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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!


The Sitter Next Door




Leon stands at the grill with a beer in his hand, relaxed in a way he rarely is anywhere but our backyard. I sit nearby with a book open in my lap, pretending to read even though I haven’t absorbed a word in several minutes. It’s one of those quiet late afternoons where everything feels settled—comfortable, predictable. The kind of moment I used to think would be enough.

We’ve lived here almost six years now. Long enough to learn the rhythms of every house on the block. Long enough to notice patterns. The couple next door with the endless soccer practices. The retired woman who waters her roses twice a day. And the college girl—the babysitter—coming and going at odd hours, backpack slung over one shoulder, hair tied up in a careless knot, always moving with a mix of purpose and uncertainty.

I’d clocked her before, in passing. It was impossible not to. Nineteen, maybe twenty at most. Pretty in that untouched, unselfconscious way girls sometimes are before they realize the effect they have. Today she crosses the lawn toward us with a hesitant smile, nudged forward by the neighbors at her back.

“Naomi, Leon,” Mrs. Whitaker calls, waving. “This is Chelsea. She watches the little ones for us.”

Chelsea steps forward, cheeks faintly pink, fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. Up close, she’s even younger than I expected. Clear skin, wide eyes, a softness to her mouth that makes her look like she still belongs in someone else’s care. She offers a small wave. “Hi.”

Leon straightens beside the grill, polite, easy. “Hey. Nice to finally meet you.”

Her gaze flicks to him, then away just as quickly. “You too,” she says, voice light but nervous.

I rise with a practiced smile and step closer, extending my hand. “I’m Naomi. If you ever need anything while you’re babysitting—sugar, a phone charger, a ride—you’re welcome to knock.”

Her fingers are warm when they touch mine. “Thank you. That’s really nice.”

I notice it then. The way Leon’s eyes linger just a beat too long as she shifts her hips. The way his focus drifts, slow and unguarded, over the soft swell of her breasts beneath that thin little top. It’s subtle. Anyone else might miss it. But I don’t.

Something tightens low in my stomach.

The sensation startles me. Not jealousy, but heat—unexpected and unwelcome and sharp enough to make my breath hitch. I’ve spent years in this body. I know the difference between irritation and arousal. This is the latter, and it rises without asking permission.

I immediately scold myself. She’s a college girl. A babysitter. Whatever flicker I thought I saw in my husband’s eyes means nothing. Men look. They always have. It doesn’t mean anything.

Still, when Leon shifts his stance, adjusting himself behind the grill as if uncomfortable, awareness sharp and unmistakable, my pulse stutters.

Chelsea glances between us, clearly sensing the silence stretching just a touch too long. “I should, um, get back. They’re waiting.”

“Of course,” I say, a little too quickly. “It was nice meeting you.”

She smiles again, shy and sincere, then turns and jogs back across the grass, her ponytail bouncing softly against her back. The neighbors disappear with her into their house, laughter and the slam of a screen door drifting faintly behind them.

Leon exhales and sets his beer down. “She seems sweet.”

“Mm,” I murmur, lowering myself back into my chair. My book lies forgotten on my lap. I can still see the curve of her breasts. The way she looked at him. The way he watched her go.

I wait for the jealousy to bloom.

It doesn’t.

Instead, a slow, unsettling warmth coils in my belly. A curiosity I don’t want to admit to even myself. I press my thighs together subtly and shift, unsettled by the awareness of my own body responding to something I know I shouldn’t be entertaining.

Leon senses my gaze and looks over, brows lifting as if to ask a question he doesn’t quite dare voice.

I offer him a calm, neutral smile. “Dinner smells good.”

His lips twitch. “Won’t be long.”

But the air between us has changed. And no matter how hard I try to dismiss it, the image of the girl next door lingers behind my eyes—too young, too innocent, and far too present in the suddenly dangerous space between my husband and me.
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The fateful knock comes in the middle of the afternoon, soft at first, then a little firmer, as if whoever’s on the other side isn’t quite sure they’re welcome. Rain streaks down the front windows in fast, slanted lines, the sky washed gray and heavy. Leon is in the back room on a call, door half closed. I’m alone in the kitchen when I hear it.

I hesitate before answering. Something in my chest tightens with instinct — deep down, I know it’s her.

When I open the door, Chelsea stands on the porch, dark hair damp and curling at the ends, her blouse plastered to her body in a way that leaves very little to the imagination despite the heavy coat hanging off her shoulders. Raindrops cling to her lashes and her cheeks are pink from the cold.

“Oh—hi,” she says, pushing wet bangs off her forehead. “I’m supposed to start sitting in a few minutes, but the Whitakers’ car isn’t there. I knocked and no one answered. I think they got stuck in the rain or something.” She glances past me, clearly weighing whether she’s crossing a line. “I didn’t know if it would be okay if I waited inside here for a few minutes?”

For a moment, I consider saying no, even though I told her to come over if she needed anything. But the polite, correct answer would be to let her in. After all, nothing should happen from a simple favor.

“Of course,” I say, stepping aside. “You’re soaked.”

She exhales with visible relief as she steps over the threshold. The scent of rain follows her in, clean and faintly sweet. Water beads on the curve of her neck and slides slowly downward toward her cleavage. I look away before she can catch me looking.

“Thank you,” she says again, shy but sincere.

My pulse is already misbehaving.

Leon opens the back room door just as I’m closing the front. His eyes lift automatically, then stick. He stares at Chelsea like he’s forgotten the rest of the world exists. His jaw tightens. A faint color rises in his cheeks.

“Oh—hey,” he says, too quickly. “Hi.”

Chelsea gives a small, polite smile. “Hi.”

The air goes taut between the three of us. I feel it immediately—the awareness, the wrongness, the electricity I don’t want but can’t deny. Leon’s gaze drops to her nearly see-through blouse, then darts away as if burned.

“I should—uh—I should finish my call,” he mutters, already retreating down the hall. The bedroom door shuts a moment later, decisively.

Chelsea blinks after him, confused. “Did I…?”

“No,” I say too fast. “He just has work stuff.”

I clear my throat and gesture toward the linen closet. “Let me grab you a towel before you catch pneumonia. You can sit at the kitchen table.”

She nods, grateful again, and slips out of the jacket while I turn away just long enough to collect myself. When I hand her the towel, our fingers brush. It’s nothing. A second of contact at most.

It still sends a jolt straight through me.

She presses the towel against her hair and shoulders, blotting water as she walks into the kitchen. I watch helplessly as she dries her neck, the hollow at her throat, the slope of her chest. The simple movement feels private, intimate in a way it has no right to be.

“Sit,” I tell her, more firmly than I mean to.

She perches on one of the chairs at the island, knees together, posture careful. The towel slips lower, resting in her lap. Damp strands cling to her collarbone. Her breathing is slightly unsteady, and I can’t tell if it’s the cold or nerves.

Silence fills the room, thick and awkward.

“I’m going to go check on my husband. I’ll be back in a moment.”

“Of course,” she says with a disarming smile.

The hallway feels narrower than usual as I move down it. The door to our bedroom is half closed, and the faint light from the bathroom spills through the gap.

I push it open quietly.

Leon stands at the sink, both hands gripping the porcelain hard enough to whiten his knuckles. His head is bowed, shoulders tense under his T-shirt. He isn’t looking at his reflection anymore. He’s staring at the drain, teeth clenched, jaw tight with something close to panic.

“I shouldn’t even be thinking like this,” he mutters under his breath. “She’s so young. Jesus, what the hell is wrong with me?”

His voice shakes. I stand frozen for a moment, watching him unravel in the mirror without knowing I’m here. Seeing him like this—unmoored, raw, ashamed—hits me lower than I expect. It isn’t just arousal. It’s something darker and stranger. Something forbidden and addictive.

I step into the bathroom.

My movement barely makes a sound, but he senses me instantly. His shoulders flinch. Before he can turn, I press my body against his back and slide my arms around his waist, my cheek brushing the heated fabric of his shirt. He sucks in a sharp breath, startled, hands slipping slightly on the sink.

“I knew it,” I murmur softly into his ear. “You find her attractive.”

He lets out a low, broken groan and tips his head back, resting it against my shoulder. I feel it immediately—his body hardening against me through denim, his pulse racing where my wrists cross his stomach.

“Naomi,” he says hoarsely. “This is so wrong.”

My hands move slowly down his abdomen, mapping the tension in his muscles, feeling the way his stomach tightens under my touch. When my palms slide over the swelling in his jeans, he shudders like I’ve struck a live wire.

“So very wrong,” he repeats.

“And that’s why she’s all the more tempting,” I whisper.

The words shock me as they leave my mouth, but they feel inevitable. Honest in a way nothing else has been. My fingers press more firmly around him. His breath stutters. His hips make a tiny, helpless thrust into my hands before he can stop himself.

“Naomi,” he says again, warning now. “Don’t.”

But his body betrays him completely. The hard length trapped between my palms jumps as I squeeze. I feel heat flood between my own thighs at the sound he makes, half protest, half hunger.

I kiss the damp skin along his neck, slow and deliberate. “You ran out of the room so fast,” I murmur. “You think I didn’t notice?”

He swallows hard. “I was embarrassed.”

“That’s not all you were.”

My thumbs hook into the waistband of his jeans, brushing the sensitive skin there with just enough pressure to make him tremble. His hands leave the sink briefly, hovering in the air like he doesn’t know where to put them. Then they clamp back down again.

“She’s right down the hall,” he says, breath uneven. “If she hears anything⁠—”

“She won’t,” I cut in softly. “And even if she did… you weren’t touching yourself, were you?”

He shakes his head, a helpless motion. “No.”

“So you haven’t done anything wrong,” I say calmly as I undo the button of his jeans. The metallic click is loud in the quiet bathroom. His stomach tightens under my touch as I draw the zipper down inch by inch.

“But I want to,” he admits, barely audible.

Those words strike like a spark to dry tinder.

I slip my hand inside his jeans and curl my fingers around his cock. It’s hot and unyielding in my palm, already slick with need. Leon’s head falls forward again with a groan that he can’t suppress this time. His reflection in the mirror is wild with conflict—eyes half-lidded, mouth parted, guilt warring openly with desire.

“It’s okay,” I murmur. “Just this once. Let me take care of it for you.”

My hand begins to move.

Slow at first, teasing him out of himself, letting the tension unwind one stroke at a time. His breathing grows ragged, chest heaving as he stares at the mirror like he doesn’t recognize the man looking back at him. I feel powerful in a way I haven’t in years, guiding him through something that feels forbidden and strangely intimate.

He tries once more to protest, the word dissolving into a broken sound in his throat as my grip tightens and my pace increases. I kiss between his shoulder blades, then drag my mouth along the line of his spine, relishing the way his body reacts to every touch.

“You’re shaking,” I tell him softly.

“Because this is…” He can’t finish the sentence.

My hand dips to cradle him more fully, stroking him with steady pressure until his hips begin to move with me unconsciously. The heat between us is sharp and almost frantic now. His breath fogs the mirror. My own pulse roars in my ears.

“That’s it,” I whisper. “Let go.”

His climax overtakes him suddenly, violently. He cries out my name, the sound torn free from his chest as his body jerks against my hand. I feel the warmth spill across my knuckles, his whole body trembling as the tension finally breaks.

For a moment, we are suspended there together in the aftermath—his breath slowing, my arms still around him, the dangerous quiet settling back into the room.

Then I hear it.

A sharp, involuntary gasp behind us.

Leon and I freeze at exactly the same time.

We turn.

Chelsea stands in the doorway, one hand braced against the frame, the other flying to her mouth. Her eyes are wide with shock, cheeks flushed deep red. For a single suspended second, all three of us just stare at one another—the evidence undeniable.

Then she retreats.

“Shit,” Leon breathes.

I’m already moving. The world feels tilted, unreal, my pulse roaring in my ears as I run after her, calling her name softly at first, then louder as I reach the living room. She’s in the foyer slipping on her shoes, eyes wide and panicked.

“Chelsea, wait.”

She hesitates, shoulders hunched, fingers curling into the strap of her bag. I move closer, with my hands up like I might scare her. Up close, she looks shaken, breath coming too fast, lips still parted like she’s replaying what she just saw over and over in her head.

“I—I shouldn’t have been in there,” she blurts out. “I just wanted to see if I could borrow a hairdryer…”

I chew on my bottom lip, heat and dread twisting together inside me. “How much did you see?”

She mirrors my gesture without realizing it, teeth pressing into her own lower lip. “Everything.”

The word lands heavy between us, saturated with implication.

“I’m so sorry,” I say again, because I don’t know what else to offer her. Shame washes over me in hot waves now that the rush has faded.

She shakes her head quickly, stepping closer instead of backing away. Her fingers lift and brush timidly against my wrist, anchoring me in place. “Don’t,” she murmurs. “You didn’t… I mean, it was intense, but I wasn’t upset. I was just surprised.”

Her touch sends a faint shiver up my arm. My eyes widen on instinct, breath catching despite everything screaming that this is already too far.

“I liked it,” she admits quietly.

The words slam into me. My gaze snaps to hers, searching her face for hesitation or embarrassment, but all I see is a raw, unfiltered honesty that makes my stomach flip.

Behind her, I sense Leon before I see him. The floor creaks softly as he steps into the living room, stopping just behind her, his body angled toward me so she doesn’t notice him right away. His face is pale, eyes still dark with the aftershock of what I just did to him.

Chelsea’s fingers trail slowly up my wrist, over my forearm, following the curve of my elbow with hesitant curiosity. My breath stutters. Her touch is light but purposeful, testing boundaries that no longer feel imaginary. Her hand slides higher, fingertips brushing the sensitive hollow at the base of my throat.

A sound slips from me before I can stop it, soft and unguarded.

She tilts her head, emboldened by that response. Then she rises onto her toes and presses a tentative kiss to my lips.

It’s gentle. Exploratory. So different from the frantic tension in the bathroom that it almost steals the air from my lungs. I taste rainwater and nervousness and something sweet. My body reacts before my thoughts can catch up, heat flaring low in my belly, my hands lifting without permission to touch her arms.

Behind her, Leon inhales sharply.

The sound slices through the moment. Chelsea breaks the kiss instantly and turns, confusion flashing across her face as she realizes he’s been standing there the whole time. His gaze drops to her lips, then flicks back to mine, shame and want tangled together so tightly it’s impossible to separate them now.

For a breathless second, the three of us are frozen in an impossible triangle.

Then Chelsea does something that steals the floor out from under me entirely.

She reaches back, takes Leon’s hand, and keeps her other hand clasped in mine.

“The neighbors are home now,” she whispers, glancing briefly toward the door she just fled through. “But I can come back after.”

Leon and I exchange a look over her head. I see everything in his eyes—terror, desire, disbelief, the fragile hope of a man standing at the edge of something he was never meant to want.

My resolve finally claws its way back to the surface.

“No,” I say, pulling my hand free from hers, forcing myself to step back. “This is wrong. You’re too young. We’re crossing lines that shouldn’t be crossed.”

Chelsea shakes her head fiercely. “I’m not a kid. I’m nineteen. I’m an adult. I just—” She hesitates, then squares her shoulders. “I don’t want my only experiences to be with drunk frat boys who don’t know how to make me come. Your husband is a real man. I’d love to know what that’s like. I’d love for you to teach me.”

Leon swallows hard beside me. I can feel how rigid he’s holding himself, every muscle tense with restraint. His grip flexes uselessly at his side.

My heart pounds painfully as I look at her—at her soft mouth, her wide earnest eyes, the way she stands between us so openly, so unaware of the danger she’s stepping into. Everything in me is screaming no.

And yet.

My body betrays me just as thoroughly as Leon’s did earlier.

“You don’t understand what you’re asking,” I say, my voice weaker than I want it to be. “Once this starts, it can’t be undone.”

“I understand willingness,” she answers softly. “And curiosity. And choice.”

Silence stretches thick between us.

Leon finally breaks it. “Naomi…”

He doesn’t say anything else. He doesn’t need to. The weight of the decision presses in from all sides, suffocating and electric.

I close my eyes briefly, drawing in a steadying breath I don’t fully feel. When I open them again, Chelsea is watching me with quiet intensity, waiting.

“Okay,” I breathe out. “We’ll see you tonight.” If anything, it gives me a few hours to sort out what’s happening between us. Then, maybe, I could put a stop to it once and for all.

Chelsea smiles then—small, bright, and impossibly hopeful. She backs toward the porch steps, rain whispering around her again. “Okay. I’ll see you soon.”

Leon and I stand there long after she’s gone, the house suddenly feeling too small to contain what we’ve just invited inside it.

Leon exhales like he’s been holding his breath the entire time. “That was a mistake.”

“Yes,” I say immediately.

Neither of us moves. My body is still humming, nerves lit up and sensitized, and I can see the same awareness in Leon’s posture—the way his shoulders are slightly tense, his hands flexing uselessly at his sides.

“She’s too young,” he says. “She’s our neighbor’s babysitter. This is every bad decision wrapped into one.”

“I know,” I agree.

I still feel the echo of her mouth on mine.

He drags a hand down his face and lets out a humorless laugh. “And yet I haven’t been this turned on in years.”

The admission hits low and deep. Heat answers it instantly in my belly. I cross my arms, more to keep my hands to myself than anything else. “Neither have I.”

He looks at me then, really looks at me, and the truth sits naked between us. There’s no jealousy in his eyes. No anger. Just the same dangerous hunger I feel winding tighter by the second.

“This could ruin everything,” he says quietly.

“Yes,” I whisper again.

He steps closer without meaning to. Or maybe we both mean to and just don’t want to admit it. Our bodies already remember the bathroom, the way control slipped so easily through our fingers. The way it felt to give in.

“She’s coming back in a few hours,” he murmurs.

My pulse stutters hard enough that I actually feel dizzy.

“We should tell her no,” I say.

He nods at once. “We should.”

But neither of us pulls away.

The truth settles in slowly and unmistakably between us: this is a terrible idea. Reckless. Irresponsible. Potentially devastating.

And it has never excited us more.
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Chelsea comes back just after nine.

I hear the knock and feel it in my chest before I even reach the door, that same low, dangerous thrum waking up inside me. When I open it, she’s standing there with her backpack slung over one shoulder again, hair freshly brushed, cheeks faintly flushed like she rushed over instead of walking.

For one suspended heartbeat, we only look at each other.

Then she says, softly but without hesitation, “Show me to your bedroom.”

Behind me, I hear Leon mutter under his breath, “Fuck.” I share his sentiment, but internally. She moves fast, like she knows what she wants. Maybe she does.

The word lands hot and heavy between the three of us. I don’t look back at him. If I do, I might lose my nerve. So I just step aside and let her in, closing the door behind her with hands that are no longer steady enough to hide it.

She follows me upstairs without another word. I can feel Leon’s presence behind us, the weight of his silence loud with restraint. When we reach the bedroom, I turn to face her. The light is low and warm, casting her in soft shadows that make her seem even younger and more vulnerable than she did before—yet her eyes are steady, certain.

“This is where you change your mind if you’re going to,” I say quietly.

She doesn’t hesitate. She just shakes her head once. “I’m not going to. I want this.”

The simplicity of it makes my breath hitch.

I take a step closer and lift my hands slowly, deliberately, so she can see every movement. My fingers touch the fabric of her coat first, easing it off her shoulders like she’s something breakable. She lets it slide down her arms, then shrugs out of the backpack and sets it aside without taking her eyes off me.

I unfasten the coat completely and let it fall to the floor.

Her blouse comes next. My fingers work the small buttons one by one, unhurried, savoring the way the reveal changes her breathing. With each slip of fabric, more of her skin emerges—soft stomach, the faint curve of muscle over her ribs, the shallow dip at the base of her throat. When the blouse finally parts, her pale, lacy bra comes into view, cupping two perky breasts.

Leon stands near the foot of the bed, rigid and silent, watching like he’s afraid the moment will fracture if he moves.

I lean in and kiss Chelsea’s neck first, slow and gentle. She exhales shakily as my lips trace along her jaw, then lower, down the sensitive column of her throat. My hands slide back to unhook her bra with practiced ease. It loosens with a soft whisper of fabric.

I let the straps slip down her arms.

Her breasts spill free, full and heavy and new in a way that makes my chest tighten. I lower my mouth and take one nipple between my lips, warm and bare. She gasps immediately, a soft, helpless sound that makes heat bloom painfully between my thighs. I circle the other with my fingers before switching, sucking gently, slower than I know she wants but just enough to keep her shaking.

Her hands rise uncertainly at first, then cradle my head, fingers threading into my hair as her moans grow louder, less restrained. Her hips tip forward instinctively, chasing sensation. I feel Leon’s stare like a physical weight on my back, the tension in the room stretching tighter with every wet sound Chelsea makes.

I pull back just long enough to look at her.

She’s flushed now, lips parted, chest heaving softly. Her eyes drift past me, landing on Leon for the first time without fear this evening. The look she gives him is open. Wanting. Unmistakable.

He doesn’t move.

He just watches, jaw tight, hands clenched at his sides like he’s holding himself back with everything he has. I know exactly what he’s waiting for—the moment she hesitates. The moment she says stop. The moment this becomes a mistake we can still undo.

It never comes.

Chelsea steps closer instead, pressing her body against mine in an unguarded motion that makes desire twist sharp and immediate inside me. I feel the heat of her through the thin layers of our clothes. I kiss her again, deeper this time, tasting her breath, her nerves, her excitement.

Behind us, Leon finally exhales again—slow and unsteady. The waiting is over.

Chelsea is still pressed against me when I slide my hands down her sides, slow and deliberate, letting my palms travel the curves she’s barely had time to understand yet. Her breath stutters as my fingers reach the hem of her skirt. I don’t ask. I don’t tease. I hook my fingers into the fabric and pull it down in one smooth, decisive motion—skirt and panties together, tugging them past her hips and thighs at once.

The suddenness makes her gasp.

She steps out of the pooled fabric automatically, balancing herself with a shaky laugh that dissolves into another breathless sound when I look between her legs. She’s shaved completely smooth, bare and pink and already glistening with wetness that catches the soft light. There’s no hesitation in her posture now, no retreat in her body. Only readiness.

Heat surges through me so fast my knees almost soften.

I straighten long enough to help her fully out of what little remains of her clothes, guiding her blouse from her arms, unclasping the last of her layers until there’s nothing between us but breath and tension and the quiet awareness of Leon watching from the foot of the bed. She stands naked in front of me, hands hovering uncertainly at her sides, chest rising and falling too fast.

“You’re beautiful,” I murmur, and I mean it in more ways than one.

Her throat works. Her eyes shine.

I sink to my knees in front of her without breaking eye contact.

The sight of her from this angle hits hard and deep, something possessive and reverent curling through my chest at the same time. I spread her thighs gently, slowly, my hands warm on her skin. She trembles at the contact, muscles fluttering beneath my touch.

Then I press a kiss to her.

Her entire body reacts in one sharp, helpless jolt.

I linger there for a moment, mouth soft against her, feeling the heat of her through her folds, letting her feel the promise of what comes next before I move my tongue. When I finally lick her, slow and full, dragging through her slick heat from bottom to top, she cries out my name without thinking about it.

“Naomi—”

Her hands fly back into my hair, fingers tightening immediately, anchoring herself against the sensation as my tongue traces the delicate seam of her, parting her folds with unhurried attention. She’s already so wet that each pass glides easily, her body giving herself away with little, helpless shudders. I take my time, tasting her properly now, the salt and sweetness of her filling my mouth as I explore her with deliberate patience.

Her breath stutters when I narrow my focus upward.

Her clit is swollen and sensitive when I finally draw it between my lips, pulsing faintly against my mouth. The moment I close my lips around it, her entire body reacts, spine bowing as if something inside her has finally been unlocked. I suck gently at first, testing, teasing, letting her build instead of pushing her too fast.

She arches with a broken moan, thighs tightening around my shoulders despite her attempt to stay still. Every sound she makes vibrates low in her chest, unguarded and raw. Her hips begin to rock forward instinctively, chasing my mouth, desperate for more friction, more pressure.

Behind us, I hear Leon shift.

Not closer. Not farther away. Just enough to betray how badly he’s holding himself back.

I keep my focus where it belongs.

My mouth works her steadily now, suction deepening in slow waves as my tongue flicks and presses against her clit with growing insistence. Her breathing turns ragged and uneven, broken little gasps spilling from her lips as her hands fist harder in my hair. Her body starts to shake in small, involuntary tremors, tension winding visibly through her thighs, her stomach tightening beneath my palms.

I feel the exact moment the coil inside her cinches too tight—her thighs quiver, her breath stalls, her back arches⁠—

Right before it snaps.

She comes with a cry she can’t contain, hips bucking once, hard, into my mouth as warmth pulses against my tongue. Her knees nearly give out beneath her. I brace her firmly with my hands as her orgasm rolls through her in unsteady waves, her entire body shuddering and then slowly softening all at once.

When I finally pull back, she’s breathless, blinking like she’s just been lifted out of deep water.

I rise slowly to my feet in front of her. Her legs are still trembling. Her skin is flushed from throat to thighs, eyes dark and wide with aftershocks.

I turn my head.

Leon hasn’t moved from the foot of the bed, but his restraint is visibly eroding now. His chest rises and falls hard. His hands are fists at his sides. He looks at Chelsea like he’s been starving.

“Why don’t you get on your knees for my husband?” I say quietly.

The words feel unreal as I speak them—calm and steady despite how fast my heart is beating.

Chelsea looks from me to him, then back again.

Then she smiles.

Not shy. Not uncertain.

She nods once and turns toward him.

Leon doesn’t move when she approaches. He just stands there, almost rigid, watching as she crosses the room and lowers herself slowly in front of him. The shift in power is immediate and unmistakable. She’s no longer the girl being touched.

She’s choosing.

She steps closer to Leon instead of lowering herself further, closing the final inch of space between them with a confidence that makes my pulse jump. Her hands rise and press flat against his chest, right over his heart. I watch his throat work as he swallows, the muscle flexing hard under her palms.

For a moment, neither of them moves.

Then he reaches out and takes hold of her wrists, not rough, not gentle—just firm enough to stop her. His voice is low, steady with effort. “Are you sure?”

Her mouth lifts into a small, unmistakable smile. “Yes.”

The answer lands between them with quiet finality.

She rises onto her toes and he meets her halfway, bending down to take her mouth in a kiss that is nothing like the tentative one she gave me earlier. This one is immediate and heated, lips parting without hesitation as his tongue slides into her mouth. She moans softly into him, the sound catching in her throat as his grip shifts from her wrists to her waist.

The first groan he makes is rough and unrestrained.

His hands spread over her naked hips as if he’s grounding himself in the reality of her body, thumbs digging in just a little as he pulls her flush against him. I see the exact moment his self-control finally loosens—his shoulders drop, his palms begin to roam with intention.

He skims his hands down over the curve of her ass and she arches into the touch immediately, responsive and eager, her mouth never leaving his. The kiss deepens, grows messy and breathless as he cups her fully, fingers flexing, learning her weight, her shape. She gasps when his hands leave her briefly—only to slide upward again, palms rounding her breasts with a reverent hunger that makes my stomach tighten.

Her head tips back with a soft cry as his thumbs brush her nipples for the first time.

I don’t look away.

Instead, I cross the room slowly and lower myself into the chair across from the bed, every movement deliberate. The robe I’m wearing slips from my shoulders as I lean back, parting it with unhurried ease so it falls open across my thighs. I’m naked beneath it. Exposed. Watching.

Leon’s eyes flick to me once—just once—before returning to Chelsea with renewed intensity.

He kisses her again, slower now but no less deep, rocking his hips lightly into her as his hands continue their exploration. One palm cups beneath her breast while the other slides down her spine, fingers splaying across her lower back, drawing her closer as if he can’t get enough of her warmth.

She moans into his mouth again, the sound higher this time, more desperate.

The room fills with breath and movement and the soft friction of their bodies. His hands keep traveling—her waist, her hips, her breasts again—mapping her by touch alone as if he’s memorizing her in real time. She responds to every motion, mouth open beneath his, body pliant and still very much standing.

And I sit there with my robe open, heart hammering, watching my husband touch another woman for the first time—knowing exactly how close we all are now to the point where turning back will no longer be possible at all.

I don’t realize I’ve started touching myself until my fingers are already between my thighs.

The sight of Chelsea dropping slowly to her knees in front of Leon pulls the breath straight out of my chest. She doesn’t rush it. She sinks down teasingly, her hands sliding over his hips as she looks up at him through her lashes. He stands there bare-chested now, having tugged his shirt over his head without even thinking about it, his body taut with need.

She reaches for the button of his jeans.

Leon inhales sharply as she opens them and frees him fully, his cock thick and flushed when it springs into her waiting hands. She wraps her fingers around him easily, stroking once, slow and confident, before leaning in to take him into her mouth.

The sound she makes as her lips close around him is obscene and soft all at once.

My fingers slide through my folds as I watch, slick heat already gathered there from everything that’s come before. I circle my clit slowly, using just enough pressure to stay right on the edge while I take in every detail. The way her mouth works him. The way his hips twitch involuntarily at the first deep pass of her tongue.

She’s good.

Too good.

Her lips glide along his length in slow, controlled motions, tongue swirling around the sensitive underside as her hand works the base. Leon’s breathing becomes uneven almost immediately. One hand lifts as if he might touch her head, then drops again, knuckles whitening at his side as he restrains himself.

My own breath catches as my fingers slip lower, tracing the swollen, sensitive seam of myself before returning to my clit. I watch her cheeks hollow slightly as she takes him deeper, her throat working as she learns his shape with her mouth. His stomach tightens visibly. His entire body is wound tight with restraint and rising urgency.

“Chelsea…” he breathes, already strained.

She pulls back just enough to look up at him, lips wet and shining. Then she takes him deep again without warning, steady and unrelenting. His groan breaks loose, rough and helpless, hips jerking forward before he stops himself again with a sharp intake of breath.

He is dangerously close.

I feel it in the way his body shudders. I feel it between my own thighs as I rub faster, slickness coating my fingers as arousal builds too quickly to fully control.

She draws back suddenly, releasing him completely.

He lets out a broken sound of protest, eyes squeezed shut as he fights the edge she’s just dragged him back from.

“I want you to finish inside me,” she says softly.

The words hit him like a physical blow. I see it in the way his face tightens, jaw flexing as desire and restraint collide hard enough to make him visibly wince.

“No,” he says hoarsely. “You’re too young.”

The room vibrates with the tension of it. With everything unsaid.

I lean forward in the chair, robe still parted, fingers glistening between my thighs. “She’s made up her mind,” I say calmly. “Go ahead and give it to her. You know you want to.”

His eyes flick to me.

And that’s all it takes.

Leon groans low in his throat before he finally finishes stepping out of his jeans, kicking them aside without breaking eye contact with Chelsea. She’s still on her knees in front of him, lips flushed, eyes dark and hungry, her body angled toward his like gravity is pulling her in.

Then he moves.

He bends and lifts her in one smooth, desperate motion. She gasps and automatically wraps her arms around his neck, her legs locking around his waist as if she’s always known how to fit herself there. Their mouths crash together immediately, kiss turning messy and breathless as he carries her the short distance to the bed.

I rise from the chair and follow slowly, every nerve in my body buzzing.

He lays her back against the mattress with barely restrained urgency, her hair spilling across the sheets, her body open and waiting. He positions himself between her thighs, thick and hard, and I see the way her arousal glistens between her legs, her folds darkened and swollen with want.

He lines himself up with her wet slit and drags his cock over her teasingly instead of pushing in.

Chelsea arches instantly with a needy sound, hips lifting off the bed as his shaft glides over her folds, brushing her clit again and again with deliberate denial. Her hands clutch at the sheets. Her breath stutters into tiny, desperate gasps.

“Leon—please,” she whispers.

The restraint in his body is visible now. His stomach tightens. His jaw flexes. He rubs himself against her once more, slow and torturous, gathering her slick along his length until it shines.

That’s when I move to the bed.

I sit beside her and lift her head gently into my lap while she stays on her back, her body still open to him. I brush her hair back from her face, fingers combing through the soft strands as her eyes flutter shut at the touch. My other hand drifts to her chest, cupping the warmth of her breast, thumb circling her nipple lazily.

She moans softly at the dual sensation—his teasing pressure below and my touch above.

I bend close to her ear. “Now,” I murmur, calm and steady, “be our good girl and take my husband’s huge dick.”

The effect is immediate.

Leon pushes forward.

The first press of his tip parts her slick folds slowly. Chelsea’s breath catches hard as he eases into her inch by inch, her body stretching around him with visible effort. A soft cry slips from her mouth as her walls accept him, the snug heat drawing a groan straight from his chest.

I keep stroking her nipple as he slides deeper.

Her hands curl into the sheets. Her thighs tremble around his hips, the sensation pulling a strained sound from him that borders on a growl, all restraint finally collapsing into want.

The moment he finally slides his length fully inside her, the sight of it hits me in the chest like a physical rush.

Her body opens around him in a slow, stretching give, her slick folds parting as he presses deeper, thicker, until her hips lift instinctively to take every inch. A broken sound leaves her lips as his cock fills her, her stomach pulling tight, her thighs trembling where they lock around him.

The visual is almost too much to hold at once—his hips pressed between her spread legs, her wetness gathered along his shaft, the way her body molds around him like she was made for that exact shape.

My breath catches hard.

For one suspended heartbeat, he looks at me.

Our eyes meet across her body.

The moment is quiet and charged and devastating in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Twelve years of marriage condenses into a single exchange of breath and permission and trust. Then his focus breaks and drops back to the woman beneath him, where it belongs now.

He begins to move again.

Slow at first, letting her adjust, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with controlled depth. She whimpers softly, hands clutching at his forearms, eyes squeezed shut as sensation ripples through her in visible waves. Her walls flutter around him with tiny, helpless contractions that draw another groan from deep in his chest.

My hands are still on her breasts, thumbs brushing over the tight peaks with steady rhythm. Her nipples are flushed and sensitive now, her responses immediate and uncontrolled. Each time I pinch lightly, her back arches and her breath stutters.

His thumb slips between their bodies.

I watch it find her clit, watch the pad of his thumb circle the swollen bundle of nerves with slow, deliberate pressure as his thrusts grow steadier below. The coordination destroys her almost instantly. Her hips begin to rock involuntarily, chasing both sensations at once—his fullness inside her and the sharp, pulsing friction above.

“That’s it,” I murmur. “Come for us.”

The command ripples straight through her.

Her body tightens suddenly, every muscle drawing inward as her breath shatters into sharp little cries. Her clit throbs visibly beneath his thumb as her orgasm takes control of her, her inner walls spasming around his cock in frantic, pulsing waves.

She cries out his name as she comes apart, head tipping back against the pillows, mouth open in silent, helpless pleasure. Her thighs clamp hard around his hips as the aftershocks ripple outward through her in one long, shaking release.

And then he loses his restraint.

His thrusts grow rougher, faster, control slipping openly now as he drives into her with sharp, urgent motions. The bed creaks softly beneath the rhythm. Sweat beads along his temple. His breathing turns ragged and uneven, each exhale torn free from his chest.

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m going to come.”

The sitter’s eyes fly open.

She lifts her head just enough to look at him, voice wrecked and pleading. “Yes. Please. Come inside me.”

The words undo him completely.

His hips snap forward one final time as he buries himself deep inside her and releases. I feel it in the way his body locks, in the way his breath catches and stutters as he empties himself into her in heavy, helpless pulses. She gasps softly at the sensation, body still trembling as she takes every surge of him with open acceptance.

His face tightens with the force of it, jaw flexing, shoulders tense as the last of his release leaves him shaking.

When he finally stills, their breathing is loud in the room.

Her body softens beneath him slowly, legs loosening their grip as the intensity fades into warmth and exhaustion. His arms lock beside her shoulders for a moment as he stays braced above her, catching his breath, the reality of what just happened settling in with sobering clarity.

My hands remain on her breasts, gentler now, grounding her as the aftershocks ripple through her in slow, fading waves. Her lashes flutter as she stares up at the ceiling, chest rising and falling unsteadily.

I feel it inside myself too.

The heat.

The silence.

The irreversible shift that has just taken place.

He finally eases back from her carefully, his movement slow as he withdraws. The slick sound is soft and unmistakable as he pulls free, her body still opening instinctively as he leaves her. She exhales shakily at the sudden absence, one hand drifting to her stomach as if she can still feel him there.

The room feels suspended in the aftermath—warm, breathed-out, unreal. Chelsea finally shifts beneath him, rolling slightly to one side. Her body still glistens with sweat and effort, her chest rising and falling unevenly as she finds her breath again.

Then she looks at me.

The look is different now. Hungry in a quieter, more focused way.

“I want to taste you,” she says softly.

The words land low in my belly and spread like heat. Leon’s hand remains on her hip, relaxed now, his breathing slowing as the intensity eases from him. I don’t answer her with words. I answer by shifting my position on the bed, lowering the robe fully from my shoulders, letting it fall away so there’s nothing between us at all.

I spread my legs wide for her.

She watches me with open curiosity as she rolls onto her stomach between my thighs, her movements teasingly slow, her body still warm and pliant from what just happened. Her hair spills forward over her shoulders as she lowers herself, her mouth hovering just inches from me.

Leon’s fingers trail idly over her lower back, then down over the curve of her ass. He traces lazy patterns there, not claiming her, not directing her—just touching while she arches subtly into it, offering that part of herself without looking back.

Her first lick is cautious.

A gentle, inexperienced stroke of her tongue through my slick heat, slow and uncertain as she tests my response. I inhale sharply as sensation blooms outward from that point, my hands clutching softly at the sheets beside her shoulders. Her tongue skims along my folds again, sticking briefly where my arousal has already gathered thick and warm.

She’s not confident yet.

But she’s earnest.

Her tongue flattens slightly on the next pass, moving more slowly, tracing the shape of me with careful attention. I murmur softly without meaning to, my hips lifting a fraction in silent encouragement. She responds instinctively, letting her movements grow a little bolder, her mouth opening as she takes in more of my heat.

Leon’s fingers glide over her ass again, his touch unhurried and grounding. I feel the soft flex of her muscles as she arches into both sensations at once—his hand above, my body below.

She learns quickly.

Her tongue begins to circle instead of simply pass through, the motion gradually tightening as she senses what draws the strongest reaction from me. My breath grows uneven, small sounds slipping free between my lips as sensation builds in steady, rolling waves. Each movement of her mouth feels amplified now, spreading through my thighs and lower stomach until my muscles begin to tighten in response.

Her tongue finally finds my clit by accident.

The brush is light, fleeting—but my body reacts instantly, a sharp gasp tearing from my throat as my hips arch higher. She startles at my response, then immediately repeats the motion, slower this time, with intent. The pressure is imperfect, uneven, but that only makes it sweeter—her mouth learning me in real time.

“Yes,” I whisper, barely louder than a breath.

Encouraged, she begins to focus there, tongue flicking shyly at first, then with growing confidence as she feels how quickly my body responds to that contact. My thighs tremble with it. My stomach pulls tight. The sensation coils low and fast, far more quickly than I expect after everything that’s already happened tonight.

Behind her, Leon’s hand remains a constant, tracing slow, absent-minded lines along her ass, occasionally squeezing lightly when her hips shift. He watches her work with the same quiet attentiveness I felt earlier, his desire now softened into something warmer, steadier.

My own breath turns ragged.

Her tongue grows more certain, pressure increasing in small increments as she follows the changes in my body. My hands slide down to her shoulders, fingers tightening into her skin as the tension inside me crests too quickly to manage with control alone. My hips lift higher, chasing her mouth as the rhythm finally locks into place.

Heat surges sharp and bright through my nerves.

I cry out softly as release overtakes me, thighs tightening around her head as my climax ripples through me in slow, unguarded waves. The pleasure crests and spills, leaving me trembling and breathless, every muscle loosened in its wake.

She stays with me through it, gentle and unhurried, until the last shudder fades and my body softens beneath her again.

When she finally lifts her head, her mouth glistens faintly, her cheeks flushed with quiet satisfaction. Leon’s hand slides once more over her ass in an easy, affectionate pass.

We shift out of our positions. Leon sits back against the headboard, chest rising and falling evenly now, his hand resting loosely on Chelsea’s lower back where she lies curled between us.

She’s quiet for a moment, tracing absent little shapes on the sheet with her fingertip.

“Can I… stay here tonight?” she asks softly, not quite looking at either of us.

The question settles into my chest with unexpected weight. Leon glances at me, uncertainty flickering across his face in a way that finally feels grounded again—real. This is the part we didn’t rehearse. The part where fantasy gives way to morning.

“We shouldn’t,” he says gently.

I nod at first, because I know he’s right. Because this already crossed lines we can’t redraw. But Chelsea shifts slightly, her body warm and vulnerable between us now, and the hesitation on her face pulls at something protective and fierce inside me.

“It’s late,” I say quietly, an argument in her defense.

Leon exhales through his nose, long and resigned, then nods once. “Just tonight.”

Relief softens Chelsea’s entire body.

We clean up quietly, none of us speaking much as the adrenaline fades into something tender and tired. When the lights finally dim and the covers slide up around us, she crawls into bed between us without hesitation, small and warm and still faintly trembling from everything that came before.

Leon’s arm comes around her first.

Mine follows.

She settles onto her back between us, small and warm beneath the covers, Leon on one side and me on the other. His arm crosses her ribs while my hand rests low on her stomach, our bodies angled toward her from both sides. Her breathing steadies beneath our touch as we hold her there, sheltered on both sides.

We’re just holding her.

Chelsea relaxes slowly, the tension melting out of her muscles as sleep begins to claim her. Her breathing deepens. Her body goes heavy and trusting between ours. Leon presses his forehead briefly to the side of her head. I brush a slow, soothing stroke over her hip.

And then, we all fall asleep. Together.


My Husband’s Ex




I was scraping vegetables into the compost bin when he said it.

"Jules reached out today."

The name landed with a quiet thud between us. I didn’t look up right away, just ran the faucet and rinsed the cutting board. His voice had been too casual, too light. That tone men use when they know something might upset you and they’re trying to smuggle it in like it’s nothing.

“Oh?” I said, keeping it even.

“Yeah. Her lease is up and the new place isn’t ready yet. She’s got, like, ten days in between. Said she’s scrambling.”

I finally looked at him. He stood at the island, slicing lemon for his drink, not meeting my eyes either. “And she’s asking you…?”

He shrugged. “For a place to crash. Couch, air mattress, whatever. She’s reaching out to a couple people.”

But I already knew what was coming. That wasn’t the kind of thing he’d mention unless he was softening me up for it.

“You’re thinking we should offer?” I asked.

He hesitated, then nodded. “It’s just a few days. She’d be out before the month’s over. And you’d be here the whole time. It’s not like⁠—”

“I didn’t say no.”

And I hadn’t. Not yet. But my stomach was already twisting.

I wiped my hands on a towel and leaned against the counter, arms crossed. I hadn’t seen Jules in person officially. We weren’t enemies, exactly, but she wasn’t in my husband’s life in a close-way. Which is what made this request seem a little odd.

“She’s just in a bind,” he said gently. “No ulterior motives. She even said it would be strictly temporary. Like five nights, maybe six.”

I exhaled, long and slow. “I mean, we’d kind of look like assholes if we didn’t offer. Right?”

“You’re a good person,” he said, stepping around the island to kiss my cheek. His lips were warm, the scent of citrus still on them.

It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him. I did. But that didn’t stop my brain from already staging the movie. Her bags in the hallway. Her bare legs curled on our couch. Her laugh echoing through the walls while I lay in bed pretending not to care.

“Five nights,” I said, more to myself than him.

He smiled, relieved. “Tops.”

I forced a smile back and nodded. But deep down, I already knew. This was going to stir something up. I just didn’t know what yet.
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I wasn’t prepared for how pretty she’d be in person.

Jules stepped through the front door in a pale yellow dress that floated just above her knees, the kind of thing you throw on when you know you’ll look good in it. Her skin caught the last of the evening light, her collarbones soft and golden, a single thin strap of her purse digging lightly into her shoulder.

I’d seen her on social media before—filtered vacation shots, brunch selfies, that kind of thing—but this was different. This was flesh and presence. The kind of beauty that you felt. My mouth went dry for a second, and I hated that it did.

“Hey,” I managed. “Come on in.”

She smiled like we were already friends. “Thanks again for letting me crash. I really appreciate it.”

Before I could answer, my husband appeared from the hallway, barefoot and relaxed, a drink already in hand. His face lit up when he saw her.

“Jules,” he said warmly, crossing the room in three long strides and pulling her into a hug that lasted just a second too long. I watched him close his eyes for a moment, like he was drinking her in. “God, how have you been?”

She let out a breathy laugh, arms around his shoulders. “You know. Everyone has ups and downs.”

I stood there, invisible for a beat, then forced myself to break the moment.

“Come sit. Do you want a drink? We’ve got wine, mezcal, that plum sake you like—he told me about it once.”

Her face lit up again. “That would be nice.”

I poured for all three of us and joined them in the living room, trying not to feel like an outsider in my own home. They sat angled toward each other on the couch, their knees almost touching, while I curled up on the armchair across from them. The conversation was easy, too easy—like slipping back into a language only the two of them knew.

“Remember that tiny club in Portland?” Jules asked. “The one with the velvet curtains and the drummer who wouldn’t wear shoes?”

He grinned. “Yeah. You convinced the bartender to give us free shots all night because you said it was your anniversary.”

“It was,” she said, laughing.

“Of what?”

“Of seeing Interpol together, remember?”

I sipped my drink and tried to keep my face neutral. I didn’t know this version of him. He laughed more freely. He gestured with his hands when he talked, animated in a way I’d never noticed before.

Jules tilted her head, eyes narrowing with fondness. “God, I forgot you still do that with your hands when you’re thinking.”

He looked down at them, briefly self-conscious, then smiled. “Guess I haven’t changed that much.”

I sat back and let the voices wash over me. They weren’t doing anything wrong. It was just conversation. Just old friends catching up. But I couldn’t help the twinge that tightened in my chest every time she touched his arm to make a point, or the way he leaned in when she laughed.

I tried to insert myself a few times. “So what’s the new apartment like?” I asked her.

She turned to me, polite and kind. “It’s cute. Smaller than I’m used to, but it has good light. Big windows. That’s all I really wanted.”

He nodded. “You always loved sunlight. Even in winter you’d sit on the floor just to get that one patch.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You remember that?”

Of course he did.

I finished my glass of wine and set it down harder than I meant to. He glanced over at me, finally clocking my silence.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, smiling too quickly. “Just tired.”

He nodded, but Jules looked at me a beat longer, like she could feel something shift. Like maybe she knew exactly how it felt to be watching from the sidelines.
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My husband was already in bed when I came in, the covers pulled up to his waist, the soft light from his bedside lamp casting everything in gold. I climbed in slowly, the sheets cool against my skin, still thinking about the way she’d looked tonight—how easily she’d laughed, how he’d looked at her like she was a memory come to life.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, his hand resting on my hip, absently drawing circles through the fabric of my pajama shorts.

I didn’t want to bring it up, but it sat there, pulsing in the quiet. And I knew if I didn’t say something, it would twist in me all night.

“You two go way back,” I said lightly, like it was just an observation.

He chuckled. “Yeah. It was a long time ago though. We were kids, basically.”

I nodded, staring up at the ceiling. “You seemed really happy to see her.”

“I was. But it’s not like that.” He shifted closer, propping himself on one elbow. “She’s just… Jules. She always lights up a room.”

I gave a soft laugh I didn’t fully feel. “She’s gorgeous.”

He shrugged. “Sure, she’s attractive. Always has been. Why? Are you jealous?” He said it in a flirty, seductive way, not even teasing.

“Maybe a little bit,” I reluctantly admitted.

“Well there’s no reason to be. You’re more beautiful than her. I married you. I’d never cheat.”

I blinked.

He meant it as reassurance, I knew that. His voice was warm, his hand still moving gently on my hip. But my brain caught on his earlier words like a thread in a sweater: She’s attractive.

I turned slightly, pressing my face into his shoulder so he wouldn’t see whatever flickered across my expression. “I know,” I said. “I wasn’t accusing you.”

“I know you weren’t, but I still wanted you to hear it. To know for certain.” He kissed the top of my head and settled back down. “She’ll be gone in a few days. It’s not a big deal.”

I nodded against his chest, but my stomach had gone tight.

She’s attractive.

It echoed, unwanted and bright, bouncing around in my skull like a marble in a jar. I hadn’t needed confirmation that he noticed. That he still saw her that way. But now it was there, stuck under my skin.

His breathing evened out before mine did. He drifted off quickly, like he always did, while I lay awake beside him—too warm, too aware of every inch of space in our bed, and of the woman sleeping just one room over.
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I’d been looking forward to the date all week. Just the two of us, finally. A little steakhouse downtown, the kind of place with low lighting and white napkins folded into stiff triangles. We hadn’t had a night out in a while, and I’d taken my time getting ready—soft curls, subtle makeup, a black dress that made me feel sexy. When I stepped out of the bedroom, he actually whistled.

“That’s my wife,” he said, wrapping his arms around me and kissing my shoulder. “Damn.”

I smiled, warm and hopeful. This was what I wanted. Just us, something simple. A reminder.

But as we were putting on our jackets by the door, Jules called out from the couch. “You guys going somewhere fancy?”

He glanced back at her, then looked at me. “I forgot to mention—we had that reservation tonight.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” she said, tucking her legs under her and sipping her wine. “You two go have fun.”

And that should have been the end of it.

But he hesitated. “You sure you don’t want to come?”

I froze, my arms halfway into my coat sleeve.

She laughed. “I wasn’t fishing. I’m fine here.”

“No, seriously,” he said. “Come with us. Better than sitting here alone, right?”

My chest tightened. It was the kind of offer he’d always make—generous to a fault. But he wasn’t thinking. Or maybe he was, just not in the same way I was.

I looked at Jules, who tilted her head like she wasn’t sure if he meant it. Then I looked at him.

“Only if you want to,” I said, smiling even though my stomach had started to sink. “We’ve got room in the car.”

Fifteen minutes later, we were seated at a booth meant for two, squeezing in three.

She didn’t even need a menu.

“He always orders the bone-in ribeye,” Jules said, smiling at the waiter before glancing over at him. “Medium rare. No sauce.”

He laughed. “Guilty.”

“And the broccolini,” she added. “Because God forbid a starch touch his plate.”

I watched them—his face lighting up with the familiarity of it, the ease. Like they were rehearsing lines from a play they’d both memorized years ago. She knew his drink, too. Whiskey, neat, but only if the bar stocked Bulleit. I’d learned that on our second anniversary. She didn’t even have to ask.

He leaned in as they talked, their conversation so natural I felt like I was intruding on something intimate just by sitting there. She finished his sentences. Remembered his stories before he did.

I smiled too much. That’s what I noticed halfway through the meal—how tight my cheeks felt, how carefully I was monitoring every reaction. I laughed when I wasn’t sure the joke was funny. I nodded along to stories I wasn’t part of. I folded my napkin three times to keep my hands busy.

It wasn’t all about them. My husband still looked at me lovingly. Touched my thigh under the table, sending chills down my spine. But when they did share a personal moment, it felt like it took over everything else. The jealousy clouded my perception.

The waiter came by with dessert menus, and I shook my head, already full. Jules said, “He’s gonna want the crème brûlée,” before he opened his mouth.

I glanced at him, expecting him to tease her or correct her. He didn’t.

“She’s not wrong,” he said with a grin. “You know me.”

You know me.

Three simple words, but they stuck. Not because he meant anything by them—he didn’t. But because I hadn’t realized how much of him existed before me. A version she’d memorized. A rhythm I hadn’t heard until she stepped back into it.

The torch-lit patio outside shimmered behind the window, and I suddenly felt far too warm.

She’ll be gone in a few days, I reminded myself silently as they debated which dessert to share.

But I couldn’t help the quiet ache that crept in anyway.

Because sitting there across from them, I didn’t feel like his wife.

I felt like the third wheel.
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It was late enough that the house felt quieter than it had all evening. He’d gone upstairs to take a shower, leaving Jules and me alone in the kitchen with the low hum of the dishwasher.

I poured myself a glass of water and leaned against the counter, watching her move around the space like she already knew it. She rolled up the sleeves of her cardigan, rinsed her glass, set it neatly in the drying rack. Small things. Familiar things.

“Thanks again for letting me stay,” she said easily. “I know this kind of thing can be… awkward.”

I smiled, polite by reflex. “It’s fine. Really. It’s temporary.”

She glanced at me then, something unreadable in her eyes, but she didn’t comment.

For a moment, we just stood there, the quiet stretching. I told myself this was good. Normal. Two adult women sharing space without drama. The kind of moment that proved I wasn’t as threatened as I sometimes felt.

So when the question slipped out, it surprised me almost as much as it surprised her.

“How long were you together?” I asked.

The words hung there between us, heavier than I’d expected.

She didn’t hesitate. Not even a little.

“Long enough that I thought we’d get married.”

There was no edge in her voice. No apology. Just fact.

My chest tightened, and I had to consciously remind myself to breathe. “Oh,” I said softly, like that single sound could carry all the thoughts I didn’t want to say out loud.

She leaned back against the opposite counter, crossing her ankles. “We talked about it seriously. Rings, timelines, the whole thing. It wasn’t some fling.”

I nodded, my fingers curling around the cool rim of my glass. I didn’t know why I’d asked. Or maybe I did, and I just hadn’t expected her to answer so cleanly. So confidently.

“That must’ve been hard,” I said, because it felt like the right thing to say.

She shrugged. “It was. But it was also a long time ago. People grow up.”

I studied her then, really looked. The curve of her mouth when she smiled, the way she held herself with an ease that felt earned. I could see why he’d loved her. That was the part that unsettled me most—not jealousy exactly, but recognition.

“I didn’t mean to pry,” I added, too late to take it back.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m just surprised he hadn’t told you already.”

“Yeah. Well, I guess I never really asked, either.”

And that was it. No discomfort. No second-guessing. She hadn’t flinched, hadn’t softened it for my sake. She’d let the truth exist in the room with us, fully formed.

When he came back downstairs a few minutes later, hair damp and smelling like soap, something had shifted. Nothing visible. But I felt it settle into me anyway.

I’d opened a door I couldn’t close now.

The past wasn’t just a story anymore.

It was standing in my kitchen, looking entirely at home.
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The next night, we were having pasta—something simple he’d thrown together while Jules opened the wine and I set the table. It could’ve been cozy, intimate even, if it weren’t for the third plate.

Conversation flowed easily enough at first. He asked about her new job, I complimented her dress, and we all laughed over a shared gripe about the local grocery store’s impossible parking lot. For a moment, I could almost forget that I’d invited a ghost into our home.

Then she leaned back in her chair, swirling the red wine in her glass, and said, “Do you remember how we met?”

He smiled instantly. “Of course I do. That bookstore on Fourth.”

I didn’t move, but something in me tightened.

“God,” she said, laughing. “You were trying to reach that ridiculous hardback on the top shelf. Standing on your tiptoes, looking completely helpless.”

He chuckled. “And you climbed the rolling ladder like some kind of superhero.”

“I wasn’t going to let you break your neck trying to get it. And it was a good book.”

He nodded, grinning at the memory. “You handed it down to me like it was a sacred text. Then we sat on the floor and talked about Murakami for, what, two hours?”

“Two and a half,” she said. “I remember because I was supposed to meet a friend for lunch and I never showed.”

The air in the room shifted—nothing loud, just the subtle hush of a story too intimate to be shared without consequence. I didn’t speak, didn’t interrupt. I just kept twirling pasta onto my fork and pretending my stomach hadn’t suddenly gone hollow.

It wasn’t the story itself. It was the ease of it. The charm. The fact that it sounded like something out of a movie. A perfect little meet-cute, all coincidence and chemistry and accidental magic.

He looked at her like he was still amused by the memory. “I asked for your number and wrote it on the bookmark.”

She laughed again, eyes bright. “God, I forgot about that.”

I smiled too hard and sipped my wine. My throat burned.

When I’d met him, it had been through friends. A dinner party. Too much wine. He’d kissed me at the end of the night and asked for my number, but it hadn’t been cinematic. It had been… normal. Comfortable. And I’d liked that. I still did.

But now, hearing this story—this easy, sparkling beginning—I felt like someone who’d been cast in the sequel, trying to follow a plot I wasn’t part of.

He turned to me, finally noticing my silence. “Babe, did I ever tell you that story?”

I shook my head, careful to keep my voice light. “No. It’s sweet.” And it was. That was the problem.

He didn’t hear the shift in my tone. Or maybe he did and chose to ignore it.

I chewed slowly, listening too closely. Cataloguing every shared glance, every remembered word. Every part of him she’d known before I ever walked into his life.

She wasn’t showing off. That was the worst part. She was just remembering, as if the past were still warm in her hands.

And I was trying too hard to act like it didn’t matter. But it did.

Because for the first time, I realized something I hadn’t wanted to admit.

They’d had a real beginning, and I was just the after.

The plates were cleared and the last of the wine drained, and I was tired—but not in a way that felt restful. My body buzzed with too many thoughts, too much information. We had moved to the sofa for after dinner wine, but I was ready to put some distance between me and Jules. I stood and stretched, trying to keep my voice even.

“I think I’m gonna head up,” I said, brushing imaginary crumbs from the table. “Long day.”

My husband nodded, already gathering the wine glasses. “Yeah. Same.”

Jules smiled, her legs tucked under her on the couch, a blanket draped casually over one knee like she belonged here. “Thanks for dinner. Everything was delicious.”

“Of course,” I said, and turned toward the hallway.

But then she stood, barefoot, glass in hand, and crossed the room to him. And before I could fully register it, she leaned in and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.

He didn’t hesitate. His arms came around her waist, familiar. Automatic.

It wasn’t dramatic. Nothing overt. Just a hug.

But it lingered.

Long enough for me to notice the way her head rested against his chest for a second too long. Long enough to see his hand flex gently against her lower back before he let go.

“You always made the best pasta,” she murmured into his shoulder. “Some things don’t change.”

He smiled, and I saw something soft in it. Something I wasn’t meant to see.

And yet—I didn’t speak. I didn’t move.

I watched.

And maybe it should’ve hurt more than it did. Maybe it did hurt, in a quiet, aching way I couldn’t fully name. But under the tightness in my chest, under the jealousy I’d been nursing all night, something else stirred.

Heat. Something lower. Slower. Unexpected.

I watched her let go of him, fingertips trailing just slightly before she stepped back. I felt the thrum of it in my own skin, like I’d been standing too close to a fire and couldn’t walk away.

He looked over at me, oblivious, and reached for my hand.

“You coming?”

I nodded and followed him upstairs. But the image stayed with me. Her body pressed to his. His hand on her back.

And the strange way my body had responded to both.

We climbed into bed, both quiet.

The ceiling fan spun lazily above us, the only sound in the room aside from our breathing and the occasional creak of the house settling. He lay on his back, one arm behind his head, the other resting lightly across his stomach. I was curled on my side facing him, but not touching him.

I couldn’t stop seeing it. Her arms around him. The way he’d held her, soft and knowing. Not inappropriate. Just intimate. Familiar in a way that made something twist inside me.

“Are you still attracted to her?” I asked, barely above a whisper.

He turned his head, eyes narrowing in the dark. “What?”

I shrugged like it wasn’t a big deal, but my pulse had started to race. “Not just, like… is she attractive. I mean—if things were different. If you could. Would you sleep with her?”

He went still beside me. “Seriously?”

“Just tell me.”

He sighed, turning his face back to the ceiling. “You’re setting a trap. I’m not walking into it.”

But I reached for him anyway, my fingers slipping under the sheet, tracing the outline of his cock through his boxers. He was already half hard. My touch made him inhale sharply.

“It’s not a trap,” I said quietly. “It’s just a question.”

He didn’t answer.

I moved my fingers more deliberately, dragging them slowly along the ridge of him, feeling him swell beneath the cotton. I leaned in, letting my lips brush his shoulder.

“Would you fuck her if you could?” I whispered. “Would you take her up to this bed, peel that little dress off her, and fuck her slow while I listened from the hallway?”

He groaned, barely audible. His hips shifted under my touch.

“She still knows you,” I breathed. “Knows how to make you laugh. Remembers how you like your steak. And I’m sure she still remembers how good you fuck.”

He exhaled, sharp and shaky, his cock hard now under my hand. I felt powerful, suddenly, and unsettled by that power all at once.

I didn’t know where the words came from. I didn’t plan them. But they slid out anyway.

“What if I let you?”

His whole body tensed. He turned his head sharply toward me, eyes wide. “Wait—what?”

I met his gaze, heart thudding. “How would you fuck her?” I asked, low and steady. “I want you to show me.”

“This is a bad idea,” he said, voice husky, but there was no conviction behind it. Just heat. Hesitation.

I moved closer, pressing my chest to his side. My hand kept stroking, slow and deliberate.

“Pretend I’m her,” I whispered. “I want to know.”

His breath caught. And then, slowly, he reached for me.

I didn’t wait for him to make the first move.

The tension between us was thick, humming with things we couldn’t take back. My thighs slid over him as I straddled his hips, the sheet slipping off us as I shifted into place. His cock, still hard from everything I’d said, pressed thick and warm against the damp center of my panties.

I rocked my hips once, slow and deliberate, dragging my heat along the length of him. The friction made us both gasp.

His hands came to my thighs, then slid up, gathering the hem of my nightgown until it bunched around my waist. He looked at me like he didn’t recognize this version of me—bold, driven by something messy and dark—but he didn’t stop me either.

He hooked a finger into the side of my panties and pulled them aside, exposing me to the cool air. I could feel how wet I was, how desperate I’d gotten without even meaning to. His other hand tugged his boxers down just enough to free his cock, and then he guided me down, his tip brushing right where I needed him.

I sank onto him slowly, taking him in inch by inch until he filled me completely. His breath stuttered and his hands gripped my waist like he didn’t trust himself not to lose control.

He moved first—his hips rolling up into me, firm and deep—then let me take over the rhythm. I rode him steadily, letting the stretch of him root me in the moment, letting the slick sounds of us fill the silence between gasps.

His hand slid up, cupping the side of my neck, his thumb pressing lightly beneath my jaw. The other dug harder into my waist as he began thrusting up in time with my movement, each snap of his hips rougher than the last.

“You want to be her?” he growled, low and filthy. “You want me to fuck her?”

“Yes,” I moaned, before I could stop myself.

That single word stunned him for a second. His mouth parted like he didn’t expect to hear it out loud. But then something darker crossed his face—desire laced with disbelief—and he thrust into me harder.

“I’d pound her,” he muttered, voice rough with heat. “I’d make her scream. But only for you. Only to get you off.”

I moaned louder, burying my face in his neck as my orgasm rushed through me. It cracked me open, hot and unsteady, and I trembled against him as I came.

He followed a breath later, gritting his teeth, hands gripping me hard as he spilled into me, his whole body going rigid beneath mine before finally slumping back against the bed.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Breathing. Sinking.

I rested my forehead against his shoulder, my body still pulsing faintly around him, too raw to hide what I was feeling.

“I think I might actually want it,” I whispered. “I don’t know why. But I do.”

He didn’t answer right away. His fingers smoothed across my back, slow and distracted.

“Sleep it off,” he said eventually, his voice low. “We can talk about it tomorrow.”

But I didn’t think sleep would make it go away. And I wasn’t sure I wanted it to.
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He was at work by the time I woke up, and I lay in bed for a while, staring at the ceiling, still raw from the night before. My body ached in that satisfying, used way—but my mind hadn’t settled. If anything, it had sharpened.

I kept replaying it. The way he responded when I brought her into the room with us, even just in words. The way his hands tightened. The way he came. The way I came.

And what I’d said after. I think I might actually want this.

By the time I was finished getting read for the day, I was staring at my phone with my thumb hovering over the keyboard. I typed the words before I could second-guess them.

I think I still want this. Do you mind if I ask her?

I sent it before I lost my nerve.

The little gray dots appeared right away. Then disappeared. Reappeared. Gone again.

Finally, the reply came through.

If it’s really what you want.

I stared at that sentence longer than I should have, trying to decode everything unsaid in it. His hesitation. His surrender. His trust.

It was enough.

I padded downstairs barefoot, the mug still warm in my hand, and paused when I reached the bottom step.

She was already there—curled up on the couch with one leg tucked beneath her, a throw blanket across her lap and a fresh cup of coffee in her hands. She looked up at me with that calm, steady expression she always wore, like she’d already read the scene five pages ahead.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning.”

I walked toward the couch but didn’t sit yet. My fingers tightened into small fists. The heat grounded me.

“I have an idea I want to run by you,” I said slowly. “If you’re still attracted to my husband, that is.”

Her mouth quirked into a knowing smile. “I wondered when this would come up.”

I blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head, dark hair falling over her shoulder. “I could see it in your eyes this whole time. You’ve been jealous. But, curious too.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

She set her coffee down on the side table without looking away. “You want us to sleep together.”

It wasn’t even a question. I swallowed, throat dry. How had she seen right through me? I didn’t even realize fully until last night.

“Yes,” I said. “But I want to watch.”

She held my gaze, her smile softening, deepening into something warmer. “Okay.”

That one word made my breath hitch. I blinked. “Okay?”

She nodded once, her voice quieter now. “Okay.”

The simplicity of it unraveled something inside me. I don’t know what I’d expected—shock, hesitation, maybe a coy little back-and-forth. But not this. Not calm acceptance. Not her meeting me where I was, without judgement.

I finally sat down beside her, my pulse thudding in my ears.

She reached for her mug again and took a sip. “Just let me know when.”

And just like that, the decision was real. Not just an idea. Not just a fantasy whispered in bed.

But a future we’d both agreed to. Something was going to happen. And I wasn’t sure who I was going to be on the other side of it.
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I took my time getting ready.

I wasn’t sure why I was nervous—we’d talked about this. I’d chosen this. But as I stood in front of the mirror in my best black lingerie, my hands trembled a little. The lace bra and panties hugged every curve, sheer in the places that made me blush just looking at myself. I wasn’t wearing anything else. No robe, no dress to cover up. Just the lingerie. Just intention.

When I walked into the guest room, Jules was already brushing her hair out in soft waves. She looked over her shoulder at me, and her gaze dipped down my body without shame.

“That’s what you’re wearing?” she asked, arching one brow.

“I want you to wear something like this too,” I said, voice steady. “No clothes. Just lingerie. Whatever makes you feel beautiful.”

Her smile was slow. Confident. “You’re sure?”

I nodded.

She didn’t ask again. Just turned back to her bag and began slipping out of her clothes.

My heart thudded louder with every passing minute as I went back to our bedroom and pulled the chair into the corner. I angled it just enough to see the whole bed. Then I sat. Waiting.

The house was quiet which only built up the heat of the situation even more. Then Jules entered wearing a deep wine-colored set of lace that left nothing to the imagination. She was striking and my breath hitched at the sight of her. “Where do you want me?” she asked.

I angled my head toward the bed and she nodded, heading toward it. When I heard the front door open and close, a jolt of nerves shot through me.

He was home.

There were footsteps. The creak of the floor. A pause in the hallway.

“Hello?” he called, voice light, confused.

I didn’t answer.

Then I heard him walking again—closer now—until the bedroom door eased open.

He froze.

Jules was stretched out across the bed in. Her legs were crossed at the ankles, hair loose around her shoulders, like a scene from a dream. I sat in the corner, my bare thighs against the edge of the chair, heat curling low in my belly as I watched his face shift—first confusion, then disbelief, then hunger.

He blinked at both of us. “What… is this?”

I met his eyes, voice low but clear. “We’re ready.”

His mouth parted, and I saw the way his body changed—the way tension rippled through him, how fast his breathing got.

“Fuck,” he whispered. “You’re serious?”

Jules sat up slowly, then stood, her eyes never leaving his. She walked to him like she’d done it a hundred times before. Like no time had passed.

“You’re overdressed,” she said, reaching for his tie.

He didn’t stop her. She loosened the knot, slid the tie from his collar, and draped it across the nearby dresser. Then came the jacket, slow and deliberate. She peeled it from his shoulders, folded it over the other chair, and moved to the buttons of his shirt.

He looked at me over her shoulder, still stunned, his voice rough. “Are you sure?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“I’m so wet for it already,” I said. “I want you to fuck her, honey.”

His eyes darkened. His hands came up, finally touching her—one sliding over the curve of her waist, the other dipping to cup her ass as she undid the last button and pushed the shirt off his chest.

He didn’t wait another second.

He cupped Jules’s face in both hands and kissed her hard, mouths crashing together like they were starving for it. His tongue pushed into her mouth, and she moaned into the kiss, gripping his shoulders as she pressed against him.

My breath caught.

I felt heat pool low in my belly, thighs clenching involuntarily as I watched the two of them—my husband’s bare chest against her lace-covered breasts, his hands roaming her curves like he remembered every inch of her body. Maybe he did.

And still, this was for me. I could feel it in the way he glanced over at me mid-kiss, like he needed my permission again. Like he wanted to see what this was doing to me.

I didn’t look away. I wanted to see it all.

I watched them kiss—my husband and his ex—just feet from where I sat in the corner of the bedroom, knees parted, pulse racing.

It still didn’t feel entirely real. The sight of them together, the way their mouths moved with growing hunger, their hands grasping more eagerly now—his fingers sliding down her back, hers gliding over his abs—made my skin prickle with heat. I should have felt sick. Furious, even.

But I didn’t.

I felt turned on. Obsessively, achingly turned on.

Their bodies pressed together like they’d never been apart. He kissed her the way I remembered him kissing me when we first met—open-mouthed and possessive, with a hunger he couldn’t quite control. Her hands slid to his belt, working the buckle free, then the button, the zipper. I saw the tension in his thighs, the way he stiffened slightly as she eased his pants down, her hands steady and unhurried.

My own hand slid between my thighs, fingers dipping under the edge of my panties before I could even think. I was soaked—shamelessly wet—just from watching.

She kissed down his chest as she knelt, soft lips brushing over his stomach. His boxers caught on his erection, and when she tugged them down, his cock sprang free, flushed and thick, already hard.

“God,” she murmured, running her hand along the base. “I forgot how perfect you are.”

He saw me teasing myself and groaned, his eyes dark with disbelief.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You really want this, don’t you?”

I met his gaze, my fingers still moving inside my panties, slow and needy. “I don’t know why,” I said, voice low and honest. “But I do.”

He swallowed hard, jaw tense. Then his hand slid into her hair as she leaned forward, her mouth wrapping around the head of his cock.

He tipped his head back with a deep, guttural groan.

I watched everything.

The way her lips slid down his length, taking him deeper inch by inch, her hand still gripping the base. The way he moved in her mouth, slowly at first, his fingers tightening in her hair. The way she moaned around him, eyes fluttering closed like this was just as good for her as it was for him.

I stroked myself in time with the rhythm of her mouth. My thighs trembled. Every time he groaned, it sent another jolt of heat through me. He looked so good like that—undone, hips jerking forward slightly as she sucked harder, his whole body straining toward her like he couldn’t help it.

It should’ve made me jealous. And maybe it did—somewhere deep down, in that tangled place where envy and arousal lived side by side. But I didn’t want to stop it.

I wanted more.

She pulled back slightly, twisting her hand as she stroked him, tongue flicking at the tip. Then she took him deeper again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked harder.

His hips bucked, and he grunted, trying to hold himself back.

“Jules—fuck, I’m close.”

She didn’t stop.

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. My fingers were slick with my own wetness, circling my clit, dipping lower, pressing back up. I bit my bottom lip to keep from crying out too soon. I didn’t want to miss a second of it.

His breathing turned ragged. His stomach tightened.

Then he groaned her name again—lower, more desperate—and came in her mouth with a shudder. His whole body jerked. His hand gripped her hair tightly as he spilled down her throat.

I moaned, unable to help it, my own body pulsing as I came seconds later, hips jerking forward, thighs clenched around my hand.

She swallowed it all and licked him clean like it was nothing new.

And still, I couldn’t stop watching.

Even with my pulse racing, even with my body trembling, even as my husband slowly opened his eyes again and looked straight at me—stunned, dazed, wrecked.

Jules stood slowly, deliberately, like she wanted me to see every part of her.

She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra without looking down, letting it slide off her shoulders and fall to the floor. Her breasts were full and heavy, nipples already darkened, the soft weight of them shifting as she moved. I felt my breath hitch before I could stop it.

Then she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and pushed them down her hips, over her thighs, until she stepped out of them completely.

She was naked.

Completely, unapologetically naked in our bedroom.

I let myself look. I didn’t rush it. I took in the slope of her breasts, the gentle curve of her waist, the smooth plane of her stomach. Then my eyes drifted lower, to the soft dark curl of hair between her thighs, to the glistening heat there that made my pulse jump.

I was more turned on than I’d ever been in my life.

My hand slipped back between my legs without thinking, fingers slick, trembling. I should have been overwhelmed with jealousy. I should have wanted to look away.

Instead, I wanted him to touch her.

And he did.

He stepped closer, drawn in like gravity had shifted in the room. His hands slid to her waist first, thumbs brushing her skin like he was reacquainting himself with something familiar. Then his palms moved upward, over her ribs, cupping her breasts fully.

She gasped softly as his thumbs brushed her nipples, rolling them gently. My chest tightened at the sound she made, the intimacy of it. The way her body responded to him so naturally.

He leaned down, mouth closing around one nipple, sucking slowly before switching to the other. Her fingers threaded through his hair as she arched into him, offering herself without hesitation.

I watched, my thighs pressing together, my breathing shallow and unsteady.

His hand slid down her stomach, lower and lower, until his fingers found her between the legs. He groaned softly against her breast as he touched her there, his fingers parting her, testing how wet she was.

I swallowed hard. “Is she wet for you?”

He didn’t lift his head. His voice came out rough and strained, muffled against her skin. “Yes.”

The word sent a jolt through me, sharp and electric.

I rocked slightly in the chair, fingers working faster now, my body burning with need. “Good,” I said, my voice low but steady despite the way my heart was pounding. “I want you to fuck her.”

His head snapped up at that, eyes dark and searching as he looked at me, like he needed to see my face one more time. Like he needed to make sure I was still here. Still choosing this.

I didn’t look away.

Jules looked between us, her lips parted, her body flushed and open. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

He turned back to her, hands gripping her hips now, firm and sure. The room felt charged, heavy with heat and permission and something dangerously close to surrender.

I watched them, my body aching, my jealousy tangled tight with desire.

I thought he’d take her to the bed.

That’s what I’d been preparing myself for—watching from a distance, letting it play out like something half-dreamed, half-feared. But instead, he did something else. Something I wasn’t ready for.

He lifted her.

Just slid his arms beneath her thighs and picked her up like she weighed nothing. Jules let out a little gasp of surprise, but wrapped her arms around his shoulders like she’d done it before. Maybe she had.

And then he turned and placed her on the dresser.

My dresser.

The one right beside the chair where I was sitting.

“So you can watch us up close,” he said, looking me straight in the eye.

I gasped.

Jules was right there—bare thighs against the dark wood, knees parted, her breasts rising and falling with shallow breaths. The heat coming off her was palpable. I could smell it: the heady, unmistakable scent of her arousal. Rich. Wet. Real.

She glanced at me and gave a slow, wicked wink.

My body tensed in the chair. My breath hitched. My hand was still between my legs, but I’d stopped moving. I couldn’t. I was frozen by the intensity of it—of her so close, of him standing between her thighs now, stroking his cock as he looked between us.

“Are you ready?” he asked her, his voice rough, almost guttural.

She didn’t speak. She just nodded, eyes wide with anticipation, legs falling farther open as she leaned back slightly on her hands.

He lined himself up, the tip of his cock sliding along her wet folds, teasing her for a second before pushing in.

My mouth fell open.

I watched every inch of him disappear inside her—slowly at first, and then deeper, until he was buried completely. Her breath caught, head falling back as her hips rocked forward to meet him.

Something clenched hard in my chest.

I couldn’t look away.

His hands gripped her thighs as he began to move, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, the soft slap of skin on skin filling the room alongside her quiet gasps and moans. His rhythm wasn’t slow. It was hard. Rough. Like he was fucking her with something to prove.

Jealousy surged up in me like a flash fire—hot, unexpected, blinding. I hated how natural they looked together. How easily their bodies fit. I hated that I could see the pleasure on her face, in the arch of her back, the way she called his name like he still belonged to her.

And yet I was soaking wet.

I could feel it between my legs, sticky and hot and humiliating. My fingers moved again without conscious thought, slipping over my clit as I stared at the place where they were joined—his cock stretching her open, slick and gleaming.

He grunted, fucking her harder now, the dresser creaking beneath her with every thrust. Her body rocked against him, her moans louder, more desperate.

Then his hand moved down, and his thumb found her clit.

She jerked beneath him.

“Oh god,” she whimpered.

I moaned too, quietly, without meaning to. I was so close I could see everything. His muscles straining. Her breasts trembling. The little twitch of his thumb as he circled her clit, again and again.

She came first.

Her whole body tensed, her legs shaking around his hips as she cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the dresser like she was holding herself together. Her pussy clenched around him, and I saw it happen—watched the way his thrusts grew uneven, more frantic.

Then he groaned her name, hips slamming into hers one last time as he came deep inside her.

My husband. Coming inside another woman. Right in front of me.

I should have broken then. Should have gotten up. Should have said enough.

But I didn’t.

I just came—silently, breathlessly, my own body shuddering in the chair as I watched him fill her.

It was wrong. It was overwhelming. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

They were still connected—him inside her, his hands braced against the dresser, her legs wrapped loosely around his hips. Their breathing slowed, but neither moved right away. His forehead rested against hers, damp with sweat, their mouths close, eyes half-closed like they were sharing something wordless and heavy. Like part of them still remembered how to come down together.

I couldn’t breathe.

My hand moved faster between my legs, my body desperate, on the edge of release—but right as I started to tip into it, Jules opened her eyes and looked directly at me.

“Don’t come yet,” she said softly. Her voice was still breathless, but steady.

I blinked, stunned.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered. “I want to know how wet you got for us. Get up here.”

I hesitated. My legs trembled as I stood, still shaking from how close I’d been, how badly I still wanted to come.

My husband looked over at me, his cock still buried inside her, but his gaze had shifted. There was something deeper in it now—something reverent. He slid his hands under her thighs and slowly pulled out, groaning as he did. Jules gasped quietly, her body twitching in response, then let him lower her to the floor with a soft thud of bare feet on wood.

She stepped aside, and he turned to me.

Without a word, he gripped my waist and lifted me up, his hands firm and certain. He hoisted me onto the same dresser, my thighs parted automatically as I settled where she had just been.

The wood was still warm beneath me.

He stepped aside, his chest rising and falling with each breath as he watched Jules step in close. Her hands found my knees, easing them farther apart.

Then she kissed me.

Soft at first, like she was checking. Like she wanted to be sure I’d let her.

I did.

Her lips were warm and full, tasting faintly of my husband. She kissed me deeper, and I let myself fall into it, her tongue gliding slowly against mine as her hands slid up my sides.

When she reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, I didn’t stop her.

She peeled it away and let it fall, then bent her head and took one of my nipples into her mouth, sucking gently while her fingers circled the other. I gasped, my hands falling to her shoulders. Her mouth was hot, her tongue teasing, her teeth grazing me just enough to make my back arch.

Then she moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, and I let out a shaky moan.

I couldn’t believe how badly I wanted this.

She dropped to her knees in front of me, her eyes never leaving mine as her hands slid up my thighs. Her fingers curled around the waistband of my panties and slowly pulled them down, letting them fall around my ankles. I kicked them off without thinking.

She leaned in and kissed the inside of one thigh, then the other.

Then she licked my pussy.

I cried out softly, my hands darting to her hair, fisting it instinctively. Her tongue circled my clit, then flattened and dragged up through the slick mess between my folds. She groaned like she liked the taste of me. Like she wanted it.

Her fingers slid inside me—one, then two—and my hips bucked forward in response.

“Oh god,” I whispered, barely able to speak.

She sucked gently on my clit while curling her fingers just right, finding the spot that made my vision blur. Her rhythm was perfect, relentless. Wet, filthy sounds filled the room, and I couldn’t hold back anymore.

I came with a strangled moan, my thighs shaking, my fingers tangled tight in her hair. I ground against her face as the orgasm ripped through me—sharp and fast and messy, hotter than anything I’d felt in my life.

She didn’t stop until I was panting, my whole body trembling, my legs threatening to give out.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were glossy with my arousal, and her eyes were lit with something playful and satisfied.

She smiled up at me, licking her fingers clean.

And I just sat there, wrecked, still trying to figure out who I was now that this had actually happened.

Jules stood slowly, rising from her knees with a languid grace, like she had all the time in the world. Her skin was flushed, her lips slick from me, and when she stepped between my thighs again, I didn’t flinch. I just waited.

She leaned in close, so close I could feel the brush of her breath against my neck, the soft pressure of her bare breasts grazing mine. Her lips hovered at the shell of my ear, not quite kissing, but close enough that I shivered anyway.

“Is that what you wanted?” she murmured, her voice low and full of knowing. “To watch him cum inside me?”

The question hit me hard—not cruelly, but truthfully. There was no mocking in her voice, no judgement. Just awareness.

I gasped, still breathless from what she’d just done to me, and I nodded. “Yes,” I whispered. “It was everything. And more.”

She leaned back with a smirk, her eyes glittering. “Guess I’ll be overstaying my welcome then.”

I didn’t look away. I didn’t blush or shrink.

I met her gaze, steady and sure, and said, “Guess you will.”

That was the moment I knew something inside me had shifted.

Not broken—just… changed.

Behind her, my husband let out a stunned, slightly dazed laugh, leaning against the wall like he needed it for support.

“You two are going to drive me absolutely crazy,” he said.

Jules turned her head toward him, over her shoulder, and gave him a slow smile. “Good.”

Then, without warning, she kissed me again—this time with no hesitation, no pretense. Her tongue slid into my mouth and I moaned softly, opening for her like I’d already forgotten how to pretend I didn’t want this. Her hand cupped my jaw, her body warm against mine, and I kissed her back just as hungrily.

When she pulled away, she was grinning.

“Come on,” she said, tugging gently on my hand. “Let’s go to bed. Together.”

My breath caught again, not from nerves this time, but from the rush of wanting. I let her help me down from the dresser, my legs still shaky, my body humming.

I turned toward my husband, still gloriously naked and wrecked and watching me like he couldn’t believe what the night had turned into.

I kissed him hard—fingers threading into his hair, my mouth urgent against his. I tasted him. I tasted her. I tasted us. He groaned into the kiss, hands coming to my waist like he needed to anchor himself.

And as we stood there, tangled in sweat and lust and something more than either of those things, I felt it wash through me.

This had changed us. There was no putting it back in the box. No pretending this was a one-time thing.

But strangely, I didn’t feel afraid. I felt alive.

And maybe that was the whole point.


Intimacy Coach




I didn’t know when it started, only that I noticed it too late.

There was still love between us—I wasn’t confused about that. Nate wasn’t cruel or distant in the way some men turn cold when they’re done trying. He still kissed my forehead every morning. Still pulled me against him in the kitchen sometimes just to hold me. We still talked. Still laughed. But it had been months since I felt wanted in that desperate I have to have you right now sort of way.

And yeah, I missed the sex. But I missed how it used to feel even more. How we used to feel when we touched each other like we couldn’t get enough. That first-year kind of hunger where even the way he looked at me used to light something in my chest. It wasn’t like that anymore.

Now it was me watching him undress, waiting for the spark. Watching him crawl into bed and roll onto his side with a half-hearted “you good?” before falling asleep. And me lying awake afterward, wondering if something was broken or if this was just what marriage became after a few too many years of busy schedules and polite orgasms.

I tried not to overthink it. I really did.

But the last time we had sex, it felt like we were doing a chore. Like we were just trying to get orgasms out of our system so we could move on with life. Like he was checking a box and hoping I didn’t notice.

I noticed.

I started looking things up online after that. Quietly. At night. Terms like “low libido marriage” and “sexual disconnection” and “couples therapy for intimacy.” And then, because I was desperate enough to want something different, I clicked into a few pages about sex coaching. I didn’t even know that was a thing. But there were photos—smiling women, confident and calm—and phrases like “body-based intimacy support” and “practical guidance for couples who still love each other but feel stuck.”

It made my chest ache, because that was us. Still in love. Still trying. Just… stuck.

I didn’t tell Nate right away. I hated the idea of making him feel like he wasn’t enough. That was the part I kept circling around in my head—how to say “I want more” without it sounding like “you’re failing me.”

So I waited. I swallowed it down. For days.

And then one night, over takeout at the kitchen island, it just… came out.

He was sipping his beer, distracted, probably thinking about the game. I was picking at my salad, trying to find the courage.

“Nate?”

“Yeah?” He looked up, smiling. Still sweet. Still him.

“I’ve been thinking about something. About us.”

His smile dipped. “Okay…”

I hesitated. My fingers gripped the edge of the stool. “I know things have been kind of… flat between us lately. Sexually, I mean. I miss the way it used to be. And I think you do too.”

He didn’t say anything at first, but I watched his throat tighten as he swallowed. His eyes dropped to the countertop.

“I was wondering if… we’d ever think about maybe talking to someone. A coach or therapist or… I don’t know. Just someone who could help us figure this out. I love you. I just… I want to feel close to you again.”

He set his beer down and rubbed the back of his neck. “I didn’t think you noticed,” he said finally.

That hit harder than I expected. “Of course I noticed.”

“Yeah. I guess I just figured it was a phase. I thought maybe you weren’t in the mood much anymore.”

“I am,” I said, probably too fast. “That’s the thing. I do want you. I just don’t know how to get back to the part of us that used to feel… hungry.”

He smiled faintly at that. “I remember that part.”

I felt my eyes sting a little, but I held it in. “Then let’s figure it out. Maybe we could get a sex coach.”

He nodded. Quiet for a second. Then, “You already looked into this?”

I shrugged. “A little. There are people who specialize in this. It’s not weird or anything. Some of them even work with couples who’ve been married a long time. It’s not just therapy. It’s… coaching. More hands-on. I mean, not literally hands-on. Just… it’s more about real strategies. Real connection.”

He gave me a sideways look. “You sure it’s not some kind of sex cult?”

That made me laugh. “Pretty sure.”

He leaned back on his stool and exhaled. “Okay. If you think it’ll help, I’ll try. I want us to be good again.”

I reached across the counter and took his hand. “I want us to be better than good.”

He squeezed my fingers. “Alright. Let’s see what this sex wizard can do.”

But that night, when I climbed into bed beside him, I still felt the ache of distance. Not as wide as before. But still there.

I laid on my back, eyes on the ceiling, and wondered what would happen if we opened that door. What kind of woman I’d find behind it. What she’d see in us. What she’d teach him.

What she might awaken in me.

I turned toward Nate and tucked myself against his chest, breathing in the scent of his skin—familiar, comforting. But somewhere deep inside, my body was craving something else. Not instead of him.

Something with him. Something more.
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I opened the door before Nate could. I didn’t even mean to. I just… wanted to be the first face she saw.

Which, in hindsight, was probably telling.

She stood there in jeans and a sleeveless silk blouse—soft sage green that made her brown eyes look gold when the light hit them. She had dark, shoulder-length curls and skin the color of coffee with a touch of cream. No clipboard, no lab coat. Just a leather messenger bag slung across one shoulder and a calm, steady energy that made me feel like I’d already said too much, even though we hadn’t spoken a word.

“You must be Rachel,” she said, smiling.

Her voice was warm. Low. Not sultry, but not clinical either. And when she smiled, it felt like she meant it.

“I am. Come in.” I stepped back, and she entered like she already knew the layout. Like she’d been here before in some other version of our lives, and this was just the next natural step.

“Nate,” he said, reaching to shake her hand.

She shook it without hesitation. “Nice to meet you both. I’m Tessa.”

Tessa. Of course that was her name. Not Dr. Something or Ms. Anything. Just Tessa. Friendly. Disarming. Beautiful in that unbothered, quietly commanding way some women were. The kind of woman who didn’t need to raise her voice to get the room to focus on her.

We sat in the living room. I’d tidied it earlier, nervous-cleaned it, really—fluffed the throw pillows, lit the good candle. The one that smelled like sandalwood. Subtle, so you couldn’t be sure if it was a candle or just the way the place smelled.

Tessa sat across from us in the armchair, legs crossed. No notebook. No recorder. Just her eyes, trained on us like she was studying a weather system and trying to decide if we were the type that’d blow over or build into something bigger.

“I want to thank you both for letting me into your home,” she began. “It takes courage to do this kind of work. Most people wait until it’s already too late. The fact that you’re here now tells me you still care. That’s a good sign.”

Nate nodded beside me. I felt the tension in his thigh under my palm. I hadn’t realized I was touching him.

Tessa continued, “Today’s not about sex. Not directly. It’s about connection. Eye contact. Listening. Being honest, even when it’s uncomfortable. That’s how this starts.”

Her gaze flicked between us.

“I don’t work from a script. I don’t assign homework. I read energy. I listen. And I reflect back what I see. If I ever cross a line, you tell me. If I ever miss something, you tell me that too. We’re here to practice intimacy, not perform it.”

That last line stuck with me. Practice, not perform. God, when was the last time anything in our marriage didn’t feel like a performance?

We started slow. Tessa asked open-ended questions. What drew us to each other. What intimacy used to look like. What it looks like now. There were no tricks. No icebreakers. Just… directness.

Nate’s voice was tight at first, like he didn’t trust himself not to say the wrong thing. But Tessa didn’t rush him. She let silence stretch until he filled it.

“I don’t know,” he said finally. “We used to feel… closer. Not just physically. But, like, all the time. Touching, joking, teasing. Now it’s like we’re roommates who get along really well but… something’s missing.”

Tessa nodded. “And Rachel, do you feel that too?”

I didn’t look at Nate. I looked at her.

“Yes. I feel like we still love each other, but sometimes I don’t know how to reach him. Like there’s a wall I didn’t mean to build.”

I felt myself getting hot. Not embarrassed—just exposed.

Tessa didn’t flinch. “Walls happen. Even between people who love each other deeply. The good news is that walls can come down. But it takes honesty. And patience.”

She leaned forward slightly. “Let’s try something. Just for a minute. Face each other. Sit close. Look into each other’s eyes. Don’t talk. Just breathe and look.”

Nate shifted on the couch. I turned toward him. Our knees brushed.

At first, it felt ridiculous. Forced. Like we were two actors in a play pretending to be in love. But then I looked at his eyes—really looked—and saw the man I’d married. The one who used to make me come with a single whispered word. The one who knew the spot behind my ear that turned my legs to jelly. The one who used to pin me down and say, I can’t wait anymore.

He blinked. I blinked.

“I miss you,” I said quietly, breaking the rule.

Tessa didn’t correct me.

Nate reached out and took my hand. His thumb traced along my knuckles, a slow, familiar rhythm.

“I miss you too,” he said.

There was a pause. Not awkward. Just thick.

I could feel Tessa watching us. Not intrusively. Just… present.

Something shifted. A pulse in the room. And when I glanced at her—just for a second—I caught the way her gaze lingered on Nate.

Not overt. Not inappropriate. But not neutral either.

And he… he looked back.

He didn’t leer. He didn’t flirt. But his body language changed. He sat a little straighter. His chest rose when he breathed. He looked seen.

I tried to tell myself I was imagining it. That I was projecting. That this was normal. She was just good at what she did. People responded to her. That didn’t mean anything.

But something in my stomach tightened anyway.

When the session ended, Tessa stood and thanked us again. No handshake this time. Just a soft smile and a promise to return next week, same time.

I walked her to the door.

She turned before stepping outside. “You’re both doing better than you think.”

“Thank you,” I said. And meant it. But also didn’t know what had passed between them earlier.

Later, in bed, Nate curled against me like he used to. His hand slid under my shirt, just resting on my stomach. Not moving. Just touching. And even that—just that—felt like a breakthrough.

But my mind drifted anyway. To the look he gave her.

To the one she gave him back.

And to the tiny, secret part of me that wasn’t angry.

It was curious. And just a little turned on.
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The next morning, I made coffee for us before he even got out of bed, because I needed something to do with my hands.

I kept thinking about Tessa. About how she sat with one leg crossed over the other, her eyes fixed on us like she could see every little current passing between our bodies. About how Nate had leaned toward her without realizing. How his voice had dropped just slightly when he answered her questions.

I stirred almond milk into my mug and stared out the window, trying not to read too much into it.

He padded into the kitchen barefoot, shirtless, still half-asleep. Hair sticking up on one side. That used to do it for me. Still did, kind of. Just not in the same automatic way.

“Morning,” I said, handing him his coffee.

“Thanks.” He took a sip and leaned against the counter. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep much.”

He gave me a sideways glance. “Still thinking about yesterday?”

I nodded. “You?”

He shrugged. “Yeah. I guess.”

That was it. No follow-up. No man, that was intense or I didn’t expect to feel so exposed. Just yeah, I guess, like he was talking about the weather.

I let the silence sit for a second before I pushed.

“How’d it feel for you? The session?”

He scratched the back of his neck. “Weird, I guess. But not bad. Just… new.”

“Did anything surprise you?”

Another shrug. “I mean, the staring thing. That was intense.”

I waited. He didn’t say more.

“And… Tessa?” I asked lightly, watching him over the rim of my mug. “She was different than I expected.”

He smirked faintly. “Yeah. I figured she’d be, like, fifty and super clinical.”

“But she’s not,” I said.

“Nope.”

Again—no elaboration. No she’s great at what she does or she made it easier to talk. Just that little glint in his eye. That subtle shift in posture. The kind of thing I wouldn’t have even clocked if I hadn’t known him as well as I did.

I tilted my head. “You have a little crush on her.”

His eyes snapped to mine. “What? No.”

“Oh my God,” I laughed, but it wasn’t entirely playful. “You’re acting like a teenage boy.”

“I’m not,” he said, a little too defensively. “I just… I respect what she does. And she’s confident. It’s attractive in a professional way.”

“Uh-huh.”

He made a face and walked past me to grab the oat milk from the fridge. “Aren’t we supposed to be focused on us? What is this? Some kind of trap?”

I followed him with my eyes. “It’s okay, you know. To find her attractive. I’m not going to bite your head off.”

He didn’t answer right away.

Then, as he poured, “I didn’t expect her to be so…” He paused. “Direct.”

“That’s what turned you on, huh?”

“I’m not turned on,” he said quickly. It wasn’t really an argument. In fact, the teasing felt light and…freeing. Even though it was our intimacy we were supposed to focus on, something loosened up in me when thinking about the two of them together.

I smiled into my coffee. “Sure.”

But the truth was, I wasn’t mad. Not exactly.

Annoyed? A little. Not because he liked her—I mean, who wouldn’t?—but because I couldn’t tell if it was just the idea of her that got under his skin, or if he’d already started building fantasies in his head.

And the worst part?

I’d started building them too.

That night, we didn’t talk about it again. He kissed my shoulder when we got in bed. Said goodnight. Rolled onto his side.

I stared at the ceiling for a while.

Then I shifted under the covers and let my thighs fall open just slightly, as if that made a difference. As if that changed anything.

I slid my hand down beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts. My fingers were warm. Nervous. But when they pressed between my legs, the heat there was undeniable.

I pictured her.

Not naked. Just her hand on Nate’s thigh. Her voice low, calm, instructive.

“Don’t rush. Look at her. Tell me what you want to do to her.”

My breath caught.

I let my fingers trace a slow circle over my clit. I kept my other hand flat against my stomach to stop it from trembling.

I imagined Nate sitting obediently, flushed and hard, waiting for her permission to touch me.

“Good. Just like that. But slower. Make her beg for it.”

My hips twitched. I bit my lip.

Beside me, Nate breathed evenly—deep and slow, already asleep. Completely unaware.

I turned my head to look at him. He looked peaceful. Handsome. Innocent, almost. Like he had no idea I was wet with the thought of someone else whispering in his ear. Of her coaching him. Watching him. Watching us.

“She’s moaning now. You’re making her feel so good. Keep going. Don’t stop until I say so.”

I moaned under my breath. Quick and quiet. Just air through my teeth.

I slid two fingers deeper and held still for a beat. My thighs clenched. I bit down on the inside of my cheek to keep from crying out.

When I came, it was sharp. Fast. A little desperate.

I gasped into the pillow, barely muffling the sound.

Nate shifted beside me but didn’t wake.

I laid there for a while, heart pounding, fingers sticky, the ghost of her voice still circling my thoughts.

And even then, I didn’t feel guilty.

I felt curious.

Maybe that was worse.
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I wore jeans and a fitted black sweater to the second session. Nothing flashy. Nothing that screamed I see you watching him and I want you to know I see you. And definitely nothing that asked Do you find me attractive too? Still, I couldn’t help but wonder if I was trying too hard to be…something.

Tessa arrived right on time again, like she had a sixth sense for pacing. Same leather bag. Same low, confident voice. Same goddamn scent—something warm and earthy that made my throat catch when she brushed past me to sit in the armchair.

We didn’t sit as close this time, Nate and I. Not because anything was wrong. Just… less performative. Less like we were trying to prove we still liked each other and more like we were both waiting for something to happen. For someone to say something that would open a door.

Tessa gave us her usual grounding nod and folded her hands in her lap.

“This week I want to talk about fantasies,” she said, calm as ever.

Nate shifted beside me. She noticed.

“Not the scripted kind,” she clarified. “Not the stuff you think your partner wants to hear. I mean real fantasies. Unedited ones. Things that light you up—even if they surprise you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s a pretty intimate direction for a second date.”

Tessa smiled, eyes flicking toward mine. “We’ll ease into it.”

She glanced down at a small index card on her knee.

“There are five basic erotic comfort zones,” Tessa said. “Most people fall into a combination of a few. Sensual, playful, dominance-based, emotional connection, and exploration. Think about where you feel the most comfortable—and where you feel the most turned on. They’re not always the same.”

She looked at Nate. “Want to go first?”

He hesitated. “Sure, I guess.”

He rubbed the back of his neck—nervous habit—and shifted a little closer to the edge of the couch. “I’d say emotional connection has always been the anchor for me. But lately I’ve been thinking about trying new things. Stuff we haven’t done before.”

Tessa nodded once. “Like what?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. Nothing specific. I just keep thinking maybe it’s not about one fantasy. Maybe it’s just… changing things up. Getting out of our usual rhythm.”

“Is that more about variety or intensity?”

“Both,” he said. “I want to feel something different. Something that makes me not think so much.”

That last part landed. I could feel it in my chest.

Tessa nodded again, then turned to me.

“Rachel?”

I glanced at Nate, then back at her. “I probably lean toward dominance-based and emotional connection too. But not dominance in the usual way. I don’t want to be in charge of everything. I just like knowing the energy is going somewhere on purpose. I like knowing I’m the reason for his pleasure.”

“Interesting,” she repeated softly. “What does that look like for you?”

I thought about it. “I like seeing him get out of his head. When he’s really in it—fully present, not overthinking—it gets me there faster too. That’s when I feel the most connected. When we’re not just… going through the motions.”

There was a quiet pause.

I realized then that I’d spoken a little more honestly than I meant to. But neither of them looked at me like I’d overshared.

Tessa folded her hands in her lap. “And what about fantasies? Not the kind think are safe to say. Genuine fantasies. Just… ideas that pull at you. Even if they’re still forming.”

Nate glanced at me again. I gave him a subtle nod.

“Well, I mean…I think every guy has the threesome fantasy,” he said. “Two girls, of course.”

Tessa didn’t write anything down. She just watched him. Her throat bobbed with a swallow.

“And you, Rachel?”

I exhaled slowly. I wanted something similar but not quite the same. I wasn’t ready to completely say it out loud. So I made it vague. “Sometimes I think about changing the balance. I don’t even have a clear picture of what that looks like. I just know I’m craving a different kind of spark.”

Tessa tilted her head. “Different how?”

“Something with more edge,” I said. “Less routine.”

Her gaze lingered on me—warm but alert.

Then she looked back at Nate, and that’s when I saw it. The way her eyes stayed on him a beat too long. Not dramatically. Not inappropriately. But long enough for me to feel it in my gut.

She wasn’t just taking notes in her head. She was picturing something. And it wasn’t theoretical.

I didn’t say anything. But the coil of heat in my stomach told me I wasn’t imagining it.
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After the session, Nate went upstairs to take a work call. I lingered behind.

Tessa packed her things slowly, like she knew I was going to say something.

I waited until she was at the door.

“I saw the way you looked at him,” I said, calm. Not accusing. Just… clear.

She blinked. “Rachel⁠—”

“Don’t. Don’t insult me by pretending.”

She hesitated, then sighed. “It’s not what you think.”

“Isn’t it?” I asked.

She met my gaze. Held it. And then—just for a second—looked scared.

“I’m human,” she said quietly. “And sometimes that complicates things.”

“But you felt it.”

She didn’t answer. That was all the confirmation I needed.

I didn’t feel betrayed. I felt turned on. Which scared me more.
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I was folding laundry when my phone rang. I didn’t recognize the number, but I answered anyway. I knew. I fucking knew.

“Tessa?” I asked, already bracing.

There was a pause on the other end. A breath. Then: “Rachel. Hi. I—do you have a minute?”

My heart knocked once, hard. I sat down on the edge of the bed, one of Nate’s T-shirts still warm in my lap.

“Yeah. Of course.”

She didn’t waste time.

“I need to step away from your case. From the sessions.”

I blinked. “Why?”

Her voice was steady, but I could tell it was practiced. Like she’d already rehearsed this a few times, maybe out loud. Maybe in her car.

“It’s not ethical for me to continue. I’m feeling… drawn. In a way I didn’t anticipate. And I don’t want to blur boundaries. That wouldn’t be fair to either of you.”

Drawn.

She didn’t say “to Nate.” She didn’t say, “I want to fuck your husband,” or “I picture him naked when I fall asleep.” But she didn’t need to.

I stood, laundry forgotten.

“So that’s it? You’re quitting because you’re attracted to him?”

Another pause. This one longer.

“Yes.”

She said it like a confession. Like it embarrassed her.

“I’m sorry,” she added. “I really am. This isn’t something I planned. It’s the opposite of professional. I thought I could manage it. But after the last session, I⁠—”

“So I was right,” I said, cutting in. My voice felt calm. Too calm. Detached, almost. “You denied it, but I was right.”

Another breath. “You were. I’m sorry.”

I stared at the wall for a second, trying to figure out what emotion was trying to claw its way out of my chest.

It wasn’t jealousy. Or hurt. It was something older than that. Hungrier.

“I want you to come over,” I said.

“What?”

“Tonight. I want to talk in person.”

“Rachel—”

“Please. One more time. You don’t have to stay long. I just… I need to understand this. We both do.”

She hesitated. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

I sat back down, deliberately this time. “Maybe not. But I’m asking anyway.”

There was silence on her end. I could hear the sound of traffic in the background. A car horn. A distant dog barking.

Finally, she said, “Okay. Just to talk.”

“Right,” I said. But I wasn’t even sure if I believed that.
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Nate raised his eyebrows when I told him she was coming over.

“She said she can’t work with us anymore,” I explained, clearing space on the coffee table. “She says she crossed a line. She’s quitting.”

He froze. “Crossed a line? How? When?”

“Because of you,” I said. “She’s attracted to you.”

He blinked like he didn’t understand the sentence. “Wait—seriously?”

“Yeah.”

He leaned against the kitchen counter, rubbing his jaw. “Jesus.”

“I asked her to come over,” I said, watching his reaction.

“Why?”

I hesitated. “Because I don’t want this to be the end. I think… “ I think I want you to fuck our therapist, “we might be onto something. We might really be able to fix what’s wrong between us.”

His eyes narrowed, cautious. “By using a therapist that’s attracted to me?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I admitted. “But I can’t give up. Not yet.”
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When Tessa arrived, I hesitated for a second before opening the door—not because I was nervous, but because I didn’t trust myself to look unaffected.

She looked the same. Leather bag. Jeans. A loose navy blouse that hinted at the curve of her waist when she moved.

Her eyes searched mine, then Nate’s behind me.

“You told him?” she asked me.

I nodded. A tangle of emotions flickered in her eyes. “I wasn’t sure if I should come,” she admitted.

I half-smiled, still nervous. “I’m glad you did.”

We sat in the living room. No tea. No candles. Just the three of us, awkward in a way we hadn’t been before.

“I’m sorry,” she said again. “This was never supposed to happen. I’ve never had this problem before.”

Nate looked stunned. He wasn’t used to women being this direct. Neither was I, honestly. And I was flattered that my husband, of all the husbands she’d worked with, was the one attractive enough to make her want to cross a line.

“I appreciate you being honest,” I said. “But I don’t think you should quit.”

Tessa stared at me. “Rachel…”

“I’m serious.”

“That’s not how this works.”

“I think we both know this isn’t a normal situation anymore.”

She didn’t answer. Just looked at me like she was waiting for me to say what I really meant.

So I did.

“I think you’re what we need. Not just as a therapist. As something more.”

Nate’s head turned sharply toward me.

“Wait. Are you saying⁠—?”

“I don’t know what I’m saying,” I interrupted, then softened. “I just know that when I saw you look at him, something in me came alive. Something that hasn’t woken up in a long time.”

Tessa closed her eyes. Exhaled.

“I can’t be your therapist if we cross that line.”

“Then don’t be,” I said. “Be something else.”

She opened her eyes again. Looked at me like she didn’t know whether to kiss me or run.

“I think about you,” I said, throat tight. “Both of you. Together. The way he looks when he’s flustered. The way your throat bobs. It turns me on.”

Nate stared, mouth slightly open.

Tessa licked her lips, carefully. “Are you asking me to⁠—?”

“I’m asking you to stay,” I said. “Just for tonight. No therapy. No rules. Let’s just talk. Or…” I didn’t finish my thought. She already knew what I was thinking anyway.

Tessa nodded slowly. “Alright.”

The silence between us stretched, hot and expectant.

And I realized something then.

This wasn’t just about fixing a broken marriage. This was about setting something on fire and watching what survived the flames.

I sat on the couch with my hands folded in my lap, knees together, ankles crossed like I was trying to be good. Nate was in the armchair across from me, leaning forward slightly, elbows on his thighs. Watching the space between us like he was afraid to look at either of us too directly.

Tessa took the other chair, off to the side. Same calm posture. But her face was different now—drawn tight in a way I hadn’t seen before. Her confidence was still there, but muted. Coiled.

She cleared her throat after a long stretch of silence.

“I shouldn’t have come tonight,” she said, voice quiet but steady. “Even if I’m not your therapist anymore, I was. It’s not just unprofessional—it’s a violation. You trusted me, and I crossed a line.”

I looked at her. She was trying so hard to do the right thing. I could see it in every inch of her posture. Her eyes didn’t move. Her legs didn’t fidget. She sat there like she was holding herself in check with every breath.

But I didn’t want her to be professional right now. I didn’t want her to do the right thing.

I wanted her to say yes.

“Maybe,” I said slowly, “my husband needs more than just talk.”

Nate’s head turned toward me so fast I could feel the shift in the room.

Tessa blinked. “Rachel⁠—”

“Maybe,” I said again, voice lower now, “he needs someone to show him. Maybe that’s the only way we get back to something real.”

Tessa didn’t move. But her chest rose with a sharp inhale.

“I don’t—” she started. “That’s not what I do.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s not what I do either. But we’re here, aren’t we? We’re already past pretending this is just about therapy.”

I glanced at Nate.

He looked stunned. Wide-eyed. His lips were slightly parted like he wasn’t sure whether to interrupt or just let the moment keep happening. I could see his pulse jumping in his neck.

“I don’t want a replacement,” I said. “I don’t want someone else. I want him. I want us. But I also want to feel that hunger again. And I think… I think you might be the spark we need.”

Tessa’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.

I leaned forward.

“Just show him. That’s all. Show him how to touch me.” I didn’t say what I really meant. That he didn’t need instruction. He knew my body as well as I knew it myself. What I wanted was to see him touch her. Even if it was under the guise that it was to simply learn.

The air in the room changed. Not just charged—thick. Like it had weight. Like the three of us were suddenly inside something that didn’t belong to anyone, but also belonged to all of us.

Tessa looked between us. Slowly. Like she was waiting for someone to tell her no.

But Nate didn’t say a word. And I didn’t look away.

“It’s not what I usually do,” she said, voice faint. “But…” Her gaze dropped to my lap, then back to my eyes. “If you really think it’ll help⁠—”

“I do,” I said.

Tessa stood up first.

She didn’t rush. She didn’t smile. Her eyes flicked to mine for one last beat—silent confirmation—before she turned to Nate and said, gently, “Stand up.”

He hesitated, like he thought he might’ve misheard her.

But then he moved. Slow, almost clumsy, like his body wasn’t sure it belonged to him anymore. He stood in front of her, taller by half a foot, arms limp at his sides.

Tessa didn’t touch him at first. She just stood close enough for their hearts to race. Her voice softened. “Look at me.”

He did. His face was pink at the edges, like blood was rushing somewhere he didn’t want to admit.

She reached for his wrists. Lifted them. And slowly—deliberately—placed his hands on her hips.

He exhaled. I could see it in the way his shoulders dropped. Not relief. Not ease. Something closer to surrender.

His fingers didn’t move at first.

She didn’t push.

I swallowed. My thighs pressed together on instinct.

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice barely there. “I want this.”

Tessa glanced at me again. Then back to him.

“Good,” she whispered. “Then don’t overthink it. Let your hands get to know me.”

He blinked. Swallowed. And moved.

His palms slid from her hips up along her waist. Slow, cautious, reverent. Like he was worried she might shatter under his touch. Like he’d never touched a woman before, even though I knew every inch of those hands. I’d watched them fix things. I’d felt them dig into my hips when he came. I’d missed the way they used to grab me without hesitation.

Now, they moved with care I hadn’t seen from him in years.

His fingers brushed the sides of her ribs, then up along the curves under her arms, then rested—lightly—just beneath the swell of her chest.

She shivered.

So did I.

Her breathing changed. I heard it. So did he.

She didn’t tell him what to do next.

And maybe that’s why it worked.

He slid his hands back down, slower this time. More sure. The pads of his thumbs tracing the line of her waistband. His chest rose and fell with a kind of desperate stillness—like he was trying not to make a sound.

Then he leaned in.

It wasn’t dramatic. No sudden pull or lurch. He just moved, like gravity was pulling his mouth toward hers, and he’d finally stopped resisting.

Their lips met.

Soft at first. Careful.

Her hands moved up to his shoulders and rested there while waiting for him to decide if he’d keep going.

He did.

The second kiss had heat behind it. I felt it from across the room. A quiet growl of hunger pushing through whatever guilt he still had left. His hands flexed at her waist. She tilted her head. Her mouth opened for him.

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding.

Watching it was nothing like I thought it would be.

It wasn’t betrayal. It wasn’t even jealousy.

It was arousal—dense and hot and low in my belly, curling down between my legs in a slow, warm flood. My nipples were tight beneath my shirt. My skin felt too sensitive. Too alert. Like I’d been waiting for this without realizing it.

I didn’t know if I should touch myself. I didn’t know if I should interrupt.

I just watched.

He kissed her like he wanted to understand her. Like he was memorizing the shape of her mouth. Like he wasn’t sure how long he was allowed to keep doing it.

And she let him.

She kissed him back with her fingers still planted on his shoulders, like she was keeping him grounded. Not leading. Not taking over.

Letting him want her.

Letting him learn her.

I shifted slightly on the couch. My legs pressed tighter together.

Tessa broke the kiss first. Not abruptly. Just pulled back enough to look at him. His lips were wet. His pupils blown. He looked dazed. Like he’d just come up for air after diving too deep.

She turned to me. My heart hammered in my chest. I met her eyes and nodded once.

Keep going. Whatever happens next, I want to see it. I need to see it. I wanted more.

The kiss hadn’t end the way kisses usually do. It didn’t trail off or lose momentum. It just paused—like both of them realized, at the same time, that stopping would mean either stepping away… or going further.

And neither of them moved.

Tessa kept her hands on his shoulders. Her fingers flexed slightly against his shirt. Her breathing had changed. So had his. They weren’t touching anywhere else yet, but the tension between them was already starting to hum.

Then she reached for the hem of his T-shirt.

Her movements were slow. She was still working through her hesitation. She didn’t look at me, or even look away. She kept her eyes on him while she peeled his shirt up inch by inch. Her fingers brushed his skin as the cotton lifted, and I watched the way his abs tightened under her touch, instinctive and uncontrolled.

He raised his arms to help her take it off. His chest rose, bare and flushed. She dropped the shirt to the floor and let her palms drift back down his torso. I watched his stomach ripple again when she reached his waist. His whole body looked like it was waiting for instructions he didn’t want to ask for.

Tessa didn’t say anything.

She just ran her hands up again. Over the curve of his chest. Across his shoulders. Down his arms. Not groping—just exploring. She was quiet, but I could see the way her eyes softened. Focused.

It was strange watching someone study my husband like that. Stranger still that I wasn’t angry. I felt like I should be, but I wasn’t.

Instead, I wanted to touch myself.

I wanted to see how far he’d let her go.

Then his hands moved.

He hesitated at the hem of her blouse. His fingertips hovered there for a second like he was afraid to ask permission. But she nodded once, barely noticeable. It was enough.

He slipped his hands beneath the fabric, and she lifted her arms without a word.

The shirt came off in one smooth motion.

She wasn’t wearing anything fancy underneath—just a plain black bra. But the second he saw her, I could feel the way his breath caught.

His knuckles brushed her breasts as he moved the shirt out of the way, and the contact made her shudder.

Her nipples were hard, poking visibly through the thin material. He didn’t touch them yet. But his hands lingered at the base of the cups, and I could see the way his fingers twitched, like he wanted to.

She stepped back, just slightly. Unbuttoned her jeans. Slid them down over her hips and stepped out of them.

She stood in front of him now in just her bra and panties, hair falling around her shoulders, breathing slow and even—but her body gave her away. Her thighs clenched. Her chest rose and fell faster than before.

Nate looked dazed. His mouth opened slightly like he wanted to say something but didn’t know what.

Tessa moved closer again. Hands at his waistband. She undid the button on his jeans. Unzipped them carefully. Slid them down. He stepped out of them like he was half in a dream.

Then she knelt.

She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his briefs and tugged down.

His cock sprang free, hard and flushed. My husband’s breathing turned ragged.

Tessa gasped. I saw her eyes widen just a little, and for a second, she looked… stunned. Her hand hovered like she didn’t quite know what to do with a cock that size.

I smiled.

Pride swelled in my chest—ridiculous, maybe, but real. He was mine. He’d always been mine. And now someone else got to see what I saw.

She looked back at me. There was a question in her eyes. Are you sure?

I nodded.

Her hand closed around him. And everything started to shift.

His eyes never left mine, even when she took him into her mouth.

I felt my breath catch. My chest went tight. I wasn’t jealous.

I was wet.

She moaned softly as she sucked, and I could tell she meant it. It wasn’t performative. It was hungry. She wanted him, and he wanted her, but he wasn’t watching her. He was watching me. Watching the way my legs shifted on the couch, how my thighs pressed together without me realizing. He watched my reaction more intently than he watched her mouth.

He was still mine. Even now. Especially now.

And then he growled—low and guttural, like something snapped in him—and grabbed her by the shoulders. Lifted her right off the floor with that unfiltered strength I loved so much. He stood her up, unhooked her bra like he’d been thinking about it all day, and pushed the soft cups off her shoulders.

Her breasts were full and flushed, the tips already tight. My husband didn’t hesitate. He cupped them both in his hands, leaned in, and sucked her nipple into his mouth like he needed it. She arched against him, gasping, her hands on his shoulders for balance. I could see the way her fingers dug in. Her eyes fluttered closed.

That was when I started to undress.

I didn’t make a show of it. I didn’t tease or pose. I just pulled my shirt off, let my bra fall. Stepped out of my leggings. Every inch I revealed felt like a challenge I didn’t have to say out loud. This was still our home. Our bed. Our marriage. And if this was happening, I wasn’t going to watch it from the sidelines like some obedient wife pretending not to feel things.

I sat back down on the sofa—completely naked now—and let my hand slip between my thighs.

He saw. Of course he saw. His gaze flicked to me again, and I watched his jaw clench, his lips still wet from her breast.

Then he dropped to his knees.

He pulled her panties down slow, easing the fabric over her hips until they fell around her ankles. She stepped out of them like she was in a trance, legs trembling slightly, and he guided her back until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the sofa.

Then he dropped to his knees.

His hands gripped her thighs and spread them apart, firm but not rough. She gasped when his mouth touched her—really touched her—his tongue sliding up between her folds in one long, deliberate stroke. Not gentle. Not teasing. He went straight for her, licking her like he meant it, like he wanted to make her come undone right there in front of me.

And I watched. I watched as her knees buckled and she reached for his head, grabbing fistfuls of his hair for balance. Her head dropped forward, her breathing sharp and uneven, hips already rocking against his face.

I could hear it. The slick sound of his tongue working her, the little groan he made when she moaned. He wasn’t soft with her. He sucked on her clit hard enough to make her cry out, then buried his tongue deep again, fucking her with it until her thighs started to shake.

My fingers were already between my legs by then, circling my clit in slow, steady pressure as I watched the two of them. Her legs trembling. His shoulders flexing. His mouth wet and eager between her thighs.

She came with a strangled sound, her body going stiff all at once. Her legs shook as she pressed herself harder against his face, and she didn’t even try to hold it back. She screamed for him, high and hoarse and raw, one hand slapping the back of the couch while the other fumbled for something to hold on to.

He didn’t stop right away. He kept licking through it, sucking and dragging his tongue over her swollen clit while she whimpered and twitched in his hands. When he finally pulled back, his face was slick with her. His mouth looked swollen. He breathed hard through his nose, and when he looked up at me, his eyes were almost wild.

So were mine.

My whole body was hot. My fingers were slick. I was already on the edge just from watching him devour her like that.

He growled again—deeper this time—and stood, grabbing her hips like he already knew what he wanted next.

He brought her to the sofa. Right beside me.

Not to lie down. Not to sit.

He bent her over, her elbows on the back of it, her knees digging into the cushions. Her ass was arched, flushed, ready. And I was close enough to touch her if I wanted to. I could see everything. Smell how wet she still was.

She looked over her shoulder at me, hair falling in her face.

“You okay?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

I nodded, but I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.

I just kept touching myself while my husband stepped behind her, his cock stiff and slick, and both of us waited to see what he’d do next.

“Is this what you want?” Nate’s voice sounded wrecked—low, thick, almost hoarse—and he was standing right behind Tessa with his cock in his hand, slick and flushed and straining.

“Tell me,” he growled. “You want to watch me fuck her brains out?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“Fuck yes,” I said, my voice sharper than I expected. I leaned in, close enough to feel Tessa’s hair brush my shoulder. “I want you to fill her with your cum.”

Tessa let out a shaky breath—almost a whimper—and turned her head toward me.

And I kissed her.

It wasn’t soft or experimental. I kissed her like I meant it, like I’d been dying to know what her mouth tasted like while she was still flushed and trembling from my husband’s tongue. She kissed me back immediately, almost too eagerly, like she’d been waiting for that line to get crossed.

Then Nate slid inside her.

She gasped into my mouth the second he entered her, and I felt the sound of it in my chest. Her lips parted around mine. Her moan was soft and strangled and honest.

“Jesus,” she breathed, pulling back just enough to look me in the eye while Nate sank in deeper.

I watched his hips draw back and drive forward again, slow at first. Measured. Like he was testing how far he could push her. But she was already squeezing her eyes shut, one hand fisted in the cushion, her other arm shaking from the effort of staying upright.

I slid closer, brushing our shoulders. She turned her face toward me again, and this time, her fingers reached between my legs.

I let her.

I spread my thighs and leaned back just enough to give her room. Her fingertips were gentle at first, circling over my clit like she already knew what I liked. The contact sent a jolt straight through me. My breath caught, my hips tilted toward her hand, and I locked eyes with Nate.

He was watching everything. His rhythm faltered for half a second before he growled and grabbed Tessa’s hips harder, driving into her faster.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered against my cheek.

I could feel it building in me—the tension, the pressure, the heat curling low and fast. Her fingers didn’t let up, even as her own body was rocked forward by every thrust of my husband’s cock. Her breath stuttered. Her lips brushed my jaw.

Nate reached around and found her clit with his thumb, rubbing her in tight, filthy little circles that made her whole body twitch.

She was caught between both of us—my clit throbbing under her fingers, her pussy stretched around Nate’s cock—and every sound she made went straight to my spine.

Her hand was soaked now. My thighs trembled.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. I didn’t even recognize my own voice.

She didn’t. Neither did Nate.

He slammed into her, hips slapping loud and relentless, the sound mixing with her whimpers and my ragged breathing. Her body jerked between us, and when she came, it was sudden and hard. Her fingers clenched against me. She cried out, low and wild, her forehead dropping to my shoulder.

Nate cursed under his breath—his thrusts stuttering—then shoved in deep and froze, groaning like he couldn’t hold back. His hips twitched, and I knew exactly what was happening.

He was coming inside her.

Tessa moaned again, the sound raw and broken, and I tipped over the edge with her. My back arched. Her fingers kept circling. I came so hard I nearly bit her shoulder trying to stay quiet.

The room was thick with it—sweat and breath and the scent of all of us—when it finally started to settle. I slid down into the cushions, still panting. Tessa collapsed beside me with a satisfied grunt, and Nate leaned forward, arms bracketing Tessa’s body. His forehead leaned against her shoulder, chest heaving.

For a moment, nobody said a word.

Then Tessa laughed softly. “Well. That was… productive.”

Nate snorted, wiping sweat from his brow. “Pretty sure that’s not covered by insurance.”

I smiled, still breathless. “We’ll call it a trial session.”

Tessa tilted her head toward me, eyes lazy and warm. “You think you’ll need another appointment?”

I let my eyes travel from her flushed cheeks to the mess between her thighs and then up to my husband, still catching his breath behind her.

I grinned. “Oh, we’ve got a lot more work to do.”

Nate raised a brow.

Tessa smiled. “Yeah,” she murmured. “I think I can make time in my schedule.”

“And do you have time in your schedule for the rest of tonight?”

She nearly purred in response. “Yeah,” she said, beaming. “But I’m definitely no longer your therapist after this.”

“Consider yourself fired,” I teased.

The three of us moved to the bedroom, leaving our scattered clothes behind. I realized then that I’d, somehow, never felt closer to my husband than when he gazed into my eyes while deep inside another woman.

It doesn’t get any more honest and freeing than that.


What She Craves




It was nearly midnight when the knock came. One of those soft, hesitant raps that didn’t belong to someone angry or drunk—just desperate. Colin muted the TV without saying anything, and Renee slowly pulled her legs out from under the throw blanket. She wasn’t really watching the show anyway. Her phone screen had dimmed in her lap.

They both hesitated.

No one ever knocked that late, not in this neighborhood. Not unless something was wrong.

When Renee opened the door, the porch light caught Leigh's face first. Her dark hair was pulled into a low, uneven knot like she hadn’t meant to leave the house. Her eyes were red and glossy, ringed in the smudged remains of mascara. She didn’t speak right away. Just stood there in jeans and a loose hoodie, holding a canvas overnight bag with both hands like it might blow away.

“I’m sorry,” Leigh said, finally. Her voice cracked like she’d been holding it together just long enough to say those words. “Can I just stay here tonight?”

Renee blinked. She felt Colin step behind her, close enough to sense but not touching. “Of course,” she said automatically. “Yeah. Come in.”

Leigh nodded like she hadn’t heard her. Or maybe like she didn’t believe it yet.

When she stepped inside, no one said anything at first. Leigh didn’t even take off her shoes. She just stood there, twisting the strap of her bag in both hands. There was a kind of tension that hadn’t been there earlier, when they’d all hugged goodbye after dinner. Back when Leigh and Ian were still smiling. Or at least pretending well enough that it passed.

Renee reached for the bag, but Leigh shook her head and kept hold of it. “It’s just for tonight. I just—I couldn’t go back there. He said some things, and then I said some things, and I just… I needed to leave.”

Renee nodded slowly. She didn’t ask what happened. It wasn’t completely her business. All she knew was that Leigh needed a place to crash so she was going to provide it.

Behind her, Colin cleared his throat. “The guest room’s made up. You can stay as long as you need.”

“Thanks,” Leigh said without looking at him.

But she did look at Renee.

And for a second, Renee felt something curl in her chest. It was te kind of sensation you get when someone looks at you like they want to fall apart in your arms—but also like they’re not sure if they should. But Leigh and Renee were close, so why should Leigh feel hesitant?

“I’ll make you some tea,” Renee offered. “Just… settle in. I’ll bring it up.”

Leigh’s smile was soft and tired and uneven. “You’re the best.”

She walked upstairs without saying anything else. Her footsteps were muffled but uneven, like she couldn’t decide whether she was really going to stay or not.

When she was gone, Renee turned and found Colin watching her. Not suspiciously. Just quietly, like he was still trying to figure out what had just happened.

“She’s really shaken up,” Renee said, already moving toward the kitchen.

“Yeah.”

She heard him sit back down on the couch, but he didn’t unmute the TV.
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Renee brought the tea up in a ceramic mug—one of the heavier ones with the chipped handle—and paused outside the guest room door. She could hear the soft creak of the mattress, the sound of fabric rustling as Leigh moved around. Maybe changing. Maybe not.

She knocked gently.

“It’s open,” Leigh called. Her voice was hoarse, quieter than before.

Renee stepped inside. The light was on low—just the bedside lamp casting long, warm shadows across the floor. Leigh was sitting cross-legged on top of the covers, barefoot now, hoodie unzipped to reveal a tank top underneath. Her legs were pale and bare, tucked under her.

Renee held out the mug. “Chamomile. It’s the only herbal one we have that doesn’t taste like dirt.”

Leigh gave a soft laugh as she accepted it. “Chamomile’s fine.”

There was silence after that, but not the kind that needed to be filled. Leigh sipped. Renee hovered near the door, then stepped farther in.

“You can talk if you want,” Renee said finally. “But you don’t have to.”

“I don’t even know what I’d say.” Leigh exhaled. “It’s stupid. I mean—I knew he could be cruel sometimes. But tonight was… different.”

Renee said nothing. Just stood there, her arms loosely crossed. She didn’t want to ask, but part of her wanted to know. What kind of fight sends someone out of their house at midnight with mascara running down her face? Had Ian cheated on her?

Leigh stared into her tea, unmoving.

“He told me I ruined things just to see if anyone would still love me afterward,” she said. “Said I pick fights when things are going fine. That I want people to prove they want me over and over again.”

Renee didn’t speak. Her stomach twisted.

Leigh laughed once, dry. “He said it’s like I can’t be happy unless I’m competing with someone. That it’s not enough to be loved. I need someone else to lose.”

Renee’s mouth opened, but no words came.

“And then,” Leigh added, her voice quieter now, “he asked if that’s why I married him. Because I thought he was safe. Because I figured he wouldn’t leave.”

That landed like a slap. Not just to Leigh. To Renee too.

Leigh finally looked up. Her eyes were tired, but dry.

“I didn’t say anything,” she said. “I just grabbed my bag and left. I didn’t even grab a toothbrush. I didn’t know where else to go.”

Something in the way she said it made Renee’s throat tighten. She remembered what it felt like to be that hurt. That raw. When you don’t want to be alone but also can’t stand the idea of feeling like a burden to someone else.

“I’m glad you came here,” Renee said. “You were right to leave if you needed space.”

Leigh nodded slowly. “Thanks for not asking a million questions.”

Renee gave a crooked smile. “I’ll save them for the morning.”

Leigh smiled back. But her eyes didn’t quite match it.
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When Renee went back downstairs, Colin was still on the couch. The TV was dark now. He looked at her, expectant.

“She’s okay,” Renee said.

He nodded. “Did she say what happened?”

Renee hesitated. Then: “Not really.”

They sat in silence for a moment.

Colin broke the silence first. “You’re thinking something.”

Renee didn’t answer right away. Her eyes were still on the empty mug in her hands. “She told me what he said.”

Colin waited.

“She said he thinks she ruins things just to see if anyone will stick around. That she needs to be chosen over someone else to feel loved.”

He exhaled slowly. “Jesus.”

Renee nodded. “It was cruel. And probably not wrong.” She hesitated. “Which makes it worse, somehow.”

Colin shifted, uncomfortable. “They were fine at dinner.”

“I know.” Renee looked at him then. “That’s what’s messing with me. They were fine. Holding hands. Laughing. I poured her a second glass of wine, and she kissed him on the cheek like nothing was broken.”

Colin shook his head. “I don’t get it.”

“I don’t think she did either—until it was too late to pretend.” Renee placed the mug on the table and leaned back into the couch.

“That’s rough,” he said.

Renee glanced toward the stairs. “She didn’t just need somewhere to go. She just… didn’t want to be alone tonight.”

He looked at her then, quiet, unsure.

Upstairs, the guest room door clicked softly shut.
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Renee found Leigh curled on the guest bed the next morning, still dressed in yesterday’s clothes. The mug from the night before sat untouched on the nightstand, a skin of cold tea floating across the surface. Leigh had pulled the covers halfway over herself, but her hoodie was bunched up around her waist like she’d started to get comfortable and never finished. Her hair had come loose in the night. Dark strands clung to her cheek, damp with sweat or maybe tears.

She looked small.

Renee didn’t say anything at first. Just leaned against the doorframe and watched for signs of sleep. Leigh stirred, blinked slowly, then sat up with a wince like her body had remembered all at once what the night was.

“Hey,” Renee said gently.

Leigh ran a hand over her face. “Shit. Sorry. I was going to set an alarm.”

“You’re fine,” Renee said. “It’s Saturday.”

“Right.” Leigh glanced at the mug. “Thanks for the tea.”

“You didn’t drink it.”

Leigh gave a half-shrug. “Yeah. Sorry. I didn’t really want anything—I just didn’t know how to say no.”

She nodded once and stepped inside. “I made coffee if you want to come down for that instead.”

Leigh didn’t answer right away. Just pulled her knees up to her chest and rested her chin there, staring at the window like it might offer an easier way out than talking.

Renee sat on the edge of the bed. Not too close. Just enough that if Leigh wanted to say something, she could.

“I’m not trying to pry,” Renee said, “but if you want to talk⁠—”

“It’s not just a fight,” Leigh said, cutting her off gently. Her voice was thin. “We’ve had fights before. Stupid ones. Ugly ones. But this one—last night—it felt different.”

Renee swallowed. “Different how?”

Leigh pulled at a loose thread on the blanket. “I don’t think he gets me anymore. Not really. It’s like I’m too much or not enough. There’s no middle ground. No place where I can just… be.”

Renee didn’t know what to say. She felt it in her chest, the kind of ache that wasn’t sympathy exactly—closer to recognition. That sick weight of wondering whether your partner still sees you the way they used to. If they see you at all.

“Do you think he’s seeing someone else?” Renee asked quietly.

Leigh shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe it’s worse. Maybe he’s just done and hasn’t said it yet. Like he’s already decided I’m a phase he outgrew.”

The words hit like cold water.

“I’m sorry,” Renee said. She meant it, but it felt too small. There was nothing comforting about it.

Leigh’s hand was shaking again. Just barely, but Renee saw it as she reached up to push her hair behind her ear. The same tremor from the night before when she’d taken the tea. The same tremor when she’d walked through the door, mascara streaked and voice cracking, asking to stay.

She wanted to reach out. Take her hand, or at least still it. But she didn’t. She wasn’t sure who that touch would be for—Leigh or herself.

There was a creak in the hallway.

They both looked up.

Colin stood there, barefoot and rumpled, still in his sleep shirt and flannel pants. He looked uncomfortable in a way Renee couldn’t quite place. Like he didn’t know if he should come in or back away.

“Sorry,” he said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“You’re not,” Leigh said, too quickly.

But something in her voice shifted. The air thickened. Renee felt it—felt herself watching him a little too closely, waiting to see how he’d respond to Leigh’s tone. It wasn’t flirtatious. But it was softer than before.

Colin nodded. “Coffee’s ready. I’ll give you two a minute.”

He left before they could say anything else.
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Later, Leigh came downstairs, her hair now brushed. Her cheeks were pink from a quick splash of water or maybe from the embarrassment of being seen in such a vulnerable state. She didn’t look fragile anymore. Just tired. And guarded.

They sat around the kitchen table for a while, all three of them. The conversation was light—weather, work, something about a new café opening down the street. Leigh laughed at one of Colin’s dumb jokes, and for a second, it almost felt normal again.

But Renee kept watching her hands.

The way her fingers curled around the mug. The way she tapped her thumb against the side like she needed a rhythm to hold onto. The way they shook, just slightly, when she thought no one was looking.

Later, after Leigh went out for a walk and Colin disappeared into the garage, Renee stood at the sink, rinsing her mug. The water ran too hot, but she didn’t turn it down.

She looked out the window for a while, not really seeing anything. The street was empty, the sun already higher than she’d realized.

Leigh had looked steadier when she left, but Renee couldn’t shake the image of her hands earlier—tight around that mug, trying to keep them from shaking.

Renee wasn’t sure why that stuck with her. Maybe because she recognized it. That quiet, useless need to look like you’re fine when you’re not.
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The house was quiet in that late-evening way, where everything felt slowed down. Renee padded down the hallway barefoot with folded towels in her arms. She wasn’t thinking about anything in particular. Just where to put the towels, whether the guest room had enough, whether Leigh might prefer the softer set.

Then she passed the bathroom.

The door was mostly shut, but not latched. Steam spilled out in slow waves, warm and wet against her legs. The fan was running, humming low, and the light inside was softened by the fog. She kept walking—she didn’t mean to look—but something made her glance, just for a second.

That second stretched.

Through the cracked door, framed in a narrow slice of yellow light and steam, was Leigh’s body. Or the shape of it. Her back was to the door, one arm lifted to twist her wet hair, exposing the slope of her shoulder and the curve of her waist.

Her skin was flushed pink from the heat, glistening. Water trailed along her spine, dipping into the hollow of her lower back before vanishing below the misted glass.

The fog on the shower door shifted slightly as she moved, and for a second, Renee caught a glimpse—just a suggestion—of the round curve of her breast, the outline of a taut nipple.

Renee froze. She hadn’t meant to look, not like that. But she didn’t look away, either.

Leigh’s hips rolled slightly as she reached for the soap, and the soft swell of her ass came into view for a breath, blurred but unmistakably there.

It was only a few seconds. A flicker. But something about it lodged in Renee’s chest and stayed there, warm and sharp.

By the time she reached the guest room, she’d forgotten the towels. She put them down on the dresser without folding them and stood there for a moment, trying to blink the image out of her mind.

It wasn’t about sex. Not really. It wasn’t even about Leigh. It was the intimacy of it—being allowed, just for a second, to see someone unguarded. The way the light hit her skin. The arch of her neck. The soft slope of her waist that disappeared into steam. It felt like something she wasn’t supposed to see, but not in a shameful way. More like it had been offered—without permission, maybe, but also without resistance.

And it stayed with her.

Long after Leigh had gone quiet for the night, long after the lights were out and the hallway stilled again, Renee was still thinking about that glimpse.
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Colin slid into bed beside her sometime later. She heard the floor creak, felt the mattress shift. His hand found her hip under the blanket with the same familiar rhythm he always used—slow, tentative, waiting for her to lean into it.

She didn’t.

He pressed closer, his body warm against hers. His breath touched the back of her neck. “Hey,” he whispered, his fingers slipping just under the hem of her shirt. “You awake?”

She closed her eyes. “Yeah.”

“You okay?”

“I’m just tired.”

It wasn’t a lie, exactly. Her body was tired. Her mind was wide awake.

Colin hesitated, then pulled his hand back. She heard the quiet sigh he tried to swallow. It wasn’t disappointment. Just the resignation that comes when your partner closes a door you thought might still be open.

He didn’t say anything else. Just shifted onto his back and stared at the ceiling. Renee stayed on her side, facing away, watching the faint line of hallway light under the door.

She could still see the outline of Leigh in her head. Not the full body—just fragments. The flash of pale skin. The curve of her hips. The way her hair clung to her neck in damp ropes. It drove her crazy, even though she didn’t want to admit it.

She didn’t want Leigh like that. She was straight. But in that moment, there’d been something about the privacy of it. The way the steam clung to her. The softness of her shape. The vulnerability of being alone in the shower, not knowing anyone was watching, not bothering to close the door all the way.

Renee shifted on the mattress, suddenly restless.

She thought about how Leigh had looked at her that morning, curled up on the bed, eyes rimmed in red but steady. The things she’d said. The things she hadn’t. How raw she’d been. How soft.

Renee felt that ache again and it confused her. Not desire, she didn’t think. Just something unsettled and sticky that lived under her ribs and made her skin feel a little too tight.

Colin let out a breath beside her.

She almost rolled over then. Almost reached for him. Not because she wanted sex, but because maybe if she let him touch her, she could wipe the image out of her head. Anchor herself back in something familiar. Something simple.

But she didn’t.

She stayed still, eyes open in the dark, replaying the curve of her breast and hips until her body warmed with something she was too scared to admit to.
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The kitchen smelled like toast and too-strong coffee. Sunlight pooled across the tile floor in wide, warm strips, the kind of soft morning light that should’ve felt peaceful. But everything felt a little off.

Renee stood at the counter, twisting the coffee pot back into its cradle even though she wasn’t planning on another cup. Colin had already filled his travel mug and left ten minutes ago, after a half-hearted excuse about needing to pick something up from the hardware store before it got crowded. He hadn’t said much during breakfast—just the usual hum of small talk, polite smiles passed across the table like condiments.

Now it was just Renee and Leigh, the silence between them held together by the faint scrape of cutlery in the sink.

“I can head out in a bit,” Leigh said, her voice quiet. “Didn’t mean to overstay.”

“You haven’t been,” Renee said automatically, before she could question whether it was true.

Leigh gave her a look, soft and skeptical. “You don’t have to pretend.”

“I’m not,” Renee said. She turned toward the sink, sleeves already pushed up, hands warm from the dishwater. “I’ve enjoyed having you over.”

Leigh smiled faintly. “I just feel like I’m…I don’t know, intruding.”

Renee shook her head, but didn’t answer. She just rinsed a plate and passed it to Leigh, who grabbed a towel from the oven handle and began drying without being asked. They moved together easily, wordless, slipping into the rhythm of people who’ve done this a hundred times. Only they hadn’t. Not like this.

They weren’t that close. They’d been part of the same social circle for years—vacation photos and double dates, game nights, holiday parties—but something about Leigh had always put a little distance between them. She was bright and self-possessed, the kind of woman who had an infectious laugh, and caught every eye in the room. And Renee had admired that. Maybe envied it. But they’d never lingered at the edge of a party to talk one-on-one. Until now. She’d never seen Leigh without Ian by her side.

“Sorry again,” Leigh said, glancing down at the glass in her hands. “For all the drama.”

“You don’t have to keep apologizing.”

“I know. I just… I hate crying in front of people.”

Renee looked over at her. Leigh’s hair was still damp from her shower, tucked behind her ears, and she had no makeup on this morning. It made her look younger. Softer. A little more real.

“I get that,” Renee said. “But you don’t have to be put together all the time.”

“Tell that to Ian.”

The words came out too quickly, like she hadn’t meant to say them aloud. She stopped drying and stared down at the counter. Renee didn’t press.

“He used to like that I had opinions,” Leigh said after a moment. “That I didn’t let him bulldoze over everything. Now it just feels like I’m… exhausting to him. Like even existing at full volume is too much.”

Renee leaned her hip against the counter, damp hands resting on the edge of the sink. “Did something change? Or did it just… fade?”

Leigh gave a quiet laugh, bitter at the edges. “I think it faded, and neither of us admitted it. We just kept doing the things we always did. Having the same arguments. Sharing the same bed but not really sleeping with each other. Until one day I looked up and realized I hadn’t felt… wanted in months.”

Renee nodded slowly. She felt something tighten low in her chest. Not pity. Not judgment. Just recognition.

“I understand,” she said.

Leigh looked at her.

Renee kept her eyes down, focused on her hands, her cuticles still damp and pink from the water. “It’s like no one talks about how easy it is to drift. How easy it is to stop reaching for each other. One day you’re still trying, and then the next… you’re just being polite.”

Silence settled again.

Leigh reached for the next glass. Dried it slowly. “Do you and Colin ever⁠—?”

She didn’t finish the question.

Renee didn’t answer it, not directly.

“We’re okay,” she said instead. “We’re good at being a team. At keeping everything running.”

“But?”

Renee hesitated. Then: “Sometimes I think we’re better at sharing a calendar than a bed.”

Leigh exhaled, a soft laugh that didn’t quite make it to a smile. “God, yes.”

They both looked at each other then, the space between them quiet and open in a way it hadn’t been before. Renee felt that small ache bloom again. The one from last night. From the image she still hadn’t fully let go of. But it wasn’t about the shower anymore. It was about this newfound intimacy.

About not having to explain why your marriage still looked perfect on paper, even when it felt like you’d forgotten how to touch each other properly.

They finished the dishes in silence. When the last glass was put away, Leigh turned and leaned back against the counter, arms crossed lightly over her chest.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice low.

“For what?”

“For not trying to fix it.”

Renee gave a small smile. “Maybe I just don’t know how.”

Leigh laughed. “That makes two of us.”

Renee nodded.

She wasn’t sure what was going to happen next. But she knew one thing for certain: this was the beginning of a much closer relationship between her and Leigh.
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The house had gone still. Outside, the sky was a hard, cloudless blue. Inside, the A/C had given up around noon with a final shuddering clunk. They’d opened the windows and turned on the fans, but all it did was circulate the heat—pushing it around like a heavy breath neither of them could exhale.

Renee’s skin felt tacky beneath her clothes. A damp line had formed beneath her bra that she kept adjusting without really fixing, and her thighs stuck to the leather couch no matter how she shifted. She’d changed into a pale blue tank top and loose cotton shorts—her version of giving up. Leigh, beside her, had done the same. Black tank. Gray athletic shorts rolled at the waistband. Her hair was tied up, a few tendrils dark with sweat against her temple.

They sat with their legs half-tangled, not on purpose, just lazily, like gravity had done the deciding for them. Between them, sweating in the heat like everything else, sat two stemless wine glasses filled with ice and cheap chilled rosé.

It was too hot to pretend anymore. Too hot for small talk. They’d already exhausted the usual topics—work stress, broken appliances, annoying mutual friends. The kind of conversations meant to pass time but not invite anything real.

Now the wine had softened their edges, and there wasn’t much left but truth.

Leigh tipped her glass toward her lips and took a slow sip, then exhaled as if that alone had been effort.

“Do you ever feel like you stopped being a person a long time ago?” she asked. “Like you became this… body instead of a person?”

Renee didn’t answer right away.

She took a sip too. The wine was too sweet, a little metallic from the ice, but she kept drinking it. She watched a drop of condensation run down Leigh’s glass and collect at the curve of her thumb. She wanted to say no. She wanted to say of course not, that’s ridiculous. But she didn’t.

“Sometimes I catch myself in the mirror,” Leigh went on, “and it’s like—I know that’s me. That’s my face. My skin. But I don’t feel like anyone’s looked at me in months. Not really.” Her voice dipped, softer. “Not like they used to.”

Renee’s stomach tightened.

She felt the heat prickling along the back of her neck. Not just from the air. From the fact that she understood exactly what Leigh meant. From the fact that she hadn’t been able to say it out loud until now, even to herself.

“I used to love being naked,” Leigh said. “Not for other people, always. Just… for me. Just to feel like I was still confident and comfortable.” She swirled the last bit of wine in her glass. “Now I can’t remember the last time I wanted someone to see me.”

Renee looked down at her own lap. Her thighs were pink with heat where they touched. Her skin glistened slightly. Her chest rose and fell faster than it should have. She didn’t want to admit how much she related to that. Or how often she’d thought about it.

What it meant to be looked at. Not ogled. Not tolerated. Just seen.

“I don’t think Colin means to make me feel invisible,” Renee said after a long pause. “But sometimes I feel like I’m on mute and he doesn’t even notice.”

Leigh nodded. “Ian too. Or maybe he notices and just prefers it that way.”

They both laughed then, softly, the kind of shared laugh that didn’t need a punchline. Just recognition.

The fan buzzed lazily in the corner, pushing hot air around the room.

Leigh leaned her head back against the cushions, stretching her arms above her head with a sigh. Her tank top shifted slightly with the motion, revealing a sliver of her ribcage, a delicate shadow beneath her breast. Renee noticed. Noted it. Let her eyes linger for half a second longer than they should have before dragging them away.

And still, the heat clung to her.

She took another sip of wine. Her lips felt dry, even after. She could feel a trickle of sweat working its way down her spine. She wanted to open the freezer and crawl inside. She wanted to ask Leigh why she’d never said these things before. She wanted to say me too again, and again, until it didn’t hurt.

Leigh’s voice came quiet, almost casual: “You ever look at someone and realize you might still be able to feel something again?”

Renee didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because the question didn’t feel like a question.

It felt like a confession. Like a match being struck in a room already soaked in kerosene.

The silence stretched. Not awkward. Just heavy.

Renee felt her heartbeat in her throat. In her fingertips. Her wine glass felt suddenly too cold, too fragile in her hand. She placed it down on the table before she dropped it.

Leigh didn’t push. She didn’t turn to look at Renee or clarify what she meant. She just sat there, arms still raised, eyes half-lidded, as if the answer didn’t matter.

But it did. Renee knew it did.

Because she hadn’t stopped thinking about that glimpse in the shower. Or the way Leigh’s voice had sounded the night before. Or the way her body felt now, too warm, too alert, too close to something she wasn’t supposed to want.

The fan rattled in the corner. Outside, a dog barked once and fell quiet again.

Inside, neither of them moved.

And the question stayed, hanging between them like a thread pulled taut, waiting for one of them to tug.
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The porch lights cast soft, uneven pools of gold across the railing and the tops of their bare knees. Renee sat with one leg folded beneath her, the other stretched out toward the edge of the steps. The night was still warm but not stifling, the heat finally giving way to something almost pleasant. Crickets murmured in the distance. The occasional car passed by with its headlights brushing the edge of the lawn.

Leigh sat beside her on the porch swing, eyes glassy but not drunk.

Colin had called earlier to say he’d be late—something about a client dinner running long, some investor who wouldn’t stop talking. He’d apologized, said not to wait. Renee had said it was fine. And it was, she thought. Or it had been. Until the silence between her and Leigh started filling with things that didn’t quite feel like friendship anymore.

They’d started with harmless memories. First kisses. Awkward ones. Leigh had kissed a boy in eighth grade who’d kept his mouth clamped shut the whole time, like he was bracing for impact. Renee had laughed until she nearly spilled her drink, then shared her own story—wet braces, a lip caught painfully between teeth, the memory of peppermint gum slipping through without warning.

Now they were deeper in. Not laughing anymore.

Leigh leaned back against the swing’s cushion, one leg tucked beneath her, her body angled slightly toward Renee. “You know what I miss?” she said. Her voice was low, the kind of low you use when you don’t want the night to echo anything back. “What it used to feel like. Sex, I mean. When the person you were with was new and it was still exciting.”

Renee looked over at her.

Leigh wasn’t smiling. Her eyes were distant, watching the shape of the wine swirl in her glass. “Not the act, necessarily,” she continued. “But the lead-up. The electricity. The maybe of it. That feeling like your skin’s already been touched, even though it hasn’t yet.”

Renee nodded slowly. She knew exactly what she meant. That anticipation. That suspended moment before someone reaches for you—the one where you’re still untouched, but already changed.

“I used to feel it just from being looked at,” Leigh said. “Like—I’d be walking across a room, and if I caught someone’s eyes, it was already starting. That heat, that possibility. Now I could stand in the middle of a crowded bar naked and not even spark a glance.”

Renee didn’t speak. She didn’t know what to say that wouldn’t feel like pity, or worse—agreement.

Because it was true for her too. And not just from strangers.

Even with Colin, it had become a kind of quiet familiarity. A well-worn script. Loving, yes. Safe. But not charged. Not alive in that raw, unspoken way. And lately, that absence had begun to feel louder than she wanted to admit.

Leigh set her glass down. It landed softly on the wood with a muted clink. Her hand, now free, dropped to her lap, then shifted again—just slightly—until her fingers brushed against Renee’s wrist.

It was light. Barely anything. A whisper of contact.

But Renee felt it like a pulse.

She didn’t move. She didn’t pull away. The skin beneath Leigh’s touch prickled, suddenly hyperaware. Her breath caught in her chest, not from surprise exactly, but from the clarity of it—that she wasn’t imagining the tension. That something was moving between them, slow and deliberate, like fog rolling in over warm pavement.

Leigh’s voice was smaller now, just above a whisper. “I keep saying I’m not that kind of person,” she said, her fingers still resting against Renee’s skin. “But I don’t know what kind I am anymore.”

Renee turned to look at her.

Leigh was close. Closer than she had any right to be. Her face was soft in the porch light, flushed with warmth. Her mouth slightly parted, her expression open in a way Renee had never seen before. Not at parties. Not over brunch. Not even in tears.

This was different.

This was honest. Her.

Renee’s stomach twisted. Not with fear exactly. More like exposure. A feeling she hadn’t expected to have again. That someone could be looking at her like this. Like she was part of the maybe.

“I don’t think there’s a type for wanting to feel wanted,” Renee said. She wasn’t sure where the words came from. “I think it just means you’re human.”

Leigh exhaled, shaky.

They were so close now that Renee could feel her breath—warm and sweet. Her hand hadn’t moved. Neither had Renee’s. She wasn’t sure she remembered how to.

She was aware of every inch between them. And of how little space was left. Her chest rose, then fell. Leigh mirrored it.

They didn’t speak.

Leigh leaned in, just barely. A fraction. Maybe even less. Her gaze dropped, flicked to Renee’s mouth, then back to her eyes. The movement was small, almost nothing. But it was enough.

Enough to make Renee lean too. Enough to make the air between them ripple with possibility. Enough to make it real.

And then the porch light flickered.

It buzzed once, blinked off, then on again—harsh, sudden. Too bright after the haze of what they’d almost done. Enough to break the moment open like glass dropped on tile.

Leigh pulled back first. Just a twitch. A breath. Her hand fell away. Her eyes dropped. Then she laughed—but it was nervous, almost embarrassed.

Renee laughed too, but it caught in her throat. She shifted, ran a hand through her hair like she was trying to comb the heat out of it. “That was⁠—”

“—weird,” Leigh finished.

“Yeah.” Renee stared out into the yard, blinking hard. “Just the wine.”

“Just the wine,” Leigh echoed, but her voice sounded far away.

They didn’t touch again.

They didn’t speak for a while either.

Eventually, Leigh stood and stretched, said something about taking a shower and calling it early. Renee nodded without looking at her.

The porch light stayed on after she went inside.

So did the maybe.
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The door opened with the soft jingle of keys and the familiar click of the latch—a sound that usually made Renee feel settled, like the day was finally allowed to end.

Tonight, it landed differently.

She and Leigh were still in the living room, curled into the same spots from earlier. The wine bottle was nearly empty, their glasses more water than anything else now, filled and refilled with melting ice in a weak attempt at sobriety.

Colin stepped into the doorway, holding his briefcase in one hand. He looked tired—creased shirt, faint sweat at the collar, the polite half-smile of someone who’d been over-peopled all evening. His eyes flicked from Renee to Leigh and back again.

“You’re still up,” he said, setting his keys in the dish by the door.

“It’s not that late,” Renee replied. She heard how defensive it sounded and immediately regretted it.

Colin raised an eyebrow. “It’s almost one.”

“Oh,” Leigh said with mock alarm, leaning back dramatically into the couch cushions. “Are we grounded?”

He gave a dry laugh, but his gaze stayed on Renee a moment too long. Not accusing—just… searching. Like he was trying to figure out what had shifted.

Renee couldn’t tell if she looked guilty or not. She didn’t feel guilty, exactly. Just out of sync. Like someone had changed the station and Colin had walked in still listening to the old frequency.

“I thought you said you’d be home by eleven,” she said before she could stop herself.

Colin ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “Yeah, well. Nate wouldn’t shut up about that sailboat he bought. You know how he gets.”

Renee nodded. She did. Nate had always loved the sound of his own voice.

“Sorry,” Colin added. “Didn’t mean to worry you.”

“You didn’t.” She offered it too quickly, like patching over something neither of them had agreed was broken.

Leigh sat up a little straighter, sensing the undercurrent. Her tone shifted, playful but careful. “We were just swapping old horror stories. Exes, bad dates, our first failed kisses. You really missed out.”

“I’m sure I did,” Colin said, smiling politely. “Anything juicy?”

“Only if you count my seventh-grade boyfriend crying during a slow dance,” Leigh said, stretching her arms over her head in a way that made her tank top shift slightly, riding up just enough to show the line of her stomach.

Colin chuckled, but his eyes dropped briefly before flicking away. Renee noticed that. And hated that she noticed. It stirred something—irritation maybe, or jealousy, or just the sharp pang of contrast between the intimacy she’d felt an hour ago and the way Colin now seemed like a guest in the room.

“Remember that camping trip up north?” Leigh asked suddenly, folding her legs beneath her. “The one where Ian fell in the river trying to show off?”

Colin’s face lit up a little. “God, yes. He insisted on climbing that rock with a beer in one hand.”

“And no shoes,” Renee added, smiling in spite of herself. “Didn’t he tear half his foot open on the way down?”

“Bled all over the tent,” Leigh said. “And still kept insisting it wasn’t a big deal.”

Colin laughed, a real one this time, deep in his chest. “We had to drive forty minutes to the nearest hospital because he was too stubborn to let anyone call an ambulance.”

“And he hit on the nurse,” Renee said.

“Oh my God,” Leigh said. “I’d forgotten that. That was before we got together, but it still makes me cringe.”

The laughter was easy, at first. A relief.

But then it softened, thinned. Like the memory had carried too much weight beneath the surface. Like they’d let themselves forget for a moment that Ian wasn’t just a story they shared—he was a person they all know. And now he was also the reason Leigh had shown up on their doorstep, mascara streaked and holding herself like she’d come undone in stages.

“I used to love those trips,” Leigh said quietly. “Before everything got so… hard.”

The room went still.

Renee looked over at Colin, who suddenly seemed unsure of what to do with his hands. He rubbed his palm along the back of his neck, then sat down in the armchair across from them like putting a little space between himself and the couch might help ease something.

“They were good times,” he said, but the words sounded like they belonged to someone else. A line spoken because it was expected.

Leigh nodded, then reached for her glass again. The ice had melted. She swirled it anyway.

“I don’t know when things started slipping,” she said. “With Ian. With me. Maybe we both just stopped choosing each other.”

No one corrected her.

Renee looked down at her own hand, resting loosely on her thigh. She wanted to reach for Colin’s. She wanted him to notice the reaching, to meet her halfway. But he was too far now. Not just physically. She could feel it.

Something had changed while he was gone. Something that hadn’t fully crossed a line, but had come close enough to leave a mark.

“Would it be weird if I stayed in here a little longer?” she asked, not looking at either of them. “I just… I don’t think I can sleep alone right now.”

Renee paused. Her body stilled, the words catching her.

It wasn’t the request itself that threw her. It was the way Leigh said it. Not fragile. Not needy. Just honest. Like the truth had worn through whatever pride was left.

Colin glanced at her. Not with judgment—just uncertainty. His shoulders lifted in a shrug, an unspoken your call.

Renee turned back toward Leigh slowly. “You can stay,” she said, her voice softer than she meant it to be.

Leigh looked up, and something passed between them. Not gratitude exactly. Closer to acknowledgment. As if she hadn’t really doubted the answer, just needed to hear it aloud.

She didn’t stretch out or lie down. She stayed upright, sitting cross-legged between them when Colin moved to join them on the couch. He gave her space, but not much. The silence was dense, expectant. Like something else was in the room with them. Something none of them wanted to be the first to acknowledge.

Renee’s eyes kept drifting toward Leigh without meaning to.

The curve of her shoulder beneath the thin strap of her camisole. The way her hand rested against her thigh—still, but not relaxed. A visible tension sat behind her collarbones, like she was holding her breath in parts of her body that didn’t know how to exhale.

Renee looked away, then back again.

And that’s when it happened.

Leigh’s hand moved. Her fingers reached for Renee’s, brushing lightly against her skin. It wasn’t a mistake. It wasn’t innocent.

Renee’s throat tightened.

The touch was featherlight, but the meaning was heavy. It sat there in the space between them, humming with something unspoken.

Colin didn’t speak, but Renee felt him go still beside her. She knew the moment he saw it—their hands touching—and knew he felt the same shift in the air she did. The sudden, fragile break in the boundary they hadn’t talked about, but had silently agreed to all the same.

Renee opened her mouth, not even sure what she meant to say. Leigh’s name came out in a whisper. Soft. Not angry. Not even warning, not really. Just… unsure.

“Leigh.”

But Leigh didn’t pull away.

She turned, facing Renee fully now, her eyes steady but wide, like she knew this was a mistake and was doing it anyway. Like she’d made peace with the part of herself that wanted this…thing between them.

Renee’s breath caught. She should have moved. Should have shifted back or broken the contact or looked at Colin. But she didn’t.

Because she wasn’t sure she wanted to stop it either.

When Leigh leaned in, it was slow. Intentional. Not coy.

Her hand moved to the side of Renee’s face, her fingertips brushing her cheek, just barely. And then her lips touched hers.

A kiss. Real. Soft. Lingering.

Renee didn’t pull away.

Her eyes fluttered shut, and for a second, the world narrowed to the warmth of Leigh’s mouth against hers. The gentle pressure. The heady mix of wine and breath and something deeper, something sharp and unfamiliar uncoiling low in her belly.

It wasn’t the kiss itself that undid her.

It was the response—how quickly her body responded, how easily she leaned into it, how natural it felt to let it happen. That was what scared her. Not that Leigh kissed her, but that she kissed her back. That there was no real hesitation in her.

When Leigh finally pulled away, she didn’t look triumphant. Or even nervous.

She looked… open. Like she had just confessed something with her mouth and now she was waiting to be told whether it was forgivable.

Colin didn’t say a word. He didn’t move, either. Just sat there, breath shallow, as if one shift might break the spell—or make it real. Renee could feel his gaze on her, feel the weight of it even as Leigh turned back toward her, lips still slightly parted from the kiss they hadn’t meant to start.

But they had.

And then they kissed again. Deeply. Hungrily. With the kind of heat that made Renee forget where she was until her knees bumped the edge of the couch and she felt Leigh’s hand tugging at the hem of her tank top.

She had expected hesitation. A stammered apology. A pull-back at the last second.

Instead, Leigh kissed her harder, cupping her face, sliding her hands over her shoulders and down her sides like she’d been waiting for this. Renee didn’t stop her. She didn’t stop any of it. Even when Leigh’s hands slipped beneath her top. Even when fingers slid over her bare stomach and higher, higher, until they found her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra.

She heard Colin shift then.

She turned slightly, just enough to catch him in the corner of her eye—shirt off now, pants unzipped, his hand wrapped around himself, stroking slowly.

Watching.

And not stopping her.

Renee’s breath hitched as Leigh pushed the straps of her top off her shoulders and tugged it over her head. Her bra followed a moment later, unclasped with quick fingers, cool air hitting her bare chest before Leigh’s mouth did. Her nipples stiffened instantly as Leigh sucked at one, then the other, her tongue wet and eager, her hands cupping her breasts in a way that felt both reverent and dirty.

Renee moaned—quiet, surprised by the sound of it. Her hips shifted, her thighs pressing together, trying to manage the ache that had been building since before the first kiss. Maybe since the first night Leigh had shown up on their doorstep, mascara streaked and voice cracking, asking for shelter.

She looked over at Colin again.

He was still watching. His chest rose and fell, his eyes locked on her like he didn’t quite believe what he was seeing—but he wasn’t stopping it. He wasn’t even blinking. His hand moved steadily, stroking the length of his cock just above where his pants had been shoved down. The sight of it—of him, aroused and silent and here—sent a bolt of something sharp and dark through her belly.

She felt exposed in the most surreal way. Naked not just to Leigh’s hands and mouth, but to Colin’s gaze. And the worst part wasn’t the shame.

It was how much she liked it.

When Leigh dropped to her knees, it was almost graceful. She ran her hands slowly down Renee’s sides, tugging at the waistband of her shorts like she’d been waiting for permission—but not asking for it.

Renee could have stopped her.

She didn’t.

Instead, she lifted her hips.

Leigh peeled the shorts down, and her panties with them. The cool air hit her again, but this time lower, wetter, and the rush of exposure sent a shock of heat to her face.

She was naked now. Fully. Knees parted, thighs flushed, the dampness between her legs unmistakable.

And Colin was still watching.

Leigh spread her legs wider, gently, using her hands to guide her thighs open. Renee gasped—not from pain or hesitation, but from the awareness of it. Of being opened in front of her husband. Of being touched and undressed by another woman while he watched from just a few feet away.

Her hands gripped the edge of the couch, fingers curling tightly as Leigh leaned in and licked—slowly, deliberately, one long stroke from bottom to top that made her whole body jolt.

“Jesus,” Renee whispered, not sure who she was speaking to.

Leigh moaned softly against her. And then did it again.

The wet slide of her tongue. The press of her mouth. The way she gripped Renee’s thighs as she lapped at her with growing intensity, no hesitation, no gentleness now—just hunger.

Renee’s hips lifted involuntarily. Her eyes fluttered shut, but then she forced them open again. Because she had to look.

She had to see Colin.

And when she did, he was still there—watching her be devoured, watching her hips roll, her thighs tremble, her moans rising louder with every flick of Leigh’s tongue. His hand moved faster now. His eyes burned.

And in that moment, Renee stopped pretending she didn’t want this.

Her body was soaked. Her legs were spread for both of them. Her mouth was open, gasping, moaning Leigh’s name in half-broken syllables as the orgasm built inside her like pressure behind a dam.

She felt like someone else. And also more herself than she had in years.

Every nerve was lit.

Every breath dragged from her with effort.

And when it finally hit her—when she came, shuddering and bucking and crying out into the dark room—her thoughts spun out in a thousand directions, incoherent, shattered.

This is happening.

This is real.

He’s watching me.

I let this happen.

I wanted this.

When she came down, she was trembling.

Leigh stayed between her thighs, still breathing hot against her soaked skin. Colin’s hand had stilled, his chest rising and falling like he’d just run a mile.

Renee opened her eyes, trying to catch her breath. Her heart was still pounding.

And when she looked at her husband—half-dressed, flushed, stunned—he looked back at her like he didn’t know who she was.

Leigh lifted up and over Renee, kissing her like she wasn’t afraid anymore.

No hesitation, no apology. Just open heat. Mouth to mouth, chest to chest, thighs pressed together with nothing between them. Renee could taste herself on Leigh’s tongue—warm and wet, a slick reminder of what had just happened and how far she’d let it go. How far she wanted it to go.

The thought made her moan softly against Leigh’s lips.

Leigh’s hands were everywhere now, greedy and sure, but Renee had her own hunger. She slipped off Leigh’s shirt and helped her slide out of her shorts. Then she reached for the back clasp of Leigh’s bra and undid it with fingers that barely trembled. The fabric slipped loose, and Leigh shrugged it off easily, baring her breasts to the soft light and the quiet hum of tension still hanging in the room.

Renee leaned forward, kissed the swell of one breast, then the other, feeling the skin tighten beneath her mouth as her tongue circled Leigh’s nipple. She sucked gently, then harder, not for show but because it felt good to give something back. To feel Leigh gasp and press closer, hand sliding into Renee’s hair.

And all the while, Colin was still watching.

Renee didn’t forget him—not for a second. She could feel his presence beside her like a current in the room, a thread pulled tight through every movement she made.

As her mouth moved from one breast to the other, her hands drifted down. She found the waistband of Leigh’s panties and began to ease them down, inch by inch, past her hips and thighs. Leigh lifted her knees to help, breath shallow, fingers curled against the back of the couch for balance.

Renee sat up, flushed and aching, and leaned into Leigh’s ear. Her voice came low and rough, almost shaky with how much she meant it.

“I want to share my husband with you,” she whispered. “I want to help you forget about everything that happened recently.”

She felt Leigh exhale—deep and full—like the words had settled into her chest and eased something open. Then Leigh pulled back just far enough to look at her, eyes soft, face flushed and glowing in the dim light. She reached up, brushed a damp strand of hair behind Renee’s ear, and held her face there for a moment.

“Are you sure?” she asked, barely audible.

Renee didn’t look away.

She nodded.

And then she turned toward Colin.

He was still half-dressed, his pants shoved low on his hips, his cock hard in his hand, but his expression was somewhere between stunned and reverent. Like he didn’t quite trust what was unfolding in front of him.

“Let’s help her forget,” Renee said quietly. “Shall we?”

He stood slowly, like he wasn’t convinced it was real. But he didn’t question her. Not aloud. He stepped out of his pants and boxers and sat back down beside them. He was completely naked now, his arousal obvious, his breath shallow as he looked between his wife and the woman she’d just invited to take him.

Renee didn’t move to touch him.

Leigh did.

Without waiting for permission, Leigh leaned down and took him into her mouth with a hunger that made Colin gasp. His hand flew to her hair, not to push or pull, just to ground himself in what was happening. In what she was doing.

Renee sat back, watching the way Leigh’s head bobbed slowly, the way Colin’s hips flexed despite himself, the tension in his thighs, the soft curse that slipped from his lips.

And she touched herself.

Her hand moved between her thighs, fingers slipping through her own wetness as she watched another woman go down on her husband. And not just any woman—but Leigh. Her guest. Her secret.

There was no shame in it. Not in that moment. Just heat. Just curiosity. Just the overwhelming sense of being awake again after a long, quiet sleep.

Colin looked at Renee right then.

Right into her.

And she held his gaze as her fingers circled her clit, as Leigh’s lips slid up and down his shaft, as the air in the room turned thick with breath and tension and the slick, wet sounds of mouth and skin.

He was close. She could tell by the way his jaw clenched, by the way his hips started to move harder, deeper, by the way his hand tightened in Leigh’s hair.

And just before he tipped over, Renee reached out and touched Leigh’s shoulder.

“Wait,” she said, voice unsteady but firm. “Stop.”

Leigh froze.

Colin let out a strangled sound, half frustration, half awe.

“I want to…” Renee’s voice caught. “I have to see him inside you.”

The words hung there for a moment, raw and exposed.

Leigh lifted off him with a quiet gasp, her thighs trembling slightly as she shifted. Colin felt her warmth lingering on his skin, and then she was above him again—knees on either side of his hips, hair falling over one shoulder, eyes locked on his like she was waiting for him to flinch or pull away.

He didn’t.

Renee’s hand rested gently on Leigh’s lower back, stroking slowly, reverently. Like she was guiding her. Blessing her. There was something strangely sacred in the moment, in the way Leigh lowered herself with care—slow, breath held, like she was afraid of going too fast and breaking whatever spell they’d cast.

And then he was inside her.

It happened with a quiet, gasping moan from both of them. A moment of stunned, shared disbelief. Her warm pussy surrounded his cock, tight and slick and overwhelming. His fingers dug into the couch cushions. Leigh exhaled hard through her nose and braced her hands on his chest, her brows knitting like she hadn’t expected it to feel like this—so good, so full, so undeniably real.

Renee watched. Her lips parted slightly, and for a beat, she didn’t breathe. Her hand glided down Leigh’s front, over the flat of her stomach, and then lower. She found Leigh’s clit and began to circle slowly, her touch steady but tender.

Leigh’s hips responded on instinct. Her breath stuttered, her body rocked forward and back, and Colin couldn’t think anymore. He gripped her hips hard, just to anchor himself, to stop from losing control completely. The friction was unbearable in the best possible way—slick, tight, and rhythmic. Her body milked him with every motion, and it was all too much. Not just the sensation—but the meaning. The fact that this was Leigh. Not his wife.

And his wife was the one touching her. Watching. Encouraging.

Renee leaned over, brushing hair from Leigh’s face, then kissed her cheek with something dangerously close to affection. Then she turned and kissed Colin.

It short-circuited something in his brain. Her mouth was warm, familiar, and loving. He kissed her back, needing her reassurance—needing to believe she still wanted him, even now. That he wasn’t betraying her.

When she pulled back, she cupped his cheek and said it quietly, almost breathless, “Give it to her, baby. Make her forget everything.”

He hesitated—but only for a second.

Then he started to thrust.

Leigh’s eyes fluttered. Her moan was soft at first, like she was trying to hold it in. Then she gasped and ground down against him, chasing it. Wanting more. Her hair swung around her face as she rode him harder, faster, her body clenching and shuddering every time he thrust up into her. And still, Renee’s hand moved between them, circling Leigh’s clit with devotion.

Colin tried not to think. Not about the fact that Leigh was moaning because of him. Not about the heat of her thighs, the slick pull of her body, the way his wife was watching him fuck someone else like it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

He leaned up to kiss Leigh, their mouths messy and open, breath catching. And then he felt movement beside him.

Renee was shifting closer, but before she could touch herself, Leigh caught her wrist.

Without a word, Leigh replaced it with her own hand—slipping it between Renee’s legs and stroking her in soft, wet circles.

Renee moaned into Colin’s neck, her lips grazing his skin, and then all three of them were tangled—touching, kissing, gasping through waves of heat and tension. Colin couldn’t tell who was making which sound. He only knew he was close. So close. And from the way Leigh tightened around him, the way her movements faltered for a moment before coming back sharper, faster, more desperate—he knew she was too.

Renee kissed Leigh’s shoulder. Leigh moaned into Renee’s mouth. Colin kissed his wife while he was buried inside another woman, and it felt like the world was coming undone in the most painfully intimate way.

The moment broke in a rush of noise and heat.

Leigh cried out first, her body locking down around him, her thighs trembling. Colin followed seconds later, barely holding back a groan as he thrust deep and stayed there, buried to the hilt, shuddering with the force of it.

Renee’s climax seemed to crest between them—her mouth open, eyes closed, back arching as Leigh’s fingers finished her. She didn’t scream, but the sound she made was pure surrender. A long, soft moan into Leigh’s neck. Into Colin’s hand. Into the heat they’d all created together.

They stayed like that for a while—touching, breathing, not speaking.

Leigh was curled against Colin’s chest now, her breathing slow, her cheek resting just below his collarbone. One of his arms draped around her back, steady and protective, while the other stayed stretched toward Renee, fingers still loosely wrapped around her thigh where she sat beside them, cross-legged and flushed. The throw blanket was half pulled across her lap, but it barely covered her. All three of them were naked, sticky with sweat, flushed from what they’d just done.

Renee’s hand found Leigh’s back, brushing gently up and down along her spine. Not for any reason. Just because it felt natural. Grounding. Her other hand drifted to Colin’s wrist, holding there too, not wanting to let go of either of them.

She stared at the far wall for a long time. Her body was exhausted, her skin still tingling in places she hadn’t expected. But her mind was clear. Quieter than it had been in weeks. No panic. No guilt. No rush to make meaning out of any of it.

Still, she spoke first.

“You okay?” Renee asked softly, brushing a bit of hair from Leigh’s shoulder.

Leigh gave a quiet breath of a laugh. “Yeah. Just… kind of overwhelmed. In a good way.”

Renee nodded. “Makes sense.”

Leigh shifted enough to look at her. “You’re really alright with this?”

“I wouldn’t have gone through with it if I wasn’t.” Renee hesitated, then added, “It felt… right. In a strange, unexpected way, yeah. But not wrong.”

Leigh gave her a long look, like she was still trying to believe it. “Thank you,” she said. “For… everything.”

Renee gave her a small, tired smile. “You don’t have to thank me. I was part of it too.”

She turned to Colin then, watching him quietly for a beat. “You?”

He met her gaze, his expression thoughtful. “I don’t know what it all means yet,” he admitted. “But I don’t regret it.”

Renee nodded. “Good. Me neither.”

They stayed like that for another moment, tangled together in silence. Renee sat up slowly, pulling the throw blanket around her shoulders. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s go to bed. Properly.”

Leigh blinked, half-asleep. “We’re not already in bed?”

Renee laughed under her breath. “That was the living room. I want… more than that.”

Renee reached for both their hands and led them down the hall, one on each side of her. The hardwood floor was cool under their feet, the hallway dim and quiet.

The bed was still unmade from earlier, sheets rumpled, pillows pushed to one side. Renee climbed in first and pulled the blanket back. Colin settled on the far side. Leigh slid in next to him. Renee tucked herself in beside Leigh, her arm around her waist, her back resting lightly against Colin’s chest.

They adjusted a little—getting comfortable, finding a position that made sense. There wasn’t much talking. Just soft movements. A sigh. A shift of weight. The kind of quiet that felt natural, not tense.

Renee rested her hand on Leigh’s stomach. She could feel Colin’s steady breath behind her, the rise and fall of Leigh’s chest in front of her. Everything about it felt strange—but not wrong. Just new.

She didn’t feel like she had something to explain or fix. She didn’t feel uncertain or jealous.

She felt steady. A little surprised, maybe. But steady. She closed her eyes, tucked herself in closer, and let herself fall asleep. Naked. Tired. Held.
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The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, rich and familiar. Morning light stretched across the counter, catching in Leigh’s hair as she leaned against the island, sleeves pushed up, bare legs crossed at the ankle. She looked different—softer somehow, like something heavy had finally lifted off her.

Renee stood at the stove in one of Colin’s T-shirts, absently stirring a pan of batter. Her voice was still a little rough when she said, “You sleep at all?”

Leigh smiled, a quiet, knowing thing. “A little.” She hesitated, then added, “That was… unreal, Renee. I don’t even know what to say except thank you.”

Renee glanced over her shoulder, caught off guard by the sincerity in Leigh’s voice. “Yeah,” she said after a beat, smiling. “Thank you, too.”

At the table, Colin took a slow sip of his coffee, trying—and failing—to look casual. The grin tugging at the corner of his mouth gave him away.

Renee rolled her eyes. “We already know he enjoyed himself.”

Leigh laughed, covering her face with her hands. “Oh my God.”

Colin lifted the mug like a toast. “No complaints here.”

That broke the room open. The laughter that followed was easy and unguarded, the kind that comes when there’s nothing left to hide.

Renee shook her head, turning back to the stove. “How about I make us some pancakes?”

“Yes, please,” Leigh said immediately, grinning. “I’m starving.”

Renee poured the batter, the sizzle filling the quiet between them. Colin refilled their mugs. Leigh leaned close to steal a bite off the first plate that hit the counter. It was domestic and ordinary in all the best ways—like this was something they’d done a hundred times before.

Whatever lines they’d crossed the night before didn’t feel dangerous anymore. Just honest.

They weren’t the same as they’d been yesterday, and somehow that felt like a good thing.


The Wife Next Door




The ceiling fan turned lazily above her, stirring the warm air. Mara scrolled without really seeing the screen. She was curled on her side, one knee bent up, a pillow tucked half under her arm like a shield. Her hair was still damp from the shower, pressed into the pillowcase in little waves.

Evan lay on his back next to her, propped up against two pillows, a paperback balanced in one hand. He wasn’t really reading. Hadn’t been for the last twenty minutes. The same paragraph kept repeating itself, looping like background noise. Every once in a while he’d glance over, waiting to see if she’d say something. Ask him a question. Touch his arm. Nothing.

The screen lit her face in blue light. It made her look different somehow. Or farther away.

“You tired?” he asked softly.

“Mm?” she didn’t look up. “Not really.”

“I thought you said you were exhausted earlier.”

She shrugged. “Second wind, I guess.”

He turned a page he hadn’t read and set the book facedown on his chest. “I could rub your shoulders. If you want.”

Mara’s thumb stilled. She looked up for a second, eyes tired but not unkind. “It’s okay. I’m already comfy.”

He nodded, trying not to let the rejection stick. It wasn’t mean. It wasn’t cold. Just… normal, lately.

“I’ll take a rain check,” she added, and offered a half-smile.

Evan tried to smile back, but it didn’t quite land. “Holding you to it.”

They both let it go. Another few minutes passed in silence.

She shifted under the blanket, turning onto her other side to face away. The glow from her phone screen lit the ceiling now, casting a dull rectangle across the white paint. Evan stared at it until it faded.

He reached for his water bottle on the nightstand. “Hey, random question,” he said, screwing the cap back on. “Do you think we’re in a rut?”

Mara didn’t answer right away. He wondered if she was pretending not to hear him.

Finally, she said, “That’s not a very fun bedtime question.”

“No, I guess not.”

She sighed. “What kind of rut?”

He hesitated. “Like… us. Just. I don’t know. The routine.”

“The routine where we both work all day, come home, eat leftovers, and scroll in bed until one of us falls asleep?” Her tone wasn’t biting. Just dry.

“Yeah. That one.”

Mara set her phone down on the nightstand and rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling. “I think we’re tired. That’s all.”

“Tired,” he echoed. “Right.”

“You think it’s something worse?”

“I don’t know.” He rubbed the heel of his hand over his chest. “We used to laugh more. And touch more. And… just connect more.”

Mara didn’t move. “You think I don’t notice? That I don’t miss it?”

“I don’t know what you miss, Mara. We don’t really talk about this stuff.”

“Because every time we do, you get sad. Or worse—quiet. Like I failed some intimacy quiz.”

He winced. “That’s not fair.”

“I’m not trying to be mean.”

“I know,” he said. “You’re just being honest.”

The ceiling fan clunked faintly as it spun, one of the blades always a little off balance.

“I miss you too,” she said, almost under her breath. “I’m just not… I don’t know how to snap out of it. I don’t even know what ‘it’ is.”

He turned to look at her. Her face was still, her eyes open but unfocused. She looked like she was trying to read something invisible on the ceiling.

“You don’t have to snap out of anything,” he said. “I just want to feel close again. That’s all.”

Before she could respond, the room flickered. The fan stuttered to a stop. The bedside clocks blinked once and went dark. Her phone screen lit briefly, then died.

They both froze.

“Well,” Evan said into the sudden quiet, “I guess the house is as dead as our sex life.”

Mara turned her head slowly and looked at him. Not angry. Just tired.

“Seriously?”

He winced. “Sorry. Bad joke.”

She sighed and reached for the edge of the blanket, tugging it up to her chin. “We should probably check the fuse box. It’s probably just the breaker.”

“Or a blackout.”

“Guess we’ll find out.”

Evan sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. The hardwood floor was cool under his feet. He stood and stretched, then grabbed the hoodie draped over the back of the bedroom chair.

“You going to bed?” he asked.

Mara shrugged under the covers. “Eventually.”

He paused in the doorway. “I didn’t mean to make things weird.”

She met his eyes. “You didn’t. It was already weird.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

Then, quieter: “Goodnight.”

She offered a soft smile. “Night.”

Evan walked down the dark hallway toward the kitchen.

He passed the hall closet without stopping. The fuse box could wait.

He opened the drawer near the sink and reached instinctively for the pack of cigarettes he wasn’t supposed to have. The ones he’d told her he quit months ago. His fingers closed around the cardboard box like muscle memory.

He lit one over the stove burner, the flame flaring briefly. It tasted stale, a little sharp in his lungs. But it gave his hands something to do.

The front door creaked open, letting in a rush of cooler air. He stepped out barefoot onto the porch, exhaling a stream of smoke into the still night.

Across the narrow strip of lawn, the neighbor’s porch light buzzed to life.
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Evan leaned against the porch railing, the smoke from his cigarette curling upward and disappearing into the dark. The night was quiet. Somewhere down the block, a dog barked once and then went silent again. The streetlamp hummed, and the boards shifted softly under his feet.

Then came the voice.

“Rough night? Or are you just out here looking mysterious?”

He turned his head. Claire stood on her own porch just twenty feet away, arms folded against the chill, one hip cocked against the railing. Her dark hair was up in a messy twist, strands slipping loose around her cheekbones. She was wearing leggings and an oversized hoodie with the sleeves pushed to her elbows. Even from here, she looked comfortable in a way Mara rarely did anymore—like her body hadn’t forgotten how to relax.

He took another drag, exhaled. “Do I really look that rough?”

“A little.” She sipped from a wine glass. “You had the broody husband energy going on.”

Evan gave her a tired smile. “That obvious, huh?”

Claire tilted her head. “Well, the cigarette gave it away. I thought you quit.”

“I did.”

“And now?”

“Now,” he said, “I’m apparently in relapse.”

She raised her glass in mock sympathy. “To relapses.”

He lifted his cigarette like a toast. “Cheers.”

The silence between them wasn’t awkward. Just quiet. Familiar, in that way neighbors could be without ever truly knowing each other. She’d lived next door for what—six months now? Long enough to exchange packages and weather updates. Not long enough to ask real questions.

“You want one?” she asked, holding up the wine glass.

He let out a small laugh. “Sure.”

He padded down the porch steps, careful not to stub his toe in the dark. She met him halfway across the lawn with the bottle and a second glass already in hand.

“It’s red,” she said. “Nothing fancy.”

“High bar,” he joked, taking the glass.

They stood near her porch, not quite sitting. She leaned back against the rail, watching him over the rim of her glass.

“I hope this isn’t too weird, but you seem tense, like a guy who doesn’t get laid enough,” she said after a beat.

The wine caught in his throat. He cleared it, coughed once, then met her eyes. “Jesus.”

Claire grinned. “Too much?”

“A little.”

“You can tell me to fuck off.”

“I’m tempted.”

“Don’t worry. I offend all the cute ones first.”

He shook his head and looked away, smiling despite himself. “Mara and I have been… off. For a while.”

Claire didn’t gloat or push. She just nodded, like she’d already guessed as much. “It happens.”

“Yeah.”

She let the pause stretch.

“You know what I think?” she said, her voice light.

“I’m sure you’ll tell me.”

“I think you two need a reset. A little shake-up.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Like what—new linens? Couple’s yoga?”

She smirked. “Or a third. You know. In the bedroom.”

He laughed, but it came out tight. “Right.”

“Too bold?”

“Too something.”

Claire shrugged and took another sip. “Just saying. You’ve got that vibe. Like you’re one surprise away from remembering how to have fun.”

“And what vibe do you have?” he asked, turning toward her a little.

She leaned in slightly, just enough for him to notice. “The kind that gets people into trouble.”

He looked at her then, really looked. At the curve of her mouth, the freckles at the bridge of her nose, the way her hoodie had slipped just enough off one shoulder to show bare skin. She wasn’t flirting like someone trying to make a move. She was just…intoxicating all on her own. And somehow that made it worse.

Or better.

He took a long sip of wine. “Trouble’s not exactly what I need right now.”

“Maybe not,” Claire said, tipping her glass toward his. “But it’s more fun than brooding on your porch.”

Evan didn’t answer right away. He just clinked his glass against hers and let the quiet settle between them. It wasn’t a yes. But it wasn’t a no, either.

Later, when he slipped back into the house, Mara was already asleep. Or pretending to be.
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The sun was already creeping across the bedroom floor by the time Mara opened her eyes. Light filtered in through the thin curtains, painting warm stripes across the comforter. She blinked a few times, adjusting to the brightness, then rolled over to find Evan’s side of the bed empty.

The bathroom door was open. No sounds of the shower, but she could smell the soap and feel the steam.

She sat up slowly, rubbed at one eye, and pulled the blanket tighter around her shoulders. Her head felt thick, like she’d been dreaming about something she couldn’t quite remember. Something frustrating.

She padded into the kitchen and found him at the counter, already dressed. Hair damp. Coffee mug in one hand. His phone in the other.

He seemed lighter somehow—his shoulders relaxed, his movements unhurried. The corner of his mouth twitched as he sipped his coffee, like he was replaying something he wasn’t ready to share.

“Morning,” she said, crossing to the fridge.

“Hey,” he said, glancing up.

She poured herself water and leaned back against the sink. He didn’t offer to make her coffee like he sometimes did. Instead, he just stood there, sipping his, like a man with no plans to share whatever was happening inside his head.

“You sleep okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “Surprisingly. Didn’t need much, I guess.”

Mara gave a soft hum in response. She waited a beat, watching him, trying to place the shift in him. He wasn’t being cold. Just… self-contained. Like he had a secret.

She narrowed her eyes a little. “What time did you come to bed?”

“Late.”

“That’s specific.”

He grinned into his cup. “You were asleep. I didn’t want to wake you.”

Mara watched him for a few more seconds. Something about his energy felt… off. Not in a bad way. Just different.

It shouldn’t have bothered her. But it did just a little.

Then he said it.

“Oh. Claire says hi, by the way.”

Mara straightened a little. “Claire?”

He nodded. “Our neighbor. She was outside last night. We had a drink.”

Her mouth opened slightly, then closed. She tried to keep her voice neutral. “You were drinking late at night with the neighbor?”

He shrugged, casual. “She offered. I didn’t think it was a big deal.”

“You said Claire says hi. Did you talk to her about me?”

Evan frowned. “Not really. I mentioned things have been...tense. That’s it.”

Mara’s brows drew together. “Tense how?”

“Just, I don’t know. She was making conversation. I didn’t say anything specific.”

“Specific like… our sex life?”

He paused. “Not in detail. Jesus. It wasn’t like that.”

“What was it like?”

Evan didn’t answer right away. He turned and refilled his coffee slowly, as if that gave him more time to think.

Mara stepped away from the sink. “You talked about our sex life with the woman who lives next door?”

He looked at her. “I didn’t give her a play-by-play. Jesus.”

Her mouth pressed into a flat line. “Still.”

“I don’t know why you’re pissed.”

“I’m not pissed.”

“Sure feels like you are.”

They stared at each other for a moment. The tension wasn’t sharp. It didn’t rise to yelling. It just sat between them like a fog.

Then Evan took another long sip, leaned against the counter, and smiled again. That same little smirk from before. The one that said I know something you don’t.

Mara turned away and left the room.
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She was pulling laundry from the dryer when someone knocked at the door. Just a couple of quick taps, enough to make her pause.

Mara opened the door to find Claire on the porch, loose jeans cuffed at the ankle, cropped sweater hanging off one shoulder. She held a plate of cookies wrapped in plastic.

“Hey,” Claire said with a faint smile. “I made a few too many. Are you interested?”

Mara blinked. “Oh.”

“They’re chocolate chip,” Claire added, lifting the plate slightly. “Not gluten-free or keto or any of that shit. Just regular, old-fashioned cookies.”

Mara stepped aside. “Thanks. You didn’t have to⁠—”

Claire waved her off. “It’s neighbor law. I’m just late following it.”

Mara hesitated with her hand still on the door. “Well... come in, I guess.”

She stepped aside, and Claire brushed past her with a quiet “thanks,” her tone easy, unreadable. Mara shut the door and turned to find Claire already glancing around like someone used to reading a room.

“Kitchen’s this way,” Mara said, more out of habit than hospitality. Claire followed easily, taking in the house with casual interest. Her gaze drifted over the furniture, the framed pictures, the lived-in clutter. She didn’t seem judgmental. Just curious.

Mara set the cookies down. “Want something to drink?”

“Water’s great.”

They sat at the table, Mara with her glass, Claire with her cookie. She bit into it immediately, crumbs falling onto the table.

“So,” Claire said, through a mouthful. “You’re the organized one.”

Mara blinked. “What?”

“The house. Everything’s kind of… in its place. Evan said you’re the ‘get shit done’ half of the marriage.”

Mara paused, then sipped her water. “He said that?”

Claire smiled. “Don’t worry. He said it with admiration. Like he doesn’t know how you do it.”

Mara stared down at her glass.

“I get it,” Claire said, more gently. “You work hard. And sometimes that makes you tired. And sometimes that makes intimacy harder than it should be.”

Mara’s eyes snapped up.

Claire’s face didn’t change. She took another bite, like she hadn’t said anything unusual.

Mara cleared her throat. “He told you that?”

Claire blinked. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to overstep.”

But she had. She clearly had. And the worst part was, she did it without even trying. As if it were nothing.

Mara stood, pressing her palm against the back of the chair. “Thanks for the cookies.”

Claire nodded, reading the room. “Of course.”

Mara didn’t walk her out. Just stood there, waiting, until the front door clicked shut again.

[image: ]


That night, she found Evan folding laundry on the bed. He was humming something under his breath. She didn’t recognize the song.

She stood in the doorway for a moment, watching him, before she spoke.

“Claire seems real up to speed on what it’s like being married to me. Wonder how that happened.”

He looked up slowly. “Mara.”

“No,” she said, stepping into the room. “Don’t Mara me. She showed up here today. With cookies and a full readout on our marriage.”

He dropped a towel onto the bed. “She brought cookies?”

“Don’t be cute.”

He sighed. “I didn’t tell her anything personal.”

“She knew I’ve been tired. That I’ve been busy. You really sat on her porch and told her that?”

Evan hesitated. “It wasn’t a big deal. We were talking. I might’ve said you’ve had a lot on your plate lately.”

“Which she turned into some weird intimacy pep talk,” Mara said. “Do you seriously not see why that’s weird?”

He looked at her. “I wasn’t complaining. I just… talked. It felt easy. That’s all.”

Mara folded her arms. “About me.”

“About us.”

“Same difference.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees. “It’s not like I sat there venting about how you never want to have sex. It was light.”

“Was it?”

“She made a joke,” he said. “About needing a third person or something. And I laughed. That’s it.”

Mara stared at him, trying to decide if he believed his own version of events.

“She’s right, you know,” he said, softer. “About the reset. About needing something to shake us out of this.”

Mara’s stomach turned. “You want to sleep with her or something?”

“That’s not what I said.”

“It’s what you meant.”

“No,” he said. “It’s not. I meant… I don’t know what I meant. Just that maybe we’re stuck. And maybe something different would help.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, her back to him. Her arms felt heavy in her lap.

He leaned in, his voice low. “I’m not trying to screw up anything, Mara. I just want something to help us feel alive again. Even if it’s messy. Even if it’s weird. I want us back.”

She didn’t say anything right away. Just looked at him. The kind of look that said she was listening, even if she wasn’t sure what to say yet.

Later, with the quiet of the house settling back around her, those words kept echoing.

I want us back.
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It was early evening, the golden hour. Mara stood at the sink, rinsing a mug that had been sitting there all day, her eyes drifting to the window over the counter.

Claire was outside, barefoot on her porch. She had her hair in a loose braid and wore a faded tank top with no bra underneath, her shoulders bare, one foot hooked lazily over the other. She was sipping from a glass of iced tea and scrolling through her phone absentmindedly. Completely unaware that Mara was watching her.

Mara dried her hands slowly and didn’t look away.

She wasn’t going to go over there. That was the plan. She didn’t owe Claire anything, not after the weird little boundary stomp with the cookies and the unsolicited commentary on her marriage. But Claire’s face tilted up in that moment—like she’d felt Mara’s gaze through the window—and offered a small wave, just two fingers lifted from her glass.

Mara paused, then exhaled, almost annoyed with herself, and slipped on her sandals. Maybe she would go over there after all.

Claire didn’t move when she approached. She just nudged the tea pitcher toward the second porch chair with her foot and gestured toward the empty glass waiting beside it.

Mara didn’t sit right away. She hovered, arms crossed loosely.

“Didn’t think I’d see you tonight,” Claire said, eyes on her glass.

“I wasn’t planning on it.”

Claire shrugged. “Plans are overrated.”

There was a quiet between them, filled only by the sound of wind through the trees and the sound of a lawnmower somewhere blocks away. Mara finally stepped up and lowered herself into the chair, her knees drawn together, hands in her lap.

Claire poured without asking, then handed Mara the glass. Their fingers brushed, and Claire’s skin was warm from the sun.

Mara took a sip. It was cold and sweet and surprisingly good.

“I didn’t mean to overstep,” Claire said eventually, still looking out at the street. “The other day. I was just making conversation.”

Mara’s jaw tensed. “You made it sound like you knew me.”

“I don’t,” Claire said. “But I’m not blind either.”

That hung in the air a little too long.

Mara glanced over, then looked away. “So, what, are you some kind of marriage whisperer?”

Claire laughed, soft and low. “God, no. I’m just good at reading people. Comes from being alone a lot. I like to observe.”

“No offense, but if you’re always alone, then you wouldn’t know the first thing about making a marriage work.” Mara took another drink.

“Maybe that’s true, but I’ve been close to enough couples to know when something’s missing.”

Mara wasn’t sure what she meant by that.

Claire shifted in her seat, stretching one leg out along the porch rail. Her thigh caught the light. Her whole posture was lazy, unguarded.

“He said you used to be different,” Claire said, swirling her wine. “I’m picturing the type who took shots, made out in bars, danced barefoot at weddings. Am I close?”

Mara snorted. “Well. That girl got tired. And apparently dead inside.”

Claire looked over at her fully now, studying her. “You don’t seem dead inside to me.”

The words hit harder than Mara expected. Her mouth opened like she was about to say something measured or polite, but what came out instead was, “Yeah, well. It’s different when you’ve been married ten years and your beauty starts to fade.”

Claire didn’t flinch. She didn’t laugh either. She leaned back, her voice even. “He still wants you.”

Mara set her glass down harder than she meant to and stood to leave. “You suggested to him that we should open up our relationship. Let me guess, to include you? Don’t do that.”

Claire tilted her head. “Do what?”

“Suggesting yourself as some kind of… third. To my husband.”

Claire blinked. “I didn’t⁠—”

“You did,” Mara cut in. She stood, slow but deliberate. “Stay out of my marriage. You don’t know anything about it.”

Claire didn’t respond right away. She looked up at Mara with an expression that wasn’t smug or apologetic. Just calm.

“I know you came over here,” she said. “That tells me enough.”

Mara crossed her arms. “You think I’m curious.”

Claire stood too. She didn’t touch her. Just closed the distance by a step or two. Not enough to be threatening. Just enough to shift the air between them.

“I think if you weren’t,” Claire said, “you wouldn’t have come to pay me a visit.”

Mara’s breath caught, just barely. Her eyes narrowed, but not with anger. She didn’t move.

Claire’s gaze dropped—subtle, but Mara felt it. Something deeper coiling in her belly. She knew what Claire was noticing. The way her jaw tightened. The way her fingers clenched just a little too hard around her own arm.

“You’re reading into things,” Mara said.

Claire’s voice stayed soft. “Am I?”

A long pause followed. Mara’s pupils had dilated. Claire noticed.

She reached out, slow enough to give Mara time to pull away, and gently took her hand.

Mara didn’t stop her.

Claire’s fingers laced with hers, warm and steady. She leaned in just close enough for Mara to feel her breath.

Then Claire pressed her lips to Mara’s as if to prove a point. Soft at first. No rush. Just a question. A dare.

Mara answered it.

Her lips parted, and the kiss deepened, slow and sure and almost tender. Her body leaned forward before her mind caught up. Claire’s hand rested against her side, not pulling, just anchoring. Mara let it happen, even as the voice in her head scrambled for footing.

When they finally pulled apart, Mara’s breath was shallow. Her eyes still closed for a second too long.

Claire’s tongue grazed hers once before she pulled back. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, but her mouth curved with satisfaction.

“That’s what I thought,” she said, quietly.

Mara’s breath caught. She sat there, stunned. Her skin buzzed like static. Claire picked up her glass and sipped like nothing unusual had happened.

Mara just stared straight ahead, her pulse thudding in her neck.
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The walk back across the lawn felt longer than it should have. Mara’s sandals brushed softly over the dry grass, and her fingers tingled where Claire had touched them. Her lips still held the ghost of that kiss—Claire’s mouth, warm and sure, pressing into hers with no hesitation. The taste of it clung to her tongue, vivid and unshakable.

She didn’t know what she’d expected when she sat down across from her. Certainly not this. Not the way her body still buzzed with heat, her thighs slick where they pressed together beneath the hem of her shorts.

The house was quiet when she stepped inside. The scent of onions and garlic met her in the entryway. Evan was in the kitchen, stirring something in a pan, his back to her. He hadn’t heard her yet.

She lingered in the doorway, watching him. The curve of his shoulder under his T-shirt. The way he tapped the spoon against the edge of the pan, then reached for the salt. It was domestic. Ordinary. Familiar.

And it made her ache.

She turned and slipped down the hall instead of joining him.

In the bathroom, the door clicked shut with a soft finality. She leaned against it for a moment, heart thudding. Her reflection in the mirror startled her—cheeks flushed, lips slightly parted, eyes wide and unfocused. She looked like she’d just come back from something she shouldn’t have done.

And maybe she had.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she slid them under the waistband of her shorts. She didn’t bother with the light. Just stood there in the dusky half-glow of early evening, letting her body remember. Claire’s voice. Claire’s hand passing her the tea. Claire’s mouth, fast and hot and undeniable.

She was soaked.

Mara let her head fall back against the door and eased her shorts down over her hips. Her underwear followed, damp and clinging. She kicked them aside and let her fingers slide over the heat between her legs, the slick proof of everything she hadn’t said out loud.

The first touch made her gasp—soft and sharp, like stepping into hot water.

She bit her lip and circled her clit gently, her breath catching. Her other hand found the edge of the bathroom counter, bracing her. The wood was cool against her palm.

Down the hall, she could still hear Evan moving around. The low scrape of a pan. The fridge door opening. Silverware clattering.

She closed her eyes and pressed harder.

The ache inside her had been building since she left Claire’s porch. Since the kiss. Since that knowing look that came afterward. It wasn’t just about the kiss. It was about the newness. The exciting possibilities.

Claire had looked at her like she was desperate for more.

Mara’s hips began to move, slow and desperate. She dragged her fingers across the same spot again and again, her breath growing heavier, less controlled.

One small noise slipped out—a low, shaky exhale that bordered on a moan. She stilled, eyes wide, waiting.

The house was quiet.

She didn’t stop.

The heat coiled tighter. Her thighs trembled. She pressed her hand harder against the door to steady herself and let the pressure crest until it finally broke, sharp and warm and too good to be contained. Her mouth parted as she came, the sound soft but not silent. She didn’t want to be silent.

When it passed, she stayed there for a long moment, catching her breath, skin flushed and legs shaky. Her fingers were wet. Her cheeks burned.

She cleaned up quickly, pulling her shorts back into place, smoothing her hair with damp hands. She didn’t check the mirror this time.

When she walked back into the kitchen, Evan looked up from the stove. The table was already set. He was plating pasta, a tea towel slung over his shoulder.

“Hey,” he said, studying her face. “You okay?”

Mara nodded, reached for a glass from the cabinet. “Better now.”

Evan didn’t press. But his eyes lingered on her a second longer than usual.

She sat down at the table, and he joined her a moment later.

They ate in relative quiet. But the air between them had changed. Not a full thaw, but something softer. Warmer.

He glanced at her once, then again, and she caught him looking. But Mara hadn’t confessed yet what happened next door.
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The room was dim. The streetlight outside cut thin stripes across the wall. Overhead, the fan kept spinning.

Mara lay on her back, one arm draped over her stomach, the other tucked under her head. Evan was beside her, closer than usual. Not quite touching, but not distant either. His breathing was steady, eyes open. Neither of them had reached for their usual distractions. That alone felt like a shift.

They’d eaten, cleaned up. She’d watched him pour the last of the wine and sip it absentmindedly while drying a plate. He hadn’t asked where she’d been before coming home, and she hadn’t offered. But the silence between them wasn’t loaded tonight. It just… was.

Mara stared at the ceiling, blinking slowly. Her chest felt heavy, but not in a panicked way. More like something waiting to come loose. She breathed in through her nose, held it, then let it go.

“She kissed me,” she said.

Evan’s body stiffened next to hers. She didn’t have to look to feel it—the shift in muscle, the sudden stillness.

He didn’t say anything for a few seconds. Then: “Claire?”

Mara nodded, barely. “Yeah.”

The fan ticked above them.

“Did you kiss her back?” he asked, voice tight.

She exhaled through her nose. “A little.”

There was silence. Then his head turned slightly on the pillow.

“A little?” he repeated.

Mara turned her face toward him. “Okay, a lot.”

His jaw flexed, just once. His eyes were open, staring up, unreadable. “When?”

“Tonight.”

Another pause. “After the cookies and the neighborly bonding?”

She gave a small laugh, but there was no humor in it. “After iced tea and unsolicited marriage analysis, yeah.”

His voice was quieter now. “Are you into her?”

“I don’t know,” Mara said. “I was turned on. I liked it. It surprised me.” She rolled onto her side, watching him. “You’re the one who started this shit.”

Evan looked at her then, eyebrows raised.

“You sat on her porch,” she continued. “Talked about me. Flirted, apparently. I just… followed the thread.”

He didn’t argue. Just let the words settle. His throat moved when he swallowed, and his arm shifted slightly across his stomach.

Then she saw it.

The outline beneath the sheet. Not fully hard, but getting there.

She stared. He noticed her noticing.

“You’re pissed,” she said. “But you’re hard. That’s weird, right?”

Evan looked away. “It’s not weird.”

She propped herself up on one elbow. “You like it.”

He didn’t answer.

“You like knowing she kissed me.”

Still nothing.

Mara reached down and brushed the sheet aside. He didn’t stop her.

She moved to straddle him, her thighs pressing around his hips, knees sinking into the mattress. Her shorts were thin. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. She could feel the heat between them, the friction even through the cotton.

Evan looked up at her, his eyes a little darker now.

“It’s been a while,” she said, her voice softer. “You want to pretend that’s not why this thing with Claire is happening?”

He sat up slightly, one hand at her hip. “I don’t care why.”

She leaned down, pressing her mouth to his. The kiss was hot and messy and didn’t ask permission. She tasted his frustration. His want.

Her fingers tangled in the hem of his shirt and he lifted his arms, letting her pull it over his head. His chest was warm, familiar, but the contact felt new somehow. Less automatic. More passionate.

She ground against him slowly, letting her hips move. She could feel him harden fully beneath her, the pressure intense now, undeniable.

Evan gripped her thighs and exhaled through his teeth. “Fuck.”

Mara pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it behind her. Her nipples tightened in the open air, and his eyes went there immediately, his hands following.

“You’ve been walking around like this,” he said, voice low, “Aroused. After she kissed you?”

She didn’t answer. Just reached down and shoved his boxers down enough to free him.

He hissed a little when she wrapped her hand around him, stroked once, twice, then lined him up and sank down.

They both gasped.

The first thrust wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t romantic or careful. It was heat and need and everything they hadn’t been saying for weeks—months, maybe. She rode him hard, her hands pressed to his chest, her thighs burning. His fingers dug into her hips, guiding her, urging her faster.

Evan sat up and kissed her again, rough and desperate. His teeth grazed her lip, and she moaned into his mouth. He flipped them suddenly, pressing her down into the mattress, his rhythm relentless now.

She wrapped her legs around him and held on.

There was no talking. No teasing. Just bodies moving with a kind of abandon. Like muscle memory had taken over and neither of them wanted to stop long enough to think.

The sounds filled the room—skin, breath, the creak of the mattress. Her nails scraped down his back. His mouth found her throat. She tilted her head back and let him take what he wanted.

She came first, hips jerking, breath stuttering, eyes clenched shut. The rush of it flooded through her, washing away everything else. Claire. The kiss. The confusion. Just sensation now, and his body heavy on hers, his thrusts slowing.

He followed a moment later, groaning into her neck, his grip tightening just enough to leave faint marks.

They stayed like that for a while, tangled and catching their breath, sweat cooling on their skin.

Eventually he rolled off and lay beside her, chest rising and falling.

Mara stared at the ceiling again, blinking slowly. Her body still buzzed in the aftermath. Her thighs were sticky, her pulse uneven. She didn’t know what to say, but she didn’t feel like she had to.

Evan reached over and brushed a strand of hair off her cheek.

She turned to look at him.

His voice was quiet, almost hoarse. “So what now?”

Mara pulled the sheet up to her chest, fingers playing with the edge of the fabric. “I don’t know.”

Evan nodded once, like that was the answer he expected.

He lay next to her, quiet, breathing hard, eyes closed. Mara traced a fingertip along the edge of the sheet, still catching her breath.

She didn’t know what it meant. Or what came next.

But she didn’t feel alone in the bed for once.
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The morning light was softer than usual, muted by a layer of overcast sky. It filtered through the blinds, falling across the bedroom floor in pale ribbons. Mara stirred beneath the covers, the sheets twisted around her legs. She didn’t remember falling asleep, only the feel of Evan’s body pressed against hers and the way his breath had slowed beside her, both of them too spent to talk.

She stayed in bed longer than usual, scrolling through her phone without really seeing anything. Her inbox was cluttered. The group chat with her sister had twenty unread messages about some baby shower. There were promotional texts. A reminder for a dentist appointment she’d already missed.

Then Claire’s name lit up her screen.

Mara tapped it, thumb hovering for a second before she opened the message.

You two want to come over Friday? Bring drinks. I’ll bring whatever else. ;)

The winky face shouldn’t have made her heart jump, but it did. She stared at the message longer than she meant to, then locked her phone and climbed out of bed.

Evan was at the stove when she came into the kitchen, flipping pancakes that looked slightly too brown. He was shirtless, wearing the similar gray sweatpants to the ones from the night before. His hair was still damp from the shower. She watched him for a second before moving toward the coffee pot.

He didn’t turn around. “There’s batter left if you want an appetizer.”

She poured coffee and leaned against the counter, phone still in her hand.

“Claire texted,” she said, trying to keep her voice even.

Evan glanced over his shoulder. “Yeah?”

Mara lifted her screen and read it aloud. “You two want to come over Friday? Bring drinks. I’ll bring whatever else.”

He blinked once, then flipped the pancake. “Is she serious?”

Mara raised an eyebrow. “You tell me. You’re the one who told her our whole sex life.”

He gave a half-smile. “Pretty sure you’ve added a few chapters since then.”

She rolled her eyes, but didn’t argue. She sipped her coffee instead, the heat of it grounding her.

Evan plated a stack of pancakes and slid the plate onto the counter between them. “So that’s a yes?”

Mara didn’t answer right away. She walked to the fridge, pulled out the syrup, then came back and drizzled a little over the top pancake. She cut a bite and chewed slowly, eyes on the countertop.

He waited.

She looked up. “It’s not a no.”

Their eyes met. Something unspoken passed between them—something that didn’t need defining yet. Curiosity. Permission. Maybe a dare.

Evan reached for his coffee. “Do you want to go?” he asked, his tone serious.

Mara set down her fork and wiped her mouth. “I don’t know. I don’t know what she wants, exactly.”

“She wants you,” he said. “Us, maybe. I don’t know.”

She looked at him, a little surprised by the certainty in his voice.

“She kissed you. She texted both of us. She knows exactly what she’s doing.”

Mara shook her head, more in disbelief than disagreement. “She’s bold.”

“She’s hot,” he added, not quite under his breath.

Mara laughed. “You’re not even trying to pretend you’re neutral.”

“I stopped being neutral when I watched you climb on top of me last night.”

She flushed, and not from the coffee.

He picked up his plate and moved to the table. “It’s just drinks at a neighbor’s house. Doesn’t have to be anything more than that.”

“But it could be.”

He met her eyes again, slower this time. “Yeah,” he said. “It could.”

Mara stood at the counter, holding her coffee in both hands, thinking about Claire’s fingers brushing hers. The kiss. The look in her eyes afterward—calm, confident, completely unbothered.

She didn’t feel unbothered. She felt… something else. Lit up in places that hadn’t sparked in years.

She turned the phone over in her hand, reread the message, then placed it screen-down on the counter.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Let’s do it.”
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Friday night came slowly, dragging with it a kind of nervous weight Mara hadn’t expected to feel. She changed her outfit three times. Not because she was trying to impress anyone—at least that’s what she told herself each time she peeled off another shirt or stepped out of another pair of jeans—but because nothing felt quite right.

The first outfit, tight jeans and a soft cropped tee, felt too stiff, like she was trying too hard. The second, a clingy sundress she hadn’t worn in months, made her feel too obvious, like her intentions would be written all over her body. She stood in front of the mirror, arms folded, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. Finally, she yanked a long hoodie off a hanger and pulled it over her head. The hem hit mid-thigh, soft and oversized. It felt safe. Familiar.

She didn’t bother with a bra.

It was about comfort. That’s what she told herself. She’d probably end up curled on Claire’s couch anyway, half-tucked under a blanket with a drink in hand. Still, when she walked down the hall to meet Evan, the fabric brushed lightly over her nipples, and they responded to the contact, stiffening through the thin cotton with every subtle movement. She felt it. She knew it. But she didn’t change.

Evan didn’t say much as he got ready. He moved around the apartment with quiet purpose, slipping into black joggers and a fitted charcoal T-shirt that clung a little more than usual across his shoulders and chest. Mara noticed the faint scent of aftershave lingering in the bathroom after he walked out. Clean, warm, unfamiliar. Like something he’d saved for special occasions.

He didn’t make a fuss, but she saw the details. The fresh shave. The second glance in the mirror. The way he ran his fingers through his hair and then did it again, like it still wasn’t quite right. When she handed him the bottle of wine to carry, their fingers touched for a moment longer than necessary. Not long. Just long enough to feel something pass between them. Like their relationship was new again and uncertain.

They stepped outside just before eight, the last stretch of twilight stretched low across the sky. The lawn was cool underfoot, dew clinging to the edges of the grass. Claire’s porch light was already glowing, soft and yellow, casting a welcoming puddle of warmth across the welcome mat. The front door opened before they could knock.

Claire stood in the doorway barefoot, casually radiant. She wore a gray ribbed tank top and low-rise black boyshorts, the kind that looked more like loungewear than lingerie, but still managed to hug her just right. Mara’s eyes widened at the sight, but she didn’t say anything. It only confirmed her suspicions about Claire’s intentions.

She didn’t wear makeup. Her hair was down, a little tousled. She looked like she always did—effortless and curated, like someone who knew how to be comfortable in her body.

“Hey,” she said, smiling, her voice easy. She stepped aside with a little tilt of her head. “You brought the goods.”

Evan held up the bottle. “We did.”

She took it from him, her fingers brushing lightly over his. “Good. Because I brought everything else.”

Her voice lingered on that last word, just enough to be noticed. They followed her inside.

Claire’s living room wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t even particularly tidy. A folded throw blanket rested on the arm of the couch. A used mug sat on the coffee table, ringed with remnants of tea. A candle sat half-melted nearby, its wick blackened but unlit. The only lighting came from a floor lamp in the corner and the ambient wash of soft light from the kitchen beyond.

It didn’t feel staged. It felt lived-in. Warm. Intimate in the way real spaces are when no one’s showing off. It was different to Mara’s living room.

Claire set the wine on the counter and turned back toward them, one hip resting against the kitchen island. “You want to sit?” she asked, one brow lifted. “Or stand there like we’re about to negotiate a hostage release?”

Evan laughed too loud. A nervous spike. Mara shot him a look, amused, but didn’t call him out.

She sat first, curling one leg under her on the couch, hoodie riding up slightly along her thigh. Claire returned a moment later with three stemless wine glasses and poured generously, the drink a deep red that caught the light in a lazy swirl. She sat beside Mara, close but not quite touching. Evan remained on the ottoman across from them, knees apart, one hand loosely gripping his glass.

A moment passed. Not awkward, exactly. Just full.

There was silence, thick and expectant, like everyone was waiting to see who would blink first.

Claire smirked, took a sip of wine, and broke it. “So…” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Do I kiss her first, or do you?”

Mara choked on her drink, coughing once as she laughed. Her cheeks flushed with both surprise and warmth. “Jesus. Okay. We’re really diving into this.” She set her glass down, lips curving.

Claire turned toward her. Her fingers reached up and gently tucked a loose strand of hair behind Mara’s ear, brushing against the side of her face in a gesture that felt unexpectedly intimate.

There was nothing performative about it. No exaggerated seduction. Just a calm, quiet certainty that made something in Mara’s chest soften.

Then Claire leaned in.

The kiss was slower this time. Less exploratory, more knowing. Claire’s lips pressed to hers with a softness that caught Mara off guard, a lingering warmth that deepened as Claire tilted her head and let her mouth part slightly. Mara’s breath caught, and her own lips parted in response. Claire’s hand slid to the back of her neck, thumb stroking lightly along her skin.

The kiss built gradually, not from hunger, but from tension—like a match being struck in slow motion. Mara felt her body tilt toward it without thinking, every nerve lit up in quiet agreement.

When they finally pulled apart, Mara exhaled. Her lips tingled. Her fingers curled reflexively into the cushion beside her.

She heard Evan shift on the ottoman, the faint creak of fabric and breath. Claire turned to glance at him, one corner of her mouth lifting as she caught the bulge in Evan’s pants.

“He’s got a nice dick, doesn’t he?” she asked, casual as if commenting on the weather.

Mara blinked, then laughed, startled and flushed. “Better when it’s actually being used.”

Claire turned back to her, eyes gleaming. “Let’s work on that.”

Claire’s fingers brushed lightly against the hem of Mara’s hoodie, toying with it, as if checking whether Mara would flinch. When she didn’t, Claire pushed a little further, fingertips slipping beneath the fabric, warm against her stomach. The touch was slow. Testing. Mara inhaled softly but didn’t stop her.

She lifted her arms without a word, letting Claire ease the hoodie up and over her head. It dragged over her skin in a soft pull of cotton, briefly catching on one elbow before it came free. Claire dropped it behind the couch with a casual flick, and Mara sat bare-chested before her, nipples already tight in the cool air.

Claire’s gaze moved over her, slow and open. Her mouth parted slightly, not in surprise but in admiration, like she was taking in a piece of art she didn’t want to rush through. Then she leaned in and pressed a kiss to Mara’s collarbone—just a warm graze of lips, followed by another, lower, directly over the curve of her breast.

Mara’s breath caught. A small, reflexive sound left her throat. Her back arched slightly, seeking more.

Claire’s lips moved unhurriedly from one nipple to the other, brushing, kissing, teasing with a patience that made Mara ache. When her tongue finally flicked softly against one peak, Mara’s hips shifted on the cushion beneath her.

Claire cupped her breast with one hand, thumb brushing slowly over the nipple, coaxing it into a firmer peak. Her other hand slid between Mara’s thighs, coaxing her knees apart with gentle pressure.

The shorts Mara wore were thin—barely there—and when Claire’s fingers pressed against her through the fabric, she gasped. Claire didn’t stop. Her hand moved with calm precision, finding the damp heat between her legs. She slipped her fingers under the waistband, and then lower, touching bare skin.

Mara’s head tipped back as Claire’s fingers parted her folds. She was already wet. The contact was smooth and warm, and Claire moved with knowing slowness, teasing through the slickness before slipping one finger inside, then another. She curled them slightly, adjusting the angle, and her thumb circled Mara’s clit in gentle, patient strokes.

Claire kissed her again, lips warm and searching. Mara melted into it, hips moving with Claire’s hand, breath coming faster now. She felt her arousal climbing steadily, the pleasure building low and insistent.

Then Claire pulled back just enough to speak, her voice a soft rasp against Mara’s ear. “You like being watched?”

Mara’s breath shuddered out. She nodded, barely able to form words.

Claire’s lips found her neck, leaving a slow, wet kiss just below her ear. “Then let him watch you come.”

Mara’s eyes fluttered open, and she turned her head just enough to find Evan.

He was still perched on the ottoman, frozen in place. His eyes were fixed on her—wide, dark, unblinking. His lips were parted slightly, and one hand gripped his thigh, tense, unmoving. Through the soft fabric of his joggers, Mara could see the shape of his erection straining forward, the outline unmistakable.

Mara’s breath hitched. Her hips bucked reflexively against Claire’s hand, chasing the pressure. Claire didn’t stop—her fingers moved skillfully, firm and slow, circling Mara’s clit with just enough precision to make her legs tremble.

“That’s it,” Claire whispered. “Come for us.”

Mara’s hand gripped the back of the couch. Her mouth parted, and a low sound escaped her throat—something closer to a sob than a moan. Her body tightened, coiled, and then...

She came hard, thighs trembling, breath stuttering in her chest. Claire kissed her temple and eased her down through it, her touch gentle now, coaxing every last wave.

Only then did Claire glance at Evan. “You just gonna sit there?”

Evan blinked, startled, like he’d been holding his breath. He stood, a little clumsy, clearly trying to gather himself as he crossed the room.

Claire met him halfway. Her fingers found his waistband, and without ceremony, she unzipped his fly and eased his cock out. He was already hard, flushed deep at the tip, and slick with anticipation. Claire didn’t hesitate—she leaned in and wrapped her lips around him, sucking lightly, her mouth warm and wet. Her eyes stayed on Mara the entire time.

Mara bit her lower lip, her breath hitching as she watched. Her hips rocked slowly against Claire’s hand, which hadn’t stopped stroking her—each movement small but devastatingly focused. Claire pulled back from Evan with a soft sound, his cock glistening now from her spit. She turned to Mara again, eyes hooded.

“Lie back.”

Mara obeyed, sinking into the cushions. The leather felt cool against her overheated skin, her body still buzzing from everything that had come before. Her legs trembled slightly as she spread them for him, the anticipation nearly unbearable. She could feel her heartbeat in strange places—her wrists, her thighs, her throat.

Evan knelt between her legs. His hands were warm against her thighs, grounding her. She watched the way he touched himself, guiding his cock to her entrance. His eyes flicked to hers, full of something tender and uncertain.

Her breath caught in her chest as he pushed forward. The initial stretch stole her voice—a sweet ache that made her toes curl. Her body resisted for the briefest second, then softened, opened, welcomed. He filled her inch by inch, steady and unhurried, until their hips met and she could feel all of him inside her.

Mara's head tipped back against the cushions, a quiet sound escaping her throat. It was a half gasp, half moan.

Claire leaned down and kissed her, unhurried and deep, tasting the tension, the hunger, the release. “That’s it,” she whispered between kisses. “Let him fuck you while I watch.”

The words were hot in Mara’s ear, and somehow even more arousing than Evan’s thrusts. She kissed Claire back, harder this time, fingers tangling in her hair like she needed something to hold onto.

Evan began to move, slow at first, like he was savoring every second of being inside her. Claire’s fingers slid between Mara’s legs again, circling her clit with a familiar pressure, syncing perfectly with the rhythm of Evan’s hips. The combination—inside and outside, firm and teasing—was overwhelming in the best possible way.

Mara’s breath came faster. Her hips moved without thinking, chasing sensation, meeting Evan’s thrusts with growing urgency. Her moans filled the room, muffled only when Claire’s lips returned to hers.

Claire’s mouth moved lower, kissing down Mara’s throat, her collarbone, the soft curve of her breasts. Evan’s pace picked up, his thrusts deeper now, rougher. His fingers dug into Mara’s hips, anchoring her, pulling her to meet every motion with just as much hunger. Her legs wrapped around him, not for leverage, but because she couldn’t not touch him.

The buildup this time was fast and fierce. No teasing. No hesitation.

Mara’s orgasm hit her like a breaking wave. Sharp, sudden, full-bodied. She cried out against Claire’s mouth, hips bucking wildly as the tension unraveled. Her vision blurred. Her body shuddered with aftershocks. She clung to Claire like a lifeline, needing something solid in the haze of pleasure.

Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath. The room swam slightly, her skin flushed and damp. She barely noticed Claire pulling away until she felt the shift in weight beside her.

Claire turned to Evan. “Lie down.”

He obeyed without a word, still flushed and breathless, eyes dazed from watching Mara fall apart.

Claire straddled him, casual and confident, like she’d done it a hundred times. There was no hesitation in the way she reached for him, no shyness as she guided him to her entrance. Mara watched, breath caught somewhere in her throat, as Claire eased herself down onto him with a slow, drawn-out moan that seemed to echo inside Mara’s chest. Her eyes fluttered shut, her mouth parting as she adjusted to the fullness, her hips starting to move in slow, deliberate circles.

Evan groaned, his fingers pressing into Claire’s thighs like he needed to remind himself this was real. His head tipped back against the floor, jaw tight, his breath catching with every shift of her body.

Mara sat up slowly, her spine stiff from how long she'd been arching and tensing. Her thighs were still trembling, but the heat between them hadn’t faded. She shifted her hand down, curious, tentative at first. Her fingers met wetness—her own—and began to move in small, slow circles. She couldn’t stop watching.

But the rush of desire was tangled with something messier. Her heart beat strangely in her chest, off-rhythm, like it wasn’t sure how to feel. She had told herself this was what she wanted. Something to shake them loose. Something to make them feel again.

But watching her husband like this—mouth slack, eyes glazed, hips bucking up into another woman—it did something to her.

She wasn’t jealous. Or at least, not in the way she might have expected. It wasn’t about Claire. Claire was beautiful, yes. Bold. Magnetic. But it wasn’t her body that made Mara’s chest ache. It was the way Evan looked at her.

The way his hands gripped her hips like she was the only thing tethering him to the moment.

Mara’s breath caught. A flicker of doubt crept in. Was this what it took to wake her up? To restore the passion that had been lacking?

She tried to chase the thought away, her fingers still working between her thighs, trying to stay tethered to the arousal instead. She wanted to feel powerful, not exposed. Wanted this to be about control, exploration—not vulnerability.

And yet, her pulse stuttered when Claire looked over at her, flushed and panting, and didn’t slow down.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Mara whispered, but even to her own ears, the words sounded conflicted. A mixture of awe, disbelief, and something closer to fear.

Neither of them answered. They couldn’t. They were too wrapped up in each other now—Claire moving faster, her breasts bouncing with each thrust, her hair swinging as her rhythm grew more urgent. Her gasps pitched higher, edged with desperation. Evan matched her pace, his hands sliding from her hips to her waist, pulling her down onto him harder, chasing friction like it might save him.

Mara couldn’t look away. She touched herself more firmly now, fingers slick and needy. But every moan Claire gave—every twitch of Evan’s hips—was a small slice across the surface of her calm.

Was this power or surrender? Liberation or loss?

Claire leaned back slightly, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips. Her thighs flexed, sweat gleaming across her skin. Evan’s expression contorted, his eyes squeezed shut, and then he came hard. A groan ripped from his chest, raw and guttural, his body locking up beneath her.

Mara watched him unravel beneath another woman. And to her own surprise, it wasn’t devastation that filled her. It was passion. A strange, dark thrill that ran through her like a current. This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was real. Messy. Hot. Complicated. And somehow, it belonged to her just as much as it belonged to them.

She sat still for a moment, her chest rising and falling, her skin flushed and damp. Her hand had gone still between her thighs, but the ache lingered—deep, buzzing, and alive.

Claire collapsed forward onto Evan’s chest, laughing breathlessly. Her hair clung to her neck, damp with sweat. Evan’s arms came up slowly, wrapping around her like he was still catching up to his own body.

Mara blinked, then exhaled. Her heart was still pounding. Her thighs were sticky. Her fingers slipped from her skin as she let her hand fall to the couch beside her.

“Holy shit,” Claire said, still panting.

Mara gave a soft huff of breath, not quite a laugh yet. More like disbelief turning into something looser. Her lips curved, slow and crooked. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “That… happened.”

Claire turned her head, still sprawled across Evan, and grinned. “You’re not mad?”

Mara reached up and brushed a strand of hair from her damp cheek. She considered it. Really considered it. Then she shook her head. “No,” she said honestly. “Just… surprised. I guess I didn’t expect it to feel so…”

“Hot?” Claire offered.

Mara let out a real laugh this time. “Something like that.”

Evan lay flat on his back, eyes still closed, his chest rising and falling in slow, steady waves.

Claire rolled off him and stretched out beside him on the floor, arms above her head, completely unselfconscious. “I vote we do that again sometime.”

Mara reached for her wineglass, took a slow sip, and leaned back against the cushions. Her legs were still open, unashamed. Her whole body hummed with leftover sensation, the pulse of it still echoing through her.

“Next time,” she said, “I’m getting on top first.”

That earned a lazy, satisfied groan from Evan, and a smirk from Claire.

Eventually, they dressed. The room still carried the scent of heat and skin, a haze of sweat and wine and something neither Mara nor Evan could name. Claire kissed Mara once more at the door before Maya and Evan turned to leave.

The walk home was quiet. Not tense, just… full. Evan didn’t speak, but his hand stayed in Maya’s the whole way.
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The shower ran hotter than either of them needed. Steam filled the glass, fogged up the mirror, turned the bathroom into a pocket of white noise and silence.

Mara stood with her back to the water, arms around Evan’s neck. She felt heavy in the best way. She was limp, melted, and sore in places that made her grin without meaning to. Her hair clung to her neck. The water slid between them as they swayed just slightly, not quite rocking, not quite still.

He touched her waist.

“So,” he said finally, voice soft and amused. “Is this gonna be a thing now?”

She didn’t answer right away. Her lips were still parted, her pulse still slow. She tipped her head forward until her forehead touched his chest. He smelled like shampoo and sex. Like her.

“I don’t know,” she murmured. “You gonna pout every time she makes me come harder than you?”

Evan huffed a laugh. His hands slid down to cup her ass, giving it a slow, affectionate squeeze.

“You think I can’t do better?”

She lifted her head just enough to look up at him. His eyes were warm. Clear. There was no tension between them now. No flinching. Just that slightly smug grin that made her want to slap him and kiss him at the same time.

“I think she has an unfair advantage,” Mara said. “She’s new. Mysterious. Doesn't leave socks in the hallway.”

Evan leaned in, brushing his mouth against hers. “She also doesn’t know how you like your eggs.”

“I don’t eat eggs.”

“Exactly.”

She smiled against his lips. The water pulsed behind her, still too hot, still soothing. She let herself lean into him fully now, arms loose around his waist. No resistance. Just warmth and muscle and the steady thump of his heartbeat under her palm.

“I’m not freaking out,” she said, almost surprised to hear it aloud.

He kissed her forehead. “I know.”

“I thought I might. I really thought I would.”

“Me too.”

They stood that way for a while. Just standing, breathing, letting the heat and the quiet settle into their bones.

Eventually, they stepped out, toweling off. Mara caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror—hair wild, skin flushed, a faint bite mark just under her collarbone. Her cheeks pinked. She didn’t hide it.

She climbed into bed still damp, slipping between cool sheets and pressing her face into the pillow. Evan turned off the overhead light, then dropped in beside her with a sigh that sounded equal parts exhaustion and pride.

Mara rolled onto her side, hair fanning out around her.

“She’s gonna be trouble,” she said.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “But maybe that’s what we needed.”

Mara smiled. Let her eyes close for a second.

Then she rolled over and reached for her phone. A new message buzzed at the top of the screen.

Claire.

I meant what I said. I’d love to do that again.

Mara stared at it, then let out a breathy laugh.

“What?” Evan asked, already dozing beside her.

She set the phone down on the nightstand.

“Claire,” she said softly. “Just… Claire.”


My Husband and My Best Friend




“Oh! She’s kinda hot,” Ben said, leaning back in his chair as he scrolled through Mazie’s social media posts.

“Hey. That’s my best friend you’re talking about. She’s off limits.”

“Some friend. When was the last time you saw her? Four years ago?” He ran a hand through his dark hair, pushing it off his forehead in that careless way that always made my stomach flip. Then he stuck out his strong tongue in mock concentration, like he was studying the screen. I hated how much I wanted to lean in and take that tongue into my mouth, to feel it warm and alive against mine.

“She’s been across the country for school. It’s not like she was avoiding me.”

Even as I said it, I felt something tighten in my chest. The truth was, I was nervous about her coming back. We grew up side by side, our bedroom windows facing each other, whispering late into the night like we were the same person split in two. We were practically sisters. But four years is a long time. Long enough for walls to build up without you noticing. Long enough to become different versions of yourselves.

We weren’t those girls anymore. We were women now. Living very different lives than the last time we stood in the same room.

She didn’t even know I was married. Much less to whom.

I’d dabbled in sharing my man with other women before. That was part of our thing. That was why Ben felt comfortable teasing me about how hot she was. We’d invited strangers into our bed. We’d tested boundaries, blurred lines. But I couldn’t let him have Mazie. Strangers were one thing. Even new friends were manageable. But not her.

Mazie was mine.

That friendship felt sacred in a way I couldn’t quite explain. I didn’t need to share every part of my life with everyone. Some things I wanted untouched.

“You’re no fun,” he teased, still scrolling. “She’s the hottest girl either of us knows. Look at her curvy figure and full tits. She’s toned and has a stunning face. You’re just going to keep her for yourself?”

“Yes,” I said, more firmly than I expected. “You can boss me around any other time, but not with my best friend.”

He smirked at that, like he enjoyed when I pushed back. “Fine. This will be your one freebee.”

He stood up and headed back to the kitchen, where the sound of something sizzling reminded me he’d been in the middle of making dinner before I’d blurted out that Mazie was coming home. He’d dropped everything and insisted on seeing her profile. Of course he had.

I slid into his chair while it was still warm from his body and stared at the screen.

I scrolled more slowly now.

Ben wasn’t wrong. Her body was lean and athletic, her waist tapered in a way that made her hips look even fuller. Her smile was brighter than I remembered, her cheekbones sharper. In photo after photo she looked confident, glowing, like she belonged exactly where she was. There were pictures of her hiking, at parties, posing in fitted dresses that hugged every curve.

She’d always been pretty. Even in high school she turned heads. But this was different. She seemed polished now. Sculpted. Like the world had refined her instead of wearing her down.

It was almost unfair.

I looked down at myself, at the softness of my thighs where they pressed against the edge of the chair, at the gentle curve of my stomach under my T-shirt. I wasn’t out of shape. I knew that. But I didn’t have her tone, that subtle definition in her arms and legs. I’d tried to work out before. I’d followed videos, bought leggings that promised motivation. The muscle just never came the way I wanted it to.

My body was soft. Delicate.

Ben loved that about me. It fit our dynamic. It made it easier to slip into the role of his cuck wife, to feel small and pliant beside him. But Mazie wouldn’t know any of that. She didn’t know the games we played. She didn’t know how my marriage actually worked.

I wondered what she expected when she pictured me.

Did she imagine I’d matured the way she had? Sharper, stronger, more defined? Or did she still see the girl next door with messy hair and nervous laughter?

I swallowed and kept scrolling.

Maybe I was overthinking it. She probably expected me to look exactly like I did in high school. And, for the most part, I did. Same face. Same frame. Same softness.

I closed the browser and leaned back in the chair, staring at the blank screen for a moment as the room hummed quietly around me. The smell of garlic and butter drifted in from the kitchen. Ben moved around confidently, like nothing in the world unsettled him.

I pressed my palms against my thighs and exhaled.

I’m just nervous, I told myself. That’s all this is.

Even though I know I shouldn’t be.            
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The next day the weather was perfect, the kind of bright, effortless sunshine that makes everything look sharper and more alive. It felt unfair that the sky could be so calm when my stomach was in knots.

I dressed carefully, choosing my best clothes to meet Mazie again. Ben did the same. I slipped into a cute pink dress that hugged my waist and skimmed over my hips. It wasn’t revealing exactly, but it felt more fitted than what I usually wore. Ben pulled on dark jeans and a tight black T-shirt that stretched across his chest and arms. He looked confident, comfortable in his skin.

I kept adjusting the fabric of my dress, tugging it down, smoothing it over my thighs. The material felt soft but thin, and I couldn’t shake the sensation that I was slightly naked in it. Like every curve was more visible than I intended.

I didn’t understand why it bothered me so much. I’d never really cared what anyone thought of me before. I’d walked into plenty of rooms without a second thought. But this was Mazie. Somehow that made it different.

We met her at a local coffee shop first. The place smelled like roasted beans and sugar, warm and inviting. We pushed through the glass double doors together, the hinges giving a soft sigh as they opened.

I spotted her immediately.

She was sitting at a small table near a wall of tall windows, sunlight pouring in behind her and catching in her hair. She held a cup of steaming coffee in both hands, her fingers curled loosely around it.

I swallowed and stepped toward her.

She looked up just as we approached. Her eyes widened for a second, and then she smiled.

She was even more beautiful in person.

“Kristen!” she called out, her voice bright and familiar.

She stood up quickly, almost knocking her chair back, and wrapped her arms around me. I hadn’t expected her to hug me so intimately. It had been years. I thought maybe we’d do one of those polite, half-awkward hugs people give when they’re not sure where they stand anymore.

But she hugged me like we were lovers.

Her arms wrapped fully around my back, pulling me in tight. She lingered. I felt her body pressed against mine, the warmth of her chest, the softness of her curves. She inhaled deeply near my neck, like she was breathing me in.

My heart raced against her warm body. I could feel my pulse in my throat. I bit my lower lip and let myself take her in, the scent of her perfume, something clean and sweet, the way her hands rested at the small of my back.

For a second it felt like no one else existed.

Finally, we dropped our hands and stepped apart, our eyes meeting for just a beat longer than necessary before we both looked away.

“This is my husband, Ben,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

Ben stood there with a raised eyebrow and an easy smile, looking entirely amused. He reached his hand across the table and shook Mazie’s.

“Nice to meet you,” Mazie said.

“Kristen has told me so much about you,” he replied. I could hear the teasing tone in his voice. It wasn’t overt, but it was there. That subtle edge he used when he wanted to play.

I wondered if Mazie picked up on it.

“Has she?” Mazie turned to me and smiled, almost flirtatiously. Her eyes held mine a second too long. My cheeks grew hot instantly.

“Kristen, go get us some coffee,” my husband said casually, though it sounded more like an order.

I scowled at him.

There was only one reason he wanted me to get the coffee, and it wasn’t because he was suddenly too tired to stand. He wanted a moment alone with her. He wanted to say something he didn’t want me hearing. Or maybe he wanted me to know he was saying something.

He always had something up his sleeve. I just wasn’t sure what it was this time.

He narrowed his eyes slightly, a silent reminder of our dynamic, and I nodded.

I walked up to the counter and ordered our usual drinks, trying to keep my voice steady. While I waited for the barista to steam the milk and pour the coffee, I peered over my shoulder.

Ben and Mazie were already leaning toward each other.

Somehow, in the span of a minute, he’d convinced her to let him hold her hand on the table while she spoke. His fingers were wrapped around hers, thumb brushing lightly over her skin as she talked.

They looked like lovers.

Mazie shifted in her seat, moving with a kind of excited energy. She tapped her foot against the floor, adjusted her posture, glanced around the café as if hyperaware of the space around them.

But she never pulled her hand away.

I tried to read their lips from across the room, but I couldn’t make out a single word. I wondered what he was saying to her. Surely he wasn’t suggesting what I thought he might be. Not here. Not in a public place where anyone could overhear.

“Two black coffees?” the barista called out, snapping me back to the present.

I exhaled and turned toward the counter. I grabbed the cups carefully, feeling the heat seep through the cardboard sleeves, and walked back to the table.

“Here you go, darling,” I said, unable to keep the slight bite out of my tone.

Ben immediately let go of Mazie’s hand, like they’d just been caught doing something they shouldn’t. The shift was subtle, but I saw it.

I sat down and looked at Mazie.

She was dripping sex. That was the only way to describe it. She sat there with this quiet confidence, legs crossed, shoulders relaxed, eyes steady. And she was staring holes into me.

I suddenly felt hyperaware of my dress again. The way it clung to my hips. The way the neckline dipped just enough to show the soft swell of my chest.

I could’ve sworn Mazie was checking me out.

Her gaze traveled, slow and teasing. My tummy flipped.

But this is the straightest girl from high school, I reminded myself. She dated football players. She had a crush on our math teacher. She wouldn’t be checking me out.

Would she?

I started to wonder what happened to her in college.

She seemed different. Too beautiful. Too flirty. There was something looser about her, something wild just beneath the surface. She looked my husband up and down hungrily, her eyes lingering on his chest, his arms.

But she paid me an equal amount of attention.

Maybe it’s out of respect, I told myself. Maybe she’s just trying to include me.

Still, it felt like she was looking me up and down, and I didn’t know whether to feel threatened or thrilled.

I shifted awkwardly in my seat, trying to adjust the way my dress clung to my thighs, and my foot bumped into hers under the table.

“Sorry,” I said quickly, feeling like a total jackass.

“It’s okay, Kristen. Are you alright? You seem nervous,” she said.

She leaned forward slightly and placed her hand on my thigh.

It wasn’t an accidental brush. Her palm settled there, warm and steady, fingers resting lightly against the inside of my leg. I looked up into her dark eyes and felt my clit spark so suddenly it almost stole my breath.

What the hell is happening?

“I’m not nervous,” I lied, forcing a small smile.

“Oh yes she is,” Ben said easily.

I shot him a glare, heat rising to my face, but he wasn’t looking at me. He was staring straight at Mazie with that knowing expression he wore when he thought he had the upper hand. One eyebrow still slightly raised. That short smirk pressing his lips together. His chest looked tall and proud in that tight black T-shirt, like he was presenting himself.

But Mazie’s gaze was still on me.

“I’m not,” I insisted, my voice thinner than I wanted it to be. “It’s just been a few years. A lot has changed.”

“Like what?” Mazie asked, and this time there was genuine curiosity in her voice.

“Um. Nothing in particular.”

I could tell she didn’t buy that. Her eyes lingered, searching my face like she was trying to read what I wasn’t saying. But she didn’t push.

Instead, she started sharing bits about her own life. Stories about classes, internships, cities she’d visited. She was animated when she talked, her hands moving, her smile wide. I noticed she carefully left out any relationship details. No mention of a boyfriend. No ex. No current situation.

Ben noticed too.

I could practically see the wheels turning in his head. The slight tilt of his chin. The calculating look in his eyes. I knew exactly what he was thinking.

She’s unattached. And if she’s unattached, maybe she’s available. And if she’s available, maybe we bring her into our ménage lifestyle.

The thought made my stomach twist.

“Well, what do you guys want to do now?” Ben asked after glancing inside everyone’s empty coffee cups. “We could see a movie or something.”

“A movie?” I said. “Mazie and I can’t really catch up at a movie.”

“She just talked your ear off and you’re not going to spill the beans on your life right now. A movie sounds great,” he replied.

I blushed, hating how easily he’d called me out. I tried to laugh it off, but it came out weak.

I looked at Mazie and felt myself shrinking in my seat, like I was suddenly sixteen again and unsure of everything.

“A movie sounds fun,” she said gently, with just the slightest hint of sympathy in her tone. She smiled at me, and her eyes seemed to say don’t worry.

There was something nurturing about her now. Softer than I remembered. More grounded. And despite the swirl of insecurity in my chest, there was an easiness to her company. A steadiness that made me want to lean into her instead of pull away.

I nodded. “Okay. A movie.”

The three of us stood and headed out together.

Mazie took her own car, which gave me a few precious minutes alone with Ben.

The second we were inside our car and the doors shut, I turned to him.

“What the hell are you up to?”

“Me?” he said, feigning innocence. “She’s the one flirting with us.”

“Flirting? Ha!”

“Oh god,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re in denial. The chick is obviously at least bisexual.”

“You don’t know Mazie. I do. That girly girl likes men only, full stop. And I’m not sharing her with you.”

“Sharing her?” he repeated slowly. “Or sharing me?”

My chest tightened instantly.

The words I’d just thrown at him echoed in my mind. I’m not sharing her with you.

Not I’m not sharing you with her.

Could it be possible that sharing Ben with another woman felt less threatening than sharing my best friend with Ben?

The thought made my head spin. It made something uncomfortable and sharp bloom in my stomach.

“What? No,” I said quickly, too quickly.

Ben only laughed, clearly unconvinced.

He parked the car, and we stepped out into the lot. The air felt cooler now, brushing against my bare legs as I stood there trying to steady myself.

I wasn’t ready to be done with that conversation. I wanted to untangle what he’d just exposed. I wanted to argue it properly.

But Mazie was already crossing the parking lot toward us, sunlight catching in her hair, her stride confident and easy.

Ben picked the movie, like he’d picked nearly everything that day so far. The coffee shop. The seats. The tone of the conversation. Fortunately for Mazie, he actually had decent taste in films. He loved indie movies, the kind that were slow and thoughtful, the kind we usually watched at night to unwind.

We found our row and shuffled in, the faint smell of popcorn and butter clinging to the air. The theater was dim but not fully dark yet. Ben stepped aside with exaggerated politeness and made sure Mazie sat between us.

Of course he did.

What does he think is going to happen? Like Mazie would really make a move on him here, in a crowded theater with strangers all around us.

The lights dimmed slowly until the room fell into that blue-gray hush. I placed my hands carefully in my lap, fingers laced together so they wouldn’t betray me.

“I hope it’s not too boring,” Mazie whispered. “Or I’ll have to find something else to do to pass the time.”

My heart kicked hard in my chest.

She leaned into me to whisper, her shoulder brushing mine. I could feel the heat of her body spreading outward until it wrapped around me like a cozy blanket. She smelled like flowers, something soft and feminine, and her breath skimmed down the side of my neck.

Chills crawled across my skin. My pussy ached instantly, a slow pulse of heat that made me shift in my seat.

I was angry at Ben for putting these ideas in my head. For suggesting things that were now impossible to ignore. I didn’t know why I was reacting like this. I wasn’t really bisexual. I mean, sure, I liked watching other women when they were with my husband. I liked the way their bodies moved. I liked the contrast. But I didn’t want them for myself.

At least I didn’t think I did.

The movie held my attention for a while. It was quirky and thoughtful, with moments that were meant to be serious but landed oddly. About thirty minutes in, the plot started to drift, losing focus.

A few scenes made Ben and me laugh when we probably shouldn’t have.

I glanced over at Mazie.

Her eyes were already on me.

The second I blinked, like that was her cue, she reached over and grabbed my hand.

Her palm was warm and alive. I could feel her blood pulsing faintly beneath her skin. Instinctively, I closed my fingers around hers. My legs quivered at the contact, a subtle tremor that made me press my knees together.

Ben had seen us.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught his raised eyebrow again. That silent I told you so look.

My face burned.

I quickly released Mazie’s hand and hunched slightly in my seat, staring straight ahead at the screen as if the movie suddenly required all of my concentration.

Mazie didn’t react. She didn’t look embarrassed. She didn’t look flustered. She just turned her attention back to the film, her expression calm and neutral.

She didn’t grab my hand again for the rest of the movie.

But her bare thigh kept bumping into mine.

Every time she shifted, our legs touched. Sometimes it was a light brush. Other times it lingered, warm skin against warm skin. I couldn’t tell if it was intentional or if the seats were just too small.

Either way, each contact sent a spark of heat through me. By the time the credits rolled, I felt wound tight.

Ben stretched casually and turned toward her. “You want to come over to our place?”

Usually I would’ve been thrilled to have Mazie over. We would’ve opened wine, laughed, maybe stayed up too late talking about everything and nothing.

But after how the day had gone, I felt nervous.

What the hell is he expecting to happen?

What if she is horrified by our lifestyle? She doesn’t know anything about it. She’s not going to want to fuck Ben then.

We walked out into the parking lot together, making loose plans. Mazie got into her own car, giving Ben and me privacy again.

The second we were alone, he said it. “She wants to fuck us.”

I let out a laugh, too loud, too quick. I tried to hide the nervousness tightening my stomach.

“And I want you to let me fuck her,” he added.

“What?” My eyes stretched wide. “What are you talking about?”

“It’s simple, Kristen. She wants to fuck us and I want you to watch me fuck her. It’s been making me hard all day watching the two of you. You have some great chemistry. I bet you’d like sharing her with me.”

“That’s ridiculous. I’m not bisexual.”

“Why does everything have to have a label like that?” he said. “Who cares if you are or not? You clearly like Mazie, even if you won’t admit it. I know when you’re horny and she makes your pussy wet. I don’t mind sharing her with you if I get to pound her while you watch.”

“Well, I mind!”

“You won’t once it’s happening,” he teased. “It’ll feel so good that you come so hard.”

He stuck out his tongue playfully, but I was furious. My hands clenched in my lap.

How could he suggest something like that about my best friend?

And yet, as much as I hated it, a part of me knew he wasn’t entirely wrong.

My legs quivered just thinking about it. The idea of sharing her with him. The way she looked at me in the theater, steady and unashamed. The way her touch made my skin prickle.

Her hand in mine. Her thigh against mine.

My heart raced just remembering it. But could I really let my best friend fuck Ben while I watched? The thought made my head spin.

“Well don’t get your hopes up,” I said finally, crossing my arms as if that would steady me.

What was the likelihood he’d get his way anyway? Even if Mazie was attracted to us, it’s not like she was just going to start fucking my husband in our home in front of me. I let out a slow breath.

It would stay a fantasy. That’s all it would be. A fantasy for Ben. Nothing more.

We pulled into the driveway, the tires crunching softly over gravel, and Mazie parked behind us. The late afternoon light made the house glow warm and golden, the windows reflecting the sky.

“Beautiful place you got here,” she said, tilting her head as she looked it over.

“We’re just renting,” I added quickly. I don’t even know why I felt the need to clarify that. Maybe I felt guilty for having something stable and comfortable while she’d been scraping through college life. Maybe I didn’t want her to think I’d somehow leapt ahead of her.

“Still,” she said, smiling. “It’s a great little house.”

The three of us walked inside. The air felt cooler than outside, faintly scented with whatever candle I’d burned the night before. We drifted naturally toward the kitchen like we always did when we had guests.

Ben went to the fridge and brought out a few bottles of beer. The glass clinked softly as he set them on the counter. Mazie and I leaned against the other side, close enough that our arms nearly brushed.

She was so close I could feel her body heat again. It radiated toward me, familiar and distracting. I had to resist the urge to shift closer.

“So, Mazie,” Ben said with a casual smile that I immediately didn’t trust. “What do you know about the spouse swapping lifestyle?”

“Ben!” The word flew out of me before I could stop it. My stomach dropped. I couldn’t believe he had just thrown my biggest secret on the table like that.

“What?” Mazie asked with a soft laugh. “To be honest, not much. Why, are you two…”

She waved her finger back and forth between us, eyebrows raised in question.

I felt my face burn. I was caught. There was no pretending now. No graceful way to steer the conversation elsewhere.

“She watches me fuck other girls,” Ben said, lifting his beer to his lips and taking a small sip like he was discussing the weather. “It’s very exciting to her.”

My pulse thudded in my ears.

“Is it now?” Mazie asked, her gaze sliding to me with a sharp, assessing look. “And you like this? Watching him with other women?”

She emphasized other women slightly, like she was testing the weight of that word.

I swallowed and nodded. “I didn’t want you to find out about it though. Thanks a lot, Honey.”

I shot Ben another glare, but he only smirked at me, completely unapologetic.

“No problem, Dear,” he said lightly.

Then he turned back to Mazie. “There’s someone new I’d like to try, though.”

“Who’s that?” Mazie asked with a small smile.

She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look offended. If anything, she seemed entertained. Relaxed. Like this was all just an interesting game.

“I want my wife to watch me take her best friend,” he said, his voice lower now.

He stared at Mazie directly, daring her.

Her eyes widened just slightly. She swallowed, and for the first time since this started, she looked nervous. A flicker of uncertainty passed over her face.

I braced myself. I expected her to laugh it off. To tell us we were insane. To grab her purse and leave and never speak to us again.

But she didn’t.

“Well,” she began, pausing only to clear her throat. “First, I need to know how desperate you are to fulfill this fantasy?”

I turned slowly to Ben, waiting.

He looked almost dazed. Like he’d stepped into something he couldn’t quite control anymore. That same lack of willpower I’d felt all day flickered across his face.

“Very,” he said finally.

A mischievous smile curved across Mazie’s slender face.

She nodded once and stepped away from the counter, moving toward our dining table. The room suddenly felt smaller, tighter, charged.

She stopped between the two of us and the edge of the table. Then she backed up until her thighs brushed against it.

With an easy motion, she flipped her auburn hair over her shoulder and hoisted herself up onto the table to sit. The wood creaked softly under her weight.

“Then get on your knees and beg for it,” she said to Ben.

The words hung in the air. Ben glanced at me, a flash of hesitation in his eyes. Concern. A silent question.

I nodded.

He slowly lowered himself to his knees in front of her, keeping his gaze locked on Mazie the entire time.

Mazie reached for the hem of her skirt.

She slid her fingers under the fabric and shimmied it up over her slender thighs, inch by inch. My breath caught in my throat. I bit my lower lip when I caught a glimpse of bright pink panties against her smooth skin.

Within seconds, her skirt rested high around her waist, revealing the full length of her legs and the small, tempting space between them.

The room felt impossibly hot, and there was no turning back now.

Ben still kept his focus locked on her, barely blinking, but I could see the way his jeans were tightening at the front. The fabric stretched in a way that left nothing to the imagination. Knowing he was getting hard made my pussy instantly wet. A slow, aching throb settled between my legs, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could keep standing upright.

I pressed my thighs together as if that might calm the heat building there. It didn’t. If anything, the friction only made it worse. My breath felt shallow. My skin felt too tight.

My best friend reached down for the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down her legs.

There was nothing rushed about it.

As the fabric slid past her thighs, I caught sight of a dripping wet, neatly trimmed pussy underneath. The sight hit me like a physical blow. My blood pounded in my ears so loudly I could barely hear anything else.

Ben’s primal instincts seemed to kick in all at once. His body went fully rigid with arousal.

I had to sit down.

I dropped into the nearest chair, my knees weak, hoping Mazie would allow me to stay there and simply watch. To take it all in without collapsing.

She glanced at me and smiled.

It was subtle, but it felt like permission. Like she was acknowledging me, letting me know I could stay and witness this.

Mazie pushed her ankles together to slide her panties over her tall black heels. The motion was smooth. When the fabric finally slipped free, she tossed it casually to the side.

Then she spread her legs far apart on the table.

She curled her index finger and motioned for Ben to come closer.

He didn’t look at me for permission this time. He didn’t need to. He had it. I wanted to see how far she was going to take this. I wanted to see Mazie completely naked for myself.

Ben shuffled forward on his knees, the carpet rough beneath them, positioning himself between her legs. His face was inches from her pussy now.

Mazie leaned her head back and exhaled slowly, her chest rising and falling. She placed a hand on the back of his head and pulled him all the way in.

I watched him stretch out his tongue and flatten it against her wet slit. He wrapped his lips around her mound, sucking lightly, his cheeks hollowing just a bit.

“Ohhh,” she moaned as she felt my husband’s mouth on her pussy.

The sound went straight through me.

I shifted awkwardly in my seat, my body restless with arousal. I didn’t know what to do with myself. I could only watch as my husband fulfilled his fantasy.

A fantasy that was quickly becoming mine.

He pushed his tongue inside her slit and dragged it upward to her small clit. The slow movement made my hips twitch involuntarily.

Mazie reached for the buttons of her blouse and began undoing them one by one. She pushed the fabric aside and tugged the cups of her bra down, exposing her bare breasts.

I saw her tiny pink nipples harden almost instantly as Ben continued teasing her. She reached down for his hands and guided them up to her chest.

He massaged her breasts while continuing to lap at her pussy.

I couldn’t help rocking my hips in the chair, just slightly, the movement unconscious. I’d never imagined my husband with my best friend. But I’d definitely never imagined that it would turn me on this much.

Part of it was that it felt wrong. Like I wasn’t supposed to be seeing her like this. Like I’d crossed some invisible line just by sitting there and watching.

She grabbed Ben’s head with both hands and rocked her hips against his face. He seemed to struggle for air for a second but kept licking, dutiful and hungry.

The sight of his face pressed between her thighs was intoxicating. I wanted to freeze that image in my mind forever. I wanted to reach between my own legs and finger myself while watching.

Instead, I rested my hands on my thighs and leaned back in the chair, pretending to be still.

I kept my eyes on Mazie to see if she was watching me too.

Slowly, I slid one hand along the inside of my thigh, dragging it upward toward the ache between my legs.

“Not so fast, Kristen,” she scolded.

Her body trembled as Ben worked her, but she still had the control to discipline me. To notice.

“You’ll get your turn,” she said.

I nodded quickly and pulled my hand away, folding it back into my lap.

The pressure between my legs was almost unbearable. It felt like torture to sit there, soaked and aching, forced to watch without touching.

Mazie’s body shook harder, her muscles tightening as she pushed Ben’s face deeper between her thighs. His tongue swirled in and out of her folds, dipping back inside her slit with slow strokes. He looked up at her from where he knelt, still gripping her tits in his hands and massaging them as he worked.

I watched her arch her back, her spine curving as a set of whimpering howls slipped from her lips. She was trying to keep quiet, trying to maintain some control, but she was failing miserably. The sounds were raw and needy, and that loss of control sent a rush through me.

The fact that she couldn’t contain her own arousal excited me more than I wanted to admit. I wanted to make her scream with ecstasy. I wanted to push her to that edge myself, to make her feel so good that the neighbors heard her moans through the walls.

I wondered if I would ever get my chance.

Mazie finally came down from her high, her breathing uneven as she steadied herself. Ben pulled his face from her lap, his mouth glistening.

As if he suddenly remembered I was in the room, he turned to look at me. There was concern in his eyes. A question. Maybe even guilt.

He mouthed an apology.

I mouthed back that it was okay.

I couldn’t blame him for finding her irresistible. I found her irresistible. I wanted him to please her. I wanted to watch her come again and again. I wanted to see her body quiver like that one more time.

She hopped down from the table and took Ben by the shoulders, pulling him up to standing. Then she pressed her lips to his, kissing him for the first time.

The sight hit me harder than I expected.

Her tongue slid into his mouth, slow and confident. Her hand drifted down over his stomach and across his growing erection. I shifted in my seat again, the heat in the room almost suffocating.

Mazie unfastened his jeans and slid her hand inside. Through the fabric, I could see the steady motion of her stroking him. Ben groaned into her mouth, low and helpless.

She smiled against his lips.

Then she lowered herself to her knees, tugging his jeans and boxers down with her. His cock sprang forward, eager and fully hard.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed when she saw him. “You make sure to hang onto this one,” she told me.

I nodded automatically, willing to do anything she asked.

She wrapped her soft hand around the base of his shaft and stroked him slowly, testing his sensitivity. After a few strokes, she parted her lips and took the tip of his cock into her mouth.

Ben’s eyes rolled back.

She sucked gently at first, then deeper. Her cheeks hollowed as she drew him further in. When he hit the back of her throat, she gagged slightly, a small reflex that only seemed to make him harder.

I leaned forward in my chair, desperate for a better view.

Ben’s head tilted down so he could watch her work. His jaw slackened. He could barely keep his eyes open under the intensity of it.

Mazie moved her head back and forth, twisting her grip around his shaft as she sucked him expertly. Every motion was controlled, confident. I watched closely, memorizing the rhythm, the angle of her wrist, the way she used her tongue.

It wasn’t long before Ben’s abs tightened under his shirt. I saw the shift in his expression, the way his muscles flexed. He was close.

I bit my lower lip again and let out a shaky breath of my own.

He gripped the edge of the table and let out a loud moan as he came. Mazie swallowed every drop without hesitation, then slowly pulled back from him.

I felt something shift inside me.

I wanted to please her more. I wanted to give something back.

She stood and grabbed Ben by the shoulders, guiding him backward until he was sitting on the table where she had been moments before.

Then she turned to me.

For the first time since this began, her full attention was on me.

She stepped closer and placed her hands on my neck, her fingers warm against my skin. She leaned in and kissed me.

The kiss felt heavenly and electric all at once. A jolt ran through my entire body. Her tongue pushed between my lips without hesitation, exploring my mouth with confidence.

I reached for her waist, and she allowed it. My hands slid over her hips and up along her bare skin until I was cupping her breasts. They were warm and soft beneath my palms.

That was all it took for Ben’s cock to stir again.

Mazie broke the kiss and climbed over my husband’s lap, straddling him. She leaned him back until he was flat against the table.

She gathered her skirt in her fists and lifted it higher, exposing herself fully to both of us. She reached down and stroked his cock a few times.

Then she guided the tip of him to her wet slit and pressed him there, holding him in place.

I watched her guide him inside of her.

She pushed him in slowly at first, her face tightening slightly as she adjusted to his size. Then she lowered herself faster, taking him fully. Her tight pussy swallowed all of him hungrily, inch by inch, until her hips met his pelvis.

A soft gasp left her lips.

She began rocking her hips against him, grinding down in a slow rhythm. Each time she lifted herself, I could see a few inches of him peek out before she sank back down again. The sight was hypnotic.

I felt strangely empty without her kiss or her touch on me, but at the same time deeply fulfilled by the view in front of me. It was intoxicating to watch.

Ben brought his hands back to her hips, gripping the same curves I’d just been holding. His palms slid upward, just like mine had, until they were cupping her perfect breasts. His fingers kneaded them as she moved.

She lifted her hips and slammed them down again.

Then she alternated, sometimes bouncing, sometimes grinding. A few times she swirled her hips in small circles around his thick cock, slow rotations that made his entire body tense.

He groaned and trembled beneath her as she dominated his lap.

She bounced harder, her breasts swaying freely with each movement. Ben could barely keep hold of them. She arched her back and threw her head back, letting out a wild, unrestrained moan as she came all over my husband’s cock.

The sound of it made my pulse spike.

She turned her head toward me and kissed me suddenly, her mouth hot and urgent. Then she lifted herself off of Ben and stepped toward me.

She began undressing me without hesitation.

“Off the table,” she told Ben firmly as she tugged my panties down to the floor.

She lifted my dress up over my head and unfastened my bra, letting it fall. I kicked off my flats and stepped free of my soaking wet panties.

Mazie ran her hands along my breasts, squeezing gently before pinching my nipples. A jolt of heat shot straight down my spine. The ball of nerves between my legs felt like it was on fire. I ached to be touched.

She guided me to the table and laid me back the way she had done with Ben. The wood felt cool against my skin.

She spread my legs and licked her lips slowly before lowering her head.

Her tongue traced along my pulsing wet slit.

I squealed before I could stop myself.

She pulled back just long enough to glance over her shoulder and direct Ben behind her. He stepped closer and slid his cock back into her wet pussy while she leaned forward over me.

She began thrusting her tongue in and out of me while her hands returned to my breasts, teasing my nipples again.

I’d never been with a woman before.

I couldn’t tell if she was this good because she was a woman or because she’d done this before. Maybe it was both. Maybe that was part of what had changed about her while she was away at school.

Every time Ben thrust his hips into her from behind, it shifted her body forward slightly, pushing her tongue in a new direction against my pussy. The dual sensation made my head spin.

Watching him fuck her while her face was buried between my legs nearly sent me over the edge.

I wasn’t sure how much longer I could last. Part of me hoped it would be long enough for him to come at the same time as me. The thought of him filling Mazie while I came against her mouth sent a dangerous thrill through me.

I saw Ben’s abs tighten again. His jaw clenched. He threw his head back with a low groan.

I knew he was releasing deep inside her.

My back arched instinctively. I pressed my clit against Mazie’s tongue as she thrust it firmly across me. Tiny electric shocks shot through my body as an intense wave of heat rolled over me.

I let out a moan, trying to keep it quieter than hers had been, but failing.

My pussy throbbed against her tongue as I came.

She slowly lifted her mouth from me after Ben pulled out of her. I lay there for a second, breathless.

I looked over at Ben.

His cheeks were flushed pink, and he was still quivering slightly.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” he said.

I stood up slowly, my legs shaky, and walked over to him. I kissed him deeply, tasting salt and sweat and something electric between us.

Then I turned to Mazie and kissed her just as passionately.

“I hope I wasn’t too demanding,” she said when our lips finally parted.

“You weren’t,” I said, still trying to catch my breath. “It was amazing. I’m out of breath.”

All three of us were panting, the room thick with heat and the aftermath of what we’d just done.

“So, Mazie,” Ben said as we started gathering our clothes and dressing again, “how long are you home for?”

“I’m moving back,” she said casually.

I froze.

“You are?” I asked.

She nodded with a soft smile. “I hope that’s good news.”

I glanced at Ben, then back at her.

“It’s great,” I said. “That’s fantastic news.”

And in that moment, I knew this wasn’t a one-time thing.

Ben had a new thirst.

And Mazie knew exactly how to quench it.


Just a Sample




I’ve always thought of myself as a straight and faithful wife. Mark is the same kind of man, steady and loyal in a way that has held our marriage together through every ordinary year. Even so, I’ve never been blind to the way his eyes drift whenever a beautiful woman walks by. It never bothers me. I let him look. I let him have his harmless fun, as long as his cock stays with me at the end of the day.

So when I opened the door on Saturday afternoon and found a new makeup saleswoman standing on my porch, the last thing I expected was to freeze the way I did. She could not have been more than eighteen. Her face was so smooth it looked untouched by the world, her blue eyes wide in a way that made her seem both startled and bold. Dark waves of hair framed her cheeks, and her body had the kind of firm, youthful shape that would soften over time. None of that was what made my chest tighten, though. It was her smile. Bright white teeth and a crooked lift at the corner of her mouth, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me and was waiting for me to admit it.

“What can I do for you?” I asked, assuming she was here to sell something.

“Oh,” she said quietly. She brushed her fingers through her hair, then nibbled at her lower lip. The toe of her sneaker scraped at the concrete as if she could push it aside with enough pressure. “I’m selling some makeup.” She dug through her black bag, searching for a brochure with a nervous kind of urgency. While she looked down, I let my eyes move over her legs. Long, smooth, and toned. Her jean shorts hugged her hips in a way that made heat rise low in my stomach. “I’m trying to raise money for college.”

Her nerves grounded me. They made me feel older, steadier, and somehow braver.

“Oh, great,” I said. “I’ve been needing to update my collection. I haven’t had time to buy anything lately. My name’s Hannah.”

She giggled, and the sound went straight through me. “Really? That’s great. Do you want to try some samples?”

I nodded and swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry. There were a lot of things I wanted to try. Her body pulled at something in me I had never let myself look at for too long. I realized in that moment that I was no different from Mark when his gaze trails after pretty strangers. If he gets to enjoy a little harmless attention, why couldn’t I?

I watched Ruby walk back to her car, her ponytail swaying behind her. She leaned into the back seat, grabbed a small box, then returned to the porch with her head slightly lowered. The smile was still there, and it made something warm loosen in my chest. I stepped aside and let her in.

We moved into the living room, and she started laying out her samples on the coffee table. It didn’t take long before Mark appeared. He must have heard us talking. He paused in the doorway when he saw her. His eyes ran over her young, tight body in a way he probably thought was subtle, but I caught it immediately. My stomach tightened. This time, instead of annoyance, I felt something else. A strange pull, almost like I wanted to watch him watch her.

“What are you doing, Hannah?” Mark asked as he stepped farther into the room. He had just come from the shower. His shirt clung to him in a way that showed he wasn’t entirely dry, and his hair smelled clean and sharp, like pine needles and cold water. I closed my eyes for a second and breathed him in.

“Trying out some makeup samples,” I said. “This is Ruby.”

Ruby looked up at him and held her breath for a moment. “Hi,” she said with a little giggle. Mark swallowed before he reached out his hand. When she took it, a spark went through me, low and deep, as if something in the room shifted and I felt it first.

“You the new neighbor?” he asked, his voice easy and warm.

“Yeah,” she said. “I just moved in. I’m raising money for college. I missed a year, but I’m trying to get in this fall.”

I stared at Mark, who wore a tight V-neck T-shirt and dark wash jeans that clung to him in a way that left very little to guess about. The fabric stretched over his chest and biceps, and the outline of his body was so clear it almost felt indecent. I looked at him and wondered how someone as young as Ruby could resist a man like my husband. The thought made me smile in a way that felt both lucky and a little reckless.

“Do you see anything you like?” Ruby asked as she pointed to the samples on the table. Her tone was innocent enough, but Mark’s eyes weren’t on the makeup. They were locked on mine. My gaze stayed on him too. There was something unspoken sitting between us, a quiet, charged understanding I didn’t dare name out loud. I doubted either one of us would ever have the nerve to explain what we were really thinking.

I picked out a few things to try, and Ruby came closer to help me sort through them. Mark settled into the side chair and watched us with an attention he usually saved for sports or sex. Makeup had never interested him, yet here he was, staring like it was the most gripping thing he had seen all day.

Ruby helped me apply a lipstick sample. She stepped in close and steadied my chin with her hand. Her fingers were warm against my skin, and the nearness of her body sent a shudder down my spine. She smelled faintly of coconut shampoo and something sweet, maybe vanilla lotion. When she finished applying the color, she leaned back to take a look. I felt strangely exposed and beautiful under her stare.

“Wow,” she said, her eyes widening. “That color is sexy on you.”

My heart flickered in my chest. I glanced at Mark and found him staring with the same wide-eyed expression. I told myself not to read into it. She was a salesperson. It was her job to make me feel good about the product.

“Don’t you think she looks sexy in that color?” she asked, turning her head toward Mark.

He nodded so quickly he reminded me of a clueless caveman agreeing to anything a pretty woman said. My eyes drifted down to his waist, and there it was. A small erection pressed against his jeans, just enough to be visible. My pulse jumped, and the room felt warmer. Get ahold of yourself. She’s young. She’s trying to earn some money. That’s all.

Ruby and I went through a few more products, and I placed an order. I walked to my purse for my checkbook, trying to steady myself. Mark’s hand landed on my shoulder, gentle but firm enough to send a sudden jolt through me.

“Hannah? Could I speak to you alone for a moment?”

I laughed and tried to keep it light. “Uh-oh. Husband doesn’t want me spending money.” Ruby smiled politely as I excused myself. I followed Mark to the bedroom, and he shut the door behind us. His eyes were dark and focused, and he looked like he had been holding something in.

“You seem like you’re attracted to her,” he finally said.

I swallowed and tried to pull up the lie I usually saved for awkward situations, but the words wouldn’t come. The truth slipped out instead. “So what if I am?”

“Hey. No problems here,” he said, lifting his hands like he was surrendering. “She’s a cute little thing.”

I nodded. “So why did you stop me? You know we have the money, Mark.”

“I have an idea. A crazy, irrational, stupid idea.”

Even before he went on, I felt my stomach tighten. Somehow, I already knew where he was going. “A threesome? With a would-be college student who lives in the neighborhood? I can’t even imagine bringing that conversation up.”

“I can,” he said, taking the checkbook from my hand and waving it in front of me.

My gut twisted, sharp and immediate. “No,” I said. “We can’t do that. That would be wrong. Even more wrong than the attraction I feel for her or the idea of letting you take part in it. I’m not offering to pay the neighborhood college girl for sex.”

“She said it herself. She needs money. You think she’s going to make it by selling makeup? This could help her. We could pay her first year’s tuition. Whatever she needs.”

I knew he was right, but I couldn’t imagine propositioning her. The knock on our bedroom door was the beginning to her propositioning us. It was all moving so fast.

We opened the door for her, and she stepped inside without a hint of hesitation. Her eyes moved around the room, slow and curious, as if she were taking inventory. “So… this is your guys’ bedroom,” she said. She walked straight to the edge of the bed, sat down, then lowered her back onto the mattress. She stretched her arms above her head and stared up at the ceiling with a lazy sort of confidence. “So this is where you guys fuck?”

My jaw practically hit the floor. I stood there, stunned by how quickly she had dropped the shy act I saw at the front door. The polite, nervous salesgirl from the living room had vanished. In her place was someone bold and teasing, someone who knew exactly what she was doing to both of us. She turned her head on the pillow and smiled at me with a devilish tilt of her mouth.

“I can sense changes in people,” she said, as if she had heard every question running through my mind. “I also listened to your conversation through the door.”

My heart stopped at that. Heat crawled up my neck. How could we have been so careless? How loud had we been? I turned to Mark. He was still holding the checkbook, waving it a little, like he needed to remind her we had it.

“So? Will you do it?” he asked.

“Mark,” I snapped, but he brushed me off with a quick flick of his free hand.

“You guys are funny,” she said, pushing herself upright on the bed. The smile stayed on her face, sharp and playful. “I would’ve done it for free, but I’d be happy to take your money.”

“How much?” Mark asked, ignoring the part where she said she didn’t need to be paid. Sometimes he could be unbelievably dense.

Ruby stood and walked toward him. She moved with a soft, deliberate confidence, almost gliding across the room. She wrapped her arms around his neck, and his breath caught. He stumbled over his words in a way I recognized, because I knew I would have done the same if she had touched me like that.

“Why don’t we fuck,” she murmured, looking straight into his eyes, “and then you can tell me how much I’m worth to you.”

My mind spun with every reason this was a terrible idea. We didn’t know her. She lived in the neighborhood. She was young. Too young. But watching her cling to my husband made my entire body react. My legs felt weak. A warm pulse throbbed low in my belly. My panties were already damp from nothing more than the possibility of her kissing him.

I knew I should stop everything right there. I knew I should step in, pull them apart, and tell her to leave. But I didn’t. My feet stayed planted on the floor. My lungs barely pulled in air. I was too curious, too aroused, and too overwhelmed to intervene.

“We can arrange that,” Mark said in a low, steady voice I had heard only in our most intimate moments.

Ruby leaned in. She pressed her lips to his, soft at first, then firmer as he responded. My heart raced hard enough that it almost hurt, but my body didn’t move. I stood frozen, hands clenched at my sides. Fear and excitement twisted together inside me, sharp and intoxicating.

Everything about it felt wrong. So terribly wrong.

I wondered if this would damage our marriage. I wondered if Mark would start craving other women. I wondered if this would open a door I wouldn’t be able to close. I wondered if I would enjoy watching them more than either of them expected.

I wondered if I would think of her every time I rode him in the future. If I would picture her mouth on him. If I would imagine her hands on me. If I would invite her back without thinking twice.

She pulled away from him and turned to look at me. Her eyes sparkled, bright and mischievous. “How do you feel about this?” she asked. “Me kissing your husband?”

The way she looked at me sent a chill straight through my spine, one that was equal parts fear and anticipation.

“Don’t worry,” Mark said before I could speak. He always seemed to answer for me. “She’s fine with it.”

I stepped closer, my blood pulsing hard enough that I felt it in my throat. She kissed him again, slow and deliberate, and guided him backward with gentle pushes to his shoulders until he lowered himself onto the floor. He ended up at her waist, looking up at her with a dazed, hungry expression, as if he couldn’t believe she was real. She smiled down at him in a way that suggested she had been in this position before and knew exactly how to use it.

“Look how much your husband wants me,” she said, flipping her hair off her shoulder with a casual confidence that sent heat straight through me. “I hope you enjoy watching me take him for the afternoon. I hope you enjoy watching his thick cock slide in and out of my tight, wet pussy.”

My mouth opened, but there were no words. My tongue felt thick, my thoughts scattered. Every inch of my skin tingled, and the urge to tell her to take him, to claim him right in front of me, nearly slipped out. I wasn’t sure what had taken over my mind, only that the feeling was stronger than any guilt.

She leaned over my husband and urged him farther down until he was flat on his back, breath quick and chest rising. Ruby climbed on top of him and straddled his hips. They were both fully clothed, but the way she moved made it feel like they were seconds away from shedding everything. She leaned down and kissed him again, her long hair falling around his face like a curtain. His hands moved immediately to her ass, gripping it with a hunger he hadn’t shown me in months.

Is this really happening? The question looped through my head as I watched, unable to blink. Her ass shifted in those tiny jean shorts as she rocked slightly. I caught a flash of a white thong strap peeking above the waistband. She dragged her palms over the front of his jeans, running them slowly along his thighs, and he moaned at the unfamiliar touch. The sound came from deep in his chest.

I bit my lower lip and absently wound a strand of hair around my finger. I knew I should have been angry or jealous, but none of those feelings surfaced. Instead, all I felt was this hot, dizzy wave of excitement. If Mark ever cheated on me, I would rather it be with Ruby than anyone else. And this wasn’t even cheating. Not really. Not when I was standing here letting it happen.

She wore a pink T-shirt, and his hands slipped under the hem, settling on the bare skin of her lower back. They kissed with a heat I hadn’t seen from him in far too long, almost frantic with need. His erection strained clearly through the front of his jeans, and I found myself hoping she would touch it. I wanted to see her hand on him.

Mark started lifting Ruby’s top, and she raised her arms to help him slide it off. Her back was smooth and strong, and she wore a matching white bra that framed her breasts perfectly. Her large, firm tits hovered over his face, and he looked like he could barely breathe. He grabbed them with both hands, and she let out a quiet moan that made my knees weak.

She tugged his shirt off in return and ran her hands slowly over his chest. My pulse hammered in my ears as I watched, feeling oddly detached from my own body, as if I were a stranger peering in through a window at my own marriage. Ruby stroked his cock through his jeans while she kissed and lightly nipped at his chest. His head tipped back, exposing his throat, and his breath came in sharp, shaky bursts.

My legs trembled as I watched them. Imagining Ruby with Mark had been thrilling enough, but seeing it was something different entirely. She lowered her mouth to his nipples and flicked her tongue across them. He groaned, long and low, and slid his fingers into her hair, holding her close.

“Stand up,” she said while lifting off him. Her voice was firm and steady. He rose with a curious look, his brows raised. She unbuttoned his jeans, unzipped them, and slid them down along with his boxers until they pooled at his ankles.

Ruby lowered herself in front of him without hesitation, her eyes locked on the thick weight of his cock like she already knew how good it would feel. She smiled—slow and certain—as if this was the moment she’d been waiting for. My breath caught. I felt dizzy with anticipation, torn between looking away and giving in completely to the sight.

She didn’t hesitate. Her lips parted, and she leaned in, letting the head slide into her mouth as if she’d done it a hundred times. Mark groaned above her, the sound ragged and low in his throat. His hand dropped to her hair, fingers threading through it gently, and he held her there as she started to move—unhurried, steady, intent. Her mouth worked him deeper with each bob of her head, her throat tightening in quick waves of effort. Even when she gagged a little, she didn’t pull back. If anything, she doubled down, bracing herself with a firm grip on his hips as if to tell him she could take more.

Mark let out a noise I rarely heard—something raw and guttural, like a growl pulled from the base of his spine. His body trembled slightly, not from fear but from the strain of holding himself together. Ruby took him with a kind of practiced focus that made her mouth look impossibly tight around him. The sight hit me harder than I expected. I didn’t feel distant from it. I didn’t feel betrayed. I felt a kind of stunned arousal, sharp and disorienting, like I was waking up in a version of myself I hadn’t dared admit existed.

She didn’t rush. Her rhythm was deliberate, and every time she dipped lower, his thighs flexed under the tension of trying not to thrust. His hand hovered just behind her head, fingers twitching, like he wasn’t sure if he should guide her or let her have complete control. He wanted to hold back. She didn’t want him to.

Right before he could lose it, Ruby pulled off him with a slick breath and a trail of spit glistening at the corner of her mouth. She looked up at him, then leaned in for a kiss like she needed to claim him again. It wasn’t frantic. It was slow, hungry, and full of something deeper—like they both already knew what was coming next and were trying to savor the build. His hands found her body again, cupping her breasts through her top, thumbing her nipples until she gasped. One hand slipped beneath the fabric and into her panties, and her whole body responded, hips pressing forward, mouth opening wider against his.

Then he dropped to his knees, yanked her shorts and underwear down in one rough motion, and left her completely bare. She stepped out of them without pause, already breathing harder. Mark didn’t wait. He lifted her by the hips like she weighed nothing, turned her toward the wall, and pressed her back to it, her legs wrapping around his waist with instinctive ease.

There was a pause—just long enough for her to catch her breath. Then she made this sound, soft and desperate, like she needed him inside her right then. He lined himself up and pushed in slowly, easing forward until every inch was buried inside her. Her head fell back, hitting the wall with a quiet thud, and she clung to him as her body clenched around his cock in tight, visible waves. He stayed like that for a moment, chest pressed to hers, lips brushing her shoulder as he breathed into her skin.

My hand went to my mouth before I could stop it. Watching him disappear into someone else—watching her take him like that—felt dangerous and wrong in the most delicious way. My whole body pulsed with it. I could feel the need between my legs like a throb, heavy and insistent.

Then he started to move. Long, unhurried thrusts that lifted her body with each one. Her back tapped the wall with every push. She kept her eyes on me the whole time, even as her breath turned ragged and her body rocked beneath him. That look—sharp and full of challenge—made something coil tight in my belly. It was as if she wanted me to feel every inch of him, as if she was making a point with her body.

Mark gripped her harder, one hand planted between her shoulder blades, the other squeezing her ass to keep her steady. She held onto him with both arms hooked around his neck, her body working in sync with his. Her breasts moved with every thrust, and he kissed along her collarbone and throat between gasps. Their moans tangled together, soft and uneven, filling the room in low echoes. The light from the window traced the line of his back, catching the tension in his shoulders, the flex of muscle along his spine. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

I didn’t realize I’d started breathing louder until a quiet moan slipped out of me. My fingers grazed the curve of my neck, already slick with sweat. I watched them move together like they’d done this before, like I was meant to be watching. And somehow, I didn’t feel left out. I felt tethered to the moment by something I didn’t have a name for. When they shifted slightly, I leaned in, not even thinking about it.

Later, after it slowed, Mark lay back on the floor, chest rising fast, trying to catch his breath. Ruby moved like she’d never stopped. She straddled him again, her knees bracing on either side of his hips. One hand reached down, wrapping around his cock. She guided him to her entrance and hovered there just a second before lowering herself slowly, carefully, taking him inch by inch until he was completely inside her again. She let out a quiet, broken moan that sent heat rushing through me all over again.

Mark’s hands closed around her hips, gripping hard enough to leave marks. Ruby steadied herself with her palms braced against his chest, her breath coming in little tremors while she rocked over him in small, needy motions. Then she lifted her hips and dropped back down with a sharp exhale, her body shaking as she took him deeper.

I watched, stunned, as my husband’s cock slid all the way inside her pussy. It didn’t seem real at first—the way her body welcomed him so easily, so wet and tight, like she’d been waiting for this moment just as long as I had. Her slick folds clung to him as he pushed deeper, and I couldn’t look away.

I found myself wondering what she tasted like. That thought hit me hard and unexpected, and it lit something deep in my belly. Just the idea of burying my face between her thighs while she rode my husband made my skin prickle with heat. I bit down gently on my lower lip, trying to keep quiet, and slipped a hand into my panties. My fingers met a pool of warmth I hadn’t realized was already there.

She started slamming her hips against him in quick, needy bursts, chasing something raw and physical. Her moans got louder with each thrust, her body moving like she didn’t care who heard her. Mark grunted in response, his voice lower and rougher, and his eyes stayed locked on the bounce of her breasts just inches from his face. He reached up and grabbed them—one in each hand—squeezing and kneading as she rode him harder.

I slid a finger into myself, my touch slow and deliberate. I kept my breathing as quiet as I could manage. Every movement from them made my own body respond, like I was caught in some invisible rhythm between the three of us. I wanted to get on the bed behind her, wrap my arms around her waist, and press my face against my husband’s balls while she fucked him. I wanted to lick the wet mess off his skin. I wanted to taste her come, warm and fresh from the source. But I didn’t know if I’d ever be brave enough to say any of it out loud. I didn’t know if he’d understand what I needed or if he’d ever let me do it.

Then Ruby twisted her hips and spun around, shifting so her back faced him. Her thighs straddled his again, and she sank back onto his cock with a gasp that sent a shiver through me. Mark gripped her ass right away, his fingers digging in like he couldn’t get enough. He spread her open with both hands and ran his thumb gently along the center of her asshole, making slow, teasing circles.

That was all it took. She made this soft, hungry sound—somewhere between a moan and a purr—and rocked against him like her whole body had been electrified. I couldn’t believe how deep she could take him. His cock looked like it vanished completely inside her, over and over, without resistance. I’d never been able to take that much. Seeing her do it so easily stirred something sharp and complicated in me. I was turned on, jealous, and oddly proud of her all at once.

Without warning, she pulled off him and crawled toward his face. She straddled his chest and kept moving until her pussy hovered just above his mouth. I felt a sudden flash of jealousy—not because she was fucking my husband, but because she was the one he was about to taste. That was supposed to be mine.

I licked my lips without thinking, watching as Mark tilted his chin up and stuck out his tongue for her. Ruby lowered herself slowly, inch by inch, until her pussy made full contact with his mouth. She rocked her hips with a slow grind, dragging herself back and forth along his tongue, her ass flexing with each movement.

I couldn’t see every detail from where I sat, but I imagined what it would feel like to be in his place. I pictured myself between her thighs, spreading her open with my hands and pressing my mouth into her soft, wet folds. I wanted to slide my tongue in and out of her, to find her clit and circle it until she trembled, to drink her in until there was nothing left. I wanted to be the reason her body locked up like that.

I watched her muscles tense and her thighs stiffen. Her whole body clenched as she came, her scream echoing off the walls. It was raw and loud and beautiful, and once again, I felt that sharp edge of jealousy twist inside me. I wanted to be the one who made her lose control like that.

When her body finally stilled, she took a shaky breath and leaned back. Mark gently pulled her off his face and lowered her to the mattress. He laid her flat on her back, folding her legs upward so her pussy was fully exposed. Then, as if savoring the view, he leaned down and gave her one last, slow lick. She let out a giggle and twitched like it tickled, and a lazy smile spread across his face.

He climbed between her legs and settled into position, holding his cock in one hand. He rubbed the length of it up and down her soaked slit, dragging it teasingly along her folds. Then he braced himself—one hand on each side of her body—and positioned the tip at her entrance. He pushed forward slowly, easing himself in until he was buried to the hilt.

Ruby arched her back and brought her hands up behind her head. Mark reached for her wrists and held them there, locking her in place as he began to move again, slow and deep.

I circled my clit with slow, steady motions while my fingers slid in and out of my slick pussy. I felt every pulse of my heartbeat there. Watching them pushed me deeper into a kind of heat I could barely control. I kept imagining what Mark’s cock would taste like after being inside her, imagining the mixture of their bodies on his skin. I wondered if the taste of her would linger even after he showered, clinging to him in a way I would never forget. I knew I would think of Ruby’s pussy every time I fucked him after tonight. The thought didn’t scare me. It felt right. I was glad to share him with someone so beautiful, even if none of this had been planned.

I watched as Mark pinned Ruby to the floor with his hands, holding her wrists gently but firmly. Her body shifted beneath him, her breasts swaying with each movement. He lowered himself and kissed her, their mouths opening with a kind of hunger that made my thighs tremble. I kept fingering myself, building pressure inside me until it felt like I might burst.

Mark’s balls swung with each thrust, hitting her softly as he pushed deeper. Ruby wrapped her legs tight around his waist and pulled him closer. Their moans filled the room, low and intense, mixing together until it sounded like they were both caught in the same fevered trance. They looked wild with lust, raw and undone, and I felt that same wildness clawing its way through me.

Right before he came, Mark pulled out abruptly, breathing hard. Ruby let out a shaky gasp as he flipped her onto her stomach. He gripped her ass, gave it a playful spank, and she let out a soft, pleased sound. Her hands flattened against the carpet, her cheek pressed into the soft fibers. When she lifted her gaze to me, her eyes held a quiet challenge, as if she was reminding me that she had him completely in that moment.

Mark grabbed her hair and slowly pulled her up, arching her back until she was on all fours. She looked almost feral like that, ready for anything he wanted to give her. He pressed the head of his cock to her soaked cunt and pushed in again, sinking deep with one smooth thrust.

I couldn’t get enough of watching him take her like that. Every part of me felt pulled toward them, hungry for the sight. I could have watched for hours, but the way his body tightened told me he was close. I rubbed my clit faster, matching the pace of their movements, preparing to come the moment he did.

He fucked her hard. Each thrust landed with a force that made her breath stutter. One of his hands gripped her hip tightly, guiding her back into him, while the other stayed tangled in her hair. He looked almost possessed, riding her with a rhythm that felt both punishing and tender. Ruby let out these breathy moans that sounded like pleasure mixed with a hint of pain, but the smile on her face never faded. She wanted all of it.

My own orgasm began to climb fast, the tension curling low in my stomach and spreading through my pelvis. I felt my pussy clench around my fingers, the pressure building too quickly to ignore. Mark’s body tensed at the same time. Every muscle in him tightened, his spine arched, and he threw his head back with a loud, primal growl.

He drove into her one last time and stayed buried deep as he released. Ruby gasped and shuddered beneath him. When he pulled back enough for me to see, his cum was already spilling out of her tight cunt, sliding down between her thighs.

That sight pushed me over the edge. I came hard. Heat rushed through my pussy, my clit throbbed under my touch, and my whole body shook as if something electric had passed through me. I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning as loudly as they had.

Mark collapsed over Ruby’s back with a long exhale. When he finally lifted his head, he looked at me with a worried expression, as if he wasn’t sure how I felt about any of it. I just smiled at him. The worry faded instantly.

They pulled themselves together and dressed slowly, still catching their breath. They shared one last kiss that was soft and warm, almost affectionate.

“I’d say that was worth a whole year of college,” Mark joked as he buttoned his pants. “What do you think, Hannah?”

Ruby’s eyes widened. “Shit. That’s too much money,” she said. “Like I told you, I would’ve done it for free.”

I walked to her and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her into a hug. Her body felt warm, relaxed, and still a little shaky.

“What if we cover your first year,” I said quietly, “but only if you come back here more often?”

Her cheeks flushed a deep pink. She looked down, then back at me with a shy smile I recognized from earlier, the kind that said she wanted to say yes but couldn’t quite believe she was allowed to.

“I’d like that a lot,” she said.

And she meant it.

That night wasn’t the last time we had Ruby over. Not by a long shot.


One Dirty Kiss




“Want to go to New York with me next weekend?” asked Claudia. Her eyes glittered with excitement, and her smile stretched thin with pure euphoria. She looked exactly the way she had the first day I met her freshman year, as if some part of her had never grown out of that restless, reckless sparkle. We had long since graduated high school, yet Claudia still operated like the rules never really applied to her. Or maybe she simply wanted to use adulthood as an invitation to finally do all the things they never let high school kids do.

“I can’t,” I said with a frown. “You know I have to work. I need more notice for things like this.”

“Just call in,” she said, reaching for my hands while bouncing lightly on the balls of her feet. The movement made her braids shift over her shoulders and sent a faint citrus scent into the air from whatever shampoo she used. She was gorgeous when she was excited. She was gorgeous all the time, but there was something about the way her whole body lit up when she was happy that made it hard to think straight. I had always tried to be more like Claudia, although I never managed it. I was the type who kept her head down and did her job. I never called in unless I was too sick to stand, and I never failed a test in school. Sometimes I wondered how a girl like Claudia ever decided a girl like me was worth her time.

Her fingers tightened around my palms, and for a moment I almost gave in. The warmth of her hands traveled up my arms and settled in my chest, and I had half a mind to say yes, if only to see her smile widen even more. But I knew myself too well. If I agreed now, I would take it back as soon as my conscience kicked in, and I did not want to see the fury that would bring out of Claudia.

“You know I can’t,” I said again, turning my gaze to the side so her bright eyes wouldn’t pull me into something I couldn’t follow through on.

“Laurel, you’re no fun,” she said. She let go of my hands with a quick sigh and folded her arms across her chest. Her forearms pressed her full breasts together, deepening the shadow between them. The dip in her cleavage showed clearly through her low-cut red shirt. Claudia always managed to wear simple clothes in a way that looked like a deliberate invitation. The red cotton clung to her small waist, and her golden hair, braided into neat pigtails, brushed the tops of her breasts each time she moved. It made her look both innocent and impossibly sexy, like a girl in a music video who didn’t realize the effect she had on everyone around her.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked. I walked over to the window and pushed aside the curtain in search of Vince’s car. He was due to arrive any minute, and part of me hoped he would walk in before Claudia could push me any further. I had no idea how I had dodged her other spur-of-the-moment plans this month. It was getting harder to say no, especially now that she had grown into herself. Her skin stayed tan even in winter, her legs were long and toned, and her stomach stayed flat no matter how many late-night snacks she ate at my place. Sometimes my eyes wandered to her thighs or the curve of her waist without my permission. Occasionally I caught myself glancing at her breasts or the way her ass filled out a pair of shorts, and I would quickly look away, embarrassed by my own curiosity. Girls were not supposed to look at their best friends that way, at least not in the world I was raised in.

Vince and I had been dating for a year, and he was another person I often felt lucky to have landed. He was tall with dark hair and a rugged, almost weathered build that made him look like he spent more time outdoors than he actually did. His shoulders were wide, and his legs were thick and muscular from years of pickup basketball and weekend construction jobs with his uncle. Just thinking about him walking up the driveway made my stomach tighten with a familiar heat. Sometimes I thought he would look better standing next to someone like Claudia instead of me.

I was not unattractive, not really. I was thin with a smaller chest. My hair was thick and medium brown, although it rarely fell the way I wanted, so I usually tied it up. My skin preferred to burn rather than tan, and I had always lacked the confidence to walk into a room the way Claudia did, as if everyone would fall in love with her on sight. Still, I was grateful to have her and Vince in my life. They made me feel like I could be someone more daring, someone more interesting. Someone I might actually want to be.

I never liked being the bookworm or the good girl. It wasn’t something I chose. It was just how I came out—cautious, reliable, always coloring inside the lines. But I resented it. I fought against it every single day, in little ways no one noticed. I wore shorter skirts than I used to. I cursed under my breath when no one was listening. I imagined myself doing things I knew I wouldn’t actually do. Not yet.

The truth was, I didn’t fight hard enough. Not when it came to certain impulses—like the urge to kiss Claudia. I had thought about it more than once. In quiet moments, it would come uninvited, a flicker of a scene playing out behind my eyes. Sometimes when I was hunched over a textbook, scribbling notes for my psychology class, or handing someone a plate of tacos at the restaurant, the image of her mouth would flash across my mind. I told myself it didn’t mean anything. Claudia was beautiful, and that was all. Beautiful girls got attention. Even from other girls. That didn’t have to mean anything.

Then Vince’s blue truck finally pulled into the driveway. I watched through the window as he stepped out, his dark wash jeans hugging his thighs, his black T-shirt pulling snug across his chest. He looked like a walking cologne ad—broad-shouldered and relaxed, like he had nowhere to be but here. He caught me watching and gave me a lazy grin. My stomach dropped. My legs felt like jelly.

I smoothed the fabric of my long pink maxi skirt and tugged at the hem of my crop top. The cotton clung to me in all the right places, but suddenly I wasn’t sure if I looked cute or just like I was trying too hard. I opened the door just as Claudia let out a breath behind me. Not loud or theatrical—just enough to let me know she’d given up for now. I could feel her frustration curling in the air behind me, but I was grateful for the break. The last thing I wanted to do was argue with her, not while I still felt tangled in that strange heat she always seemed to stir up.

I stepped into Vince’s arms and kissed him hard. His scent hit me immediately—clean skin, deodorant, something warm that reminded me of sun-drenched grass. His mouth was soft, but his grip wasn’t. He slid one hand up the curve of my back, slipping under the hem of my shirt until his fingers touched bare skin. The contact sent a shiver down my spine and a pulse of heat between my legs. I blushed, already pulling away before the moment got carried any further. We were still in my parents’ foyer, and there were limits, no matter how badly I wanted to ignore them.

Claudia stood nearby with her arms folded, her scowl softening into something more polite. “Nice to see you again, Vince.”

“Hey, hey, Claudia,” he said, stepping forward and opening his arms for a hug. She didn’t exactly return it with enthusiasm, but she let him pull her in. My heart thudded harder than it should have. I watched as his hands settled lightly on her lower back and his face dipped toward her shoulder. His nose brushed her neck for just a second, and I knew he had to smell her mango shampoo. That scent was hers and hers alone. Anyone who got that close to her would recognize it. And if he didn’t, I almost wanted to scream.

My body went stiff. The hug was short—barely more than a beat—but it felt like it dragged through time. I stood frozen, unable to shake the hollow drumbeat rising in my chest. My stomach twisted into a knot, hot with jealousy, and yet my thighs tingled like I’d just been touched. There was something primal in it, something that made me want to move or speak or break something. I didn’t know what to do with the feeling, so I did nothing.

Vince pulled back and shoved his hands into his pockets, casual again like nothing had happened. “So what’s the plan for today?” he asked. He had called me earlier and I told him to just come over—we’d figure something out once he got here. I hadn’t made any real plans though. Claudia was always the idea girl.

“I was just telling your girlfriend she needs to stop being such a stick in the mud and come to New York with me next weekend,” Claudia said. She shot me a look that was part challenge, part mischief.

I rolled my eyes and crossed my arms over my chest. But as soon as I did, I became painfully aware of how my body looked next to hers. My breasts didn’t push together when I folded my arms. There wasn’t enough there to create the kind of cleavage Claudia had, the kind that drew eyes without even trying. I dropped my hands to my sides and shifted my weight onto one hip, hoping it made me look more relaxed than insecure.

“And I was telling her,” I said, glancing back at Claudia, “that I have adult responsibilities.”

I stuck my tongue out at her in mock defiance, trying to keep things light. But the moment shifted. Her shoulders tensed, and her eyes flicked downward like something in me had startled her. I saw a faint flush rise to her cheeks.

Had I said something wrong? Or was it something else?

She looked up at Vince as if trying to pull him into her side of the argument, then turned her focus back to me with renewed mischief. “Tell her she’s no fun,” she said, her voice lilting with mock frustration. “She never does anything risky. Nothing adventurous. For once in her life, I just want to see her break a rule. Just one.”

She kept going, layering on the teasing, her tone half-joking but not without heat. Each comment landed like a jab to my ribs. The more she pushed, the harder my heart pounded. My adrenaline surged, rushing through me like a rising tide. I wanted to silence her. To prove her wrong. To show her she wasn’t the only one who could take a risk.

Before I had a chance to think it through, my body moved on instinct. I stepped toward her, wrapped my arms around her waist, and kissed her. Hard.

Her mouth was soft and warm, her body startled but still under my hands. It lasted only a second before my stomach dropped. Panic surged up through my chest. What the hell had I just done?

I pulled back in a rush, heart slamming in my chest, words stalling out before I could string them into an explanation. My breath came shallow. My skin tingled and my hands trembled. I wasn’t sure if I was more terrified or turned on.

“Whoa,” Vince said, stretching the word with a grin that was a little too pleased with itself. He leaned against the wall, arms folded. “Do that again.”

Claudia still hadn’t said a word. I stared at the floor, afraid to meet her eyes. But eventually, I looked up. Her mouth was slightly open. Her blue eyes were wide, blinking fast like her brain hadn’t caught up with what had just happened. For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. I needed her to say something—anything.

When she finally did, it wasn’t at all what I expected.

“Was that you trying to prove something to me?” she asked, her voice teasing. A slow, sly smile crept into the corners of her mouth. “You’re going to have to do better than that.”

I blinked. Confused. My skin was flushed and sticky with sweat, and my pulse hadn’t slowed. I didn’t know where to stand or what to do with my hands. I couldn’t even look at Vince, who had now slid onto the couch and leaned over the armrest, eyes locked on both of us like this was some show he’d paid for.

I swallowed hard. “Like what?”

“Come here and I’ll show you,” Claudia said, reaching out and curling her fingers toward me.

My hands met hers before I fully realized I’d moved. My chest ached from how fast my heart was beating. Blood roared in my ears as she stepped forward and leaned in. Her lips brushed mine, then settled more firmly. Her kiss was slower this time, deeper, almost tender. Her arms wound around my waist. Her fingers brushed the skin just above my hips, sending sparks across my skin.

Her lips parted slightly and I felt her tongue flick forward, coaxing mine to meet it. When I opened to her, the warm slide of her tongue sent a jolt of heat through me. The textured bumps of her tongue brushed against mine in a rhythm that made my knees weak. I gasped softly, and my thoughts scattered. I wondered what her tongue would feel like lower down, licking between my legs, tracing the wet heat of my pussy.

Her hands crept under my crop top, slow and deliberate, grazing the bare skin along my back. I felt the clasp of my bra pop open under her fingers. She slid one hand along the curve of my ribcage, moving slowly until it found my breast. Her palm cupped me, then her fingers closed around my nipple. It hardened instantly, painfully sensitive. She smiled, her lips curling in satisfaction, and then caught my lower lip gently between her teeth. She kept it there, trapped, as she pinched and tugged at my nipple with just enough pressure to make me whimper.

Then, just as quickly, she let go. She stepped back like nothing had happened, her expression smug and knowing. My skin still buzzed where she’d touched me. My body felt lit from within.

“Now that would’ve proved something to me,” she said, her voice smug but playful.

Vince’s jaw dropped. His cheeks were flushed and blotchy, his neck turning red as he stared at us, too stunned to speak.

But I couldn’t let her get the last word. I wasn’t about to be the one left dazed and undone. I stepped toward her, grabbed her face in both hands, and kissed her again. This time it was rougher. My hands slid up her back beneath her red shirt. Her skin was hot. I found the clasp of her bra and unhooked it like she’d done to me, mimicking every move.

I slid my hand around to her front and cupped her breast. Her nipple was already hard under my palm. I bit her lower lip and twisted her nipple at the same time. She let out a soft, broken moan that lit something inside me.

My whole body pulsed with the sound.

I let go of her lip and felt her tongue slide past mine, soft and warm, curling deep into my mouth. Her hands returned to my breasts, cupping them with intent, thumbs grazing the tips until I gasped into her kiss. We explored each other in front of Vince, fully aware that he was still there. His breathing had grown heavier, rasping through parted lips, and I felt a rush of heat bloom in my chest. The moment felt wild and impossible. I started to giggle.

“You guys should remove each other’s shirts so I can see what you’re up to in there,” Vince said, his tone half-joking, half breathless. I shot him a skeptical look, furrowing my brow in protest, but Claudia didn’t hesitate.

She liked putting on a show.

With a smirk, she reached for the hem of her red crop top and peeled it over her head. Her bra followed, unhooked with a practiced flick of her fingers. Suddenly, she stood topless in front of both of us, unbothered and beautiful. I couldn’t believe I was letting this happen—that my best friend was undressing in front of my boyfriend—but I also couldn’t look away. I had seen Claudia’s body before in glimpses over the years: changing after swim practice, slipping into pajamas during sleepovers. But this time I was allowed to stare. And I did.

Her breasts were full and perfect, her nipples a rich tan that looked darker against her sun-kissed skin. They rose and fell with each breath she took, and I wanted to touch them. I wanted to taste them.

My head spun, a little dizzy with nerves and desire. I stepped forward and placed my hands on her bare waist. Her skin was warm beneath my palms, smooth and electric. I dipped my head, lips parting, and took her right nipple between my teeth. She let out a sharp cry, her back arching in response. Her hands shot up and tangled in my ponytail, pulling tight, and she moaned with abandon as I sucked gently, then swirled my tongue over the tip.

My mouth went dry with sudden, urgent thirst. I wanted more of her. I wanted to know what she tasted like between her legs, to bury my tongue deep inside her and feel her fall apart. My fingers fumbled with the button of her shorts until it popped open. I slid my hands around the back of her waistband, over the curve of her bare ass, and tugged her shorts down to the floor. That was when I realized she was wearing a bright red thong. The fabric was soft and minimal, accentuating her toned hips and the smooth expanse of her thighs.

I ran my hands along the backs of her legs, slow and deliberate, while feeling Vince’s eyes locked on us. His gaze was hot against my skin, watching everything. It only made me bolder.

I reached for her thong, ready to slide it down and taste what I was craving, but she stopped me with a firm hand and a playful shove. “You first,” she said, voice low and commanding.

She reached for the zipper at the back of my maxi skirt and pulled it down. The fabric slipped from my hips and puddled on the floor around my ankles. I stood in front of her, nearly naked, the cool air brushing across my skin. I felt exposed, raw, and completely alive. I was also wearing a thong—black, thinner and simpler than hers. It wasn’t seductive so much as practical, but I felt her eyes on it anyway, taking in every inch of me.

She hooked her thumbs under the waistband and tugged my thong down. It caught on my thighs for a moment, then slid all the way to my ankles. I stepped out of it, bare now in every way.

“Lay on the couch next to your boyfriend,” she said, her voice steady and sure. “Put your head in his lap.”

I obeyed without hesitation. I stepped over the mess of my clothes and walked slowly toward the couch, my body humming with anticipation. Vince’s eyes tracked every movement. I lowered myself onto the cushion beside him, then turned and carefully stretched out, placing my head in his lap. My feet pointed toward the other end of the couch, and my whole body was stretched open and exposed.

I glanced up at Vince. His throat bobbed as he swallowed. He looked stunned. His hand hovered uncertainly above me before settling in my hair, stroking it softly, like he needed the contact to remind himself this was real.

Claudia stepped closer. She reached for my outer thigh and gave it a tug, adjusting my position. Then she climbed onto the far side of the couch, planting her knees on the cushion. She lifted my other leg and draped it across the back of the couch, opening me up completely.

Her face lowered. Her mouth hovered close to my sex, breath warm and steady against my skin. Her eyes met mine, wide and dark with hunger. She licked her lips slowly, and I shuddered.

Vince’s fingers curled in my hair. I felt his cock hardening beneath my head, stiff and twitching through the fabric of his jeans. The pressure against my scalp made my breath hitch. My whole body flushed with heat.

I felt like I was on fire.

She leaned in slowly, her breath hot against my inner thighs. Then her tongue stretched out and made contact, gliding in a deliberate stroke along the slick heat of my pussy. I shuddered the moment the tip touched my clit. It was hot and firm and just rough enough to make me flinch with pleasure. She dragged it back down, teasing, then pushed deeper until it slipped inside me. The sensation was sudden and electric, like a live wire had been pressed against something raw inside me.

My hands lifted on instinct, stretching up above my head. The arch of my back tilted my breasts upward, and I felt Vince’s thick hand glide across them. His palm was warm, his touch confident as he cupped one breast and rolled his thumb over the hard peak of my nipple. The contact made my stomach twist in a tight, aching knot. I moaned softly, unable to hold it in.

Claudia breathed heavily against me, her mouth moving with steady intent. She slid her tongue in and out, curling it, tasting me like she’d done it before. She circled my clit, slow and smooth, then dipped her tongue back inside, pressing deep. My hips began to move on their own. I rocked against her mouth, half in disbelief, half in desperate need. My best friend was eating me out—while my boyfriend watched. And somehow, that only made the whole thing hotter.

I felt delirious, drunk on sensation. The room blurred at the edges as my body flushed pink with arousal. My breath came in short bursts. Claudia’s tongue seemed to pulse with my heartbeat. The rhythm of it was relentless. The pleasure rose until I thought I might break apart.

I let out a scream as it hit me. My pussy clenched around her, tightening with each wave. She didn’t stop, not until the last tremor had passed. Then she lifted her face from between my legs, lips wet and glistening, and smiled like she’d just won a game only she knew the rules to.

I could barely speak. My lungs were working overtime, my body limp and trembling. “Your turn,” I whispered, but she shook her head.

I blinked, confused. “What?” My voice came out weak, too quiet. I raised a brow at her, but I didn’t have the strength to argue. The orgasm had taken everything out of me. I felt empty and glowing.

Claudia stood slowly and turned toward Vince. I lifted my head slightly and slid lower on the couch, still catching my breath. At first, I didn’t realize what she was doing. Then I saw her straddle his lap, bold and unhurried, and my stomach flipped.

She leaned in and kissed him.

He didn’t pull away.

His hands found her waist, then traced up to her breasts. He cupped them with practiced ease, fingers splaying across her soft skin. My heart pounded, and my body burned with a complicated mix of emotions—shock, arousal, something close to panic. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen. And I hated myself for thinking that.

She moaned softly against his mouth. Then her lips trailed to his neck, where she sucked gently, just beneath his jaw. Her fingers slipped beneath the hem of his shirt, and he helped her peel it off. The fabric bunched and tugged before they finally yanked it free. His torso was exposed—broad, tanned, and muscular. Claudia bent and kissed along his chest, then lower, tracing a path over the ridges of his abs.

Then she sank to her knees between his spread thighs.

My breath caught.

She reached for his belt, tugging at the thick brown leather until it came loose. The metal buckle clinked softly in the silence. She undid the button of his jeans, then the zipper, and slid her hand beneath the waistband. He raised his hips to help her, and together they pushed his jeans and briefs down his legs. His cock sprang free.

Claudia gasped, and I did too, quietly, without realizing it. His cock was thick, long, and already hard—pulsing with anticipation.

A lump formed in my throat.

I had no idea she would take it this far. Maybe if I’d believed she actually would, I would’ve stopped her. Maybe I wouldn’t have. But I didn’t, and I didn’t. So I just sat there, watching, too stunned to speak.

She wrapped her fingers around the base of Vince’s cock, small hand barely able to close around it. Then she parted her red lips, wet and glossy, and leaned forward. Her mouth opened wide, and she wrapped it around his swollen head. I watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked, slow and deep. She took him in, inch by inch, lips stretched tight, eyes half-lidded as she moved.

His cock slid toward the back of her throat.

I felt myself growing wet again.

I shifted on the couch, embarrassed by how turned on I was. I watched her head move, rising and falling in a steady rhythm. My boyfriend’s cock disappeared into her mouth, over and over, and my thighs squeezed together in response.

Jealousy stirred in my chest, sharp and undeniable, even as my body betrayed me. She could take him deeper than I ever had. His eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent groan. His abs clenched, rippling as he bucked his hips upward. He was losing control. I had never seen him like that with me.

His hands threaded into her hair, gripping tight. He thrust up into her mouth, hips snapping harder, faster. His voice broke into a loud, ragged groan as he came. His whole body trembled, muscles tight, as he spilled into her mouth.

She swallowed, struggling but determined. Her throat worked to take every drop. Not a single trace escaped her lips.

She stood slowly, her lips glistening as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her breath was still uneven. Without a word, she hooked her thumbs under the thin waistband of her red thong and slid it down her long, tanned legs. The fabric peeled away, clinging slightly to the curve of her thighs before she stepped out of it and tossed it aside.

Then she climbed back into Vince’s lap, straddling him with ease. Her knees pressed into the cushion on either side of his hips, and she leaned in to kiss him again. Their mouths opened together, tongues tangling. Her hand wrapped around his cock, which had begun to soften slightly, and she stroked it firmly, guiding it between her slick folds. The moment the head brushed against her, it hardened like steel in her grip.

I couldn’t believe how fast it happened. My jaw dropped slightly, watching her glide the length of him along her wet slit. His hands found her breasts again, kneading them with obvious hunger, thumbs flicking over her nipples while she moaned into his mouth.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached between my legs and touched myself, fingers instantly coated in wetness. The jealousy still throbbed inside me, but the heat they stirred up was impossible to ignore. It didn’t matter that it felt wrong. I had to come. Watching them had pushed me to a place I didn’t recognize.

I slid a finger deep into my pussy, then curled it up and pressed against my clit. A sharp jolt of pleasure tore through me like lightning. I let out a soft gasp, my thighs twitching as I worked slow circles over the sensitive bundle of nerves.

Claudia had Vince’s cock fully hard now. She adjusted her hips, and he gripped them, holding her steady. There was awe in his expression, along with something deeper—maybe disbelief, maybe gratitude. She angled his cock so the tip met her entrance, then slowly lowered herself onto him. I watched as his thick shaft vanished inch by inch inside her.

I knew, in that moment, there was no going back. Everything had changed. I would never be able to see either of them the same again. I just hoped it would be for the better. So much had escalated, all from a kiss and a dare.

At first, she rocked her hips in slow, grinding motions, sinking him as deep as he could go. Then she lifted up and slammed her body back down, hard and fast. I could see his cock glistening as it reappeared, then disappeared again, swallowed by her dripping sex. He held onto her tightly, fingers digging into her sides, his breathing ragged. His mouth hung open, jaw clenched as if trying to hold back the edge.

Was he really about to come already?

He ground his teeth, eyes fluttering closed. His cheeks flushed deep red, and his thighs tensed beneath her. Claudia rode him with increasing speed, her hips snapping downward, her ass slapping against his lap. Her hair flew behind her in messy waves, and her breasts bounced with each thrust. She looked like she was in ecstasy—like this was some twisted, erotic ride, and Vince was the helpless creature pinned beneath it.

I kept circling my clit, each stroke sending new waves of tension through my core. I tugged on one nipple with my free hand and bit my bottom lip. My body was building again, but I refused to let go before Vince did. I wanted us to cross that line together. If we were going to share Claudia, then I wanted to share something else too—something that still belonged to just the two of us.

Vince looked like he was about to explode. His whole body was trembling beneath her, his hands clenched, mouth open in a wordless groan.

Then, to my surprise—and clearly to Claudia’s—he gripped her waist and lifted her off him. He pushed her back and stood up abruptly.

Claudia blinked at him, confused. “Is everything okay?”

He ran a hand through his hair and gave a quick, breathless laugh. “Yeah. I just... I don’t want to get you pregnant or anything.”

Claudia let out a small laugh, though there was a note of tension in it. “Good point,” she said softly.

She turned and walked over to the couch, completely unfazed. Then she bent forward, resting her arms on the back cushions while keeping her knees planted on the seat. Her ass stuck up, round and tempting, the curves framed perfectly as she wiggled her hips in invitation.

I watched with wide eyes as she looked over her shoulder. She was offering him something I’d never agreed to give.

“I may have a solution,” she said with a coy smile.

Vince’s eyes darkened. “Are you sure?” he asked, voice low, eyes fixed on the place between her cheeks. His hand hovered at his side, like he was afraid to touch her too soon.

He was biting his bottom lip. I knew that look. He’d asked me more than once if I would try it. I’d always said no. Now, someone else was giving him what I hadn’t. My body was a mess of heat and need, but underneath it all, jealousy simmered hard and hot. What if this changed everything?

Claudia nodded slowly. “I think it feels good,” she said, then turned her head to look at me. “Don’t you, Laurel?”

I felt my face flush. I hadn’t done it. She knew that.

Her smile widened as she caught my expression. “Oh. Never mind.”

Vince positioned himself behind Claudia, his hands resting on her hips as he guided the tip of his cock into her pussy first. He eased into her slowly, letting her warmth coat him before he pulled out. Then, slick with her wetness, he dragged his length upward and pressed it gently between her cheeks.

He massaged her rim with one hand, working her open with practiced care. He slid in a single finger first, circling gently, watching for any sign of discomfort. Claudia let out a low moan and tilted her hips back, encouraging him. He added a second finger, stretching her just a little more. Her moans deepened, her fingers clenching into the cushions. She wasn’t just tolerating it—she was hungry for it.

Once he was convinced she was ready, Vince withdrew his fingers and aligned the head of his cock at her tight entrance. He gripped both of her cheeks firmly and pressed forward with a slow, controlled thrust.

I had stopped touching myself. My hand hovered at my thigh, trembling slightly, while my mouth hung open. I couldn’t look away. My eyes narrowed in on the sight of his cock stretching her open, watching her ass give way to him. There was no flinch, no wince, no hesitation. Instead, Claudia moaned—a deep, satisfied sound that made it clear she wasn’t in pain. She was savoring it, as if he were teasing her clit instead of fucking her ass.

Vince continued to push in, inch by inch, until he was fully buried. Her body arched slightly, and her breasts flattened against the couch cushions. Her mouth parted into a soft, helpless circle. She looked beautiful—almost too beautiful.

I slid my hand between my legs again and slipped a finger inside. I matched the slow rhythm of his thrusts, timing each stroke of my finger to the pace Vince used as he fucked my best friend. My other hand moved to my breast, tugging gently at my nipple. I moaned softly, letting my pleasure mirror hers.

Vince held himself deep inside her for a moment, then pulled back and reentered slowly. Claudia reached between her legs and touched herself, rubbing slow circles as he moved behind her. My heart pounded as I watched her pleasure herself while Vince picked up the pace, each thrust becoming more urgent. His hips began to slap against her ass, the sound sharp and rhythmic.

His balls swung with each movement, and Claudia rocked forward and back under the force of him. Her moans were louder now, more erratic, and her hair spilled across her back like a wave of gold.

I circled my clit, breath catching in my throat. I was close again. Every nerve in my body lit up with each slap of their bodies, each ragged breath, each hungry thrust. But I didn’t want to come without Vince. I wanted us to reach the edge together, to finish this as one.

Vince looked like he was losing control. His face was flushed, jaw clenched, eyes unfocused. He panted like he was struggling to hold on, a low growl rumbling from deep in his chest. Then he lost it. His hips snapped forward again and again, harder, faster, and with one last groan, he pushed deep and stilled.

I watched his body tremble as he emptied himself inside her.

The image—his cock pulsing inside Claudia’s ass—pushed me over. My orgasm hit me like a wave breaking over rock. I moaned and collapsed against the cushions, hips twitching as pleasure rolled through me.

Vince pulled out slowly, his cock still twitching as he backed away from her. He sat beside me, catching his breath, his face damp with sweat.

Claudia turned her head over her shoulder, cheeks flushed. Then she snapped her fingers and pointed at me. “Laurel, I need your tongue to clean up your boyfriend’s come.”

I froze for a second, then looked at Vince. He gave a small shrug and leaned back, clearly content to let this play out.

I rose slowly from the couch and moved behind Claudia. My hands found her thighs, still warm and quivering from the force of him. I spotted a thick drop of come trickling down the inside of her leg, and without thinking, I leaned in.

I pressed my tongue to her skin and licked upward, dragging it slowly along the creamy trail. The taste hit my tongue—salty, warm, and faintly musky. It was equal parts heavenly and forbidden.

My tongue reached her asshole, and I licked the rim gently before sliding inside. She gasped, her whole body tensing. I moaned softly against her as I worked, searching for every lingering drop. She reached beneath herself and rubbed her pussy, body rocking in time with my movements. My hands clutched her ass tighter as I lost myself in the taste and feel of her.

Her breath came in sharp bursts, and then she let out a sudden, high-pitched squeal. Her body convulsed, legs shaking as she came again. I watched as her wetness dripped down from her pussy, thick and glistening.

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth to her folds, licking her clean, tasting everything she had left to give. Her skin was soft and salty, her flavor rich and warm, like salted caramel. I almost didn’t want to stop.

Eventually, she pulled away from me and collapsed onto the couch beside us. Her chest rose and fell with each breath, and her smile was wide and blissful.

“Well,” she said through an exhale. “You sure proved me wrong.”

She winked, sticking out her tongue as she stretched her arms above her head. “Remind me never to call you boring again.”

“You did all the work,” I said, teasing her, though my mind still lingered on the image of Vince pounding her from behind.

“Nonsense,” she replied, her voice soft and amused. “I loved feeling your eyes on me the whole time.”

Vince was still watching us, wide-eyed and amazed. “Is this ever going to end between you two?” he asked, shaking his head slowly. “How many times are we going to do this?”

Claudia and I glanced at each other, then burst into laughter.

“As many times as it takes,” we said together.


Our View of Her




I’m sweating before I even finish unpacking the first box. The AC is technically running, but it’s just pushing warm air around. Everything smells like cardboard and tape and the inside of moving trucks. My shirt is already sticking to my back.

“Remind me again why we thought a third-floor walk-up was a good idea?” I mutter as I unwrap a stack of bowls. My legs are still tight from hauling everything up the stairs, and I’m pretty sure I bruised my hip on the railing twice.

Connor doesn’t even look up from the kitchen. He’s crouched in front of a box labeled Misc., which in my handwriting means absolutely nothing. It could be spatulas. It could be chargers we don’t own devices for anymore. It could be the Christmas ornaments we forgot we had.

“Natural light,” he says, like he’s quoting a real estate brochure.

I glance at the big windows facing the courtyard. No blinds yet—just the sheer curtains I tied back earlier because they looked too limp hanging straight down.

“Yeah,” I say, “and a perfect view of every neighbor within spitting distance. Seriously, it’s like we’re on display.”

Connor pokes his head out from behind the fridge door, smirk already forming. “You’re only saying that because you can’t walk around naked anymore.”

I give him a look. “Please. I’ve never walked around naked.”

“You did once,” he says.

“That was one time. And I was basically wearing a towel.”

He laughs and pushes to his feet, stretching his arms behind his head in a way that makes the hem of his shirt lift just enough to show a line of skin. Sweat darkens the fabric between his shoulders. He knows I notice. He always does.

“I don’t know,” he says. “All these windows, all these people… the whole building pretending nobody sees anything. It’s kind of hot.”

I shake my head, but the corner of my mouth pulls up. “You need to get laid.”

He grins. “Yeah. I really do.”

Even with the crankiness, the sore muscles, the mild dread of updating our address with every single account we forgot existed—we’re here. Together. Starting over. It should feel exciting, and it does… but there’s something else underneath it too. Something unsettled.

The closeness of the buildings gets to me more than I expected. When I look across the courtyard, I can see straight into someone’s kitchen. No attempt at privacy. A red dish towel on the oven handle. A bottle of wine left open on the counter like someone stepped away mid-pour.

I step closer and pull the sheer curtain across. It does basically nothing. The window is so wide that the fabric barely dims the shapes outside.

“We need real curtains,” I say.

Connor walks over and presses a kiss behind my ear, his breath warm against my skin. “We need to finish unpacking first.”

I nod, but I don’t move. Not right away. My eyes stay trained on the opposite building. Most of the windows are empty. A few are dark. Then—movement. A flicker of pale skin, dark hair pulled back. A woman, maybe. She crosses the space too fast for me to do more than catch the shape of her shoulder.

My stomach dips in a way I don’t fully understand.

Connor notices the way I’ve gone still. “What is it?”

“Nothing,” I say quickly. I turn back toward the half-unpacked kitchen. “Just… going to take some getting used to.”

He leans against the counter, arms crossed, grin creeping back in. “You’re imagining all the freaky shit our neighbors get up to, aren’t you?”

I snort. “Not yet.”

But hours later, when we finally drag ourselves into bed, I do something small and stupid.

I leave the curtain a little open.

Just enough for a crack of air. The room feels stuffy, that’s all. I tell myself that.

It has nothing to do with the faint shadows moving behind the glass across the courtyard.

At least that’s what I keep repeating as I lie there, staring at the window longer than I should.
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The next day, I’m doing laundry when I see her for the first time.

I’m standing in front of the window with a damp towel in one hand. I glance out the window out of boredom more than anything. I expect the usual nothing—drawn curtains, dead plants on balconies, and the guy two floors down vaping on his fire escape like he thinks it gives him a personality.

That’s when my eyes catch on something that doesn’t match the rest of the static courtyard.

She’s directly across from me. Third floor. Big windows, zero curtains, bright light spilling around her like she owns that whole strip of glass.

She’s folding a white sheet in nothing but a black lace bra and underwear.

My brain stutters for a second, like it needs time to process all the exposed skin and the casual way she’s moving around in it. Her hair is long and loose, falling over her shoulders in soft waves. It looks slightly damp, like she just showered, the ends clinging to her back.

She lifts the sheet and gives it one sharp shake before folding it again, and when she bends at the waist, I go completely still.

It’s not shock. I’ve seen half-dressed people before. Lockers rooms, beaches, the time a woman at the gym didn’t realize her leggings were basically transparent. It’s not that.

It’s… how comfortable she looks.

Like she does this all the time.

Like being seen isn’t something she worries about.

Like she expects it.

I tell myself the window glare might hide her more than it seems from here. Maybe she thinks the angle is safe. Maybe she’s oblivious. Maybe she genuinely doesn’t care who’s watching.

But my eyes stay locked on her longer than I mean them to.

Her skin is this soft golden tone, even in the flat midday light. Her legs look toned but not overworked, her arms long and graceful as she drapes the sheet into a basket. When she reaches for a towel, she shifts her weight, and I catch the subtle bounce of her ass, the crease at the top of her thigh. Then she turns slightly, offering a partial side view—sharp jawline, pouty lips, one eyebrow lifted like she’s thinking about something only half-frustrating.

My mouth goes a little dry.

And I suddenly remember I’m standing there holding a damp towel like an idiot.

I force myself to look away. Slowly. Too slowly. Like jerking my gaze away would make it obvious I’d been staring.

I toss the towel into the dryer harder than necessary, slam the door shut, and jab the button again.

When I walk back into the living room, Connor’s sprawled on the couch, one leg over the armrest, scrolling through something with the blank expression of a man in a deep, committed relationship with his boredom.

“You see the woman across the way?” I ask, aiming for casual and hitting somewhere closer to nervous.

He looks up, eyebrows raised. “What woman?”

“Third floor. Opposite us. She was doing laundry. In… lingerie.” The word feels stupidly loaded in my mouth.

He blinks once, interested but trying not to look too interested. Classic. Then he shrugs. “Nope. Must’ve missed that.”

I narrow my eyes. “You sure?”

His smirk slides in without him even lifting his gaze from his phone. “I mean… I wouldn’t complain.”

I roll my eyes and head to the kitchen for a glass of water. The cold doesn’t do much to cool me down. My pulse is still too quick, the edges of my mind fuzzy with leftover heat from the way she moved, the confidence in her body, the way she didn’t even glance toward the courtyard like the possibility of being watched didn’t register.

I don’t know why I’m annoyed.

I don’t know if I’m annoyed he didn’t see her…

or annoyed that I did.

There was something about her. A quiet ease. A kind of comfort in her own skin I haven’t felt in a long time—not like that.

My mind keeps replaying the angle of her waist, the arch of her back, the way her hair moved when she shook out the sheet.

I step toward the window again, pretending to check the weather like an absolute coward. Her apartment is lit but empty now. No movement. No signs of her at all.

Still… I look a second longer than I need to.

A second longer than I should.

Just long enough to admit to myself that I kind of hope she’ll come back into frame.

Even if I don’t know what I’d do if she did.
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I’m halfway down the hallway with a glass of water when I stop.

Connor’s at the window, standing so still he almost looks braced against it. His shoulders are tight. His hand is curled around the curtain like he meant to close it but couldn’t quite follow through. There’s a tension in the line of his neck that I don’t see often—alert, focused, almost guilty.

For a moment, I stay behind him and just watch. His breathing is shallow, barely moving his chest. Whatever he’s looking at has him locked in place.

When he finally senses me, he jerks hard, like I snapped him out of something private. His hand drops from the curtain too quickly. “Hey,” he says, voice pitched a little higher than normal, like he rushed to fill the silence. “Didn’t hear you.”

I take a few steps toward him, not close enough to crowd him but close enough to see the slight flush creeping up his neck. “Are you watching her?”

There’s a beat—sharp, suspended—where neither of us speaks. His jaw tightens. His eyes flick toward mine, then away, like he’s weighing whether to answer honestly or pretend he has no idea what I’m talking about. The embarrassment on his face is unmistakable, but it’s mixed with something else—something nervous, searching.

I should feel something dramatic. Anger. Jealousy. Some kind of sting. But none of that comes.

Instead, what rises in my chest is something warmer, stranger, and unexpectedly steady.

Curiosity.

“It’s okay,” I hear myself say. The words slip out before I can think them over. “I want to watch too.”

He turns to face me fully, frozen in a different way now. Not defensive—just caught off guard. He doesn’t even look turned on yet. He looks confused. Like he’s trying to understand the rules of a situation he didn’t think we’d ever be in.

“You… what?” he asks quietly.

“I said it’s okay.” My pulse kicks harder, but my voice stays calm. “Move over a little.”

He hesitates—just a breath—then steps aside. When I take his spot, my shoulder brushes his. He stays close anyway, like he’s afraid stepping back would break whatever fragile allowance I just gave him.

And then I see her.

The woman from yesterday. The one with the lace lingerie and the loose hair. She’s in her living room now, moving around like the space is hers alone and she doesn’t owe modesty to anyone. She’s wearing a thin robe, the kind that looks soft enough to slip right off your body without trying. The belt is tied, but loosely. The fabric keeps falling off one shoulder, revealing smooth skin and the faint outline of her breast.

She doesn’t fix it.

She doesn’t hurry.

She just moves.

Connor lets out a quiet, shaky exhale beside me.

“How long were you standing here?” I ask, eyes still forward.

He pauses. “A couple minutes.”

“Mm-hm.”

“She just walked across the room,” he says, voice tight. “I wasn’t—look, I’m not trying to stare.”

“I know.” I keep my voice light, almost casual. “You’re human. And I can admit she’s hot.”

The woman moves again. She bends to pick something up off the floor, and the robe slips even lower. I see the line of her thigh, the curve of her hip. My mouth goes dry.

Connor shifts a little closer—not touching me, just leaning in the same direction I am, like we’re both pulled forward by the same invisible thread.

“You okay?” he murmurs.

I swallow. “Yeah.”

It’s the truth.

We stand shoulder-to-shoulder, both pretending we’re not breathing faster. She moves through her apartment with this slow, easy confidence, like she isn’t worried about being seen, or maybe she’s fully aware and doesn’t mind.

Or maybe she likes it.

I can feel the heat radiating from Connor’s skin, the same warmth I’ve leaned into for years but somehow feels different right now—charged, hesitant, uncertain. He’s trying so hard not to react, and I’m doing the same, but the room feels smaller by the second.

“This is weird, right?” he whispers.

“Probably.”

“We should… I don’t know. Not stare.”

“Probably,” I say again. Still, neither of us moves.

She laughs at something on her phone or something she dropped—I can’t tell. The sound doesn’t reach us, but the shape of it does: her mouth parting, her head tipping back slightly, her shoulders shaking once in a quick burst of amusement. The robe shifts again, falling wide enough that one breast is nearly exposed.

My heart bangs against my ribs.

Connor inhales sharply. “Jesus.”

“Yeah,” I breathe.

This should feel wrong. Like crossing a line we don’t talk about. But instead it feels like the two of us standing at some invisible edge, both of us aware of what’s on the other side but neither stepping back.

The woman approaches her window—just a few steps closer—then pauses. She adjusts the robe, eyes flickering faintly toward our building. Not at us exactly, but close enough that the hairs on my arms rise.

“Do you think she knows?” I whisper. “That we can see her?”

“Maybe,” he says, just as quietly.

We watch her another few seconds—long enough for her to disappear into another room. The space she leaves behind feels empty in a way that makes my chest tighten.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. “Well.”

“Yeah,” Connor says, swallowing hard.

We still don’t touch.

We still don’t move.

Both of us stand there like we’re afraid that stepping away would mean losing something we didn’t know we were close to finding.

We pretend the moment was nothing. We pretend we won’t both come back to the window the second she passes through it again.

We pretend. But not very well.
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I pretend I’m not waiting for it.

I move around the apartment like a normal person: rinsing plates, wiping counters, digging my thumb into a stubborn bit of dried pasta on the stove. I scroll my phone without absorbing a single word. I keep telling myself I’m just winding down, not stalling, not listening for him.

But every little sound he makes pulls my attention. The faint creak of the chair, the soft shift of his weight, the way his breathing changes when he’s near the window—it all tightens something low in my stomach. I hear the change in him before he even speaks. A faint inhale, held too long.

That’s the one.

I set my phone down like it’s burning me then walk over and stand beside him, shoulder brushing his again.

She’s there.

The neighbor. Same apartment. Same window. But tonight she’s wearing even less. A silk slip, pale and thin, almost translucent when she passes in front of her lamp. No bra. No underwear that I can see.

My stomach tightens.

Connor’s jaw flexes once. He doesn’t say a word.

She lifts her wine glass, like she’s giving a little toast directly at us. Directly at him. Directly at me.

Then she puts the glass down and steps closer to the window. Not pressing against it. Just nearer, enough that I swear I can make out the faint shape of her nipples through the fabric.

I’m suddenly too aware of my own breath. I straighten, but it doesn’t help. Nothing helps.

She raises her hand.

Two fingers.

A beckoning motion.

Slow. Deliberate. Confident.

I feel Connor shift beside me. Not touching me, but close enough that I can feel his heat. He whispers, barely audible, “Is she…?”

“Yes,” I say. My voice comes out steadier than I feel.

He nods once, eyes still fixed forward. “You want to…?”

I swallow hard. My mouth is too dry. My thoughts feel too loud. I should be scared. Or jealous. Or furious that he wants this enough to look like that.

But none of that comes. What comes is a sudden, sharp rush of clarity.

I want to go.

I want to see her up close, not through a window.

I want to know if she’s actually inviting us or if this is some strange fever dream we both made up.

I turn my face to him. He looks back at me like he’s waiting for permission or a refusal or some sign that I’m about to lose it.

But I don’t hesitate.

“Let’s go,” I say quietly.

Something in him releases. Not relief, not excitement—something raw. A flicker of fear wrapped in want. Something I recognize only because I feel it too.

We don’t come up with a plan. We don’t talk about boundaries or rules or what we’ll do if it gets weird. We just move.

He grabs his keys. I slip on sandals. My pulse hammers everywhere—throat, wrists, knees. I don’t know where the line is here, but we’re walking toward it with our eyes open.

The hallway air feels cooler than our apartment, like stepping into a different world.

Connor presses the elevator button, then wipes his palms on his jeans. “This is insane,” he says, half-laughing, half-panicked.

“Yeah,” I say. “It is.”

The elevator doors open. We step inside. Neither of us speaks. My reflection looks flushed, like I’ve been running.

He glances at me again, searching for something—confirmation, maybe. I hold his gaze.

“I want to see what happens,” I tell him.

His breathing stutters for a second. He nods.

The doors open on her floor.

The hallway feels too quiet, like the air is holding its breath along with us. Her door is halfway down, cracked open a little. A warm strip of yellow light spills onto the carpet.

Her shadow moves inside.

Connor looks at me again. “You good?”

“No idea,” I whisper. “Let’s go anyway.”

We walk together, slow at first, then faster, neither of us pretending anymore that this isn’t exactly what we came for.

We reach her door.

The door opens before I can change my mind.

She’s barefoot.

Soft cotton shorts, loose tank top, no bra. Like she wasn’t expecting anyone, or didn’t care. Her dark hair is a little mussed, pulled into a loose bun with strands falling down around her neck. She beams at us like we’re friends dropping by, like this is the most natural thing in the world.

“Hey,” she says. “I’m Delilah.”

Her voice is warm. Not sultry. Not staged. Just easy.

I blink. “I’m—uh, Lauren. This is my husband, Connor.”

She nods like she already knew. “I thought we should get to know each other since we’re neighbors and all.”

She doesn’t mention the window. Doesn’t mention what we saw. Doesn’t even glance at the fact that I’m still half-holding Connor’s hand like I’m afraid he’ll bolt.

She just opens the door wider and says, “Come in.”

And we do.

Her apartment is lit soft—lamps, not overheads—and it smells faintly like orange peel and something herbal, maybe rosemary. It’s cleaner than ours. More lived-in, but somehow less cluttered. There’s a low coffee table with books stacked haphazardly and a single wineglass sitting near the edge, still half full.

We follow her into the living room. Connor sits stiffly on the edge of the couch. I perch next to him. The cushions are deep. I don’t know where to put my hands.

Delilah curls into the opposite end of the couch like she owns the place—and she does, of course—but it’s more than that. She fits her skin in a way that makes me painfully aware of how much I don’t.

She looks at us for a beat. Then she grins. “So. Funny story.”

Connor laughs, awkward and grateful for the distraction. I glance at him. His thigh is tense beneath his jeans. His eyes haven’t left Delilah.

“First week I moved in,” she says, “I forgot to close the curtains before trying to do yoga in here. Full-ass downward dog, handstand attempts, the works. It wasn’t until I fell and knocked over a lamp that I realized half the courtyard could see me.”

Connor chuckles. Then, too fast, too loose, he adds: “I’m sure most people didn’t notice your handstand form anyway. They were probably looking at your half-naked body.”

My stomach tightens.

His tone was teasing. Casual. But I feel it like a thud to the chest.

I look over at him, and he’s already realizing. His smile is stuck halfway up his face.

Delilah doesn’t miss a beat.

Her eyes narrow slightly, her smile sharpening at the corners.

I laugh, and the sound feels sharper than it should. Like it cut through something that was starting to wrap tight around my chest.

Delilah smiles at me, warm and open, like she knew it would land that way. She tips the wineglass toward her mouth but doesn’t drink yet. “I figured you either thought I was being rude and distasteful,” she says, “or… I don’t know. Curious. I didn’t know if I should offer an apology or an invitation.”

My face gets hot so fast I have to look down. The stem of my glass wobbles slightly in my hand. I force myself to meet her gaze.

“We were curious,” I say.

Her smile deepens—pleased, not cocky. She sinks a little further into the cushion, like that was the answer she hoped for.

“Curiosity’s not a bad thing,” she says quietly.

Something shifts. The room feels closer. Her eyes are still on mine, but the weight of them has changed. My skin starts to hum, the way it does right before a storm.

She leans in.

Her knee brushes mine. Then her hand—barely there—rests on my thigh. The kiss comes before I have time to think, and it’s soft at first, lips parted just enough to make me forget how to breathe. She smells like oranges and heat. Her thumb traces a small circle through the fabric of my pants and everything in me tightens.

When she pulls back, she doesn’t let go of my leg.

“I’ve been curious about you too,” she says.

My heart jumps. I don’t know what expression is on my face, but I feel completely exposed.

Connor hasn’t moved.

He’s watching us like he’s afraid we’ll disappear if he looks away. Jaw tight. Chest barely moving. There’s a flush creeping up his neck and his hands are clenching the cushion.

Delilah turns to him slowly. Her fingers leave my thigh and drift across the small space between us. She finds his leg like it’s hers to touch, resting her hand just above his knee, calm and steady.

“You can breathe,” she says, eyes twinkling.

He lets out a breath that shakes on the way out.

She starts moving her hand. Up his thigh. Slow. Measured. Her palm presses into the firm line of his jeans and I see his hips react before he does—lifting just enough to meet her. His cock’s hard beneath the denim. There’s no hiding it now.

He looks at me.

Not panicked. Not guilty. Just searching—like he’s waiting for something.

“It’s okay,” I say, and the words come easy.

Because it is.

Because watching her touch him does something to me I wasn’t prepared for. Something sharp and low and magnetic. I feel myself leaning toward it without meaning to.

Delilah doesn’t say anything. She just keeps her hand there, pressing into the heat between his legs like she owns it, like we’re already hers.

Connor groans softly. His eyes flick from her to me and back again, glazed with something between panic and need.

Delilah stands and takes a single step back, just enough space to let the air shift. Her voice is steady, confident. “You two have seen plenty of me. Now I want to see both of you.”

I swallow too fast. It sticks in my throat. My fingers twitch at my sides.

Connor glances at me, unsure if he’s supposed to move first. I’m not even sure why I move before him. I just know I’m not ready to watch him undress for her before I do something. I don’t want to give that up yet.

My hands go to the buttons of my shirt. They don’t fumble, exactly, but I’m definitely not rushing. I take my time with each one, watching Delilah watch me. She’s not smiling. She’s just… focused. Calm and curious and completely in control of the room without having to do anything to prove it.

The shirt slides off my shoulders. I let it fall. The air on my arms makes me aware of my skin again—how flushed I already am.

I hesitate at the waistband of my jeans, then push them down slowly. Now I’m standing there in my bra and panties, and I feel her eyes move over me like she’s cataloging every part.

Then she shifts her attention to my husband. “Your turn.”

Connor pulls his shirt off without saying anything. His chest is tight, arms tense. He looks good, but I can tell he feels exposed. His hand hovers at his belt.

He looks at me.

I nod.

That’s all it takes. He undoes his jeans, then pulls everything down in one motion—boxers and all. His cock is already hard. Thick and flushed and fully up for this. He doesn’t try to hide it. He doesn’t say anything either. His eyes flick between us like he’s not sure where to look.

Delilah’s gaze drops, and she lets out a low, satisfied sound in the back of her throat. “Jesus,” she mutters. Then she turns back to me. Her eyes lock on mine. “I hope you’ll share that thing with me.”

My stomach flips. But then she steps in again, closer than before. She reaches out, but not for him. Her hand brushes my hip. “But first…”

She kisses me.

Her mouth claims mine, open and warm, and her tongue slides between my lips like it already belongs there. I moan without meaning to. My hand comes up automatically—one of them touches her waist, the other lands somewhere near her neck.

She’s so close. I feel her breath against my cheek, her hand resting on the bare strip of skin above my panties.

I break the kiss just long enough to pull at the hem of her tank top. She raises her arms, and I lift it off her, dropping it behind us without looking.

Her bra is black. Simple. I reach for the clasp at the back and let it fall to the floor before she leans in again. Her mouth meets mine, urgent now, hungry. Her hands slide up my back. One of them unclasps my bra as easily as if she’s done it a hundred times.

She peels it off without breaking the kiss.

My nipples tighten immediately in the air. I feel self-conscious for a second—then I feel her thumb brush against one of them, and the thought disappears.

I’m not thinking clearly anymore. Just heat and pressure and her tongue in my mouth, her body pressed against mine, and Connor sitting there watching everything.

Waiting.

And still hard.

Delilah’s fingers hook under the waistband of her shorts.

She watches me the whole time—not my husband, not the room, just me—as she slides them down with her panties over her hips and steps out of them slowly, like she’s showing me something important. Her pubic hair is neatly trimmed, just enough to hint at softness. The rest of her is everything I remembered from across the courtyard and more—tight stomach, curved hips, long legs, skin kissed golden by the sun. She looks like someone who knows what she wants. And right now, she wants me.

She takes one step closer.

I expect her to kiss me again, but she doesn’t. Her hands slide up my arms, then curve around to the front of my body. Her palms are warm and smooth, her touch deliberate. She cups my breasts like she’s weighing them, testing how they fit in her hands. Her thumbs brush over my nipples once, then again, until they’re hard under her touch. I make a sound I’ve never heard myself make—somewhere between a gasp and a whimper.

Connor groans behind me.

I turn my head, just enough to look. He’s standing there, completely still, except for his hand. He’s stroking himself, slow and steady, his eyes locked on where Delilah’s fingers are teasing my nipples. His mouth is slightly open. His whole body is tight. Like watching this is doing something to him he didn’t expect.

And I like it.

I like that he’s watching me like that. I like that he’s not pretending it’s anything less than what it is.

Delilah kisses the side of my throat, then trails her mouth lower—over my collarbone, between my breasts, down the center of my stomach. Her hands follow, palms flat, guiding herself down as she kneels at my feet.

I suck in a breath. My legs are already trembling.

She doesn’t say anything. She just hooks her thumbs into the sides of my panties and begins to pull them down.

I should feel exposed. I should feel nervous. But all I feel is heat. The slip-slide of air across my bare skin. The wetness between my legs I’ve been trying not to think about since the moment I saw her at the window.

Delilah leans in and presses her mouth right where I need her.

The first lick is slow. Deep. A wet glide from the base of my slit all the way up to my clit. My knees nearly buckle. She steadies me with both hands on my thighs, keeping me standing as she starts to eat me like she’s starving.

She doesn’t rush.

She takes her time.

Her tongue flicks, circles, presses. Her lips close around my clit and suck just hard enough to make me cry out. My head tips back. My hand flies to her shoulder, needing something to hold onto.

Connor’s breathing gets louder. I hear the slick sound of his fist moving over his cock behind me. The fact that he’s watching this—watching her on her knees for me, watching me fall apart under another woman’s mouth—makes everything feel sharper. Hotter.

Delilah moans into me like she loves how I taste. Her tongue dips inside, then comes back up, then sucks me again until my whole body starts to tremble. I can’t keep still. I’m grinding against her face without meaning to. I’ve never been eaten like this—like someone was trying to unravel me from the inside out.

“Oh my God,” I whisper. My voice is broken. Unsteady. “I’m—I’m gonna⁠—”

Delilah’s grip tightens on my thighs. Her tongue flattens. Her lips wrap around my clit and pull.

And I come.

I come hard. Everything pulses. Everything disappears. My hands grip her hair. My legs go weak. I make a sound that doesn't feel like mine, and for a moment, I forget where I am—who I am. I just feel.

Connor is still stroking himself. But now his knees look shaky. His eyes are wild.

Delilah’s fingers trail up my stomach as she stands, and I’m still catching my breath. My legs feel loose, almost unreliable, but she steadies me with a hand on my hip. Her face is flushed, her lips shiny where she tasted me, and she kisses me again before I can even think. I taste myself on her tongue, warm and slick, and it pulls a sound out of me that I’m too far gone to be embarrassed about.

Her mouth is deeper this time, hungry, like she’s claiming me. I slide my hand into her hair and pull her closer as I guide her back toward the couch. Her knees hit the cushion, and she lets me ease her down until she’s lying back, legs open just enough for me to feel the heat of her body on my skin.

Connor sits beside her, wide-eyed, breathing like he just ran here. His hand drifts toward her knee. He hesitates for a second, but Delilah turns her head toward him, inviting him with just her eyes. When he leans in, she meets him halfway.

Their kiss is nothing like the ones she gives me. This one is messy, eager, tongues sliding together. Connor groans into her mouth, like he can’t help it, and his hand moves up her thigh, slow and unsteady. I watch her fingers curl against his bicep as she pulls him in deeper, their mouths moving in a rhythm that makes my entire body heat back up.

I sink to my knees between her thighs.

Her breath stutters when I kiss the inside of one leg. A tiny tremor runs through her as she opens for me without being asked. Her skin is warm and soft. I kiss my way up until my mouth is hovering just above her.

She tenses for a moment, a small, sharp inhale.

Then she melts. Her head drops back against the couch cushion as I press my lips to her, tasting the heat of her. She’s wet already—slick and warm against my tongue—and the first sound she makes is quiet and raw, her hand flying to my hair in surprise.

Above us, Connor’s breath shakes. His fingers slide over one of her breasts, teasing her nipple slowly with his thumb. Delilah gasps into his mouth, and he kisses her harder, overwhelmed and turned on. I can hear how much he’s losing control. I can feel how much she is.

I lick her again, slower this time, letting the taste settle on my tongue. She arches into me. Her thighs tighten around my shoulders, not pushing me away—guiding me closer. Connor watches her fall apart, and I watch him watching her, the way his hand trembles as he cups her breast, the way his cock twitches every time she moans.

She tries to keep kissing him, but her head keeps tipping back as my tongue slides over her, steady and hungry. Her breathing breaks into pieces, and her fingers tighten in my hair, grounding herself on me while he kisses her like he wants every sound she makes.

“Lauren…” she breathes out, voice rough and uneven.

I answer her by sucking gently on her clit. Her whole body jerks. A low, desperate noise tears out of her chest as she clings to Connor’s shoulder, nails digging into him. He groans into her mouth like the sound alone is enough to push him over the edge.

Her thighs start to tremble. She tries to hold herself still, but she’s already close; I can feel it in how quickly she reacts, how her hips push up against my mouth without hesitation. I slide my hands under her to hold her steady as she gasps my name again, this time more urgent.

Connor kisses down her neck, slower now, like he wants to sink into every inch of her skin. He palms her breast again, thumb brushing over her nipple until she whimpers. I feel her tightening under my tongue, muscles pulling tight in her stomach and thighs.

She’s trying to breathe through it, trying to keep some control, but she’s too far gone.

Her voice breaks.

“Oh—god—Lauren—don’t stop⁠—”

I don’t.

She comes with a sharp, breathless cry, her whole body arching hard against my mouth. She clutches me with both hands, hips lifting, legs shaking. Connor holds her, kissing her through it while she falls apart, his hand still on her breast, his thumb rubbing soft circles over her nipple while she trembles.

Her orgasm rolls through her in waves, softer and softer until she finally collapses back against the couch, chest rising fast, lips parted, eyes half-closed but locked on me.

Connor looks wrecked beside her—flushed, panting, hard as ever—staring at me like he doesn’t know what to do with how turned on he is.

Delilah is still catching her breath when she pushes upright, hair clinging to her cheek, chest flushed and rising fast. She looks at Connor like she’s already decided what comes next. Before either of us can say a word, she shifts and climbs into his lap.

Connor’s eyes go wide. His back hits the couch. His hands hover like he’s afraid to touch her too soon, but she doesn’t give him a chance to think. She straddles him, knees braced on either side of his hips, then takes his face in her hands and kisses him hard—slow and deep at first, then rougher, like she’s hungry again already.

He groans into her mouth, the sound low and desperate. His hands finally grab her hips, fingers digging in as though he needs to hold her in place or he’ll lose whatever control he has left.

Delilah breaks the kiss only long enough to reach between them. She curls her fingers around his cock, strokes him once, and sinks down on him in one long, steady push.

Connor’s whole body jolts.

“Fuck,” she whispers, breath catching. Her eyes snap open and find mine. “He feels so good.”

Connor’s groan turns into something deeper, almost pained, like the feeling of her around him knocks the air out of his lungs. He clutches her tighter, pulling her hips down until he’s buried inside her. Delilah gasps and rides it out, her nails raking lightly over his shoulders as she starts moving.

I lean closer without thinking, drawn to the way her body moves against his. Her hips roll slow at first, confident and controlled. She’s riding him like she knows exactly how to take every inch of him. Connor’s head tips back, jaw locked, eyes squeezed shut. The muscles in his stomach flex with every slow grind of her hips.

I slide my hand up her arm and kiss her shoulder. Her skin is warm and damp, and she shivers under my mouth. She reaches back blindly with one hand, curling her fingers around the back of my neck and guiding me closer until our bodies brush together.

I kiss down to the curve of her shoulder, then lower, tasting sweat and heat. She keeps her gaze locked on me the whole time, even while Connor slides deeper inside her. The sight is… overwhelming. Her taking him like that. Him gripping her tightly, like he’s barely hanging on. And me between them—touching them both, breathing both their breaths.

My hands move on instinct. I cup her breasts from behind, thumbs brushing over her nipples, feeling them harden under my touch. She gasps and rocks harder on his lap. Connor growls, fingers clamping around her hips so tight I see the indent of his knuckles.

“Lauren…” he chokes out, voice wrecked.

Delilah leans back against me, her head tipping onto my shoulder as she rides him. I kiss her neck, tasting her pulse against my lips. She moans and arches into it, her hips grinding down on Connor, taking him deeper every time. His jaw trembles. He looks like he’s fighting the urge to come the second she moves.

His hand slides between their bodies, fumbling for a moment before his thumb finds her clit. When he touches her there—just a slow, steady rub—she cries out and tightens around him so hard he swears under his breath.

“Oh my god,” she moans, arching her back. “Right there—don’t stop⁠—”

Connor is shaking. Literally shaking. His mouth is open, breath coming fast, but he doesn’t lose the rhythm of his thumb on her clit. I keep kissing her neck, her shoulder, anywhere I can reach, while she grinds down on him, desperate and close.

She gets louder with every movement, every stroke of his thumb. Her hips start to stutter, her breath breaking apart in short, uneven moans. Her whole body tightens in my hands. And then she falls apart.

She climaxes hard, writhing in Connor’s lap, her nails digging into my thigh and his shoulder. Connor holds her through it, gripping her hips as she shakes, her pussy clenching around him so intensely he lets out a strangled sound.

The second she moans through that last sharp wave, he loses it.

“Fuck— Delilah—don’t move—” he gasps, but she clenches on him again and that’s it.

His hips slam up into hers in fast, uncontrollable thrusts. The sound of their bodies—skin slapping, breath breaking, the slick grind of her riding out the last pulses of her orgasm—fills the room.

Connor’s face goes tight, his whole body locking up as he grunts through it and then freezes, buried deep inside her.

He comes hard.

I feel it in how his grip tightens, how his stomach seizes under her, how he shoves himself fully inside her and stays there, panting against her chest as he unloads everything he has.

Delilah moans softly, still rocking her hips in slow, gentle rolls, milking him through every last spasm while keeping her eyes on mine.

And I sit there, pressed against both of them, watching my husband come inside our neighbor while her body trembles around him—watching the way they both fall apart, tangled and breathless and flushed.

Connor finally loosens his grip on her hips, his hands sliding down to rest limp against the couch cushions. Delilah stays straddling him for another breath or two, just long enough for the last tremor to leave her body, then she eases off him with a quiet sigh. She settles between us, one thigh against mine, one against his. The three of us collapse back into the couch like we’re sinking into something warm and bottomless.

The room feels thick and humid. My skin is still buzzing. My legs feel heavy. My chest rises in uneven pulls, and I’m dimly aware of my hair sticking to the side of my face.

Connor’s arm brushes mine as he shifts, still flushed and breathing hard. His eyes are closed, mouth slack, like he’s trying to recover quietly. Delilah watches him for a moment with a slow, satisfied smile, then turns toward me.

She reaches out, her fingers gentle as she tucks a loose piece of hair behind my ear. Her touch is soft enough to make a shiver run down my spine.

She laughs under her breath—light, relaxed, almost teasing. “Next time,” she murmurs, “maybe I’ll leave the curtains closed.”

I blink, trying to come back into my body. “Yeah?” I ask, my voice rougher than I expect.

She smirks, brushing her thumb over my cheek. “That way you’ll have to come over if you want to sneak a peek.”

I laugh, or try to. It comes out warm and breathless. My pulse hasn’t leveled out yet. I lean into her touch without meaning to, still dazed from everything—her mouth, her body, the way Connor grabbed her like he was losing his mind.

“Do you always fuck the neighbors that watch you?” I ask with a small grin, tapping her thigh lightly with my fingers.

She tilts her head, eyes glinting. “Depends who’s watching.”

Her voice drags a new heat under my skin. She holds my gaze another long second before letting her hand slip from my cheek to rest against my collarbone. The weight of it feels intimate in a way that surprises me—like we’re not just coming down from something physical, but settling into something else entirely.

Connor opens his eyes slowly, his gaze sliding between us, still a little dazed. Delilah leans back into the couch, stretching her legs out until her calf touches mine again.

None of us rush to get dressed. None of us move away.

We just lie there—warm, tangled, and breathing each other in—while the room settles around us like it knows this won’t be the last time.


Her First Time Watching




The snow looked like it had been poured from the sky just for us—fresh, thick, and undisturbed except for the winding tire tracks we’d made on the drive up. All around the resort, trees wore their heavy coats of white, branches sagging like they were drunk on winter. I pressed my face to the passenger window and smiled as we pulled into the circular driveway, taking in the frosted rooftops, icicles glinting like tiny daggers from the eaves, and smoke curling from the chimney like something out of a Christmas postcard.

Greg squeezed my thigh through my leggings. “What do you think, babe? Worth the drive?”

I looked at him, the tip of his nose red from the cold, eyes bright and amused like he already knew the answer. “If the inside’s half as cute as the outside, I might never leave.”

He smirked. “Don’t get any ideas. You promised me ski lessons, remember?”

“Oh, I remember,” I said, dragging my fingers over the fly of his jeans just enough to make him twitch. “But maybe we make a little detour before our first lesson.”

Inside, the lobby smelled like pine and firewood, all polished wood beams and stone, the kind of luxury that pretends it’s rugged. Couples in puffed jackets and fleece-lined boots lingered near the fireplace, mugs of something steaming in their hands. Everything felt soft and slow and cozy, the way you want a vacation to start.

By the time we reached our room on the second floor, I already had a plan to delay the whole ski thing for at least an hour. Maybe two.

It was even better than the website photos—a huge bed with a navy plaid duvet, a stone fireplace already lit, and a picture window that overlooked the snow-covered valley below. A fur throw was draped across the foot of the bed, the kind that made you want to get naked just to roll around in it.

Greg dropped our bags and turned to me with a look that said I told you so. “Still want to take ski lessons?”

I crossed the room slowly, tugging off my gloves. “Might need some warming up first.”

He pulled me into his arms, cold fingers slipping under the back of my coat as he kissed me. Deep, slow, the kind of kiss that made me melt against him instantly. His stubble rasped against my cheek as I tilted my head, mouth opening for him, and I felt him already hard against me.

I laughed into his mouth. “Eager?”

“It’s the altitude,” he said, nipping at my bottom lip. “Thinner air. Blood flow’s weird.”

“Mmhmm,” I teased, unzipping his coat. “Maybe I should help you... adjust.”

He groaned when I sank to my knees in front of him, a fire crackling in the background. The zipper on his jeans came down with that delicious sound, and I reached in, wrapping my fingers around him as he throbbed in my hand. His cock was hot and heavy, already leaking just from a little kissing and the hint that I might misbehave.

“God, I love vacation you,” he murmured, brushing my hair back as I leaned in.

I licked him slowly, deliberately, the way I knew made his legs tense. The taste of him was familiar but somehow better up here on vacation, like we’d crossed some invisible threshold into indulgence. I hollowed my cheeks around him, taking him deeper, letting his moan vibrate through me like heat. He wasn’t trying to last, not with how I looked up at him, not with how my fingers gently rolled beneath his base.

“Just a little to tide you over,” I said between licks, voice low and wicked. “I don’t want to ruin your stamina for later.”

His laugh was tight, strangled. “You think I’ll have any left after this?”

“Then you’ll have to earn it back on the slopes,” I said, taking him deep again just to hear the way he gasped my name. He came in my mouth and I eagerly swallowed every delicious drop.

Outside the window, the snow kept falling. But inside, it was all heat and hunger and the promise of a very long weekend.
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I wasn’t exactly graceful in ski boots. Clunky, awkward, a little bit like a baby deer trying to stand up on hardwood. But Greg looked annoyingly hot in his gear—black ski pants snug across his thighs, jacket slightly unzipped to show the thermal layer underneath, goggles pushed up into his messy hair. And even though I’d literally just been on my knees for him not an hour ago, I was already distracted by the way he adjusted his gloves, his stance casual but ready.

Then Lila appeared.

“I’m your instructor today,” she said, voice bright and clipped in that confident, outdoorsy kind of way. “First-timers?”

She had one of those all-weather ski jackets in deep red, black leggings, and a tight blonde braid pulled over one shoulder. Her skin was sun-kissed in that I live on the slopes way, and her mirrored goggles glinted like something out of an ad. And I noticed how attractive she was instantly—so did Greg.

“We’ve never done this before,” I said with a laugh, nudging his arm. “We’re virgins.”

Lila grinned. “Don’t worry. I’ll go easy on you. We’ll start with some balance and shifting weight. You’ll be carving like pros by the end of the week.”

She led us through the basics on the flat section, adjusting our stance, nudging our feet into better positions with her boot. Her hands were firm and practical, nothing inappropriate. But something in the way she hovered around Greg made me... watch.

She stepped behind him once, guiding his hips as she explained how to shift during a turn. Her fingers rested at his waist a beat longer than necessary. He chuckled under his breath and said something low I couldn’t hear, but she laughed.

My stomach did a little flip.

Not of jealousy. But of pride. Curiosity.

I watched the muscles in Greg’s back tense as she touched him again—lightly, guiding. His body had that familiar tautness to it. Not fully aroused, but not relaxed either. Even through layers of winter gear, I could see it in the way he stood.

Interesting.

We moved to the beginner slope next, a shallow hill with just enough incline to make your heart beat fast. Lila skied backward effortlessly, coaching us down one at a time. When it was Greg’s turn, she stayed close, laughing as he wobbled slightly and then caught himself. He bumped into her once and grabbed her arm for balance, and she didn’t pull away right away.

When I reached the bottom, he was already standing next to her, breath coming hard from the exertion. His cheeks were flushed—not just from the cold. He looked at me quickly and smiled like nothing had happened, but his posture betrayed him. Just a little too upright. A little too careful.

“You okay?” I asked, sliding next to him.

“Yeah,” he said, voice a touch hoarse. “That was fun.”

Lila chimed in, “You’ve got good instincts, Greg. You’re more coordinated than most first-timers.”

He shrugged, grinning. “Guess I’m a fast learner.”

“Oh, he is,” I said sweetly, giving his arm a squeeze.

I was definitely going to have to test that theory later. But what intrigued me most wasn’t how fast he picked up the turns—it was how he reacted to her.

Because I’d just had him. Just an hour ago. And now, here he was… subtly affected by someone else. A woman who was confident, skilled, flirtatious in that effortless, natural way that didn’t even feel like flirting. And that shift in him—it stirred something in me I didn’t expect.

The idea that he could be tempted. That I could let him be tempted.

A breeze picked up, sending a chill down my spine, but it had nothing on the heat starting to bloom inside me.

I wasn’t sure what this was yet. But I knew I wanted to follow it.

And as Lila skied ahead of us, hips swaying, her braid bouncing behind her like a little invitation, I found myself smiling.

This ski trip was already turning out to be much more interesting than I’d planned.
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The ski lift creaked softly as we rose up the slope again, our skis dangling over powdery white that stretched endlessly below. Pines blurred past beneath us like dark green brushstrokes against all that snow, and the wind kissed my cheeks until they stung just a little. Greg sat beside me, glove tucked around the safety bar, his nose red, his goggles pushed up onto his beanie like some overgrown teenage ski bum. He looked so damn cute I almost forgot how hard I was teasing him inside my head.

Almost.

“She’s really pretty, isn’t she?” I said casually, like I was talking about the weather.

Greg blinked, then glanced over at me like he wasn’t sure he’d heard right. “Who?”

I rolled my eyes and nudged his leg with mine. “Lila. Our instructor. Come on.”

He gave a quick, too-innocent shrug. “I guess. I mean, I wasn’t really paying attention.”

I turned fully toward him, raising an eyebrow. “You weren’t paying attention? Greg, she literally guided your hips. Twice. Maybe three times. I think she left a handprint.”

“That was—” He laughed, flustered. “That was part of the lesson. It wasn’t⁠—”

“I’m not mad,” I said sweetly, leaning in close so my voice dropped just a little. “I just don’t believe you.”

His mouth opened, then closed again. His cheeks were already pink from the cold, but I saw the deeper flush bloom under his skin—warmer, guiltier. He looked out at the mountains like they might offer him a distraction.

“She’s one of those women who doesn’t even try to be hot,” I continued, voice low and teasing. “Just is. You know?”

He coughed softly into his glove. “I guess.”

“If she looks that good in a ski suit…” I let it hang for a second, watching the words settle. “Imagine what she looks like out of it.”

Greg turned to me slowly, and this time his eyes met mine. No more pretending. His pupils were a little too wide. His mouth parted slightly, like he wanted to say something but didn’t trust himself to get the words out.

And there it was—that flicker of something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

Power.

Not the kind that came from knowing he wanted me. The kind that came from knowing he wanted her, too—and that I could let him.

The lift kept climbing, pulling us toward the top. And all I could think was how much I wanted to see just how far we could slide.

Once we reached the top, we shuffled off the lift, skis catching a little on the packed snow as we coasted forward. I was still thinking about Greg’s face—how flushed he’d been when I teased him, how quiet he got when I said imagine her out of it. That blush had stayed, even under the glare of the sun off the snow, even as he tried to play it cool.

At the top of the slope, the air was sharper. Crisper. Our breath puffed out in little clouds, and everything below looked small and soft, like the world had been tucked under a down comforter.

Lila coasted off the next lift over, effortless as always, her braid swinging as she came toward us. “There you two are,” she called, smiling as she slid to a graceful stop beside Greg. “Still standing. That’s a good sign.”

“We’re surviving,” I said, grinning.

Greg gave her a sheepish nod. “Barely.”

She laughed, then moved in close to adjust something on his pole strap, tugging it snug against his glove. Her hand lingered on his wrist. “You’re holding too much tension in your arms,” she said, looking up at him. “Loosen your grip a little. Let the poles move with you.”

Greg mumbled something like got it, but I saw the way his shoulders stiffened when she touched him. Not pulling away. Just… trying not to react.

Her hands slid to his hips again as she corrected his stance. “You’re leaning too far back. Keep your weight forward—feel it here.” She pressed gently against his front thigh. “Bend more. That’s it.”

I watched from a few feet away, pretending to be focused on adjusting my goggles. But I didn’t look away.

Not once.

And then she looked up—and noticed me watching.

Something in Lila’s face shifted. Her hands dropped away, like she’d just realized how close she was. Like she expected me to be glaring. But I wasn’t. I met her gaze calmly, even smiled a little. Her brows knit, confused.

She took a step back. “Right. So…” she said, clearing her throat. “Once you get the hang of edging, we’ll try linking a few turns together. It’s more about rhythm than speed.”

Greg glanced at me, then back at her, clearly sensing the sudden shift.

Lila’s voice was steady, but her eyes flicked to me again, as if trying to read something she didn’t quite understand. I could almost see the thought cross her mind: Why isn’t she upset?

She had no idea that watching was half the fun.
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After our lesson, we decided to warm up with a few drinks. The resort bar was warm and dim and just the right kind of buzzy. Couples lounged near the stone fireplace, still pink-cheeked and loose-limbed from a day on the slopes, while bartenders in black vests slid drinks down polished wood. I was on my second hot buttered rum, curled into a corner booth with Greg, legs tangled under the table and the heat of the alcohol spreading low and slow in my belly.

Greg looked good in this lighting. Relaxed. His dark hair was still damp from the shower, pushed back off his forehead, and his smile had softened now that the pressure of staying upright on skis had passed. I leaned into him, letting his hand rest on my thigh, both of us content to just be for a second.

Until I saw her.

Lila.

Walking in like she had no idea what kind of chaos she caused.

She was out of her ski suit now, wearing a slate-gray sweater that clung to her waist and hinted at the curve of her breasts in a way no performance gear ever could. Dark jeans hugged her hips. And her hair—Jesus—her hair was down. Long, wavy, sun-kissed blonde, like something straight out of a shampoo commercial. Or a very vivid dream.

Greg saw her at the same time I did. I felt his hand pause on my leg. I didn’t say a word. Just tilted my drink to my lips and smiled.

“She cleans up well,” I said.

He didn’t answer right away. He was too busy watching her make her way to the bar, sliding onto a stool near the end with that same casual confidence she’d had on the mountain.

“She’s alone,” I added, nudging his knee with mine. “We should say hi.”

He looked at me, brow raised. “You want to?”

I shrugged, already sliding out of the booth. “She worked hard teaching us all day. The least I can do is buy her a drink.”

We made our way over, and Lila turned as she heard us approach. Her smile lit up the space between us.

“Well, well,” she said, eyes flicking between the two of us. “Didn’t expect to see you two down here.”

“You looked like you could use company,” I said.

Greg nodded, lingering a beat too long on her figure before catching himself. “You’re hard to recognize without all the gear.”

She laughed. “Yeah, I get that a lot. It’s the helmet hair. Or lack of.”

I couldn’t stop looking at her. And not in a jealous way. More like… studying. Trying to memorize how someone could look so damn effortless and warm at the same time.

We ordered a round and slid onto the stools beside her, bodies close, knees brushing as we settled in.

Small talk started. But under the surface, something else was building. I could feel it in the way Greg’s voice kept dipping lower.

The second round of drinks loosened everything. The space between us at the bar narrowed. Lila was even warmer off the mountain, with a dry sense of humor that made me laugh harder than I expected, and the kind of easy charm that kept Greg leaning closer without even realizing it.

I let it happen. I liked letting it happen.

Somewhere between a sip of her old fashioned and a comment about how sore we were going to be tomorrow, I set my glass down and said, casually, “We’ve got a hot tub. On the balcony. Off our room.”

Lila blinked. “Nice.”

“If you’re still cold or sore,” I said, swirling my drink, “you’re welcome to join us. Just for a bit. Warm up before bed.”

Greg turned to look at me like I’d just spoken in another language.

Lila smiled, polite but cautious. “That’s sweet, but I don’t want to crash your weekend.”

“You wouldn’t be crashing anything,” I said. “We were just going to soak and maybe have another drink. It’s private, it’s hot, and the view’s amazing.”

Her eyes flicked to Greg, then back to me. She was trying to read something in my face—some flicker of tension or jealousy—but I gave her none. Just a soft smile and a shrug, like it was the easiest invitation in the world.

“I don’t have a suit,” she said slowly, one brow lifted.

I tilted my head, playful. “I brought an extra. You can change in our room.”

Greg coughed into his fist.

Lila looked at me for a long second, something unreadable passing through her eyes. And then she smiled again—smaller this time, but real.

“Well,” she said, draining the last of her drink. “When you put it like that…”
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Back in the room, everything felt warmer than before—like the temperature had shifted a few degrees, but only inside the air between the three of us. Greg made some coffee we didn’t need while I dug through my suitcase, fishing out the smallest swimsuit I’d packed. It was a barely-there black bikini I’d meant to wear in the hot tub at night, maybe just for Greg, maybe not. And now I was handing it to her.

Lila took it with a raised brow, clearly amused. “You sure?”

I smiled. “Trust me. It’ll look better on you than it ever did on me.”

She disappeared into the bathroom, the door clicking almost—but not fully—shut behind her. The crack was thin, but the mirror above the vanity was angled just enough. From where Greg and I stood near the bed, we could see everything.

She peeled off her sweater first, revealing a lacy black bra. Her skin glowed golden under the soft light. She unbuttoned her jeans next, slowly, shimmying them down her hips along with her black lace panties, and I heard Greg’s breath catch beside me. She was naked from the waist down. Just bare curves, slender thighs and a trim waist.

When she unclasped her bra and let it fall, we both went still.

Her breasts were full and natural, with just the right bounce, and as she reached for the bikini top, we saw them sway before the mirror caught the side of her nipple. My body buzzed. I wasn’t just watching her. I was watching him watch her—and I could feel the tension roll off him like heat.

Greg leaned in, voice low. “What are you doing?” His voice snapped me back to reality. We both still needed to get changed.

I looked up at him while I undressed. He followed suit.

“Why did you invite her up here?” he whispered as he removed his shirt and unfastened his jeans.

I let the question hang for a beat, then said softly, “Because I wanted to see you with her. If she’s into it.” I slipped on my bikini bottoms, then the top.

He blinked, eyes flicking back toward the cracked door. “Helen… that’s insane.”

“Is it?” I tilted my head. “You think I didn’t notice the way you looked at her all day?”

His mouth opened, but I cut him off before he could try to deny it.

“I’m not mad, Greg. I liked watching you look. It turned me on.”

He stared at me like I was speaking a different language, like he didn’t know whether to stop me or pull me closer.

“You want her, don’t you?” I asked quietly.

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. I saw how hard he was when he inevitably pulled down his jeans and boxers. He quickly pulled up his trunks just in time.

The door creaked open and my husband shifted himself under his trunks.

Lila stepped out, barefoot, her hair down. The bikini clung to her like it had been made for her body, the black fabric stretched tight across her breasts, tied high at the hips. Her abs were cut like a swimmer’s, her thighs sculpted, and her skin still held that sun-warmed glow.

Greg’s eyes widened. His mouth parted.

I watched it happen in real time—how quickly he forgot I was even in the room.

Lila gave a little shrug, glancing down at herself. “Hope this works.”

Greg just nodded.

I smiled, moving toward her, trailing my fingers over her bare arm as I passed. “You look perfect.”

She gave me a slow, curious look, like she was still trying to figure me out. But she didn’t pull away.

I turned to Greg, who still hadn’t moved.

“Hot tub?” I said, playful. “Or should we just stay in here and keep watching each other?”

Lila chuckled awkwardly. “Um, I’m ready when you are.”

We stepped onto the patio and slipped into the hot tub quickly before we froze to death.

The steam curled around us like breath, rising into the cold mountain air as we sank into the hot tub. I let out a soft sigh, the jets bubbling against my skin, the heat prickling along my legs where the water licked at bare flesh.

My bikini was already clinging tight to my chest and hips, made even more revealing now that it was wet. I glanced across the bubbling surface at Lila, who had settled into the corner opposite me, arms stretched out, blonde hair draped over one shoulder like a careless temptation.

Greg sat between us, jaw a little tight, trying too hard to look casual. His trunks were floating slightly with the bubbles, but I could see the outline pressing against the fabric. He was trying not to stare. At either of us. Failing at both.

I trailed a finger through the water. “So, Lila,” I said slowly, “do you think my husband is sexy?”

She blinked, caught off guard. “What?”

Greg shifted in his seat, laughing nervously. “Helen…”

But I didn’t look at him. My eyes were on her.

Lila glanced at me, then at Greg, then back at me again. “Um… I mean, yeah, sure. He’s handsome.” She smiled, but there was a slight edge to it. “This feels like a trap, though.”

“It’s not a trap.” I moved closer, just a little. “It’s just a question.”

Lila’s eyes narrowed, amused but cautious. “Okay, then yes. He’s hot. You knew that already, didn’t you?”

I nodded. “I did.” I tilted my head, letting my voice drop a note lower. “And you can have him for the night… if you want.”

That made her laugh—uncertain and breathy. “Wait. What?”

Greg sat up straighter. “Helen⁠—”

“I’m serious,” I said, reaching out to brush a few wet strands of hair from Lila’s cheek. “As long as I get to watch.”

Lila looked stunned. She bit her bottom lip and gave me a wary glance. “I wouldn’t make you watch,” she said slowly. “You’d have to join.”

My stomach fluttered.

She didn’t wait for my answer. I shifted closer to her, water lapping over my thighs as I slid beside her in the tub. I reached up and cupped her cheek, heart pounding just a little too fast.

Lila met my eyes. The hesitation melted.

Our lips met softly at first, tasting, testing. Her mouth was warm and plush, slick with heat and steam. When her tongue darted out to trace mine, I opened to her, letting it deepen. The sound of bubbles filled the silence, but beneath it, I heard Greg’s sharp exhale. I didn’t have to look. I could feel his eyes on us.

We kissed deeper, slower, and I felt her hand on my waist, fingers gliding along wet skin. I turned slightly, putting on a show just for him—my body arched, mouth open, tongue flicking lightly over Lila’s. I heard the quiet slosh of movement and glanced over my shoulder just in time to see Greg stroke himself, one hand beneath the water, his cock already out and hard in his fist.

My breath caught.

Lila noticed too. She pulled back, just enough to murmur, “Is this really okay?”

I nodded. “More than okay.”

She smiled, reached behind me, and untied my bikini top. The wet fabric peeled away from my breasts and I felt the sudden kiss of cold air before the water warmed me again. My nipples were already stiff. Lila cupped one, thumb brushing over it as I gasped against her neck.

I reached back and returned the favor, slipping her top free and letting it fall into the water. Her breasts were perfect—round, soft, tipped with dusky pink nipples that puckered under the air. I ran my thumbs over them, teasing until she arched into me, mouth finding mine again.

Greg groaned behind us, still stroking, louder this time.

Lila’s hand slid down my belly, over my hip, and between my legs under the water. I gasped as her fingers found me, moving slowly over my bikini bottoms, teasing the shape of me through the fabric. She circled gently, and I rocked into her touch.

I slid a hand down between her legs too, mirroring her movements. Her bikini was just as thin, soaked and nearly transparent now, clinging to the curve of her. I found the warmth between her thighs, and when I pressed, she moaned into my mouth.

We touched each other at the same time, fingers slipping under the fabric, exploring, stroking. I felt how wet she was—hotter than the water, slick and inviting. She was gentle at first, but as our kissing deepened, her fingers pushed in slow and firm. I matched her rhythm, both of us panting softly, our bodies moving together in sync.

Greg’s moan broke into a groan—sharp, guttural. I turned my head just enough to see him lean back, cock pulsing in his hand, his chest rising fast.

Lila and I pressed our foreheads together, fingers still inside each other, kissing through it all as Greg came with a stifled cry.

I felt his release before I saw it, a ripple in the water near his stomach. He collapsed back against the edge of the tub, chest heaving, eyes half-lidded and stunned.

Lila turned to look at him, then back at me.

We both started laughing, soft and breathless.

I tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear. “I think it’s time,” I whispered, brushing a kiss to her cheek, “we take the party inside.”

I barely felt the cold as we stepped out of the hot tub and crossed the balcony, steam still clinging to our skin. The night air kissed my shoulders, sharp and thrilling, but inside I was burning. We left a trail of wet footprints behind us as we slipped back into the room, the sliding door closing with a soft click that felt final in the best possible way.

I was still only in my bikini bottoms, my skin flushed and hypersensitive, breasts heavy and bare beneath the warm lights. Lila was the same, her wet hair loose down her back, droplets sliding along the smooth planes of her stomach. Greg stood a few feet away from us in his swim trunks, still catching his breath, his chest rising and falling as he watched us with that stunned, hungry expression I loved so much. He looked overwhelmed, like he was trying to keep up with what was happening and failing in the most delicious way.

I glanced at him, taking in how hard he already was again, the outline obvious beneath the thin fabric. Then I turned to Lila, letting my hand drift to her hip as I spoke, my voice light but purposeful.

“What do you say we give him the best blow job of his life?”

Her eyes widened, then softened into a grin that made my stomach flip. “I’m down for that.”

I laughed, the sound bubbling out of me before I could stop it. “Down,” I repeated, arching a brow.

She laughed too, a little breathless, and together we sank to our knees in front of him. The carpet was thick and soft beneath us, but all I could think about was the way Greg’s breath stuttered as we looked up at him, two women kneeling between his legs, naked from the waist up and smiling like we knew exactly what we were doing.

I reached for the waistband of his swim trunks, my fingers brushing his hip as I tugged them down slowly. Lila helped, her hands warm and confident, and together we freed him. His cock sprang up between us, flushed and heavy, already twitching with anticipation. I wrapped my hand around the base, grounding him, feeling the thick weight of him in my palm.

Lila inhaled softly. “God,” she murmured. “He’s beautiful.”

Pride bloomed in my chest, hot and bright. I angled the tip toward her mouth, my thumb brushing over the sensitive head to smear the slick bead waiting there. “Go ahead,” I said quietly.

She leaned in, lips parting as she wrapped her mouth around him. I felt his whole body tense under my hand as she took him in, her lips sliding down slowly, tongue warm and curious as it traced along the underside. Greg groaned, a low, rough sound that vibrated through the room.

“Oh fuck,” he breathed, his hands flexing at his sides like he did not trust himself to touch us yet.

I stayed close, my hand still gripping him, guiding the pace just enough to keep him from losing himself too fast. Lila’s cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked him, her eyes half-lidded, focused. I watched her mouth move on him, watched the way his cock disappeared between her lips and reemerged slick and shining, and the sight sent a pulse of heat straight between my legs.

I shifted closer, letting my other hand cup his balls. They were warm and full, heavy in my palm. I rolled them gently, feeling them tighten as he reacted, his hips jerking forward an inch before he caught himself with a groan.

“Easy,” I murmured, smiling up at him. “We’re just getting started.”

I leaned in and pressed my mouth to his balls, kissing them softly at first, then opening my lips to take one into my mouth. I sucked gently, swirling my tongue as I heard him growl above me, the sound raw and unguarded. Lila pulled back just enough to let him breathe, then went back down on him, her rhythm slow and teasing.

We moved around each other without needing to speak, instinctive and unhurried. When Lila came up for air, I took her place, wrapping my lips around his cock and sliding down until my nose brushed his skin. He tasted familiar and new all at once, salt and heat and need. I bobbed my head slowly, keeping my hand firm at the base as I sucked, while Lila’s fingers took over at his balls, stroking and teasing.

He was losing control. I could feel it in the way his cock throbbed in my mouth, in the way his breathing turned ragged, his hips starting to rock despite himself.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “Helen… Lila… I’m not going to last.”

I pulled back, licking my lips, and looked up at him. “That’s the point.”

Lila leaned in and took him into her mouth again, this time with more urgency. Her lips slid faster, her tongue pressing firmly along the underside as she sucked him deep.

I watched them, my hand resting on his thigh, my chest tight with a mix of desire and something deeper. This was what I had wanted. Not just the sex, but the way he let go, the way he gave himself over while I watched and guided and shared him.

His hands finally came down, one tangling in Lila’s hair, the other bracing on my shoulder. He was careful, still, but the need was obvious. His voice dropped to a broken whisper as he warned us again, and I knew he was right on the edge.

I leaned in close to Lila, my lips brushing her ear. “Let him finish in your mouth,” I whispered. “I want to see it.”

Her eyes flicked up to mine, dark and excited, and she nodded without hesitation. She relaxed her jaw and took him deep, her throat working as she hollowed her cheeks again, her tongue flattening beneath him.

Greg cried out, his whole body locking up as he came. I felt it in the way his cock pulsed, thick and hard, in the way his grip tightened reflexively. Lila held him there, swallowing around him as he released, her eyes closed, focused, committed to taking all of him.

When she finally pulled back, breathless and flushed, she laughed softly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Greg sagged forward, shaking, his head dropping before he straightened again.

I rose to my feet slowly, helping Lila up beside me, and wrapped an arm around her waist. Greg looked at us like he could not quite believe what had just happened, his expression dazed and deeply satisfied.

Lila still had that soft, satisfied smile on her face. She stood beside me, warm and damp, her breasts still bare and glistening under the soft glow of the bedroom lights. Her hair clung to her neck in thick, tangled waves. My husband, still flushed and dazed from his release, leaned against the dresser like he didn’t trust his legs to keep him upright.

I was about to suggest we pour a drink, maybe stretch things out—but then Lila turned to me with a gleam in her eyes, her voice husky and playful.

“Now I want to taste you.”

The words landed between my thighs before they even reached my ears.

My mouth parted, heat blooming through my chest and lower, pulsing deeper as I backed slowly toward the bed. “You sure?” I asked, teasing, though I was already laying back against the comforter, propping myself on my elbows.

She didn’t answer. Just followed.

Lila hooked her fingers into the sides of my bikini bottoms and tugged them down slowly, letting her fingertips graze along my hips, then thighs, until the fabric was gone and I was fully bare beneath her. She took a moment to look—really look—her eyes dark and appreciative as they traced the soft folds of my pussy, already flushed with arousal. Then she knelt between my legs, spreading them apart with firm, steady hands as she lowered herself.

The first pass of her tongue made me suck in a sharp breath.

She was careful at first, exploratory. Her mouth moved slowly, licking through my slit, warm and wet and deliberate. She circled my clit without touching it at first, teasing, tasting everything but the part of me that ached most. Her breath warmed the slickness between my folds, and when she finally closed her lips around the tight nub and sucked, my hips bucked up involuntarily.

“Oh God,” I gasped, threading my fingers into her hair.

She didn’t stop. She moaned softly against me like she was enjoying the taste, the pressure of her mouth sending tremors down my thighs. Her tongue was strong and sure as it lapped through my folds, slow and messy, licking me open before she dipped just inside and dragged upward again. When she slid one finger in, then two, curling them just right, I nearly came on the spot.

I clutched her hair tighter, grounding myself. “Lila,” I breathed. “Have you ever… done anal?”

She glanced up at me, her lips shiny with my slick. “No,” she said. “But I’ve always been curious.”

A slow grin crept over my face. My pulse kicked higher. I turned toward Greg, who had inched closer, his cock visibly twitching back to life.

“Babe,” I said, voice low and gleaming with mischief, “get the lube from my bag. I want to watch you fuck her ass.”

Greg’s eyes widened, but he didn’t question it. He moved fast, rifling through my overnight bag until he found the little pink bottle I always packed—just in case.

Meanwhile, Lila had gone back to licking me, her fingers thrusting deeper now, rhythm building, making my toes curl and my hips chase every stroke of her tongue. I was on the edge—but I didn’t want to fall just yet.

“Wait,” I whispered, tugging gently at her shoulders.

She looked up, confused, lips parted, face flushed.

“I want to be closer.”

She blinked. “Closer?”

I pulled at her arm until she followed, crawling up the bed with me. Then I turned and slipped underneath her, and pulled her body over mine. She realized what I meant the moment her knees settled on either side of my head.

I tugged her bikini bottoms down. I felt the heat of her pussy above me, smelled her arousal as I reached up and parted her folds. She was soaked.

“Oh,” she whispered, breath catching.

Then her mouth found me again.

We moaned into each other at the same time, both devouring each other.

She tasted like salty skin, slightly sweet, unfamiliar and intoxicating. I licked her carefully at first, tracing the shape of her, then flattening my tongue and sliding it slowly over her clit, savoring the way she trembled above me. She gasped, nearly losing rhythm in her own licking as she sank lower onto my face.

Above, Greg was watching.

I could hear him breathing, hear the slick click of the lube bottle cap. I imagined him stroking himself again, watching us devour each other from just a few feet away, seeing our mouths and hands tangled between open thighs. It made me moan into her pussy, made me thrust my tongue deeper, faster, as she began to whimper against mine.

Her fingers were back inside me, slow and precise, curling up with every thrust of her tongue. And I couldn’t stop my hips from grinding into her mouth, chasing the release I’d been holding back.

She was so warm above me, so soft, and the moment I pushed a finger into her slick, tight hole, she bucked forward, crying out.

“Oh God—Helen⁠—”

We were a mess of limbs and mouths, sucking, licking, fingering—each movement echoing between us like a mirrored dance. Her wetness coated my lips. Mine coated hers. And Greg’s growl from behind her told me he was more than ready.

And I was about to have the best seat in the house.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat and something sweeter—curiosity tipping into craving, every touch feeding some new hunger. Lila hovered above me, her thighs trembling around my head, her lips slick against my folds as she moaned softly into me, her breath coming harder with every circle of my tongue. Her weight shifted as she rocked her hips forward, clearly aching for something more.

Greg stepped behind her, already slicked up, the lube glistening on his cock like glass under the soft light. His hand hovered just above the curve of her ass, thumb spreading her cheeks apart while the other squirted more lube along the tight ring of muscle above her pussy.

“You good?” he asked, voice low.

Lila didn’t answer with words. She pushed her hips back toward him, a needy little whimper escaping her throat. I felt it in my core, the vibration of her moan against me, and my own thighs clenched tighter around nothing.

Greg rubbed the head of his cock gently against her entrance, letting it smear the lube around. Then he leaned in and slid one finger against her rim, pressing slowly. Lila gasped, hips twitching. I watched from below, tilting my face just enough to see between her legs while my tongue still flicked against her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed. “That feels so⁠—”

Greg added more lube and slid another finger in, stretching her. I felt her open above me, felt the way her thighs flexed and her hips began to roll, chasing it, needing it deeper. My hands gripped her ass, spreading her wider for him while I sucked her clit between my lips, teasing her in rhythm with his fingers.

She was completely undone—wet and desperate, her voice reduced to gasps and whimpers. Greg removed his fingers slowly, then positioned himself again, pressing the tip of his cock back to her tight opening. I watched, breath held, as he began to push forward.

Lila cried out, not from pain but from that intense stretch, that thrilling discomfort that makes your whole body light up. Her hands clawed at the bedspread, and her thighs clamped around my head for a moment before loosening.

I moaned beneath her, both from the pressure of her tongue and from the sight of my husband easing inside another woman’s ass right in front of me. I couldn’t look away.

Greg moved slowly, inch by inch, easing past the resistance until his cock was buried halfway inside her. “Jesus Christ,” he groaned. “You’re so tight.”

Lila whimpered, grinding down against me as if that would help take him deeper. “Don’t stop,” she begged. “God, I want it all.”

He pressed in farther, his hands steady on her hips, until I saw the base of his cock kiss her skin. She gasped, and I felt her whole body tense above me—then melt.

I kept licking her, slow and steady, letting my tongue circle her swollen clit as she shuddered and moaned. The weight of her on my face, the sounds she made, and the guttural groans from Greg above her—it all made my head spin.

He began to move, shallow thrusts at first, careful. But soon he found a rhythm, his hips slapping softly against her ass with each slow push. His balls bounced above my face, and every time he sank into her, I felt Lila’s mouth fall open against my pussy. Her tongue slipped inside me again, messier now, fueled by everything happening behind her.

I couldn’t breathe for how turned on I was.

Watching Greg fuck her from behind, deep into the tightest part of her body, while I tasted the proof of her arousal—while her mouth was buried in me—it felt surreal. Taboo and electric and exactly what I’d fantasized about without ever fully admitting it.

“Oh my God,” I groaned, gripping her hips harder. “I can feel you moving inside her.”

Greg’s pace picked up, thrusts growing faster, more insistent. His breath came in hard pants as he rocked into her, ass flexing, hands digging into her waist. Lila was nearly incoherent now, her mouth leaving my clit only to cry out before returning with even more desperation.

We were a perfect, tangled mess—mouths, fingers, hips, rhythm. I couldn’t tell who was making what sound anymore. I just knew I was getting close.

Lila’s moans deepened into something primal. She arched against him, back bowed beautifully above me. “I’m gonna come,” she gasped.

Greg’s hands tightened, his voice raw. “Me too.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged, voice ragged. “Don’t stop. I’m⁠—”

And then we were all gone.

Lila came with a sharp cry, her thighs locking around my head as her pussy clenched and pulsed against my mouth. Greg thrust hard once, then again, and let out a sound I’d never heard from him before—pure pleasure, raw and ragged—as he spilled deep inside her.

And I came too.

It hit hard, unexpected, my hips bucking up against Lila’s mouth as everything inside me clenched and trembled, every nerve lit up like wildfire.

For a few breathless seconds, no one moved.

Just the sound of panting. The weight of Lila slumped above me. Greg’s hands still gripping her. My fingers shaking against her thighs.

Then Lila exhaled, laughing weakly.

“Holy shit,” she mumbled.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and slick skin, the room still pulsing faintly with the heat we’d created. Lila’s body draped halfway over mine, her head resting against my shoulder, her breath tickling the curve of my neck. Greg lay on her other side, one hand lazily stroking her back, his chest still rising and falling like he hadn’t fully come down yet.

I felt deliciously used—in the best possible way. My thighs were still trembling, and the air smelled like sex and lube.

None of us said anything for a long moment. We just laid there, warm and dazed, listening to the hum of the heater and the occasional crackle from the fireplace across the room. My fingers drifted along Lila’s arm. Her skin was damp, her muscles soft now under my touch.

Greg leaned over her and kissed me, then leaned back.

“You okay?” I asked her softly, almost amused by how blissed-out she looked.

She let out a quiet laugh, eyes still closed. “I don’t even know what I am right now.”

I smiled and kissed the side of her head. “You’re in bed with two very satisfied people.”

She cracked one eye open and looked at me. “So I see.”

I hesitated for a moment, then ran my hand slowly down her arm again. “You should stay the night.”

That made her lift her head, brows rising. “Oh?”

I shrugged, playful. “Unless you’re dying to head back to your room on wobbly legs.”

She smirked. “You two are going to be trouble.”

“That’s not a no,” I teased, lips curving.

Her eyes glittered with amusement. “It’s not a no.”

Greg chuckled, already sinking back into the pillows. Lila curled between us again, more relaxed this time.

After a beat, I stretched and ran my fingers through my hair, still damp at the roots. “Come on,” I murmured, nudging Lila gently. “Let’s clean up before round two. Or, you know, have round two while we clean up.”

She groaned playfully but sat up with a smile. “God help me.”

I just smiled wider. “Too late.”

The shower hissed to life with a rush of hot water, steam curling almost immediately into the glass as the three of us stepped inside. The tile was cool beneath my feet, but the warmth from the jets soaked into my skin within seconds. Lila moved toward the spray first, lifting her face to the water with a soft sigh, her golden hair falling in wet, tangled waves down her back. I followed close behind, a bottle of body wash already in my hand.

She looked over her shoulder, water sliding down her body in glossy trails, and gave me a small, almost shy smile. I didn’t say a word—just poured the soap into my palm and began to lather her slowly, starting at her shoulders. My fingers moved in circles, massaging the suds into her skin, gliding down over her breasts and across her sides.

She closed her eyes again and let me. The water carried the scent of something warm and citrusy, and the slick slide of soap over her bare skin made my fingers linger longer than I needed to. I moved around her slowly, letting my hands trace the curve of her waist, then dip between her breasts, spreading the foam across her chest with soft sweeps of my thumbs over her nipples. They peaked quickly under my touch.

Behind us, I heard Greg groan softly.

I looked back and saw him standing just under the secondary spray, his hands braced on the tile behind him as the water poured down his chest and over his abs. His cock was already hard again—thick and rising—and I watched a shiver run down him as he reached to pump a little soap into his palm, cleaning himself off slowly.

Lila followed my gaze and bit her bottom lip. “Is he always like this?” she asked quietly.

“Only when he’s really turned on,” I said, smiling as I leaned forward to kiss her neck. “You’ve had that effect on him since the ski lesson.”

Greg stepped closer, his cock glistening with both water and anticipation. He reached for her, sliding his hands down her slick hips. She let him, one hand bracing against my shoulder as he lifted her right leg and hooked it high around his waist.

Then he pressed forward.

I watched, breath catching, as his cock found her entrance—her pussy this time—and slid in slowly, thick and hard and aching with need. Lila moaned into my neck, her whole body jolting slightly as he filled her. I held her upright as he pushed deeper, supporting her weight against my chest. She clung to me with both arms now, and I could feel the tension ripple through her as Greg bottomed out inside her.

“Jesus,” she whispered, head falling to my shoulder. “He feels…”

“I know,” I said, stroking her wet hair, smiling.

Greg didn’t wait long to move. The shower echoed with the slap of skin against skin as he rocked into her, slow at first, savoring it, but already picking up pace. Her body jolted with every thrust, and I could feel her breath catch with each one.

I cupped her breasts again, kissing her jawline as she let out a sharp moan. “You’re so hot like this,” I whispered. “Taking him again. Letting me touch you while he fucks you.”

She turned her head to kiss me, lips slick and desperate. Our tongues met between ragged breaths as Greg drove into her harder, his grip firm on her ass now, anchoring her in place with her leg still hooked high around him. I swallowed her moans, licking into her mouth as she whimpered against me.

I bent my head to her chest again, sucking one nipple into my mouth while my free hand rolled the other. Her hips rocked between the both of us, caught between my tongue and his cock, completely undone.

“Greg,” she gasped. “Harder.”

He groaned and obeyed, slamming into her with more force now, his body slapping against hers, water splashing around our feet. Her cries pitched higher, more urgent. Her nails dug into my back, and I kissed her again, hard and messy, as her orgasm overtook her.

Her whole body shook between us. I felt her go tight, then ripple, muscles clenching around him as she came with a strangled cry into my mouth. Greg’s rhythm stuttered and then broke completely, and I watched his face twist in that familiar, beautiful way as he drove into her one last time and came deep inside her.

For a few heartbeats, we just stood like that—soaked, tangled, shaking.

Lila let out a breathless laugh, head falling forward against my shoulder. “Okay,” she panted. “Now that… was trouble.”

Greg eased her leg down gently, steadying her, before leaning into the tile wall to catch his breath. I kept stroking Lila’s back while the water rinsed over all three of us, washing away the last traces of slick and lube and sweat.

Eventually, I reached for the body wash again and handed it to Greg, who still looked slightly stunned.

Lila glanced between us with flushed cheeks and damp lashes. “You two are going to ruin me this week.”

I grinned. “Only if you let us.”

She raised a brow. “You say that like I won’t.”

I turned off the water with a satisfying click, steam still curling around our bodies. I kissed her one more time on the lips, then stepped out into the cool air of the bathroom, reaching for towels with a grin.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun this week.”

And I meant it.


Man Next Door




Chapter One




“Oh my, Polly,” said Sandra, “sexy Rhett hasn’t changed one bit.” She chewed on her lower lip as she stared out the window and across the street to our old neighbor’s house. Sandra and I grew up in the same subdivision along our friend, Valerie – Rhett’s daughter. We never told Valerie how hot we thought her dad was to keep things from getting awkward, but Sandra and I talked about him any time she wasn’t around.

Now things were different. Sandra and I were home from college for summer break, and Valerie was out of state. Rhett was just a lonely single father with no children to look after and two lust-filled eighteen year olds across the street.

“Is he still doing lawn work?” I asked, walking up beside Sandra and pressing my shoulder close to hers so I could get a good look.

“You know it,” she said, drool practically falling from her chin.

I joined her with my cup of coffee and watched a shirtless, tattoo covered Rhett mow his lawn with a beer in one hand. His familiar thick, bulging muscles glistened underneath his sweat. His dark hair was cut short on the sides with a little length left on top. He had a few tattoos – mostly sentimental. Sandra and I used to ask him about all of them when we were little, but Valerie told us there was one we’d never seen.

Sandra and I always wondered where he kept that one at.

“Oh, wouldn’t you just die if you could get him to just kiss you?” I asked her, my mind wandering into forbidden territory with my friend’s dad. He was 20 years older than us, but looked mature rather than aged. He was the type of guy that seemed like he’d know his way around a woman’s body.

“If?” she asked. “That’s my project this summer. And we’re going to do more than kiss by the time I’m through with him.”

I scoffed. “You are not. Good luck, anyway. A man like that could get any girl he wants.”

“Then why isn’t he with anyone?” she asked. “Maybe he’s waiting for someone like me to come along.”

“In your dreams,” I said with narrow eyes. We had a stare down for a few minutes before bursting into laughter. I didn’t tell her, but I secretly hoped she would get somewhere with Rhett, if for nothing more than to hear about his hidden tattoo.

“Oh we do plenty in my dreams,” said Sandra. “But I’m about to make those dreams a reality. With Valerie out of the way, and me being of legal age-“

“Like that would’ve stopped you before,” I teased.

“Ahem. Like I was saying,” she said with a glare and a smile. “Now is the perfect opportunity for me to tease Rhett into submission. And if I succeed, you can bet I’ll send him after you next.”

“You promise?” I asked, half-jokingly.

“Pinkie promise,” she said. Sandra tightened the elastic that sat on top of her head, holding up her long, wavy blonde ponytail. Despite being put up, it fell almost to the middle of her back. I envied her hair for a moment and then pictured Rhett tugging it while he pounded her from behind. My legs quivered and my panties became instantly wet.

“I hope you succeed,” I told her. I moved in and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek – something we’d done for a long time to show our devotion to one another.

“Do I ever not get what I want?” she asked.

I didn’t even have to think about it before I answered. “No,” I said. “You always get exactly what you want.”

She smiled and I knew then by the look in her eyes that this time would be no exception.


Chapter Two




“Watch this,” said Sandra as she descended my stairs in her hot pink bikini. Sandra’s breasts were attempting to spill out of her top. She’d always been on the larger end with a tiny waist. She probably needed more support than a bikini could give her, but the rest of us didn’t mind the show she was putting on.

“What are you going to do?” I asked with a smile. I followed her into my garage as she opened the door. She picked up one of my parent’s folding lawn chairs that was leaning against the wall and carried it out to the front yard with her. I hid in the shadows of the garage while I watched her dangle herself in front of Rhett who was almost finished with his yard.

His eyes caught her instantly. He stopped in his tracks while he watched her set up the chair and recline in it to soak up some sun. She lay her hands above her head so her chest pushed forward even more. I was far away from Rhett, but I swore I caught him licking his lips to the sight of her.

Sandra lifted her head and waved at Rhett. “Oh hi, Mr. Jones!” she called. “How’s Valerie?”

He cleared his throat and walked to the edge of his driveway. His muscles twitched from his work load and the sweat dripped down his tanned skin. “She’s good, Sandra. School is treating her well. I sure do miss her, though. Gets lonely around here.”

Sandra looked at me with a smile. She turned back to him and stood up, walking to the end of my parents’ driveway. “I can imagine,” she said. “I miss Valerie too.”

Rhett kept his eyes on Sandra. His gaze swept her figure from head to toe. He bit his lower lip and took a small step forward. “What are you and Polly up to this summer? Staying out of trouble, I hope.” My heart raced when I heard my name. I pressed my body close to the wall to be certain he couldn’t see me.

“You know me and Polly,” she replied. “Trouble is the only way we know how to have a good time.”

Rhett laughed from the depth of his lungs. It was a rough, genuine laugh. He shook looked down and shook his head with a smile. Then, without lifting his chin, his eyes swept up the length of Sandra’s body.

“You know,” Sandra said, crossing the street toward Rhett and closing the distance between them. As she neared him, her voice got quieter until I could barely make out her words. “I could bring you some dinner tonight. My parents will be out of town and Polly has other plans. I’ll be lonely too.”

I pressed my ear as close to the opening of the garage as possible without being seen. My heart thudded against my chest as I wondered what he’d say.

“Oh, I don’t know, Sandra. That sounds great, but I don’t know if it’s such a good idea,” he said, rubbing the back of his thick neck. Sandra was only inches from him now, her fingers lingering on his bicep as she spoke.

“I promise it’ll be our little secret,” she said just above a whisper. Their eyes locked into a heated gaze. He swallowed the lump building in his throat. He brought a hand to her neck and dragged his knuckles down along her collar bone while staring at her breasts.

“You’re too pretty to turn down,” he said with serious eyes that burned into her. “Dinner would be lovely.”

Sandra squealed with excitement and threw her arms around his neck, pressing her full breasts into his bare chest. “Oh! You won’t regret it!” she cried. “I’ll be by around 7.”

He exhaled as she pulled away. His eyes followed her body as she skipped back to my place. He didn’t go inside his house until she was back in the garage, squeezing my shoulders and smiling brightly. “I’m having dinner with Rhett!”

“I heard,” I said. “I can’t believe you got him to agree.”

“He wants me,” she said, dropping her arms and taking a step back. Her eyes focused on something imaginary in the distance. A dream or an idea.

“How do you know?”

Her eyes focused on mine. “Because when I hugged him, his cock stiffened against my tummy.”

I swallowed. “Wow. It doesn’t get any clearer than that.” My panties were soaked from the excitement, but I couldn’t help feeling a little jealous. Rhett was the hottest man either of us had ever seen, and now Sandra had proof that he wanted her. I wondered if there was any hope for him wanting a girl like me.

I was attractive enough, but my body had more hips than breasts. My hair was brown and shoulder length, not the beautiful golden strands that my friend had. But when I thought of the two of them together, it made my skin tingle. I wouldn’t even think of stopping Sandra from going through with it.

“Congratulations,” I said with a full heart. My jealousy lingered, but was quickly overshadowed by my pride for Sandra.

“Thanks. Now help me get ready,” she said.


Chapter Three




I helped Sandra into a tight, slinky black dress and gave her my opinion on which color lipstick she should wear. Ultimately, Sandra was the type to do what she wanted. Asking for my opinion was just a formality.

I watched her cross the street with the dinner I had helped her prepare. She had a few Tupperware containers full as she knocked on the door. I watched through my front windows as Rhett, wearing a tight black v-neck, let Sandra inside.

Sandra had told him my parents would be home, but she had lied. They were out of town for the weekend on a cruise. I sat alone in my parents’ dark house, nervous with anticipation. I kept checking the windows for any sign of movement inside, but I could only make out faint shadows.

It was two hours later before I heard from Sandra. She returned to my house looking like a wreck. “I did it,” she said with a sly smile. “I fucked Rhett Jones.”

“You did not!” I cried out, shaking my head in disbelief. My body tingled and my skin prickled as she started in on the details.

“Oh, I did. It was the best sex of my life!”

“How much have you had?” I asked her, realizing we’d never discussed it before.

“Not too much, but enough. You?”

I rubbed my elbow and looked away. I was a virgin, but I didn’t want Sandra to know that. “Same here,” I said with a weak smile.

“Oh my god,” she said. “You’re a virgin?”

“What’s the big deal?”

“There isn’t one. I just thought you and Tom got pretty serious last year.”

“We did. I mean, we almost did it. Then I broke up with him.”

“Because you were nervous?”

“Because he wasn’t the right guy.”

Sandra laughed. “You don’t wait for the right guy,” she said. “You practice with the wrong guys so you’re ready when the right one comes along. I never could’ve seduced someone like Rhett without experience first.” Her gaze wandered to the window and looked across the street. She was reminiscing about her actions moments ago.

“Oh my god,” she said. “That’s it!”

“What?”

“You don’t have experience, but I do. I’ll set you and Rhett up and help him give you a first you’ll never forget!”

“What? No. No way,” I said, walking away from her and toward the kitchen. I needed a tall glass of water and fast.

“Hearing you talk about him is one thing,” I said, feeling the parchedness of my tongue. “There’s no way I can do anything like that.”

“Sure you can,” she said, poking my shoulder. “If you just let me show you how it’s done…”

I filled a glass with water and gulped it down. I looked nervously at the front door and then back to Sandra. “Do you think he’d even go for something like that? I mean what if he turns us down?”

“There’s no way he’s going to turn down what he just had and a virgin. The guy is lonely. He’s watched us grow up. He’s seen us blossom into beautiful young adults. There’s no way he’s turning that down.”

I gulped down more of my water. “I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t think I can do something like that.”

“You’re eighteen and you’re still a virgin. How much longer do you plan on waiting? And don’t you want it to be with someone as handsome and experienced as Rhett?”

Her arguments were persuasive. No one could compare to Rhett for my first time. I’d dreamed about him all through high school. I’d masturbated to the thought of him on a regular basis. But it was all safe. I was never going to actually do something with him.

“I’m not taking no for an answer,” said Sandra, her eyes hard and cold.

I gulped down the last of my water and set the glass on the counter. “Okay,” I said, flinching. “I’ll try it. I don’t think Rhett’s going to go for it, but we can try.”

Sandra hooked her arm through mine and leaned in close. “That’s a good girl,” she whispered. My eyes widened and she cupped my cheek with her free hand. She closed her eyes and pressed her lips to mine, sending a hot wave down my spine.

I pulled back quickly and instinctively. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She smiled as if she was expecting my reaction. “I’m doing what he’s going to want us to do,” she told me. Then she leaned in again and slipped her tongue between my lips.

My body shook against hers and my legs trembled. My panties were soaked and Sandra moved her hand to my thigh. It slipped between them until her fingers brushed along the seam of my jeans, pushing against my wet slit. I let out a moan and she giggled.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now let’s dress you up a little bit.”


Chapter Four




Sandra dressed me in red and curled my hair. It was still early but it wouldn’t be for much longer. I didn’t feel comfortable going back across the street after ten. I guessed it was my old childhood rules sticking with me.

“You look stunning,” said Sandra as she stared at the finished project. “Now, let’s go play with our neighbor.”

I followed her out of the door and squeezed my fingers as we crossed the street. It was like a bad dream. The house grew bigger and bigger as we neared it. Even though I’d seen it a million times before, it seemed dark and ominous that night. Sandra knocked on the door and a surprised Rhett pulled it open to greet us.

“Sandra, honey. What are you doing here?”

“I thought you might like some dessert,” she said with a mischievous smile. She rested her hand on my back and pushed me forward. I tripped on my heel and Rhett reached out to catch me.

“Polly, are you okay?”

I looked up at his concerned eyes and nearly stopped breathing. He was gripping my biceps. He was strong and still somehow gentle. He was caring and beautiful. I wanted to reach up and kiss him, but I knew he wouldn’t be expecting it. I pushed away from him and said, “I’m fine.”

“Sandra, what is this about?”

“Let us in, and I’ll explain.”

Rhett looked suspicious but stepped to the side to make way for us. We slipped into his foyer and back toward the living room we had played in as kids. I sat on the sofa and Sandra sat beside me. Rhett sat in a chair to the side, keeping his distance until he knew exactly what was happening.

“Polly here is a virgin,” she said.

“Sandra!” I cried out, elbowing her and feeling my cheeks burn hot.

She laughed and continued. “I was hoping you could give her a magical first time.”

Rhett looked away nervously and rubbed his neck. “Sandra, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“She already knows about us,” Sandra shot back.

Rhett looked up at me with wide, fearful eyes.

“I won’t tell,” I told him. “I promise.”

He exhaled and shifted awkwardly in his chair. He gripped the arms of it in both hands and his eyes darted back and forth as if looking for an answer to his problems. “I don’t think it would be right for Polly’s first time to be with me,” he said honestly. “It should be with someone she loves.”

“She wants to be good for someone she loves,” argued Sandra. “And besides, the two of us have had a crush on you since we were kids.”

Rhett blushed and shifted again. “I don’t need to know a thing like that,” he said. His eyes burned into me instead of looking away, and then they cascaded down my body. He swallowed and licked his lips. “Polly, is this what you want?”

I looked nervously at Sandra who urged me with her brows to agree. “Yes,” I said finally, feeling a weight fall from my shoulders. “I’ve wanted you as long as I can remember.”

“Well, go on,” said Sandra, brushing her fingers against my cheek and looping them around my ear. She leaned in and kissed me, making sure our tongues were visible to Rhett. She pulled back and smiled. “Go on and show him how much you want it.”

My pussy throbbed between my legs and I looked at Rhett. His eyes were wide and filled with curiosity. I stood up slowly, my knees wobbly. I walked over toward Rhett who swallowed the lump in his throat. I sat in his lap and leaned forward.

I felt a chill go down my spine as he slipped his thick hand under my hair to cup my cheek and neck. He leaned up to meet me and his rough lips pressed against mine. I felt like I could melt in his lap and die happy.

He pulled back and lifted his eyes to mine. “Are you sure this is what you want?” he whispered.

I hesitated, but I nodded. “I’m sure,” I said with a shaky voice.

“Then stand up,” he said. His words took me by surprise. I stood up from his lap and Sandra stood from the couch. Rhett leaned down and scooped me up in his arms in one thrust. I gasped and wrapped my arms around his neck to keep from falling. He stared at my eyes and then moved down to my breasts as he carried me down the hallway to the bedroom. “You really developed into a beautiful young woman,” he said.

My legs tingled and my heart raced. “Thank you,” I said in a squeaky tone. He leaned his head down and kissed my forehead before laying me on the bed. Sandra was right behind him, wrapping her hands around his waist and lifting his shirt up slowly.

Rhett turned to Sandra, wrapped an arm around her, and kissed her passionately. I felt a pang of jealousy but a wave of pleasure watching them. He pulled back and returned his focus to me.

He crawled on all fours above me, his upper body flexing in the dim bedroom light. I ran my small hands up his biceps to make sure this wasn’t all a dream. My eyelids fell closed as I took in the feeling of his thick muscles. When the re-opened, he was leaning into my neck and pressing his lips against my tender skin.

Every sensitive point of my body came alive when he kissed my neck. His hot breath rolled over my skin and his hands reached underneath me to unzip my dress. He switched sides and pulled the straps of my red dress down my arms, slowly rolling the fabric over my breasts.

He reached around to my back again and unfastened my black bra. I helped him ease it off and I tensed as he gazed at my bare, virgin breasts. He leaned down and took a nipple between his lips, rolling it and flicking his tongue across the skin.

I arched my back and gripped his hair, holding his head to my chest. He switched breasts and sucked again. He slowly moved my dress down my body and kissed down my stomach. Sandra ran her hands up his back and looked me in the eyes.

“Good girl,” she said. “He’s going to fuck you so good. But there’s just one catch.”

“What?” I choked out between moans as Rhett slid my dress down my legs.

“You’re going to think of him fucking me while he does it.”

I nodded as I panted. She didn’t even have to say it. I knew I could think of nothing else. I was already wondering if this is how he treated her. Is this the way he kissed her? The way he undressed her? I knew I’d be wondering if he was fucking me the same way too.

Rhett slid his fingers along my wet panties and pushed them into my slit. “You really do want this,” he said with a smile.

I nodded again. “I do,” I said. “Please fuck me.”

“I will,” he said, slowly removing my panties from my hips and rolling them down my legs. “But I shouldn’t. Not after watching you grow up all these years.”

His words made my body burn like it was on fire. “I know,” I said. “I know we shouldn’t. But I can’t help it. I need it.”

“I told you,” Sandra told Rhett. “She’s been fantasizing about this for years.”

Sandra’s words made Rhett growl. He lifted my legs and rested them on his thick shoulders as he slipped his head between my thighs. His hot breath rolled over my wet pussy and made me shiver. He dragged his tongue along the opening, parting my folds and sucking my clit in. I slid my fingers back into his hair and gripped the strands. I rocked my hips against him and let out a cry.

“Don’t let her come yet,” said Sandra. Rhett pulled back and my body ached with need.

“What? Why?” I asked pleadingly.

“You’re not going to come until he’s inside you,” said Sandra. Rhett raised a brow at her but she only smiled. “I want you to come on the cock that I came on.”

Rhett growled again and stood up. He unfastened his jeans and slid them down with his briefs. The two of us were naked now and I gasped at the sight of big, thick cock. I’d never seen one in person and it was huge.

“I think she likes it,” teased Sandra. “That’s my good girl,” she said, reaching over and running her hands along my breasts.

I moaned and felt Rhett press the tip of his cock to my pussy. “I’ll be gentle,” he said, but I pushed my hips forward to help ease him in.

He groaned and fell onto his hands, placing them on either side of my waist. “You want it bad, don’t you?” he asked.

I wrapped my hands around his neck, looked him straight in the eye and nodded. He thrust his hips forward until he sank deep inside of me. I arched my back and let out a wild moan. My body felt like it was splitting with the girth of him and pulsing around his length.

Sandra moved to the side of the bed and climbed in near my head. She reached over and massaged my breasts as Rhett gently pulled his hips back.

“I can’t last that long,” I told her. “Not with you touching me too.”

She leaned down and kissed me. “That’s okay. He’s not going to last very long inside your virgin pussy, either.”

Rhett growled again and thrust forward. A jolt of electricity shot through me as he pushed in deeper. He rocked his hips back forth and brought his thumb to my clit. He circled it as he thrust in and out of me.

Sandra teased my nipples, even tugging on them hard while Rhett slammed his thick cock into me. I wrapped my legs around his ass to urge him in deeper. This was all I ever wanted and I didn’t want it to end.

I looked up at Sandra while Rhett fucked me. “Is this how he fucked you?” I asked.

She smiled and whispered, “You’re a good girl for thinking about that. But no. He fucked from behind while tugging my hair. He pounded me even harder than he’s pounding you.”

My eyelids fell closed and I pictured it, like I had earlier that day. Rhett circled my clit and pushed in. My body shook and quivered underneath the two of them. I panted and trembled as I came down.

Rhett let out a low groan and his cock expanded inside of me, shooting his load deeper than I thought it could go. Its warm, stickiness filled me and I collapsed with my mouth open in a stunned gasp.

Sandra slipped her tongue inside and I wrapped my lips around it. Rhett slipped his cock out of my pussy and I felt his come drip down toward my ass.

“Shit,” he said. “That pussy was very tight.”

I lifted my head and smiled at him. Then I crawled to my knees and threw my arms around his neck. My bare breasts pushed against his chest and we kissed.

“This was the best first time a girl could’ve asked for,” I told him.

His thick hands gripped my waist and Sandra leaned her body up against my back, wrapping her arms around the two of us.

“I’m happy to hear that,” said Rhett. His eyes darted to Sandra’s. “Maybe it won’t be our last.”

“Certainly not, Mr. Jones,” said Sandra.

“Oh god,” he replied with a laugh. “That brings back memories.”

I turned to Sandra and we giggled. It definitely wasn’t the last time we had fun with Rhett. We just made sure Valerie never found out.


Beach House




Chapter One




The sun set over the horizon, casting pink and purple hues over the clouds that drifted by. Katie was already in the ocean, topless, daring me to come in and chase her. The catch was that she wanted me to be topless too.

“Come on, Lauren!” she called to an almost empty beach. I kept my hands plastered to my sides as I walked in. The water was warm, but just barely. I felt goose pimples crawl over my skin and tighten my nipples under my bikini top. Once I was almost completely submerged in the waves, I reached behind my back and untied my top. “Woohoo!” called Katie when she saw me fling my top backward toward the beach. I gasped in horror as I watched a wave drag it back into the ocean. I tried to swim after it, but it kept drifting farther away from me.

“Why do I let you talk me into these things?” I asked Katie once I finally caught up with her. “Now what am I supposed to do? My top is on its way to Hawaii.”

“I guess you’re just going to have to let loose for a change,” she teased. I cocked my brow at her and frowned. I looked back at the sand and saw a few people still hanging around despite the night creeping in.

Katie sighed. “I’ll grab you my shirt and bring it to you when we’re done, okay? If you had taken your top off back by the towels like I had, this wouldn’t have happened.”

“And if I hadn’t submitted to peer pressure, it also wouldn’t have happened,” I teased, sticking my tongue out.

“Oh, you know you love it,” she said with a glimmer in her eye. “I make your life more exciting.”

She wasn’t wrong. Katie did make my life more exciting. Sometimes I wondered if it was too exciting. “Make it more exciting by finding me a boyfriend,” I joked.

“I can find you one in fifteen minutes, but none that you’d approve of. You need to loosen up to find a guy. You keep looking for Mr. Right instead of someone to get you laid. You’re twenty one. You don’t need to find a husband just yet.”

“I’m not looking for a husband, geez. I’m just not going to spread my legs for the first guy who agrees.”

“That’s where you and I are very different,” she joked.

We were different. Complete opposites in fact, but that’s what attracted us to each other. We loved calling out each other’s differences and challenging the other one. Katie did most of the challenging, while I just teased her.

But it was Katie who eventually found a guy that was too perfect. He was so perfect, in fact, that we both wanted him. And Katie wasn’t one to back down from a fight.

We met him in a bar on the beach that summer. We were staying at a cute little house a few blocks away. The bar was full of younger people our age, but Will seemed a little older. Not by much, but old enough to look mature and handsome in a way that drew me in instantly.

We’d found a spot on the outdoor patio and took our drinks with us. He was in the opposite corner, obscured by a small crowd of frat and sorority types. He was alone, but not lonely. His dark hair swayed gently in the breeze and his eyes were as blue as the ocean. The string lights that lined the deck made his eyes sparkle like stars against the waves.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and chugged my drink.

Katie noticed. “Woah, hey there,” she said with a smile. “What’s gotten into you?” She followed my line of sight until she saw him. “That is one hot man.”

“Him,” I said. “I want him.”

“You better do something then,” she said, “or I’m going to swipe him from you.”

Her words didn’t faze me. As long as one of us ended up with him, I’d be happy. But I’d be happiest if it was me. Will caught my gaze and smiled with one half of his mouth. Then he stood up slowly and walked toward us.

“Here he comes. Here he comes,” I said, patting my friend’s bare thigh under the table like a schoolgirl. Her shorts were so tight and short that her entire leg was practically exposed. One slip and my fingers could’ve brushed her sensitive pussy easily.

“Mind if I buy you ladies a drink?” he asked once he reached our table. Katie waited for me to speak, but I couldn’t. My throat tightened and choked my words. I shook my head, feeling my cheeks burn hot.

“No,” said Katie finally. “We’d love another drink, but we’d love it more if you joined us while we drank them.”

She was so damn smooth. I stared at her with my mouth open, but her eyes were fixated on my man. She stretched her slender, tanned arm across the wood table and he took it gently. “My name is Katie,” she said with the same sparkle in her eyes that he had.

“I’m Will,” he said, letting his gaze switch between us every few seconds.

“This is Lauren,” Katie said, introducing us. I took his hand and smiled, feeling my heart thud in my chest. He was the most handsome man I’d ever seen. He wore a fitted, cream t-shirt and dark wash jeans. He sat down in the open chair across from us so that we formed a perfect triangle. When the waitress came by to check on us, he asked her to move our tab to his. She frowned and bit her lip as if she was jealous. I couldn’t blame her. If I’d been his waitress, I’d have been hoping he’d notice me too.

Will asked us about college and our plans for the future. Lauren answered every question with a little sass and flirtation. I watched the two of them interact with a tingle creeping between my legs. I kept my knees together to try and suppress it, but the desire to rock in my chair and relieve myself was strong.

“I can’t stay much longer,” he said, “but maybe we could meet up tomorrow night? I’m in town for a few more days on business, but otherwise I’m alone. It’d be nice to have some company.”

“Sounds great,” I said, trying not to sound too desperate.

Will turned to me and smiled sheepishly. Then his eyes lifted to mine with a cold depth that hooked me for life. “Perfect. Let’s say here, eight o’clock?”

I nodded in silence, dumbfounded by his gorgeous eyes. Katie leaned forward, resting her chin on her hands and smiled while her eyelashes fluttered. “See you then,” she said in a tone that was skillfully sexy.

He turned to her and in a low voice said, “It’s a date.”

I felt a pang of jealousy at the way they interacted, but it was always quelled whenever he looked at me. It was as if this guy had a way of connecting to both of us in our own unique ways. Once he left, the bickering began and lasted all the way back to our little beach house.

“He’s mine,” fought Katie. “You wouldn’t know what to do with him anyway.”

“Oh? And you would? I’m the one that saw him. And what happened to getting me a boyfriend?”

“You want a husband,” she teased. “This man is no one’s husband.”

“He could be someone’s husband,” I joked. “He is away on business after all. Maybe he’s hiding his hidden marriage.”

“Maybe. All the more reason for it to be me who gets him,” she said. “Unless,” she said, turning to me in the kitchen and resting her forearms on my shoulders. Her fingers twirled the strands of my shoulder length brown hair. Her eyes were wild with imagination.

“Unless what?”

“Unless we share him,” she said. Her nose wrinkled as she smiled. She liked her idea. She liked it a lot.

“How do you mean?” I asked, not totally throwing the idea away. My body had tensed and tingled watching them interact earlier, but I wasn’t sure I could handle sharing a guy like Will with her. Anything else, I’d give her without question.

“Don’t be so naïve,” she said, tilting her head to one side and pouting. “I could help him give you what you want.”

Her sweet breath rolled over my nose and sent a chill down my spine. I was reminded of the one and only time we had kissed each other when we were younger in order to practice for boys. We hardly talked about it and we hadn’t done it since, but feeling her arms around me made me want to lean in and try it again.

“How could you do that?” I asked, my eyes sweeping over the soft features of her face.

“Well…who knows you better than I do?”

“No one,” I admitted, my attention lingering on her lips as she spoke.

“I could tell him just how to fuck you to drive you wild.”

“You don’t know me that well,” I teased. I broke our gaze to roll my eyes, but that’s when she caught me off guard. She leaned in and forced her lips to mine, prying them open with her tongue. One hand dropped from my shoulder to my breast and she brushed her thumb over the spot where my nipple rested.

I moaned and she smiled through our kiss. Her hand lowered further over my white shirt until it reached my denim skirt. Her fingers found the hem and slid between my inner thighs until they found my soaking wet panties. I moaned again as she teased my clit through the fabric, massaging the skin in a way that made me nearly fall to the floor.

I gasped and quivered as she touched me. Her tongue circled mine and her other hand found my untouched breast. It slid up under my shirt and cupped my bikini top. Then she pulled the small pink triangle to the side at the same time she pulled my panties to the side. One finger slid inside my slick pussy and her other fingers rolled my exposed nipple.

I arched my back and broke our kiss to give her greater access. I leaned against the counter behind me to keep from falling and I gasped as she brought me wave after wave of ecstasy. She smiled knowingly the whole time.

I came down and gripped the counter in my hands while I caught my breath. She pulled her fingers from my pussy and licked them clean. “I don’t know you, hm?” she asked with a raised brow.

I wanted to ask her how I tasted on her fingers, but I didn’t dare. “You got lucky,” I teased.

“I think you got lucky,” she said. We both erupted in a fit of giggles and I wondered how Katie was so good at keeping things from getting weird.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s say we agree to share him. What if he doesn’t want to? What if he only wants one of us?”

“He’s a man, isn’t he?” she scoffed.

“He’s not just any man. He seems…mature.”

“He’s just like any other man when it comes to sex, believe me. If he wasn’t, I’d have picked up on it.”

“How are you always so sure of yourself?” I asked her while I straightened my clothes.

“Experience,” she said seriously.

“I only meant, what if he prefers one of us over the other? I’m not as experienced or as sexy as you are.”

“Nonsense,” she said, her eyes focusing on me with full intensity. “You’re one of the sexiest girls on our whole campus. Just look at your perfect, perky breasts and slender hips. Every day I wake up wishing I had your looks.”

“Really?” I asked, looking down at my body and wondering how she saw the things she saw. “I wake up every day wanting yours.”

“Maybe one day we’ll trade,” she joked.

Katie and I watched a movie in bed until we both fell asleep.


Chapter Two




“What do you think about this one?” asked Katie, pulling out her tight black dress. I felt my stomach fall to the floor at the thought of Will seeing her in that. She would win for certain and I didn’t see how I could compare.

“You’d look stunning,” I told her, chewing on my bottom lip as I pictured her in it. “He’s not going to give me a second glance.”

“I don’t know,” she said, “he seemed careful to divide his attention equally last night. Maybe he won’t even show, though. That would make things easier.”

My chest ached at the thought of him not showing, even if it meant Katie and I were in some kind of strange erotic competition. “Yeah,” I said. “Maybe.”

I pulled out a pink sundress I had packed. It wasn’t skin tight like Katie’s and it was a little more girly than adult. I hadn’t pictured bringing any guys home on our trip, so I didn’t pack anything too sexy.

“Make sure you wear slutty panties,” she teased, wrinkling her nose again as she smiled.

“I didn’t pack any.”

“Poor thing,” she said, reaching into her bag and tossing me a white lace thong. “They’re brand new. Take them.”

“I couldn’t,” I said, noticing the expensive price tag still attached.

“My treat,” she said, “since I’ll end up stealing your man anyway.”

My heart fluttered at her words, even though I wanted him for myself. I took off my clothes and slid the panties up my slender legs. Katie watched me dress and I loved feeling her eyes on me.

“Your body really is beautiful,” she said.

I smiled and felt my cheeks burn. “Thanks.” I put on the sundress – foregoing a bra – and added my strappy sandals. Katie dressed herself and I took little peaks at her cute butt and full breasts. She looked just as good dressed as she had naked.

“Just like I said; stunning.”

She waved off my compliment and grabbed her purse. “Let’s go find Mr. Right Now.” I

I followed her out of the house and we arrived at the bar. Everyone was looking at us, but Will was nowhere to be seen. “Maybe he won’t show after all,” I said with a mixture of disappointment and relief. But then we turned the corner of the patio and saw him sitting in the same corner as the night before. This time, he wore a dark blue button up and black slacks.

“He dressed up for us, too,” said Katie with a giggle.

“Welcome back, ladies,” he said as we approached his table. “Would you like a drink?”

We nodded and he ordered us a round. We talked to Will about his work and how he liked the beach. Then Katie became unsettled. “I have a better idea,” she said. “Let’s go skinny dipping in the ocean.”

“It’s pitch black out there,” I said. “Who knows what’s lurking in the shadows.”

Katie reached into Will’s lap, underneath the table and gripped his thigh. “I think I have an idea.”

His cheeks flushed pink and he stared into her eyes. He clenched his jaw like he wanted to kiss her, but then he quickly turned back to me. “If it makes you uncomfortable, we don’t have to,” he said. “But I’m up for it otherwise.”

My throat tightened. “Me too,” I said without thinking.

“Great,” said Katie. “It’s settled.” She stood from her seat and walked away from the table. Will’s eyes followed her ass as her hips shook.

“After you,” he said finally, ushering me forward. I stood up and followed my friend. I peeked over my shoulder and caught him staring at me too. I felt my cheeks singe with heat and I giggled once I reached Katie.

“Are we really going to do this?” I asked her.

“If you’ll let us,” she teased.

“Ladies,” Will said, resting a hand on each of our lower backs and forcing his way between us. We led him down to the same spot we’d gone swimming the day before.

Katie started running in the sand like a free spirit. Will watched her run. “Aren’t you going to chase her?” he asked me.

“Oh,” I said. “I can never catch up to her. She’s always moving in some new direction or other.”

“I can see that,” he said with a sparkle in his eye. I stopped walking and stared into his deep blue irises. They focused on me and then lowered to my chest. He brushed my cheek with his hand and leaned in to kiss my lips softly. I felt my heart flutter and my pussy tingle.

When he broke our kiss, he took my hand and we followed after Katie. I wondered if she’d seen us kiss and if she’d be jealous. Once we met up with her, she spun around quickly and wrapped her arms around his neck. She hadn’t even seen his hand inside mine.

She smiled up at him and pressed her lips to his. I felt my heart leap with excitement and worry. He kissed her back, peeking through his lids at me. I wondered if he was checking on me and making sure it was okay. I smiled in case he was and his lids closed. Their lips parted and their tongues danced wildly.

Katie broke their kiss and removed her dress. Her breasts were bare and her nipples were hard in the cool breeze. Will stared with admiration and licked his lips. He leaned down to me and pressed his mouth to my ear. “She’s wild, isn’t she?”

“Aren’t you going to chase her?” I asked him, repeating his own question. He smiled and cocked his brow. He kissed my lips – this time with Katie staring right at us – and then he closed the distance to her. He unbuttoned his shirt and slid it from his shoulders until it fell to the sand. He gripped her waist in his hands and leaned his head down, wrapping his lips around her hard nipple.

Her fingers combed through his hair and her back arched. I bit my nails as I watched, feeling my legs quiver and my pussy heat with desire.

Will laid her on the sand and slowly removed her panties. They were soaking wet and I picked them up from the place he dropped them. Katie looked at me and mouthed I’m sorry, but I shook my head and smiled. I wanted her to have him as much as I wanted to have him for myself.

He slid his head between her legs and wrapped his lips around her soft, pleading mound. I turned over my shoulder to watch the coastline, making sure no one was around to catch us. We were hidden by the darkness of the night and a few rocks, but it wouldn’t take much for someone to see two naked bodies in the sand.

When I felt certain we were safe, I shifted my gaze back to my friend who was writhing underneath the man I wanted. She clawed his hair and whimpered. Her back arched and she looked completely submissive to him. I’d never seen her submit to anyone before.

I lowered my body to the sand and slid a hand between my legs. I lifted my skirt and dipped my fingers into the white lace panties Katie had let me borrow. She came, screaming his name and he wiped his went to wipe his mouth of her.

“Wait!” I called and moved beside him. I gripped his jaw in one hand and turned his face to mine. I kissed his lips to taste my friend’s orgasm on his mouth. He wrapped his arms around my waist and pushed his come covered lips hard into mine. He huffed through his nose and I could tell he was getting close to losing control himself.

He pulled back and flipped Katie onto her stomach. She moaned as he pulled her hips up to his waist. He unfastened his slacks and pulled them down with his briefs just low enough that his long, thick cock fell out.

He placed the tip at Katie’s entrance and paused. He turned to me and smiled. “Would you like to taste it?” My eyes widened and I nodded. “Beg for it,” he added.”

“Please,” I begged. “Let me taste your thick, beautiful cock before you fuck my friend.”

He groaned and shifted his hips toward me. I bent over at the waist, still touching my clit inside my panties as I wrapped my lips around his head. He pressed firmly on the back of my skull and pushed his cock back toward my throat. I gagged and he let up a little before shoving it back in, deeper and harder.

He gripped my hair and thrust a few more times before pulling me off him. He kissed me hard as he slid his cock inside Katie’s eager pussy. She moaned as he pushed in deep and I broke our kiss to watch him fuck her.

Katie slid her hand across the sand for me to take it. I placed my free hand against her palm and our fingers folded together. Will gripped her hips and slammed his cock deep and hard into her.

“Lay next to her,” he commanded in a low deep voice. “I want to see both of you.”

I did as I was told. I laid next to my best friend on my stomach. Our cheeks pressed into the sand and we smiled at each other. “Are you okay?” she asked as Will thrust my dress up over my hips and pulled my panties down to my knees.

“I’m perfect,” I said genuinely. Katie leaned into me and kissed me. I was so distracted by Katie’s tongue that I didn’t feel Will’s cock until it was sliding inside me.

I moaned and threw my hips back to urge him in deeper. He groaned wilder than before and slammed into me hard. Katie reached inside the top of my dress and pinched my nipple. “Fuck,” I moaned.

Will pulled his cock from me and left me feeling empty. He pushed his cock deep inside my friend again and made her moan. We took turns moaning as he took turns fucking our pussies. I felt connected to Katie more than ever, like we were the same body being used by the same man.

Will leaned over me and whispered in my ear, “I’m going to come inside your friend. Think she’d be up for eating you out while I empty inside her?”

I smiled and nodded, knowing Katie far too well. I moved up toward her head and removed my panties completely. I straddled my legs around her face and she took the cue instantly. She pressed her lips to my slit and dragged her tongue along my folds. Her tongue found my clit and circled mercilessly while Will pounded her from behind.

“Fuck!” he groaned. “Come for me, Lauren,” he told me as he prepared to come himself.

I gripped Katie’s hair and felt my pussy walls contract as my orgasm exploded through me. Jolts of electricity shot through me as her tongue darted wildly over my wet cunt. Will’s abs clenched and his hips twitched as he emptied himself into Katie’s pussy.

He pulled out and leaned over Katie’s body to kiss me. Then he leaned down and kissed her, tasting my pussy on her lips.

Katie sat up and smiled mischievously. “Let’s go clean up in the ocean,” she said.

I looked at Will who was smiling wildly back at her. “This girl never stops,” he said.

“No,” I replied with a laugh. “She doesn’t.” I leaned in and kissed Katie long and hard.

The three of us ran into the water, leaving our clothes in the sand. We played and splashed and washed ourselves of each other. But it was useless. Once we had left the ocean, we all went back to the beach house and got dirty all over again.


Graduation




Chapter One




“Did you see Mr. Matthews at the ceremony? Theresa, did you see him? His suit, oh god, his suit!” Rosalyn was a bubbly, lust-filled eighteen year old who thought she was much more grown up now that she was fully responsible for herself. If only she’d actually been the responsible type, like me.

“I saw him,” I said with a smile. I pushed back my deep brown hair and felt a pang of jealousy that it wasn’t the vibrant red that Rosalyn’s was. “He looked sharp. Still doesn’t change that he’s our teacher.”

“Was our teacher,” she said with a wide grin. “We are graduates now, and eighteen to boot.” She was right, but it still felt wrong to lust after one of our old teachers like that. “I’m going to seduce him,” she added, “you wait and see.”

“Somehow, I still don’t think he’d risk losing his job over it. Just like he wasn’t willing to risk it a year ago or the year before that. You’ve got a wild imagination, but that’s it,” I teased.

She leaned over my bed so she was flat on her tummy. Her eyes peered up at me with a twinkle I’d come to admire and even dream about. “That’s where you’re wrong, Ms. Goodie Goodie. He’s resigning. He’s going back to school so he can be a college professor instead. He won’t have a job to lose. Mr. Matthews is all ours.”

My stomach twitched with butterflies and I felt a tingle between my legs. “How do you know all this, Roz?”

She sat up with a proud expression and her nose in the air. “Because, I know everything.”

We giggled and put a movie on, but our fantasies about Mr. Matthews didn’t stop there. We talked about him off and on all night. I even dreamed about him in his suit on graduation day. I dreamed that he kissed me and pressed his hard cock against my stomach while he gave me a congratulatory hug. I dreamed that Roz was there, coaxing him and pushing him. I didn’t tell Roz about my dreams in the morning, but she told me about hers. They were even dirtier.

---

Roz refused to let the fantasy be just a fantasy. Since it was officially summer, we spent every second together. Night after night, she came to me with plans on how to hook Mr. Matthews. “If you help, I’ll even share him,” she joked.

I laughed, but my stomach tightened with desire. “Funny.”

“I’m serious. It’d be hot watching Mr. Matthews take you from behind…maybe pulling on your hair while he slammed into you?”

“Ha. Even if I wanted that, which I don’t,” I lied, but I was a bad liar, “what would he want with a simple girl like me? Believe me, Roz, he’s all yours.”

“Don’t put yourself down like that,” she said, sweeping my hair around my neck and pulling it up into a bun. “You’re sexy all on your own, but I could help make you sparkle for him.”

“How do you even know where to find him?” I asked.

“He lives in the same place,” she said. My mind flashed to the year before when we had figured out his home address. We’d driven up to his place night after night for a week to peek inside his windows and see what he was up to. We toyed the idea of showing up at his doorstep and trying to seduce him, but we didn’t have the nerve. Now that Roz was a grown up, she had more nerve than I could bear.

One of those dark, cold nights, we’d seen something we really shouldn’t have. We were only curious to know if he had a wife or even a girlfriend, but he lived alone. And we could see him undressing through one of his well-lit second floor windows. We saw every inch of his body before he jumped into a hot, steamy bath. Roz hadn’t let that image of him go since. Neither had I.

“So what’s your plan?” I asked her. “We drive up to his house and say that we were in the neighborhood?”

The corners of her lips hid a smile. “Something like that. Not his house though.”

“Then where?”

“His new school.”

“We don’t go to his new school. We don’t even know where he’s taking classes at.” I was trying to convince myself as well as Roz that this was a bad idea. I just couldn’t how it would end well, despite my curiosity begging me to entertain her.

“On the contrary,” she said, flipping the long waves of her red hair back with a flick of her hand. She wore a full smile now and her eyes twinkled. “I know exactly where he’s going to school at. I know what building his classes are in. I told you. I know everything.”

“So we’re just going to stalk him outside of class?”

“In a way,” she said. “We’ll hang out around the building and when we run into him, we’ll tell him we’re touring the campus. We’ll tell him we’re thinking of applying.”

My heart raced at how simple it all sounded. At how plausible it sounded. I knew I should argue. I knew what we were considering was wrong, but it only made the prospect that much more exciting. My legs quivered at the thought of bedding Mr. Matthews.

So I didn’t fight. I sighed and shook my head, but I was smiling. “Roz, you really are something.”

“I know,” she said. “Now let’s find you something cute to wear on Monday.”

Roz and I went shopping for clothes and makeup. She didn’t need anything else to look beautiful, she already had it all. But it was fun nonetheless. The more we talked about finding our old teacher on a new campus, the more of a fantasy it seemed. It continued seeming like a fantasy until it wasn’t anymore. Until we were actually there, doing it.

Monday came and we dressed in our new clothes. Roz wore a tight red dress and I wore a flouncy summer dress. She helped me with my hair, curling it and making it bounce. She straightened hers until she looked like a seductive vixen. Even in the car ride up to campus I had trouble keeping my eyes off of her. She didn’t look like a schoolgirl anymore, that much was certain.

We parked and found Mr. Matthews building. “He should be getting out in the next few minutes,” she said. And she was right. As he pushed the doors open and separated from the other students, my breathing became labored. I couldn’t move my feet, but Roz was already on her way over.

“Oh my god! Mr. Matthews?” she asked, cocking her head and brushing her slender hand along his shoulder. “What are the odds?”

He smiled and took a quick glance at her dress, willing his eyes to return to her face quickly. “Hi, Rosalyn.” He caught sight of me and added, “What are you girls doing here?”

I found the will to move toward them and I did, but I kept my hands folded in front of me and my shoulders tight. I felt like I was committing some kind of crime, but seeing him again was worth it. His dark hair fell into his eyes and he had to keep running his hand through it to see better. His smile was bright and his eyes sparkled under the sun. His body was fit as ever and his clothes clung to his muscles. I couldn’t help but wonder if he still looked the same naked.

“We’re touring this campus. Thinking about coming here next year,” she said, turning to me and winking.

“Didn’t you need to do that last year? I mean, shouldn’t you girls have already applied to colleges?”

My heart stopped and my legs were ready to make a run for it. One little detail Roz hadn’t thought of. How could we be so short sighted?

“Oh, yes,” she said. “But we thought we might transfer here in our sophomore year. If we liked it, that is.”

He shrugged his shoulders and seemed to buy it. When Roz turned to me to smile, I noticed his gaze travel over her body again. My skin felt hot and my nerves were jittery. But she had convinced him.

“Well,” she said to him. “We won’t keep you.”

“Oh, I’m actually done for the day,” he said with a smile that was different from his teacher grin. “But I don’t want to keep you ladies.”

“We’re done too,” she said, hooking her arm through his and laying her head on his shoulder. It was so bold I almost choked on my own spit. “Maybe the three of us should grab something to eat.”

“That’s probably not a good idea,” he said in his stern teacher voice, but his eyes spoke volumes. His eyes said he wanted us. His eyes said that he was curious what we were really doing here.

Roz pouted and looked so adorable. “Come on, Mr. Matthews. It’ll be our treat.” She took my hand and pulled me in close to them.

“Sure thing,” I said, smiling with trembling, nervous slips. “Our treat.”

“Well,” he said, swallowing a lump in his throat, “I guess there’s no reason I shouldn’t. After all, I’m not a teacher anymore.”

Roz’s eyes turned dark and heavy. “No,” she said in a low voice, “you aren’t.”


Chapter Two




The three of us went out to eat and every eye in the place watched us suspiciously. Mr. Matthews was about twenty years older than us and Roz and I still looked quite young despite how incredible she looked in her new outfit. We heard whispers as we slid into a booth and picked up our menus.

“We sure do have everyone’s attention, don’t we?” asked Mr. Matthews.

Roz and I sat beside each other on the seat across from him. She reached a hand across the table and caressed his wrist. “Does that bother you?” she asked. Her lips were relaxed into a soft pout and her eyelashes fluttered.

Mr. Matthews’s eyes darkened with determination. “No,” he said. “Does it bother you, Theresa?” His eyes shifted to mine and lightened slightly.

“No,” I choked out, even though my body was trembling with nerves. I could feel my soaked panties pressing against the booth beneath me. I wondered if I’d leave a stain when we left. I wondered what people would say then.

“Then let them talk,” he said, shifting back to his menu.

We ordered our food and made small talk. Mr. Matthews seemed different outside of the classroom, but occasionally his teacher mind and voice came into play. In those small moments, my body tightened at the thought of trying to seduce him. My stomach knotted and I pressed my thighs together to keep from leaking any more on the seat beneath me.

Mr. Matthews finished his meal with a small drink and Roz nudged me with her elbow. “What?” I asked her in a whisper.

“Nothing,” she said, but her eyes were wide and trying to communicate something. I didn’t understand, no matter how hard she tried. It wasn’t until he paid the bill that I figured it out.

“Allow me,” he said when Roz pulled out her card. “I appreciate the offer, but I’m not going to let a couple of high school kids pay for my meal.” He smiled but Roz was seething.

“We’re not in high school anymore. We graduated, remember? And we’re far from kids. We have more experiences under our belt than most girls our age.” She was lying through her teeth, but Mr. Matthews didn’t know.

He put up his hands in defense. “That’s not what I meant at all,” he said. “I’m just wouldn’t feel right letting you pay. I’m sorry I called you kids. One look at you and it’s obvious you’re more mature than I realized.”

I blushed at his words and then Roz used her next weapon. As Mr. Matthews pulled out his keys, Roz placed her hand on his. “Oh, Mr. Matthews,” she started, “you’re not planning on driving are you? After all, you just had a drink.” I smiled at her brilliance. She was weasling her way into getting us back to his place with him.

“I’m hardly too drunk to drive,” he said with a laugh. “I’m no lightweight.”

“I insist, Mr. Matthews,” she said with a seductive gaze that made him tense up.

“Alright,” he said finally. He handed the keys to her and then we left the restaurant.

Mr. Matthews insisted I sit in the front seat with Rosalyn and I did. The ride back to his place was tense and heated. “How do you know where you’re going?” he asked. “I haven’t given you any directions yet.”

“Oh, um, we heard about where you lived from someone,” I said quickly to cover up. “We should’ve asked first, though.”

“It’s alright,” he said, leaning forward in his seat. “You girls obviously know the way.” He smiled but it was mischievous. I wondered if he was onto us. I wondered if he wanted it.

Roz parked the car and he showed us into his house. “You guys can wait here while I sober up and then I’ll drive you back to campus to get your car,” he said.

My heart was pounding as we stepped into his living room. He locked the front door behind us and I knew it was now or never. I turned to Roz, wondering what she’d do, but she was still playing coy. She sat on his sofa and crossed one creamy leg over the other until the hem of her skirt rode up her thighs. I sat beside her and she patted the space on the other side for Mr. Matthews.

He hesitated. “You know, you girls look lovely today.” His eyes traveled back and forth between us and they were filled with lust and want.

“We did it for you,” said Roz. Great. She just admitted we were stalking him. I nudged her with my elbow and then put my head in my hands.

“Oh really?” he asked, stepping forward and taking his seat on the couch. “You know, I really shouldn’t have let you two girls in here. Some people might think it’s unethical.”

Roz leaned into him and brushed her thumb over his lower lip. “Some people should mind their own business,” she said.

He leaned his head in and pressed his lips to hers. Her chest rose as she inhaled the scent of him. I watched nervously, wondering what to do with myself. My body tingled as they kissed and I shifted in my seat. My drenched pussy throbbed against his couch cushions and I bit my lip to keep from touching myself while my best friend kissed our old teacher.

I folded my hands in my lap and twisted them. My palms were clammy as I watched their tongues circle and dance. I brushed a stray curl from my face and felt my cheeks fill with heat. My pussy throbbed and ached more than it ever had when I had imagined Mr. Matthews alone.

He broke their kiss and looked at me. “Is this making you uncomfortable?” he asked. I shook my head even though my mind was filled with thoughts about how wrong this was. My body wanted it. I wanted to watch them. I wanted to see them together. Two beautiful, sexy bodies enjoying the company of one another.

He reached across Roz and brushed his fingers along my cheek. “Good girl,” he said with eyes that were dark like tar and a smile that sent a shiver down my spine. I pressed my thighs tightly together again and they continued.

Mr. Matthews kissed Roz and let his hand cup the side of her neck, lowering it slowly to her collarbone. He turned his hand while his tongue darted in and out of her mouth. He dragged the knuckles down along Roz’s full breast where the nipple was just starting to show. She tensed and gasped and my body came alive with electricity. My eyes felt like saucers as I watched him caress her breasts and rub his thumbs over her nipples.

He reached around her back and tugged down on the zipper, sliding her dress slowly down her body. The fabric hung at her waist and he left it there while he unhooked her bra. She moaned and it made my head dizzy. I wanted to reach out and touch her, but I didn’t want to disrupt the flow of them. I bit my lower lip as he slid her black strapless bra from her body and exposed her breasts to us.

It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her bare breasts before, but it was the first time I’d seen them in a sexual context. He leaned forward and wrapped his lips around her nipples, one at a time. He sucked them between his teeth and she arched her back in response. My pussy pulsed with electricity and desire.

He ran his hand down along her back and pushed the remaining fabric of her dress down over her hips. She lifted them as he slid it down her legs and to the floor. She stepped out of her long heels and blushed. I’d never seen her nervous before.

Mr. Matthews leaned back against the couch and unfastened his belt. He pushed his slacks down over his hips and we saw the outline of his cock in his briefs. Roz gasped and I smiled.

“You two are very naughty girls,” he said. “Roz, why don’t you show me just how naughty you can be?”

She turned over her shoulder to look at me as she mouthed oh my god while lifting her eyes to the ceiling. She lowered to her knees and smiled up at him. Her fingers reached for his briefs and she tugged them down with his pants until his familiar long, thick cock sprang out.

She wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft and licked her lips hungrily. He stroked her cheek and slid his thumb between her lips. She sucked it and Mr. Matthews’ eyes rolled in the back of his head. “I can’t wait to slid this cock into your pretty little mouth,” he told her.

He tugged down on her jaw until her mouth was open. She stretched out her tongue and took the tip of him between her lips. He ran a hand through her hair and groaned as he slid further back along her tongue. Her nostrils flared as she took in his size, trying to fill her throat with him. She gagged and he pulled back, but she was eager to go again. He slid back inside and then turned to me.

“You like watching your friend suck a big, thick cock?” he asked. I nodded and lowered my gaze to her as she choked and gagged on him. “Tell me how much you like it.”

“I love it,” I said in a whisper as if I was afraid someone would discover our dirty little secret if I was too loud.

“Louder,” he told me.”

“I love watching her suck your cock!” I moaned.

“Good girl,” he said. His hand found the back of my head and he pulled me in for a kiss. His lips were rough and firm. His kiss was determined and experienced. His tongue probed my mouth and explored every dip and crevice. He tasted like wine and smelled earthy. I moaned and panted as his tongue massaged mine. My eyes occasionally stole glanced at his cock sliding in and out of Roz’s mouth.

Mr. Matthews broke our kiss and said, “I’m going to come inside your friend’s mouth. Do you want to watch?” My cheeks were on fire but I nodded. “Get on your knees next to her.”

I dropped to my knees next to her and he withdrew his cock. She kept her mouth open with her tongue stretched out while she waited nervously. I took her hand in mine and squeezed it. Mr. Matthews stroked his cock hard and fast while grunting over us. He was wild and unafraid, no longer bound by his teaching duties. He was free to fuck a couple of hot young students and he was taking advantage of the opportunity.

His cock throbbed and pulsed until a thick load of come sprayed onto Roz’s tongue. She waited until he was finished to swallow. “How does it taste?” he asked her while stroking her cheek.

“Delicious,” she said with a smile.

“Why don’t you let Theresa have a taste?”

My eyes widened up at him but he only smiled. Roz turned my face toward her and kissed me. She smelled of salt and roses. When her tongue slid into my mouth I could taste the salty sourness of Mr. Matthews’ come. I licked it from her lips and moaned as I swallowed it.

He leaned back and let go of his cock. “You know, you girls had me hard every day leading up to graduation. You were always trying to tempt me into something like this.”

“That’s right,” said Roz with a sly smile.

“That’s part of the reason I had to resign,” he said. “I couldn’t take seeing your cute bodies in tight little dresses all day.”

“There’s no feeling guilty now,” said Roz. “We’re all yours.”

“Then lay on your back,” he ordered. She lowered herself to his cream carpet and lay down. He lowered himself over her and tugged her black lace panties down slowly down her thighs and calves. I saw her pussy for the first time. It was pink, puffy and glistening. The smell of it wafted through the air and I wanted to taste her. I wanted to lower myself and slide my tongue up her wet slit until she shuddered from my touch.

But it was Mr. Matthews who was getting a chance to taste her beautiful cunt. He rested on all fours and lowered his head. He teased her with his breath and her hips rocked underneath him. He gripped her hips in his hands and lowered his mouth. His tongue slid up and down her wet slit until her folds parted. He wrapped his lips around her clit and sucked in. She moaned and ran her fingers through his hair.

The way she whimpered and begged underneath him made me giddy. I wanted to be the one that was teasing and pleasing her. I couldn’t help but lift up my dress and slid a hand inside my panties. I couldn’t help but tease my clit while I watched her writhe under our old teacher.

It was all so wrong, but it felt so good.

Roz lifted her hips up to him and let out a howl. Her hips shook as she came and he never let up teasing her until she was finished. She collapsed on the carpet with her hands above her head and her eyes closed. She tried to catch her breath while Mr. Matthews turned to me.

“Would you like to taste your friend’s pussy?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” I said.

He leaned toward me and gripped the side of my neck. He pressed his lips to mine again and they were covered in her sweet scent. Our tongues danced as he transferred her wetness to me and I devoured it. I devoured it like I’d been starving and the taste of her would finally satisfy me.

He pulled away from our kiss and stroked his hard cock. It was throbbing again and fully erect. He climbed over Roz and pressed the tip to her pussy. “Tell me how bad you want this teacher’s cock,” he groaned.

“Please,” she begged with rosy cheeks. “I’ve wanted it for as long as I can remember. Ever since the first day I saw you.”

He turned his dark eyes to me. “What do you think? Should I fuck your friend and fulfill all of her dark fantasies?”

“Yes,” I said. “Please fuck her. Fuck her hard and deep.”

He smiled. “You girls asked for it.” Then he sank deep inside her, making her moan and whimper again. He rested his hands on either side of her waist and pulled his hips back only to thrust into her again. He held himself deep inside and lifted his shirt from his body. Roz ran her hands over his chest and abs as he stared down at her.

He lowered his mouth to her breasts and kissed the skin. He bit her nipples and flicked his tongue across the stiff buds. She wrapped her arms around his neck and ran her fingers through his hair. He thrust in and out of her and picked up speed. The more she relaxed around him, the harder he slammed into her.

I watched his balls slam against her ass and I fingered my pussy furiously. I was on the edge of coming when I heard Mr. Matthews let out a deep groan. He pulled out quickly from her and flipped her onto her tummy. Using her natural lubricant, he slid a finger deep inside her ass until she begged for more.

“Please,” she moaned. “Fill me.”

I gasped and watched with wide eyes. My nipples were hard and my pussy was aching to come. He smiled and slid in a second finger and then a third. The more he stretched her the more she begged.

He finally pressed the tip of his cock to her ass and pushed in slowly. I watched her hole stretch to accommodate him and I felt dizzy. I circled my clit and slid a finger inside while teasing my nipples through my dress. Watching him fuck her tight little ass was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

“You girls are so dirty,” he said, pushing his cock deep inside of her. “I had no idea just how dirty you were.”

“Just for you, Mr. Matthews,” she said.

“Good girl,” he said. He withdrew his cock and pushed it back inside. When she got used to it, he pounded her tight little ass over and over while grunting and groaning. Beads of sweat formed on his muscles and slowly trickled down his tanned skin. I circled my clit until my body shuddered from the sight of them, and Mr. Matthews let out a low growl.

“I’m going to come in that sweet little ass of yours,” he said.

“Please,” begged Roz, “please fill me up with your come.” He let out another growl and then shook above her, filling her up like she had asked. He relaxed over her and withdrew his cock slowly and carefully. Then he laid beside her panting and out of breath.

“How would you like to taste her pussy now?” asked Mr. Matthews to me.

“I’d love to,” I said.

“Then go ahead,” he said. “And while you taste her, I’m going to get a taste of you.” I nodded and crawled to the floor. Roz was still out of breath with her eyes barely open.

“Clean me like a good girl,” Roz told me. My body shivered at her words. I crawled to her on my hands and knees and she lifted her hips up to meet me. I pressed my mouth to her pussy and slid my tongue inside. She tasted divine and I was quickly distracted by a pair of hands lifting my dress up over my hips. Mr. Matthews worked his fingers inside my panties and tugged them to the side. He slid his tongue into my slit and I shuddered.

“Tell me how badly you want to come,” he said, his words drifting over my wet pussy.

“I want to come,” I said. “I need to come. Please, Mr. Matthews, make me come so hard for you.”

I could feel him smile against me. He slid a finger inside my pussy and flicked his tongue along my clit. I repeated his gestures and moved on my friend. Roz whimpered and writhed against me and my heart swelled with happiness.

I moved my mouth to her ass and cleaned the come spilling from her stretched hole. Mr. Matthews worked his fingers and his tongue on my pussy until I felt like I could orgasm again. I let out a moan into Roz’s ass and pressed my cheek to her skin.

“I’m going to come,” I warned in a low voice.

“Good girl,” said Mr. Matthews who continued to work his fingers and tongue. My body shook and quivered as he brought me to orgasm and wave after wave of warm euphoria swept through me.

I collapsed between my friend’s legs and Mr. Matthews stare down at us. “You girls really are something beautiful, you know that?”

I smiled and I imagined Roz smiling too. She shifted and I sat up so she could move. She slid her legs around me and pressed her bare breasts into my back. “It’s your turn,” she whispered into my ear, her hot breath rolling down my neck.

She slipped my dress down my body and unfastened my bra. Mr. Matthews watched while Roz undressed me. I looked up at him the whole time, feeling him study my body as more and more of it came into view.

Roz pulled my dress up over my head and slid my panties down my legs. “Mr. Matthews,” she said. “Fuck my friend, too, pretty please? I want to see your delicious cock slide into her virgin pussy.”

His eyes widened at the word virgin and I blushed. “And is this how you want to lose your virginity?” he asked me.

I looked up at him and bit my lower lip. I nodded. “See?” asked Roz. “She’s a good girl, too.”

“I can see that,” he said with a smile. He lowered himself to the couch and tapped his thighs with his hands. “Well then, climb on up.”

I turned back to Roz for a comforting glance. She smiled, held my face in her hands and kissed my nose. “You’ll do fine. Go ride his thick cock. Show him what we’ve been dreaming of.”

I kissed her lips as a knee jerk reaction and she seemed pleased. I turned back to Mr. Matthews and walked to his lap, straddling it slowly. He gripped the base of his cock and angled himself to my pussy. “Go as slowly as you need,” he said. “But if you tell me to pound you, I’ll fucking pound that sweet little virgin pussy.”

My body came alive with fire and electricity. “Oh, yes please,” I said with my eyes rolling in the back of my head. I slid my hips down over his cock and felt him stretch me. His cock throbbed and twitched inside my tight, wet pussy and I felt lightheaded. He lifted his hands to my waist and then my breasts, teasing my nipples with his thumbs.

I rocked my hips back and forth over him, trying to get used to feeling so full inside. I felt like he was in my stomach and I would tear open. A few more thrusts later and I started to relax. I placed my hands on his firm chest and looked deep into his eyes. “Pound me, Mr. Matthews. Make my virgin pussy take it.”

He smiled and turned to Roz. “Do you want to see me pound your friend?”

“Oh god yes,” she said, crawling up to us and watching me rock my hips above him.

He touched both of our cheeks at the same time and said, “Good girls. Good, dirty girls.” His hands lowered to my hips and he lifted me up and down above him, slamming his cock in and out of me. It felt so good to have his pelvis slap against my thighs. The shocks of pain were subtle compared to the intense waves of pleasure. But all I could think about was the fact that Roz’s pussy had been here first. In a way it felt like fucking both of them at the same time.

Roz reached up and played with my nipples while he fucked me. She wrapped her lips around one while she rolled the other in her fingers. Her tongue flicked across my skin and I let out a moan. The deeper Mr. Matthews cock went, the more electricity shot through my clit.

“Fuck!” he cried with wild eyes and hair that said he was losing all control. I held Roz’s head to my chest and rolled my hips back and forth while Mr. Matthews slammed into me. I felt my body shake and shudder as my orgasm whipped through me. My body ached and throbbed as it came and I felt Mr. Matthews fill me with his load.

I collapsed onto his chest and he held me in his arms. Roz laid her head on his shoulder and he kissed the top of her head.

“When can we have our next lesson, Mr. Matthews?” asked Roz once we all came to.

“Whenever you girls are ready,” he said with a glimmer in his eye. I knew we’d be returning to his place night after night until we got our fill. Something told me we’d never get bored with our lessons from Mr. Matthews


Doctor




Chapter One




“She’s persistent, isn’t she?” I laughed to myself as my husband shrugged his shoulders. Not that I could blame her. Warren wasn’t just any typical doctor. He was a stud. Thick, dark hair. Piercing dark eyes. A smile that sent a pleasant shiver up your spine. And even without big, bulging muscles, girls go crazy over doctors. But a hot one? Married or not, any girl would take her chances.

“She’s just a kid,” he said, shoveling some of his salad in his mouth as if to signal the conversation was over. “She’ll get bored eventually.”

“Hardly a kid,” I teased. “She’s plenty old enough to know what she’s doing. She just graduated college, didn’t she?”

He shrugged again, but his dismissiveness seemed disingenuous. I wondered if there wasn’t a small fire burning in his groin for Meagan, the girl who kept coming to my husband’s office with fake illnesses just to see him. She was petite and blond with plenty of youthful energy still in her.

I wondered if Warren would’ve ever told me about her if I didn’t work alongside him and see it for myself. I wondered if he’d have the urge to act on something that could break up our marriage. I mostly teased him about it, but I’d caught the way he glanced at her ass a few times when she left. I usually diverted my gaze pretty quickly afterward so he didn’t catch me staring at him.

Of course, I took a few peeks of her ass too. I told myself it was out of envy – I was nearing my forties – but deep down, I knew part of it was my own strange lustful fire growing in my belly.

If I’d have been Warren, I might risk my marriage for a girl like Meagan. Especially after the way she had practically thrown herself at him.

“I wish you’d drop it,” he said after swallowing another bite of food. “Nothing has happened and nothing is going to happen. Even if we weren’t married, she’s a patient and I don’t cross those kinds of lines.”

He pressed his napkin to his lips. His voice had been stern enough to send a chill up my spine. He was always strong and dominating. It was one of the things I loved about him. He could’ve gotten away with anything as long as he used that deep, stern voice. But he was incredibly loyal. And I was grateful for his loyalty until Meagan came along.

I didn’t want to admit it at first. After all, a wife shouldn’t want what I wanted. But seeing sexy Meagan parade herself around my husband’s office in skimpy summer outfits made my pussy tingle. My body desired things it shouldn’t. My body wanted Warren to lose his cool. My body wanted him to unleash his inner beast and take her like she wanted.

I could never tell Warren that I touched myself each night to the thought of them together. Always in one of the patient rooms. I imagined him checking her heart and then leaning in for a kiss. I pictured him bending her over the patient table and fucking her hard from behind. I circled my fingers over my clit at the thought of them until I came silently in bed beside him.

I told myself it was just a fantasy. A harmless, little fantasy. I had no idea it could be so much more.

---

The following Monday started like any other. Meagan was waiting in the lobby, tapping her foot nervously. She was becoming a regular fixture like one of our medical magazines. I almost didn’t notice her at first, but when I did I couldn’t look away.

Her long legs stretched out as she leaned back in her chair. When she noticed my gaze, she balled her hand into a fist and coughed. It was a weak attempt, but I let my eyebrows sag to feign sympathy. Poor Meagan. So sick again. Totally not out to steal someone else’s husband.

Not that she knew Warren was my husband. That was the fun part. He had no need to mention it since he was only her doctor. I’d considered mentioning it a few times myself, but where was the fun in that?

I returned to my computer screen to handle insurance paperwork. My job was the only second in importance behind Warren, and even some might consider it to be top importance. After all, without the insurance money, Warren’s office might fail to function.

My job was a bitch though. Not as tough as medical school, but it sure took a woman with grit. So while I enjoyed Meagan’s presence as a distraction, it was becoming too much of one. I knew I had to do something about it. I knew I had to settle this thing once and for all.

The big question was how.

I stared over the top of my computer at Meagan. She was watching her phone screen and leaning her head on her hand. Her blonde hair fell in soft tendrils around her face. She’d taken special care of it today, I could tell. It hardly looked like it belonged to a sick girl who’d just rolled out of bed.

Her shirt was tight and pink. Her breasts were on the smaller side, but they were full and stretched the tight cotton around her ribs. She wore jean shorts that looked like they’d barely cover her ass when she was standing. I wondered what she’d look like bent over.

A nurse came out and spoke to the receptionist who eventually called her over. Her face lit up and her cheeks turned pink. I wondered if her pussy was tight and wet under those shorts. I wondered if Warren would ever break and give into his manly desires. I ran a hand through my hair as I tried to come up with a plan.

One came to mind suddenly and out of the blue. I snuck back to the room she was sitting in and waited for the nurse to leave. I picked up a clipboard that was laying on one of the counters and looked over my shoulder. No one noticed me. I was a regular fixture in the place too. I slipped inside the room to Meagan’s surprise and I sat down on the little blue stool in the corner.

“I already talked to a nurse,” she said, folding her arms across her chest.

“You’ve been here a lot lately,” I said, “so we’re trying to be thorough. Tell me, what’s bothering you?”

She made a fist again and brought it to her mouth. She hacked. “Bad cough. I think it’s Pneumonia.”

“I think someone’s spent a little too much time on the internet,” I said with a scowl, but underneath I was laughing at myself.

She slid to the edge of the patient table and gripped it in her hands. “No way!” She was scared and defensive. Afraid I’d send her home.

“I’m not calling you a liar,” I said, trying my best not to smirk. “What I’m saying is that we should take some x-rays to be sure.”

Her shoulders relaxed. “Oh. Yeah, that sounds good. Will Dr. Daniels be doing the x-rays?”

I cocked my brow and looked up the length of her. She was bold. Too bold. But I didn’t say anything. I enjoyed her fire. “No, but he’ll be joining in just beforehand.” She smiled. She was giddy and excited. My legs tingled at her happy expression. “You’ll need to take off those clothes and put on a gown.” I reached under one of the shelves and handed her one. “For the x-rays.”

She nodded and smiled. “Of course. Thank you for taking me seriously.”

I smiled back. “We take everyone seriously.”

She blushed as if she was embarrassed. I told her the doctor would be right in and slipped out of the room before anyone noticed. I smiled to myself as I returned to my computer, wondering what would happen if Warren saw little Miss Meagan out of her clothes.

I knew I was straddling a risky line. I knew the last thing Warren should do is give into his urges at work where a lawsuit could brew. But I couldn’t help myself. I had to see where this would go.

---

“That was you?” asked Warren over dinner. I had been disappointed to find out nothing had happened between him and Meagan. Disappointed and relieved. I couldn’t face the guilt of a lawsuit at my hand. “Jesus, Sandra. What are you trying to do to me?”

“Why? Did you like my little present?” His eyes bored into me and I felt my heart rattle against my ribs. But I smiled. I smirked like an asshole who’d lost her mind.

“A naked patient who doesn’t need x-rays is hardly a present. What did you think was going to happen? Was this some kind of twisted test? You wanted to see if I’d bang the cute little patient? Destroy my marriage and my career?”

“Yes!” I shouted, the urgency spilling from me unexpectedly. “It wasn’t some kind of test. I wanted you to fuck her, okay? I didn’t want you to destroy anything. I just wanted you to lose your cool. Just once.”

“What the hell has gotten into you?” His brows furrowed as he looked inside me for the woman he married. I knew I’d changed. Meagan was changing me. She made me want things I shouldn’t. That no wife should want.

“I don’t know,” I sighed. I lowered my eyes to my plate and tried to make sense of it. “It’s all I can think about.”

“Me fucking her?”

“Yes.”

“That’s insane. You know I can’t. Why would you want that?”

I looked up at him with a strong resolve. “Because it makes me wet every night. Because she wants you and I know you’d want her if you were single and she wasn’t your patient. I can’t stop thinking about you taking her over one of the patient tables. I can’t stop touching my tender clit to the thought of your cock sliding deep inside her from behind.”

He reached a hand across the table for mine and I realized mine was shaking. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I’m telling you now.”

He sighed and clenched his jaw. “I can’t with her. She’s a patient. But if this is some kind of fantasy you want to fulfill…need to fulfill, then let’s find someone who isn’t one of my patients?”

My eyes fixed on his and I also clenched my jaw. “I want her. And she wants you.”

“Why are you being so difficult?”

“Why won’t you let loose? Just once?”

“I let loose!” he cried, throwing his arms into the air and huffing with frustration.

I laughed. I cackled. I didn’t mean to, but it spilled out of me. “You’re so perfect and rigid. You go to the gym every day. You never cross any lines at work. Not even tiny ones. You fuck me like you’re afraid to hurt me. You eat a salad every night for dinner. You go golfing every weekend. You do the same damn thing day in and day out. You never drink…”

“I’m a doctor, Sandra. I do things that are healthy.”

“What’s unhealthy about what I’m asking you?”

He exhaled and held his gaze on me. We sat in silence while he processed our conversation. I could see the thoughts churning behind his eyes. The cogs of his mind whirring. “She can’t be a patient. We have to terminate our relationship with Meagan.”

“And then?”

“Then I invite her to the office. After hours. Is that really what you want?”

“With one more thing,” I said.

“What would that be?”

“I want to watch the whole thing.”


Chapter Two




We were doing it. We were actually going through with it. Warren eyed me often throughout the day, shaking his head. But there was a hint of a smile on his lips that he wouldn’t let through. He was excited. Almost as excited as I was.

I called Meagan to inform her we couldn’t accept her insurance any more. It was a lie, but a damned good one to terminate the relationship. She moaned and begged over the phone. Big, heavy sobs. I pictured her crying and felt my stomach tighten.

Then I saw my window of opportunity. “You can’t be our patient now, Meagan,” I started, “but if you’d like to meet us at closing, the doctor can suggest a colleague for you.”

“I don’t want another doctor!” she cried. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes at the dramatics.

“Trust me,” I whispered. “You’ll want to see him.”

Silence found her and I wondered if she was trying to understand my intent. “What do you mean? What is this?”

“He’ll be here at seven, Meagan. It’s up to you.” I hung up the phone and smiled. There was no way she wouldn’t show up.

And she did.

She showed right on the dot at seven. We closed at six, but if she put that together, she didn’t let on. Warren sat in the lobby with his hands on his thighs. He jumped up nearly a foot when headlights swept over the front windows. “Shit. What the fuck are we doing?”

“Calm down,” I told him. “Nothing has happened yet.”

He sat down and scowled. I walked to the front door and unlocked it. I dipped my head around it and watched as Meagan headed toward the long, cement path. I smiled at the sight of her. Her hair was professionally done and she wore a tight black skirt that was only an inch longer than her previous pair of shorts. She had a purple crop top that clung to her small breasts and tiny waist. She looked up from the cement and gasped.

“Were you the lady that called me?”

“Yes, I’m Warren’s wife. Dr. Daniels to you.”

Her cheeks turned cherry red. “Oh, um. I’m sorry. I didn’t know he was married.”

“Don’t worry, I know you didn’t.”

She took a step back and the laughter bubbled in my throat. “Is this some kind of a setup?”

I couldn’t help but smile. “Something like that. Would you like to see the doctor, now?”

She cocked her brow but she stepped toward me. Her body was stiff and rigid as if she was preparing to fight me. I shoved the urge down to laugh again and I helped her inside.

Warren was almost as red as she was when he saw her. He’d changed out of his scrubs and wore faded jeans and a black t-shirt instead. Meagan took notice and swallowed a lump in her throat. “What’s going on here?”

Warren looked at me with beady, nervous eyes, but I turned to Meagan. I placed my hand on her shoulder and smiled. “I’ve seen the way you look at my husband,” I started. Meagan’s mouth opened wide to speak but I held a hand up. “And I don’t mind. I’ve enjoyed it actually.”

“Sandra,” said Warren, trying his best to back out, but I had Meagan’s attention and I wasn’t letting it go.

“I’ve terminated our professional relationship with you in hopes of starting a new one. I’d like to share Dr. Daniels with you, Meagan. He’s yours if you want him.”

She folded her arms across her chest, but her shifty legs told me she was aroused by the idea. “I don’t understand. Wives don’t just go around sharing their attractive husbands.”

“That’s true,” I said. “Most wives don’t. And I wouldn’t share Warren with most women.” I lowered my voice, feeling the confession creeping up my throat. “But I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since I first saw you. Specifically, how you’d look with my husband’s cock deep inside you.”

Her eyes widened and her cheeks turned beet red. But her folded arms dropped to her side and she stepped closer. “This is unusual,” she said, glancing at Warren then back at me.

I stepped toward her and took her hands in mine. “It is. Are you interested?”

She looked at Warren who was a nervous wreck. He had guilt plastered all over his face, but his jeans were tightening around his hard on. I smiled when Meagan nodded. I leaned my head in and pressed my lips to hers.

And she reciprocated, pushing her mouth hard into mine. My tongue found hers and teased her. I wanted a taste of her before handing her off to my alpha husband.

I broke our kiss and her eyes fluttered open. I kept her hands firm in mine as I led her across the lobby to Warren. “She’s all yours,” I told him, and I could’ve sworn he growled under his breath.

He stood up, took her hands and stared down at her. “Are you sure you want this?”

She nodded. “It’s all I ever wanted.”

He cupped her cheek and pressed his lips to hers. My legs quivered in my jeans and my nipples hardened at the sight. It was wrong. So wrong. But my body enjoyed every second of his mouth on hers.

He pulled back and clasped her hands in his. They were so small and frail in his big, strong fingers. He led her down the hallway and into one of the rooms in the back. I followed, but I kept my distance.

Once they were in the room, I sat down on the corner stool. Warren reached for an overhead lamp and clicked it on. Then he turned the other lights in the room off, leaving me in the shadows to watch my fantasy come to life.

He kissed her again and she gasped. He ran his hands up her spine and she arched her back. His fingers dipped under her crop top. They pulled it from her skin, lifting it over her head and dropping it to the floor.

He reached around for the clasp of her simple black bra. I smiled. She really had been hoping for something just like this. Either that or she had somewhere sexy to be afterward. I had a feeling she wouldn’t be needing that after she was done with Warren.

He unhooked her bra and dropped it from her shoulders. Her breasts stood tall and proud despite their small size. Her nipples were hard, pink nubs, begging for attention. Warren cupped his hand under one breast and lowered his mouth to her nipple. His lips sucked it in and she moaned, her fingers digging through his dark brown hair.

I shifted on the stool, careful to keep quiet. I slowly unfastened my jeans and slid my fingers inside my panties. I was soaking wet and my clit was tingling as my finger circled it.

Meagan lifted Warren’s shirt up over his head and traced his muscles with her fingers. She admired his physique, but she moaned when he scooped her up and lifted her to the table. Good boy, I thought to myself as I fingered my clit.

His muscles flexed and twitched as he pushed her tiny black skirt up above her hips. Her panties were simple black, matching her bra perfectly. I wished they were white so I could see how wet they were already.

As if Warren could read my mind, he hooked a finger inside the fabric and tugged it to the side. Her shaved pink pussy glistened under the overhead lamp. She was as wet as I was. My mouth watered.

Warren slid his head between her thighs and dragged his tongue along her wet slit. She clasped his hair in her fingers as she leaned back against the table. “Fuck,” she moaned. I could see the chills forming underneath her skin.

A thick finger slid inside her as Warren’s tongue circled and coaxed her clit. His free hand massaged her breasts, alternating between soft massages and pinching her nipples.

I massaged my own breast through my blouse as I fingered myself. She was so beautiful under the light with her doctor playing her body like an instrument. Her doctor and my husband. Two very wrong things turned very right.

She screamed and bucked her hips and I knew she was coming. I slid my fingers deep inside my pussy and curled them upward. I moaned softly as I brought myself to orgasm. My head was spinning and dizzy by the time Warren was removing his jeans.

He slid them down with his briefs and kicked them to the side. Meagan stared at his long, thick cock and gasped. “Do you still want this?” he asked her. She nodded. Her hand reached for him and her fingers wrapped around his throbbing shaft.

She sat up and slid off the table, her skirt still bunched around her waist. She dropped to her knees on the linoleum and stared up at him. He stroked her cheek with his thumb. For a flash of a moment, he glanced toward the shadowy corner I was hiding in, but his squints told me I was invisible. The thought that I was virtually not there thrilled me even more.

I unbuttoned my blouse just as Meagan took my husband’s cock between her lips. I slid my fingers into the cups of my bra and tugged at my nipples while she sucked. He held her head in his hands and moved his hips. At first he was gentle, but once Meagan proved how dirty she was, he fucked her mouth harder and faster. She gagged, but smiled when she pulled free.

“I like it rough,” she said, which was music to Warren’s ears. He tugged her chin to open her mouth and then he slid back inside. He pushed deep into her throat and thrust with quicker paces. His balls tightened and my pussy throbbed. I wondered if he’d come in her mouth right there, or if he’d wait like he did with me.

He almost didn’t make it, but he pulled his cock free. “Stand up,” he told her and she did. He pressed on her shoulder to spin her around. He bent her over the table. He glanced into the dark shadows that hid me and my stomach knotted. “I hope this is really what you want,” he said. “Because there’s no going back after this.”

I didn’t say a word. I circled my clit instead. I watched him sweat it for a moment before giving into his desires. He spread Meagan’s ass and rubbed his dick between her cheeks. Then he lowered his head to her dripping wet slit and pushed in slowly.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Meagan, you’re so fucking tight.”

His words had me. I bit my lip to keep from coming again. I didn’t want to come yet. Not until he was ready. Not until she was coming again. I pulled my fingers from my clit as I watched him push in. He forced his way in until he was balls deep. Meagan let out a loud moan, but reassured him. “It feels so good,” she whispered between gasps and moans.

Warren gripped her hips and pulled his back. He slammed back into her, both of them groaning and moaning simultaneously. I smiled at my own strength. Somehow, I’d stayed quiet despite feeling just as much pleasure as the two of them.

I watched my husband’s cock disappear into her tight pussy again and again. The pang in my chest complimented the throbbing of my pussy. I was both jealous and excited. It was surreal to watch my husband fuck another woman. Seeing his cock disappear inside a pussy it shouldn’t be in sent adrenaline racing through my veins.

He fucked her hard and fast. He leaned over and grabbed a fistful of her blond hair, pulling her head back. Her mouth hung open as she moaned over and over again. He huffed like an animal as he pounded her.

His free hand slid underneath her and played with her clit. His muscles flexed in his arms and down his back. I pinched my nipples and fingered my wet pussy. I held my breath as I waited for them to come.

“Fuck!” cried Warren as his balls unloaded deep inside of Meagan. Her legs shook and her knees almost gave out. She was coming too, with long gasps as she panted over and over again.

I let myself come against the stool, working my fingers over my clit and deep in my pussy. I hissed to keep from being loud, but I almost blew my cover. My orgasm was intense enough to knock me off the stool, but I caught myself against the wall.

Warren slowly pulled his cock out of Meagan and his cheeks turned pink. I dove out of the shadows to their surprise. Warren’s eyes widened and Meagan’s eyes focused on my bare tits hanging out.

“I want to taste him in you,” I told her and she nodded. I nudged him out of the way and dropped to my knees behind her. I lifted my face between her legs and caught a stream of his come on my tongue. I pressed it to her pussy and slid it inside.

I collected every drop of my husband’s come from inside her wet pussy. The taste of both was better than they could’ve been alone. My head was spinning with euphoria and my pussy ached from the orgasm.

“All clean,” I said, wiping my mouth and tugging Meagan’s skirt down over her ass.

She turned over her shoulder and looked at me with hazy eyes. “Thank you,” she said, and I figured it had more meanings than one.

The three of us dressed ourselves in silence before I continued. “So Meagan,” I started, feeling the heat of both their gazes on me. “It’s up to you if you want to keep being our patient. But we can’t do anything like what just happened if you are. Do you understand?”

She nodded and smiled excitedly. “I’d gladly find another doctor for more of this,” she said. “You gave me something I didn’t even know I wanted.” She wrapped her arms around me and I slid mine around her waist.

“You gave me something in return,” I assured her.

She pulled back and tucked her hair behind her ears. Her eyes slowly lifted to Warren and I could tell she was nervous. “I hope it was…okay…for you,” she said.

Warren looked at me and choked something down. Nerves? Fear? “You were perfect,” he told her. “I just hope my wife hasn’t lost her mind.”

“I promise I haven’t,” I replied.

“In that case,” he said, leaning down to Meagan and giving her a kiss, “I’d very much like to do this again.”

“That makes three of us,” I said.

I invited Meagan out to eat with us and she accepted. We wished her goodnight after dinner and Warren and I went home to discuss our new arrangement. He still thought I was crazy, and maybe I was. But if being crazy meant I could see him fuck Meagan again and again, I was happy with it.


Vacation




Chapter One




I sat on the padded bench across from Becca’s bed, looking through her large, picture window. She’d always had such nice things. A nice, big house, with a pretty, manicured yard. Normally I’d be a little jealous, except I finally had something nice of my own. A hot, sexy new boyfriend.

“What do you think?” she asked and I whipped my head in her direction. The way her new bikini sat against her curves made me question my sexuality a little. My body tensed and my throat tightened, but eventually my brain came back around.

“It’s cute,” I said, admiring the hot pink bikini and feeling jealous of her full, perky breasts. She had dark, thick hair that fell in waves around her shoulders. I tugged at my own strands and surveyed them. A dull, light brown. “But we’re going to a cabin for the weekend. Not a beach.”

She waved her arm and her breasts shifted a little. I couldn’t help notice her erect nipples poking through the flimsy fabric. “It’s for the Jacuzzi,” she said.

“Oh.” I let my gaze drift back to the window to relieve myself of the torment her body was putting me through. I’d been friends with Becca since before we graduated high school. It felt wrong to think about her as more than that.

I wondered if Franco would think of her like that. “Oh shit,” I said, turning back to face her. I gripped the edge of the bench in my hands and leaned forward. “I forgot to tell you. I kind of invited Franco to join us.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Franco? Your new boy toy?”

“He’s my boyfriend,” I corrected.

“Not with a name like Franco. The guy’s going to cheat on you so fast it’ll make your head spin. Besides, I’ve caught a glimpse of him on campus. He has looks that could land him anyone.”

My stomach twisted into a knot. “That’s very mean of you to say.”

“Shit,” she said, rushing to my side before she’d even finished putting her clothes back on. “I didn’t mean it like that. I just…know a player when I see one. You’re gorgeous, but I’m looking out for you.” She wrapped her arms around me and her mango shampoo hit my nostrils. I breathed her in. Clean and fruity. I leaned my head against her shoulder and sighed.

“He’s been nothing but good to me so far,” I said. “I guess I was hoping it’d be a chance for the two of you to meet.”

“I don’t mind meeting him,” she said. “But this is our weekend. We take this trip every year with our families. This year it was supposed to be just us.”

I lifted my gaze to hers and felt her sincerity wrap around me. “I’m sorry. I should’ve asked first. I can cancel on him.”

She laughed. “No. Don’t do that. I do wish you’d have asked, but I need to know what kind of man my bestie is dating. Because if he’s not good enough then I want to have my say. You mean the world to me, Julie.” She leaned in and planted a soft, tender kiss on my cheek. My chest fluttered and I wasn’t sure why. Did I want more?

I knew that line of thought was ridiculous. I loved Franco, and I loved his hot, masculine body. I loved the way his muscles rippled as he pounded into me when we fucked. He always had me screaming his name through a white hot orgasm.

But he wasn’t as tender as Becca was. That’s because we are just friends, though, right?

“What about you?” she asked, dropping her hands and adjusting her blue crop top. “Did you get a new bikini for the Jacuzzi?”

I shook my head. “I never liked that dirty old thing.”

“Dirty? Old? Blashemy!”

We both laughed, and for a moment I forgot all of my insecurities. I did think the Jacuzzi was dirty and old, but I was mostly avoiding it to keep the three of us from being half naked around each other. The last thing I wanted was for Franco to see my sexy best friend in her hot pink bikini. But if she was going to wear it anyway, then I knew I’d have to join in.

“If you’ve invited Franco on our trip, you’re going to want to look sexy. Let’s go shopping for a new bikini!” She stood up and grabbed her purse and keys without waiting for a response. I couldn’t find the strength in my legs to lift me up. She turned her head and noticed I hadn’t budged. “I am not taking no for an answer.”

I smiled at her enthusiasm and followed after. The stores were crowded with families doing back to school shopping. We squealed at the swim section that had a large sale sign hanging over it. The best thing about this time of year was discounts on summer clothes.

Becca flipped through hangers until she found one she liked. “You’d look so hot in this one.” My cheeks burned with heat and I wondered if they turned pink for her.

“You think so?” She held up a royal blue bikini with decorative straps at the hips and around the back. “I don’t know if this sort of thing will even stay on.”

“We’ll glue them if we have to,” she teased. Her hand found mine and tugged me toward her. “Come on. Fitting rooms are over there.”

I expected her to hand me the swimwear and sit to the side, but she pulled the two of us into a fitting room together. “Go ahead,” she said. “Take off your clothes. Show me that hot body of yours.” She was smiling, but she didn’t know about the heat that was building between my thighs.

I slowly removed my loose tank top and unfastened my denim skirt. My chest constricted as I revealed my underwear to my best friend. It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen it before, but we’d never seen each other naked. And to get into the swimsuit, I’d have to remove my bra.

I slowly worked my hands at the clasp and let my bra straps fall down my arms. Becca wore a serious expression. I wanted her to be playful in a moment like this. The last thing I wanted was to take this interaction seriously. I could’ve sworn I caught her licking her lips as she stared at my breasts.

“I love your cute little breasts,” she said in a way that almost sounded like a moan. I lifted my gaze in hopes to find her smiling, but instead she was chewing on her lower lip. She stepped toward me and I stiffened. Her hands reached out without warning and cupped the sides of my tits. “They’re really something.”

My pussy ached and my panties felt wet. I hoped she couldn’t see the stain I was leaving behind. Her eyes focused on my nipples which stood proud for her. She lowered her head until her breath rolled over them. I shivered in her grasp and my knees weakened. “What are you doing?” I asked, barely able to get the words out.

“Admiring them,” she said. “I’ve always wondered what they taste like.”

My eyes shot open and I dropped my chin. She stared up at me with a grin, but she inched her face forward. Her soft lips parted until they surrounded my left nipple. She tightened her lips and sucked in, flicking her tongue across the skin.

“Fuck,” I moaned, instinctively running my fingers through her dark hair. Her teeth nipped me and a spark shot down my spine and between my legs. “Shit!”

She let go and pulled back, trying to look satisfied. But instead, she looked flustered. “Delicious,” she said. She was trying to tease, but I could feel the heat between us. I’d always thought it was one sided. Just me with these strange feelings I shouldn’t have. I couldn’t take the distance any longer. I closed the gap until my lips pressed hard into hers. She accepted me, parting her lips to make room for my tongue.

Her hands wandered my breasts and plucked at my nipples. My hands were at her waist, sliding slowly upward underneath her shirt. I cupped her breasts and tugged her bra down beneath them. She moaned softly and it made my stomach flip.

She lowered a hand between my legs and pressed a finger into the wet spot of my panties until it dipped between my folds. My legs wobbled and it took all the strength I had not to fall over completely.

Her hands pushed on my shoulders, lowering me to the little fitting room bench. She dropped to her knees and with fire in her eyes, said, “Spread your legs.”

I gulped, but I did as I was told. She ran her hands up my inner thighs, sending a hot shiver up my legs to my pussy. Her fingers dipped inside my panties and tugged them to the side. She moved her face forward and stretched out her tongue. It glided up my slit and I slammed my head back against the wall.

“Fuck,” I groaned, running my fingers through her hair. She brought my legs onto her shoulders while her tongue licked and probed me. My legs quivered and I couldn’t contain the waves that rippled through me.

My breath calmed and she pulled back with a smile. “Your moans are sexy,” she said.

“I want to taste you,” I told her.

She wiped her mouth and slowly stood. “Then taste me.” She moved to the bench opposite me and slid her leggings off. I licked my lips as I approached her legs on the floor. I didn’t know the first thing about licking pussy and feared I wouldn’t be good enough. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d been with any girls before. If she’d had her pussy licked by a pro before.

I tugged her black thong to the side. My heart sped when I saw the wet pool building between her legs. She smelled like the ocean, salty and intoxicating. She tasted like caramel as my tongue dragged up her slit.

“Shit,” she moaned, weaving her fingers in my hair. I followed the moves she’d put on me. I wiggled my tongue and circled her clit. Her legs wrapped around my shoulders, holding me in. Her hips rocked against my face and my nose dipped against her skin. I inhaled her pussy’s scent and my stomach fluttered.

I was just about to start questioning if I was doing it right, when Becca muffled her scream with the back of her hand. Watching her come was the greatest sight in the world. She was so sexy, quivering above me. I couldn’t help but wonder what she’d look like quivering around my boyfriend’s cock.

What a strange thought. I brushed it away. Sex brings out the weirdest desires. I knew I didn’t really want to see anything like that. At least I thought I did.

“That was amazing,” she said through haggard breaths. I smiled, stood, and picked up the bikini we came in for.

“Guess I should try this on before someone catches us in here.”

“Go ahead, hot stuff,” she said with a laugh. I slid the top on and then pulled the bottoms up over my panties. “Wow. You look irresistible. It makes your breasts look a little bigger too. Not that they need to be. I love them just the way they are.”

“Do you think Franco does?”

“If he doesn’t, he’s an idiot. Don’t worry about what he thinks. You should feel proud of your body. I’m not even gay and even I couldn’t help myself.”

I blushed at her compliment and dressed myself. “I guess I’ll get it. So I have something to wear with you in the hot tub.”

“That’s my girl,” she said with a wink. I liked hearing that I was her girl, but I was still worried about our weekend with Franco.


Chapter Two




Franco and I met Becca up at the cabin. My nerves were on edge. I wondered if she’d like him. I worried that he’d like her. I worried he’d like her like I liked her. And I was confused about all of that.

“Thanks for inviting me,” he said, resting his thick hand on my thigh. “I’m excited to meet Becca.”

I parked the car and turned to him. “You are?”

He smiled and nodded. “If she’s important to you then she’s important to me.”

Those didn’t sound like the words of a player. I wondered if Becca knew at all what she was talking about. I wrapped my arms around Franco’s thick neck and kissed his pouty lips. “You’re perfect, you know that?”

He shrugged and we both laughed. We exited the car and he grabbed the luggage while I carried the groceries. Beside us in the driveway was Becca’s little red coupe.

I knocked on the door and waited for Becca to answer. My heart pounded in my chest with every second that went by. Finally, she answered and my jaw fell open. She was wrapped in a towel with wet hair like she’d just gotten out of the shower. “Oh my god,” she said. “I thought you guys would be a few more minutes.”

My gut twisted at the thought of Franco seeing her like that, but my thighs clenched at the same time. I wanted to taste her again. I wanted her to taste me. And Franco still had no idea I’d done any of that behind his back.

“Shit,” I heard his deep voice say from behind me. “Guess we’re early?”

I turned to see his expression, but he had his back facing us. I breathed a sigh of relief that he wasn’t ogling my friend, but I also felt a tinge of disappointment. What the hell is wrong with me?

I pushed past Becca and she headed back upstairs to get dressed. Once I was in the kitchen, I caught sight of Franco holding the luggage and watching Becca skip up the stairs. I wondered what he was thinking. I wondered if he wanted to know what she looked like naked.

She looks amazing, I thought, trying to contain myself. I dropped a few things while trying to put them away. My nerves were on edge and I was too flustered.

“Let me help you,” Becca said, coming down the stairs in just her hot pink bikini.

“Where are your clothes?” I asked with a stern voice under my breath.

“What? I thought we were going in the Jacuzzi?”

“Right now?”

“Yeah, come on. It’ll be fun.” She wrapped her dark hair high above her head and secured the bun with an elastic band. She reached for my hair and did the same.

Feeling her hands on me made me want to kiss her, but Franco was watching us from the living room. I couldn’t tell if he was staring more at Becca than at me, but I knew I wouldn’t be happy with either answer.

“Go on,” she said. “You guys get changed and meet me out there.” She skipped to the enclosed deck outside and removed the cover to the hot tub.

“She’s quite a firecracker, isn’t she?” asked Franco.

“Sorry she hasn’t thought to put on a pair of clothes yet,” I joked.

He shrugged. “I don’t mind.”

“I bet you don’t,” I said while sticking my tongue out.

“I didn’t mean like that,” he said. But I couldn’t help notice how tight his pants had become. “Well, I suppose we should get changed.”

I sighed. Becca always had so much control over the situation. It was too easy to give into her. She had a glow about her that I never wanted to smother. Franco and I changed in front of each other and I noticed his semi. “Is that for me?” I teased him, reaching out to touch it.

“Who else?” he asked, his dark eyes burning into mine. His cock hardened in my hand and he leaned down to kiss me, swiping his tongue along my lips.

“It wouldn’t be for Becca, would it?” I asked when he pulled away.

His cheeks turned pink but he said it wasn’t. I didn’t believe him, and my gut twisted more. We joined Becca in the hot tub and I was grateful most of our bodies would be under water.

“So, Franco. Did your girl tell you what happened the other day when we picked out her new bikini?” I kicked her under the water.

He cocked a brow. “No. She didn’t.”

“Oh, it was no big deal. I just tasted her pussy and she tasted mine.”

Franco’s jaw about dropped to the floor. “You what?”

“She’s lying,” I said, but I was unconvincing.

“I don’t believe you,” he said, his gaze sweeping between Becca and me. “Prove it.”

“Okay,” said Becca as she slid closer to me. I wanted to fight her off, but I couldn’t. My body wanted her to continue. She wrapped her arms around me and pressed her soft lips to mine. I melted in her kiss as her tongue slipped into my mouth.

“Fuck that’s hot,” said Franco, his jaw hanging low. I glanced over to him and noticed his hands were under the water.

“You jerking off to us?” Becca teased.

“What? No way,” he said, suddenly aware of my presence.

I couldn’t believe I was about to say my next words. “It’s okay,” I told him. “I don’t mind.”

His eyes flashed with guilt and desire. “Are you sure?”

I looked at Becca who wore a sly smile. “I’ve turned your girl into quite the deviant, haven’t I?”

Franco’s hands were stroking his cock. I could see the ripples of his biceps as he moved them forcefully. “I guess you have,” he said.

“Here,” Becca said, moving closer to him. “Let me help you with that.” Her hands disappeared under the water, but I had a good idea where they went.

Franco’s hands reappeared and stretched behind his head as she tugged on his cock. She dipped under the water and I could see her bun poking above the top. Her head bobbed up and down and I knew she was sucking him off. Franco looked at me with wide, concerned eyes, but I nodded for him to continue. I didn’t know why I wanted them to.

I shifted in my seat as I watched him deep throat my best friend. His hands held her head gently as he rocked his hips back and forth against her. She came up for air and smiled before returning to the job she started. I wondered if she intended on finishing it.

Before Franco came, she rose from the water again and reached behind her back. She unfastened her bikini top and looked over her shoulder at me. “You too,” she commanded.

Franco was silent, but his eyes were wide – soaking in everything. Before long, he had two pairs of breasts to stare at while Becca straddled his lap. I inched closer to the two of them and watched as she grinded her hips against his hard cock.

“Mmm, your boyfriend’s cock feels so big and thick. I wonder if I can take him,” she teased.

“Go ahead and try,” I joked back. Part of me hoped she would and the other part of me was terrified that she wouldn’t. I didn’t know what was wrong with my body, but it wanted to see the two of the together desperately.

“Don’t tempt me,” she said, pulling her lower lip between her teeth. Franco was lost in a daze. It was like he wasn’t even a part of the conversation.

“Do you want her, Franco?” I asked him. He turned to me with furrowed brows and a pained expression. “It’s okay to want her. She’s very sexy.” I lifted my eyes up toward Becca and stroked a hand down the side of her torso. Her nipples were erect and I longed to pull one of them between my teeth.

“I guess I do,” he said shamefully, his cheeks burning red.

“Then take her,” I told him. Becca gasped as if she couldn’t believe I actually said the words. Franco reached between her legs and pulled her bikini bottoms to the side. He pressed the tip of his cock to her slit and I wondered if it was wet like it’d been in the fitting room. I wanted to taste her so badly.

He pushed his way inside her and they both groaned. I couldn’t resist any longer. I reached for Becca’s nearest breast and sucked her nipple between my lips. Her hand wrapped around my head, holding me to her.

Franco followed my lead and took her free nipple into his mouth. His thick hand wandered underneath the water until it found my lap. His fingers slid into my bikini and brushed against my clit, sending sparks through my whole body.

“Fuck,” moaned Becca who started rocking her hips over him. She moved in circled and bounced up and down. I nipped at her and flicked my tongue across her skin.

Franco leaned back to watch her body in action and I followed his lead. I kept my hands on Becca’s stomach, gripping her hips as if I was the one pushing her onto him.

Franco’s fingers worked my pussy like magic. He’d always been so good at teasing me. He leaned down to my chest and sucked in my nipple while he played with my clit.

I was the only one watching Becca ride him now, but he was the one feeling every swift motion of her hips.

As if I’d been the catalyst for everything, my orgasmic moans set them off. Mine started when the waves of heat swept through my body. Franco then groaned against my chest while Becca rode him while screaming.

She almost sounded like she was in pain, except for the hint of moaning ecstasy at the end. The three of us collapsed, out of breath, waiting for the calm to return to us.

Franco looked at me and brushed his fingers along my cheek. “Are you sure this was okay?” he asked. Becca climbed off him and sat beside me.

I turned to her when I answered him. “I loved every second of it.”

“Such a dirty girl,” teased Becca, making my thighs clench all over again. She climbed out of the hot tub and grabbed her bikini top. She fastened it back on and I couldn’t help notice water downed come dripping from her bikini bottoms. I climbed out of the tub and dropped to my knees. I placed my hands on her thighs and dragged my tongue along my boyfriend’s come. I looked up at her like she was otherworldly.

Her hand brushed through my tangled, wet hair and she smiled. “Good girl.” My body tingled. “Now let’s get some food.”

I nodded and stood, Franco soon joining behind me. His cock was stuffed away and he wrapped his arms around me. “You’re the best fucking girlfriend ever.”

I couldn’t help but smile. If only he knew that I didn’t do any of that for him. I did it all for me. And I had a feeling our whole weekend would soon be full of similar adventures.
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