a beat at the mention of her name. This was my chance. If I was going to tell him my fantasy, this was it. But could I? Could I really admit to something so shameful and twisted? My mind raced as I tried to find the courage to speak.

      Nick must have sensed my hesitation because he leaned down and kissed my forehead, his grip tightening around my waist. He was using all of his senses- sight, touch, and smell- trying to read me because I couldn't just come clean.

      "Joni..." he started, searching my face for any sign of what I was feeling. "If you want something, just say so."

      My body began to tremble as my confession threatened to spill out. I wasn't sure how it started, but the fear and excitement were overwhelming. I was shaking in my husband's arms, unable to articulate my strange, secret desire.

      "I...I want..." I stuttered, my voice barely above a whisper. But before I could finish my sentence, Nick gently pressed his lips to mine.

      Nick gripped my waist in both hands and hoisted me up on the kitchen counter.  My skirt was short enough that my thighs were exposed to the cold marble and I gasped.  My husband’s lips met mine and claimed them.  His fingers gripped my thighs and inched upward slowly.  My body continued to tremble as his tongue probed my mouth and his fingers came closer to discovering my truth.

      It was his thumb that touched me first.  His hands slid up my thighs until his thumb brushed against my slit through my wet panties.  I moaned and he broke our kiss, leaning his forehead against mine.  “Are you trying to tell me,” he said, breaking up his words with a swallow, “that you want me to fuck a girl like Poppy?”  As he asked his question, his thumb stroked my clit.

      I couldn’t answer, but I couldn’t fight the desire either.  My hips involuntarily rocked against the counter.  I wrapped my arms around his neck and arched my back.  Nick reached up with one hand under my shirt until it was cupping my breasts.  His thumb slid inside my panties and circled my clit as I rocked against him.

      “You know what I would do to a girl like Poppy?” he said while teasing me.  “I would undress her nice and slow.  Then I would kiss my way from her neck to her perky little nipples.  I would get on my knees and taste her plump, wet pussy until she came, screaming my name.  And then I would lay her back and shove my big, thick cock into her tight pussy.  I’d fuck her nice and slow at first, until she was used to it, and then I’d absolutely pound her over and over again.”

      I was rocking wildly now and moaning without control.  My body trembled and shook, a warm wave of ecstasy crashing through me.  “Fuck,” I breathed as I came with nothing but my husband’s thumb and story to get me off.  When I caught my breath, I looked my husband in the eye and said, “Would you really do that?”

      He swallowed and I noticed his dick was rock hard.  “Do you really want me to?”  I couldn’t say yes, but I managed a nod.  A nice slow silent nod.  “Fuck, Joni.  This is crazy.”

      But I was already pulling out my phone and calling the pizza place.  I told them that Poppy had dropped something off of her keychain at our place and asked if she would want to pick it up after work.  Her manager spoke with her and confirmed she’d be coming by in less than an hour.  Her shift was almost over.  My husband heard the whole thing, and his dick stayed hard the whole time.

      “How old is she, by the way?” I asked her manager.  “She seemed young.”

      “She’s twenty,” he said.  “It’s a typical age for a delivery driver.  Why do you ask?”

      “No reason,” I said, and I ended the call.  I glanced at my husband and said, “We have an hour to get ready.”
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      I wasn’t sure she’d even come back.  I’m sure we sounded like total creeps on the phone.  I couldn’t help but wonder if the manager had told her we’d asked about her age.  I also wondered if she’d realized she hadn’t dropped anything.

      I shifted nervously on the couch, trying to keep a safe distance from my husband. His body language mirrored my own, and I could tell that we were both feeling apprehensive about what was to come. "We don't have to do this," I said, my voice shaking slightly. "I mean, she might not even want to do anything with us."

      "Are you having second thoughts?" Nick asked, his eyes searching mine. "Because I only want to go through with this if you do too."

      I took a deep breath, feeling the dampness of my panties still clinging to me. "No, I want this. But what if she thinks we're crazy? What if she judges us?"

      "She'd be crazy not to take us up on our offer," Nick replied with a mischievous grin. I found myself smiling in return.

      "But what if it doesn't work out?" I said, voicing my doubts. "What if she thinks we're weird and runs off?"

      "And what if she doesn't?" Nick countered. "What if we actually get what we've been dreaming of?"

      My heart raced at the thought, but before I could dwell on it any further, a sudden knock at the door jolted us out of our conversation. It took me a few moments to realize what the sound was, and when I did, I let out a shaky exhale. "It's her," I whispered, excitement and nerves warring within me.

      "Just be careful," Nick cautioned. "Don't scare her off or do anything that could get us into trouble."

      "I know," I reassured him, trying to calm my racing heart as I made my way to the door. Poppy stood on the other side with a bright smile on her face, but something was different about her appearance. "You're not wearing your uniform," I pointed out.

      Poppy's grin widened as she looked down at herself and twirled around. "Oh yeah, well I figured I should clean up a bit before coming over. Didn't want to smell like pizza or anything," she joked, gesturing to her skimpy black dress.

      

      "Why did you shower just to pick up something you dropped?" I asked, amused by her excuse.

      She fidgeted with her hands, avoiding eye contact. "It wasn't about that," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I know I didn't drop anything."

      I leaned against the door frame, studying her carefully. "Then what is this really about?" I prodded.

      Her gaze finally met mine, and I couldn't help but notice the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes. She was stunning. "I don't want to say," she replied hesitantly. "You'll think I'm crazy."

      I chuckled, trying to put her at ease. "Trust me, I could use a little crazy right now."

      She took a deep breath, then let out a nervous laugh. "Okay, well...when I dropped off the pizza earlier, I saw your husband behind you. And I couldn't help but think he was so cute. Then there was you...and the way you were looking at me." She shook her head, as if trying to clear her thoughts. "I don't know, it just seemed like maybe you two weren't the typical married couple."

      My heart skipped a beat at her words. "And then when you called and asked me to come over for some made-up reason..." she trailed off, clearly embarrassed by her own assumptions.

      But instead of denying it or brushing it off, I took a step closer to her and reached for her hand. "You're not crazy," I reassured her. "In fact, you're very perceptive. But you got one thing wrong."

      She looked at me quizzically, waiting for an explanation.

      "We were the typical married couple...until tonight," I said.

      

      Poppy stood frozen in the foyer, her eyes wide as she took in the towering figure of my husband standing up from the sofa. I could feel her trembling under my hands as he approached us with a smooth, confident gait. As he extended his hand and introduced himself as Nick, I couldn't help but smile at the contrast between his hulking size and his gentle demeanor.

      But Poppy's shock was still evident as she blurted out, "You're so...big." She quickly covered her mouth and apologized for her boldness, but Nick only chuckled and replied, "I get that a lot."

      I leaned in close to Poppy's ear and whispered, "You should see what else is big on him." She gasped softly and I couldn't resist adding, "His dick is fucking huge."

      As we all laughed together, Nick pulled Poppy into a warm hug and I could see her relax against his broad chest. His body was still hard from our earlier activities, his bulge straining against his jeans, but he remained composed and gentlemanly.

      "So," he said to Poppy, his voice low and seductive, "do you know why we asked you here?"

      She nodded slowly, her gaze fixed on him as he cupped her cheek gently. "At least, I had hoped that's why you called," she replied breathlessly.

      Nick turned to me then, his dark eyes seeking confirmation. "Are you sure about this?" he asked, leaning closer until their lips were almost touching. Meanwhile, I let my hands roam down Poppy's arms, feeling the softness of her skin under my touch.

      Poppy nodded eagerly, her whole body responding to our proximity. "I'm definitely okay with it," she murmured.

      With a small nod from me, Nick pressed his lips to hers and I felt Poppy tense against me.  My hands moved to her waist and over her hips until my fingers found the hem of her black dress.  I could hear the sounds of her tongue swirling with my husband’s while I rolled her dress up slowly.

      Her thighs were slender but toned as the dress slid upward only to reveal a pair of silk white panties.  I let my hand move between her thighs and press into the fabric.  She was soaking wet already, and my touch elicited a moan from her throat.  I kissed her neck and slipped my fingers inside her panties.  I could feel her warm, silky pussy as I slipped a finger past her slit.  I dragged her wetness up to her clit and circled it.

      Poppy’s back arched and my husband pulled the top of her dress down to reveal a matching white bra.  With my free hand, I unclasped the bra and continued to kiss her neck.  My body trembled along with Poppy’s, and I was just as wet as she was.  I couldn’t believe my fantasy was actually coming true.  I could only hope it wouldn’t ruin my marriage afterward.

      My husband slid the straps of Poppy’s bra free from her chest and her perfect, perky breasts were fully exposed to him.  He leaned down and sucked a nipple into his mouth, looking up at her like he adored her already.  I knew that look.  He was giving himself over to her completely.

      Part of me felt ashamed for wanting this, but I didn’t care.  I had never been more aroused in my life.  I’d never felt more alive.  Poppy was the perfect girl to fulfill my fantasy of sharing my husband and I couldn’t believe she’d agreed to the whole thing.

      Poppy’s hands moved to the hem of my husband’s shirt.  He pulled himself away from her small, but perfect tits long enough to lift his shirt from his torso.  Poppy exhaled deeply as she stared at his rock hard abs.

      “He likes the gym,” I whispered with a smile on my face.  I barely knew Poppy and yet I felt closer to her than ever.  “Trust me, you’re going to like it.”

      “I don’t doubt it,” she said, her eyes still fixated on my husband’s body.  I should’ve been jealous, and maybe a small part of me was, but I was mostly proud.  Proud to have such a hot husband that someone like Poppy would want.  I felt proud to show him off and show off what he could do.  I knew Poppy was going to come harder than she’d ever come in her whole life, and I couldn’t wait to see it.  But more importantly, I couldn’t wait to see Nick come inside her.

      Poppy’s fingers moved to Nick’s jeans and unfastened them.  Together, they pulled his jeans and briefs down to his ankles, revealing for the first time his long, thick cock.  Poppy licked her lips as she pulled away from me and dropped to her knees.  I brought my fingers to my lips and licked the sweet taste of her pussy from them.

      I dropped to my knees behind her, eager to stay as close to her as possible.  My husband gripped his huge shaft in his hands and angled his mushroom head toward our new toy.  I stroked Poppy’s hair and ran my hand over her back while encouraging her.  “Don’t be afraid,” I said.  “You can take it.”

      “I don’t think I can,” she said, her eyes wide with alarm.

      “Try your best,” I said.  “He’ll be gentle.  I promise.”  I ran my fingers through her dark hair and pulled the strands back into my fist.  She parted her lips and wrapped them around my husband’s tip.  His groan made my head spin, but watching his cock slide further into Poppy’s mouth made me want to come.  I placed one hand between my thighs and played with my pussy while my other hand guided Poppy’s head while she sucked my husband’s cock.

      “Mmm, just like that,” I told her.  “You’re doing so good.  You’re such a good girl.”  I gripped her hair tightly and slipped a finger inside my pussy at the same time.  I glanced up at my husband who was looking down at Poppy with hooded eyes.

      “Fuck,” he breathed as he rocked his hips back and forth, nice and slow.

      “How does it feel?” I asked him, feeling my body heat rising with the question.

      “It feels good,” he said with a smile which only faded when the strength of his euphoria made his brows furrow instead.  “It feels really fucking good,” he added.

      I pulled my fingers away from my pussy and decided to stroke Poppy’s neck instead.  My fingers traveled up her neck to her cheek, where I could feel the indentation of her sucking my husband in.  I leaned over her shoulder and kissed her cheek.  I moved my kisses closer and closer to her lips until I was kissing my husband’s shaft.  He withdrew his cock from Poppy’s mouth and pushed it in mine.  He began alternating between us.

      Poppy and I were practically kissing we were so close.  My husband withdrew his cock for a moment and Poppy turned to me to kiss me fully.  Her mouth was warm and sweet and our tongues met.  I was completely lost in her, and I didn’t want this night to end.

      I broke our kiss only to let my husband slide his cock inside her.  The sound of his groan told me he wouldn’t be able to hold back much longer.  But this wasn’t how I wanted her to finish.  I wanted to give her something as well.

      I pulled Poppy’s hips up and back and then lay on my back underneath her.  I could smell the sweet scent of her pussy as I slid my head between her legs from behind.  I stretched out my tongue and brushed it along her puffy wet slit, delighting in the feeling of her trembling above me.  My husband continued to pump his cock in and out of her small mouth, picking up speed as he neared orgasm.

      I dragged my tongue from Poppy’s wet hole to her clit and circled before dipping it back again.  She moaned against my husband’s cock and rocked her hips over me, eagerly searching for the perfect spot to make her come.  I lapped and circled.  I gripped her rocking hips in my hands.  I loved the taste of her.  I loved having her perfect, puffy pussy rest against my lips.

      Then I heard her whimper.  It was the most beautiful sound I’d ever heard.  She whined and whimpered with a mouth full of cock while I made her come.  I didn’t let up.  I kept licking and circling and probing while her whimpers grew louder.  My husband’s grunts grew louder too.

      With each thrust, Nick gave a grunt that said he was close enough to break.  He sounded as if he was in pain and gripped Poppy’s hair in his fist.  He shoved his cock down deep enough that I heard Poppy gag.  When he heard it too, it sent him over.  “Fuck!” he cried and probed her mouth again and again.  I heard her gag, sputter, and swallow as he flooded her tiny mouth with his hot seed.  I wanted to taste it on her tongue, and I knew I would.  When my husband withdrew, that’s exactly what I did.

      As I sat up and pulled Poppy close to me, our bodies pressed together in a passionate embrace. Our lips collided in a fiery kiss as I slipped my tongue into her mouth, tasting the remnants of Nick's cum still lingering on her lips. It was a delicious reminder of what was about to happen.

      I could feel my heart pounding with pride as she smiled back at me, her eyes filled with hunger and desire. I knew she was ready for the experience of a lifetime, and I couldn't wait to give it to her.

      "Do you want this?" I asked her, my voice husky with anticipation.

      "Yes," she moaned. "I want his cock inside me so badly."

      Her words sent shivers down my spine and made my skin tingle with excitement. As Nick took a step back, Poppy and I stood up, still intertwined in each other's arms. Taking her hand, I led her down the hall and into the bedroom where we would make all of our fantasies come true.

      With trembling hands, I helped Poppy out of her dress and panties, revealing her naked body to me in all its glory. She lay back against the bed, her skin glowing in the soft light filtering through the curtains.

      Nick came up behind me, his thick cock pressing into the small of my back.

      "What are you doing?" I asked with a smile.

      He whispered the answer in my ear. "You didn't think you were just going to watch, did you?"

      A wicked grin spread across my face as I replied, "What did you have in mind?"

      Nick began undressing me, his lips trailing kisses along my neck as he slowly removed each piece of clothing. My top was tossed aside first, followed by my skirt and panties which slid down my legs sensually. He unclasped my bra and let it fall to the floor before gazing hungrily at my naked body.

      As I stood before him, basking in his desire, I caught Poppy staring at me with a hunger that mirrored my own. She licked her lips subconsciously and I knew she wanted me just as much as Nick did.

      Once I was completely naked, Nick's hands roamed over my breasts and stomach, igniting a fiery passion within me. One hand slid between my legs, cupping my mound and sliding one finger gently inside. He growled against my neck and bit down on my skin before whispering, "Go on. Get on the bed."

      My eyes widened and I looked at Poppy.  She didn’t seem opposed.  She curled her index finger toward her as if to say come here.

      My husband pulled his hands away and pushed on my lower back, urging me to the bed.  I climbed up and placed one knee on either side of Poppy’s face.  Before my husband had even joined us, I felt her warm, soft tongue press against my clit.  A shudder spread through me, and Nick came toward us.

      Nick placed himself between Poppy’s thighs and held his cock over her pussy.  He pressed the tip to her folds, but didn’t push in.  He let the length of his cock slide up and down between her folds, his mushroom tip brushing along her clit.  She moaned against my pussy and my knees went weak.  It was the single greatest feeling in the entire world.

      Nick’s hands found mine.  He lifted them up just enough to interlock his fingers with mine.  He leaned in, kissing me long and hard.  Mid-kiss, he pushed his cock inside of Poppy’s pussy.  I knew by her moan that he had pushed his way inside.

      I broke our kiss long enough to stare down at her taut stomach and shaved pussy.  My husband’s cock was now fully inside of her, probing and exploring another woman.  He pulled his hips back and I watched the length of it withdraw, covered in her wet arousal.  As he pushed back in, she moaned against my pussy and made my body tremble.

      Nick’s hands could’ve gripped Poppy’s slim hips, but he reached for me instead.  He took me by the waist and brought another hand up to my chest.  He twisted and pulled at my nipples while Poppy licked me and moaned against me.  I kept focus on his dick, sliding in and out of her perfect little pussy.

      This was a fantasy come true, and I almost didn’t want to come because I didn’t want it to end.  But the more Nick tugged at my nipples and the more Poppy moaned against my mound, the harder it was to resist.

      I rocked my hips and felt my head fall back.  My eyelids closed as I lost myself in the feeling of being teased by two people.  Two people who also happened to be fucking right in front of me.  I was lost in a whirlwind of emotion and ecstasy as it shot through me like fireworks; tiny little explosions all over my body, starting from my pelvis and spreading outward.

      Out of breath, I collapsed and hunched forward.  I lifted my hips back and off of Poppy’s face so she could watch my husband fuck her.  I sat just behind her head, staring at their two bodies writhing and mingling together.  Nick leaned down, gripped her tits and kissed her hard as he drove his cock deeper inside.

      Nick bit her lower lip and pulled back as he twisted her nipples.  He had been gentle like he promised, but now he was going to get his fill.  He gripped her hips and slammed his cock into her over and over again, making her body jolt toward me on the bed.  Her legs wrapped around his waist and he pulled her up to be closer to him.

      He bit her shoulder as his gaze met mine.  He was driving deeper and deeper still.  Her moans grew louder and she began to whimper like she’d whimpered earlier.  She was about to come and I wanted to be a part of it.

      I moved up behind her and slid my hands between their torsos.  I dropped one hand down between her legs.  I could feel my husband’s cock, slick with her arousal, pumping in and out of her.  But my fingers were there to play with Poppy, not Nick.  I found her clit and strummed it as he slammed against her.

      Poppy leaned her head back until it was resting on my shoulder as she gave herself over to her desires.  She turned her head toward me and our lips met, our tongues tangling together once again.  She moaned and whimpered through our kiss.  My husband was still twisting and pulling on her nipples.  She couldn’t hold back any longer.  With one last shudder, she came.

      Her brows knitted as the ecstasy spread through her.  Her body was warm with clean sweat building on the skin.  She looked beautiful between us, fully naked.  Nick’s gaze met mine as we listened to her come and he leaned forward.

      His lips met ours and soon the three of us were kissing simultaneously as Nick thrust inside our new delivery girl.  Poppy had her arms around his neck, her body limp and exhausted from her orgasm.  When Nick was ready, he broke the kiss between the three of us and pressed his lips fully to mine instead.  His mouth pushed hard against mine as he grunted and groaned, emptying his load deep inside another woman.

      His forehead pressed to my shoulder when he was finished, and he was making sounds I’d never heard about.  He seemed just as exhausted as Poppy, and just as relieved.  I was on a high like no other, and I stroked my husband’s hair to let him know I was okay.

      Nick gently retreated from Poppy's embrace, and she and I collapsed back onto the soft sheets of the bed. I cradled her naked body against mine as we lay there, basking in the aftermath of our passionate encounter. Resting my head on her chest, I kissed her breasts lightly, eliciting a giggle from her and a tightening of her grip around me.

      "I can't believe this all started because I delivered pizza to your house tonight," she said with a playful tone in her voice.

      "I know," Nick chimed in, wiping the sweat from his brow as he stood at the foot of the bed, watching us cuddle. "I never would've guessed my wife had such a wild fantasy."

      "Wait... your fantasy was to seduce a delivery girl?" Poppy asked with raised eyebrows.

      "No, no," I laughed. "My fantasy was to watch my husband make love to another woman. You just happened to come by looking so irresistible."

      Poppy pressed her nose to mine and smiled mischievously. "Well, it turns out I had a fantasy of my own."

      "Oh? And what might that be?" I asked curiously.

      "To have sex with another woman's husband while she watches," she replied boldly. "But I had no idea how amazing it would feel to actually fulfill that fantasy."

      I couldn't help but chuckle at her honesty. "So does this mean you might want to do this again?" As I posed the question, I peered over at Nick who was looking at us with hopeful eyes.

      "Fuck yeah," Poppy exclaimed without hesitation. "I never want to leave."

      "That can be arranged," Nick piped up, causing all three of us to share a laugh.

      "Why don't we start with a night?" I suggested eagerly. "I would love it if you could spend the night with us."

      Poppy stretched and yawned, pulling me in closer to her. "Oh, I had already planned on it."

      Nick climbed into bed beside us, wrapping his arm around both of us and kissing Poppy's shoulder as he gazed at me with adoration. The three of us eventually drifted off to sleep, but for once, my dreams were not necessary. In that moment, I was living them – a night full of passion, pleasure, and fulfillment of our deepest desires.
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      I hadn’t seen Megan in two years.  The last memory I had was the night I left for college and abandoned our small little town.  Megan had been my best friend growing up.  We’d been like sisters.  Well, not exactly like sisters.  We’d experimented in ways sisters never should.

      But I hadn’t heard from Megan since the night I left.  I always wondered if there’d been a little resentment.  Megan had always been too busy living life to the fullest to keep up her grades and that meant college wasn’t an easy option for her.  So I was surprised when I got a phone call from her two years and one fiancé later.

      At first, we reminisced as if time hadn’t passed at all.  She eventually told me about how she’d enrolled in the local community college and was sporting a better GPA.  When she added that she had enrolled in my university, I tensed up.  I clutched the phone to my ear and glanced at my fiancé, Ryan.  I’d never told him about the things I’d done with Megan and I had no plans to.  I’d built a Megan free life around him.  I couldn’t help but worry about what sort of secrets she’d bring with her to my university.

      Still, I feigned excitement.  “That’s great!” I said.  “I can’t wait to pick up where we left off.”  Part of my statement was true, but I had some reservations.  Why hadn’t Megan spoken to me in two years?  And why was she calling as if nothing had happened between us?

      Megan and I made plans to meet up in the next week and I ended the call.  Ryan, who was sitting next to me on the sofa, looked up from his laptop.  His blond hair was swept back and his dark eyes met mine.  “Who was that?” he asked.

      I swallowed.  I was much more nervous than I should’ve been.  “Megan,” I said.  “She’s an old friend.”

      “Really?  I’ve never heard you talk about her.”

      I cleared my throat as I considered my next words.  “We had sort of a falling out,” I said.  “I didn’t think I’d hear from her again.”

      “Well, that’s good then, right?  That she reached out to you?”

      I brushed some hair away from my face and exhaled.  “Yeah,” I said.  “It is.”  I couldn’t help but feel my body heat rise as I remembered Megan’s perfect, naked body and the things I’d done to it that summer before college.  We’d always experimented, but that summer was different.  We were both eighteen and fully graduated and our experiments went further than ever.  We never saw it as anything but that.  We were bi or lesbian, that we knew of.  We just wanted to know what certain things felt like.

      So that summer, we’d each gone down on one another so we’d know what oral sex was all about.  Sitting there on the sofa, next to my fiancé, I was getting wet just thinking about her mouth on me.  My mouth was salivating at the idea of my mouth on her.  How would I be able to see her again after all this time and pretend none of that had happened?  And what if she didn’t want to keep it in the past?  What if she told Ryan what we’d done?

      I was filled with shame and embarrassment mixed with an arousal so strong I had to satisfy it.  I turned to Ryan and pushed his laptop out of the way before straddling him.  His hands found my waist and he laughed.  “Well, this is a surprise.”

      “I’m so wet for you,” I whispered into his ear as I fumbled with his shirt.  He helped me lift it off his body and then I helped him remove mine.  I removed my bra as he unfastened his pants.  I lifted my hips off him to give him more room.  I pushed my skirt up my hips and pulled my panties to the side.  I grinded my soaking wet pussy on his long shaft as he sucked on my nipples.

      “Fuck, Jessica,” he breathed.  “You weren’t kidding.  How did I get you turned on this much?”

      “You’re just that sexy,” I told him.  I didn’t want to talk anymore, so I gripped his shaft and angled it toward me.  I lowered my hips over him, feeling his long, thick shaft slide in deep.  I closed my eyes as his hands and lips roamed my body.  But I wasn’t focused on him as I rode his thick cock.  I was focused on Megan.

      For every flick of Ryan’s tongue, or sweep of his hands, I pictured Megan doing it instead.  The only difference was the thick cock that was between my legs as I grinded my hips against my fiancé.  My breath was quick and shallow.  Ryan leaned his forehead to mine and I knew he was probably hoping for eye contact, but I couldn’t – not then.  I could only think of Megan’s crystal blue eyes and long, dark hair.  Almost the complete opposite of Ryan.

      My climax ripped through me like a violent surge of electricity.  I clutched Ryan’s shoulders and let out a howl as his dick slammed hard into me.  I felt him come next, his salty seed filling me deep.  We stayed like that until our breath had calmed and the thrill had faded.  Then I climbed off of him and settled beside him on the sofa.

      “That was hot,” he said.  “We should do that more often.”

      Megan’s face flashed in my mind.  “Something tells me we will,” I said.  But I’d had no idea just how soon and how spontaneous our next fling would be.
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        * * *

      

      I met Megan at a coffee shop in our town’s square.  I recognized her instantly and from a distance.  Her dark hair was unchanged, and her skin was as dewy and delicate as ever.  She was sitting on the patio, pulling a mug to her lips, and all I could think about was having those lips on me again.

      I walked up to the table and she smiled as I sat down.  “You look different,” she said.  “Your hair is shorter.”

      “Yeah, I’ve been keeping it at my shoulders lately,” I said.

      “Well, it’s a good thing I stalked your social media profiles over the years or I might not have recognized you.”

      “You have?  Why haven’t I ever been able to find you?”

      She shrugged and set her mug down.  “I guess I didn’t want to be found,” she said.  “I was pretty heartbroken when you left.  I went to community college to try and better myself so that maybe we could end up near each other again.”

      I smiled.  My heart raced with both joy and nervousness.  “It looks like you succeeded.”

      “You don’t mind that I’m here?” she asked.  “I’m sorry I didn’t discuss it with you first.”

      “Mind? Why would I mind?”

      She shrugged and looked away.  “I saw how much you’ve moved on.  You’ve got a nice little fiancé now, right?”

      A lump formed in my throat at the word ‘fiance.’  “Yes,” I said.  “His name is Ryan.”

      “He’s a cutie, but that doesn’t surprise me.  You’re beautiful.  You could get anyone you wanted.”

      I laughed.  “Not the way you could.  You were the one with all the boyfriends in high school,” I said.

      “Yeah, well none of them have put a ring on my finger, have they?”

      “Someone will.  One day.  You’ll meet the right person.”

      “Thanks,” she said.  “I’m looking forward to meeting Ryan.”

      I wasn’t sure why, but I felt nervous when she said that.  “He’s looking forward to meeting you too,” I said.

      “Have you told him about me?  About us?”

      I faked a laugh.  “What do you mean?”

      She pursed her lips.  “You haven’t told him anything about me, have you?  I’m just your dirty little secret, hm?”

      “I haven’t told him about a lot of people.  Like ex-boyfriends for example.”

      “I wasn’t an ex,” she said.  “I was your best friend.  We grew up together.”

      “I know,” I said.  “I just…wanted to forget that part of my life.”

      “To forget me, you mean?”

      “Hey, you were the one who stopped keeping in touch.  I tried to reach out.  If we’d kept in touch, I would’ve told him about you.  I honestly wasn’t sure I’d ever see you again.”

      She smiled, which I thought was odd in the moment.  “Well, here I am,” she said.  “So are you going to take me to meet your fiancé?  Or are you going to keep hiding me?”

      “I’ll introduce you,” I said.

      “When?”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Well, I guess you better hope I don’t run into him on my own, then.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “I go to your college now,” she said.  “I could run into him on campus.”

      “It’s a pretty big campus,” I said.

      She only smiled.  “We’ll see about that.”

      I left my meeting with Megan more nervous than when I’d shown up.  I had no doubt in my mind that Megan wasn’t just there for a higher education or to rekindle our friendship.  She was there to go after Ryan, and I could only assume it was to get back at me for leaving in the first place.

      My suspicions were confirmed when the very next day, Ryan told me she was sitting in one of his classes.

      “I saw your friend Megan,” he said.  “She introduced herself.  She was very sweet and friendly.”

      “You saw her?  In class?”

      He nodded.  “I’ve never seen her there before,” he said.  “But you said she just transferred?”

      “What are the odds she’d end up in one of your classes?” I asked.

      He laughed.  “Don’t be so paranoid.  It’s a core class.  Lots of students have to take them.  She wasn’t really dressed for school, though.”

      “How was she dressed?”

      Ryan realized he’d said too much.  “Oh, um nothing,” he said.  “Just a really short dress, that’s all.  She looked ready for a social media photo shoot or something.”

      I took notice of his choice of words.  Megan wasn’t on social media, and she hadn’t dressed like that when I met her at the coffee shop.  “Do you think she’s pretty?” I asked.

      Ryan looked away nervously.  “Yeah, in a conventional sort of way.  Not in a stunning way, like you, Jessica.”

      He came toward me and brushed his fingers against my cheek.  But my body was burning to be touched by someone else.  Even as she was trying to go after my fiancé, I craved Megan’s touch.  Still, I leaned into Ryan and kissed him hard so that he wouldn’t see the distance I felt growing inside of me.  Ryan was mine, at least for now, and I couldn’t have him thinking I was pulling away from him.

      But things only got worse.  Over the next few weeks, it seemed like Megan and Ryan were becoming close friends.  Ryan was careful with how much he told me, but he couldn’t seem to help but talk about her.  I saw the way his eyes lit up when he mentioned her name, and I felt the jealousy rise inside of me.  I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d already gotten her hooks into him.  I realized the only way to know for sure would be to follow him and observe them.

      I skipped my classes the next day and went to Ryan’s instead.  It was in a large lecture hall and was easy for me to slip in the back without them noticing.  I spotted them in the center, leaning into each other and laughing at each other’s jokes.  They were quiet enough not to arouse suspicion from the professor, but obvious enough that I knew they were flirting.

      To my horror, they stood up before class ended.  She took his hand in hers and led him down the row.  I sank in my seat, hoping they wouldn’t see me as they walked to the doors behind me.  Once they were outside of them, I slipped out too.  I saw Megan’s short, tight dress as they turned the corner and left the building.

      I followed them all the way into the campus library.  Maybe they’re just here to study, I thought.  But I knew, when they went up to the third floor, that Megan wasn’t there to study.  The third floor was the emptiest floor in the library.  They could do anything up there and no one would know.

      The only question I had left was, did Ryan know why she was taking him there?  And if he did, did he want it?

      My heart was in my throat as I approached the third floor.  I had to tread lightly.  They would hear every step if I wasn’t careful.  Megan and Ryan disappeared between two rows of books and I picked the nearest row to them to duck behind.  The sound of breathlessness and clothes ruffling made me tense up.

      It was clear then that they were kissing.  I turned toward the books that separated me from them and shifted them carefully to the side.  I could see Megan’s body pressed up against Ryan’s and his hands roaming over the curves I knew too well.  I watched them make out for too long, trying to get up the courage to put a stop to it.  I wasn’t sure why I didn’t.  Maybe it was because my panties were soaking wet and I was desperate to see Megan’s naked body again.  Maybe I was just paralyzed with fear.  Whatever the case, I stood there like an idiot while my fiancé cheated on me with my best friend and former lover.

      My heart was racing, and I felt trapped behind a wall of books as I watched the two of them.  My emotions ran from one extreme to the other, but I knew one thing for certain.  I craved more.

      Ryan’s breathing grew heavier as he slipped his tongue between Megan’s lips.  My fingers clutched the edge of a shelf as I peered in closer.

      He moved a hand to her waist, and another to her neck.  He trembled like he was a virgin and she was some long dreamt of fantasy.  I was terrified that he would leave me after this.  I was terrified he would never be able to want me again after having her.

      He held her tightly like he was afraid she’d disappear at any moment.

      They kissed violently, and his thumb found the low neck of her dress and slipped under, slowly pulling the fabric down.  She placed a hand on his chest in approval.  My legs shook as I watched.  My body trembled.  The palm of his hand found her hip.  She moved her hands over his chest and up to his neck, wrapping her fingers around it gently.

      He gripped her waist and neck tighter.  He moved his lips to her cheek, kissing his way to her ear.  Then he placed his thumb in her mouth as he travelled to her neck.  I stifled a moan as I watched them.  Megan didn’t stifle her own.  The sound of her moan reminded me of so many nights I’d spent with her.  I couldn’t decide who I was jealous of more.  Megan or Ryan.

      Megan wrapped her lips around Ryan’s thumb and bit it gently.  He bit the skin at her neck, making Megan squirm against his body.

      For a moment, I pulled myself away and pulled out my phone.  It would only take one phone call to make him nervous.  One phone call to get them to stop.  But I could hardly think outside that moment.  All I knew was that I wanted to watch the two loves of my life enjoying each other’s bodies.  I wanted it to be my little secret.

      Megan bent her wrists, running her fingers down his back.  Ryan’s hand traveled lower, tugging the top of her dress down to her waist.  Her hips swayed from his touch.  He kissed and bit her skin.  He sucked on her earlobe.  I could see his saliva glisten against her neck.

      His fingers reached her breast and my breath hitched.  He brushed his fingers gently against her bra, teasing her nipple.  She sighed into his hand, which was now covering her mouth.  He smiled and lowered his head.  I could hear her huff through her nostrils as he kissed her cleavage.

      Ryan pulled her breasts out from the cups of her bra.  He kissed in spirals, slowly making his way to her nipples.  My pussy ached as I watched I horrific pleasure.  He wrapped his lips over her nipple and flicked his tongue across it.  Megan’s knees must’ve buckled.  She nearly fell from the sensation.

      He wrapped his arm around her back to keep her from falling.  She ran her fingers through his hair while he alternated breasts.

      He brought his mouth back to hers, plunging his tongue back in.  She reciprocated everything. She gave herself to him fully.  Then again, she’d been chasing him this entire time.

      He unclasped her bra while they kissed, and her breasts fell to their gorgeous, natural position.  He ran his hands up the sides of her ribs to the top of her chest.  She bit his lower lip as he slowly lowered his palms over her breasts.  She sighed into his mouth.

      Her reaction seemed to be all he could handle.  He lifted the bottom of her dress up and pushed it over her hips.  Her tight, fashionable dress was reduced to nothing more than bunched up fabric around her waist.  She was wearing a thong, and from my perspective, I could see her tight, round ass.  The same one I’d seen so many times before, back when we ‘experimented.’

      Besides her dress, the only thing left on her was a wet thong.  She pushed out her ass and I could see the wet stain between her legs.  I was wet too, and I wanted nothing more than to touch myself right there in the library.  So I looked down the aisle before unfastening my jeans and slipping a hand inside my panties.

      Ryan’s hands traveled down Megan’s sides and over her hips.  He pulled away from her lips and just looked at her.

      “My god,” he huffed.  I swore I heard him growl as he dove back into her neck, wrapped one arm around her lower back, and let another hand slip between her legs.  She moaned into his ear and he grunted against her.

      They were enjoying each other too much, and I shouldn’t be watching it.  But I couldn’t help myself.  My fingers were on my clit, strumming and playing as I watched them cheat on me.  I wanted to see him ravage her.  I wanted to see her take her in ways I never could.  I wanted to see him dominate her with his long, thick cock, and I wanted to watch her cry out in pleasure.

      When his fingers reached her wet panties, Megan’s knees buckled again.  She twisted in his arms.  She moaned and sighed at his touch.  He was rough in his demeanor, but gentle in his touch.  He teased her, sliding his fingers up and down the length of her pussy.  I could feel the fire building between them.  That same fire was building between my legs.

      Ryan found the edge of her panties and slipped a finger inside.  Megan bit her lower lip to try and contain herself.  Ryan brushed his knuckles against her clit which was throbbing and exposed.  My entire body ached and burned as I watched him tease her.

      He moved his mouth back to her nipples, gently brushing over her clit again, and again.  Her hips shifted against him, eager to find satisfaction.  After a few more teasing touches, he dipped a finger inside her.  My mouth parted into an O shape and I released a sigh as quietly as I could.

      He pulled his mouth from her breast and directed her face to his.  He leaned his forehead against hers.  Megan, who’d been the devious one this whole time, completely surrendered to him.  He moved his fingers in and out of her wet pussy while intently watching her face.  A devilish smile spread across his lips.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered.  I felt an ache in my chest.  Megan closed her eyes and relaxed against his touch.

      “Stop,” she moaned.  “I’m about to come.”  A little confused, he withdrew his hand and waited to see what she wanted instead.  My fingers paused on my pussy as I waited, too.  Ryan was still so close to her, hovering.  He leaned in close, waiting for her next move.

      She stared into him, moving her hands to the zipper of his jeans.  She slowly, teasingly, unbuttoned and unzipped them.  She dropped them to the floor, along with his briefs, and saw his cock for the first time.  When she gasped, I smiled with pride.  That cock had been mine and only mine, before tonight.  Now I was going to share it with her, even if she didn’t know I was watching.

      She slid her panties down her thighs, then her ankles, stepping out of them.  She kissed Ryan’s lips as she wrapped her fingers around his huge cock.  His moan was electrifying.  Slowly, she kneeled.

      Ryan had the most beautiful dick I’d ever seen.  But it was somehow even more beautiful with Megan’s fingers wrapped around it.  Once her knees touched the floor, she looked up at Ryan.  His expression was soft as he surrendered to her.  She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock and parted her lips.  She licked the underside of his dick and it twitched against her tongue.

      I’m so fucking turned on right now, I thought as I watched Megan devour my fiance’s cock.  She wrapped her lips around the head and sucked gently.  Ryan leaned against the shelves behind him, moaning softly.  Megan took as much in as I could, swirling her tongue around every inch of skin.

      My fingers began to strum against my clit again.

      Megan sucked and licked.  She moved her hand up and down the base of him.  She brought her other hand to his balls.  My body trembled as I watched her suck him.  I knew her mouth well.  I knew how delicate and full her lips were.  Ryan began to lose himself completely.  He seemed like he might explode any second.

      He brought a hand to the back of her head and ran his fingers through her hair.  He guided her a little, but remained gentle.  Eventually, he grabbed her hair tightly and pulled her off him.

      I paused, wondering if he was having second thoughts.  Maybe he couldn’t go through with it.  The thought disappointed me more than it should it have.  I wanted to see him fuck her.  I wanted to see her win this competition against me.

      “Stand up,” he said, and she did.  “Turn around,” he instructed.  She turned her back to him, her breasts now facing my direction.  I took a step back so she wouldn’t see me.  I worried I wasn’t well hidden enough, so I lowered to my knees and peered through some books on a lower shelf.  Ryan sighed.  He slid his fingers slowly down Megan’s spine, making her tremble.

      I had the perfect view between her legs.  I could see the top of her mound, and I could see Ryan angling his cock from behind her.

      Ryan reached his hands for her hips, pulling her lower backward.  He grabbed her wrists and placed them on a bookshelf above her head.  I watched in silence and waited.

      He ran a hand between her legs.  His fingers rubbed her wetness over her clit.  He parted her pussy lips with his fingers, then rested the head of his cock at her entrance.

      This is it, I thought.  Am I really going to watch my fiancé fuck another woman?

      Ryan laid one hand on Megan’s ass and another gripped her waist.

      Ryan pushed his cock in, gentle as ever, and Megan moaned as she took it.

      “Fuck!” she breathed.  I gasped, wondering if she’d been loud enough to alert anyone.  I had my hand between my legs, teasing my clit, but I didn’t want to get caught.  I didn’t want them to get caught either.  I wanted them to continue.  I wanted to see Ryan fuck her hard and deep.

      Ryan grew braver and pumped faster.  He reached a hand around Megan’s waist and between slid it between her legs.  His fingers circled her clit while he maneuvered his cock in and out.

      His rhythm quickened and Megan couldn’t keep her eyes open.  The pleasure must’ve been too great.  Her breasts swayed as he fucked her from behind, and I wished more than anything that I could suck on them while he took her.  But that would involve them knowing I was there watching them cross a forbidden line.

      “You’re going to make me come,” Megan whispered.  Ryan moaned in response, and started fucking her harder.  Megan’s body shook and her moans were more frequent.

      He pushed faster and farther and I sensed an earthquake building in my own body.  My body shook and I felt an explosion between my legs. I stifled my moans into silent whimpers. Just then, Ryan’s grunts grew more intense.

      Ryan stifled a low growl as he emptied his load inside of Megan’s pussy.  She shook and quivered against him, and I recognized the look on her face.  She was coming too.  His pace eventually slowed, and he held himself against her.  He held her tightly in his arms as they caught their heavy breaths.

      I didn’t know how, but I knew I needed to get out of there before they spotted me.  So I quickly, but quietly, adjusted my clothes and tiptoed out the way I came.  A few shelves down, I heard them dressing themselves.  I knew I only had minutes to get out of there without them seeing me.

      I hustled all the way home and waited for Ryan to appear.  It was another thirty minutes before he showed.  His hair was disheveled and he had a guilty look on his face.  If only he knew that I’d seen everything, and enjoyed it.  But I wasn’t keeping my secret to spare his feelings.  I was keeping my secret because Megan was playing a game with me.  Well, she wasn’t the only one who could play that game.

      “How was class?” I asked him.

      “Good,” he lied, his eyes shifting.  “What about you?  You’re out early, aren’t you?”

      “Yeah,” I said with a shrug.  “Professor didn’t show.”

      “Oh,” he said.  Then he joined me on the sofa and took my hand.  “I love you Jessica.  You know that, right?”

      I raised my brow.  Was he about to confess?  “Of course,” I said.  “Is something wrong?”

      He looked surprised.  “Wrong?  No, of course not.  I just…wanted to make sure that you knew I loved you.”  He leaned in and kissed me.  When he tried to pull back, I held him close.  I could taste her on his lips, and I wanted more.  The idea of getting to smell and taste Megan through my fiancé excited me.  I kissed him long and hard, my tongue probing his lips to get more.

      But it wasn’t enough.  I wanted to taste her pussy.  I wanted to taste the wetness on his cock.  I dropped to my knees on the living room floor and unfastened Ryan’s jeans.

      He seemed nervous and tense, but he didn’t stop me.  I probably wondered if I’d be able to taste his cum or her pussy.  He probably wondered if I could smell his dirty little secret on him.

      I could, but he didn’t know that was part of the thrill for me.

      I pulled out his cock and licked my lips.  I sank my mouth over the length of him and devoured it while tasting them both.  I watched him as I sucked.  His eyes were full of guilt and arousal.  He probably couldn’t believe his luck, fucking two girls in the same day.  If only he knew it was because he’d cheated that I wanted him more.

      In no time, he came.  He leaned back, groaned, and shot his load into my mouth.  I smiled as I swallowed.  His load was smaller than usual, no doubt because he’d already emptied some of it into Megan.

      One day, I knew, I’d get Megan back into bed again.  Preferably, right after she fucked my fiancé again.  Or who knows, maybe he’d be my husband by then, which would make things that much more enticing to me.

      Regardless, I knew this wasn’t over by a long shot.  I knew Megan and Ryan wouldn’t be able to resist each other anymore than I could resist watching them.  And I would keep their secret for as long as possible to encourage it.  But I’d have a little secret of my own.  Wherever they went, I would follow, and I would watch the whole thing with a smile on my face.
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