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Chapter 1



The summer heat clung to my skin like a lover I couldn’t shake, the kind that makes you feel alive and reckless. It was a backyard barbecue a few years back, the kind with cheap beer in red cups, burgers sizzling on a grill, and a playlist of overplayed pop hits blaring from someone’s Bluetooth speaker. I was in my element, flitting between conversations, my sundress hugging my curves just right, catching glances from guys who thought they were subtle. But then I saw him—Ethan. He wasn’t the tallest guy in the yard, nor the most jacked, but something about him hit me like a shot of tequila. His easy laugh, the way his hazel eyes crinkled when he told a dumb joke, the confidence in how he leaned against a picnic table like he owned the damn place—it sucked me in. I knew, right then, I was going to fall for him hard.

I’m not one to play coy. I sauntered over, tossing my hair, letting my hips sway just enough to make it clear I wasn’t here for small talk. “You look like you’re having too much fun over here,” I said, flashing a grin. He smirked, sizing me up, and fired back, “Only because you showed up, Ava.” His voice had this low, playful edge that made my stomach flip. We bantered for a while, trading quips about the shitty beer and the guy doing a keg stand like it was 2005. By the time he asked for my number, I was practically buzzing, my body already imagining what his hands might feel like on me.

But then, the letdown. Ethan called, sure, but it was all, “Hey, wanna grab lunch?” or “Coffee this weekend?” Platonic as fuck. I’d show up in tight jeans, a top that screamed look at me, and he’d just sit there, charming as ever, talking about his job or some random Netflix show. No move, no spark, just friendly vibes. “Did this dude seriously friendzone me?” I thought, staring at my reflection in a café window, wondering if my game was off. Me, Ava, the woman who could make any guy’s jaw drop just by walking into a room. I’d never met a man who didn’t get hard just from a glance, and here was Ethan, treating me like a buddy. It pissed me off, but it also lit a fire under me. If he was playing hard to get, I’d step it up.

I started dressing to kill around him. Low-cut tops, skirts that barely covered my ass, lingerie that wasn’t meant to stay on. I’d lean in close, letting my perfume linger, dropping flirty lines like, “You sure you can handle me, Ethan?” I’d “accidentally” brush my ass against his crotch when we passed in tight spaces, feeling the tension in his body but getting nothing more than a chuckle. Every goodbye hug was a performance—my tits pressed hard against his chest, lingering just long enough to make my point. I was relentless, a woman on a mission. And yeah, maybe it was my arrogance talking, but I was sure he wanted me. No way he didn’t.

It took work—God, did it take work—but I finally got him. One night, after weeks of my not-so-subtle campaign, we ended up in bed. His hands were as good as I’d imagined, rough and sure, his mouth hot against my skin. It was electric, the kind of sex that leaves you sweaty and smug. I thought I’d cracked him, that we’d be fucking like animals from then on. But when he asked me out, officially, and we started dating seriously, I hit another wall. Ethan, for all his charisma, wasn’t as horny as I was. At best, we were getting it on once a week, sometimes less. I’d be lying in bed, aching for him, my body practically screaming, and he’d be scrolling through his phone or already half-asleep. It drove me up the fucking wall.

I’m not one to give up, though. I loved Ethan—his laugh, his steadiness, the way he made me feel safe even when I was pissed at him. Sex wasn’t everything, but it was a big fucking part of what I needed. I knew he’d been in open relationships before, back in his wilder days, so I brought it up one night over wine. “What if we opened things up?” I asked, watching his face carefully. “You know, keep what we have but… explore a bit.” I braced for pushback, but he just shrugged, sipped his drink, and said, “If that’s what you want, Ava, I’m cool with it.” I was floored. No jealousy, no fight—just agreement. It felt like a gift and a slap at the same time.

Suddenly, I was living the dream. I could fuck whoever I wanted, knowing I had Ethan to come home to, the guy who handled the other 80% of a relationship—love, support, the boring stuff that matters. I wasn’t about to cheat; I’d been burned by that shit before, and the emotional wreckage wasn’t worth it. Honesty was my line in the sand. I’d go out, have my fun, and come back to him, and he seemed fine with it. For a while, it was perfect. I’d meet a guy at a bar, let the night take me where it wanted, and still wake up next to Ethan, his arm slung over me like nothing had changed. But that nagging feeling never left—why didn’t he want me as much as I wanted him? Why was I the one chasing?

Enter Lia, my best friend since forever. Lia’s the kind of woman who’d make an incel’s head explode. She’s fucked more guys than I could count—probably over a hundred in the decade I’ve known her. She’s unapologetic, a whirlwind of energy who loves to play with men’s heads. I’m not saying she’s cruel, but she gets off on the power trip, toying with their egos like a cat with a mouse. Deep down, she’s got a heart of gold, always showing up when I need her, surprising me with random acts of kindness that make me forgive her chaos. But Lia and Ethan? They never quite clicked. She thought he was controlling, which was bullshit. I’d slowed down on the club scene, tired of the same sweaty nights and hungover mornings, but Lia swore it was Ethan’s fault, like he’d put a leash on me.

I started to notice something else, though. Lia was different around Ethan. She’s usually all confidence and sharp edges, but with him, she got… softer. Shyer, almost. She’d laugh too loud at his jokes, her eyes lingering on him a beat too long. I brushed it off at first—Lia’s a flirt, it’s her default setting—but then one night, after too many tequila shots, she spilled it. We were sprawled on her couch, the room spinning, when she grabbed my hand and slurred, “Ava, I’m so fucking sorry, but your husband? He’s hot. Like, really hot. I hate myself for it.” Her voice cracked, and I could tell she meant it, the guilt and the want all tangled up in her drunken confession.

I told her it was fine, laughed it off, but my brain was spinning. Lia was my ride-or-die, the one person I’d trust with my life. She’d never betray me, not after everything we’d been through. But knowing she wanted Ethan stirred something in me—jealousy, maybe, or curiosity. We were open, after all. What would it mean to let her in? I wasn’t sure I wanted to find out, but the thought planted itself like a seed.






Chapter 2


That seed Lia planted stuck with me, sprouting into something I couldn’t quite shake. I trusted her, no question—she’d never cross a line that would hurt me. But the idea of her wanting Ethan, my Ethan, stirred a cocktail of emotions I wasn’t ready to unpack. Jealousy, sure, but also a flicker of excitement, like maybe this could spice things up in a way I hadn’t expected. Our open relationship was supposed to be about freedom, but it was starting to feel like a game of chess, each move calculated, each piece carrying weight.

I didn’t tell Ethan about Lia’s drunken confession right away. Part of me wanted to hold onto it, like a card I could play later. Instead, I let things simmer, watching her around him at group hangouts, noticing the way she’d blush when he teased her or how her laugh got a little too loud. It was subtle, but I knew Lia’s tells. She was into him, and it wasn’t just a passing crush. I should’ve been pissed, but I wasn’t. Maybe because I knew Ethan wasn’t chasing her, or maybe because the thought of them together didn’t scare me as much as it turned me on. Our open arrangement had already blurred so many lines—what was one more?

Things got complicated when Lia started dating Noah last summer. Lia’s relationships usually burned out faster than a cheap candle, but Noah was different. He was the longest she’d kept anyone around, a record-breaking milestone for her. And fuck, was he hot. Like, really fucking hot. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline that could cut glass and eyes that made you forget your own name. The first time I saw him, at a rooftop bar with Lia hanging off his arm, I felt my thighs clench involuntarily. He had this quiet confidence, like he knew exactly what he was working with but didn’t need to flaunt it. I played it cool, of course, but my mind was already racing, picturing him pinning me against a wall, his hands everywhere, his cock—

I snapped out of it when Lia introduced us. “Ava, this is Noah,” she said, her voice dripping with pride, like she’d bagged a trophy. I shook his hand, my smile a little too tight, and said something generic like, “Nice to meet you.” But inside, I was a mess. I wanted him, bad, and the guilt hit me like a freight train. Ethan and I had been open, sure, but since we got married a year ago, I’d slowed down on the extracurriculars. We hadn’t officially closed the relationship, but it had become this unspoken thing—less fucking around, more routine. Noah was the first guy in a while who made me question that shift.

We went on a double date with Lia and Noah a few weeks later, some trendy gastropub with overpriced cocktails and dim lighting. I wore a dress that hugged my ass and pushed my tits up just right, telling myself it was for Ethan, but deep down, I knew I was dressing for Noah’s eyes. The whole night, I was hyper-aware of him—his low chuckle, the way his fingers brushed Lia’s arm, the casual strength in how he carried himself. By the time we got home, I was a wreck. I slipped into bed next to Ethan, my body buzzing, and all I could think about was Noah fucking me in every filthy way I could imagine. I masturbated that night, quietly, while Ethan slept, picturing Noah’s hands, his mouth, his cock splitting me open. It was intense, and it left me feeling like a traitor.

I knew I had to talk to Ethan. He’d always been cool with the open thing, but this felt different. Noah wasn’t some random hookup; he was Lia’s guy, and that made it messier. One night, over takeout and a bottle of red, Ethan brought it up first, casual as ever. “So, Noah’s pretty good-looking, huh?” he said, smirking over his glass. I froze, my fork halfway to my mouth, wondering if he’d read my mind. “Yeah, he’s alright,” I said, playing it off, but my cheeks were burning. Ethan raised an eyebrow, like he knew I was full of shit. “Come on, Ava. You think he’s hot. It’s cool, just say
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