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Chapter 1 - The Look That Changed Everything

The wine was already open when Riley let herself in like she always did - no knock, just the jangle of keys and that low, husky laugh that used to feel like home. Tonight it felt like a match striking right against my clit. Cole was in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, stirring pasta sauce that smelled like garlic and comfort. He glanced over his shoulder, grin easy, and called out, “Riley-girl, you’re late. Ava’s been pacing like a caged cat.” Riley dropped her bag by the door, kicked off her boots, and padded straight to me on the couch. She was still in her work clothes - tight black jeans that hugged every curve of her ass and a soft gray sweater that kept slipping off one freckled shoulder. Her red hair was down, wild curls framing her face, and when she leaned in for our usual hug, her breasts pressed against mine just a second longer than they ever had before. Or maybe I was imagining it. 

“Missed you, Ave,” she murmured against my hair, voice lower than usual. Her hand slid down my back, palm flat, fingers splaying just above the waistband of my leggings. Heat pooled low in my belly so fast I almost gasped. Cole watched us from the kitchen doorway, wooden spoon still in his hand. His eyes were dark, curious, that little half-smile playing on his lips like he already knew something I was still pretending I didn’t. We ate on the couch like always - plates balanced on knees, feet tangled together under the blanket. Riley’s bare foot kept brushing my calf, slow little strokes that made the fine hairs on my legs stand up. Every time I laughed at one of her stories about the nightmare client she had today, her gaze would linger on my mouth. Cole noticed. Of course he noticed. He always noticed everything about me. 

Later, when the plates were cleared and the second bottle was half gone, Riley stretched like a cat, arms overhead, sweater riding up to show the soft strip of skin above her jeans. A sliver of black lace peeked out. My mouth went dry. “God, I love this couch,” she sighed, letting her head fall back against my shoulder. Her curls spilled across my chest. She smelled like vanilla and something warmer, something that made my thighs press together without permission. Cole was in the armchair across from us, long legs spread, beer dangling from his fingers. He looked relaxed, but I knew that look - the one he got right before he pinned me to the bed and fucked me slow and deep until I cried. “Ave?” Riley’s voice was soft now. She turned her face up to mine. Our noses were inches apart. “You’ve been quiet tonight.” Her breath smelled like merlot and mint. I could see the tiny flecks of gold in her green eyes. My heart hammered so hard I was sure they could both hear it. “I’m fine,” I lied. Cole’s voice was low, warm, steady. “She’s not fine. She’s been staring at you like you’re dinner since you walked in, Ry.” Riley’s eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she shifted closer, her hand sliding onto my thigh, thumb stroking the seam of my leggings. “That true, baby?” Baby. She’d never called me that before. The word landed straight between my legs and stayed there, pulsing. I swallowed hard. 

“I... don’t know what’s happening to me tonight.” Cole set his beer down. He didn’t move from the chair, but his presence filled the room like he was right beside us. “Then don’t figure it out alone, sweetheart. We’ve got all night.” Riley’s fingers tightened on my thigh. Her gaze dropped to my mouth again. “All night,” she echoed, voice husky. I felt the shift in the air - thick, electric, inevitable. My nipples tightened against my thin tank top. Riley noticed. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lower lip, and I had the sudden, filthy urge to lean in and suck that lip into my mouth. Cole’s voice was velvet and gravel. “You two look so fucking pretty right now.” Riley let out a shaky laugh that sounded more like a moan. “Cole, if I kiss your wife right now... are you gonna lose your mind?” 

He smiled, slow and filthy. “I’m gonna watch. And if she wants more, I’m gonna help her take it.” My breath hitched. Riley’s hand slid higher up my thigh, dangerously close to where I was already soaked. Her eyes searched mine, vulnerable and hungry all at once. “Ava?” I didn’t answer with words. I answered by tilting my head and brushing my lips against hers - soft at first, just a question. Riley answered like she’d been waiting years. Her mouth opened, tongue sliding against mine, wet and eager. She tasted like wine and sin. A low, desperate sound vibrated in her throat as she cupped my face and kissed me deeper, messier. Spit slicked our lips. Her hand slid into my hair and tugged just hard enough to make me whimper into her mouth. 

Cole’s groan from across the room was pure male satisfaction. “Jesus Christ, that’s hot.” Riley pulled back just far enough to rest her forehead against mine, both of us breathing hard. Her lips were shiny, swollen, glistening with our mixed spit. “Stay the night, Ry,” I whispered, voice trembling. She smiled against my mouth, wicked and soft all at once. “Baby... I was never planning to leave.” 

Chapter 2 - Late Night Confessions

Riley’s lips were still shiny with my spit when she pulled back just enough to look at Cole. Her cheeks were flushed, green eyes glassy with want. “You really okay with this?” she asked, voice husky. Cole leaned forward in the armchair, elbows on his knees, that dark, hungry look I knew so well burning in his eyes. His cock was already straining against his jeans - thick and obvious. “More than okay, Ry. I’ve been waiting for Ava to admit she wants you for months. Kiss her again. I want to watch my wife lose her mind on your mouth.” The words sent a fresh gush of wetness into my panties. 

Riley didn’t hesitate. She turned back to me, cupped my face with both hands, and kissed me like she was starving. This time there was no softness - just wet, greedy tongues sliding together, spit already leaking from the corners of our mouths. I moaned into her, loud and shameless, and she swallowed the sound like it belonged to her. “Fuck, that’s beautiful,” Cole groaned. “Get her shirt off, baby. Let me see those pretty tits.” Riley’s hands slid under the hem of my thin tank top. She peeled it up slowly, dragging her nails over my ribs. Cool air hit my skin as she tugged it over my head and tossed it aside. My nipples were already rock-hard, aching. 

Riley stared, lips parted. “God, Ava... you’re perfect.” She leaned in and dragged her tongue up the side of my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. I gasped, head falling back against the couch. Her mouth was hot, wet, messy - teeth grazing, tongue soothing, spit trailing down my throat. Cole’s voice was low and filthy. “Suck on her tits, Ry. She loves that. Get her nipples sloppy for me.” Riley moaned against my skin and moved lower. She cupped one breast, squeezing it, then latched onto my nipple with her warm, wet mouth. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, tongue flicking fast. Spit ran down the curve of my tit as she switched to the other one, sucking louder, messier. 

The wet schlick-schlick sounds filled the room. I was panting, hips rolling against nothing. “Riley... fuck...” Cole stood up and moved closer, but he didn’t touch us yet. He just watched, palming his thick cock through his jeans. “Look at you, sweetheart. So fucking wet already and she’s barely started. Tell her how good her mouth feels.” “So good,” I whimpered. “Her tongue... I’m soaked, Cole. My pussy is dripping.” Riley pulled off my nipple with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to my shiny, swollen breast. She grinned up at me, wicked and soft. “Let’s see.” Her hand slid down my stomach and into my leggings. Two fingers pressed right over my soaked panties and rubbed my clit in slow circles. I bucked against her hand with a broken moan. “Jesus Christ, she’s drenched,” Riley breathed. 

She pulled her fingers out and showed them to Cole - glistening, strings of my arousal stretching between them. Then she brought those fingers to her own mouth and sucked them clean, moaning like I tasted like candy. Cole’s groan was guttural. “That’s my good girls. Keep going. Take her pants off, Ry. I want to watch you play with my wife’s cunt.” Riley hooked her fingers in my leggings and panties and dragged them down my legs in one slow pull. I lifted my hips to help, kicking them off. I was completely naked now, legs spread on our big sectional couch, pussy lips swollen and shiny with how wet I was. Riley stared like she was in awe. “Ava... you’re so fucking pretty down here.” She ran two fingers through my folds, spreading my slick everywhere, then brought them to my mouth. “Taste how bad you want me.” I sucked her fingers greedily, tasting myself while she watched with dark eyes. Then she kissed me again - deep, sloppy, our tongues tangling around the taste of my pussy. Her hands roamed everywhere: squeezing my tits, pinching my nipples, sliding back down to rub my clit in firm, messy circles. 

I tugged at her sweater. “Off. I want to feel you too.” Riley sat up long enough to yank her sweater over her head. Her bra followed. Her breasts spilled out - full, heavy, pink nipples already tight. I didn’t wait for permission. I leaned in and sucked one into my mouth, moaning at how soft and warm she was. I licked and sucked noisily, spit running down her tit as I worked the other one with my hand. “Fuck yes,” Cole praised, voice rough. He was standing right beside the couch now, slowly stroking his cock through his open fly. “Suck her tits, baby. Make them shiny like she did to yours. Riley, play with her pussy while she does it.” 

Riley obeyed instantly. Two fingers sank into my dripping cunt with a wet squelch. She curled them, stroking my G-spot while her thumb rubbed my clit. I cried out around her nipple, sucking harder, drooling all over her breast. The room filled with filthy sounds - wet sucking, fingers plunging in and out of my soaked pussy, our moans, Cole’s low dirty encouragement. “You two look so fucking hot,” he growled. “My wife sucking her best friend’s tits while she fingers that greedy little cunt. Keep going. Make her cum, Ry. I want to watch her fall apart on your fingers.” Riley fucked me faster, adding a third finger, stretching me open. Her palm slapped wetly against my clit with every thrust. I was shaking, drooling on her tit, whimpering. “Come on, Ava,” Riley whispered hotly against my ear. “Cum for me, baby. 

Let Cole see how bad you needed this.” I shattered. My orgasm hit like a wave - hard, messy, squirting a little around her fingers as my pussy clenched and fluttered. I screamed into her neck, body jerking, thighs trembling. Riley kept fingering me through it, drawing it out until I was a whimpering, soaked mess. When I finally came down, Riley pulled her fingers out slowly, strings of my cum stretching between us. She brought them to Cole’s mouth first. He sucked them clean with a groan, eyes locked on mine. 

Then Riley kissed me again - slow, deep, tender this time. “You’re so beautiful when you cum,” she whispered against my lips. Cole leaned down and kissed my forehead, then Riley’s. His voice was warm, steady, full of love and raw lust. “That was just the beginning, girls. No hiding anymore. No pretending. Tonight we find out exactly how filthy this can get.” Riley looked at me, then at Cole, eyes shining with emotion and heat. “I’m staying the night... and I don’t want to stop.” I pulled her back down on top of me, our naked bodies sliding together, slick with sweat and spit and my cum. “Good,” I breathed. “Because I’m nowhere near done with you.” 

Chapter 3 - Crossing the Line

Riley’s fingers were still shiny with my cum when she slid down my body, kissing every inch on the way. My skin was flushed and slick with sweat. Cole had moved the big ottoman closer so he could sit right there, legs spread wide, thick cock out and leaking as he stroked himself in long, lazy pulls. He wasn’t joining. Not yet. He just watched, eyes dark and hungry, a filthy little smile on his face. “Go on, Ry. Taste my wife’s
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