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PENN

I’m in love with my brother’s wife.

Addison Liu isn’t just any woman. She’s the woman. No matter how much my brother insists she’s his, she was mine first. We’ve been best friends since primary school. I remember how we used to skid our knees roller skating in empty parking lots; How we used to play Mommy and Daddy and kiss on the mouth. I can tell she’s coming by the sound of her steps. I’d recognise her laugh from across the street. I know everything about her. She loves children and wants two one day. Her favourite movie is Clueless. She loves to wear floral skirts, dresses, and pants. Anything to do with flowers, and she’s smitten. I have plushies she crocheted littering my bed. I’ve seen her cry at parties when her ex broke up with her. I’ve nursed her when she was sick. I thought that after university, she’d finally see me, Penn Alister, as her one true love.

But then she met Max.

My older brother looks nothing like me. He’s my opposite. Blonde, blue-eyed. I have black hair and green eyes. He loves soccer more than anything. He has dogs he carries everywhere and collects stray cats like it’s a hobby. He’s the most bubbly person. I love him, obviously, but I also hate him. The minute Addison laid eyes on him and found out he was a florist, the conversation turned into dates, which turned into love, and then I was third-wheeling with two of my best friends, losing the love of my life. Now, two years later, they were married.

And I am fucking devastated.

“Penn, have you set up the invitations for the party?” Addison asks me in their three-bedroom house in the suburbs. Max is wrangling the dogs for a shower. My mouth is dry, and I’m so lost in my train of thought that I ask her to repeat the question.

“Oh, right, yeah. The party. I emailed everyone yesterday,” I say, then take a sip of my Diet Pepsi.

She smiles at me. That beatific smile that lights up her gorgeous face. I trace the freckles on her nose. My heart clenches in my chest, my breath leaving my body. I avert my gaze.

Fuck, she’s gorgeous.

“You’re so organised. I bet you made a spreadsheet, too, Mr Chartered Accountant.” She pops a lollipop in her mouth.

“Guilty.”

The worst thing about being twenty-five and loving your brother’s wife? There’s no space for romance because you can’t look at anyone else. You wouldn’t dare to.

The next day, it’s their second anniversary party. All our friends fill their home. The house is covered in floral decorations, wine is in rotation, and appetisers cover the side tables. Music plays over soft speakers as the sun sets below the horizon. I sit outside on the pool deck, nursing a bottle of beer, away from the commotion. I’m not much of a social guy. That’s Addison and Max’s avenue. I feel a clap on my shoulder.

“Why are you here alone, Penn? Moping over Addison?” Cedric asks.

I shrug.

“I can’t believe she’s married to him. I can’t believe it’s not me.”

“I’m sorry, man. Maybe it’s time to move on.”

“I can’t.”

And that’s been the mope of the century.

I can’t move on.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

[image: ]


ADDISON

I can’t shake the way Penn looks at me. I love him so much it aches. Sometimes I catch myself staring at him for too long. I know I’m married to Max and shouldn’t be thinking about Penn at all, but fuck, I do. I touch myself at the thought of him every night. Sometimes when I have sex with Max, I imagine it’s Penn touching me. I imagine he’s whispering in my ears and staring into my eyes with his green gaze. When we hug, I let it linger. I feel his veiny, large hands on my body and melt into it. I imagine letting him grab my ass or touch my breasts, and it sends me into a tizzy.

The party feels like a facade.

It feels like I’m trying to ascertain that I didn’t choose the wrong brother, but I know I did.

I never used to think about Penn as more than a friend. When I fell for Max, it was genuine. But as the years go by, our fights have worsened.

I seriously believe that I can make this marriage work, even after Max’s cheating and his insults. His emotional abuse. I want to leave. I want to tell someone, but then it hits me that I don’t deserve Penn. I don’t deserve real love. This is what I deserve. Max is what I deserve.

I’m not good enough for Penn.

“You okay, Addison?” Max asks me, grabbing my arm.

I smile weakly at him.

“I’m fine.”

I gulp my wine.

I’ve been drinking more lately.

“You don’t smile at me like you used to. Smile as you love me, Liu.”

That’s all I am to him.

Liu.

Not Addison or Addie like Penn calls me. Not Allister.

Liu.

Granted, it’s my maiden name, but we’re married.

Why does he treat me like we’re not?

I twirl my wedding ring on my finger.

“I’m tired, Max. I’m heading to bed.”

“Fuck no. Entertain your guests. Cut the cake. Smile. Laugh. Anything other than your sour face. Also, you let my roses wilt in the flower shop. Don’t make that mistake again.”

“Sorry.”

I can feel tears build, and it’s like there’s a rock in my throat.

I get through the party somehow.

At the end of the night, once everyone has left, Penn and I sit on the patio, drunk.

“Do you remember that time we went skinny dipping in the neighbour’s jacuzzi?” He asks, laughing his ass off.

Tears drip down my face, stomach clenching as I laugh with him.

“We thought they weren’t home and they caught us. Mr Jenkins pulled out a fucking shotgun. We ran down the street buck naked after jumping over the fence.”

“God, I miss being eighteen.”

His hands are all over me; his touch is searing hot. His face is inches from mine. I stare into his moss green eyes. I don’t know why I do it, but I pull him by the tie and kiss him.

He’s surprised, but I don’t pull away.

He clutches my face and kisses me harder.

I crawl into his lap. He grabs my ass as I start humping him.

“Ohhh,” I moan against his lips.

“Addie, we shouldn’t be doing this...” he says in between kisses.

“Then why does it feel so good?”

He presses me down on the patio; I wrap my legs around his waist as he devours my mouth.

“He’ll catch us.”

“All the more reason to do it. Take off your pants.”

My words are slurring. Fucking him right here in the open makes me feel aroused.

He slips his pants and underwear off. He pulls my dress up, pulling my panties down my legs.

When his cock enters me, I see stars.

“Fuck,” I cry.

He starts to thrust, and I match every stroke.

He keeps pumping inside me. My hands grip his back. His hand is on my boob, fondling it gently. It makes me so hot.

My pussy wounds tight, my orgasm cresting as he fucks, fucks and fucks.

“Deeper,” I demand.

He sinks further inside me, and I hiss, but then I’m coming so hard, I can’t breathe.

He gets off me and puts his pants back up.

I pull my underwear back on.

Post-orgasm clarity guilt starts to fester in me.

Oh God.

What did I just do?
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PENN

Addison can’t look me in the eye these days. When I show up at her shop a week after we had sex on the patio, she averts her gaze when I talk.

“We need to talk,” I say.

“There’s nothing to say. Nothing happened.”

“Addie...”

“No, Penn. I’m married.”

“You came onto me, remember?”

“Let’s move on? It was a lapse in judgement.”

I come around the counter and press her against the counter. I gently grab her chin and make her face me. Her brown eyes are red with tears.

“I feel so guilty, Penn. I know Max is horrible and abusive, but cheating? I feel awful!”

I frown.

“Wait, wait, wait. Abusive? He hits you or something?”

“No, no. Shit, I didn’t mean to say that. He doesn’t hit me. He just... he doesn’t treat me well.”

Anger surges through me.

“I’m going to fucking kill him.”

“No, Penn. Leave it.”

“I’m not leaving it, Addie. He’s going to regret treating you like that.”

She hugs me.

“Don’t hurt him.”

I wrap my arms around her.

“Okay.”

It’s a lie. That bastard won’t see ever again. I will gouge his eyes out.

She lets go, but then she cups my face and presses her lips against mine. I kiss her back.

The kiss becomes heated, and our heavy breaths fill the quiet store. Addison parts, walks to the door and flips the sign to closed. She locks the door, then turns to me as she peels her dress off.

“Take your clothes off.”

Ten minutes later, my cock is deep inside her as I fuck her on the floor.

“Shit, baby, that feels so fucking good,” She cries.

“You like that, huh?”

“I love it so much.”

Her responsiveness drives me wild. I love sinking into her tight pussy. I love kissing her soft, pink mouth. And brushing her hair.

“I love you, Addie. I’ve loved you since the beginning.”

“I love you, too, Penn. I love you so much it hurts.”

When I come, it feels like heaven on Earth.

In that moment, I vow to make her mine.
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