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Chapter 1



I always pegged Emily as the quintessential nerdy girl. We met back in our junior year of college, where she hovered on the fringes of my friend group like a shy satellite. Her hair was a perpetual mess, matted and tossed into a sloppy bun, and she drowned in oversized hoodies that hid any hint of her figure. Those massive plastic glasses she wore practically swallowed her face, giving her the vibe of a stereotypical STEM major straight out of a 2000s teen flick. She was smart, no doubt—probably smarter than most of us—but she wasn’t the kind of girl I’d ever look at twice in that way.

As the school year rolled on, Emily started weaving herself tighter into our crew. I’d catch her stealing glances at me, twirling a strand of her hair or flashing a nervous smile whenever we talked. It wasn’t hard to pick up on the vibe—she had a crush. I’ll admit, it stroked my ego a bit, but Emily wasn’t my type. Not even close. I wasn’t trying to be a jerk, so I did my best to keep things friendly without leading her on. Her friends, though, didn’t make it easy. They’d corner me with questions like, “So, what do you think of Emily?” or “She’s cute, right?” I’d dodge and weave, keeping my answers vague. Eventually, she got the hint, and we settled into a comfortable friendship. No drama, no heartbreak.

After graduation, most of us stuck around the area, either working or chasing grad degrees. Emily went for her master’s at the same university, and our group stayed tight, meeting up for drinks or game nights like we were still in college. One night at a bar, Emily showed up with a new guy on her arm—Ethan. He was a grad student in economics, and they’d met in some crossover class. Ethan was her perfect match: average height, lanky, with a passion for D&D, data science, and anime. He was the kind of guy who’d brag about his Python skills but in a way that made you like him anyway. I was happy for her. They seemed like two peas in a geeky pod.

Months later, we planned a Vegas trip for our buddy Mike’s birthday. Emily asked if Ethan could tag along, and we all gave a quick “Hell yeah.” Ethan fit right in—quiet, unassuming, and cool enough to roll with our chaos. We were still in that post-college broke mindset, so to save cash, eight of us crammed into two adjoining hotel rooms, each with two beds. Emily and Ethan claimed one bed in our room, while I bunked with Mike in the other. The girls—Sophie and Rachel—took a bed in the second room, and the rest of the guys doubled up. No one blinked at the setup; we’d shared worse in college.

We had big plans for the night: dinner, then hitting a club. After eating, we split up to get ready. The girls took one room to change, leaving us guys in the other. We messed around with Ethan, ribbing him about his first-ever club experience. He laughed it off, a little nervous but game. We made sure he looked sharp—collared shirt, decent jeans, the works. The guy was a rookie, but we had his back.

When Sophie and Rachel strutted out of their room, they were stunning, all dolled up in tight dresses and heels, ready to own the night. We asked where Emily was, and they exchanged a look before saying she was feeling nervous. Apparently, they’d dragged her to an outlet mall earlier to buy something new—something to “get her out of her comfort zone.” They made us swear not to laugh or be dicks about it. We agreed, but I’ll admit, we were all throwing each other confused looks. Emily in anything other than a baggy sweatshirt? Hard to picture.

Then she walked out.

“Holy shit, Emily,” Tom blurted, and I swear every guy’s jaw hit the floor, mine included.

It was like seeing a stranger. The Emily we knew—the one with the messy bun, oversized glasses, and mom jeans—was gone. In her place was this… bombshell. Her hair was down, cascading in soft curls over her shoulders. No glasses; she’d swapped them for contacts, revealing sharp, striking eyes. The tight black dress she wore hugged every curve, showing off a body none of us knew she had—full, perky breasts practically spilling out, a firm, rounded ass, and legs that went on for days. It was unreal.

“Jesus, Emily, no wonder you hide under those sweatshirts,” Mike said, half-laughing, half-awestruck.

Her face turned crimson, and Sophie snapped, “Guys, come on, you’re embarrassing her!”

“Sorry, it’s just… damn, what a glow-up,” I said, trying to smooth it over. Emily’s eyes lit up when I spoke, a shy but warm smile spreading across her face.

As we walked to the club, I couldn’t stop staring. Emily strode ahead, confident in a way I’d never seen, her hips swaying in that dress. I kept replaying all those moments she’d flirted with me back in college, how I’d brushed her off. Regret hit me like a truck. How had I missed this? And then there was Ethan, holding her hand, looking like he’d won the lottery. Every guy in our group was thinking the same thing: Ethan gets to sleep with HER?

It didn’t add up. Emily had gone from invisible nerd to supermodel with just a change of clothes and some effort. Did she always know she was hiding this? Or was she just clueless about her own potential? Either way, something shifted in me. I wanted her. Badly. Maybe not tonight, but soon. Jealousy burned in my chest, knowing Ethan was the one taking her to bed. Maybe this was payback for all the times I’d turned her down. Karma’s a bitch.

At the club, Mike bought the first round, and we posted up in a corner, sipping drinks and hyping ourselves up. A few more rounds in—helped by the flasks we’d smuggled in true broke-student style—we hit the dance floor. Emily was grinding on Ethan, who was doing his best to keep up with an awkward sway that screamed “first time at a club.” When he ducked out to the bathroom, I saw my chance.

I slid up to Emily, and we started dancing. Her moves were fluid, sensual, nothing like the shy girl I thought I knew. I grabbed her hips, and we moved together like we’d done this a hundred times. The alcohol was hitting hard, and the room spun a little, but I was locked in on her. Ethan came back, looking wobbly from the drinks, and just stood there, watching us. I motioned for him to jump in, but he waved me off, saying he needed to sit. Dude was hammered.

I sat with him, figuring I’d test the waters. Liquid courage made me bold, so I asked how he landed a girl like Emily. He didn’t catch my drift at first, so I got blunt, asking about their sex life. Ethan didn’t clam up like I expected. Maybe it was the booze, but he opened up. Turns out, he’s from a super religious family and is saving himself for marriage. They hadn’t done more than make out—barely second base. I asked how Emily felt about that, and he said she was cool with it, though she pushed him sometimes to go further. I knew better. Emily wasn’t a virgin; I remembered her bragging about a hookup back in college, giggling over brunch as she spilled the details.

The conversation got weirder. I asked if he watched porn, and he admitted to dabbling—strictly vanilla stuff. When I brought up cuckolding and hotwife porn, he knew the terms but said it wasn’t his thing. His wildest watch was some stepsister fantasy, which, yeah, tracks for a guy like him. I saw an opening and leaned into it, spinning a tale about how I was into hotwifing back when I was a virgin. Total bullshit, but I described it in detail—how letting my ex hook up with my roommate supposedly spiced up our relationship. Ethan listened, quiet but curious, nodding like he was processing it.

“Did you watch her?” he asked, eyes wide.

“Sometimes,” I lied. “But the real thrill was when she’d go out solo and tell me everything later. It’s not for everyone, but it was wild.”

He went quiet, thinking hard. Then, out of nowhere: “You think Emily would want that?”

I had to fight to keep my cool. Jackpot. “No idea, man,” I said, playing it neutral. “We don’t talk about that stuff. I’d guess no, but I thought the same about my ex, and she was into it.”

Before he could respond, Emily and Sophie bounced over, telling us to get back on the dance floor. I shot Ethan a grin, and he smiled back, a little dazed. Emily bent down to fix her heel, giving us a front-row view of her cleavage, her breasts glistening with sweat from dancing. My pants tightened instantly.

She plopped onto Ethan’s lap, asking what we were talking about. Ethan froze, so I jumped in with, “Just guy stuff.” She rolled her eyes, grabbed his hand, and pulled him to dance. He said he’d be there in a minute. I told them I’d follow.

As they walked off, Ethan turned to me, hesitating. “Hey, do you think—”

“Go on,” I said, heart pounding.

“Never mind, it’s stupid,” he muttered.

“You good, man?” I asked, keeping my tone light. He didn’t answer, just looked lost in thought.

“Let’s go dance,” I said, pulling him up. On the floor, I nudged him toward Sophie, who was happy to take over. Emily caught my eye, mouthing a “thanks” for getting Ethan out of his shell. With him occupied, she turned to me, smirking. “You stole my man, so I guess you’re stuck with me.”

I grinned and pulled her close. The club’s lights dimmed, the music slowed, and the vibe got heavier. Emily’s dancing was bolder now, her body pressing against mine. I ran my hands along her hips, testing the waters. She didn’t pull away—instead, she placed her hands over mine, guiding them up her sides, stopping just shy of her chest. Her ass pressed into me, grinding with the beat, and I could feel her heat through the thin fabric of her dress. She was into it, and I was losing my mind.














Chapter 2


The club was a blur of pulsing lights and pounding bass, but all I could focus on was Emily. Her body moved against mine, every grind of her hips sending a jolt through me. The alcohol was hitting hard, making the room tilt, but it only sharpened my hunger for her. She was a different person tonight—not the shy, nerdy girl I’d known for years, but a woman who knew exactly what she was doing. Her hands guided mine along her curves, teasing, daring me to push further. I glanced over at Ethan, still awkwardly swaying with Sophie a few feet away, oblivious to how close I was to his girlfriend.

The music shifted, slower and heavier, and Emily upped the ante. She pressed her ass harder against me, rhythmic and deliberate, her body practically begging for more. I tightened my grip on her hips, pulling her closer, and she let out a soft laugh, barely audible over the music. My hands slid upward, brushing the undersides of her breasts, and for a split second, I thought I’d gone too far. But she didn’t stop me—not yet. Her head tilted back, eyes half-closed, and I could’ve sworn she was enjoying it as much as I was.

Then I fucked up. Caught in the heat, I let my hands fully cup her breasts, squeezing through the thin fabric of her dress. Emily froze, spun around, and mouthed, “What the fuck?” Her eyes were wide, a
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